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A legendary Maestro, a perfect life, and a murder without a trace. In a world where silence can kill, who hears the unseen notes of crime?

When the revered Maestro Surajit Bose, a titan of music and a pioneer in psychoacoustics, is found dead in his lavish Mumbai home, there's no sign of a struggle, no visible wound, no apparent cause. The police are baffled. How can a man simply cease to exist?

Enter Inspector Abhay Dujo, a detective whose methods are as unconventional as his intellect is profound. More philosopher than cop, Dujo trusts his intuition above all else, sensing the discordant hum of a deeper truth. But this case defies every traditional forensic boundary, hinting at a killer who operates beyond the five senses.

Dujo finds his unlikely ally in Bisu, a brilliant young technologist with an unparalleled grasp of sound, data, and the intricate frequencies that underpin our world. Together, they embark on a chilling journey into the uncharted territory of 'The Invisible Melody'—a concept Bose himself had been meticulously researching—a discovery with the power to manipulate the human mind and, terrifyingly, to snuff out life without a whisper.

As their investigation unravels a sinister conspiracy that reaches into the highest echelons of corporate ambition and family secrets, Dujo and Bisu confront not only a cunning killer but also the terrifying ethical implications of scientific progress unchecked by morality. They discover a motive born of the darkest envy, a betrayal within the very heart of the Bose family, and a weapon that weaponized the very air we breathe.

The Invisible Melody is more than a thrilling whodunit; it's a thought-provoking exploration of:


	The dual nature of genius, capable of creation and terrifying destruction.

	The insidious ways technology can be perverted for control and malevolence.

	The enduring battle between ambition and ethics in the pursuit of knowledge.

	
The profound, often unseen, power of music to shape the human mind.1




Join Dujo and Bisu as they race against time to expose a truth that resonates beyond human hearing, in a case that will forever redefine the boundaries of crime, and leave an indelible mark on their souls. For when the melody is invisible, only those who truly listen can hear the silent call for justice.
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Part 1: The Arrival of Mystery
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Chapter 1: The Silence of the Maestro
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The silence was the first thing that struck Mrs. Gomes. Not the usual, peaceful quiet of a household still asleep, but a heavy, almost expectant hush that draped over Surajit Bose’s sprawling bungalow like a shroud. Usually, by seven-thirty, the sprawling house would be humming with life. The low thrum of the central air conditioning, the distant clatter from the kitchen as Laxmi, the head cook, began her symphony of breakfast preparations, perhaps even the faint, melodious strains of Surajit Sir’s morning Riyaaz drifting down from his second-floor studio.

But today, there was nothing. Just an oppressive stillness that made the hairs on Mrs. Gomes’s arms prickle. As the long-serving housekeeper, she prided herself on her finely tuned internal clock for the Bose household. She knew every creak of the floorboards, every shift in routine. And this, this was wrong.

She paused at the foot of the grand, spiral staircase, a feather duster clutched forgotten in her hand. Sunlight, usually a cheerful cascade through the large bay windows, seemed muted, casting long, lazy shadows across the polished marble floor. A dust mote danced idly in a single shaft, looking utterly alone in the vast emptiness.

Mrs. Gomes wasn't one for dramatics. Forty years in service had taught her to be practical, methodical. But a cold knot of dread began to tighten in her stomach. Surajit Sir was an early riser, especially when he was composing. His creative periods were often marked by an almost monastic devotion to his work, sometimes staying up through the night, only to emerge, dishevelled but beaming, with a new melody humming on his lips. But even then, there was usually some sign of life: a light left on, the faint smell of his strong Darjeeling tea wafting from his private study.

She glanced towards the kitchen. Laxmi hadn’t emerged yet, which was unusual. Neither had Ganesh, the elderly gardener, who typically began his rounds by now, the snip-snip of his shears a familiar morning rhythm. Had everyone overslept? It was highly unlikely.

"Laxmi?" Mrs. Gomes called out, her voice barely a whisper in the echoing silence. No response. She tried again, a little louder this time, her voice cracking slightly. "Ganesh? Anyone?"

Still, nothing. The silence swallowed her words whole.

A shiver ran down her spine. It wasn’t just the quiet; it was the quality of the quiet. It felt heavy, loaded with unsaid things. She walked purposefully towards the kitchen, her sensible shoes making barely a sound on the smooth floor. The kitchen, usually a bustling hub, was eerily still. The gas range was off, the counters clear, no hint of the day’s first meal. Laxmi, a woman who practically lived in her kitchen, was nowhere to be seen.

Panic, cold and insistent, began to seep into Mrs. Gomes. She hurried to the staff quarters, a small annex tucked away behind the main house. The doors were ajar, the beds neatly made. It was empty. All of them – Laxmi, Ganesh, even young Raju, the errand boy – had simply... vanished? No, that couldn’t be right. They wouldn't just leave without a word.

Her mind raced, trying to find a logical explanation. A sudden emergency? But someone would have informed her. A family crisis? But they were all locals, their families living nearby. The only possibility that remained, a chilling whisper at the back of her mind, was that something was very, very wrong with Surajit Sir.

Her heart began to pound a frantic rhythm against her ribs. She looked up at the second floor, where Surajit Bose’s private studio was located. A light was on, casting a faint glow from behind the heavy velvet curtains. That, too, was odd. Sir usually switched off all lights before retreating to bed, no matter how late.

Taking a deep, shaky breath, Mrs. Gomes began to ascend the grand staircase. Each step seemed to amplify the silence, the soft creak of the wood under her weight sounding like a gunshot in the stillness. The ornate banister felt cold beneath her trembling hand.

As she reached the top, a faint, almost imperceptible scent wafted towards her. It wasn't the usual aroma of incense or the rich, woody smell of old instruments from the studio. It was something else, something subtly sweet yet cloying, like wilting flowers or an antique perfume left open too long. It was unsettling.

She stopped outside the heavy, polished teak door of the studio. It was always kept locked, especially when Surajit Sir was working on a new composition. He valued his privacy above all else. Mrs. Gomes knocked gently, then louder, her knuckles rapping against the solid wood.

