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A quiet night train journey. A sudden warning. A red light in the darkness.

When Detective Dujo and his curious young companion Bishu cross paths on a rain-soaked train, their journey takes a chilling turn. A cryptic note warns them: “If you see a red light, get off the train. Danger is coming.”

What begins as a strange encounter unravels into a dangerous web of secrets—abandoned stations whispered to be haunted, powerful men guarding forbidden mansions, and a mysterious red signal that hides an international conspiracy?

With each step, Dujo and Bishu are drawn deeper into a world of lies, coded messages, and perilous traps. The red light is not just a signal—it is the key to a deadly game where one wrong move could cost them their lives.

Will Dujo’s sharp instincts and Bishu’s fearless curiosity be enough to uncover the truth before it’s too late?

A gripping detective thriller where every shadow hides a secret and every secret leads closer to danger.
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Part 1: The Beginning
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Chapter 1: The Night Train Journey
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It was almost eleven at night. Outside, a light rain fell, and the train car swayed in rhythm, like an old machine singing a slow song. The windowpanes were foggy, with raindrops trickling down their slick paths. Inside the car, a soft yellow light made everything seem more mysterious. Dujo sat still in one corner of his bench, a look of calm but deep alertness on his face. He was dressed like any ordinary traveler, but his movements and the sharpness in his gaze set him apart from the other passengers.

On the opposite bench sat Bishu, his face full of curiosity. He kept looking at Dujo, as if trying to find a story hidden behind his silence. Bishu was an ordinary young man with big dreams and boundless curiosity. He had set out on this journey simply to escape the monotony of his daily life. He was the one who started the conversation with Dujo.

"Sir, do you travel on this train often?" Bishu asked his voice full of excitement.

Dujo raised his calm eyes to Bishu. "Not really. But this route is quite familiar to me." His voice was calm and deep, as if coming from a great distance.

"I'm really enjoying this train journey. The environment is so peaceful and the rain outside, it's just like a movie," Bishu said, looking out the window.

Dujo smiled. "Life isn't like a movie, young man. Here, every moment brings a new twist, and you have to be prepared for it."

Bishu smiled. "That's true. May I ask what you do for a living?"

Dujo didn't answer, just smiled slightly and looked back outside. Bishu understood that his mysteriousness was deliberate. His mind grew even more curious. He decided to continue this silent game with Dujo. Suddenly, the train's wheels made a loud noise, and the train jolted and slowed down a bit. The sound stirred the other passengers in the car.

The night deepened. Most of the passengers had fallen asleep. Dujo and Bishu were both awake. Dujo was writing something in his diary, and Bishu was watching a movie on his mobile. Suddenly, the car door opened. A tall person in black clothes walked quickly past them. Their face was not clearly visible, as it was covered with a hat and a shawl. But there was restlessness in their walk.

Bishu nudged Dujo with his elbow. "Look, that person is walking so fast."

Dujo looked up, his eyes immediately following the person. As the person passed them, something suddenly fell from their hand, which they quickly kicked away with their foot. They almost ran out of the car. Dujo immediately stood up and picked up the object the person had dropped. It was a folded piece of paper.

"What was it?" Bishu asked.

Dujo quickly unfolded the paper. Inside was a warning: "If you see a red light, get off the train. Danger is coming." The message seemed to have been scribbled in a hurry with a pencil, and the handwriting was very crude.

Dujo stood still for a moment. A look of concern appeared in his eyes. This kind of warning, especially in the dark of night, was usually not an ordinary occurrence.

"What is this?" Bishu asked, his voice trembling with fear.

"A warning," Dujo replied curtly.

"Who gave it? And why? What does the red light mean?" Bishu started asking one question after another.

Dujo carefully put the paper in his pocket. "I don't know. But we have to find out what it means. And for that, we have to stay away from this danger."

Bishu got scared. "Danger? What kind of danger?"

"That's what we have to find out," Dujo said. His eyes were looking straight ahead, as if he could see far into the distance. "It looks like we'll have to change our destination."

