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With the enthusiasm of a newcomer in the literary world, I invite you into my captivating universe of mysteries and intrigues. This book represents not only a story but also a journey into the labyrinth of the mind of a dedicated criminal detective.

Together, we will uncover hidden clues, follow dark shadows, and reveal the truth behind each case. I hope this book will captivate your imagination and keep you on the edge of your seat until the last page.

Thank you for being part of this literary journey. I hope these pages will provide you with moments of suspense and joy.
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Crimes at Their Finest: The Chase for Wealth
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- "GOOD EVENING, YOU'VE reached 911. How can we assist you?"

- "I've been stabbed, please, send help urgently..." (a desperate male voice is heard)

- "To provide the necessary help, we need a few additional details. Tell us where you are and carefully describe what happened."

- "I can't... I feel like I'm losing strength."

- "Hello, hello... Can you hear me?"

The sudden interruption of the call leaves behind a tense and mysterious atmosphere. 

It was late at night, somewhere around 11:30 PM. The young employee, on her first shift and recently out of training for this job, answered the call with trepidation. Fearful, she made considerable efforts to trace the call, but time seemed to stretch in a tense wait. Once she managed to do so, the young woman alerted the nearest police station about the location of the call.

Midnight had already passed, and a quiet stillness had enveloped the entire region in a magical atmosphere. It was December 25th, and the biting cold had settled over the landscape. A gentle breeze carried with it snowflakes that delicately adorned the houses, cloaked in darkness and illuminated only discreetly by festive candles.

On this tranquil Christmas night, the silence was interrupted only by the sound of lightly snow-covered footsteps and the faint glow of streetlights reflecting in the freshly fallen snow. Trees adorned their branches with the white mantle of winter, and houses seemed to be wrapped in a magical aura.

Despite the harsh cold, the air was filled with emotion and anticipation, much like in a Christmas story. The cold had become an ally to the charm of the holiday, and each snowflake added a touch of magic to the night celebrating the Birth.

Arriving at the location from where the call was made, in a small village seemingly forgotten by the world, the police officers don't hesitate and burst into the house. Despite the small size of the village, the atmosphere was still laden with mystery and unease. Two armed policemen enter decisively, their gazes vigilant and ready to assist a presumed victim.

In the silence of the house, only the determined steps of the police officers echoed. The dim light of the lanterns they carried revealed a calm yet tense scene. Every corner of the room seemed to hide secrets and questions. The police officers remained on high alert, ready to address any situation that unfolded in this seemingly peaceful yet enigmatic dwelling.

To their surprise, there was no one in the house, and the atmosphere seemed like a pre-holiday joke. The rooms remained untouched, with all the furniture and Christmas decorations in place, but without any signs of life. In the ensuing silence, only the ticking of the clock and the faint rustling of snow outside the house remained to echo in the ears of the police officers.

Their gazes meet, with a mixture of confusion and amazement in their eyes. They were certain the call originated from this residence, but now it seemed like the entire situation had evaporated into a holiday illusion. With mutual glances, the two policemen prepare to explore every corner of the house, searching for clues that might unveil the truth behind this mysterious call.

Although they still hoped to stick to the idea of a prank, unfortunately, the facts indicated otherwise. The living room television was on, emitting the soothing sound of a program that created a bizarre atmosphere in the room. The fire smoldered in the fireplace, emanating warmth and light, and the smell of burning wood filled the air. Even the water flowed from the kitchen faucet, completely contradicting the initial hypothesis of a joke.

Faced with these tangible proofs of everyday life, the police officers begin to adjust their perspectives. With each step through the seemingly empty house, the mystery deepens, and the questions multiply. They prepare to explore every corner of the residence, aware that answers may be hidden in the unseen shadows of this forgotten village.

Not much time passes before one of the police officers shouts:

POLICE OFFICER 1: (alarmed) Hey, come quickly to see this...

POLICE OFFICER 2: (sighing) I hope it's not serious.

