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The Mystery of the Vanishing Heir

A missing heir. A deadly secret. A case that could cost Dujo everything.

When Victor Marchand, the only heir to a powerful and secretive family fortune, vanishes without a trace, private detective Dujo and his sharp-witted nephew Bisu are called in to investigate. What seems like a simple disappearance quickly turns into a labyrinth of lies, betrayal, and danger.

As Dujo digs deeper, he uncovers whispers of an ancient inheritance, a hidden enemy, and a family curse that no one dares to speak of. The deeper they go, the more bodies pile up—until Dujo himself becomes the next target.

With time running out and powerful forces working against them, Dujo and Bisu must outsmart a killer in the shadows before the Marchand legacy disappears forever.

But in a case where nothing is as it seems, can they uncover the truth—before it buries them both?

A gripping classic detective mystery filled with twists, danger, and dark secrets. Perfect for fans of Agatha Christie and Sherlock Holmes.

Introduction

Mysteries are like shadows—always lurking, always waiting to be uncovered. Some disappear with the morning light, while others stretch long into the night, refusing to fade. The Mystery of the Vanishing Heir is one such case—a puzzle that began with a missing man and unraveled into something far more sinister.

At the heart of this tale is Dujo, a seasoned private investigator whose sharp mind and relentless determination have made him a legend in the world of crime-solving. By his side is Bisu, his quick-witted nephew and apprentice, whose mix of comic relief and sharp intuition often leads to breakthroughs in the most unexpected ways. Together, they have solved countless cases—but none quite like this.

When Victor Marchand, the only heir to an immense fortune, vanishes without a trace, his powerful family turns to Dujo for answers. What starts as a simple missing person’s case quickly spirals into a tangled web of family secrets, hidden betrayals, and deadly consequences. Every clue leads deeper into a mystery that threatens to consume them both.

This story is not just about finding a missing heir. It’s about uncovering the truth that some would kill to keep buried.

Are you ready to step into the shadows?

The case begins now. 
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Chapter One: The Last Sight of Victor
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The rain came down in thin, icy sheets, washing over the cobbled streets of Paris as the city lights flickered against the wet pavement. It was just past midnight when Victor Marchand was last seen—stepping out of his family’s grand estate and into the darkness.

And then, he was gone.

The Disappearance

VICTOR WAS NEVER A man to vanish without explanation. At twenty-eight, he was the sole heir to the Marchand fortune, a dynasty built on old money, old power, and even older secrets. With his sharp suits, easy charm, and reputation for extravagance, he was the golden boy of Parisian high society—until the night he simply disappeared.

His last known movements were ordinary enough. He had attended a lavish gala at the Hotel du Louvre, rubbing elbows with the city’s elite. Witnesses saw him drinking champagne, laughing at whispered conversations, and exchanging pleasantries with a woman in a red dress—a woman no one could later identify.

At 11:30 PM, he called for his driver.

At 12:05 AM, he was seen entering the grand iron gates of Marchand Manor, nodding briefly to the night guard before stepping inside.

At 12:10 AM, a scream echoed through the mansion’s west wing.

By the time anyone arrived—Victor Marchand was gone.

His bedroom door was unlocked, his personal belongings untouched, his bed still made, as if he had never planned to sleep. The only sign that anything was amiss?

A single overturned chair in the study.

And on the polished wooden floor—a single drop of blood.

The Marchands Call for Help

BY MORNING, THE ENTIRE estate was in panic. The police were summoned, detectives combed the grounds, and theories spread like wildfire. Had Victor run away? Was he kidnapped for ransom? Or—worst of all—was this a case of murder?

The Marchand family—one of the wealthiest in Paris—had little trust in the police. Scandals were to be avoided, and gossip was their greatest enemy. If Victor was truly missing, they needed discretion.

And so, before noon, a discreet message was delivered to a certain office in the heart of Paris.

It was addressed to one man.

Dujo.

Enter the Detective

DUJO HAD SEEN MANY cases over the years. Some simple, some dangerous, some that kept him up at night. But as he sat at his desk, reading the handwritten plea from Lady Estelle Marchand, he had a feeling—

This case would be different.

