Chapter 1
Date: 2nd of June (six days ago)
Time: 9.00 a.m.

     It was a typical everyday morning. The sun was shining just bright enough to warm up the cold, morning atmosphere to a comfortable level. People were staring to move about, performing their daily activities. Traffic was staring to build up.

     Roy Hayes was taking his everyday walk around his neighbourhood. Each day, he would walk around the residential area, go to a nearby bar, have a drink or two to kick start his day, then return home and stay there for the rest of the day.

     It was not because Roy did not have a job. He worked as a writer so he spent most of his life in front of a computer screen, ‘typing his life away’ as he had always put it. It was sufficient enough for him to rent a small apartment and his daily visit to the bar. Roy had no further ambition to improve his lifestyle.

     He was in his mid-twenties, single (obviously), of average height and wears glasses. He had never shown any interest in woman, even in his high-school years. Females did not approach him since he seemed very quiet and forlorn, or in other words, not interesting. It did not bother him much. He has lived most of his life in solitude, and he presumed he will live as such till he died.

     Roy’s parents died when he was very young, roughly when he was about three. Since then, he had been living in an orphanage ever since. He had no family, no friends and no contacts. Just himself in this world.

     People might think Roy, living such a lifestyle, would be very unsociable. It is much of a surprise to many to find Roy as a very amicable and talkative person. Striking a conversation with him was easier than talking to a stranger. Roy will readily talk, and he can cover any topic available ranging from art to zoology with his limited knowledge of the subject. Many find it strange the Roy would choose such a quiet life.

     Roy turned at an intersection to head towards his pub. He entered the dark and melancholic place. He automatically walked to his normal seat which was located at the edge of the room. The barman had placed his drink there already, knowing Roy’s habits. Roy smiled at him to thank him as he slowly sipped on his glass. 

     The bar was as quiet as usual, as expected in the morning. Roy counted three other people in the bar. There was an old lady sitting alone at a table who comes as often as Roy, an unknown person wearing rather ragged clothes and a poor fellow who was fast asleep on a table.

     “ Poor fella, he’s been there since last night. Couldn’t let him sleep on the street. I think he’s depressed or something. Seems to be well off. No idea why he came to waste himself here,” the bartender said as he noticed Roy looking at the guy.

     And so it seems. The guy was wearing a coat, but it was an expensive one according to the brand printed across the side pocket. It came to Roy’s surprise as usually posh people only wore ‘Lavender’ brands. What could such a rich person be doing here?

     The person’s face was rather handsome. He had sharp features, though dark circles around his eyes showed fatigue. He was quite thin and his hair was in a mess. He was breathing slowly and steadily. 

     As Roy finished his drink, the guy stirred slightly. He did not wake up though, but merely changed to a more comfortable position to sleep in. Roy decided not to bother about him too much until something fell out of the man’s inner pocket.

     It was difficult to determine what it was because of the lack of sufficient light, but Roy made it out as a small stack off money. Roy was again surprised to see that it almost amounted to almost a thousand dollars. 

     Roy was about to walk up to the man to return the fallen money into his pocket when the other man in the bar walked up to the sleeping man. The man bent down to pick up the wad of money. However, he was not about to return it. He placed the money into his pocket and started to walk out of the bar.

     Roy was compelled to do good again by going after the guy, but it was apparent his help was not needed. The sleeping person got up, gripped the man who stole his money by his hand and snarled like a bitten animal.

     However, it was the man’s comment that startled him the most:

     “ I know I’m going to die in a month, but that doesn’t mean you can take my money!” he snarled in a very dangerous manner.

     Roy was perplexed at the person’s statement: “ I’m going to die soon”. How would he know he would die in a month? Roy thought of cancer, but it did not seem like it at all. The way he said it was as if he had somehow foresaw his death in the future. 

     The thief struggled to pull himself free, unwilling to leave without the money. Maybe he felt since the person is going to be dead, it might be better off in his hands. Getting desperate, the thief dug into his pocket and retrieved a small knife. The man let go of the thief, but he was not going to let him get away. He swiftly jumped to his feet, bouncing up and down as if he was a boxer fighting in the ring.

     “ Oh, you wanna play rough, eh? Come then, bring it on!” the man urged, balling up his fists and raising them up. 

     The thief was unsure what to do next, but the other man acted first. He launched his fist at the man’s face. The fist made contact with a sickening crack. The thief howled in pain as his nose started to bleed, dripping droplets of blood on the floor.

     Angered, he started slashing madly at the man. The man, who was very slick, dodged all the blows with ease and grace. It was almost as if he could see what was coming, playing around just for the fun of it.

     The thief made a lunge at the man, trying to stab him. Deftly, the man did a sidestep, spun around, wrapped his arm around the thief’s outstretched arm, twisted slightly to loosen the thief’s grip on the knife and accurately catch the knife by its hilt in mid-air. The man swung his hand backward and the thief gave a soft cry of surprise.

