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NOTICE
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This is a work of fiction. Unless otherwise indicated, all the names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents in this book are either the product of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. As the subject matter deals with criminal investigation, and in some cases the may involve non graphic death or violence, the subject matter alone maybe offensive to some—Please Be Advised. 
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PROLOGUE
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The city moves all the time, but it does have its moments of quiet. ​ In the dead hours before dawn, the streets are a patchwork of shadows and flickering lights, a stage set for secrets and sins. The rain falls in a steady rhythm, washing away the surface grime but leaving the deeper stains untouched. Somewhere in the industrial fringe, a black SUV sits in a back lot, its driver slumped over the wheel, his badge and ID placed neatly beside him—a silent declaration of who he was and what he stood for.
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Detective Randy Finder knows the scene is more than it seems. ​ The clean shot, the staged details, the missing pieces—it all points to something darker, something calculated. ​ As he steps into the night, the weight of the city presses down on him, heavy with the ghosts of the past and the shadows of the present. ​ In Baltimore, justice is never simple, and the truth is rarely pure. But Finder has learned to trust one thing: the evidence. ​ And tonight, it will lead him into the heart of a conspiracy that threatens to consume everything it touches.
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The rain keeps falling, but the city waits. ​
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THE STORY
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Rain pricked at Emilio Ramirez’s face, the sting settling in a way that felt deserved. Baltimore’s industrial fringe was asleep except for the sodium glow that puddled at the edges of warehouses. Ramirez had been in the zone for four hours and already counted six people sleeping rough, two half-shredded bags of copper, and a man using a shipping container as a urinal. Even in the rain, the stink made itself known.
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At 03:18, the call came from a lone dispatcher whose name Ramirez didn’t know. A 10-54 on the back lot of a plastics recycling plant. “Possible DOA,” she said, voice flat but not yet bored. Dispatch described the vehicle as a late-model black SUV with government plates. Ramirez let the silence settle as he rolled toward the address. He didn’t need sirens or lights; whatever waited wasn’t going anywhere.
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He parked perpendicular to the lot, nose-to-fence, headlights slicing into steam. The SUV was right where the dispatcher said: black, unmarked, reverse-parked with the driver’s window down and a halo of broken safety glass on the tarmac. Ramirez clocked the details before stepping out. Tread marks. No other vehicles nearby. No footprints yet, but plenty of mud for the making. The door handle on the driver’s side was smeared with something dark. He radioed for backup, then approached, keeping his eyes level with the headrest.
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