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Summary
Wycliffe Haven, 1937. Beneath its glittering skyline, power wears two faces. The Wycliffe dynasty shapes the city's wealth and politics, while the Danilovs rule the North's elegant underworld and the de la Vegas hold the South through fear. Between them stands Lorelei Filipovic, a formidable businesswoman who keeps their fragile peace.
Then Cristina Wycliffe is found murdered following a lavish family gala.
The city demands justice. Prosecutor George-André Ward offers a suspect: Lorelei. For years he has tried to bring her down. Now, with evidence against her, she refuses to defend herself.
But his daughter, Evelyn, notices a flaw in the case, one small enough to dismiss, and dangerous enough to unravel everything. Determined to follow the evidence, she enters a world where enemies speak more truth than family.
Meanwhile, Bastien Wycliffe, an heir drowning in debts and expectations, struggles to survive a ruthless succession war. In the shadows, Olivier Danilov, an assassin trained never to question orders, begins to discover that some secrets are written in blood.
In Wycliffe Haven, everyone has something to hide. And somebody has killed to keep it hidden.
Notes
Hi everyone, and welcome to my little corner of hell! :)
First of all, this is my very first time publishing my own work, so I'm both incredibly excited and a little nervous to share this story with you. Please bear with me as we embark on this chaotic journey together! T_T
Now, a few things before we begin!
Who Killed Cristina Wycliffe? is a VERY slow-burn psychological thriller, with multiple character perspectives, extensive world-building, complicated relationships, and a rather large cast of morally questionable individuals.
And when I say slow burn, I mean SLOW BURN. Both the mystery and the romances will take their sweet time developing. Some chapters will focus more on the characters, their pasts, and the world around them rather than the investigation itself. But I promise, everything has its purpose. TRUST THE PROCESS!! 😭
There will also be plenty of F×F and M×M relationships, forbidden romances, enemies-to-lovers dynamics, and emotional disasters. Just give everyone a little time to ruin their own lives. ♡
A little content warning: Later chapters will explore darker themes, including homophobia, physical and sexual assault, abuse, addiction, manipulation, and psychological violence. I'll try to provide additional warnings whenever a chapter contains particularly sensitive material.
AND NOW, THE FUN PART!!
I want you to become detectives alongside Evelyn!
This story is intended to be an interactive whodunit experience. Pay attention to the smallest details, questionable alibis, suspicious behavior, and contradictions between perspectives.
Form your theories. Suspect everyone. Trust absolutely nobody.
I would LOVE to read your deductions in the comments! Who do you think killed Cristina? Who is lying? Who has something to gain? And, most importantly, can you solve the mystery before the truth is revealed?
Remember, just because someone is guilty of something doesn't necessarily mean they're guilty of murder. ;)
Thank you so much for giving my little story a chance. I hope you'll come to love these deeply flawed, occasionally insufferable characters as much as I do.
Enjoy the investigation, my dear detectives! ♡
And please, for the love of everything, TRUST THE PROCESS. T_T
Chapter 1: Friday – 08.10.1937 – 8:56 AM – Evelyn
Autumn had officially begun. Wycliffe Haven appeared not to have noticed. Morning sunlight poured between the skyscrapers, catching against limestone façades and bands of steel-framed windows until the city seemed to manufacture light of its own. Gold fractured across office windows. Passing cars flashed silver beneath it. From a distance, everything looked almost clean.
Below, the city had already begun its usual machinery. Cars crowded the avenues. Trains emptied people onto platforms. Shoes struck pavement in hurried, uneven rhythms. Somewhere between the towers, a delivery driver shouted at someone blocking an alley, a horn answered from the street, and thousands of people continued toward offices, shops, courtrooms and construction sites with the unquestioning certainty that morning meant work. Wycliffe Haven had always been good at movement. Money moved. People moved. Information moved faster than when someone wanted it badly enough. To anyone looking from the outside, there was nothing remarkable about that morning.
Evelyn knew better.
The difference was not in the traffic, or the sunlight, or the crowds spilling through the streets. It was in the small deviations from routine: the newspaper photographers and newsreel cameramen already gathered near the courthouse, the reporters occupying the steps hours too early, the additional security at the eastern entrance. People lingered where they normally passed straight through.
The city was waiting.
Today was the hearing.
And after weeks of speculation, sealed documents, carefully worded statements and promises that the prosecution would eventually show its hand, George-Andre Ward finally would.
