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“I  learned  early  that  clues  don’t  shout.  They wait,  patient  as  guilty,  for  someone  willing  to listen.”      




Chapter 1: The Silent lady 

Those days when young MDR lived with his parents in a mansion in Downtown Los Angeles. MDR's father, Jr. Dave Roy, was a former heavyweight champion and owned personal brands. MDR's mother, Meera, was a former Miss India, and she used to be involved in the business with her husband.

Since childhood, MDR had been deeply fascinated by espionage and crime investigation. He always dreamed of pursuing a path dedicated to uncovering criminal cases. However, Jr. Dave Roy, who held MDR’s future close to his heart, never wanted him to follow the life of a detective. As a father, Dave understood the dangers that came with the profession, a world filled with hidden traps, moral dilemmas, and constant risk.

These differences gradually led to a growing rift between father and son. One day, as MDR walked out of the mansion, he made a firm decision: he could not move forward with his dream unless he took action himself. Yet his greatest struggle lay in this: he knew his destination clearly, but had no idea which path would lead him there.

While walking on the roadside suddenly MDR's eyes fell on a familiar person sitting inside the coffee shop. Chief of police Smith Hanks was a very good friend of MDR's father; he was there with his younger brother Elvis Hanks, who was the Commander of central bureau.

The moment MDR saw Smith Hanks, a ray of hope flickered within him. Driven by that sudden possibility, MDR stepped into the coffee shop to meet him.

"Hello, sir, how are you?" MDR asked?

"Oh! What a pleasant surprise. I am fine. How are you?" Smith Hanks asked.

Smith Hanks was a tall black person who had wavy hair and a lean personality.                                                     “I’m doing quite well, sir,” MDR answered.

"Can I get something for you?" Elvis Hanks asked. He was a lofty gentleman who had a bald head and a muscular personality.

"I would love to have a cup of tea," said MDR.

After a moment, MDR got his cup of tea, and while taking a sip of tea, MDR put his point in front of Smith Hanks and said, "I want to talk to you about a serious topic."

"Serious topic? Is someone bothering you?" Smith Hanks asked?

"My father, who is standing like a wall between me and my dream," said MDR.

"I didn't get your point?" Smith Hanks asked in a serious tone.

"You are also very well aware of the fact that how much I am inclined to work as a detective, but my father has a lot of objections to this. That's why I request you to give me an opportunity so that I can prove my worth," said MDR. “But MDR, you’re only eighteen,” Smith Hanks said. “This kind of work demands a great deal of experience.”

“I have researched dozens of detectives, studied thousands of cases, and above all, my mentor is my grandfather,” MDR answered. “Anyone who knows him well can hardly doubt his ability.”

“Oh no! Who would dare doubt his ability?” Smith Hanks exclaimed. “Sr. Dave Roy is an extraordinary man. I also know that only a select few are aware he’s a retired MI6 agent.”

“I request you to give me a chance and see that I won’t disappoint you,” MDR said.

“So you want me to involve you in a case,” Smith Hanks asked, “but what about your parents?”

“It’s better if this stays a secret between the two of us,” MDR replied.

Smith, agreeing to MDR's talk, gave him an address and asked him to reach that address.

“This is the location of a crime scene. When you arrive, one of my officers will brief you on all the details of the case. But listen, kid, if you fail to solve it within a week, consider this field off-limits forever,” Smith Hanks warned.

“Alright!” MDR replied, determination in his voice, and walked out of the coffee shop.

When MDR reached home, he couldn’t wait to share his joy with his grandfather, so he called him.

“Hello, Grandpa! How are you?”

“I’m good, my son. And you? How are you feeling?”

“Grandpa, I want to share a secret with you,” MDR said. “After a lot of requests, Chief of Police Smith Hanks agreed to let me handle a case. I have only a week to solve it, but this is my first step toward my dream.”

