
        
            
                
            
        


	

A FORGOTTEN MELODY

 

 

RARI RAJESH

 

[image: A purple object with text

Description automatically generated]

 


First published by Geetha Krishnan 2022 

Copyright © 2022 by Rari Rajesh 

 

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, digital, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means without permission. 

This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are the work of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities is entirely coincidental. 

Rari Rajesh (Geetha Krishnan) asserts the moral right to be identified as the author of this work. 

No part of this text or cover design may be reproduced, transmitted, downloaded, decompiled, reverse-engineered, or stored in or introduced into any database for the purpose of training any model to generate text, including without limitation, technologies capable of generating works in the same style or genre without the author’s express permission to do so. The distributor from which this text was obtained does not retain the right to sublicense, reproduce, or use this text or cover design for the purpose of training such generative text or art platforms without the author’s express permission.

Designations used by companies to distinguish their products are often claimed as trademarks. All brand names and product names used in this book and on its cover are trade names, service marks, trademarks and registered trademarks of their respective owners. The publishers and the book are not associated with any product or vendor mentioned in this book. None of the companies referenced within the book have endorsed the book. 

This text is the sole product of the author’s imagination and creativity and has not been knowingly influenced by the assistance of or generated by the use of generative text commonly referred to as artificial intelligence or large language model. The cover art is likewise the product of the creativity of the artist listed below and has not been knowingly influenced by or generated in part or in whole by any generative imagery algorithm.

 

Editing by Fair Editions 

Cover Design by Nola Song (Crystalyn Bryan)

Formatted by Fair Editions

Human Creativity Logo by Conrad Altmann

 

[image: A logo with a brain and text

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

 

 

 

 


CONTENT NOTES

THIS BOOK CONTAINS THE FOLLOWING CONTENT THAT MAY BE TRIGGERING TO SOME READERS

DEATH, MURDER

BLOOD, VIOLENCE

ALCOHOL CONSUMPTION

GUN VIOLENCE

DRUGS

TRAUMA, PTSD

POLICE INTERROGATION

 

 


TABLE OF CONTENTS

PROLOGUE

ONE

TWO

THREE

FOUR

FIVE

SIX

SEVEN

EIGHT

NINE

TEN

ELEVEN

TWELVE

THIRTEEN

FOURTEEN

FIFTEEN

SIXTEEN

SEVENTEEN

EIGHTEEN

NINETEEN

TWENTY

TWENTY ONE

TWENTY TWO

EPILOGUE

 

 

 


 

A FORGOTTEN MELODY

[image: Image]


PROLOGUE
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MIKE STEPPED OUT of the airport, drawing in a deep breath. He had no idea what awaited him here. It had been almost ten years since he had left the country. Fled it, actually. In all these years, he had not bothered to find out what might have been happening here. He had not attempted to get in touch with anyone. After Annie’s death, when he fled the country, he had been in a hurry, and he had cut all ties with everyone. 

Not that it had been easy. There had been times when the wish to know had been so intense that he had almost picked up his phone and had typed in numbers that he had never forgotten. 

That he had dialled Robert Devine’s number almost as many times as he had Neil’s was telling, though it was nothing he wanted to know. 

Mike knew the years had changed him, but not beyond recognition. He still did not know why he was back here, but when the doctor had diagnosed his condition as fatal and told him he had only a few years left to live, he had thought it was time to end his self-imposed exile.

He had informed no one he was coming. Not that there was anyone he could inform. He had no friends left here. There was no one he could trust. After what he did, everyone could only be after his blood.

He thought about Neil and about Devine again. The pang he felt at their thought was even deeper here than when he’d been hiding. He wondered why he even ran. He’d been horrified at what he’d done. But perhaps he should have stayed and accepted his punishment. Perhaps that would have helped with this gaping emptiness inside him. 

When he had seen Devine holding Annie’s limp form and Neil kneeling beside them, Annie’s hand in his, and they had both stared at him with accusation in their eyes . . . he’d run. It had been an instinctive reaction. He’d not stopped to consider, not bothered to explain. 

What could he have explained anyway? That it was an accident? But he was a professional. Accidents should not happen to him. He was supposed to be better than that. 