Evelyn had been waiting the same for weeks. Her bedroom had surrendered most of its usable surfaces to the case sometime around Tuesday. Carbon copies occupied one end of the desk. Witness statements had migrated onto the floor beside it. A legal pad rested across her knees, its margins crowded with dates, arrows and questions written in increasingly smaller handwriting. At the center of it all was one name.
Cristina Radoslav-Wycliffe.
If the prosecution was right, today might finally begin correcting the wrong done to her. Evelyn disliked the thought almost as soon as it occurred. If the prosecution was right.
Justice did not begin with a conclusion. Her father had taught her that much. She searched for the case file again.
There were few surnames in Wycliffe Haven that required no introduction. Wycliffe was one of them. The name sat on buildings, trusts, charitable foundations and old plaques people passed every morning without reading. Generations of Wycliffe money had helped shape the city into what it was: limestone towers beside old stone, private estates overlooking districts their companies had once developed, wealth so old that most people had stopped wondering where it began.
Naturally, that kind of power came with enemies. Evelyn had never found hatred particularly interesting on its own. Powerful families accumulated resentment the way old houses accumulated dust. Employees who had been dismissed. Business rivals who had lost contracts. Political opponents. Former lovers. People ruined quietly enough that newspapers never learned their names.
Motive was easy.
Killing a Wycliffe was something else.
Killing Cristina Wycliffe was stranger still.
Evelyn opened the folder.
The photograph clipped inside was not the crime-scene image. She had moved that one farther back weeks ago, not because it disturbed her, she told herself, but because staring at a body rarely produces information that an autopsy report could not provide more precisely. This photograph had been taken years earlier. Cristina stood between her two children, Lorenz and Cordelia, both now near Evelyn’s own age. She was elegant without appearing explicitly interested in being noticed: pale hair cut neatly around her face, pearls at her throat, one gloved hand resting lightly against Cordelia’s arm. The sort of woman newspapers described with words like gracious, devoted and private because they had very little else to say.
Evelyn had noticed that early.
There was remarkably little written about Cristina Wycliffe that did not first describe somebody she belonged to.
Frederick Wycliffe’s wife.
Lorenz and Cordelia’s mother.
The second Mrs. Wycliffe.
A society patron. A hostess. A familiar figure beside her husband at events, foundations and charity dinners.
Very little Cristina.
Evelyn turned the photograph over, although she already knew there was nothing written on the back. She had married Frederick more than two decades earlier, young enough for their age difference to become gossip and respectable enough, eventually, for the gossip to become history. She was not his first wife. She was, however, the wife whose image had become inseparable from his later public life.
And now, she was dead.
Evelyn slid the photograph aside and pulled the crime-scene report toward her.
Wycliffe Gala. Hundreds of guests. Staff moving through the estate all night. Security at the entrances. Family, politicians, executives, acquaintances and enough champagne to make half the witness statements less useful than they should have been. Yet sometime during all of that noise, Cristina Wycliffe had disappeared. She was not officially found until approximately half past two in the morning. A member of the night staff had crossed the sculpture courtyard and noticed something wrong beneath the second-floor balcony.
Cristina lay below it.
The centrepiece of the courtyard was an enormous statue of Poseidon; his trident raised toward the sky. One of its prongs had gone through her. Evelyn’s eyes remained on that sentence a moment longer than necessary. Not because it was gruesome. Because it was conspicuous.
A woman had vanished from one of the most heavily attended nights of the Wycliffe social calendar, fallen from her own home, and died on a monument large enough to be seen from half the estate. And somehow, for nearly half an hour, nobody had found her.
Evelyn pressed the tip of her pen against the paper.
2:30 AM – body discovered.
She underlined discovered once. Discovery was not the same thing as death.
Evelyn let the thought remain on the page for several seconds before turning it over. There was another file beneath Cristina’s.
Lorelei Filipovic.
If Cristina Wycliffe’s death was the question occupying half the city, Lorelei Filipovic was the answer George-Andre intended to give them. At least, according to the prosecution. Evelyn opened the folder.
Understanding how Cristina had died was ultimately a matter of reconstruction: injuries, timing, position, witnesses, physical evidence. Difficult, certainly. But facts had shape. Enough of them placed correctly would eventually produce an event. Motive was less obedient.
Why would Lorelei Filipovic want Cristina Wycliffe dead? And perhaps more troubling,
why, if the accusation was wrong, was Lorelei doing almost nothing to stop it?