     The man let go of his grip upon the thief to let him stagger back. Roy saw the knife was perfectly lodged in the middle of the thief’s chest. Dark red blood was slowly seeping out as the guy collapse on the floor, shook slightly and allowed his life to ebb from him.

     Roy had already seen the bartender picking up the receiver of the phone, his chubby fingers punching the buttons. The man now calmly knelt over the dead man, dug into his pockets to retrieve his stolen  money and returned to his seat. He did not fall to sleep now, but he looked at the people looking at him.

     “ What a great start to a morning,” Roy mumbled to himself.

Time: 9.10 a.m.

     The shrill ring of the alarm clock broke the dead silence in the air. John got up, slammed the clock hard to shut the noise up and groaned loudly. The next thing he heard  was the sound of a car driving up his driveway.
     “ Damn, she’s here again?” he groaned.

     Getting up, he stretched himself. He felt his back feel very stiff. He thought he was getting old. But, he reminded himself, I’m only thirty. He forced his sturdy legs to move himself into the shower.

     “ Do you know what time it is?” a voice replied as he walked down the stairs. It mocked him, but after hearing it for the last 8 years of his life everyday, it sounded pleasant to him. He dreaded the knowledge he might not be hearing it for a long time.

     “ Well, Deidre, you know how lazy I am,” John said. “ What are you doing here?”

     “ I’ve finished packing my stuff at the apartment and I found out I took some of your stuff. So, I’m here to return them and take whatever that remains. I’ve done shopping, marketing, packaging and fixing my place this morning. What have you accomplished, eh?” Deidre asked. 

     John had heard these comments as long as he could remember since they had met. She wouldn’t be Deidre if she did not say it to him at all. 
     John was a lazy bum; Deidre was a energetic person. John was pessimistic, most of the time; Deidre was a optimistic. John was not ambitious; Deidre was driven by ambition. John was surprised he got promoted to a detective; Deidre was furious she did not get to become the director of production of her company.

     John always laughed at how such people of totally opposite personalities could ever get married. He really did not want to believe that their opposite personalities are making them live apart.

     They loved each other; it might be difficult to find a more affectionate couple, but they just knew it was very difficult to live together. It complicated things which both of them could not understand. So, they had decided to live apart to see how things would work out.

     “ I’m so busy all the time. I find it hard to believe you can be so laid back. Don’t you have anything to do at all? You have to fill up your time, at least, if your job isn’t good at that,” Deidre said, taking up a box which she had filled it up with all of her stuff.
     “ Leaving so soon?” John asked.

     “ Well, I’m not as free as you are,” Deidre said. She went outside and dropped the box into the but of her car. John walked to the door to wish her goodbye when he saw a book. It was Deidre’s yearbook.

     “ Hey, you forgot something,” John said, hoping to catch Deidre for once forgetting something.

     “ No, it’s yours now,” Deidre said. “ You won’t catch me dead forgetting something!” she yelled back as an afterthought as she drove off. John waved at her, hoping this separation will not last very long.

     His hand reached for his handphone holder as it vibrated slightly to tell him a call is coming. Pressing the call button, he answered the call.

     “ Hello, John here.”

     “ Hi, John. Station needs you here now, on the double,” his boss’s voice floated through the phone.

     “ Alright,” he answered. He would need to be quick. If his boss calls him before he arrives at the workplace, it would mean that work had arrived early.
Time: 9.18 a.m. 

     “ What seems to be the problem?” John asked.

     He was now standing outside a bar. The police had put up their perimeters around the place to disallow civilians to enter the area. Of course, it could not deter passer-bys a chance to look at a crime scene. People can be real busybodies when it comes to crime.

     “ Ah, John, you are here,” Jeremy, who was a police officer, cried.

     “ What kind of remark is that?” John asked, irritated.

     “ You are usually late,” Jeremy said.

     “ Please don’t remind me,” John replied.

     A stretcher came out of the crime scene, a white blanket covering the person to show his medical status: deceased. Medics rolled the stretcher to a nearby ambulance. The sirens blared as the vehicle roared away at top speed. 

     “ What’s the point in rushing. Can’t they see the guy is dead?” John sighed.

     “ I couldn’t agree better,” Jeremy replied.

     “ Well, brief me,” John requested.

     Apparently there was a fight in the bar involving two people. One stabbed another after the other stole his money. A simple fight between two drunks, although neither of them had any alchohol in their bodies. A few witnesses only. The bartender and a regular customer. Another old lady was present, but apparently she was asleep while the incident occurred.

     Jeremy led John in to view the crime scene. There was not much light to look around, so the police had set up spotlights around the room for better clarity. John saw the familiar white silhouette on the floor, showing a man lying sprawled down on the floor. There was a fair amount of blood on the floor.

