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Book Description:

In a city where time seems to slip through the cracks, Detective Dujo is thrust into an investigation that bends the very fabric of reality. When an antique clock restorer, Mr. Ajay Bose, mysteriously disappears from his locked workshop, Dujo’s sharp mind and relentless pursuit of the truth lead him into a web of secrets that stretch across time itself.

As Dujo and his team uncover hidden clues, including time-related carvings, a stolen journal, and mysterious forgeries, they find themselves entangled with an elusive society that manipulates history and memories using time-altering clocks. With each piece of the puzzle they uncover, the stakes grow higher — and Dujo begins to question his own past, as memories once lost begin to resurface.

The deeper Dujo delves into the conspiracy, the more he discovers about the powerful forces behind "The Vanishing Clock." As the clock strikes, time shifts, secrets unfold, and lives are torn apart. But in the final race against time, Dujo faces the ultimate choice: uncover the truth or preserve the fragile balance of reality itself.

Detective Dujo and the Vanishing Clock is a gripping tale of mystery, conspiracy, and psychological intrigue that will keep readers on the edge of their seats. Each twist and turn brings Dujo closer to the heart of a secret that could change everything — if he survives long enough to reveal it.

Preface

Time is a constant we often take for granted, yet it holds the power to shape our lives, our memories, and our very understanding of reality. Detective Dujo and the Vanishing Clock is a journey into the heart of this enigma, where time itself becomes a weapon, a mystery, and a key to uncovering secrets long buried in the shadows.

This story started as a fascination with the intersection of memory, history, and the unseen forces that guide our world. What if certain memories could be erased or manipulated, altering the course of events? What if history, as we know it, could be rewritten in the hands of those who understand the true power of time?

As I began to write, the character of Detective Dujo emerged as a reflection of the unyielding human spirit—the relentless pursuit of truth, even when faced with the darkest, most dangerous forces. Dujo's journey, intertwined with his team and a cast of enigmatic characters, is one of personal loss, moral conflict, and the price of uncovering truths that were meant to remain hidden.

This book is for anyone who has ever wondered how fragile our understanding of the past truly is, and what we might discover if we dared to look beyond the veil of time. It is my hope that through the pages of this story, you will find not only an intriguing mystery, but also a contemplation on the nature of memory, time, and the lengths to which we will go to protect them.
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Chapter 1: The Missing Timekeeper
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The rain tapped against the carriage window like a nervous whisper. Outside, the landscape unfurled in shades of gray and green — long roads that coiled like threads through mist-covered fields. Detective Dujo sat in silence, fingers pressed together, gaze fixed on the blurred trees rushing past.

"You're unusually quiet today," said Priya, the young assistant who had accompanied him on several recent cases. Her dark hair was tied back in a loose braid, her eyes alert despite the early hour.

Dujo looked up. “Something about clocks,” he said, voice low and thoughtful. “They don't just measure time. They bind it. Trap it.”

Priya raised an eyebrow. “And you're thinking this case isn’t just about a missing man?”

Dujo didn’t answer immediately. Instead, he pulled a letter from his coat pocket — creased and stained at the edges.

To Detective Dujo, Kolkata

“My name is Maharaj Raghavendra Sen of Bellroot Estate. A man in my employment — Ajay Bose, a restorer of antique timepieces — has vanished under inexplicable circumstances. The police here believe he simply walked away. I do not.”

“His workshop was locked from the inside. The clock he was repairing — a rare heirloom known as the Legacy Clock — remains untouched since the day he entered that room. We found no footprints, no broken locks. Just his tools, his notes, and silence.”

“If you are as sharp as they say, you’ll understand — this is no ordinary disappearance.”

It wasn’t the first time Dujo had been asked to investigate a vanishing, but something in the letter’s tone, the absence of drama and yet the weight of meaning, had struck him. He agreed before he’d even finished reading it.

The taxi jolted slightly as it climbed a gravel path toward the estate. Bellroot Manor emerged from the mist like something out of a forgotten century — massive stone towers, weather-worn columns, and ivy crawling like veins across its aging surface. Clocks of all shapes and sizes adorned its facade — from tower bells to sundials etched into marble.

They stepped out into the drizzle. The air smelled of wet earth and iron.

A man in a dark coat greeted them at the door. Thin, bald, with spectacles so thick they magnified his eyes like lenses. “I’m Harish,” he said. “The house steward. His Grace awaits.”

Dujo nodded. “Lead the way.”

Inside, Bellroot was both a museum and a mausoleum. Every surface — tabletops, mantels, walls — was lined with timepieces. The ticking surrounded them like a chorus. Grandfather clocks with moon-phase dials. German cuckoo clocks with painted dancers. Marine chronometers resting in mahogany boxes. Not a single one told the same time.

Priya whispered, “It’s like being inside a heartbeat.”

Dujo said nothing. But his eyes scanned everything — not just what was there, but what was missing. A place like this was rarely chaotic without intention.