Evelyn had returned to that question more often than she cared to admit. People defended themselves. Innocent people defended themselves because they were frightened. Guilty people defended themselves because they were frightened. They lied, protested, explained, redirected, blamed, bargained. Even silence usually had some visible purpose behind it.
Lorelei’s did not.
Through weeks of questioning, searches, statements and increasingly public accusation, she had offered almost nothing. No competing timeline. No dramatic denial. No furious declaration of innocence. No convenient suspect offered in her place. She answered what procedure forced her to answer and seemed perfectly content to allow everything else to remain unanswered. It irritated Evelyn more than hostility would have. Lorelei Filipovic was not stupid. That much even her father had never disputed.
Depending on whom one asked, she was either one of Wycliffe Haven’s most accomplished businesswomen or one of its most sophisticated criminals. Publicly, the Filipovic name belonged to companies, properties, logistics, investment and expensive rooms in which difficult people somehow reached agreements. Less publicly, the same name surfaced around information, disappearances, protected witnesses, illicit transactions and people who became remarkably difficult to locate once Lorelei decided they should not be found.
Nothing ever seemed to reach her cleanly. There was always another company. Another intermediary. Another person who had technically made the decision.
George-Andre had spent years trying to close that distance.
It had become something of a civic joke.
Ward found a crime.
Filipovic found the space between knowing and proving it.
He would produce accounts, witnesses, transactions, names. Lorelei’s lawyers would dismantle association into coincidence, implication into inference, suspicion into something no judge could safely call evidence. Then everyone went home.
Until the next time.
Evelyn had grown up with her name that way.
Not Lorelei.
Filipovic.
A name mentioned over cooling coffee and files brought home too late at night. A name capable of making George remove his glasses, rub the bridge of his nose and become very quiet before saying something unkind in unusually precise language. He had never spoken of Lorelei as though she were merely troublesome. He believed she was guilty.
Perhaps not of every rumor attached to her. George hated lazy accusations almost as much as he hated criminals. But guilty of enough.
And her father did not arrive at certainty carelessly.
That belief had been one of the foundations of Evelyn’s childhood. George-Andre Ward was not admired because he was loud. He was admired because he rarely needed to be. In court, he could take several hundred pages of contradiction and reduce them to the sentence nobody else had thought to ask. He had sent powerful men to prison and walked away from cases he believed could not be proved, even when the public wanted blood. He had taught Evelyn that certainty was not evidence. That reputation was not evidence. That wanting someone to be guilty was certainly not evidence. Those rules had shape nearly everything she believed about justice. Which was why Cristina Wycliffe’s murder should have been precisely the sort of case George handled best.
It was also the sort of case that could destroy a career. A Wycliffe had been murdered inside the Wycliffe estate, during the Wycliffe Gala, with half the city’s political and financial elite somewhere inside the house. Every newspaper wanted an arrest. Every radio commentator wanted a theory. Every Wycliffe wanted certainty.
A weak prosecution would be humiliating.
A wrongful one would be unforgivable.
George knew that better than anyone.
And yet, Evelyn had never seen him more confident.
The investigation had given him what years of pursuing Lorelei never had: physical evidence that did not disappear neatly behind corporate structures or intermediaries. Access. Blood. Contact with the scene. A sequence of movements the prosecution believed it could establish. For the first time, George did not have to prove that Lorelei Filipovic was a criminal. He only had to prove she had committed this crime.
Evelyn closed the folder halfway. There was something almost indecent about how satisfied he had seemed these past few days. Not really happy. Her father would never have called it happiness. Vindicated, perhaps. Like a man who had spent years pointing toward a locked door, while everyone else insisted there might be nothing behind it, and had finally been handed the key.
He had even begun smiling more. That, Evelyn thought, was considerably more alarming than the murder photographs. Her eyes dropped back to Lorelei’s file. A woman intelligent enough to avoid her father for years. A woman with lawyers, money, influence and enough connections to make half the city answer a telephone call. A woman who understood perfectly well what a murder conviction meant. And she was saying almost nothing. Evelyn tapped the edge of the folder against her knee. Why?
Fear did not fit. Ignorance certainly did not. Perhaps arrogance. Perhaps Lorelei genuinely believed the prosecution could not touch her and had decided silence was safer than supplying them with anything useful. That was possible. It was also an assumption.
