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This edition is a gift for you and includes the first part of Murder at Saksess Press.

It is a self-contained story, so you can read it without having to purchase the next two parts.

You are free to continue this adventure by downloading the sequel for free with Kindle Unlimited or by purchasing it at a really low price.

If you are interested, this is the link:
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A gun and a pen


Prologue

A gun and a pen


My name is Pedro and I am a private investigator.

Unlike many of my colleagues, I am not an ex-cop trying to supplement his meager pension by spying on unfaithful wives and husbands. And, unlike some of them, I am not in this business just for the money.  And I don't deal in horns, but in murder, instead of a state that seems to have forgotten the value of life.

In my own small way, like an atom disobedient to every law of physics, I want, more than anything else, to bring back a modicum of justice to a society lost and enslaved to the interest of a few.

Deaths without truth, violence everywhere.

Only the properties of the rich, protected in their fortress quarters, still seem to be respected on the threshold of the 22nd century.  I too, before I discovered my mission, served only the powerful and was a lost man, just like my world.  Behind a seemingly orderly, monotonous and repetitive life I hid the greatest of confusions.  A computer, a keyboard, well-defined assignments.  At the end of the month a salary, meager but enough to get by.  Get by yes, but to where?

Now, in front of my eyes, I have a gun and a pen.

The gun is resting on the desk; I will need it later, perhaps. The pen, on the other hand, I hold in my left hand to tell how I got to this point.

The following is my story.


Chapter 1

An unwelcome message


Dear author,


We have received your manuscript, which was, moreover, unsolicited. 
After careful review, we regret to inform you that we do not consider it to be absolutely up to the standards of our publishing house.



For us at Saksess Press, quality comes first, and its text, as proposed, is far from the minimum level required for publication.  The plot is flimsy to say the least, the characters appear stereotypical, the dialogues contrived, and the themes dealt with are utterly banal. 


There is also to add that some parts of the text are evidently plagiarized from the books of some of our authors. We do not need to remind you that copyright infringement is punishable, upon our notification, under current regulations. 
In order to avoid unpleasant consequences, including criminal ones, we therefore invite you to come to our offices on Friday, December 13 at 6:30 p.m. for further communication. 

End of voice communication. The file will self-delete once listening is completed

The Editorial Board

Saksess Press


That audio message had taken me by surprise. So many falsehoods in so few words repeated by a mechanical voice. Listening to them only once had been enough to imprint forever those grave offenses in my mind. Why so much viciousness? 
I could not sleep at night. I had never felt so offended and humiliated. Those blowhards, truculent self-referential guardians of the literary world, had outraged my work, my feelings, my soul. I had always suspected that I was not a great writer, but I was certainly not a fraud. If there was one thing I cared about, it was the originality of my ideas, good or bad. Both in writing and in life, I had always tried to behave honestly; so why was I being treated so aggressively? 
It almost seemed as if they wanted to annihilate me, but I was certainly not going to let them, at least not without defending myself. 
They probably hated me because I represented that part of their soul that they had buried under budgets, spreadsheets, unexpected expenses, commitments and responsibilities. 
That was why, perhaps, the publishers had always snubbed me. 
But they had never gone so far as to offend me and threaten me directly. 
What should I have expected from that meeting? Would I be able to clear up what was, perhaps, just a misunderstanding? Had that communication been sent to me in error? Over the phone, the publishing house employee had not wanted to tell me anything more. But I was angry and determined. I wanted to stand up for myself and defend all the writers in the world, to give those arrogant publishing house people a piece of my mind. 
I wanted to make them understand that theirs was just the judgment of a business enterprise and that no one could afford to say that an author's writing was worthless. 
Many of my acquaintances, in difficult situations, relied on modern medical discoveries. One pill to stimulate the mind, another to control stress. Then, in the evening, one to sleep. I still preferred coffee. With three cups I had all the energy I needed. Calmness, on the other hand, did not interest me at all. I was going to war, not to a company meeting. I arrived at the site half an hour early but struggled a little to find the venue. 
No one knew it.



