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Preface
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Justice is one of humanity’s greatest promises.

Every society builds courts, laws, and institutions because people believe there must be a place where truth can defeat power. The law is supposed to protect the weak, challenge the powerful, and ensure that every person receives a fair chance to be heard.

But what happens when the very system created to protect justice begins to forget its purpose?

Rape of Law is a story about that painful question.

This novel does not explore the failure of law as an idea. Instead, it examines what happens when human beings misuse a system designed for fairness. It looks at the silent damage caused when evidence is ignored, witnesses are threatened, honest voices are buried, and truth becomes a burden rather than a protection.

Behind every corrupted file is a human life.

Behind every delayed verdict is a family waiting.

Behind every false accusation is a person carrying a wound that the world may never see.

This story follows individuals who stand between fear and truth. Some choose silence because survival feels more important than justice. Others risk everything because they believe that a broken system can still be repaired.

The greatest battles for justice are not always fought inside courtrooms.

Sometimes they happen in forgotten offices, locked record rooms, empty streets, and in the hearts of people who refuse to surrender their conscience.

Rape of Law is a reminder that justice is not only written in books of law.

It is protected by those who have the courage to defend it.
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A courtroom is often seen as a place where truth is discovered.

A witness speaks.

Evidence is examined.

Arguments are presented.

A judgment is delivered.

But behind every courtroom door exists another world — one filled with influence, ambition, fear, and human weakness.

The law itself does not become unjust.

People make it unjust.

Rape of Law begins with a disturbing possibility: what happens when justice becomes a performance instead of a promise?

The story follows a chain of events where a single falsehood grows into a system of deception. A frightened witness. A missing file. A manipulated investigation. A judgment built on incomplete truth.

Each chapter reveals another layer of a world where justice struggles against forces determined to control it.

But this is not only a story about corruption.

It is also a story about courage.

About the policeman who chooses honesty over comfort.

About the lawyer who fights even when there is no reward.

About the witness who understands that silence can become another form of injustice.

About ordinary people who discover that defending truth requires sacrifice.

The question at the heart of this novel is simple:

When the law itself is placed on trial, who will stand for justice?
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"A law can be written by many hands,
but justice survives only through those who refuse to betray it."
— Fazal Abubakkar Esaf
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To every person who waited for justice.

To those whose voices were ignored,
whose truths were questioned,
and whose struggles remained unseen.
To the honest individuals who continue to protect fairness in a world where power often speaks louder than truth.

This book is dedicated to the belief that justice may be delayed, challenged, and wounded — but it must never be abandoned.

For everyone who still believes that truth matters.
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1. The Day Justice Forgot Its Name
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The old courthouse had survived three generations of governments, countless protests, hundreds of judgments, and thousands of human tragedies.

Its walls carried the memory of every person who had walked through its gates searching for something they believed still existed.

Justice.

The building stood in the center of the city like a tired witness. The stone walls had lost their original brightness. Years of rain, dust, and neglect had turned the grand entrance into something that looked less like a symbol of hope and more like a monument to forgotten promises.

Every morning, crowds gathered outside the courthouse gates.

Families holding photographs.

Workers carrying documents inside plastic folders.

Old parents waiting for decisions that had been delayed longer than their children’s childhoods.

Young lawyers rushing through the corridors with files pressed against their chests.

Police officers standing beside accused criminals.

Reporters searching for stories.

Everyone came carrying something.

A complaint.

A fear.

A secret.

A prayer.

But on one particular morning, the courthouse carried a different silence.

A silence that felt heavier than usual.

Inside Courtroom Number Seven, Judge Arvind Rao sat alone before the proceedings began.

The courtroom was empty except for the sound of an old ceiling fan rotating above him.

Slowly.

Painfully.

Like even the air inside the room was exhausted.

Judge Rao looked at the wooden desk in front of him. The same desk where he had delivered thousands of words over twenty-eight years.

Guilty.

Not guilty.

Bail granted.

Bail rejected.

Case dismissed.

Sentence imposed.

Words that changed lives.

Words that destroyed families.

Words that sometimes brought relief.

And sometimes brought regret.