“My son, I am very happy for you,” Grandpa Sr. Dave Roy replied. “But remember this: what a common man notices is only the surface. A detective sees even the hidden layers from every angle, and takes them seriously.”

“I will,” MDR said firmly.

After a short while, MDR arrived at the crime scene, where Officer James Scott briefed him on the details.

“We found Mr. John Smith’s body lying on the floor, he had been shot in the chest. The room was locked from the inside. Apart from Mr. John, his wife, Mrs. Olivia Smith, was also present in the room.”

MDR frowned. “Did Mrs. Olivia say anything clear about what happened?”

“I think it would be better if you met her yourself,” Officer Scott suggested.

MDR followed Officer Scott to Mrs. Olivia’s living room. She sat on the couch like a lifeless statue, her eyes fixed on a picture hanging on the wall.

Her maid, Miss Ema, whispered to MDR, “Since Mr. John’s murder, Mrs. Olivia has fallen into a deep depression. She hasn’t spoken a word, and her expression hasn’t changed at all.”

MDR noticed dark blue marks on Mrs. Olivia’s arms, hidden beneath her sleeves, bruises that looked exactly like those caused by being struck with a stick or similar object.

He and Officer James then entered the room where Mr. John had been killed. The spot where his body had lain was outlined in white.

“We haven’t touched anything here,” Officer James said, “except for removing Mr. John’s body.”

MDR carefully examined every corner of the room, his eyes scanning for even the smallest clue. He walked over to the window, which opened out to the garden, taking in the view as if searching for something invisible.

Calling Miss Ema into the room, MDR began his questioning.

“Miss Ema, how long have you been serving in this house?”

“For the past five years, sir,” she replied.

“Apart from Mr. John and Mrs. Olivia, does anyone else live here? Or has anyone else been visiting the house recently?” MDR asked, his gaze sharp and deliberate.

 

“Mr. John and Mrs. Olivia have a son, Mr. Robert,” Miss Ema said, “but he hasn’t visited in a long time.”

MDR raised an eyebrow. “Hasn’t he heard the news that his father is no longer with us?”

Miss Ema hesitated. “I don’t think he’ll come… Mr. John and Mr. Robert didn’t exactly get along.”

“Any particular reason for that?” MDR pressed.

“I’m not aware of it,” she admitted.

“And have there ever been any conflicts between Mr. John and Mrs. Olivia?”

At this, Miss Ema shook her head firmly. MDR nodded and asked her to leave the room.

Turning to Officer James, MDR asked, “Did you find the gun used to kill Mr. John?”

“Yes,” Officer James replied. “The gun belongs to Mr. John. But apart from his fingerprints, we found none. Whoever did this may have been wearing gloves.”

“I’d like to see Mr. John’s body,” MDR said. The two of them left the crime scene to inspect it.

As they walked, MDR glanced at Officer James. “Officer, what do you make of Mrs. Olivia?”

“She’s the one in the spotlight of the suspects,” Officer James said.

MDR shook his head. “I don’t think she’s involved. Her silence… It’s for someone she wants to protect.”

“You mean she knows who the murderer is?” Officer James asked, stunned.

“That,” MDR replied, “will only be revealed when Mrs. Olivia’s silence is broken.”

They arrived at the morgue, where Dr. Tomhard led them to Mr. John’s body.

“The gunshot hit the heart directly, so death was instantaneous,” Dr. Tomhard explained.

MDR studied the body carefully. “What is his height?”

“Around six feet,” Dr. Tomhard answered.

“And the estimated distance from which the bullet was fired?” MDR asked.

“About four to five meters,” Dr. Tomhard replied.

MDR examined the wound closely, noting every detail. Once he was satisfied, he led Officer James out of the morgue, and they returned to the crime scene.

“Officer, have you sent a message to Mr. Robert asking him to come here immediately?” MDR asked.

“Maybe he’s on his way,” Officer James replied.

MDR carefully measured various points in the room using a measuring tape, his eyes scanning every detail. At that moment, Miss Ema arrived.

