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Dedication

To everyone who believes that justice is not just a fleeting concept, but a difficult path that must be walked, no matter the cost. To everyone who believes that the right is worth fighting for, and that the truth, no matter how hidden, will eventually come to light.

To my family and friends, who have always been by my side at every step. Thank you for your unwavering support, for your patience during my moments of mental absence and my preoccupation with worlds of fantasy, and for your belief that pushed me to move forward.

To the real-life investigators, whose tasks are not limited to uncovering the truth, but also to achieving justice in a world filled with challenges, where the truth is often shrouded in mystery and secrets. Thank you for your tireless efforts.

To everyone who has fought a silent battle against injustice or darkness, and to everyone who has faced life's challenges with resilience, this novel offers you hope that light comes after darkness, and that justice will prevail no matter how long it takes.

Finally, to every reader who sees in detective stories more than just puzzles to be solved, but rather a window to understanding the human psyche in its deepest states, and a tool for interpreting the internal and external battles we all face. You are the reason this literary journey continues.

Introductionon

" Echo of the crime" is not just a detective novel ; it is a case from the Investigations Series of Detective George Wilford, who is renowned for his exceptional ability to uncover the secrets of complex crimes and solve their puzzles.

This story takes us on a journey full of mystery and suspense, where facts intertwine with the psychological and human secrets that often lie behind every crime.

What distinguishes "Echo of the crime" is its focus on intricate details that go beyond standard investigations, shedding light on internal conflicts and hidden intentions that may drive individuals to make fatal decisions.

Here, it is not just about uncovering the killer, but diving deep into the human psyche and understanding the motives that could lead to the worst consequences.

We hope that you find in this novel, and in Wilford's adventures, something that piques your interest and inspires you to think about the complex psychological aspects behind every crime, because every crime carries within it a story, and every story deserves someone to decode its symbols.
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CHAPTER 1 
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The Mysterious Visit

––––––––

[image: ]


That morning was ordinary in Detective George Wilford's office, where he sat at his small desk, sunlight shyly filtering through the window, illuminating the corner where he sat. The reflection of the light rays on the half-full coffee cup beside him cast delicate shadows on the surface of the antique wooden desk, which held countless stories of complex cases.

The atmosphere was quiet, perhaps too quiet, which gave the place an aura of eerie stillness. It was the kind of silence that usually precedes the storm, that moment that makes investigators feel that things are about to take an unexpected turn.

Wilford was engrossed in browsing through a collection of newspapers, those that covered the crime department news, his favorite cases. These cases have always captured his attention, as they satisfy his love for exploration and awaken his desire for analysis and delving into mysteries. 

He would flip through the pages of the newspapers one after another, searching for a new case that would ignite his usual passion.

Those mysterious and complex cases that challenge his mind and highlight his analytical skills, those that make his mind work non-stop like a machine that knows no fatigue. With every page he turned, hope faded awa, and boredom crept into his mind. There was no eye-catching case, no mysterious puzzle, no thrilling theft, not even a simple incident worth investigating.

The detective sighed slowly, as if the weight of frustration had poured onto his shoulders, then thought quietly : Nothing today... It seems that crimes have decided to take a vacation.

The clock was ticking quietly, monotonously, as if announcing another day of routine.

Everything seemed to be moving at a calm pace, until that moment when the office bell rang suddenly, breaking the silence that enveloped the place.

The sound was surprising, causing Wilford to lift his gaze from the newspapers, wondering about the source of this unexpected disturbance.

At that moment, the secretary, Miss Hudson, raised her head from behind her small desk by the door, where she had been busy organizing some reports that the investigator had asked her to sort.

She slowly got up, headed towards the door, and opened it quietly, revealing a woman in her mid-forties, elegantly dressed, with features that showed unmistakable concern.




-  Miss Hudson smiled at the lady, saying in a calm and gentle voice : Good morning, madam. How can I help you ?

-  The lady looked at her, hesitation evident on her face before she said in a low, confused voice : I am Caroline Claythorne, in urgent need of speaking with Detective George Wilford.

-  Hudson noticed that the lady hadn't made an appointment, which was unusual, but she kindly said : I'll inform Detective Wilford that you're here. Please come in.



I slowly approached the chair in front of Wilford's desk and sat down quietly.

It wasn't difficult for the investigator to notice the anxiety that enveloped her, nor the aura of mystery that surrounded her.

Her face reflected clear tension, and her eyes searched for a safe haven, as if she hoped to find in this office something to lighten her heavy burden.

Wilford raised his head from the newspaper he was reading, looking at his guest. His facial expressions were calm, revealing the shrewdness of an old detective who is not easily swayed.