He opened the file placed before him.

The name on the cover was written in black ink.

The State vs. Daniel Mathew.

The accused.

A thirty-two-year-old schoolteacher.

A husband.

A father.

A man accused of murdering a businessman connected to one of the most powerful companies in the country.

The evidence appeared complete.

The police report was detailed.

The witness statement was recorded.

The forensic report supported the prosecution.

The media had already decided the truth.

Daniel Mathew was guilty.

The public had already sentenced him before the trial began.

Judge Rao turned another page.

Something bothered him.

Not the evidence.

Not the law.

Something deeper.

A feeling.

A question.

A small voice inside him asking why everything appeared too perfect.

Justice, he had learned over decades, was rarely clean.

Truth usually arrived damaged.

Witnesses forgot details.

Evidence carried uncertainty.

Human beings were complicated.

But this case was different.

Everything was arranged.

Everything was organized.

Everything fit perfectly.

Sometimes perfection was the greatest warning.

A knock interrupted his thoughts.

“Your Honour?”

Judge Rao looked up.

His court assistant stood near the door.

“The lawyers are waiting.”

He closed the file.

“Let them enter.”

The courtroom slowly filled.

The prosecutor walked confidently toward his table.

His name was Vikram Sethi.

A respected lawyer.

A man known for winning difficult cases.

He adjusted his black coat and smiled toward the journalists sitting behind the courtroom barrier.

He knew cameras loved confidence.

On the opposite side sat Advocate Meera Sen.

Unlike Vikram, she did not look confident.

She looked tired.

She had spent the previous night reading thousands of pages of documents.

Police statements.

Medical reports.

Witness interviews.

Financial records.

She had found something.

A gap.

A missing piece.

But missing pieces were dangerous.

Because sometimes they revealed the truth.

And sometimes they destroyed the person searching for it.

Daniel Mathew sat beside her.

He looked smaller than the photographs shown on television.

The media had shown his face repeatedly.

But they never showed his fear.

They never showed how his hands trembled when nobody was watching.

They never showed how his wife stopped sleeping because every phone call sounded like bad news.

They never showed how his eight-year-old daughter had stopped telling her classmates what her father did.

Children understood shame before they understood justice.

“Everyone thinks I killed him,” Daniel whispered.

Meera looked at him.

“Everyone is not the court.”

He gave a tired smile.

“But sometimes the court listens to everyone.”

She had no answer.

Because she knew he was right.

The courtroom doors closed.

The trial began.

Outside, Inspector Arjun Malik watched the courthouse from across the street.

He had spent twenty years investigating crimes.

He had seen criminals escape.

He had seen innocent people suffer.

He had seen officers change reports.

He had seen witnesses disappear from cases because someone powerful wanted silence.

But something about this case disturbed him.

He stood beneath the shade of an old building, holding a cup of untouched tea.

His partner, Officer Rakesh, approached him.

“You are still thinking about the Mathew case?”

Arjun did not look away from the courthouse.

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“Because everyone believes it is simple.”

Rakesh frowned.

“That is usually a good thing.”

Arjun finally looked at him.

“No.”

His voice was calm.

“Simple explanations are often the first lies we tell ourselves.”

Rakesh sighed.

“Arjun, the evidence is clear.”

“Is it?”

“The murder weapon was found.”

“Yes.”

“The witness identified him.”

“Yes.”

“The victim had a dispute with him.”

“Yes.”

“Then what is the problem?”

Arjun looked back at the courthouse.

“The problem is that every answer arrived before anyone asked the right questions.”

Three months earlier.

The night everything began.

Daniel Mathew had returned home at 10:45 p.m.

His wife remembered because she looked at the clock every night waiting for him.

That evening, he was different.

Quiet.

Distracted.

He had received a phone call while leaving school.

A call that changed his expression.

“What happened?” his wife had asked.

“Nothing.”

But she knew him.

She knew when he was lying.

Something had happened.

Later that night, police arrived at their house.

A businessman named Rajan Kapoor had been found dead near an abandoned warehouse.

And Daniel’s name was already connected to the crime.

A financial dispute.

A public argument.

A witness.

A weapon.

