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When Time Stops, Secrets Awake.

In a city ruled by shadows and digital whispers, Detective Dujo faces his most perilous case yet. A mysterious algorithm begins erasing people—not just from memory, but from existence itself. As reality fractures, Dujo and his clever nephew Bisu must unravel a conspiracy woven deep into the heart of the Ministry of Civic Integrity.

But the deeper they dig, the darker the truth becomes. A ghost in the machine named Tanya controls the vanishing code, and her whispers threaten to rewrite the world as we know it. With time literally slipping away, Dujo must race against an unstoppable digital tide, navigating hidden agendas, blurred identities, and secrets that refuse to stay buried. Detective Dujo and The Algorithm of Vanishing is a gripping cyber-thriller where technology meets human frailty, and every second counts in a fight to save reality itself.
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Preface
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Time is a relentless force — invisible, unstoppable, and unforgiving. It shapes our lives in ways we rarely notice until it slips through our fingers. In a world driven by technology, where data governs truth and memory, what happens when time itself begins to unravel?

Detective Dujo and The Algorithm of Vanishing is a journey into the heart of a city where reality is fragile, and the line between man and machine blurs. It is a story about secrets hidden deep in code, about whispers that carry the weight of lost lives, and about the desperate fight to hold on to what makes us human.

As you step into this world, you will follow Dujo — a man haunted by shadows yet driven by a fierce determination to protect truth. Alongside his nephew Bisu and a cast of characters both enigmatic and courageous, you will face a mystery that challenges the very fabric of existence.

This novel is not just a thriller. It is a reflection on memory, identity, and the power of choice in a world hurtling towards the unknown.

Thank you for joining me on this journey. The clock is ticking.

— Manoranjan Ghoshal (Mano)
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To the Reader
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Thank you for picking up Detective Dujo and The Algorithm of Vanishing. This story is close to my heart—a blend of mystery, technology, and the fragile human spirit. In these pages, you’ll find a world where time isn’t just measured by clocks, but by the choices we make and the secrets we keep.

As you follow Dujo’s journey, I hope you’ll experience the suspense, the twists, and the moments of quiet reflection that make a mystery truly memorable. Whether you’re a longtime fan or new to this series, I invite you to lose yourself in the shadows and whispers, and maybe, just maybe, uncover the truth before the clock runs out.

Happy reading.

— Manoranjan Ghoshal (Mano)
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To the seekers of truth,
the lovers of mystery,
and the quiet minds that never stop asking why.
And to every reader who turns the page—
this story is for you.
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Prologue
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The clock stopped at midnight.

No one noticed.

But somewhere deep beneath the city, where shadows whispered and data flowed like blood through steel veins, something ancient stirred.

A secret buried in layers of code and silence began to unravel.

It was no accident.

The algorithm was designed to vanish.

And when it did, reality itself would tremble.

In that fleeting moment between time and oblivion, a whisper echoed — faint, almost lost, but impossible to ignore.

The whisper spoke a name.

Tanya.

And the game was just beginning.
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Chapter 1: The Algorithm of Vanishing

[image: ]


The fan above Detective Dujo's head rotated with a sluggish creak, scattering warm air across a room lined with case files and scribbled charts. The fluorescent tube light blinked once before surrendering to the evening gloom. Dujo didn’t mind the half-dark. Darkness, he believed, often told the truth faster than light.

On the desk in front of him were six folders. Slim. Too slim. Each one held only a handful of documents, barely enough for a background check, let alone a missing persons investigation. And yet, six people—highly educated, deeply private, all professionally accomplished—had disappeared without leaving so much as a shoeprint.

Dujo frowned. He leaned back in his chair and stared at the wall where he had pinned their photos earlier that day. Paroma Sen, a neurologist who had transitioned into data ethics. Ravi Malhotra, once with the defense ministry’s cyber division. Leena Das, government contract programmer. The other three—similarly obscure, similarly brilliant. All gone.

At that moment, the door creaked open and in walked Bisu—Dujo’s teenage nephew, wearing a hoodie too large and a grin too wide.

“You look like a man who hasn’t blinked in hours,” Bisu said, tossing a paper packet of samosas on the table. “Also, you're out of coffee.”

Dujo didn’t respond immediately. He gestured at the board.

“Look,” he said. “Six different people, from different cities. Vanished within ten days of each other. No ransom notes. No break-ins. No digital trails. But they all accessed the same restricted domain two weeks ago.”

Bisu leaned over, already reaching for the keyboard on Dujo’s tablet. “Government domain?”

Dujo nodded. “Shut down three years ago. Officially.”

Bisu’s fingers danced across the keys. “And unofficially?”

Dujo raised a brow. “Still pulsing.”

Bisu grinned. “Let me in.”

Within minutes, Bisu had bypassed the basic encryption—more easily than he should have—and pulled up an access log that looked like static to Dujo’s eyes.

But Bisu squinted, then whistled low. “You see this? All six of your ghosts logged in within forty-five minutes of each other. Same day. Same portal. They weren’t just poking around. They were invited.”

Dujo stood slowly. “That’s what I was afraid of.”

He walked to the board and drew a red circle around the date: April 9th. Below it, he wrote: Who was the host?

“They weren’t the kind of people who'd meet on forums,” Dujo continued. “They were private. Clean records. No activist pasts. And yet... they all accessed a digital relic supposedly wiped from existence.”

Bisu sat down, his face growing serious.

“There’s more,” he said. “The access point they used doesn’t exist on any modern registry. It bounces through dead servers. Pre-2015 infrastructure. Someone didn’t just hide this network—they buried it and marked the grave.”

Dujo opened the drawer and pulled out a printed sheet—an audit trail someone had anonymously sent him that morning. It was a crude list of
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