
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


REFLECTION OF A MISSING BOY



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      REFLECTION OF A MISSING BOY

    

    
      First edition. January 10, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Brian Leslie.

    

    
    
      Written by Brian Leslie.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


ABOUT THE AUTHOR




[image: ]
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Find more about Brian Leslie by going to www.brianlesliemedia.com . 
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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 Miami sun hung heavy in the sky. In the backyard of a modest white ranch house, laughter and the sizzle of burgers on the grill filled the air. ​ It was the twelfth annual Hoffman Barbecue, a tradition that had weathered the storms of divorce and disappointment. ​ Douglas Hoffman, the host, clung to the rituals of the day, flipping burgers and stacking onions, trying to mask the cracks in his life with a practiced smile. ​
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But as the evening wore on, the laughter turned to panic. His ten-year-old son, Leo, had vanished. The boy, quick and curious, had been seen talking to a stranger—a man with a tattoo of a vulture on his neck. The party guests searched frantically, but Leo was nowhere to be found. As the Miami night closed in, Douglas realized that his world was unraveling, and the life he had worked so hard to build was slipping through his fingers. ​ Somewhere out there, his son was gone, and the nightmare was only beginning. ​
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THE STORY
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The July sun clung to Douglas Hoffman’s backyard, sticking to guests’ necks and running with the sweat through the grass. Douglas, at the grill, wielded tongs like a conductor with an audience too polite to admit they hated the music. This was the twelfth annual Hoffman Barbecue—though after the divorce, the “annual” had wobbled, and Douglas had spent half the morning counting RSVP’s and recalculating ratios: guests-to-beers, burgers-to-buns, himself-to-humiliation.
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He arranged his face into a practiced Miami-host smile and surveyed his kingdom. Children whirled along the concrete patio, sugar-high on lemonade and streaked with the day’s first layer of dirt. A ring of parents, some from the neighborhood and some from the old firm, clustered by the plastic coolers, talking about things that cost money: property taxes, orthodontists, cruises to the Caymans.
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He found comfort in the small routines—flipping the burgers at precisely two-minute intervals, stacking sliced onions into spirals, chasing after the citronella candles before they went out. It was the only order he had left.
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Then came the tremor in his chest: the sight of Rachel, his ex-wife, threading through the sliding glass door with her new husband two paces behind. Rachel’s composure was always perfect. Today, her hair curled into soft dark waves around her face, a linen blouse just off-white enough to show deliberate care. Her hand fluttered at her collar as she scanned the yard, likely counting heads, possibly counting hazards.
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John J. Sykes hovered behind her like a tailored shadow. Sykes’s suit—expensive, even here—was open at the throat, and his smile revealed nothing but perfect orthodontic work. Douglas felt his own jaw ache.
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Leo saw them first. The boy had always been quick, a blur of knees and elbows who could vanish into a hedge and reappear in the pool shed before anyone knew he was gone. He darted toward his mother and, with the unselfconsciousness of ten-year-olds, launched himself into her arms.
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