A perfect story.

Too perfect.

Inspector Arjun Malik had arrived at the crime scene before the media.

Rain was falling heavily.

The warehouse stood empty, surrounded by broken walls and rusted metal gates.

The victim’s body had already been covered.

Police officers moved around collecting evidence.

Arjun walked slowly through the area.

He noticed everything.

A cigarette lying near the entrance.

A footprint near the back door.

A broken security camera.

A missing police evidence tag.

Small things.

Things other people ignored.

His assistant approached.

“Sir, we found the weapon.”

Arjun looked at the knife inside the evidence bag.

“Where?”

“Near the body.”

“Who found it?”

“One of the officers.”

“Which officer?”

His assistant hesitated.

“Officer Sharma.”

Arjun looked toward the group of officers.

“Interesting.”

“What is interesting?”

“The weapon was found quickly.”

His assistant looked confused.

“That is good, right?”

Arjun shook his head.

“No.”

He looked at the dark warehouse.

“When a crime scene gives you answers too quickly, sometimes it means someone wanted you to stop searching.”

The trial continued for weeks.

The city watched.

Newspapers published daily updates.

Television debates discussed Daniel Mathew’s guilt.

People demanded punishment.

Nobody demanded investigation.

Because people often prefer certainty over truth.

Certainty feels safe.

Truth is complicated.

One evening, Advocate Meera Sen visited the police archives.

She had spent days trying to understand the evidence.

Something bothered her.

The witness statement.

The key witness was a security guard named Joseph Fernandes.

He claimed he saw Daniel leaving the warehouse.

But Meera discovered something strange.

The official statement showed Joseph gave his testimony at 8:30 a.m.

The next document showed he signed another statement at 7:45 a.m.

Impossible.

Someone had changed the timeline.

She requested the original file.

The clerk looked uncomfortable.

“The original copy is unavailable.”

“Unavailable?”

“Yes.”

“Files do not disappear.”

The clerk lowered his voice.

“Sometimes they do.”

Meera stared at him.

“Who removed it?”

The clerk looked around before answering.

“I do not know.”

But his face said he knew.

And that was worse.

That night, Inspector Arjun Malik received a message on his private phone.

No name.

No number.

Only one sentence.

“If you still believe in justice, look inside File Number 47.”

He stared at the screen.

File Number 47.

A file that officially did not exist.

He walked to his office.

The building was almost empty.

Rain hit the windows.

The lights flickered.

He opened the old record room.

Thousands of files surrounded him.

Dust covered decades of forgotten cases.

People whose names had once filled newspapers.

People whose lives had disappeared after the headlines ended.

He searched.

File Number 47.

Finally, behind a damaged shelf, he found a thin brown folder.

No label.

No record entry.

No official stamp.

Inside was one document.

A handwritten note.

Inspector Arjun read it slowly.

And for the first time in twenty years of service, he felt afraid.

Because the note was not about Daniel Mathew.

It was about something much bigger.

At the bottom of the page were five words:

“The case was created before the crime.”

Arjun looked toward the empty record room.

The courthouse outside continued functioning.

Judges continued sitting.

Lawyers continued arguing.

Files continued moving.

But somewhere inside the system, something had already broken.

And nobody wanted to admit it.

The first lie had entered the courtroom.
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2. When the First Lie Entered the Courtroom
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The first lie was not spoken loudly.

It did not arrive with anger.

It did not enter the courtroom carrying a weapon or a threat.

It entered quietly.

Wearing a black coat.

Holding a legal file.

And speaking with the confidence of someone who knew nobody would question it.

The courtroom was filled before nine in the morning.

Courtroom Number Seven had become a stage where the city watched justice perform itself.

Journalists occupied the back rows, waiting for another dramatic moment they could transform into tomorrow’s headline.

Citizens whispered among themselves.

Some came because they believed Daniel Mathew was guilty.

Others came because they wanted to see whether the system could still surprise them.

Most people did not come for truth.

They came for a conclusion.

Human beings were impatient with uncertainty.

A person accused became guilty in public long before becoming guilty in law.

Judge Arvind Rao entered exactly at nine.

