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Some flowers bloom in darkness. Some carry secrets that can kill.

When a single black orchid petal arrives in the dead of night, slipped beneath Detective Dujo’s office door with no sender and no explanation—only a chilling note—his instincts flare to life. “She is in danger. Find her before the next full moon.”

Five days.
No name.
And a ghost from his past.
The petal is more than a warning—it’s a signature. A symbol once associated with Dr. Lucian Moreau, a brilliant but twisted figure Dujo thought was long dead. Now, whispers of Moreau resurface, tied to secret experiments, missing people, and a woman whose life may already be hanging by a thread.

With his sharp-witted nephew Bisu at his side and the trail leading to a mysterious florist who deals in danger as much as in flowers, Dujo must confront memories he’s buried and enemies he never truly escaped.

Because some mysteries aren't puzzles to be solved.
They're traps waiting to be sprung.
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Dear Reader,
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Thank you for choosing The Mystery of the Black Orchid. This story was born from a simple question: What if a flower could unlock a hidden past? From that idea bloomed a tale of secrets, obsession, and the pursuit of truth—no matter how dark.

Detective Dujo and Bisu aren't just solving a case—they're walking a tightrope between memory and mystery, past and present. I hope you felt the tension, the pull of every petal, and the thrill of uncovering a truth long buried.

If you enjoyed this journey, I would be honored if you left a review or shared the book with fellow mystery lovers. Your support helps keep stories like this alive and growing.

And remember: some mysteries are planted long before they’re solved.

With gratitude,
Mano (Manoranjan Ghoshal)
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Chapter One: A Flower in the Dark
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It was midnight when the envelope arrived.

Dujo had been reclining in his office chair, legs crossed, a half-empty glass of whiskey on his desk. The rain outside drummed against the window, a steady rhythm that had almost lulled him into a rare moment of peace.

Then—a soft rustle at the door.

No knock. No footsteps. Just the whisper of paper sliding under the threshold.

Dujo sat up instantly, instincts sharp. A message, delivered in secret. That was never a good sign.

He reached for the envelope.

Black. Sealed. No name.

Bisu, sprawled on the couch with a detective novel, looked up. "Oh, great. Another mystery. You didn’t even finish your drink from the last one."

Dujo ignored him. He tore the envelope open and pulled out two things:

	A single, delicate black orchid petal

	A note, written in elegant, unfamiliar handwriting:


"She is in danger. Find her before the next full moon."

Bisu sat up straighter. "Ominous. Very ominous."

Dujo stared at the petal in his palm, his mind racing. Orchids weren’t a common flower to send as a message. But black orchids?

That was a signature.

A warning from someone who knew exactly how to get his attention.

"She."

Who was she?

"Find her before the next full moon."

Dujo’s eyes flicked to the calendar. Five days.

Bisu leaned over his shoulder. "So, do we solve this one over coffee, or do I need to start running now?"

Dujo exhaled.

"Pack a bag, Bisu. We’re going hunting."

What Happens Next?

✔️ Who sent the black orchid?
✔️ Who is the woman in danger?
✔️ And why does Dujo feel like this mystery is far more personal than he’s letting on?
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Chapter Two: The Woman Who Vanished
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Dujo moved swiftly, his mind already working through the puzzle. He turned the black orchid petal over in his fingers. Orchids weren’t easy to find, especially black ones. Whoever sent this message wanted him to know they had resources—and secrets.

Bisu grabbed his coat. "So, where do we start? Anonymous letters and mystery petals don’t exactly come with an address."

Dujo tapped the petal against the desk. "We start with someone who deals in rare flowers."

Bisu frowned. "A florist?"

Dujo’s lips curled into a smirk. "Not just any florist. There’s only one person in this city who specializes in black orchids."

Bisu groaned. "Oh no. Not her."

The Hidden Garden

Twenty minutes later, they were standing outside a small, hidden shop in the backstreets of the city. The sign above the door read:

"Madame Lissette – Flowers & Fortune."

The place was part flower shop, part fortune-teller’s den, and entirely suspicious. Madame Lissette was a woman who knew things—things she shouldn’t. If a black orchid had been plucked and sent as a message, she would know about it.

The bell above the door tinkled as they stepped inside.

The air was thick with the scent of exotic flowers and burning incense. Shadows danced across the dimly lit space, and in the far corner, Madame Lissette sat behind a carved wooden table, wearing her usual deep red silk dress, and knowing smirk.

"Ah," she purred, her accent smooth and smoky. "Detective Dujo. It has been too long."

Dujo crossed his arms. "Not long enough, Lissette."

Bisu muttered under his breath, "She’s going to make this difficult, isn’t she?"

Lissette smiled. "You wound me, my dear Bisu." She gestured to the chair in front of her. "Sit. Let us talk about the past... and this strange gift you have received."

Dujo sat, pulling the black orchid petal from his pocket, and placing it on the table.

Lissette’s expression didn’t change—but her eyes flicked to it sharply.

"Where did you get this?" she asked softly.

"Someone slipped it under my door," Dujo replied. "With a warning: ‘She is in danger. Find her before the next full moon.’"

Lissette leaned back, drumming her fingers against the table. "Interesting."

Bisu raised an eyebrow. "That’s all you have to say?"

Lissette sighed, picking up the petal and holding it to the candlelight. "Do you know what black orchids symbolize, Dujo?"

Dujo’s gaze didn’t waver. "I know what they meant to him."

Bisu frowned. "Him?"

Lissette’s smirk faded. "Ah... so you are thinking of Doctor Lucian Moreau."

A chill settled over the room.

Bisu blinked. "Wait. That name sounds familiar. Wasn’t he—"

"Dead?" Dujo finished for him. His jaw clenched. "Yes. That’s what I thought too."

Lissette set the petal down carefully. "Perhaps you were mistaken."

The candlelight flickered.

If Lucian Moreau was still alive...

Then this was no ordinary case.

This was a trap.

What Happens Next?

✔️ Who is Lucian Moreau, and why does Dujo think he’s dead?
✔️ Who is the woman in danger?
✔️ Is this a warning—or a game?
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Chapter Three: The Phantom of the Past
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For a long moment, the only sound in Madame Lissette’s shop was the steady drip of water from a vase onto the wooden floor. Outside, the rain had started again, tapping softly against the windowpanes. The candle on the table flickered, casting eerie shadows across Lissette’s face.

Doctor Lucian Moreau.

Dujo hadn’t spoken that name in years. He had hoped he’d never have to again.

Bisu’s eyes darted between Dujo and Lissette. "Okay, someone please explain. Who’s Lucian Moreau?"

Lissette was the first to respond. Her voice had lost its usual teasing lilt, replaced with something colder.

"Lucian Moreau," she murmured, "was a genius... and a monster."

Bisu’s eyebrows shot up. "That’s quite an introduction."

Dujo exhaled slowly. His fingers drummed against the tabletop; his jaw set tight. "Moreau was once one of the finest medical minds in Europe. A surgeon, a scientist, a man obsessed with the boundaries between life and death. He believed he could cure any illness, cheat time itself."

"Sounds noble," Bisu muttered.

"It was," Dujo agreed. "Until he decided some lives were more valuable than others."

Lissette nodded grimly. "He experimented on the desperate, the forgotten, the invisible. People who would not be missed. And for a long time, no one noticed."

Bisu swallowed. "Until you did?"

Dujo’s gaze darkened. "Until I did."

Six years ago, he had been investigating a series of disappearances. Homeless men. Runaway women. Patients who had been checked into hospitals but
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