"Sir? Surajit Sir? Are you there? It's Mrs. Gomes. Is everything alright?" Her voice was a little louder now, laced with a desperation she couldn't hide.

Silence. Only the faint, almost imperceptible hum of the central air conditioning broke the absolute stillness. She pressed her ear against the door, holding her breath, listening intently. Nothing. No movement, no rustle of papers, no faint murmur of a melody. Just the oppressive, suffocating quiet.

A horrifying thought began to form in her mind, one she dared not voice. But the cold dread that had started in her stomach now spread through her entire body, a chilling premonition that something irreversible had occurred behind that silent, locked door. The unusual quiet had given way to a terrifying certainty: this was not just a quiet morning; it was the quiet of something profoundly, irrevocably broken.

The silence was no longer merely unnerving; it had become a living, breathing entity, pressing in on Mrs. Gomes from all sides. Her knocking on the studio door had yielded no response, only the cold, unyielding wood. A desperate urgency seized her. Surajit Sir never ignored her, not unless he was gravely ill, or... no, she wouldn't allow her mind to go there.

"Sir! Please, Sir!" she called out, her voice raspy with growing fear. She tried the doorknob. Locked. As always. Surajit Bose valued his privacy in his creative sanctuary above all else. He was known to lock himself in for hours, sometimes days, emerging only when a composition was complete, or hunger finally forced him out. But this was different. This extended silence, the uncharacteristic lack of activity from the staff, the chilling stillness that had blanketed the entire house – it all pointed to something far more sinister than a bout of intense artistic concentration.

Her gaze fell upon the small, ornate key rack just beside the studio door. It held several keys, each meticulously labelled. The one for the studio was usually on a specific hook, often left there when Sir was inside, for the housekeeper's convenience in case of an emergency. But it wasn't there. A fresh wave of panic washed over her. Had he taken it inside? Or had someone else?

Determined, Mrs. Gomes rushed downstairs, her sensible shoes thudding heavily now on the marble. She needed help. She needed Laxmi, Ganesh, anyone. But the staff quarters remained deserted, confirming her earlier, chilling observation. They weren't just missing; they were gone. This wasn't merely odd; it was profoundly disturbing. The loyal household staff, who had served the Bose family for decades, wouldn't simply vanish without a word, especially not in the face of such an unusual silence from their employer.

Her heart pounded, a frantic drumbeat against her ribs. Mrs. Gomes knew she couldn't wait any longer. Her mind raced, grappling for a solution. The spare key! Surajit Sir had a spare key, kept in a small, locked mahogany box in his study downstairs, for emergencies. He had shown it to her years ago, a measure of his trust.

She hurried to the study, her hands trembling as she fumbled with the key to the mahogany box. Her fingers, usually nimble, felt clumsy, stiff with apprehension. Finally, with a click, the box opened, revealing the gleaming, well-worn brass key. Relief, fleeting and fragile, washed over her.

Clutching the key, she practically flew back up the stairs. The strange, cloying scent she had noticed earlier seemed stronger now, a sweet, sickening perfume that hinted at decay. It made her stomach churn. As she approached the studio door, she could hear it, faint but distinct – a barely perceptible hum, almost like a low-frequency vibration, emanating from within the room. It was not the familiar sound of musical instruments, but something more mechanical, more... unnatural.

Taking a deep, shuddering breath, she slid the key into the lock. It turned with a soft, ominous click that echoed loudly in the oppressive silence. She pushed the heavy door open, her eyes darting into the dimly lit room.

The studio was large, a cavernous space filled with a grand piano, a wall of classical guitars, a modern mixing console, and countless overflowing bookshelves. Dust motes danced in the single shaft of sunlight that pierced the heavy curtains.

And there, in the centre of the room, near his beloved grand piano, was Surajit Bose.

He was in his favourite armchair, an antique leather piece, its rich brown worn smooth from years of use. His head was tilted slightly to one side, his hands resting loosely in his lap, as if he had merely drifted off during a moment of contemplation. A half-empty teacup sat on a small table beside him, its contents cold and forgotten. His spectacles were perched precariously on the bridge of his nose, and a thin, worn book lay open on his chest, a finger marking his place.

He seemed utterly at peace. His face, usually animated with a composer's passion or a teacher's warmth, was serene, devoid of any struggle or distress. The wrinkles around his eyes, marks of a lifetime of smiles and thoughtful frowns, were softened. It was as if he had simply fallen asleep while working, a gentle slumber overtaking him.

But the silence, that profound, unnerving silence that had enveloped the house all morning, now screamed its truth in Mrs. Gomes's mind. The strange, sweet scent, the unsettling hum, the missing staff – it all coalesced into a terrifying certainty.

"Sir?" she whispered, her voice barely audible. She took a tentative step forward, then another. The air felt heavy, thick with that cloying sweetness. She reached out a trembling hand, hovering it hesitantly near his arm. It was cold. So terribly, terribly cold.

No breath stirred his chest. No gentle rise and fall, just an unnerving stillness. His eyes, though closed, seemed to hold a distant, knowing peace. It wasn't sleep.

A guttural sob tore from Mrs. Gomes's throat, shattering the oppressive silence of the studio. Her legs buckled beneath her, and she sank to the floor, her old bones protesting, but her mind numb with shock. Surajit Bose, the vibrant, brilliant maestro, was gone. He was still, utterly still. And even in death, he looked utterly at peace, as if the 'Invisible Melody' had finally carried him away into a profound, silent slumber.

The shriek that tore from Mrs. Gomes's throat was primal, a sound that ripped through the unnatural quiet of the Bose mansion and finally shattered its oppressive grip. It was a sound that brought the entire neighborhood to a sudden, shocked standstill. Within minutes, concerned neighbors were peering over hedges, and a nervous security guard from the adjacent property had already placed the emergency call.