Everyone stood.

The sound of chairs moving across the wooden floor echoed through the room.

The judge looked older than he had three months earlier.

Not physically.

Something else had changed.

The burden of knowing that a decision could destroy a person had become heavier.

He took his seat.

The prosecutor, Vikram Sethi, stood.

“Your Honour, the prosecution is ready.”

Advocate Meera Sen rose slowly.

“The defense is ready.”

Daniel Mathew sat silently.

His eyes moved across the courtroom.

He saw strangers looking at him.

Some with anger.

Some with curiosity.

Almost none with compassion.

He wondered when exactly he had stopped being a person and become a name in a case file.

The first witness was called.

Joseph Fernandes.

The security guard.

The man whose statement had placed Daniel near the crime scene.

He walked into the courtroom nervously.

He was sixty years old.

His clothes were simple.

His hands showed decades of hard work.

He took the oath.

The prosecutor approached.

“Mr. Fernandes, do you know the accused?”

Joseph looked at Daniel.

“Yes.”

“How do you know him?”

“He used to visit the warehouse area.”

“Why?”

Joseph hesitated.

“To meet Rajan Kapoor.”

The courtroom became silent.

The prosecutor continued.

“And did you see the accused on the night of the murder?”

“Yes.”

“When?”

“At around ten-thirty.”

“Where?”

“Outside the warehouse.”

“And what was he doing?”

Joseph swallowed.

“He was arguing with Mr. Kapoor.”

The journalists immediately began writing.

The story had arrived.

A conflict.

A victim.

An accused.

A motive.

The prosecutor turned toward the judge.

“No further questions.”

Judge Rao looked at the defense table.

“Cross-examination.”

Meera stood.

She walked slowly toward Joseph.

She did not look aggressive.

She looked careful.

Because she understood something most people forgot:

A witness was not just evidence.

A witness was a human being.

“Mr. Fernandes,” she said.

“Yes.”

“You said you saw Daniel Mathew outside the warehouse at ten-thirty?”

“Yes.”

“From what distance?”

Joseph paused.

“Maybe fifty meters.”

“Fifty meters?”

“Yes.”

“And it was raining that night?”

“Yes.”

“Was the area well lit?”

Joseph became uncomfortable.

“There were lights.”

“How many?”

“I don’t remember.”

“You don’t remember?”

“No.”

Meera picked up a document.

“Mr. Fernandes, did you give your statement to police at eight-thirty the next morning?”

“Yes.”

“And did you sign it?”

“Yes.”

She lifted another paper.

“Then why does this document show you signed another statement at seven-forty-five that same morning?”

The courtroom shifted.

People looked at one another.

The prosecutor immediately stood.

“Objection.”

“On what grounds?” Judge Rao asked.

“The document has not been verified.”

Meera looked at him.

“That is exactly the problem, Your Honour.”

A silence followed.

Judge Rao looked at the paper.

“Approach the bench.”

The lawyers moved forward.

The judge studied the document.

Something about it bothered him.

Not the content.

The timing.

“How did you obtain this?” he asked Meera.

“From the police archive.”

The prosecutor frowned.

“That is impossible.”

“Why?”

“Because that document is not part of the official file.”

Meera looked at him.

“Then perhaps the court should ask why.”

For the first time that morning, confidence disappeared from Vikram Sethi’s face.

Only for a second.

But Judge Rao noticed.

Outside the courtroom, Inspector Arjun Malik stood near the staircase.

He had watched everything.

His assistant approached.

“Sir.”

“What happened?”

“The defense found a second witness statement.”

Arjun nodded.

“I know.”

“How?”

“Because I was looking for it.”

His assistant looked confused.

“But the file was missing.”

Arjun looked toward the courtroom doors.

“That means someone wanted it missing.”

Three years earlier, Arjun Malik had learned a painful lesson.

Corruption rarely looked like corruption.

People expected criminals to look dangerous.

They expected criminals to threaten, shout, and break laws openly.

But the most dangerous people he had met wore uniforms, expensive suits, and respectable smiles.

They did not destroy systems overnight.

They weakened them slowly.

One signature.

One favor.