The steward led them to a parlor room where a man sat beneath a vast painting of an astronomical chart. He wore a silk shawl over a white kurta, rings on both hands, and held a teacup as though it were the last civilized thing left in the world.

“Maharaj Raghavendra Sen,” he said with a faint smile. “And you are the detective I’ve been waiting for.”

Dujo bowed slightly. “Detective Dujo. This is Priya.”

The Maharaj gestured for them to sit. “I’ve followed your work. The Harideb case in Darjeeling. The art theft at Raj Bhavan. Your reputation precedes you.”

“I’m not here for reputation,” Dujo replied. “I’m here for Ajay Bose.”

The smile faded. “Of course.”

He stood and walked to a side table, lifting a framed photo. It showed a younger Ajay Bose — a man in his late thirties, bespectacled, with a craftsman’s hands and the quiet confidence of someone who knew how to fix things no one else could.

“Ajay came to us a year ago,” the Maharaj said. “He was obsessed with horology — the art of timekeeping. When I showed him the Legacy Clock, he wept. Said he’d never seen anything like it.”

Dujo leaned forward. “And now he’s gone.”

“Gone,” the Maharaj echoed. “Vanished. The workshop was locked from the inside. No broken glass. No unlocked window. Nothing was taken. Nothing added. He left behind his tools, his bag, even his watch.”

“When did you last see him?”

“Ten days ago. He was working late. I sent him food, but he never answered. The next morning, the door was still locked. We broke it open. And he was gone.”

“No one heard anything?”

The Maharaj shook his head. “Just the ticking.”

Priya asked gently, “May we see the room?”

“Yes,” he said. “But you must keep an open mind.”

Dujo’s brow rose. “I always do.”

The workshop was in a separate wing of the manor, down a long corridor flanked with display cases of clock parts — pendulums, mainsprings, tiny brass gears like golden snowflakes.

Harish unlocked the final door with an iron key.

The air inside was dry, almost stale. Dust hung in motes beneath a skylight. The room was circular, with a single workbench at the center and shelves lining the curved walls.

And there it was: the Legacy Clock.

Seven feet tall, encased in dark walnut, with silver filigree along the edges. Its face had no numbers — only strange symbols arranged in a perfect circle: a crescent moon, a serpent, a spiral, a double-cross, an eye.

Its three hands pointed in different directions. One was slowly moving backward.

Dujo stepped forward and ran his hand near the base. No dust.

“He was working,” Priya said, reading the open notebook on the bench. “He wrote something.”

Dujo looked. The last line read:

“The hour draws near. I almost understand it now.”

Then the page was torn.

“Nothing after that,” Priya murmured.

Dujo began pacing. He examined the walls, the vent, the single window sealed with rusted bars. The door had a bolt — from the inside.

“No signs of struggle,” he said. “No prints. No blood.”

He opened a cabinet and found a series of sketches — internal diagrams of the Legacy Clock, including a segment labeled Temporal Core. One page showed a chamber hidden inside the mechanism.

Priya pointed to it. “That’s not standard clockwork.”

“No,” Dujo agreed. “This clock wasn’t made to tell time. It was made to do something with it.”

Back in the parlor, Dujo faced the Maharaj again.

“Where did the Legacy Clock come from?”

The Maharaj hesitated. “It was a gift. My great-grandfather hosted a French traveler in the 1890s. A man obsessed with time, mathematics, and something he called ‘chronotropy.’ He gave the clock as a token of gratitude, said it had been rejected by every museum and church in Europe.”

“Why?”

“Because it was... dangerous.”

Dujo raised a brow. “Dangerous?”

The Maharaj poured another cup of tea, hands steady. “He claimed the clock could store memory. That it wasn’t just a mechanical object, but a recorder of experience. The symbols represented moments — not of time, but of emotion. Rage. Fear. Wonder.”

Priya looked at Dujo. “Like a psychic imprint?”

Dujo nodded. “Or a trap.”

The Maharaj said, “Ajay began to believe the clock was... whispering to him. He stopped sleeping. Said he had visions. Wrote in a language none of us recognized.”

Dujo asked, “Where are those writings?”

“In his personal diary. I have it.”

He handed over a leather-bound journal. Dujo flipped through — pages and pages of tight handwriting, and later, symbols and glyphs that twisted and looped like vines. Some resembled the symbols on the Legacy Clock.

“He thought he was unlocking something,” Dujo murmured.

The Maharaj spoke softly. “Perhaps he did.”

That evening, Dujo sat alone in the guest room, reading through the diary again. He found a passage near the end, written in trembling ink:

“The clock holds echoes. Not sound — presence. I’ve begun hearing my own thoughts before I think them. Memories from days I haven’t lived yet. This is not a machine. It is a mirror. And I fear what it sees.”

Priya knocked once and entered. “You, okay?”

He looked up. “No.”

She sat on the edge of the bed. “We’ve handled some strange cases, Dujo. But this...”