The first responders were a patrol car, two constables, their faces etched with a mix of grim duty and nascent curiosity. They were followed swiftly by Inspector Rakesh Sharma, a man in his late forties with a perpetually weary expression that belied a sharp, methodical mind. He was known for his calm under pressure and an almost surgical precision in handling crime scenes. Today, however, even his usual composure seemed tested by the sheer reputation of the deceased. Surajit Bose wasn't just someone; he was a national treasure.

The initial chaos was palpable. Mrs. Gomes, now inconsolable and trembling, was being gently led away by a neighbor, murmuring incoherently about "silence" and "peace." The constables quickly secured the premises, cordoning off the studio and ensuring no one else entered.

Inspector Sharma entered the studio with a team of forensic experts, their blue-gloved hands already poised, equipment cases clicking open with quiet efficiency. The atmosphere shifted from one of raw shock to the sterile intensity of a crime scene. Sharma’s eyes, dark and probing, immediately swept across the room.

His gaze settled on Surajit Bose in the armchair. He paused, taking in the scene. The renowned maestro looked exactly as Mrs. Gomes had described: serene, undisturbed, as if merely asleep. There was no sign of struggle, no overturned furniture, no scattered papers. The spectacles rested on his nose, the book on his chest. It was an image of absolute stillness, almost poetic, yet chillingly final.

"Keep everything as is," Sharma instructed his team, his voice low and firm. "Don't touch a thing until the crime scene photographers are done. Then, a full sweep. Every inch."

He knelt beside the armchair, maintaining a respectful distance, his eyes meticulously scanning Surajit Bose. He noted the absence of external injuries, no obvious marks of violence, no blood, no dishevelment of clothes. This wasn't a violent attack. This was something else.

"Check the doors and windows," Sharma commanded, rising slowly. "Especially the studio door. And every access point to the house."

A constable immediately began a systematic check. The main entrance, the back doors, the large French windows leading to the garden – all were found to be securely locked from the inside. There were no forced locks, no broken panes of glass, no jimmy marks on the frames. The house had been a fortress, sealed from within.

When the constable reported on the studio door, it confirmed Sharma's growing suspicion. "Inspector, the studio door was locked from the inside. Standard deadbolt, no signs of tampering. Looks like it was opened with a key from the outside, then relocked."

Sharma nodded. This was the first significant piece of the puzzle. A locked-room mystery. If the door was locked from the inside, and there was no forced entry, how did the killer get out? Or was the killer still inside? He dismissed the latter thought quickly; a quick sweep of the room confirmed no one else was present.

His eyes drifted back to Surajit Bose. The teacup on the table, the open book, the relaxed posture – it all spoke of a natural, peaceful end. Yet, the initial report mentioned a "rare poison." Sharma frowned. Poison implied intent. Intent implied a killer. And killers usually didn't leave their victims looking so utterly at peace, especially not in a securely locked room.

"Forensics, focus on the immediate vicinity around the victim," Sharma instructed. "Any residue, any unusual particles. And bag that teacup. Every single item on that table, bag it."

He walked towards the large windows overlooking the garden. They too were latched from the inside. He ran a gloved finger along the sill, checking for dust disturbance, faint prints, anything that might suggest an entry or exit point. Nothing. The dust lay undisturbed, a silent testament to their integrity.

The forensic team, meanwhile, was meticulously documenting every detail. They sprayed luminol, dusted for fingerprints, carefully collected hair and fiber samples. A forensic photographer clicked away, capturing the chilling stillness of the scene from every conceivable angle.

As the crime scene processing continued, Inspector Sharma stepped out onto the landing, taking a deep breath of the morning air, which still carried that faint, unsettling, cloying sweetness. It was a smell he couldn't quite place, but it felt wrong, an alien presence in the otherwise meticulously maintained home.

He looked down at the distraught Mrs. Gomes, who was now being given a glass of water by a compassionate neighbor. "Mrs. Gomes," he said softly, "Can you tell me about the staff? Are they usually here by now?"

She looked up, her eyes red and swollen. "They... they're gone, Inspector. All of them. Laxmi, Ganesh, Raju. Not a trace. Never happened before."

Sharma's jaw tightened. Another anomaly. A prominent musician dead of poison in a locked room, and his entire domestic staff mysteriously absent. This wasn't just a simple death; it was quickly escalating into a profoundly complex and disturbing case. The preliminary observations, far from simplifying things, had only deepened the enigma. The lack of forced entry wasn't a comforting sign; it was the first, perplexing clue in what promised to be a very long, very difficult investigation.
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Chapter 2: The Unfinished Note
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Inspector Sharma stood over Surajit Bose’s body once more, his gaze now fixed on the maestro's right hand. Even in death, Bose's fingers seemed poised, as if ready to strike a chord. Clutched loosely in that hand was a crumpled, torn piece of music notation paper. It was a small, unassuming detail, easily overlooked in the stark finality of the scene, but Sharma’s eyes, trained for the minute, zeroed in on it.

"Forensics, look at this," he instructed, pointing with a gloved finger, careful not to disturb the delicate paper. "Don't touch it directly. Photograph it in situ, then bag it with extreme care. Handle it like it's made of spun glass."

The crime scene photographer moved in, capturing every angle of the paper in Bose’s hand before a technician, using tweezers, carefully transferred it into a clear evidence bag. Sharma watched, his mind already turning over the implications. Why was a piece of paper so important that it remained clutched even in death? Was it a final, desperate message? Or merely a random scrap from his work?

Once bagged, Sharma took a closer look. The paper was standard musical staff paper, old and slightly yellowed. The upper part of the sheet was missing, torn raggedly, suggesting a sudden, perhaps violent, separation from a larger whole. What remained was a fragmented musical score. There were a few bars of unfinished melody, notes scattered across the staves, tapering off abruptly as if the composer had been interrupted mid-thought. It was beautiful, even in its incompleteness, hinting at Surajit Bose’s genius.