One forgotten rule.

One compromise at a time.

That was why he had remained in the police force.

Not because he believed the system was perfect.

Because he knew imperfect systems needed honest people more than perfect ones.

That evening, Advocate Meera Sen returned to her office.

The building was almost empty.

Her desk was covered with files.

The Daniel Mathew case occupied most of the space.

She removed her glasses and closed her eyes.

She remembered another case.

Five years earlier.

A young man accused of robbery.

She had believed the evidence.

She had trusted the investigation.

The man was convicted.

Two years later, new evidence proved he was innocent.

By then, his life was already destroyed.

His marriage was over.

His child no longer recognized him.

His name had become a permanent wound.

Since then, Meera had stopped asking whether a case could be won.

She asked whether a life could be saved.

Her phone rang.

Unknown number.

She answered.

“Hello?”

Silence.

Then a voice.

A frightened voice.

“Stop looking into the warehouse.”

Meera stood.

“Who is this?”

“You don’t understand what you are fighting.”

“Who are you?”

Another silence.

Then:

“The first lie was not in the courtroom.”

Meera’s expression changed.

“What does that mean?”

But the call had ended.

The next morning, Inspector Arjun Malik received unexpected visitors.

Two senior officers entered his office.

The atmosphere changed immediately.

One of them placed a file on his desk.

“Inspector, you are being removed from the Mathew investigation.”

Arjun looked at the order.

“Why?”

“Administrative reasons.”

“That means nothing.”

“It means the decision has been made.”

Arjun remained silent.

The officer leaned forward.

“Sometimes, Inspector, the smartest thing a person can do is accept when a case is above their position.”

Arjun looked at him.

“And sometimes the easiest thing is to call surrender wisdom.”

The officer’s expression hardened.

“You should be careful.”

After they left, Arjun opened the drawer of his desk.

Inside was the hidden copy of File Number 47.

He had discovered something inside it.

Something nobody else knew.

The warehouse murder was not the first time Rajan Kapoor’s company had been connected to missing evidence.

There were four previous complaints.

Four witnesses.

Four investigations.

All abandoned.

But one name appeared repeatedly.

A legal consultant who had helped close every case.

A man whose influence reached police departments, government offices, and courts.

The name written at the bottom of the document was:

Advocate Vikram Sethi.

Arjun stared at the page.

The prosecutor.

The man presenting truth before the court.

The man who had built the entire case against Daniel Mathew.

The first lie had entered the courtroom.

But now Arjun understood something worse.

The person carrying it was not hiding outside the law.

He was standing inside it.

And everyone had trusted him.
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3.  A Signature Written in Fear
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The first thing that disappeared was not the evidence.

It was the courage.

The old government building stood beneath a grey morning sky, its walls stained by decades of rain, dust, and forgotten promises. The courthouse across the street was already awake. Lawyers hurried through the entrance carrying files pressed tightly against their chests. Families of accused men and women waited outside the gates, holding documents that represented years of struggle. Some whispered prayers. Some stared silently at the doors, hoping that somewhere inside those walls, someone would finally listen.

But inside the Records Department, justice moved differently.

It moved slowly.

It moved quietly.

And sometimes, it moved only when someone powerful pushed it.

Inspector Arvind Rao stood alone in the narrow corridor outside Room 17, staring at the closed wooden door. The paint on the door had begun peeling away, revealing layers of older paint beneath it. Like the building itself, the room carried the history of everything that had been covered up.

Inside Room 17 was a file.

One file.

A file that everyone told him did not matter.

That was exactly why it mattered.

For twenty-two years as a police officer, Arvind had learned that the truth rarely announced itself loudly. It hid in small places. In a missing page. A wrong timestamp. A witness statement written in different handwriting. A signature that appeared too perfect.

The smallest details were often the places where lies forgot to hide.

He looked at his notes again.

Case Number: 4827-B
Accused: Sameer Khan
Charges: Financial fraud, criminal conspiracy, destruction of official records.
The name Sameer Khan had appeared everywhere in the newspapers for the past three months.

"Corporate criminal."

"Government money thief."

"Symbol of corruption."