So, he’d run straight home, cleaned up, packed a change of clothes and disappeared. He knew Neil would find him if he used any of the people they knew for his false credentials, so he’d gone to his hometown.

He had no roots in the place, but Neil didn’t have contacts there and he did. Contacts that none of his other colleagues did. That had proved useful. 

But now that he was back, he was wishing he’d never run, that he’d stayed and faced the music. Perhaps he could have explained, perhaps they would have listened. 

Perhaps.

Hope had always been a liar. In any case, nothing mattered anymore. He was dying, his days numbered, and that was that. 

The day was bright, and he blinked for a moment as he came outside. The traffic seemed worse than he remembered. There was a row of cabs to his left and he hailed one. A cab from the back came and stopped in front of him. He got in and directed it to the hotel where he had booked a room under his new name. He had assumed a new identity in the country he had taken refuge in. He hoped none would associate Michael Leighton with Finn Steven. 

He did not fear anyone now. After all they could only kill him, and he was already a marked man. No, what he feared was the accusation in their eyes. It was branded into his soul, that moment just after they’d found Annie, but even now he flinched from the memory of their eyes. That was what he’d been running from all these years. 

The cab came to a halt. He looked out in confusion. They were not in front of the hotel, and though the street looked familiar, he could not for a moment place it. He wondered why the driver had stopped and was about to ask when the man turned around. There was a gun in his hand, and icy blue eyes met his.

“Neil!” His brain refused to function. He did not know what to say or do. Neil’s hand holding the gun was rock steady. 

“Welcome home boss!” The blue eyes were hard.

The gun spoke.
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“WE SEEM TO BE having visitors,” Annie remarked as she glanced out of the window. Robert’s face was grim as he looked at the police vehicles parked outside his home.

Robert was a tall man, with dark brown hair and sharp hazel eyes. He was not handsome, but his features were regular enough. He had a determined jaw and a scar on his right temple, the remnant of a boyhood escapade.

Annie was not unlike her brother in appearance, except her eyes were grey and on her face they looked both grave and smiling at the same time. Though she was less than average height, she looked taller due to the way she carried herself. She was considered a good-looking girl, but that was more due to her vivacity and friendliness than her looks. 

The new captain was fast becoming a nuisance, Robert decided, watching the tall form of Captain Michael Leighton get out of the car and take off his hat, running his hand through his blonde head, almost unconsciously, before putting his hat back on and walking briskly towards the house. The captain was more determined and more tenacious than any of his predecessors. His lieutenant too, was, quite frankly, the best man in the entire force. He was also extremely loyal to his boss and to his job.  The two made a good team, since they trusted each other and were not corruptible. All of which were making things quite inconvenient for Robert. He scowled as he watched Lieutenant Neil Morris exit the other car and make a beeline for the front door. Neil Morris was of average height and was dwarfed by his captain. He had icy blue eyes and golden hair, with a face that would have been classically handsome but for his crooked nose and cleft chin. But his boyish good looks were very deceiving, as Robert well knew. 

Of course, the police could not hurt him. It was not as if they had any proof that he was doing anything illegal. All they had were suspicions. But the law of the land was such that they could harass him endlessly based on suspicion alone. Could he be blamed for breaking the stupid laws? They made absolutely no sense. 

Though at first he had been amused by the new captain, that amusement had now turned to annoyance. Something would need to be done about this new thorn on his side. Robert was not too keen on violence and avoided it whenever he could, but even he knew that sometimes there was no other answer. Not yet, though. 

It was with a scowl that he went to meet the two officers. “This is surprisingly becoming quite irritating,” he told them. “You’re harassing me for no reason.”

The captain smiled, but the smile did not reach his eyes. “Mr. Devine, some of your activities are rather an annoyance for us too.”

“Captain Michael Leighton,” Robert drawled, his tone calculated to get the hackles up of the two officers facing them. It rarely had any effect on the Captain, but the lieutenant was easy to rile. “I seriously object to that. You’re simply casting aspersions on me without any basis.”

“You know very well what we’re talking about!” the lieutenant snapped. “And we will find evidence for the same!”