“Did you call me, sir?” she asked.

“Yes, Miss Ema. I need to ask you a few more questions,” MDR said, still noting measurements.

“I know Mr. John owned shipyards, but did he have any business partners I should be aware of?”

“As much as Mrs. Olivia has told me, Mr. John started his shipyard business with Mr. Michael Jones, a close friend of his,” Miss Ema explained.

MDR leaned slightly forward. “Do you think there was any rift between them regarding the business?”

“I don’t know the details,” Miss Ema admitted, “but one thing strikes me as odd, Mr. Jones used to come to meet Mr. John at home only when he wasn’t there.”

At that moment, a young man entered the room with an officer. He had brown, wavy hair and wore rectangular glasses. It was Mr. Robert, the Smiths’ son.

Miss Ema quietly left, and MDR gestured for Robert to sit.

“Mr. Robert, your father has been murdered, and yet you haven’t come once to check on your family,” MDR said.

“I had no relation with him,” Robert replied sharply, “and when it comes to my mother, I always take care of her.”

MDR studied him closely. “Then why is there so much bitterness between you and your father?”

 

“This is a private matter; you have no right to know about it,” Mr. Robert said sharply.

MDR leaned forward, his gaze steady. “Mr. Robert, this is no longer a private matter, it’s a legal one. I expect you to answer every question carefully. Your silence could put your mother under suspicion and, worse, in the court of criminals.”

Robert’s expression hardened. “The culprit is not my mother. It was my father. He constantly doubted my innocent mother and beat her mercilessly. I had many run-ins with him because of this. I left this house years ago. I wanted to take my mother with me, but she refused.”

MDR’s eyes flicked to the hidden marks on Mrs. Olivia’s arms. “I see. That explains the injuries. Do you know Mr. Michael Jones?”

“I’ve never met him,” Robert replied, “but I know he is my father’s business partner.”

“Alright, Mr. Robert. You may leave, but remember, you cannot leave the city until this case is resolved.”

Robert walked out, and MDR turned to Officer James. “I have to go now,” he said, leaving the room.

As soon as MDR reached home, every moment became consumed by the case. While walking, eating, or lying in bed, he tirelessly tried to connect the pieces, mapping out the tangled web of clues in his mind.

The next day, at Mr. John’s residence, there was no improvement in Mrs. Olivia’s condition. She neither ate properly nor rested, her eyes vacant and haunted. MDR sat down on the couch directly in front of her.

“Mrs. Olivia,” he began gently, “I know your silence is meant to protect your son, Mr. Robert.”

At his words, Mrs. Olivia became agitated. Her voice rose sharply:

“You’re a liar! You’re a liar! My son is not involved in this, he is innocent!”

The commotion drew the attention of the household staff and officers. Miss Ema rushed forward, holding Mrs. Olivia tightly and trying to calm her. Once she settled slightly, Miss Ema administered a sleeping pill to ensure she rested.

“Her condition looks very serious,” Officer James said gravely.

“We need to go meet Mr. Michael Jones,” MDR replied.

At Mr. Michael Jones’s house, they found a middle-aged man with white hair and a dark beard.

“I’ve been deeply saddened ever since I learned that my dear friend John was murdered,” Mr. Michael said.

MDR studied him carefully. “What was your opinion of Mr. John?”

“He was my childhood friend… a good man,” Mr. Michael replied.

MDR leaned forward, his tone deliberate. “Was there ever a business argument between you and John?”

“Small debates happen in every business,” Mr. Michael said, “but nothing serious has occurred between us so far.”

MDR carefully observed Mr. Michael and the surroundings, noting every detail his eyes could reach.

“Alright, then. We should be going,” MDR said.

He rose quickly from the couch and headed toward the door. Just as he reached it, Mr. Michael called out:

“I hope you catch the culprit soon.”

“I will,” MDR replied, and left.