But it was the words beneath the melody that truly caught Sharma's attention. Scrawled repeatedly, in what appeared to be Bose’s distinctive, elegant handwriting, was a phrase that seemed utterly out of place, almost nonsensical in a musical context: "Adrisya sur" And then, the English translation, also repeated several times: "Invisible Melody."

Sharma frowned, his brow furrowed in thought. "Invisible Melody?" he murmured aloud. "What does that even mean?"

His forensic expert, a young woman named Dr. Priya Singh, leaned in. "Inspector, it doesn't seem to be a standard musical term, at least not that I'm aware of. No known composition or theory goes by that name."

"Exactly," Sharma replied, his voice low. "Which makes it significant. Why would a man like Surajit Bose, a master of visible, audible melodies, be writing about an 'invisible' one, repeatedly, in what appears to be his dying moments?"

He instructed Priya to run immediate checks on the paper: any latent fingerprints other than Bose's, any trace elements, a detailed analysis of the ink. He wanted to know everything about this peculiar clue. Was it written before or during his final moments? The frantic repetition of the phrase suggested urgency, perhaps even a coded message.

Leaving the studio briefly, Sharma sought out Mrs. Gomes again, who was now slightly calmer, sipping her tea. "Mrs. Gomes, do you recall Mr. Bose ever talking about an 'Invisible Melody'? Or writing about anything like that?"

Mrs. Gomes wrung her hands. "Invisible Melody? No, Inspector. Never heard him mention anything like that. He was always about the beautiful, the audible sounds. Our Sir always said music was to be felt, to be heard." She paused, her eyes distant. "He would spend hours, days, perfecting every note. 'Invisible'? It doesn't sound like him at all."

Her answer only deepened the enigma. If it wasn't a recognized musical term or a phrase Bose commonly used, then its presence on that torn note was undeniably deliberate. It was a message, albeit a cryptic one.

Sharma returned to the studio, his gaze sweeping over Bose’s instruments – the grand piano, the sitar in the corner, the array of modern synthesizers. Could "Invisible Melody" refer to a new kind of sound, beyond the human ear? Or was it metaphorical? A secret, perhaps, hidden within his musical legacy?

He picked up the open book from Bose's chest, careful to handle it only by the edges. It was a rare, first-edition treatise on ancient Indian classical ragas, published in the late 19th century. A highly specialized text, full of intricate diagrams and scholarly annotations. Sharma quickly flipped through it. No mention of "Invisible Melody."

As the forensic team continued their meticulous work, the initial findings from the preliminary medical examination began to filter in. The medical examiner, Dr. Anjali Sharma (no relation to the Inspector), confirmed no obvious signs of struggle or forced entry on the body itself. The death appeared peaceful, almost serene.

"Inspector, the toxicology report will take time, but from what we can tell so far, the absence of any visible trauma or struggle points strongly towards a fast-acting, perhaps even painless, agent," Dr. Anjali reported, her voice hushed. "He appears to have simply... drifted off."

Sharma nodded, the pieces slowly beginning to align, yet creating a more complex picture. A rare poison that left no trace, a victim who died peacefully, and a studio locked from the inside. Now, add the "Invisible Melody" clue. It didn't fit the typical pattern of a violent murder. It suggested sophistication, planning, and a deep, perhaps unsettling, knowledge of the victim.

He stared at the evidence bag containing the torn note. 'Invisible Melody'. The words seemed to pulsate with a hidden meaning, a secret that Surajit Bose had taken to his grave. But why write it down? Was it a clue to the killer? Or to the method?

The cryptic clue transformed the investigation from a simple death inquiry into a full-blown enigma. It hinted at something beyond the ordinary, a layer of mystery that went deeper than mere motive or opportunity. It suggested a connection to Bose's life's work, his passion for music, twisted into something deadly. Inspector Sharma knew then that this wouldn't be a straightforward case. The "Invisible Melody" was more than just a phrase; it was the key to unlocking Surajit Bose's silent symphony of death.

The sterile chill of the police morgue felt a stark contrast to the opulence of Surajit Bose’s studio. Here, amidst the hum of refrigeration units and the faint, clinical scent of disinfectant, the final, undeniable truth of his passing would be laid bare. Inspector Sharma stood beside the stainless-steel examination table, his expression grim as he watched Dr. Anjali Sharma, the Chief Medical Examiner, meticulously conduct her autopsy. Her gloved hands worked with practiced precision, her movements economical and efficient.

"Preliminary findings are conclusive, Inspector," Dr. Anjali stated, not looking up from her work, her voice calm and professional. "There are no external injuries whatsoever. No signs of struggle, no defensive wounds, no blunt force trauma, no strangulation marks. Nothing to indicate any form of physical altercation."

Sharma nodded, a confirmation of what he’d already observed at the scene. "He looked utterly at peace, Doctor. As if he’d simply fallen asleep."

"Precisely," she confirmed. "Which makes the internal findings even more peculiar. The initial toxicology screen has come back, and it's quite telling. Surajit Bose didn't die a natural death. He was poisoned."

Sharma's jaw tightened. "Poison? What kind?"

Dr. Anjali paused, a slight frown creasing her brow. "That's the perplexing part, Inspector. The compound we've detected is extremely rare. It's a type of neurotoxin, very potent, and incredibly fast-acting. It primarily attacks the nervous system, leading to rapid muscle relaxation, respiratory failure, and eventually, cardiac arrest. The victim essentially slips into a deep, irreversible sleep."

"So, a painless death?" Sharma mused, the image of Bose's serene face flashing in his mind.

"Most likely. There would have been little to no distress, no thrashing, no awareness of what was happening. It's designed to be quiet, efficient, and almost undetectable post-mortem if you don't know what you're looking for." Dr. Anjali explained, pointing to a magnified image on a nearby screen. "See here? Minimal cellular damage, consistent with this specific class of toxins. It leaves very few physical markers."

"Untraceable?" Sharma pressed, his voice sharp. The idea of a poison that simply vanished after doing its work was unsettling.