He looked at her gently and asked in a calm voice :


-  Good morning, ma'am. How can I help you ?



Lady Claythorne took a deep breath, trying to gather her scattered thoughts, then said in a slightly shaky voice :




-  Good morning, Mr. Wilford. I apologize for coming without an appointment, but I felt that it was urgent.

I received something this morning, and I don't know if it requires intervention, but I felt the need to come to you.



Wilford raised his eyebrows slightly, indicating for her to continue. The lady seemed hesitant, but after moments of silence, she took a brown envelope from her black bag and placed it on the desk in front of the investigator.

The envelope seemed ordinary at first glance, but the investigator's scrutinizing look revealed something unsettling.


-  The lady said in a puzzled voice : This envelope arrived this morning, I don't know if it's a silly joke or something more serious.



Wilford took the envelope in his hands, examining it carefully.

He had that feeling that comes when there are hidden details, something not visible to the naked eye, but strongly present.

He slowly opened the envelope ; there was a letter with a small text written in a very elegant handwriting, but somewhat different, with an air of mystery. A short text, yet unsettling :

"Where light disappears in the embrace of darkness, the doors will close forever".

He also noticed that strange and unfamiliar signature in the corner of the letter, which left the investigator puzzled.

As if that letter carried an ambiguous threat or perhaps a mysterious challenge.

Wilford returned the letter to the envelope and pondered Lady Claythorne, wondering why something like this had been sent to her.


-  He asked her calmly : Since when did you receive this envelope ?

-  The lady replied, looking visibly tense : It arrived this morning. At first, I thought it was something ordinary, but when I opened the envelope and saw those words and symbols, I felt scared.



Wilford stared at Lady Claythorne, who was sitting in front of him, her face frozen, her eyes awaiting his response.

He knew very well that there was something unnatural about this letter, something still mysterious. But the most important thing was to find out if Lady Claythorne knew something.


-  He spoke slowly, as if trying to gauge her reaction : Lady Claythorne, do you think someone is trying to harm you ? Is there someone you know who might be behind this letter ?



She didn't move at first ; it seemed as if she was thinking deeply. Her eyes remained fixed on the investigator, as if she were trying to read his intentions or understand what he wanted her to confess. Then she shook her head and said in a weak voice :




-  No, I don't think I have any enemies or anyone who might try to harm me. My life is peaceful, and I haven't encountered any problems.



Her words dripped with sincerity, but the worry was still clearly etched on her face.

Wilford kept the envelope and promised Caroline that he would look into it.

Lady Claythorne smiled shyly, then thanked Wilford and left the office.

He noticed as she left the office how she seemed to breathe a sigh of relief, but the air of mystery still surrounded her and the letter she had brought him.

Detective George Wilford sat in his office after Lady Caroline Claythorne's departure, trying to comprehend what had just happened.

The room was still suffused with a strange calm, but now something else dominated the atmosphere ; a sense of mystery.

He got up from his seat and walked towards the window, where the sunlight had begun to fade gradually, leaving behind longer shadows, as if the city was slowly sinking into a mysterious world of secrets.​

He started reading the letter again, trying to decipher it with gr The words "Where light disappears in the embrace of darkness, the doors will close forever" were not just a threat ; they seemed like a coded letter or perhaps a clue to a specific place or time. But what does it mean ? And how does that relate to Lady Claythorne ?

Wilford returned to his office, sat down slowly, his eyes still fixed on the paper

He began to think about Lady Claythorne : who is she really ? Is there something in her life that she hasn't mentioned ? Someone who might have an interest in threatening or warning her ? And as he replayed her conversation in his mind, he realized that there was something she hadn't mentioned clearly, details she might have overlooked due to her fear and confusion.

At that moment, Wilford decided to ask the secretary, Miss Hudson, to gather some information about Lady Claythorne.

He got up from his chair and headed towards Miss Hudson's office, where she had returned to her desk and was organizing some files.

He said to her in a calm but serious voice : Miss Hudson, I want you to find out everything we can about Lady Caroline Claythorne. 

I want to know everything : her history, her relationships, any disputes or problems she might have been involved in recently. Don't leave anything small unchecked.

Hudson nodded positively and started working immediately.

Meanwhile, Wilford walked towards his desk with slow steps, but his mind was not at ease.

There was something mysterious about that letter and the strange symbols it contained, which stirred within him a feeling of suspicion and unease.
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CHAPTER 2 
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The Dark Path

––––––––
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Detective George Wilford started his day with his usual routine, sitting in the small café at the corner of the street opposite his office, sipping his black coffee that he couldn't start his day without.
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