“This feels old,” Dujo said. “Older than this house. Older than Ajay Bose. Maybe even older than the idea of time as we understand it.”

“Then what do we do?”

Dujo closed the journal and stood. “We go back. And we open the clock.”
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Chapter 2: Bellroot Estate
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The night fell quickly over Bellroot Estate, casting long shadows across the sprawling grounds. The moon was a thin sliver, barely visible in the heavy mist that clung to the garden like a veil. The old manor creaked with the weight of time, its stones groaning as if the house itself were weary of secrets it had long held.

Dujo paced through the hallway, his boots echoing on the cold marble floors. Priya followed him, her footsteps soft but quick as she tried to match his stride.

"Where are we going now?" she asked, adjusting the collar of her coat against the chill.

"Back to the clock," Dujo replied, his voice low and deliberate. "We need to understand it before anything else."

They passed the grand dining hall, its long oak table set with silver cutlery, as though the guests might return at any moment. The estate had an eerie stillness to it, like the world outside had been forgotten. No servants bustled in the halls; no sounds of life reached their ears. Only the ticking — soft but constant.

The workshop was at the end of the corridor. Dujo had already visited it twice, but each time, something felt different. There was a sense of waiting in the air, as if the room itself was holding its breath.

Harish, the steward, stood outside the door, looking pale. His hands were clasped nervously in front of him.

"Everything in order, Harish?" Dujo asked, his gaze sharp.

The steward nodded, but his eyes darted uneasily around. "As best as we can tell, yes. But... I don’t know if I can bear to look at that clock again."

Dujo gave him a reassuring nod and opened the door.

Inside, the workshop was dimly lit by the glow of a single lamp. The Legacy Clock stood in the center, its brass face gleaming in the half-light. The workshop, once a place of creation and craftsmanship, now felt like a crypt — cold, empty, and haunted by something unseen.

Priya moved to the workbench, her fingers brushing over the sketches Ajay had left behind. The designs were intricate, each drawing more complex than the last, filled with geometric symbols and strange measurements. She noticed that some of the sketches were incomplete, as though Ajay had been interrupted in the middle of a thought.

"This isn’t just a clock," Priya murmured, studying the drawings. "It's some kind of... mechanism. A machine that does more than tell time."

Dujo moved to the clock, his eyes scanning every detail. The face was beautifully crafted, but there was something unsettling about it. The three hands, as if defying the laws of physics, pointed in different directions. The symbols etched into the surface seemed to shift under his gaze, becoming momentarily illegible, as though they were mocking his attempts to understand them.

"Let me see the diary," Dujo said, holding out his hand.

Priya handed him the leather-bound journal. He flipped through it quickly, scanning the passages that were still legible. Some pages were smeared, others torn, but there was a consistent theme running through Ajay's writings — obsession.

Ajay had become consumed by the Legacy Clock, convinced that it held some kind of power beyond human comprehension. The more he wrote, the more frantic his thoughts became. At first, he had simply described the clock as a masterpiece of craftsmanship, a work of art. But as time passed, his entries grew darker.

“I feel as though I’m being watched. The clock seems to be aware of me. The hands are moving of their own accord. The symbols... they speak to me in a language I cannot understand, but I feel it. Something is changing.”

Dujo’s brow furrowed as he read further.

“I cannot stop now. I must find out what this clock can do. I will risk everything for this knowledge. Even my own sanity.”

He closed the journal, his mind racing. “He was too close to it, Priya. He believed that the clock could manipulate time — or at least, his perception of it.”

Priya stepped back from the workbench, her eyes wide. “But what if it’s true? What if the clock really does... something to people? Maybe it’s not just Ajay. Maybe it’s what happened to him that night.”

Dujo didn’t respond immediately. Instead, he stepped up to the clock, his fingers hovering just above its polished surface. He could feel an almost electric charge in the air, a hum beneath his skin.

“I need to know what happens when this clock strikes the hour,” Dujo muttered to himself.

Priya, ever the voice of reason, stepped forward. “Are you sure about this, Dujo? You’re saying you want to... activate it?”

Dujo hesitated for a moment, then nodded. “It’s the only way to understand why Ajay vanished. If the clock really holds power over time, we need to see for ourselves.”

The ticking of the clock grew louder, almost deafening in the quiet room. Dujo reached forward, his fingers brushing against the cold glass of the clock face. For a moment, everything went still — the ticking stopped, the room held its breath.

Then, with a faint click, the hands began to move.

Dujo stepped back, eyes wide with shock. The clock’s hands didn’t just move — they spun; faster than any clock he had ever seen. The second hand whipped around the dial, the minute hand danced erratically, and the hour hand jerked to and from.

“What is happening?” Priya whispered, stepping back in fear.

But Dujo didn’t look away. He couldn’t. He was mesmerized by the clock’s movements, his mind racing with possibilities. Could this be the key to Ajay’s disappearance? Had the clock really transported him somewhere? Was it a time machine?
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