"Highly challenging to trace the source," she clarified. "Unlike common poisons that leave residues or specific metabolic byproducts, this one breaks down very rapidly in the body, especially within living tissue. We can confirm its presence now, but finding where it came from, or how it was administered, will be incredibly difficult without more specific information. It's not something you'd find in a typical Indian chemist shop, or even most specialized labs. It suggests a very specific, perhaps illicit, source."

Sharma walked over to a whiteboard, where a timeline of the events was slowly taking shape. Surajit Bose, found dead, no forced entry, no struggle, and now, a rare, fast-acting neurotoxin. The 'Invisible Melody' clue suddenly felt heavier, more ominous. Could this "invisible" poison be what Bose was referring to?

"How could it have been administered, Doctor?" he asked. "In his tea? Food?"

"Given the rapid action and the lack of struggle, ingestion is the most probable route," Dr. Anjali confirmed. "A dissolved form in a drink, perhaps. Or even absorbed through the skin if the concentration was high enough, but ingestion fits the 'at peace' scenario better. He wouldn't have even known it was happening until it was too late."

The conversation shifted to the timeline of death. Based on rigor mortis and body temperature, Dr. Anjali estimated the time of death to be sometime between 2 AM and 4 AM that morning. This meant Surajit Bose had likely been poisoned in the very early hours, while the house was still asleep, or believed to be so.

"What about the peculiar scent Mrs. Gomes mentioned?" Sharma queried, recalling the housekeeper's agitated testimony. "A sweet, cloying smell, almost like wilting flowers."

Dr. Anjali hummed thoughtfully. "Some chemical compounds, particularly certain organic neurotoxins, can have subtle, sometimes even pleasant, odors when present in the air in trace amounts. However, it’s not a definitive marker. We'll need samples from the studio air and any surfaces to check for residual traces."

As the autopsy concluded, the full weight of the forensic findings settled upon Inspector Sharma. This wasn't a case of passion, nor a clumsy break-in gone wrong. This was calculated. The killer had used a weapon designed for stealth and precision, leaving minimal evidence behind. The locked room, the absence of struggle, the untraceable poison – it all pointed to a highly intelligent, meticulous individual.

The source of the poison remained a gaping hole in their investigation. Without it, linking a suspect to the murder weapon would be almost impossible. It wouldn't be on any standard police database, nor would it be readily available to the common criminal. This pointed towards someone with specialized knowledge, perhaps access to obscure chemical compounds or a network that dealt in such illicit substances.

Sharma looked at the sterile, lifeless form of Surajit Bose on the table. The maestro, whose life revolved around creating beautiful, audible melodies, had been silenced by an 'invisible' killer, with an 'invisible' poison. The cryptic note felt less like a random scribble and more like a dying man's desperate clue, a whisper from beyond the grave about the true nature of his demise. The investigation had just become significantly more complicated, shifting from a mere death inquiry to a hunt for a ghost – a killer who left no trace, whose method was as elusive as an invisible melody itself.

The news of Surajit Bose's death hit the nation like a dissonant chord. By late afternoon, his serene, almost spiritual passing in his locked studio was no longer a private tragedy confined to police files; it was a screaming headline, splashed across every news channel and digital portal. The initial, hushed reports gave way to an uncontrollable media frenzy, fueled by the maestro's immense fame and the tantalizing, unexplained circumstances of his demise.

"NATIONAL TREASURE GONE!" shrieked one prominent news channel, its ticker tape blazing across the screen. Another ran with, "MAESTRO'S MYSTERIOUS END: POISON SUSPECTED!" The internet, predictably, exploded. Social media was awash with tributes, conspiracy theories, and frantic speculation. #SurajitBose and #InvisibleMelody were trending topics, each post adding to the cacophony.

Inspector Sharma found himself caught in the eye of the storm. His phone, usually reserved for urgent police matters, now vibrated incessantly with calls from desperate journalists, producers, and even high-ranking political figures subtly inquiring about the "progress" of the investigation. The police station's lobby was a chaotic scrum of reporters, their microphones thrust forward, cameras flashing like an unending lightning storm.

"Inspector Sharma, is it true Surajit Bose was poisoned?"

"Any suspects yet, Inspector?"

"What about the staff? Are they missing?"

"Is this a locked-room murder, Inspector?"

Sharma, a veteran of many high-profile cases, remained stoic, offering only the standard, non-committal police statements. "The investigation is ongoing. We are exploring all angles. No comments on specific details at this time." But his calm exterior belied the mounting pressure. Every minute that passed without a concrete lead felt like an hour under the relentless media glare.

The enigma surrounding Bose’s death only deepened with each sensationalized report. News channels aired old concert footage, interviews with former students, and tearful tributes from fellow musicians. Everyone had a story about Surajit Bose, but no one had an answer to his end. The "rare, untraceable poison" leaked to a few key journalists, becoming the subject of endless panel discussions. Forensic experts, some legitimate, some self-proclaimed, pontificated on the airwaves about sophisticated toxins and perfect crimes.

Then came the inevitable focus on the "Invisible Melody." The torn music note, carefully photographed by the crime scene unit, had somehow found its way into the hands of a tabloid journalist. A grainy, pixelated image of the note, with " Adrisya sur " and "Invisible Melody" clearly visible, became the centerpiece of the next wave of sensationalism.

"WHAT IS THE INVISIBLE MELODY?" screamed a newspaper headline, complete with dramatic graphics. Musicologists were interviewed, theorizing about hidden compositions, secret projects, or even a metaphor for death itself. The public, captivated by the romantic and tragic narrative, devoured every theory. Was it a clue to a hidden treasure? A secret society? Or perhaps a final, cryptic message from a dying genius?

Sharma knew the leak of the note was a serious breach, complicating his investigation. Now, every potential witness would come to them with preconceived notions, their stories potentially tainted by media speculation. But it also put immense pressure on them to solve the case quickly, before public frustration turned into cynicism.

The absence of the household staff became another point of intense speculation. Were they involved? Were they victims themselves? The media spun tales of a shadowy disappearance, hinting at dark secrets within the Bose mansion. This added another layer of complexity, drawing attention away from the core mystery of the locked room and the poison.

