
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Nothing Happens Without Being Done :  Thrilling Detective Stories of  Suspense and Mystery

        

        
        
          Prabir Rai Chaudhuri

        

        
          Published by RC PRABIR, 2024.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      NOTHING HAPPENS WITHOUT BEING DONE :  THRILLING DETECTIVE STORIES OF  SUSPENSE AND MYSTERY

    

    
      First edition. December 26, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 Prabir Rai Chaudhuri.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230306863

    

    
    
      Written by Prabir Rai Chaudhuri.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Prabir Rai Chaudhuri

	    

      
	    
          
        
          
	          Chasing Mystery: Unlocking Adventure, Thrill, and Suspense

          
        
          
	          Secret Sleuths : Thrilling Mysteries and Heart-Pounding Adventures

          
        
          
	          Adventure of Wonder Kids : Thrilling Adventures and Perplexing Mysteries

          
        
          
	          When Nightmares Breathe : Unearthly Stories That Grip the Soul

          
        
          
	          Adventures and Fairy Tales: A World of Wonder for Kids !

          
        
          
	          Where Fear Dwells: Spine-Chilling Horror Stories to Keep You Awake

          
        
          
	          Not! What?:  Bizarre and Spine-Chilling Stories You Won’t Forget

          
        
          
	          Nothing Happens Without Being Done :  Thrilling Detective Stories of  Suspense and Mystery

          
        
          
	          Dreams Beyond Dystopia :A Sci-Fi Fantasy Adventure Beyond the Unknown

          
        
          
	          Quantum Dreams: Sci-Fi Tales of Parallel Universes and Time-Bending Realities

          
        
          
	          Handbook of Modern Gardening: A Comprehensive Guide for Year-Round DIY Gardening

          
        
          
	          Alone, Not Lonely: Your Handbook for a Fulfilling Single Life

          
        
      

      
    
    


Nothing Happens Without Being Done 

Thrilling Detective Stories of 

Suspense and Mystery

By
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Preface

Detective stories hold a special place in our hearts, for they challenge the mind, provoke curiosity, and lead us on a thrilling journey through the labyrinth of human motives and mysteries. Nothing Happens Without Being Done: Thrilling Detective Cases of Suspense and Mystery is a collection born out of a fascination with the unseen forces that drive events and the meticulous minds that unravel them.

In this book, you will find tales that delve into the shadows of crime, deception, and intrigue. Each story weaves a web of clues, inviting you to step into the shoes of a detective, piecing together fragments of evidence to uncover the truth. From whispered secrets to dramatic revelations, these cases promise to keep you on the edge of your seat.

The title, Nothing Happens Without Being Done, reflects the essence of these stories—an exploration of actions, intentions, and the hidden currents that shape outcomes. Every crime has its motive, every mystery its reason, and every resolution its moment of clarity. These stories remind us that beneath the surface of chaos lies a pattern waiting to be discovered.

This collection is not just about solving mysteries but also about understanding the human condition—our flaws, fears, and unrelenting quest for justice. It is my hope that these tales will captivate your imagination, ignite your curiosity, and perhaps even inspire you to look at the world with a detective's discerning eye.

Thank you for joining me on this journey through suspense and mystery. I invite you to immerse yourself in these stories and embrace the thrill of discovery.

Happy sleuthing! 



Disclaimer

This book is a work of fiction. The stories, characters, events, and places depicted within are purely the product of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or deceased, events, or locations is entirely coincidental and unintended. While the narrative may incorporate elements inspired by general themes or concepts common to the genre, it is not based on or derived from any specific work, individual, or real-life incident.

The purpose of this book is to entertain and engage readers. It is not intended to represent, comment on, or depict any actual event or individual in any capacity. Any similarities to real-life events or people are coincidental and should not be interpreted otherwise.

The author and publisher have made every effort to ensure the originality and integrity of the content. Any inadvertent overlaps with existing works are entirely unintentional. This book is not intended to infringe upon or challenge the rights of any person or entity, and no claims of factual accuracy should be inferred from its content.

Furthermore, this book does not endorse or promote any specific viewpoint, ideology, or behavior depicted within the stories. Readers are encouraged to approach the work as a fictional creation designed solely for the purpose of entertainment.

The author and publisher disclaim any liability for any interpretations, actions, or claims arising from the use of this book. All rights reserved. 
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The darkness was pitch black, and the air was heavy. The humidity was sky-high, the terrain was rough. Was it possible that he always had to be in trouble? William ran a hand through his hair. He had to act. Now. His eyes were having a hard time adjusting, and he had absolutely no idea where that damn cave led, if it had led anywhere. Damn it! And damn Shadow and Mallhoy! He stopped dead in his tracks. Wrong move. He knew it, but he had to gather his thoughts. He took a breath. Swearing was no use, but it came easy to him, especially since he wasn't alone in this matter. And how!