     “ The man was killed by his own knife. It was a small kitchen knife usually used to cut vegetables. The killer somehow got it and stabbed the guy in the middle of the chest. Probably died in a few seconds,” Jeremy told John.

     “ Who’s the deceased?” John asked.

     “ Name’s Barry ‘Von’ Bellow. He’s a small time crook who pilfers form people. He’s a sly bastard who always gets away. He has been eluding the force for 15 years now. Hell of a long record. Better dead than alive, in my opinion. Saves us the trouble,” Jeremy said.

     “ Who killed him?” John asked. To this question, Jeremy chuckled.

     “ What so funny?” John asked.

     “ Do you know the Reavers?” Jeremy asked.
     The Reavers? To John, it sounded familiar. However, he could not recall much from it. Where did he hear that word before? Jeremy looked amused as John struggled to remember what it was. His face suddenly lighted up as he remembered.

     “ The Reavers?! You mean the wealthy family who used to run a shipping company? Mr. and Mrs. Reaver passed away years ago, and their son went missing years before they died,” John said.

     “ Yeap. The person who had killed the thief was the son,” Jeremy said.

     This brought the case to a whole new level. “ You can’t be serious. You mean after he went missing for 8 years he suddenly appears to kill some guy in a bar?”

     “ Seriously, we can’t consider him missing in the first place. He stays out of the grid. No contacts and no home. Although the mansion where the family lived is still being maintained. I take it from him that he stays there now, since it is rightfully his,” Jeremy said.

     John frowned. He wondered if such a case involving this person would be problematic. It had to be, as always. He just did not know how problematic it would be in the end.

     “ I need to interview this guy, and the witnesses,” John said.

Time: 10.45 a.m.

     Roy was sitting in the town’s police department’s interrogation room. He was by himself, alone in the room only with the wooden desk for company. Nobody had bothered to check on him.

     The room was a small square one with a hanging lamp in the middle, not that it was of any use in the morning sun. There were only two entrances and exits for the room: the main door and the back window.

     Roy was not in any hurry to leave anywhere. Since he does most of his work at home, he had all the time in the world. He tried to pass the time by twiddling his fingers together. The interrogator has yet to come. Roy wondered what was taking the guy so long.

     A soft creak told Roy the person was here. Roy looked up to see a rather tall, imposing man enter. Roy guessed the man must be around thirty. He had short brown hair and dark brown eyes.

     “ Sorry to keep you waiting. Would you like something to drink?” the interrogator asked.

     “ No thanks,” Roy said, smiling.

     “ The name’s John, John Handel. I’m the detective working on this case. Would you mind if I ask you a few questions?” John asked, taking out a small notepad and a pencil.

     “ Sure,” Roy replied.

     John started to say something when he stopped. He felt something was strange with this Roy person.

     “ Uh, did I say something wrong?” Roy asked.

     “ Not exactly. But, it seems strange. Most of our witnesses brought here at this time would be complaining they need to go to work. Do you work?” John asked.

     “ Yes, but I work as a writer, so I’ve a lot of free time,” Roy said. Explains his reaction, John concluded.

     “ First of all, can you describe to me the events that happened in the bar?” John asked.

     “ I was heading to the bar for my daily drink. The man who killed the thief was sleeping on a table situated at the end of the room, next to where I was sitting. The bartender said that he had already been there since last night. Well, he shifted slightly in his sleep and a wad of money dropped out of his pocket.”

     “ The thief came up rather quickly and took the money. And all of a sudden, the man woke up and grabbed the thief, while he shouted ‘ I know I’m going to die in a month, but that doesn’t mean you can take my money!’.”

     John stopped him. “ He said that?” he asked, puzzled.

     “ Word for word, detective,” Roy remarked.

     “ Continue,”

     “ The thief took out a small knife and tried to fight the man off. The guy responded with lightning reflexes. He probably trained his body a lot. He was very light on his feet, always bouncing around as he fought. He somehow managed to make the thief lose possession of the knife and he stabbed him. Probably died in a few seconds. That was all.”

     The detective took a while to digest this information. So far, it has been a simple fight in a bar that ended in death. The man probably fought in self-defense. But still, he had killed a man in a bar, which was rather unacceptable by normal standards.
     “ At what time did you enter the bar?” 

     “ At around 9 in the morning.”

     “ At what time did the incident occur?” 

     “ Within five minutes after I entered the bar.”

     “ Who else were in that room, during the time you entered and after the incident?”

     “ The bartender, an old lady, the thief, the man and me.”

     “ Nobody else?”

     “ Not that I was aware of.”

     “ What do you know of the man who killed the thief?”

     “ Nothing, besides that he seems to be well off and he got drunk since last night, according to the bartender, and he was left inside by the bartender to sleep. That is all.”