Celebrities, politicians, and common citizens alike expressed their shock and sorrow, demanding answers. Petitions circulated online, calling for a swift resolution. Surajit Bose wasn't just a musician; he was a symbol of India's rich cultural heritage. His untimely, mysterious death felt like a violation, a loss that transcended the personal.

Inspector Sharma finally called an impromptu press briefing, hoping to regain some control over the narrative. Standing before a wall of microphones, he reiterated the police's commitment to a thorough investigation, urging patience and discouraging baseless speculation.

"We understand the public's concern and grief," he stated, his voice firm. "Surajit Bose was a titan, and his loss is immeasurable. We assure you, no stone will be left unturned. However, I urge the media and the public to refrain from premature conclusions. This is a complex investigation, and every piece of information must be verified."

But his words were largely swallowed by the din. The media frenzy was a force of nature, uncontrollable and relentless. It fed on every scrap of information, every unanswered question, turning a tragic death into a national obsession. For Inspector Sharma, it meant a ticking clock. The spotlight was glaring, and the pressure to deliver answers, to demystify the 'Invisible Melody,' was now immense. The enigma had indeed deepened, not just by the facts of the case, but by the relentless, insatiable hunger of the public and the media. The true investigation had barely begun, but its trial by public opinion was already in full swing.
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Chapter 3: Dujo's Call
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The world of Detective Dujo wasn't a sleek, chrome-and-glass office overlooking a bustling city street. It was a single, cavernous room on the second floor of a crumbling colonial-era building in the older, quieter part of Kolkata. The building, like Dujo himself, seemed to possess a quiet dignity, a resistance to the relentless march of modernity. Its walls were stained with years of monsoon damp, its windows rattled in the slightest breeze, and the aroma of stale paper and brewing Darjeeling tea perpetually clung to its interiors.

Within this realm, Dujo presided. Not from behind an imposing mahogany desk, but from the worn embrace of an old, oversized armchair. It was a relic, probably from the British Raj, upholstered in a faded, floral brocade that had seen better decades. This armchair wasn't just furniture; it was his sanctum, his thinking perch, the very epicenter of his unique universe. Here, amidst stacks of dog-eared books, overflowing ashtrays (though he hadn't smoked in years, the habit of leaving them out persisted), and a perpetually half-finished crossword puzzle, Dujo solved his cases.

His appearance was as unconventional as his methods. Detective Dujo, a man in his late fifties, possessed a lean, almost ascetic frame, topped by a shock of unruly salt-and-pepper hair that seemed to defy gravity. His clothes were invariably rumpled, often a crisp but perpetually unironed Bengali cotton kurta paired with comfortable, faded pyjama. He eschewed suits, ties, and anything that hinted at formality, believing they constricted not just the body, but the mind.

His face, however, was where the true story lay. It was a landscape of sharp angles and deep-set lines, dominated by a pair of remarkably keen eyes. They were the colour of dark amber, constantly observing, assessing, missing nothing. When Dujo listened, he didn't just hear words; he absorbed nuances, silences, the subtle tremors in a voice. When he looked, he didn't just see; he perceived patterns, connections, the invisible threads that bound disparate facts.

Dujo was a private investigator, though he disliked the flamboyant connotations of the title. He preferred to call himself a "solver of riddles." His reputation had not been built on flashy chases or dramatic confrontations, but on an almost uncanny ability to dissect human nature and logic. He believed that every crime, no matter how complex, was ultimately a human puzzle, born of human desires, fears, and flaws. The trick, he often mused, was not to chase the culprit, but to understand the victim, the circumstances, and the twisted logic that led to the act.

His methods were, to put it mildly, unconventional. While other detectives relied on forensics and footwork, Dujo relied heavily on intuition, deduction, and an encyclopedic knowledge of everything from ancient philosophy to obscure poisons. He rarely visited crime scenes himself, preferring to receive all information – police reports, witness statements, photographs, forensic findings – and then retreat into his armchair.

Once ensconced, he would gaze up at the high, peeling ceiling, his brow furrowed in concentration. To an outsider, he might appear idle, even asleep. But within his mind, a furious storm of thought raged. He would connect dots no one else saw, anticipate moves, and reconstruct events with a precision that bordered on prescience. His most profound breakthroughs often came not from active investigation, but from these long, meditative silences, punctuated only by the occasional clink of his chipped ceramic teacup.

"The truth," he would often tell his exasperated but devoted assistant, Bisu, "is rarely found on the surface. It’s like a deep-sea fish, hiding in the abyssal plains of human deception. You must dive, not just skim."

His approach often frustrated the formal police force, particularly the old guard who dismissed him as an eccentric. But Inspector Sharma, a pragmatic man, knew Dujo’s success rate spoke for itself. He had cracked cases that had stumped the entire department, unraveling complexities with an almost effortless grace. This respect, born of repeated triumphs, allowed Dujo a degree of autonomy rarely afforded to private citizens.

Dujo had a peculiar relationship with technology. He owned an ancient, clunky desktop computer that he used primarily for email and accessing obscure online archives. He dismissed smartphones as "noisy distractions" and preferred the tactile satisfaction of paper and ink. Yet, he understood the immense power of information in the digital age, a fact he relied on Bisu to manage.

His small world, centered around that armchair, was a testament to his belief that true understanding came from within, from the quiet contemplation that allowed the mind to roam free, unencumbered by external distractions. As the news of Surajit Bose's mysterious death dominated the airwaves, casting a dark shadow over the city, Dujo remained in his sanctuary. The media frenzy, the public outcry – it was all just noise to him. What mattered was the raw data, the human story behind the headlines, the invisible threads that would eventually lead him to the truth. And it was there, in the quiet solitude of his armchair, that Detective Dujo prepared to weave his deductive magic.