The two meet in another room, their eyes fixed on something that captures their attention. Tension builds in the air, and the suspense of their encounter indicates how the situation is becoming increasingly intriguing.

A fresh bloodstain had made its presence known on the coffee table in the living room, another one on the carpet beneath it, and yet another one in the hallway. Curious about what had happened there, the police officers follow the trail of blood leading them outside, but this time through the back door.

In the dim light of the night, the blood trail becomes more evident, guiding them in an unknown direction. The suspense grows as they approach the source of this bloody trace, and their gazes are tense, ready for any bizarre or tangled discovery that might await them in the darkness of the night.

In the distance, about two hundred meters away, a silhouette is visible on the snow, which, instead of being white, is of a bright red color. The faint moonlight reveals the outlines of a human figure stretched out in an unusual position. The snow surrounds the area, reflecting the hues of blood and creating a scene of intense red.

Aware that they have uncovered crucial elements of a strange event, the police officers quicken their steps towards the location. The biting cold surrounds them, and the moon's cold light casts strange shadows on the frozen landscape. Once they reach the silhouette, they discover a scene that surpasses any expectation and raises significant questions about the recent events in this forgotten village.

The police officers arrive at the designated spot and find the body of a scantily clad man, lying on the snow. In those tense moments, they sadly confirm that the man shows no signs of life, thus confirming his death. The atmosphere is filled with solemnity and unanswered questions, and the discovery of this tragic event amplifies the mystery surrounding the entire situation. The police officers now begin to work on reconstructing the events to understand how and why this tragedy occurred in the quiet village forgotten by the world.

On the cold Christmas night, the police officers witness a shocking scene in this village. In a frozen and quiet landscape, they discover the lifeless body of a man, barefoot and lying on the snow. The details add an extra dose of mystery and tragedy.

The man wore only a short-sleeved shirt and a pair of shorts, a peculiar choice on such a cold night. His skin had already turned a shade of purple, a sign that the extremely low temperature had taken its toll. Being barefoot, he seemed to have come into direct contact with the cold, leaving behind a mystery that demanded explanations.

This desolate scene opens up an abyss of questions for the police officers. How and why did the man end up in this state? What compelled him to venture out into the harsh cold, dressed so inadequately for the weather conditions? The questions multiply as they try to reconstruct the events that led to this tragedy isolated in a corner forgotten by the world.

At a brief glance, the man appeared to have been fatally stabbed in the chest. A deep cut, accompanied by traces of coagulated blood, suggested that he had fallen victim to a gruesome act of violence. The visible wound unveiled a tragedy that raised questions about the motives and circumstances that led to this tragic ending.

In the pale moonlight, the outlines of the cut cast strange shadows on the snow. The police officers observed the scene with a combination of shock and determination, ready to face the complex investigation that would unravel the mystery behind the man's death. Although the village was typically a secluded and tranquil corner, it was now a witness to a tragedy that would have aroused curiosity even in the largest cities.

The police officers turn their attention to the man's residence to find more information about him. In their quest for answers, they carefully examine the documents and personal belongings found in his house. The documents identify him as John Martin, a 46-year-old man.

As the light from their flashlights explores every corner of the dwelling, these documents become the pages of a personal file, shedding light on details about the identity and life of the protagonist of this inexplicable tragedy. With each discovered detail, the mystery deepens, and the police officers strive to connect the dots and understand what brought John Martin to this fatal situation.

The case is forwarded to a criminal detective, landing in the hands of D. Lawrence for investigation. This marks his first challenge as a criminal detective, and despite the lack of experience in the field of crimes, Lawrence is committed to shedding light on the dark labyrinth of events. Faced with a crime scene laden with mystery and tragedy, Detective Lawrence sets out to prove his skills and uncover the truth behind the death of John Martin.

On the morning of December 27th, after relatives were informed about the unfortunate event, John's sister arrives at the police station, determined to find out who killed her brother. Detective Lawrence greets her at the entrance and invites her to take a seat in his office, ready to provide answers and offer support during these difficult moments.