Later, MDR and Officer James were discussing the case in the garden of Mr. John’s residence when Miss Ema approached.

“Mr. MDR, Mrs. Olivia has regained consciousness. She seems to be improving and wants to meet you,” she said.

Inside the room, Mrs. Olivia sat on the couch, gazing out the window with a dismal expression. MDR entered slowly, not wanting to startle her.

“I don’t know what to tell you,” she murmured, still looking outside.

“I understand you’re trying to protect your son, Robert,” MDR said gently, “but I need to know what happened that day. Perhaps then I can help save both you and your son.”

MDR and Mrs. Olivia reach the room where Mr. John was murdered, "With the passage of time, there was a big rift in the relationship between John and me. He suspected that I was having an illicit relationship with Michael. He used to get very violent about this. My son Robert didn't like John's behaviour towards me, and because of this, Robert and John had a lot of arguments several times. Robert wanted me to leave this house, but I didn't want to leave John alone. Even after leaving the house, Robert used to come to meet me quietly. That night, when a conflict was going on between John in this room only. At the same time, suddenly, Robert came inside the room through the window. Robert picked up John's gun, kept it on the table, and pointed the gun toward John. Within a moment, he fired. The whole atmosphere reverberated with the terrible sound of the gunshot. It was as if shots were being fired from several guns at once. I was completely devastated watching that horrifying scene. Robert was unable to believe what he had done. I asked Robert to forget that something happened and run away. But I am still shocked. How did you come to know about Robert's presence?"

"Because I found some hair on the chair. Those hairs were neither Mr. John's nor yours. But when I met Mr. Robert, seeing the color and appearance of his hair, I understood that it belonged to him. When Robert entered the room furiously through the window, a piece of the bracelet from his hand was stuck in the corner of the window."

With the help of Mrs. Olivia, MDR tried to recreate the scene of the incident day and tried to figure out the finer things from his point of view.

Officer James called Mr. Robert on behalf of MDR. While sitting on the couch, MDR and Officer James were waiting for Mr. Robert. Officer James noticed the eagerness on MDR's face, "I think you got some hot matter to discuss with Mr. Robert."

That's when Mr. Robert entered the room. Officer James left his place and asked Mr. Robert to sit.

"Mr. Robert, I have come to know that you are the one who killed Mr. John," said MDR.

"What are you talking about? I haven't killed my father," Mr. Robert was completely drenched in sweat from MDR's words.

"Your mother, Mrs. Olivia, has told me everything under pressure. Now I want to hear what you want to say in your explanation," said MDR.

Mr. Robert was trembling with fear; he also dropped the glass of water he was holding.

"That day, I had come to meet my mother, but I didn't even want to see Mr. John's face. I was entering the house through the backyard when I heard some noise that was coming from my father's room. When I peeped through the window, I saw Mr. John doing violence to my mother. Seeing that scene, I angrily entered the room through the window and picked up the gun lying on the table. But I didn't shoot to kill him, I was trying to scare him," said Mr. Robert.

Officer James had been listening intently to the conversation between MDR and Mr. Robert from near the door. The moment he realized that Robert was the one who had fired the fatal shot, he immediately stepped forward.

“I suspected from the very beginning that you were the murderer. I am placing you under arrest for killing your father!” he declared firmly.

Robert fell to his knees, pleading. “I never meant to kill him! I never even thought I would!”

Officer James, however, was unmoved, ready to handcuff him.

MDR quickly stepped between them. “Stop! Don’t arrest him yet. The investigation is not complete. Let me confirm the details first.”

Officer James paused, respecting MDR’s authority. “The Chief entrusted this case to you. I accept your judgment. Otherwise, I would have arrested him immediately,” he said.

“Thank you, Mr. James,” MDR replied calmly.

“Officer James, keep a close eye on Mr. Robert, every single move,” MDR instructed.

“Don’t worry, sir. I’ll watch him like a hawk,” Officer James replied with a nod.