If Detective Dujo's office was a time capsule, then Bisu was the crack in its ancient glass, letting in a blinding, often overwhelming, shaft of modern light. Biswajeet Sengupta, or Bisu as everyone called him, was Dujo’s nephew and, more accurately, his indispensable lifeline to the 21st century. At just nineteen, he was a whirlwind of restless energy, perpetually dressed in faded band t-shirts and cargo shorts, with a shock of messy, artfully disheveled hair that seemed to mirror the chaos of his mind.

Bisu was a college-going student, currently pursuing an undergraduate degree in Psychology. This wasn't a choice born of academic zeal, but rather a profound, almost compulsive, curiosity about why people did the things they did. He found human behavior endlessly fascinating, a complex algorithm he was constantly trying to crack. This budding interest in the human psyche, coupled with his natural inquisitiveness, made him an ideal, if sometimes exasperating, apprentice to Dujo.

He moved through Dujo’s quiet, book-lined office like a digital native navigating a prehistoric cave. While Dujo pondered the ceiling, Bisu would be hunched over his sleek laptop, fingers flying across the keyboard, a constant stream of muted pings and notifications emanating from his various devices. He carried not just one, but often two smartphones, a tablet, and a power bank – a veritable mobile command center in his backpack.

"Mamaji," Bisu would often lament, referring to Dujo with a mix of affection and exasperation, "this place needs an upgrade. We could digitize all these files, get a smart board, maybe even a proper coffee machine that doesn't taste like boiled socks!"

Dujo, eyes still fixed on the ceiling, would merely grunt, a dismissive sound that was Bisu's cue to ignore him. For all his complaints, Bisu secretly adored the antiquated charm of the office and, more importantly, the brilliant mind that inhabited it. He understood that Dujo’s seemingly archaic methods were merely a highly refined form of intuition, a kind of analog supercomputer. Bisu’s role, then, was to be Dujo’s external hard drive, his internet browser, and his general reality check.

Bisu's tech-savviness was nothing short of invaluable. When Dujo needed to cross-reference an obscure historical fact, Bisu would have it pulled up from an archived newspaper database in seconds. When he required satellite imagery of a remote location, Bisu would have it displayed on his tablet before Dujo had even finished the sentence. He could trace IP addresses, dig through social media profiles, analyze call records (with Dujo's quiet, unofficial channels, of course), and even reconstruct digital footprints from fragmented data. He was Dujo’s eyes and ears in the digital realm, a realm Dujo himself found "too noisy" for his particular brand of contemplation.

Beyond the technology, it was Bisu's curious mind that truly made him an able assistant. He didn't just follow instructions; he questioned, he challenged, he probed. He might interrupt Dujo's silent meditations with a flurry of "But Mamaji, what if..." or "Have you considered..." His youthful perspective often provided a crucial counterpoint to Dujo's more seasoned, sometimes cynical, view of human nature. Where Dujo saw patterns in the past, Bisu often saw emerging trends in the present.

He was also surprisingly observant, albeit in a different way than Dujo. While Dujo noticed the minute details of human behavior, Bisu would pick up on the subtle cues of modern life: a brand of sneakers, a viral meme, a nuanced inflection in online communication. These seemingly trivial observations often provided a fresh angle, a piece of the puzzle Dujo might have otherwise overlooked.

Their dynamic was a fascinating blend of old and new. Dujo provided the wisdom, the deep deductive leaps, the overarching strategic framework. Bisu provided the raw data, the logistical support, and the relentless energy needed to chase down contemporary leads. Dujo was the quiet maestro, Bisu his lively, modern orchestra.

He often served as Dujo's de facto public relations manager, fielding calls, managing appointments, and politely deflecting the more outrageous media requests. He also acted as a bridge between Dujo and the formal police force, translating Dujo's cryptic pronouncements into actionable intelligence for Inspector Sharma.

As the news of Surajit Bose's death dominated every screen, Bisu was already plugged in, absorbing every detail. He scrolled through news feeds, cross-referenced social media chatter, and began compiling a preliminary dossier of public information even before Dujo had officially taken the case. He'd seen the blurred image of the "Invisible Melody" note and, unlike Dujo, had immediately tried to find any musical or scientific context for the phrase online. His mind, buzzing with nascent theories, was already racing, eager for the intellectual challenge that only a case like this could offer.

Bisu's arrival in Dujo's world had not just brought technology; it had brought a renewed sense of purpose, a vibrant energy to the quiet office. He was the future knocking on the door of the past, and together, this unlikely duo was about to tackle a mystery that would test the limits of both traditional deduction and modern investigation.

The media frenzy surrounding Surajit Bose’s death had, as expected, sent ripples of alarm through his already grieving family. The initial shock had given way to a festering frustration with the official police investigation. Days had passed since the discovery, and while the police, under Inspector Sharma, maintained a façade of diligent work, the family felt a distinct lack of progress. The sterile, impersonal official statements offered no comfort, only a deepening sense of helplessness.

They were a family steeped in the arts, not accustomed to the grim realities of crime and police procedure. Surajit Bose’s son, Arnab Bose, a renowned sitarist in his own right, found himself burdened with the immediate practicalities of his father's passing, even as his own grief warred with a simmering impatience. He had dutifully answered all police questions, provided access to everything requested, yet the air in the house remained thick with unanswered questions. The "locked room" angle, the "untraceable poison," and the bizarre "Invisible Melody" note were now public knowledge, each detail adding to their torment. The police seemed as baffled as they were.

"They just keep asking the same questions, Papa," Arnab had told his uncle, Mr. Ranjan Bose, Surajit's elder brother, a retired academic with a more practical bent. "Over and over. 'Did he have enemies? Was he working on something secret? Did anyone else have a key?' It's like they're going in circles!"

Ranjan Bose, a man of quiet wisdom, had listened patiently. He had always held a healthy skepticism towards bureaucratic processes, and the police's slow, methodical pace was clearly not yielding results. He knew the media would not let this rest, and the family’s privacy was eroding with each passing hour. More importantly, they wanted answers. Not just who had done it, but why. The police, he felt, were too focused on procedure, not the underlying human drama.

