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Crime, when stripped to its skeleton, is often about subtraction—what’s been taken, what’s gone missing, what doesn’t make sense. But sometimes, it’s what’s left behind that screams the truth.

This story began with a headline: Two bodies found. Three bullets fired. It should have ended there. But the math never added up—and I’ve learned, in my years studying crime, that when the numbers don’t fit, someone is hiding something.

Three Bullets, Two Bodies, One Lie is a story of fractured loyalty, deliberate misdirection, and the kind of deception that poisons everything it touches. You’re not just reading a crime novel—you’re entering a web where the truth has been rewritten, erased, and buried in plain sight.

This book was written for readers who love puzzles, gray morality, and a darkness that lingers even after the final page.

May you never trust a crime scene again.

— Fazal Esaf
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In the city of Rāyenport, death isn't always loud. Sometimes, it creeps in under streetlight shadows, behind apartment curtains, or through doors left slightly ajar. When two bodies were found in a riverbank shack—bullet wounds clean, one gun between them—Detective Aayat Raines was called in.

Everything seemed open and shut. Lovers. Jealousy. A gun. Two deaths. Tragic, but solvable.

Until they found three bullets.

The third bullet had no blood, no body, no explanation. But it existed.

What followed was not just a murder investigation, but a peeling back of a crime constructed like a screenplay—designed to mislead, perform, and manipulate. With each interview, each piece of evidence, Aayat discovered that lies weren’t just told—they were engineered. Perfectly.

This book is a descent into a case where every answer creates a new question. Where truth was tailored. And where the third bullet may not be the only thing that’s missing.
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CHAPTER ONE : The Stillness at Rāyenport Shack
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INT. RĀYENPORT RIVER SHACK – DAWN

The camera glides slowly across a fog-drenched riverbank, the gray light of early morning diffused through mist. Trees lean toward the water, their reflections trembling. And then—silence breaks with the shrill echo of a birdcall.

CUT TO:

A ramshackle wooden hut—peeling blue paint, half-submerged tires at the side, and the faint flicker of a lantern still burning inside.

The door creaks open. The inside smells like metal, sweat, and something sweet beginning to rot.



NARRATOR (V.O.)
In Rāyenport, crimes don't happen in sirens and screams. They happen in silence. Like breath exhaled from a dying body. This case began with silence—and stayed there for far too long.



INT. INSIDE SHACK – SAME TIME

Two bodies.


  MALE, late 30s, slumped against the window. Bullet wound clean through the chest.
  FEMALE, mid-20s, curled on the mattress. One hand on her stomach. Blood soaked into the sheets.



The pistol lay halfway between them. As though passed, or fought over, or planted.

A single cup of tea—untouched—sat on the crate that served as a table.

SFX: A drip. Another. Blood. From the corner of the woman’s lip.



INT. RĀYENPORT POLICE HQ – INTERROGATION ROOM – 6:12 AM

DETECTIVE AAYAT RAINES, early 40s, no nonsense, sharp eyes like wind-cut glass, flips through her leather-bound case journal.

No coffee. No assistant. Just silence and the hiss of the city waking up outside.

AAYAT (quietly)
Two bodies. Three bullets.
(beat)
That math doesn’t work.



FLASHBACK – CRIME SCENE – 4:27 AM

CRIME SCENE OFFICER #1 (narrating)
Victim one: male. Identified as Harshad Elmore. Gunshot to the chest. Dead on scene.
Victim two: female. Malika Verma. Entry wound below left rib. Died before paramedics arrived.
He points at a marked spot on the wall.
CSO #1
Bullet One. Lodged in the wall behind the male.
Bullet Two. Through and through—female’s wound.
Bullet Three... (points down) found here.
CAMERA ZOOMS on a glinting, intact bullet resting near the edge of the floorboard.

CSO #2
No casing nearby. Which means... either it was removed. Or... it wasn’t fired here.
AAYAT (V.O.)
Or someone wanted us to believe something that never happened.



INT. MORGUE – 10:08 AM

Aayat stares at the X-rays. One in each hand. Neither of them show signs of the third bullet. Not in bone. Not in tissue.

MORGUE TECHNICIAN
There’s no ballistic match for it inside either of them.
AAYAT
So whose bullet is it?
TECHNICIAN
Nobody in that room, detective.



EXT. RĀYENPORT CAFE – 12:22 PM

Aayat sits outside, writing in her journal. She doesn’t use digital notes. Her handwriting is tight, clean, military-like.


  Two bodies knew each other for 4 months.
  Hotel registration shows they were regulars here.


  Neighbors reported arguments.


  Malika’s phone is missing.


  The gun was registered to neither of them.


  Bullet 3... no match in bodies.



She draws a square. Labels it: Third Party?



NARRATOR (V.O.)
In every murder scene, there are ghosts. But sometimes, the ghost is alive—and very real. And very much watching.



INT. CCTV ROOM – RĀYENPORT BRIDGE CAM – 1:41 PM

Black-and-white grainy footage.


  9:04 PM – Harshad enters the shack.
  9:17 PM – Malika follows.


  9:42 PM – Light flickers inside.


  10:08 PM – A shadow. Tall. Pauses outside the window.



And disappears.

AAYAT (under breath)
You didn’t come to kill them. You came to make us think they killed each other.



INT. DETECTIVE’S CAR – NIGHT – RAIN DRIZZLING

Aayat drives slowly through narrow lanes, wipers creaking. She mutters to herself—reconstructing.

AAYAT
He was shot sitting. She, lying.
Gun in the middle. That’s deliberate.
Bullet three... no casing. No blood.
Either it wasn’t meant to be found...
Or it was the only real clue.
She slams the steering wheel softly.

AAYAT (cont’d)
That third bullet... that’s the beginning. Not the ending.



FADE TO BLACK

TITLE CARD:
Three Bullets. Two Bodies. One Lie.
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CHAPTER TWO : The Woman Who Wasn’t Supposed to Be There
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INT. RĀYENPORT POLICE HQ – HOMICIDE DIVISION – NEXT MORNING – 8:03 AM

Sunlight bleeds into the narrow blinds of the cold concrete room. AAYAT RAINES stands over a corkboard covered in photographs—string-tied connections, red tags, a timeline that refuses to behave.

She pins a fresh printed image:

— Malika Verma: 26, primary school teacher, no criminal record.
She had no known connections to Harshad Elmore until four months ago.
AAYAT (to herself)
So why did she die in his bed?



INT. COFFEE ROOM – MINUTES LATER

DETECTIVE KABIR SAYED, mid-30s, sharp suit, loose ethics, leans against the wall sipping bitter vending-machine coffee.

KABIR
Morning. You look like you fought the wall and lost.
AAYAT (dryly)
I did. Wall still isn’t talking.
KABIR
Any new cracks?
AAYAT
Plenty. They just don’t line up.
She tosses him a report.

KABIR (reading aloud)
“Gun was a 9mm Beretta. Serial number scratched off. Partial prints—none in the database.”
(beat)
So it’s a ghost gun.



INT. RĀYENPORT ELEMENTARY SCHOOL – MALIKA’S CLASSROOM – 11:11 AM

The room smells like chalk and stories. Her desk is still neat. A calendar hangs behind, marked with gold stars—one for each student’s birthday.

AAYAT sits across from HEADMISTRESS DIYA KOTHARI, 50s, dignified, composed.

DIYA
Malika was... gentle. Never raised her voice. Carried too many books. Bought her students colored pencils from her own salary.
AAYAT
Was she seeing anyone?
DIYA (hesitates)
There were whispers. She... sometimes came to school looking distant. Hollowed. Once or twice, I noticed
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