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Preface
In the quiet hum of an unsuspecting town, life was simple, predictable, and 
uneventful—until one fateful night shattered the fragile veneer of 
normalcy. This story is not merely about the loss of a father, but a journey 
into the heart of darkness, where truth is a double-edged sword and justice 
is a path fraught with peril.
Our protagonist, a man caught in the throes of grief and anger, embarks on 
a relentless quest to uncover the identity of his father's murderer. What 
begins as a desperate search for answers soon evolves into a labyrinthine 
pursuit, revealing secrets buried deep beneath layers of deception and 
betrayal. Each clue unravels a new thread in a web of lies, bringing him 
closer to a confrontation with an adversary more formidable than he could 
have ever imagined.
As the story unfolds, the lines between right and wrong blur, testing the 
limits of the man's morality and resilience. This tale is a testament to the 
unyielding human spirit and the lengths one will go to seek retribution for 
a lost loved one. It is a journey through the shadows of human nature, 
where vengeance and justice waltz in a delicate, deadly dance.
Join us in this gripping narrative, where every page turn draws you deeper 
into a world where nothing is as it seems, and the quest for truth becomes a 
battle for survival.
Nishant
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1. Dream
The night was suffocating—dark, dense, and heavy 
with an unspoken threat.
In the dream, I was back in that house. My family had 
gone out, perhaps to a function, leaving the rooms 
hollow and silent. It was just my father and me. The 
clock struck 2:00 AM, the sound echoing like a gavel 
in the stillness.
Suddenly, a crash shattered the silence. It came from 
the kitchen—the distinct, jarring sound of metal 
hitting the floor. Heart hammering against my ribs, I 
moved toward the noise. The moment I crossed the 








threshold, a figure clad entirely in black was 
scrambling out the window, vanishing into the night.
I looked down.
My father lay on the cold tiles. Life had already left 
him.
The scream tore from my throat, raw and primal.
"No! Dad!"
I was paralyzed, utterly helpless. It felt as if my 
existence had been erased in that singular moment of 
violence. My body remained alive, breathing and 
trembling, but my soul had died on that kitchen floor. 
The memory always faded into blackness after the 
scream.
I gasped, jerking awake, my sheets damp with cold 
sweat. The remnants of the nightmare clung to me like 
a second skin.
"This is the same nightmare I’ve been having 
constantly," I muttered, rubbing my temples. "This is 
the root of the stress, the reason I’m on edge. Do you 
need to know anything else, Bassi?"
Bassi, my trusted assistant, stood near the door of my 
room, holding a tablet. He looked at me with a mix of 








concern and relief. "No, Boss. That is actually what I 
needed to hear. To be honest, you’ve been… difficult 
lately. You’ve been snapping at everyone."
I sighed, swinging my legs out of bed. The guilt 
washed over me. "Please, apologize to the staff on my 
behalf. I don’t even recall what I might have said 
yesterday. The anger… it just takes over."
"No problem, Boss. It’s your prerogative," Bassi said 
smoothly, ever the diplomat. "By the way, when will 
you be leaving for the office?"
"I’m leaving now," I said, standing up and shaking off 
the lethargy. "I’ll be there in thirty minutes. Make sure 
my cabin is spotless by the time I arrive."
Bassi nodded and turned to leave. He didn’t know the 
truth. He didn’t know that I had cried myself to sleep 
that night. Not just because of the vision of death, but 
because of the void in my memory. Who is my father? 
Do I even have one? I don’t know. My past is a fog, 
and these dreams are the only clarity I have, however 
terrifying.
Stop it, I told myself. This overthinking will kill you 
long before any assassin does.








I forced myself through the morning routine—milk 
and rolls for breakfast, mechanical and tasteless—and 
drove to the office. The commute took thirty minutes, 
just enough time to bury the fear under layers of 
corporate armor. Deep down, amidst the empire I had 
built, I just wanted a family.
"Welcome to the office, Boss," Bassi greeted me as I 
stepped out of the elevator. He fell into step beside 
me, reciting the agenda. "You have three meetings 
scheduled today, and you are required to meet the 
landowner regarding the Raogarh expansion. And—"
"Enough, Bassi," I cut him off, raising a hand. "Are 
you trying to kill me with work today? Listen 
carefully: I will attend only two meetings. You handle 
the Raogarh issue. Make it go away. Do you 
understand?"
"Yes, Boss."
I straightened my tie and walked into the conference 
room. The board members were waiting. I took my 
place at the head of the table, projecting a confidence I 
didn’t feel.
"Force Robotics is the world’s premier, oldest, and 
largest automated manufacturing entity," I began, my 
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