"Perhaps we need a different approach, Arnab," Ranjan Bose suggested one evening, as the news channels continued their relentless dissection of the tragedy. "Someone who thinks outside the box. Someone... private."

Arnab looked at him, his brow furrowed. "Who, Uncle? A local 'gumshoe'?" The term sounded dismissive, almost an insult to his father’s legacy.

"No," Ranjan said, his eyes thoughtful. "Someone with a reputation. Someone who understands the nuances, the complexities of the human mind. Someone like... Dujo."

Arnab paused. The name wasn't unfamiliar. He'd heard it whispered in hushed tones in certain circles, always associated with impossible cases, solved by uncanny deduction. He'd dismissed it as urban legend, the kind of exaggerated tale people told about eccentric geniuses. "Dujo? The recluse? I heard he barely leaves his house. And he never takes cases from just anyone."

"His methods might be unusual, but his success rate is undeniable," Ranjan insisted. "He doesn't chase headlines; he chases truth. And from what I hear, he delves into the why as much as the who. That's what we need, Arnab. We need to understand this, not just catch a perpetrator."

The idea simmered for a day, the family's frustration growing with each passing news cycle. Finally, succumbing to their desperation, Arnab gave his uncle the nod. Ranjan Bose made the discreet inquiries, navigating the subtle channels that led to the legendary private investigator. It wasn’t a matter of simply dialing a number; Dujo had to be approached with respect, with an understanding of his unique temperament.

The call came through to Dujo's old, crackling landline. It was Ranjan Bose, his voice calm but imbued with a profound sense of urgency. He outlined the family's plight: the shocking death of Surajit Bose, the lack of forced entry, the untraceable poison, the baffling 'Invisible Melody' note, and most crucially, their growing despair over the official investigation's lack of tangible progress. He spoke of the family's need for closure, for understanding, beyond the mere identification of a criminal.

Dujo listened in silence, his hand still cradling the receiver long after Ranjan Bose had finished speaking. Bisu, ever present, watched him keenly, recognizing the subtle shift in his uncle’s posture, the faint tightening around his eyes. This was not just another case; this was a challenge. The media frenzy, the national significance – it all added layers to the puzzle.

Finally, Dujo spoke, his voice a low rumble. "Tell them... send all the reports. Police statements, forensic reports, photographs. Everything. And tell them not to expect a magic show. Only logic."

Ranjan Bose relayed the message to Arnab, a glimmer of hope finally breaking through the gloom. The request wasn't for a flashy detective, but for all the facts. It was exactly what Ranjan had expected from Dujo.

Later that evening, a thick, bound dossier arrived at Dujo’s office, delivered by a discreet courier service. It contained copies of the preliminary police report, the medical examiner’s initial findings, crime scene photographs, and detailed witness statements from Mrs. Gomes and the few staff members who had been questioned before their mysterious disappearance. Most importantly, it contained a crystal-clear image of the crumpled music note, with its repeated, haunting phrase: "Invisible Melody."

Dujo picked up the note, his keen eyes scanning the unfinished musical bars, then settling on the enigmatic words. The corner of his lip twitched, a subtle sign of interest. This was no ordinary case. This was a symphony of secrets, a melody unheard, waiting to be deciphered. The family’s plea, born of frustration and grief, had landed precisely where it needed to be – in the quiet, contemplative world of Detective Dujo. The stage was set for a private investigation that would peel back the layers of a national tragedy, one invisible note at a time.
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Chapter 4: First Steps
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Despite his usual preference for remote analysis, the sheer peculiarity of the Surajit Bose case, coupled with the family's earnest plea, had convinced Dujo to make a rare exception. It wasn't the police's initial findings that swayed him – he had already devoured their reports from the comfort of his armchair – but the nagging feeling that something intangible, something that couldn't be captured in photographs or bullet points, was missing.

So, it was on a humid Tuesday morning, roughly three days after Surajit Bose’s death, that Detective Dujo, accompanied by his ever-eager nephew Bisu, arrived at the sprawling Bose mansion. The media circus, though somewhat subdued from its initial peak, still lingered outside the gates, a few persistent news vans and reporters hoping for a fresh angle. Dujo, cloaked in his habitual dishevelled kurta, ignored them completely, his gaze fixed on the quiet grandeur of the house.

Inspector Sharma, a man who respected Dujo's unorthodox brilliance, met them at the entrance. "Detective Dujo," Sharma greeted, a flicker of relief in his tired eyes. "Thank you for coming. The crime scene unit has finished their initial sweep, but we've kept the studio sealed, per your request."

Dujo offered a curt nod, his eyes already taking in the grand entrance hall, the high ceilings, the subtle scent that still lingered, though less potent than Mrs. Gomes had described. Bisu, meanwhile, was already snapping photos with his phone, comparing the digital images to the ones in the police dossier.

"Good," Dujo rumbled, his voice low. "We will need complete access. Uninterrupted."

Sharma gestured for them to follow, leading them up the grand staircase that Mrs. Gomes had ascended with such dread. As they climbed, Dujo's amber eyes missed nothing: the faint scuff mark on the polished banister, a barely perceptible stain on the wall that might have been old, or new. He wasn't looking for obvious clues; he was soaking in the atmosphere, the silent echoes of the house's last living moments.

Reaching the second floor, they stood before the studio door, still marked with police tape. Sharma removed the tape and unlocked the door, stepping aside.

"The room has been thoroughly processed for fingerprints and evidence," Sharma explained. "No signs of forced entry, as you know. It was locked from the inside."

Dujo merely stepped across the threshold, a man entering a sacred, yet now tainted, space. He didn't rush. His gaze swept slowly, deliberately, across every detail of the large studio. Bisu, following close behind, immediately activated his phone's camera, setting it to record.

Their approach was strikingly different from the police's. The police had come to collect evidence. Dujo had come to understand the story the room was trying to tell. He wasn't looking for what was there but for what was missing, for what was out of place, for the subtle anomalies that screamed volumes.
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