LAWRENCE: Good morning. I'm Detective Lawrence. What's your name?

JOHN'S SISTER: Good morning. I'm Mary Martin, John's sister. I want to know what happened to my brother.

LAWRENCE: I'm sorry for your loss, Mary. We are trying to clarify all the details. Please, tell me everything you know about John, and if you have any clues or suspicions, please let me know.

MARY: John was a quiet man. I don't know why anyone would want to harm him. He didn't have enemies or major problems. Maybe he had some debts, but nothing unusual.

LAWRENCE: I understand. We will do our best to find out the truth. If you remember any unusual events or behavior from John before the tragedy, please let me know immediately.
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MARY LIVED ABROAD AND had learned about the tragic crime from her older sister. Conscience-stricken for not making time for her brother lately and being unaware of his life for a few years, she decides to pay tribute to him by unraveling the mystery behind his death. With a heart full of pain and regret, Mary feels compelled to seek justice for John and find out who was responsible for the tragedy. Thus, she becomes a part of the investigation, bringing with her determination and a strong desire to uncover the truth about her brother's loss.
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LAWRENCE: MARY, IN our effort to solve this case, it's crucial to gather any information that could help us. Do you have any idea why someone might have wanted to harm John?

MARY: I remember something now. My older sister had told me that John had constant conflicts with his neighbor. They were always arguing, and eventually, my sister felt there might be more than just a simple disagreement.

LAWRENCE: That could be a crucial lead. Have you ever met John's neighbor, or heard any details that might explain these disagreements?

MARY: Unfortunately, I've never met him, and my sister didn't get a chance to find out more. But maybe this can point you in the right direction.

LAWRENCE: Thank you for the information, Mary. We'll investigate this lead as well and do our best to bring the truth to light.

Shortly after this discussion, Lawrence decides to check on the relationship with the neighbor. With the case file in hand, he reviews once again all the evidence gathered so far in this case. Carefully examining each page, every photograph, and every detail, the detective strives to discover connections and clues that could bring him closer to the truth behind John Martin's death. Each page becomes a piece of the puzzle, and Lawrence is determined to piece them together to unveil the mystery that looms over this case.

The murder weapon, a kitchen knife, was found approximately 10 meters away from the corpse. Surprisingly, it was not in the direction of John's house but towards the neighbor's yard. The knife only bore the deceased's fingerprints, suggesting it was John's knife and that the assailant likely wore gloves or something similar to avoid leaving their own prints. This discovery adds an additional layer of complexity to the investigation, and Detective Lawrence realizes that this case holds more secrets than he anticipated.

Footprints, seemingly from a sizable number of shoes, were also discovered, leading towards the neighbor's yard. Shrouded in mystery, these footprints suggest a possible connection between the neighbor and the crime scene. Detective Lawrence intensifies his efforts to understand the complex puzzle of this case, and each added clue brings with it new questions and challenges.

A significant number of complaints against the neighbor were found, and he even had a restraining order to stay away from John since he had trespassed multiple times without consent. These pieces of information reveal a tense and conflict-ridden history between the two neighbors, adding new layers of complexity to the already complicated case. Detective Lawrence realizes that this prior animosity could be the key to unraveling the mystery of the crime.

The autopsy results show that John Martin was stabbed in the chest area with a sharp and long knife. The wounds were deep and caused severe damage to vital organs. Signs of a struggle and attempts to defend himself were also found before his demise. All these details confirm the violent nature of the crime and highlight that it was not a mere coincidence but a premeditated and well-planned action. Detective Lawrence is now tasked with connecting this information to the rest of the clues and revealing the motives behind this tragic event.