The public had already decided his guilt before the trial had even started.

Arvind had seen that happen many times.

The court decided facts.

The public decided stories.

And stories were often more powerful than facts.

He opened the door.

The room smelled of old paper and moisture. Metal shelves covered every wall, filled with thousands of files that carried the names of people who had once believed the system would protect them.

Most of them were now forgotten.

A clerk named Joseph sat behind a wooden desk, drinking tea while scrolling through his phone.

He looked up.

"Inspector Rao."

His voice changed slightly.

Not fear.

Recognition.

People in government offices knew Arvind. They knew he was the kind of officer who asked questions after being told not to ask questions.

"Looking for something?" Joseph asked.

"File 4827-B."

The clerk's expression changed.

Only for a second.

But Arvind noticed.

"What happened?" Arvind asked.

"Nothing happened."

"Then why did your face answer before your mouth did?"

Joseph looked away.

"I don't understand."

"You do."

Silence filled the room.

Outside, rain began tapping against the windows.

Finally, Joseph stood up and walked toward the shelves.

"Inspector, some files are better left closed."

Arvind followed him.

"That is not the purpose of a file."

"No?"

"No. A file exists because someone somewhere believed the truth was important."

Joseph smiled sadly.

"You still believe that?"

Arvind looked at him.

"Yes."

The clerk stopped walking.

For a moment, something like disappointment crossed his face.

"That must be difficult."

"What?"

"Still believing."

Joseph pulled a file from the shelf.

But before handing it over, he held it tightly.

"Inspector, I have worked here for eighteen years. I have watched judges retire, officers get promoted, politicians disappear and return with more power than before."

He looked at the file.

"I have learned one thing."

"What?"

"Truth does not lose because it is false."

He released the file.

"It loses because people become tired of protecting it."

Arvind took the file.

The cover was worn.

The corners were damaged.

Someone had handled it many times.

But not recently.

He opened it.

The first page contained the official complaint against Sameer Khan.

The second page contained the investigation report.

The third page contained the witness statements.

Everything appeared normal.

Too normal.

Arvind turned the pages slowly.

Then he stopped.

There it was.

A signature.

A witness statement signed by a man named Rafiq Ahmed.

The statement claimed that Rafiq had personally seen Sameer transferring illegal funds through a private account.

But something bothered Arvind.

The signature.

Not the name.

The signature.

He looked closer.

The ink was darker than the rest of the document.

"When was this signed?" he asked.

Joseph avoided his eyes.

"Inspector—"

"When?"

"According to the record, six months ago."

Arvind touched the paper.

"Then why does the ink look three days old?"

Joseph said nothing.

Arvind closed the file.

"Who submitted this document?"

The clerk remained silent.

"Joseph."

The clerk sighed.

"Inspector, please."

"Who submitted it?"

"Office of Special Investigations."

"Under whose authority?"

Another silence.

That was the answer.

Arvind already knew.

He walked out of the room carrying the file.

But before leaving, Joseph spoke.

"Inspector."

Arvind turned.

"Be careful."

"Why?"

The clerk looked toward the corridor.

"Because some signatures are not written with ink."

Arvind waited.

"They are written with fear."

Three days earlier, lawyer Meera Deshmukh had received a letter from a prisoner she had never met.

The letter was written on cheap paper.

The handwriting was uneven.

The words appeared rushed.

But one sentence made her read it five times.

"I signed the confession because they told me my daughter would disappear if I refused."

Meera sat alone in her office that evening.

Her office was small compared to the expensive chambers of famous lawyers in the city. The walls were covered with old case documents, legal books, and photographs of clients whose names nobody remembered.

She had once been considered one of the brightest young lawyers in the country.

Then came the Nilesh Verma case.

A man accused of murder.

A case filled with missing evidence.

A witness who changed his statement.

A judge who followed procedure but ignored reality.

Meera had believed facts would save him.

They did not.

Nilesh spent twelve years in prison before new evidence proved he was innocent.

By then, his life was already destroyed.

His marriage ended.

His children stopped visiting.

His reputation never recovered.

The system apologized.

The system always apologized.

But apologies did not return lost years.

