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    To those who believe in courage and adventure."

      

    



  	
        
            
            "In the darkest worlds, the bravest hearts shine the brightest."

      

    


[image: ]The bustling, noisy steets of London...
The New Year was drawing near, and people were hurrying home.
Snowflakes drifted gently from the sky, settling on the ground. Bathed in 
the glow of colorful lights, the city appeared even more enchanting.
Everyone wanted to welcome the New Year with their families- Mr. Peter 
Raymond included. On his way, he had bought a gift for his five years old 
daughter, Rachel. After the passing of his wife, he had never remarried, 
becoming both a father and a mother to his daughter. Mr. Raymond works 
as a police officer, So, he spent most of his time at work. Today, too, he was 
returning home late. Snow fell heavily, and the roads were clogged with 
traffic. Impatient, Mr. Raymond  grew increasingly anxious. At that very 
moment, a speeding truck collided with Mr. Raymond’s car. Meanwhile, 
completely unaware of what was happening, his little daughter sat by the 
window, waiting for her father. She kept glancing at the clock on the wall, 
while outside the snow continued to fall relentlessly. Rachel began to watch 
the people on the street, nothing that the crowds had thinned considerably. 
Finally, the doorbell rang, and Rachel eagerly rushed toward the door. Mrs.
Keti opened the door, and two men stood on the doorstep. The little girl 
recognized one of them- Uncle Smith, a close friend of her father. Mr. Smith 
wore a sorrowful expression as he tried to explain something to Mrs. Keti.
Rachel’s heart reced. She could feel that some misfortune had occurred.

After a while, the men left. Mrs. Keti returned inside, tears in her eyes, and 
held Rachel tightly, sobbing for a long time. The little girl stood frozen in 
place, like a statue, unable to utter a single word. The clock struck twelve, 
heralding the New Year. But for Rachel, the New Year did not arrive with joy 
or happines- it came cloaked in grief and misfortune.
Twenty years passed, and Rachel fulfilled her fatherwish- after graduating 
from university, she became a police officer. Today, she has everything one 
might desire, yet her heart remains incomplete. Since that dreadful night, 
loneliness has been her only companion.
7:30 a. m. The alarm rang out, barking like a vicious dog and tearing 
through the fragile hush of morning. Golden rays of sunlight spilled across 
the room, stretching over the walls and floor in quiet brilliance. Rachel rose, 
washed her face and hands, and then filled the silence with the familiar 
melodies of Andrea Bocelli- music she had always loved. Cradling a cup of 
bitter coffee, she moved to the window and began watching the people
outside.

- ‘’Another new day... ’’Rachel sighed deeply. Once dressed, she set off for 
work. Rachel preffered her motorcycle to a car;it was practical, swift, and

[image: ]untroubled by traffic. It had become a companion. She had bought it at 
fifteen with four month of her salary, and for that reason, it remained 
especially precious to her. The streets were already alive with noise and 
motion. Crowds filled the sidewalks and roads- some hurrying to work, 
others to school, and still others rushing toward important meetings. 
Everyone seemed to have a clear purpose, a destination carefully planned.
Rachel did too. Since her office was not far away, she arrived quickly. As 
Rachel stepped into the building, she saw that everyone was already 
immersed in their work. She made her way to her department.
- ‘’Good morning, everyone,’’Rachel said. She had many friends here-Joe, 
Jeni, Max, and Erik.
- ‘’Morning, Rachel’’, Joe replied, sliding a stack of documents into his desk

drawer.

- ‘’Anything new?’’she asked.

- ‘’There’s a new case,’’Max said.’’A murder in Yorkshire. We just got the 
report.’’Within minutes, they were on their way and soon arrived at the
scene of the crime.

- ‘’The victim is Alex Brown. He was forty- two years old,’’the local police 
officer began.’’Chief accountant at the Centeral Bank. No family, unmarried, 
and lived alone. Orginally from Brighton- Hr moved here seven years ago. 
The killers emptied the safe. It appears to have been intentional,’’the officer
continued.’’No one has been allowed into the room where the murder

occurred.’’Rachel stepped inside to examine the body. A single bullet 
wound marked the chest- straight through the heart. Yet something about 
the scene felt wrong. The body told a different story. Alex’s face had turned 
a deep shade of blue. He had been dead before the shot was fired. There 
were signs he had been restrained- bound with something. Rachel examined 
the body carefully, her gaze sharp and methodical. That was when she 
noticed a single strand of red hair. She moved toward the sofa and lifted 
the cushions. Something else caught her attention beneath them- a 
fragment of a broken fingernail.
- ‘’Are there any witnesses?’’Rachel asked without looking up.

- ‘’Yes, his next door neighbor,’’the officer replied.’’She called the police 
after hearing a gunshot from Alex’s house. That’s her.’’He gestured toward 
a well- groomed, striking woman in her mid- thirties. Rachel approached her.
- ‘’I’m Rachel Raymond, Criminal Investigation Division,’’she introduced

herself.

- ‘’I’m Meleni,’’the woman said with a polite smile. Rachel’s eyes drifted, 
almost imperceptibly, to the woman’s red hair.

[image: ]- ‘’Mrs. Meleni, could you tell us what you heard or saw?Rachel asked calmly.

- ‘’Yes, of course. It was early in the morning. I had just woken up and was 
drinking my coffee when I heard a gunshot coming from Alex’s house. It 
frightened me . When I looked out the window, the lights in his house were 
off. Then I saw a man dressed in black step out of the house and get into a 
car. He drove away immediately. I called the police right after that.’’
- ‘’Did you see his face? Or perhaps the license plate of the car?’’
- ‘’No. He was wearing a mask. Besides, it was still quite dark outside.’’
- ‘’Did you know Alex well?’’
- ‘’Not really. He was a reserved man. He barely even returned a proper 
greeting. He left early for work and came back late.’’Rachel began to sense 
something beneath the surface.
- ‘’Meleni,’’she continued evenly,’’did Alex have any female companions?For 
example, did you ever see him bringing women to his house?’’
- ‘’I don’t know,’’the woman replied with a slight shrug. Rachel studied 
Meleni from head to toe, her gaze calm yet penetrating, as if trying to read 
the unspoken truths hidden beneath her composed exterior. She was clearly 
a woman who took great care of herself- one of those women who could 
effortlessly draw the attention of men, Rachel thought.
Then Rachel’s gaze drifted to the woman’s nails- those glossy pink nails. 
One of Meleni’s long, carefully grown nails had a chipped tip.
- ‘’Your nails are beautiful,’’Rachel said slyly.’’They must require quite a bit of

attention’’

- ‘’Yes, I tend to them every single day,’’Meleni replied, lifting her hands 
slightly as if to display them. But as her eyes fell upon her nails, a flicker of
confusion crossed her face.

- ‘’Where did I break it?’’she murmured, studying the damaged tip.
- ‘’If you’d like,’’Rachel said calmly. The woman looked at her.’’In Alex’s
bedroom.’’

- ‘’What are you implying?’’Meleni stammered, her composure faltering.

- ‘’You broke your nail while you were strangling Alex, didn’t you?’’Rachel’s 
voice remained calm, almost clinical.’’After that, you shot the body to 
mislead
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