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The Forgotten Face

The Crime and Initial Investigation
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Chapter 1: Murder Revealed

[image: ]


The rain had come in sheets that night, drumming against the ornate windows of the Delacroix estate like a relentless, impatient rhythm. The mansion, a sprawling testament to wealth and influence, seemed unusually silent, the kind of silence that weighed on the chest and pressed against the ears. Detective Sarah Blake parked her car on the slick driveway, wipers struggling to keep up with the downpour. She could feel the unease crawling up her spine even before she stepped out.

“Another high-profile one,” muttered Officer Reynolds as they approached the front door, flashlights cutting through the shadows. “Socialite, twenty-eight, found dead by the housekeeper around midnight. Mansion’s empty tonight—only staff and family, apparently.”

Sarah nodded, her gaze flicking over the stately exterior. The Delacroix name carried weight in the city, and with weight came secrets—hidden alliances, rivalries, and, often, enemies. She pulled her coat tighter, the rain soaking her hair as she stepped onto the marble floor inside the foyer.

The scene had been secured. Yellow tape framed the entrance to the grand sitting room, and the local crime scene unit was already at work, photographing, dusting, and cataloging.

“Detective Blake,” called Officer Reynolds. “Victim’s in here.”

Sarah entered, and the sight made her stomach tighten. Helena Delacroix, the city’s socialite known for her charitable foundations and high-profile appearances, lay sprawled on the ornate Persian rug, her face pale and lifeless. A single crystal decanter, knocked over, had shattered nearby, glinting ominously in the emergency lights. There were no signs of forced entry—no struggle obvious at first glance—but the unease clung like a shadow.

Sarah crouched beside the body, eyes narrowing. “Position’s strange... and her hands aren’t bruised,” she murmured, almost to herself. “No defensive wounds. Something’s off.”

Officer Reynolds glanced at her. “You think it wasn’t accidental?”

“I don’t know yet,” Sarah replied, standing. “But I intend to find out.”



Miles away, Daniel Moore sat in his apartment, silent except for the low hum of his computer and the soft tick of a wall clock. He had not been contacted—he never was—but already, a flicker of awareness reached him. The air around him seemed to thicken, and the faint whisper of a presence tugged at the edges of his mind.

He closed his eyes and focused, reaching into the psychic space he inhabited. The room around him dissolved, leaving only the impression of the living and the recently deceased.

A presence solidified in front of him—pale, shimmering, and faintly familiar. Helena Delacroix. Her eyes were wide with fear, mouth opening slightly as though she had tried to speak.

“Daniel... please... they know...” Her voice was soft, a fragile echo that pressed at his consciousness.

He steadied himself, absorbing the flashes of her last moments. A confrontation—someone she trusted, someone who had betrayed her. Details came in fragments: footsteps in polished wood, a whispered argument, the sound of glass breaking.

Not a simple accident, Daniel realized. She was murdered.

He exhaled slowly, the room around him settling again. He knew the danger of acting too directly. No one could know he was listening, observing, guiding. But he also knew he could not ignore the call for help.



Back at the Delacroix estate, Sarah crouched again, examining the body. She noted the faintest smudge on the floor, a hint that something—or someone—had been moved. Her eyes scanned the ornate room, noticing details others might miss: the displaced chair, the faint mark on the rug, the angle of the shattered decanter.

“Interesting,” she murmured. “It’s almost as if someone wanted it to look accidental... but didn’t get it quite right.”

Her phone buzzed, a reminder of another case in progress, another thread to follow—but her attention was here, on Helena Delacroix, on the story the room held.



Hours later, Daniel composed the first one-use email, cryptic but pointed:

"Check the decanter. Look for the overlooked. Not everything is as it seems. —A Friend"

He sent it, deleted the address immediately, and leaned back in his chair. Already, fragments of the killer’s identity flickered in his mind, but he forced himself to wait—to guide without exposure, to influence without being seen.

Meanwhile, somewhere in the shadows of the city, the killer—unaware of the invisible hand tracking them—moved silently, the first ripple of what would become a dangerous confrontation already set in motion.

And thus, the city held its breath, waiting for the echoes of death to speak again.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2: First Whispers
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Rain still pattered against the windows of the Delacroix estate, though the storm had softened to a steady drizzle. Detective Sarah Blake crouched beside the socialite’s body once more, notebook in hand, scanning every inch of the room. She had gone over the scene several times already, but something gnawed at her instincts. Small details, almost invisible, refused to align with the narrative of an accidental death.

Her eyes lingered on the shattered decanter. Its shards reflected the overhead lights, jagged mirrors of evidence scattered across the rug. The positioning felt deliberate, yet clumsy—like someone had intended it to tell one story but failed.