The train began to slow down to enter a station. The name of the station was announced on the train: "Guntur Station." Dujo looked at Bishu. There was a look of firm resolve in his eyes. Bishu realized that this night train journey was not just a story of a trip, but the beginning of a mystery.
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Chapter 2: A Glimmer of Fear
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The sharp sound of the train's whistle suddenly broke the car's silence. As Dujo and Bishu were discussing the warning, some passengers overheard fragments of their conversation. Panic spread through the car in an instant. Whispering began, which quickly turned into a murmur of fear.

A middle-aged passenger, who had been sleeping until now, sat up with a start. "What happened? What danger?" His voice was filled with clear fear. An old woman held her grandson's hand tightly, her eyes full of distress. Another young female passenger had her headphones on, but she too was looking at everyone with a curious expression.

Bishu was flustered. He didn't know how to handle the situation. Everyone seemed to be looking at them, demanding answers. Dujo, however, was completely calm. There was no change in his expression. He slowly stood up and addressed everyone, "Everyone, calm down. Nothing has happened to be afraid of."

His calm, grave voice had a different kind of effect. People calmed down a bit, but the curiosity and fear in their eyes were still clear. Dujo started to explain to them, "This paper might just be a prank or a misunderstanding. Many people play such jokes at night. There's no reason to be unnecessarily afraid."

His words seemed logical. Some passengers were reassured by his words. But a businessman, who had been a bit skeptical from the start, directly questioned Dujo. "How can you be so sure? What if there's real danger?"

Dujo smiled. "If danger comes, you can face it, but if you're drowning in panic, you can't find a way to escape it." He looked at Bishu, as if giving him the same message. His firmness and calm demeanor gave the passengers a lot of relief. Slowly, the whispering died down, and people returned to their seats. Bishu watched Dujo's leadership qualities with surprise. He realized that Dujo was not just an ordinary passenger.

When the situation in the car calmed down, Dujo took Bishu to the train's corridor. There was no red light on the platform, but Dujo believed that the danger was not limited to a specific place. He told Bishu, "It's not safe to be on this train now."

Bishu was startled. "Why? You said it was a joke?"

"It might not be a joke," Dujo said. "If the warning is true, there might be a spy or a conspirator inside the train. The safest thing is to get away from them."

Bishu asked, "So what do we do now?"

Dujo looked out the train window. A small station nameplate was visible in the distance. "Guntur," he said. "We have to get off here."

Bishu was in a dilemma. "But why? This station isn't very well-known."

"That's exactly why. There's less surveillance at these small stations. When we got on this train, someone was probably following us. If we get off at this unexpected station, they won't be able to catch us. We have to make a counter move."

After hearing Dujo's words, Bishu was initially afraid, but later he was impressed by his intelligence. He realized that Dujo's decision was beyond ordinary thinking. It was a perfect strategy.

When the train entered Guntur Station, the platform was almost empty. The station looked ghostly in the dim light of a few lampposts. Dujo took his backpack and hurried Bishu.

"Come on, there's no time."

They quickly got off the train. Some passengers in the back car were surprised to see their sudden decision, but before they could say anything, the train whistled and left Guntur Station. Only Dujo and Bishu were standing on the platform. The silence of the night surrounded them. In front of them was an unknown path, and behind them was the certain danger they had left behind. Bishu's heart was pounding. Dujo turned back and smiled gently at him.

"A new adventure has begun, young man."

Now they were alone, on the platform of an unknown station, where there was no noise of trains, no crowd of passengers. Only silence and mystery.
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Chapter 3: The Deserted Station
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After the train left, Guntur Station became completely silent. The platform was so empty that Dujo and Bishu's footsteps echoed there. There were rows of lampposts on both sides of the platform, but most of them were broken or extinguished. The few that were lit cast a dim, yellow light that gave the entire station a ghostly appearance. The outside air was quite cold, and a thin blanket of fog covered the station from all sides.

Bishu looked around. Fear was clear on his face. He moved closer to Dujo. "Are you sure we got off at the right place?" His voice was trembling.

Dujo calmly put his hand on his shoulder. "Where there is no danger, that's the right place for us right now."

There was a sort of old, damp smell in the air, as if this station had not been used for years. In the corner of the platform, a broken tea stall was visible, with half its tin roof blown away. The walls were peeling, and rusty notice boards were hanging. There were no signs of people or animals anywhere. Only the wind was blowing, and the chirping of crickets could be heard in some distant bushes.
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