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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 never slept, but it didn’t dream either. Miami was a place of sharp edges and blurred lines, where wealth and ruin shared the same streets, and the air carried the weight of secrets too heavy to hold. Detective Evelyn Cross had learned this the hard way. For years, she’d walked the thin line between justice and compromise, her badge a shield against the chaos that threatened to consume everything. But even shields crack under pressure. ​
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Tonight, the city hummed with the kind of tension that made her skin prickle. ​ The call had come in just after sunset—a homicide in one of the gated mansions overlooking the bay. A man with too much money and too many enemies, dead in a room that looked more like an art gallery than a crime scene. ​ The kind of case that drew headlines, whispers, and the kind of scrutiny that made her job harder than it already was. ​
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As Evelyn parked her car outside the sprawling estate, she felt the familiar weight settle on her shoulders. The weight of expectation, of procedure, of knowing that every decision she made would ripple outward, touching lives she’d never meet. She took a deep breath, steeling herself for the hours ahead. ​ Walkthrough, witness statements, evidence prioritization. ​ The routine was comforting, even as the stakes grew higher. ​
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But as she stepped into the house, past the police tape and the young officer trying too hard to look professional, Evelyn couldn’t shake the feeling that this case was different. ​ The blood on the walls, the shattered glass, the lifeless body sprawled on the marble floor—it all told a story. ​ But stories could lie, and evidence could be twisted to fit a narrative. ​ She’d seen it before. ​ She’d fought it before. And she knew, deep down, that she’d fight it again. ​
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The city didn’t dream, but Evelyn Cross did. She dreamed of justice, of truth, of a world where the spaces between evidence and fact weren’t filled with shadows. ​ But dreams were fragile things, and as she stepped deeper into the chaos, she wondered how much longer hers would survive.
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THE STORY
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Detective Evelyn Cross parked her unmarked Ford on the bricked drive, the engine ticking as it cooled. Flashing blue-and-reds sliced the humid dark, casting fractured color across the manicured lawn and the three-tiered fountain. She watched a droplet hang at the tip of the marble cherub’s toe, swollen and red from reflected light, before it fell and vanished against the white stone basin. She took a breath, already mapping the next two hours: walkthrough, witness statements, evidence prioritization, chain of custody forms. She swung out of the car, squinting against the glare, and approached the house.
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An officer—Pierce, the young one—waited just inside the open double doors. He bounced on his toes, trying to look grave. “Detective Cross,” he said, stepping aside. “Crime scene’s contained. Techs are inside.”
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Evelyn nodded. “Perimeter?”
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“Secured. No one in or out since initial response.”
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“Good. Start a log of everyone who’s set foot in the house, including you.”
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“Yes, ma’am.” He flushed and scribbled something in his notebook.
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Evelyn ducked under the hanging police tape, careful not to touch it, and entered the foyer. It was vast—white marble underfoot, art deco lighting above. A glass sculpture twisted upward from a pedestal at the base of the stairs. She scanned the surfaces for stray prints, smears, stray hairs. Someone would be paying attention to every line of sight; tonight, she made sure it was her.
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The first splash of blood hit her at the threshold to the den—a sharp arterial spray, a five-foot arc across the pale wall. Beyond that, the room was chaos. A Barcelona chair lay on its side, one leg snapped clean off. A glass coffee table had gone to gravel. Thin lines of blood threaded over the broken edges. Every detail registered, then slotted into an invisible grid in her mind.
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