Evelyn hated those when they belonged to other people. She liked them considerably less when she found one in her own reasoning. Her gaze moved back to the note she had written beneath the discovery time.
2:30 AM – body discovered.
2:10 AM – Lorelei found leaving the estate.
Two questions now sat beside one another. When had Cristina actually died? And why was the woman accused of killing her refusing to explain what she had been doing there?
Evelyn checked the clock. 9:24. “Damn it.” The hearing began at ten. Whatever elegant arrangement her bedroom had once possessed vanished as she began gathering papers. Cristina’s photograph went carefully back into its sleeve. The reports followed. Witness summaries. Her notebook. Two pens, because arriving at court with one pen was an invitation to discover it had stopped working at the worst possible moment. She shoved everything into her bag and stood.
Her father had left hours earlier. George considered arriving merely on time to an important proceeding a character defect. By now he would already be at the courthouse, documents arranged, arguments reduced to their sharpest form, probably pretending he had eaten breakfast. Evelyn crossed the hall and pulled on her boots near the door, nearly lost her balance, caught herself against the wall and decided nobody had witnessed it and therefore it had not happened. Her coat came next. Keys, Bag, Gloves. She stopped with her hand against the door. For one brief moment, the house was completely quiet.
George’s coffee cup was still sitting beside the sink. It was such an ordinary thing that Evelyn almost smiled. Outside these walls he was George-Andre Ward: prosecutor, institution, the man, journalists had been waiting all morning to hear. Here, he was still the man who repeatedly forgot cups in rooms they did not belong in.
Evelyn locked the door behind her. She wanted to speak to him before the hearing. Not because she had doubted him, not yet. She simply wanted to hear how he intended to execute the parts that still were a mystery to her. And her father always had an explanation.
The walk to the station took six minutes if Evelyn did not stop at the crossing and eight if the light decided to make a personal enemy of her. That morning, it chose eight. By the time she descended the stairs into the underground, she had 23 minutes until the hearing began and a train that, according to the station attendant, was already running four minutes late. Around her, commuters watched the platform clock with the particular hostility of people who knew perfectly well that staring would accomplish nothing and did it anyway.
Evelyn pulled her coat more tightly around herself. The chill followed her underground. She told herself the uneasiness in her stomach was simply irritation at being late. It was not her hearing. She was not presenting evidence. Nobody would ask her to speak. She had no professional reason to be nervous. Her body appeared unconvinced.
The train finally arrived with a metallic shriek and a rush of displaced air. Evelyn stepped inside with everyone else, found a place beside the window and settled her bag against her knees. She lasted approximately thirty seconds before opening it again. Her notebook came out first. There was something Evelyn had always liked about timelines. People lied. Memory deteriorated. Witnesses confused sequence with significance and filled missing minutes with whatever made the story feel complete afterward. Time itself was considerably less sentimental. She turned to the page she had been working on that morning.
12:15 AM - Cristina Wycliffe returns to the estate. Confirmed.
A bodyguard had seen her entering through the guest wing rather than the main gala entrance. Evelyn had circled that twice. Where Cristina had been immediately beforehand remained unclear. More importantly, after that sighting, certainty deteriorated rapidly. There were statements.
Someone thought they had seen her near the east corridor. Someone else remembered her speaking to a guest whose own testimony placed the conversation almost forty minutes earlier. A member of staff believed Cristina had gone upstairs. Another was certain she had not. None of it survived comparison particularly well.
Then: approximately 1:45 AM - Lorelei Filipovic enters Wycliffe property.
And: approximately 2:10 AM - Lorelei Filipovic leaves.
Evelyn rested the end of her pen against her lip. Twenty-five minutes. That was the prosecution’s cleanest window. Lorelei had been there. Cristina had died.
Lorelei’s fingerprints were on the knife recovered inside the house. Bloodstains on material associated with Lorelei had been found to match Cristina’s blood group. Lorelei had left without contacting the police. She had then refused to explain what she had been doing there at all. Individually, none of those facts were comfortable. Together, they looked terrible. But looking terrible was not the same thing as proving murder. Evelyn lowered her pen.
The medical report could not establish a precise minute of death. That was hardly unusual. Bodies were not clocks. Temperature, blood loss, environment, injury and dozens of other variables turned precision into estimation remarkably quickly. The examiner had given them only a broad estimate. The prosecution had narrowed it using witness statements and its reconstruction of the night. Probable death, according to that reconstruction: 1:50 - 2:20 AM.