Later, MDR sat at a coffee shop table, lost in thought while sipping his coffee, when his phone buzzed. It was Officer James:

“Sir, while my officers were keeping eyes on Mr. Robert, they caught a man trying to attack him. I’m waiting for you at the station.”

At the police station, MDR arrived to find the unknown assailant under interrogation.

“Officer James, did he reveal anything?” MDR asked eagerly.

“Yes,” Officer James replied. “His name is Dodo, a contract killer. He admitted that Mr. Michael sent him to kill Mr. Robert.”

Based on Dodo’s statement, the police took Mr. Michael into custody. However, MDR requested that Officer James bring Mr. Michael to Mr. John’s house. Soon, Officer James, along with two officers, escorted Mr. Michael to the very room where Mr. John had been murdered. MDR, Mr. Robert, and Mrs. Olivia were already waiting.

“MDR, why did you bring this gentleman here?” Officer James asked, puzzled.

“Because there’s still a lot left to uncover,” MDR replied, his eyes sharp and calculating.

"It must be someone's conspiracy to implicate me. That attacker has taken my name to implicate me," Mr. Michael protested, his voice trembling with anger.

MDR looked around the room, his expression calm but intense.

"That's why I called everyone here to tell how innocent you are. We think that Mr. John was killed by Mrs. Olivia or by Mr. Robert, but it was done by Mr. Michael himself," said MDR.

The room fell silent. Every eye turned to Mr. Michael, and for a moment, disbelief painted their faces.

“What nonsense! And on what basis are you calling me a murderer?" Mr. Michael asked, petulantly.

“John and Michael were lifelong friends; he could never do such a thing. You must be misunderstanding,” Mrs. Olivia said, her voice quivering.

MDR raised a finger, signaling that he had much more to explain.

"The first thing that came to my notice was two different shoe marks on the outside of the window. The mark on one shoe was much bigger than that on the other. From this point, I understood that apart from Mr. John and Mrs. Olivia, two other people were also present here. After this, I came to know about Mr. John's will, in which he has given his property to Mrs. Olivia and Mr. Robert, besides a small part in the name of Mr. Michael. For this reason, this case was also taking an outline of the property greed approach. After meeting Robert and Michael, these two men had come under my suspicion because there were many similarities between their shoe sizes and the marks I found on the crime scene. I asked Officer James to keep an eye on Mr. Robert because I knew if this case was about the property, then Robert would attack Michael, or Michael would attack Robert, and that's exactly what happened," said MDR.

"But where does this prove from your point, that Mr. Michael is the real culprit?" Officer James asked.

"I learned from the doctor that the bullet was fired at Mr. John from a distance of at least 4 to 5 meters, and when I measured the whole room, I found that there was a window at a distance of 4 to 5 meters from where Mr. John was standing. This clearly means that the bullet was fired from outside of the window, and my suspicion turned into belief when Mrs. Olivia told me the whole incident in great detail. According to which, Mr. Robert was about 2 to 3 meters away from Mr. John, and Mrs. Olivia herself was 1 to 2 meters away. And most importantly, while examining the room, I found a bullet stuck in the painting on the wall, which was not easily noticed by anyone because the size of the bullet was quite small, and the painting is also based on a war scene.  Now we have two contenders for this bullet. On one hand, we have Mr. Robert, who had never touched a gun before the day of the murder, and on the other hand, Mr. Michael, who is very fond of shooting, and I have also heard that he never misses the targets. The evidence of his skillfulness in shooting can be noticed in the pictures hanging on the walls of his living room, in which we can clearly see him while hunting. And perhaps for this reason, taking advantage of the whole circumstances, he shoots Mr. John exactly in the middle of the heart. I think this much evidence will be enough to satisfy you, Mr. Michael, or should I present more evidence, like when you were running away from here, your golden button of the coat was broken and got stuck in the bushes, or about the similar guns of yours and Mr. John," said MDR.