He looked around, if that was the right word, and couldn’t see a damn thing. Damn! Trying to move slowly, he approached the girl with him. Talking was dangerous. Voices traveled fast, deep. And they were being chased. Perfect. He took the girl’s hand, and put a finger to his mouth. They had to be quiet and careful. Turning on any lights was out of the question. He had just been reinstated, and he couldn’t make any mistakes this time. Damn. Now he wasn’t just answering to Shadow, now he would answer to Mallhoy, too. He was furious. And thinking back to when he’d been called to Shadow’s office made his blood boil.

His boss stood stiffly, his gaze angry. Sitting at his desk, coldly affable, sat another man, older than Shadow, but no less fearsome: Mallhoy.

<<Good. The two weeks of punishment are up. But he can't return to duty.>>

<<No?>>He had asked.

<<He will have to be retrained. From today his role will be different.>> Shadow had explained further

And then everything fell apart, he thought, remembering Mallhoy's words.

<<He will have to act as a shadow, but he will act as an operative.>>

At first it had seemed almost too good to be true, he hadn't been fired and his work had evolved.

That morning he had understood how things stood. He had been summoned in a hurry, and had found Shadow and Mallhoy before him, tense as violin strings.

<<He has to go on a mission, now. >>Shadow barked.

<<Sure, but...>> He had tried to ask. The two men had shaken their heads. Mallhoy had handed him a dossier.

<<If you study it. This isn’t work for a shadow. And we can’t risk an operative.>> He had gritted his teeth at Shadow’s words.

<<I understand.>> He said, turning on his heels, rather nervous. He had just put a hand on the handle, when Mallhoy's voice reached him from behind, cold and precise, like a stab in the back, in its icy courtesy.

<<S1X don't waste your second chance.>> He had said.

He rolled his eyes. He had to act. He put his hand on the wall, hoping that he would find a path, a way. It wasn't a good method at all, but he had no better ideas. He had to move quickly, but he was slowed down by the girl's presence. He glanced at her, it was too dark now, to make out her face, but, he had had the chance to do so before: little more than a spoiled brat. And now he had to look after her! Damn! If he failed this time, not only Sahdow, would demand his skin, but Mallhoy, would demand it too, and he had no illusions, behind the affable air, the man was more than happy to flay him alive and eat him for breakfast! He could have sworn to it. He squeezed the girl's hand tighter, and began to move, he had entered two corridors at random, and although he knew for sure, that they were being chased, he hoped, at least to have disoriented them. Damn! For all he knew, those men might have been perfect speleologists, unlike him, who could barely recognize a cave when he saw one. Damn!

He took a deep breath and tried to find a solution, he had three corridors in front of him. Was he going to count them? The girl was shaking, he could feel it in her hand. He had to stay lucid, that was the true virtue of a spy, especially if it was an agent of his type. Continuing to feel the wall, he took the closest corridor. It was quite wide, but he didn't know if that was a good thing or a bad thing. The wall was damp, and sometimes he felt that it was more sticky, resin or moss? He didn't feel any air movement, and that wasn't a good sign, but he had a strange sensation, like a shiver down his spine. Someone or something was approaching. He felt it, what to do? He quickened his pace, pulling the young woman with a tug. He knew that in the girl's eyes he must have appeared like a monster, but he couldn't act more gently. He was desolate. His brain was processing information at an incredible speed. He heard footsteps. Now he was sure that someone was reaching them. And that was bad. He turned to the girl, trying to smile reassuringly, but in the darkness it was more of a dream. The next moment he had her off the ground, and hoisted her onto some sort of ledge in the rock. He hoisted himself up. It wasn't much of a hiding place, in fact. It was too low and narrow to be enough to hide them, but he hoped that at least it would give him a better vantage point. If only it hadn't been so dark, but his eyes were starting to adjust now. The girl was shaking. Her face was still too dark to see her expression, but from the way she moved jerkily, he knew for sure that she was going to scream. And he couldn't let that happen. Lightning approached her, taking her by the shoulders, as he bent his head to kiss her. He felt like a bastard, and Shadow would probably kill him. But his boss wasn't there, and he... there was no point in making excuses. He was out of ideas and tense as ever. She was warm and soft against him, and that was damn dangerous. But he couldn't stop. Damn! Where the hell was his control? She was yielding, maybe too much. Damn! She had been kidnapped, and that alone must have been a shock, then he had torn her away from the kidnappers, without being able to explain. As much as he could. New rule: she had to deny even the existence of some agency. With difficulty, he broke the kiss. And he moved away, remaining beside her. Below them, the figure of a man was becoming clearer. With a leap he leapt down, landing on the man. It was madness, but also an opportunity. He didn't know how many men were following them, and one less man was always an advantage.