“Reynolds,” she murmured, voice low, “look at the way the chair is knocked over. Notice the angle. If she had stumbled, the chair wouldn’t be lying like that.”

Reynolds squinted, brushing a fragment of glass aside. “You really think this was staged?”

Sarah nodded. “Not just staged—someone wanted it to look accidental. But mistakes were made. There’s a pattern here.”

She stood, moving slowly around the room, eyes scanning the edges, the corners, the subtle smudges that hinted at movement or interference. Her mind raced through possibilities, suspects, motives—yet without concrete evidence, she was still grasping in the dark.



Miles away, Daniel Moore sat in the dim light of his apartment, coffee cooling in a mug at his side. He closed his eyes, feeling the familiar pull of the spirit world—the weight, the presence, the whispers that never came through normal senses. Helena Delacroix’s presence solidified again, this time stronger, more urgent.

Daniel could feel her lingering confusion, the echo of fear, the shards of memory that had imprinted themselves in the moments before her death.

“Daniel...” Her voice was faint, trembling. “He... I trusted him...”

He focused harder, willing clarity from the fragments of her memory. A confrontation in a quiet room... footsteps approaching... a whispered argument... a glint of something sharp... and then darkness.

“She didn’t just fall,” Daniel murmured softly to himself. “She was killed. Someone wanted it hidden... but left traces.”

Flashes of movement, brief and fleeting, darted in his mind’s eye—an arm reaching out, a shadow shifting, a hand brushing across the decanter. He could feel the faint pulse of intent, the emotional residue of anger and fear. The pieces were there, but fragmented, requiring patience and careful interpretation.

I have to guide her without being seen, he reminded himself, fingers hovering over the keyboard.



Back at the Delacroix estate, Sarah continued her meticulous inspection. She crouched again beside the body, this time noticing a faint smudge on the floor near the fireplace, almost invisible under the rug’s intricate patterns.

“Reynolds, did anyone clean this?” she asked, pointing to the mark.

“No,” he replied, following her gaze. “Doesn’t look like it. Strange...”

Sarah pressed her lips together, thinking. “It’s subtle... but deliberate. Someone moved something—or someone—before leaving. And they didn’t do a perfect job.”

She walked to the desk, scanning papers scattered haphazardly. A ledger caught her attention, a small discrepancy in numbers she hadn’t noticed before. Her mind ticked over it, connecting dots she couldn’t yet fully see.

Who had the motive? Who had access?



In his apartment, Daniel typed the first of many messages he would send, the one that would begin the delicate dance of guidance and anonymity:

"Check the smudge near the fireplace and review the ledger carefully. Small mistakes reveal much. —A Friend"

He sent it, then deleted the email address immediately, leaving no trace. Already, fragments of the killer’s behavior pattern hovered in his mind, teasing him with glimpses he couldn’t yet fully assemble.

He leaned back, rubbing his eyes, feeling the familiar pull of exhaustion. The spirit of Helena Delacroix lingered softly, almost like a warm, fading light.

“Thank you,” she whispered. “Help... please.”

Daniel exhaled, a quiet, resolute breath. “I will. We’ll find who did this. And you’ll rest.”
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Chapter 3: Anonymous Guidance
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Sarah Blake sat at her desk in the precinct, the glow of her computer screen illuminating her furrowed brow. She had been reviewing the Delacroix case all night, poring over evidence reports, photographs, and witness statements, but the pieces still refused to fall neatly into place.

A soft ping from her email broke her concentration. She frowned, opening the message.

"Check the smudge near the fireplace and review the ledger carefully. Small mistakes reveal much. —A Friend"

She blinked, leaning back in her chair. “A friend?” she muttered under her breath. “Who the hell is this?”

Re-reading the email, she felt that familiar mix of intrigue and frustration. The message was vague, almost maddeningly so, but it pointed to areas she hadn’t considered closely.

“Riley, did you send this?” she called over her shoulder to the officer nearby.

Riley shook his head. “Nope. Not me. You sure it’s not another department trying to pass notes?”

Sarah narrowed her eyes, tapping a finger on the desk. “No. Whoever this is... they know things. Things that haven’t been reported yet.”



Meanwhile, in his apartment, Daniel leaned back in his chair, feeling the weight of his own caution. The email was simple, untraceable, a single-use message sent and deleted moments after leaving his outbox.

It’s enough to nudge her without exposing myself, he thought, running a hand through his hair. The visions of Helena Delacroix’s last moments still lingered, vivid and urgent. Every fragment he glimpsed—the betrayal
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