“Lieutenant Neil Morris,” Robert said, with a sigh, knowing just how much it would annoy the other man. They might harass him, search his house, his office, but they couldn’t lay a finger on him. The law did have some positives. “While I do applaud your devotion to duty, I hope it doesn’t blind you so much that you have to resort to harassing honest citizens to prove your superior’s ah- wild imaginations.”

“Let’s not get into the terrain of my imaginations,” Captain Leighton said pleasantly, his smile almost charming now. “You know why we’re here. I hope you will co-operate with us,”

Robert threw himself down on a couch with another dramatic and exaggerated sigh. “Go ahead,” he said cordially. “Take the place apart. But don’t forget to put it back together when you leave!”

“We always do.” Captain Leighton smiled, a singularly attractive smile that reached his eyes, and which annoyed Robert to no end. 

Robert sat back scowling. The laws of this country sucked, but he knew countries where it was worse. The International Council didn’t interfere in local laws, especially in countries with higher crime rates. Faradon was nowhere near the top of that list, but they weren’t at the very bottom either. Because of that, some of the laws were rather draconian. But at least, they couldn’t throw him in prison for a suspicion. 

Yet, if this went on for much longer, something would need to be done about the good captain and soon. For now, he had to allow the search with good grace. But he knew that the frequent police visits were looked at with suspicion by his associates. None of them would be happy with the captain walking around freely and might even interpret it as Robert colluding with the police. Logically, Robert knew that any move on the captain would only prompt the lawmakers to pass the bill, which was in the anvil right now, the one which would enable the police to arrest someone based on reasonable suspicion. Reasonable suspicion was subject to interpretation though, and unless the International Council interfered—experience of other countries didn’t hold out much hope for it—that would be the end for him and his associates. 

So, Robert had to wait, no matter how much it annoyed him. But he had always been a patient man. 
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ANNIE SCOWLED FIERCELY as the police entered her bedroom. “And what do you honestly expect to find here?” She demanded, her hands on her hips. 

Lieutenant Morris did not look discomfited or apologetic. Nor did he smile. He only looked contemptuous which riled her.

“I hope you are not going to take apart my wardrobe this time too!” she said with more heat than intended.

“We’ll take apart whatever we need to,” he retorted, not as heated as her, but still his eyes were flashing. “And don’t think we don’t know you are hand in glove with your brother in his illegal activities!”

“My brother is not into anything illegal!” She kept her voice down with an effort. “We should complain about the way you are harassing us. This is the third time this month.”

“Be thankful we’re only searching your house,” Morris snapped. He looked quite annoyed. “We could throw you in prison! You and your brother, both!”

“Not when the law says otherwise,” she said, smugly. “That draconian law is yet to be passed in this country and will never be.” 

Or at least she hoped so. That the crime rate of the country was above the benchmark set by the International Council didn’t help. But what else was to be expected if the police would waste their time on harassing innocent civilians instead of going after criminals?

“Only a matter of time,” Neil replied, sounding intensely irritated. “And please shut up so I can get on with my work or I’ll have to throw you in jail for obstructing my work!”

She shot him a baleful glance but remained silent. Why did Bob even put up with all this harassment. What did these two stupid policemen think of themselves! Coming in here with baseless allegations and then taking their house apart. Some pervert had stolen some of her underwear last time. This time she was determined not to let something like that happen which was why she stayed inside the room.

“You still here?” Morris sounded angry. “You’re distracting me.”

“This is my room, in case you haven’t noticed, and I am literally doing nothing, but I’m not leaving you alone in my room.” She was angry too. How was she distracting him? She huffed and sat down on her bed. “Don’t tell me I have no right to stay here when you search because I know otherwise.”

Morris pressed his lips together as he glared at her before turning to her bookshelf again, his shoulders rigid. She wasn’t bothered that he was upset. He had no right to eject her forcibly. He muttered something under his breath, but she caught it all the same.

“How does she expect me to work with her hovering there?”

She rolled her eyes. She was just sitting on her bed, and if he was so easily distracted as that, perhaps he shouldn’t be doing this.
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“FOUND SOMETHING?” Robert deliberately made his tone as mocking as possible. He was drawn tight as a wire, but he forced himself to look relaxed. Despite how he itched to go and check what they were doing, he had stayed on the couch
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