The man, however, broke free of his grip, knocking him down. He jumped up and threw a kick. The first blow missed, the second did not. A flurry of punches and blows followed, which he tried to avoid as best he could, it was difficult to fight in the dark, but the month of training with Mallhoy had paid off, he told himself. With difficulty, he managed to find a rhythm and knock his opponent out with a series of well-placed blows.

He approached the girl and helped her down. Now they had to move. He took her hand, and started running, always following the wall of the cave. Was this the right way? That question was torturing him. She was following him.

He stopped dead. He was about to put a foot wrong. Damn. There was nothing there beneath them. She wasn't as quick as he was, and she slipped, screaming. For a moment he felt frozen, as her weight carried him forward, but he was quick to grab her other hand, to pull her up. For a moment he thought he couldn't do it, then they fell backwards, to the ground. And once again, in the darkness he could feel the softness of her curves, against his own blow. But he couldn't afford to indulge in such fantasies. If they were still being followed, the girl's scream had given them a clue as to where they were, and so they had to disappear, now. But how? He stood up quickly, pulling himself against the girl, and to prevent her from screaming again, he kissed her.

<<Be quiet and follow me.>> He whispered. He took her in his hand, trying to go back. His brain was trying to quickly come up with a plan. He was afraid that someone would cut him off. The path he had taken was not long, and yet, there was something strange. Had he taken the wrong path? He took a deep breath and took the tunnel on the left. He had not noticed it before. He held the girl's hand tighter. Obviously, on the way back, he must have taken the wrong path. The corridor was narrow, but quite high. And he hoped with all his heart that it would lead somewhere. Dying in that cave did not seem like a good idea at all. He had a mission to accomplish. Yes, but what to do now? As a shadow agent, he should have reported to Shadow, for an hour now, he thought, as an operative, he should have kept in touch with Mallhoy, not directly, but through the ET627 section. Neither one nor the other was feasible. If someone was still looking for them, which he had no doubt, stopping to report or look for some contact was tantamount to suicide. They walked a few meters. The corridor was dark, but the rock seemed thinner, and less damp. So they were far from the underground streams. He moved forward, and without wanting to, he hit a rock. He saw it roll, down. So they had continued uphill.

<<Where are we?>> The girl whispered. Excellent, question, where the hell were they?

<<We are going uphill, and soon we will come out of the tunnel, but now, be quiet.>> He didn't care to sound brusque, his nerves were on edge, and he had no idea where, or if, they would actually come out. The further they advanced, however, the more he could hear the wind, and the sounds, coming from outside. It was a good thing, he told himself.

No. He had spoken too soon. The tunnel was over now and they had emerged into some kind of room, but in front of them, there was a rock wall. A dead end, but a tiny source of light, coming from the lower right corner. Maybe? He had a small charge of dynamite with him. Maybe it would be enough. He wasted no time, inserted it into the opening, and activated it. Now they had a minute, before it exploded.

<<Found out!>> They had company, two men, they were behind them. He jumped up.

<<Stay back.>> He ordered the girl. Of course, his luck was really great!

As his eyes adjusted to the darkness, the two men were just silhouettes. He couldn't focus on them. No big deal. He told himself, with more optimism than he actually felt. He tried to hit them, but two of his shots missed and he fell, back on the ground. Precious seconds, wasted. A figure was approaching him. He pushed it away with his legs, then rolled to the side, and got back to his feet. He moved agilely, looking for every good moment to strike, never lowering his guard, as he had been taught. But it was one thing to train in a gym, under the agency headquarters, it was another, to fight against two thugs, inside a cave. He fell a couple of times. But even though he was dazed, he managed to get up, and knock out one of the two men. The other seemed indestructible. Damn. He only had a few seconds left. With all the strength he had and a good dose of desperation, he kicked, hitting his opponent in the abdomen, and as he collapsed, he slid to the side, and with his hands, clenched into fists, he hit him in the back of the head. With a thud he fell to the ground. The very moment the wall exploded. He grabbed the girl, and pushed her to the side, towards the gap. Those two could have come to, and there was no time. He took a look, and felt frozen. They were on a cliff. There was his luck... and it's fine that they say she's blind, but she didn't have any eyes at all!
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