All these details seemed to suggest that John could have been killed by the neighbor. However, the issue was that this idea had been overlooked because the neighbor had a fairly solid alibi. His wife stated that they had stayed quietly at home, preparing for the upcoming holidays. She also mentioned an important detail that had been overlooked: their daughter had come with her husband and grandchildren to spend Christmas together, as they did every year. These pieces of information bring a new perspective to the investigation, and Detective Lawrence must reevaluate every clue to avoid a potential mistake in solving the case.

Lawrence decides to bring the neighbor's daughter in for questioning, aiming to gather more details about the events on the night of the crime. With a careful and professional approach, Detective Lawrence prepares to ask crucial questions to unravel the mystery surrounding John Martin's death. The interrogation becomes a crucial stage in the investigation, and each answer provided by the neighbor's daughter could reveal new clues and essential information for solving the case.

––––––––
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LAWRENCE: GOOD DAY, I'm D. Lawrence, a forensic detective, and I'm responsible for investigating the tragic case of John Martin. I would like to ask you a few questions related to this situation.

NEIGHBOR'S DAUGHTER: Of course, I sincerely apologize for what happened.

LAWRENCE: Where were you on the evening of December 24th to 25th?

NEIGHBOR'S DAUGHTER: At around 6:00 PM, I left with my family. We were heading to my parents' house because, since I moved to another city, I happily return to them every year to spend the winter holidays together. The drive to my parents' place would normally take about two hours, but due to traffic and snow, we arrived around 11:00 PM.

LAWRENCE: Okay, tell me about the atmosphere in the house? What were your parents doing?

NEIGHBOR'S DAUGHTER: To our surprise, they didn't greet us at the door as they usually did. We knocked, but in vain... No one opened. The light in the living room was on. I tried to enter the house, as the door was slightly ajar, but to my surprise, my father was sleeping on the living room couch. There was an opened bottle of wine on the table, and next to it were two glasses—one already emptied, and the other still had some wine, indicating that our parents had gotten tired of waiting for us. Shortly after, my mother entered the house with a large armful of firewood to keep the fireplace going. Happy that we had arrived, she embraced and kissed us all, after which she stoked the fire. We put the kids to bed since it was already late for them. Meanwhile, police sirens started to be heard. We rushed to the living room, and my mother and husband were already at the window to see what was happening. My father showed no signs of waking up from the noise; maybe he was too tired. We chatted a bit more with my mother, and around 1:00 AM, we all went to sleep.

LAWRENCE: (with a slightly cheerful tone) Thank you very much for your time.
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DETECTIVE LAWRENCE, aware that the interrogation did not yield many answers, decides to pay a visit to John's neighbor. He suspects that both the daughter and the wife of the neighbor might be trying to protect him from imprisonment. With this idea in mind, Lawrence prepares to explore this new direction in the investigation, hoping to obtain relevant information that will bring him closer to the truth behind the tragedy.

Upon arrival, the detective catches his first glimpse of David. Standing at around six feet and three inches, he is a well-built man, giving the impression of someone who engages in weight training. His physical appearance captures Lawrence's attention, suggesting a strength and determination that may conceal more than meets the eye.

Welcomed warmly, Lawrence is invited to take a seat on the sofa and is served coffee by David while his wife is not at home. The atmosphere appears relaxed, but the detective senses the need to approach the delicate subject with care and intelligence.

DAVID: (nervous and with a slightly raised voice) Tell me, Detective, how can I help you now?

LAWRENCE: I apologize for the intrusion, but I would like you to tell me what you were doing on the night John was killed.

DAVID: (agitated) He got what he deserved. I'm sorry I wasn't there to see it with my own eyes. As I mentioned to another officer at the station, at around 10 PM, waiting for the kids to arrive, my wife and I had a glass of wine, and unfortunately, I suddenly fell asleep, not being able to see my daughter and grandchildren until the next morning when I woke up.

LAWRENCE: I see you're a bit upset. Can you tell me what issues you had with your neighbor? Why did you want him dead?

DAVID: The problem started when he bought the house next to ours. He was upset that our yard was larger than his. One day, he decided to build a new fence, but I didn't pay much attention to it.