At the address I had been given was a building like so many in that suburb made up of rented offices and cheap apartments, a forest of anonymous  buildings stretching as far as the eye could see. 
A few synthetic trees here and there. Just one was capable of producing as much oxygen as twenty regular trees, they said. Besides, they didn't lose leaves and didn't have to be pruned. The new government had promised to replace all the old organic trees as soon as possible with these new technological advances. 
I wondered why, I wondered, weren't they also replacing all of humanity with more efficient machines? 
Someday, I thought, someone would make that proposal as well. 
I approached the front door of the apartment building. Effectively, the nameplate on a doorbell read, "Saksess Press. Received by appointment only." 
Sixth floor, elevator out of service. 
Then even the machines were not so infallible. 
"I wonder if even the synthetic shafts were failing?" came the question. The one that certainly didn't seem to be working well was the publishing house. Judging by where they were set up, they certainly must not have been sailing in gold. But their obvious failure was certainly no consolation to me. I was hot, sweating, and short of breath. Each flight of stairs seemed steeper than a mountain. I could feel my heart beating wildly under my jacket, which was too heavy for that winter, which announced itself as mediocre, with neither snow nor frost, somewhat like my life until then. Reaching the third floor I was forced to stop. 
"Can't you see it's wet, I'm passing the rag. Stop!" an elderly lady with a sturdy build intimated to me. 
"I have an appointment, I'm in a hurry," I tried to justify myself. 
"I don't mind at all," said the cleaning lady, threatening me with the mop handle, "she may well wait five minutes." 
My upbringing required me to respect other people's work. After all, I was there because they were not respecting mine. So I waited, in silence, until the woman waved me through. Because of that forced stop, my anxiety increased exponentially. But by now I was close to my destination. 
Only a few more steps to go then, perhaps, I would get if not justice, at least clarification. Arriving in front of the door, I tried for a moment to compose myself. 
I was struggling to breathe and my heart was beating like a drum. I tried long breaths, self-motivational speeches, and sophisticated Eastern techniques. But the beloved Zen meditation always stopped working just when I needed it most. 
No dice, I was beside myself, overwhelmed with anxiety and anger. I rang the doorbell, the door opened, and I entered. I was greeted by her, Laura, sitting behind the reception desk.  A young, attractive girl, far removed from the hostile interlocutor my mind had prefigured.  For a moment, I was paralyzed with surprise. Her blue eyes looked at me without allowing themselves to be understood, as if they had been a window to another world, where normal rules and logic ceased to have value. I watched them, then closed mine for a moment, to escape what seemed to me almost witchcraft.  No, I would not be fooled by that beautiful face and long black hair.  I was looking for war and justice, not love and poetry.  His smile, for that matter, more than soothed me, irritated me.  He had the false confidence of youth, that of someone who thinks he knows everything about life because in fact he knows absolutely nothing.  His wrinkle-free face, with all its ephemeral innocence, annoyed me.  At that moment his graceful appearance, which on other occasions might have mellowed my manner, clashed harshly with my anger.


"Mr. Jack Eden?" he asked from behind the counter.


"Yes, that's me. Obviously Jack Eden is a pseudonym, but I prefer to remain anonymous for the time being." 
"You know, I read the book you proposed, I really enjoyed it. Passionate, it's been a long time since I read something like that."


"I thank you but I, actually, am here because of that bad audiomessage you sent me. Do you realize what you said to me? How dare you insult me and even accuse me of plagiarism? I want to talk to the person who sent me those infamous words immediately. I demand an immediate apology."


"Look, the audio messages are not saved, but we have summary reports. My manager is busy, so she assigned me to follow up with her file. Let me consult your file. Could you tell me exactly when the message arrived?" 
"About a week ago. Why, can't you find my files? Do you insult so many people that you have to keep a file?" 
"No, wait here is the copy of the report. I'll read it for a moment to see what it says.... It doesn't seem that bad to me." 
"I can't believe it! You threaten me, give me no information over the phone, and force me to come all the way here. Then, when I arrive, you are not even prepared. But what a beautiful publishing house! I can see why you never win any major awards!" 
"Don't be angry with me! You have no right to talk to me like that, I'm a mere employee! I only read your book and even liked it. If they sent you that message there must be a reason! Our managers are certainly no fools, they run a nationwide publishing house!" 
"I take it out on the people in front of me! Right now she represents a company that has offended me! I am not treating you badly, but the scoundrels who pay your salary. Besides, the way you talk, it sounds to me like you're really on their side!" 
"I understand your disappointment, but don't say that. I'm new to the business, but you'll see that we can come to an agreement. My manager explained to me that these are not serious things, but simple business practices. In other cases similar to yours, we have settled everything with a small payment, even in installments if that's the problem." 
"Whatever. Now I have to give you money, too. Me to you! This is crazy stuff! It's the publishers who have to pay the authors, not vice versa. Is it possible that I don't want to get into your heads?" 
"Here, look. I also found your file. See how well organized we are? By the way, I have some good news. Look at this, it says that with 1,000 credits you can close the matter. That doesn't sound like much!"
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