Across the desk, his nephew and apprentice, Bisu, was munching on an apple, watching him with interest. “So? Rich guy goes missing, they panic, they call you. Typical. You taking the case?”

Dujo leaned back, rubbing his jaw. “Something doesn’t add up.”

Bisu raised an eyebrow. “Like what?”

Dujo tapped the paper. “There’s no ransom demand. No witnesses. No signs of struggle—except for a single overturned chair. People don’t just vanish into thin air, Bisu.”

Bisu took another bite. “Maybe he did.”

Dujo gave him a look.

Bisu shrugged. “What? People go missing all the time. Maybe he had debts. A secret lover. Maybe he’s just really bad at saying goodbye.”

Dujo wasn’t convinced. Something about this felt too clean, too precise.

And then there was the drop of blood.

Not a pool. Not a smear. Just one, perfectly placed drop.

A message? A warning? Or just a coincidence?

No. Dujo didn’t believe in coincidences.

He sighed and pushed back his chair. “Come on. We’re going to Marchand Manor.”

Bisu grinned. “Great. Rich people, secrets, and possible murder? My kind of day.”

Dujo reached for his coat, a shadow of unease creeping into his mind.

Victor Marchand had vanished without a trace.

And Dujo had a feeling—

He wasn’t the first.
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Chapter Two: A Family in Panic
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Marchand Manor loomed before them, a towering relic of old Parisian wealth. The mansion, wrapped in ivy and shadowed by towering iron gates, was the kind of place where secrets whispered through the halls, where wealth and tragedy walked hand in hand.

Dujo stepped out of the car, adjusting his coat as he took in the scene. Even from the driveway, he could sense the tension—the kind that clings to a house when something has gone terribly wrong.

Bisu let out a low whistle. "This place looks like it belongs in a horror novel."

Dujo shot him a look. "Try not to say that in front of them."

Bisu grinned. "Too late."

A woman had appeared at the grand entrance, standing stiffly beneath the glow of a hanging lantern. Lady Estelle Marchand, Victor’s stepmother, was every bit the image of cold elegance—tall, poised, with dark eyes that seemed to weigh a person’s worth in a single glance. Dressed in deep blue, she looked more suited for a funeral than a missing persons case.

"Detective Dujo," she said, her voice clipped and controlled. "You came quickly."

"When a Marchand calls, the world listens," Dujo replied smoothly.

She didn’t smile. Instead, she stepped aside, ushering them into the house. The moment they crossed the threshold, Bisu murmured, "Yep. Definitely a horror novel."

A House on Edge

INSIDE, THE AIR WAS thick with fear. The grand chandelier above flickered slightly, casting long shadows on the polished marble floor. A few servants hovered near the edges of the room, whispering amongst themselves. The household was in chaos, though every effort had been made to hide it.

Lady Estelle led them into a high-ceilinged parlour, where a fire crackled weakly in the hearth. Several family members had gathered, each looking more distressed than the next.

Lord Alphonse Marchand – The aging patriarch, Victor’s uncle, and the man who now stood to inherit everything if Victor was truly gone. His wrinkled hands trembled slightly as he clutched a brandy glass.

Lucien Marchand – Victor’s cousin, a nervous-looking man with a sharp face and a habit of constantly adjusting his cuffs. His eyes darted toward the windows, as if expecting someone to burst through them at any moment.

Juliette Morel – Victor’s fiancée. A stunning woman with dark hair and a rigid posture, her expression unreadable. She had barely spoken since they arrived.

Henri Beaumont – The family lawyer, a thin man with a pinched expression. He held a stack of papers on his lap, as though he had come prepared to discuss Victor’s inheritance rather than his disappearance.

Dujo took them all in, noting the small tensions between them—the way Juliette refused to meet Alphonse’s eyes, the way Lucien kept shifting uncomfortably in his seat, the way Lady Estelle perched on the edge of her chair like a bird of prey.

"Tell me everything," Dujo said.

The Last Night of Victor Marchand

LADY ESTELLE NODDED. "As you already know, Victor arrived home from the gala just after midnight
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