LAWRENCE: But I learned that you had a restraining order not to approach John.

DAVID: Yes, because he complained to the police that I was encroaching on his property, but it wasn't true. A few days after he built the new fence, I felt something had changed. That's when I decided to measure my yard. I did jump the fence one evening, thinking John was asleep and wouldn't see me, just to prove that he had built his fence on my land. The police believed him; it seems he falsified some evidence, and since then, I've had a restraining order to stay away from him.

LAWRENCE: I'm trying to understand. You were very upset about what happened, and you decided to kill him to reclaim your land.

DAVID: (angry) Hey, don't put words in my mouth! Yes, I was upset with him; somehow, I even felt relieved when I heard he had died, but I don't harm a fly, let alone kill a person.

Upset that he fails to bring the investigation to a close and find evidence to unravel the mystery, Lawrence decides to return to the police station to reexamine the case file. As he prepares to leave the house, the detective notices a pair of quite large rubber boots in the hallway. He realizes that these could be the exact footwear that left traces in the snow near the corpse.

Pleased to have found a potential lead, the detective asks David if the found boots belong to him and if he can take them to examine, potentially serving as crucial evidence in the case of John's murder.

David responds: "Indeed, they're mine. I only wear them around the yard when I go to fetch firewood for the fireplace. Take them if you want, you won't find anything anyway. I know I didn't kill my neighbor."

Detective Lawrence, back at the station, sends the boots for further examination. The analysis reveals that the footprints in the snow perfectly match David's boots. Furthermore, bloodstains containing John's DNA are found on the soles. It's a crucial step in solving the murder mystery.

Happy to have cracked the case and now armed with solid evidence, on January 15th, Detective Lawrence orders a patrol to arrest David. It's the moment when justice begins to make its way in this intricate case.

The trial didn't last long, as all the evidence pointed to David being in John's yard on the night he died. Faced with these solid proofs, the verdict seemed clear.

The trial was tense, and the courtroom was filled with curious onlookers and relatives of the victims. Lawyers on both sides presented their arguments intensely, but the evidence presented by Detective Lawrence played a crucial role in this case. Photographs, documents, and testimonies were presented to the judge and jury, detailing every step of the investigation.

David was closely watched by Lawrence throughout the entire process. His lawyer tried to dismiss the evidence, claiming unclear motives and misinterpretation of circumstances by Detective Lawrence. However, DNA analysis and bloodstains found on David's boots significantly contributed to establishing his guilt.

The jury deliberated quickly, and the verdict was pronounced: David was found guilty of premeditated murder. The imposed sentence was 25 years in prison, bringing a certain tragic conclusion to the story but also delivering a sense of justice for John Martin's family.

David addresses Detective Lawrence with a nervous tone, saying, "You'll remember me; I'm not guilty."

Lawrence, arriving home, attempts to sleep after a tiring day, but David's words, "I'm not guilty," haunt his mind, preventing him from finding peace. Even though the detective believed he had found the culprit, he wasn't in a good state of mind. He felt that something was wrong, that something didn't add up. He couldn't understand why David hadn't admitted to the crime, even though the evidence and proofs were incriminating.

It was spring, several months had passed since the trial concluded. Lawrence felt like he was going crazy, experiencing insomnia and constantly thinking about that case. During this time, he had made several visits to David in prison, but without any result, as David only repeated that he was not guilty.

Confronted with disbelief and insomnia caused by the case, the detective decided to move to another city in the hope that a new environment would bring him peace and restful sleep.

London, a vibrant and diverse metropolis, became the new home for Detective Lawrence. The historically rich streets, charming parks, and eclectic architecture contributed to the city's cosmopolitan atmosphere. Here, amidst imposing buildings and urban hustle, Lawrence found a new residence and tried to regain his lost tranquility. On May 12, on a morning like any other, Lawrence was peacefully in his home. With the newspaper in hand, he savored his coffee, and thoughts about the closed case seemed distant.