Evelyn stared at the three lines.
1:45 AM - Lorelei arrives.
1:50 – 2:20 AM – prosecution’s estimated death window.
2:10 - Lorelei leaves.
At first glance, it fit beautifully. Perhaps too beautifully. Lorelei entered five minutes before the earliest estimated time of death and left ten minutes before its latest. The prosecution had described that overlap repeatedly as opportunity. Fair. It was opportunity. But somewhere during the investigation, opportunity had quietly begun behaving like chronology.
Evelyn went back through the summary. The murder occurred during Filipovic’s presence at the estate. Her brows drew together. No. The evidence did not say that. The evidence said Cristina could have died while Lorelei was at the estate. Those were not interchangeable statements.
Evelyn wrote beneath the sentence: How do we know the death occurred before 2:10?
She paused. Then beneath it: How do we know it occurred after 1:45?
The train plunged into another tunnel. For several seconds, the window beside her became a black mirror. Her own face stared back. The problem widened.
If Cristina died at 1:52, Lorelei would have had seven minutes after arriving to kill her and then remained on the estate for another 18 minutes. Why?
If Cristina died at 2:05, Lorelei could have killed her, needing only 20 Minutes to prepare the killing.
If Cristina died at 2:18 -… Lorelei had already left.
The prosecution’s reconstruction did not exclude it. And if Cristina’s fatal injuries had begun before Lorelei arrived, then the blood, the knife, even Lorelei’s presence could mean something considerably more complicated than the prosecution was allowing. The missing timeframe from 12:10 up to 1:45 AM were crucial to know, to deduct whether Lorelei had killed her.
Evelyn stopped herself. No. That was inference. She drew a line through the last sentence. She had no evidence Cristina had been injured before Lorelei arrived. But neither did George have evidence that she had not. That distinction remained. Evelyn turned backward through the file.
The knife bothered her too. Lorelei’s fingerprints were there. That was certain. Lorelei had therefore handled the weapon. Also fact. Lorelei had stabbed Cristina with it, Inference. Lorelei had then pushed Cristina from the balcony, Inference. The fall had definitely killed her, supported strongly by the pathology. Lorelei had caused the fall? Assumption.
Evelyn sat slightly straighter. There it was, not innocence, not even reasonable doubt. A structural weakness.
The prosecution possessed evidence of contact and had converted it into evidence of sequence. Those were different things. A person could touch a weapon before it was used. After it was used. While moving it. While taking it away from someone else. Fingerprints answered who touched this? They did not answer why? The train emerged briefly into daylight between stations. Wycliffe Haven flashed past the window: stone facades, advertisements, office towers, a fragment of river catching the now-clouded morning.
Evelyn barely saw any of it. She returned to the timeline. Cristina disappeared from reliable witness observation long before Lorelei arrived. That bothered her most. The prosecution’s story made Lorelei the center of the night because Lorelei was the accused. But Cristina had existed for more than an hour before Lorelei entered the estate. She had gone somewhere. Spoken to someone maybe?
Perhaps several someones.
There were nearly two hundred people at that gala and considerably more already inside the Wycliffe household. Why did the important part of Cristina’s final night begin only when Lorelei Filipovic arrived?
Evelyn wrote the question down. Then stared at it. Her father could not have missed this. George might overlook a misplaced file. He might forget breakfast, leave coffee in ridiculous places or fail to notice that his daughter had been speaking to him for several seconds because he was reading. He did not miss flaws in arguments. Especially not this kind.
She knew that better than almost anyone. So either Evelyn had misunderstood something, which was entirely possible, or George possessed information she had not seen yet. A witness. A forensic clarification. An entry in the gatekeeper’s log? Something capable of closing the gap between could have happened and did happen.
He had to.
The alternative was that her father had taken the presence of the woman he already believed guilty and allowed it to determine the shape of the murder around her. Evelyn disliked that thought enough to close the notebook. The conductor called the next station down the carriage. Two stops. She checked the time. 9:43. Wonderful. She shoved the notebook back into her bag and rose before the train had fully stopped, one hand closing around the rail as momentum shifted beneath her.
George would explain it, he always did. She simply needed to ask him what she was missing.
The doors opened. Evelyn stepped onto the platform with the crowd, already moving toward the stairs. But one sentence followed her all the way up.
A gap in the evidence could contain a murder.
It could not tell you who had put it there.
Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work!
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