After that case, Meera stopped believing that truth automatically won.

Truth needed someone willing to fight for it.

She looked again at the letter.

The prisoner was Sameer Khan.

The man everyone believed was guilty.

The man whose case appeared impossible.

She picked up her phone and called the prison office.

"I want a meeting with Sameer Khan."

The officer on the other end became quiet.

"Why?"

"I'm his lawyer."

"He already has legal representation."

"Then he can dismiss me."

"Ms. Deshmukh—"

"What?"

A pause.

"Some cases are dangerous."

Meera leaned back.

"Every case becomes dangerous when someone is afraid of the truth."

Sameer Khan sat behind the glass partition inside the prison meeting room.

He looked nothing like the person described in newspapers.

No arrogance.

No anger.

Only exhaustion.

A man who had spent months defending himself against a story already accepted by millions.

"You should leave this case," he said.

Meera opened her notebook.

"That is an unusual way to ask someone for help."

"I am serious."

"So am I."

"You don't know who you are fighting."

Meera looked at him.

"Tell me."

Sameer laughed quietly.

"You think this is about money?"

"No."

"You think this is about fraud?"

"No."

"Then what?"

Meera closed her notebook.

"Someone wanted you to become the answer before anyone asked the question."

Sameer looked at her carefully.

For the first time, his expression changed.

Fear.

Not for himself.

For someone else.

"Who sent you?" he asked.

"Nobody."

"Then why?"

"Because I read your file."

Sameer looked away.

"Files don't tell the truth."

"No."

Meera waited.

"They tell us where the truth was hidden."

The prisoner remained silent.

Finally, he whispered:

"They made me sign something."

"What?"

"A statement."

"Confession?"

Sameer nodded.

"I never wrote it."

"Then why sign it?"

His eyes filled with shame.

"They brought a photograph."

"Of what?"

"My daughter."

Meera froze.

"What about her?"

"They said if I refused..."

He stopped.

The silence completed the sentence.

Meera felt anger rise inside her.

Not the anger of a lawyer.

The anger of a human being.

"Who showed you the photograph?"

Sameer looked at her.

"I don't know."

"Think."

"I only saw a hand."

"A hand?"

"Yes."

"What was unusual about it?"

Sameer closed his eyes, trying to remember.

"A ring."

"What kind of ring?"

"A black stone."

Meera wrote it down.

A small detail.

Maybe meaningless.

Maybe everything.

"Sameer, who prepared your statement?"

The prisoner looked toward the door.

Then lowered his voice.

"The person who wrote it already knew exactly what I would be accused of."

Meera frowned.

"What does that mean?"

"It means..."

He swallowed.

"The case existed before the crime."

That night, Inspector Arvind Rao sat alone in his office.

The city outside was covered in rain.

Traffic lights reflected on the wet streets.

People walked beneath umbrellas, unaware that somewhere inside government buildings, decisions were being made that could change their lives.

He studied the file again.

The false signature.

The altered statement.

The missing pages.

The invisible pressure.

Then his phone rang.

Unknown number.

He answered.

"Inspector Rao."

Silence.

"Who is this?"

A man's voice finally spoke.

"You are looking at the wrong file."

Arvind stood.

"Who are you?"

"The person who knows why Sameer Khan was chosen."

"Where are you?"

Another silence.

Then:

"Look inside page forty-three."

The call ended.

Arvind immediately opened the file.

He turned pages quickly.

Page forty-three.

Nothing.

Only an empty space where a document should have been.

But behind the page, something was attached.

A small piece of paper.

An old photocopy.

A name.

A name that had never appeared in the investigation.

Arvind read it once.

Then again.

His expression changed.

Because the name on the hidden document was not Sameer Khan.

It was someone far more powerful.

Someone whose influence reached police stations, courtrooms, and government offices.

Someone who had built a reputation on defending the law.

And beneath the name was a handwritten note:

"The first lie entered the courtroom six months before the trial began."

Arvind slowly looked toward the dark window.

For years, he had investigated criminals who broke laws.

But now he understood something far more frightening.

The law had not been attacked from outside.

It had been invited inside.

And someone had opened the door.
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