After a few sips of coffee, the detective suddenly choked. He had noticed a photograph of a woman in the newspaper who seemed familiar. It was John's older sister. She apparently lived in the city. Learning that she had died a day ago, falling from a height while attempting to clean windows, the detective began to investigate this case as well. Thus, the past came to the forefront.

He suspected that even in this case, there might be more than just an accident.

The detective felt that something was amiss, so he decided to personally examine the circumstances of the seemingly accidental death. After thorough investigations, Lawrence found clues contradicting the initial conclusion, suggesting that John's sister's death might hide more than meets the eye.

The next day, Lawrence attended the woman's funeral, and during the ceremony, he felt a touch on his shoulder. Mary, the deceased's sister, expressed her grief: "I can't take it anymore, I've lost my entire family..." with tears in her eyes. Trying to console her, the detective invited her to dinner at a restaurant.

To his surprise, Mary not only accepted the invitation but, when they met, she appeared in a long pink evening gown. Typically, people mourn their loved ones and wear black for at least a few days after their death, but Mary seemed to make an exception. She chose to wear black only at the funeral, opting for a bright pink dress just a few hours later.

LAWRENCE: (surprised tone) Good evening, Mary. I'm glad to see you. How about a relaxing dinner?

MARY: (with a wide smile) Good evening, Detective Lawrence. Thanks for the invitation.

LAWRENCE: I just wanted to take you out of this situation for a bit. I'm really sorry you're going through another loss.

MARY: It is what it is; I'm starting to get used to it.

LAWRENCE: Don't say that. Someone as delicate and gentle as you shouldn't have to get used to losing someone from the family all the time.

Suddenly, the phone rings. Mary answers, her face paling slightly, and then apologizes, explaining that she needs to get to another place urgently.

MARY: I'm sorry, Detective Lawrence, but I have to leave urgently. It was a pleasure to talk, and I would really like to resume our conversation at some point.

Mary jots down her phone number on a napkin and steps away. Left alone, Lawrence begins to reflect on several aspects. Firstly, he doesn't understand how and when Mary's sudden change in mood occurred, as just a few hours ago she seemed deeply affected, and now she appeared indifferent. Then, his thoughts turn to the call that prompted her hasty departure. Taking the napkin with the phone number, the detective heads home.

The night stretches on, seeming endless. Lawrence once again struggles to sleep, immersed in thoughts, but this time, he is determined not to leave town.

London, the vibrant metropolis steeped in history, opens its arms to a fascinating mix of tradition and modernity. On its bustling streets, the noise of traffic blends with the echo of footsteps on ancient pavements, and the diverse architecture reflects the rich history of this cosmopolitan city.

The River Thames gracefully winds its way through the heart of London, flanked by its famous bridges such as Tower Bridge and Millennium Bridge. The riverbanks host imposing structures like the Tower of London, a symbol of royal power and tumultuous history.

For art and culture enthusiasts, London offers a diverse range of museums and galleries. The British Museum and the National Gallery house priceless treasures, while the modern architecture of the Tate Modern galleries impresses any observer.

Urban parks like Hyde Park and Regent's Park provide an oasis of tranquility amidst the urban hustle. In the elegant streets of Kensington and Notting Hill, Georgian architecture and colorful houses capture the gaze of the curious.

Diverse neighborhoods such as Soho or Covent Garden invite exploration of restaurants, pubs, and theaters that blend British tradition with cultural influences from around the world. On famous shopping streets like Oxford Street and Regent Street, elegant boutiques and brand stores await discovery.

London is a melting pot of cultures, where diversity is reflected in language, appearance, and culinary tastes. Here, the glorious past meets the vibrant present, offering a captivating experience for any visitor.

London has now become Lawrence's home, and for this reason, he decides to investigate in more detail the death of Mary's sister.

The next day, in the morning light, Lawrence headed towards the imposing block where the tragedy had unfolded. Its elegant
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