     The detective stopped. There was probably nothing more he could take out of this person that was of any substantial use. There was no point in detaining the witness any longer.

     “ Very well. I thank you for your cooperation. We will contact you if we are in need of your assistance in the future. Sorry for keeping you here. You are allowed to leave,” John replied.
     “ You are most welcomed,” Roy said smiling. He got up from gracefully from his seat and left quietly. John had never encountered such a cooperative witness, willing to help under such short notice and circumstances. It somehow made John wonder if the person was being too cooperative for a reason. Would he need to suspect him over any grounds? By being cooperative?

     John shook his head, scolding himself silently for being so paranoid over such simple matters. He got up to get ready to interview the killer.

Time: 11.30 a.m.

     John sat quietly, slowly browsing through a file on whatever the police department could find about Max Reaver.

     Max Reaver was seated across the detective. He had no made any fuss, any noise nor any complaint. He sat there as quiet as a rock. John wondered why everyone is being very cooperative with him today. Things were going too smoothly for him. He had always liked things to go smoothly for him, but getting it for the first time was a new experience for him. He might probably get this done by today.

     Another policeman was stationed inside the interrogation room, much to John’s displeasure. He was there to make sure that Max did not do anything funny while he was with the detective. John insisted the policeman to leave, much to guy’s irritation.

     John could easily take the guy down within a second if he wanted to. John was damn proud of the fact that he has not failed to nail down any man before in a confrontation. The policeman was of no need. Max was unarmed, and John had his service revolver in his hip pocket, and he was better in using his gun than his fists.

     He tried to see what the file had to offer. Max Reaver was born on the 30th of June in the year 2030. He was born into the Reaver family, the only son of a wealthy tycoon of a shipping company, abruptly named ‘Reavers’. He was twenty six of age, this year. He has dark black hair and dark brown eyes. 

     He was well educated, having been sent to private schools. His grades were of great notice, almost the top of his class every year. He has won several prizes in quizzes.

     His parents died in a car crash when he was 12. Their will left him with the family estate and all their wealth. The company would be run by their close personal friends until he was of age to take over if he wished. 

     Then, eight years ago, he disappeared. He had decided to loose as much contact as he had with the outside world. He was reported to have left the house and wander aimlessly around, although no one knows where. It is known he takes money from his account to fund his wanderings.

     Not much is known about him in the last eight years. Since he was not a criminal nor did he perform any illegal acts, the police did not bother about him. Max was almost considered missing, except from a few sources saying, or as John had put it before: claiming, he was still around.

     John looked at the man. He still looked a bit like a teenager. He had a very youngish looking face, even though it was undeniable that he was dashingly handsome. Women would have fallen head over heels over this person, if he wanted too. Yet, in his eyes Max could see wariness. 
     “ Max Reaver,” John started.

     “ Yes!” The instant Max’s name was called, he sat bolt upright, as if he were waiting eagerly for some reward.

     “ You know why you are here, correct?” John asked. He almost chuckled at the simplicity, or stupidity, of the question.

     “ Yes, I killed a man in the bar,” Max said tartly, almost without emotion.

     “ Why did you do it?”

     “ Self-defense. The guy stole my money. When he did not want to give it back, he took out his knife. I just fought back with what I got,” Max answered.

     “ Why did you even carry that large amount of cash around?” John asked.

     The answer came longer than John had expected. Max seemed to be frowning, avoiding the detectives gaze. Almost looks like a kid facing his principal, John thought.

     “ I’m sorry, I’m not telling you the truth, detective,” Max confessed.

     This surprised John slightly. Not telling me the truth?

     “ The man I killed. Initially, I fought back because I just had to. But, I guess I just could not stop myself from killing him. Probably should have just knocked him down and be done with it. Sorry, if the file didn’t tell you, I have a very short temper,” Max answered.

     “ So, you killed him because you were angry? That happens a lot of times,” John said.

     “ No, I just feel it is unfair if you put me off with self-defense. It certainly wasn’t self-defense. Frankly, he didn’t even attack me. He just threatened me with a knife to not get near him. I punched him after he did that,” Max said. John definitely saw Max smile slightly, as if punching the person was so gratifying.

     “ You want to say that you killed him purposely?!” John asked, rather alarmed.

     “ I won’t deny it. I could’ve stopped myself, but I’ll be truthful to you. I didn’t stop myself, even though I knew I could,” Max said.

     “ You could be put in jail for saying such incriminating things. Why, you might be fit enough to be placed inside as asylum. No sane man would say something like that,” John cried. He wondered why he was somehow siding this person.

     “ Well, it doesn’t matter. I’ll die on the 30th of June anyway,” Max said, shrugging his shoulders.

     After Max said that, John knew that this case was not going to be that easy as he suspected.  
