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Brian Leslie is a Nationally Recognized and court qualified expert in State, Federal & Military Courts in coercive interrogation, interviews and investigative methods. Contact Brian Leslie for Free consultations at  brian@criminalcaseconsultants.com . 
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Find more about Brian Leslie Or Contacting him about a case go to www.brianlesliemedia.com . 

Or Call 1-888-400-1309
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ANALYSIS OF THIS STORY BY EXPERT BRIAN LESLIE
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At the end of this story, Expert and Author Brian Leslie will analyze the investigation and how it was conducted that led to a wrongful conviction. A hardcopy of this book can be purchased at BARNES AND NOBLE, AMAZON or most major bookstores online.
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NOTICE
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This story is based on real cases, however this story 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



[image: ]




The city never slept, not really. Its pulse throbbed in the hum of neon signs, the distant wail of sirens, and the murmur of lives colliding in the humid air. Miami was a place of contrasts—where wealth glittered in high-rise penthouses while shadows stretched long over the cracked sidewalks below. It was a city of opportunity, but also of desperation, where the line between survival and ruin blurred in the heat of the night.
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Jason Miller knew those contrasts well. He had spent years trying to keep his small convenience store afloat, a modest business tucked into a corner of Biscayne Boulevard. It wasn’t much, but it was his. A place where he could escape the chaos, where he could find some semblance of control. But the city had a way of creeping in, of pulling you into its undertow when you least expected it.
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On a warm May evening in 2008, Jason closed up shop early. The day had been long, the arguments with his sister longer. ​ He needed air, space to think, to clear his head. ​ He walked the streets, his hands in his pockets, his mind a storm of worry about bills, about family, about the future. He didn’t know that his steps were leading him toward a moment that would change everything.
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Two blocks away, the jewelry store on Biscayne stood silent, its display cases glittering with diamonds and antique watches. A figure in a hooded sweatshirt lingered by the window, his movements quick and furtive. Minutes later, the glass shattered, alarms screamed, and the night erupted into chaos.
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By the time the police arrived, Jason was already walking home, unaware that his life was about to be dismantled. The detectives would find him, question him, and decide he was guilty before the evidence was even cold. Witnesses would be coached, statements would be twisted, and Jason’s exhaustion would be weaponized against him. ​ By morning, he would be a man condemned.
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This is the story of what happens when justice fails. ​ It is the story of a man who lost everything, and the people who helped him find his way back. ​ It is a story of shadows and light, of truth and lies, and of the fragile line that separates them. And it begins, as so many stories do, with a single step into the night.
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THE STORY
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Jason Miller counted the seconds between the hums of the overhead lights. The flicker—three slow pulses, then stillness—was as predictable as a nervous tic. He sat in a battered chair, hands folded on the scarred metal table, wrists nearly touching the small white rectangle of his paper cup. Coffee, already cooled. A red digital clock on the wall ticked upward with casual malice, marking every minute that passed without answer.
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The interrogation room held no secrets. Eggshell walls. A pair of chairs. One convex mirror, always watching. The air inside the box was dry enough to chap his lips; outside, he could hear the faint commotion of the squad room, punctuated by muffled laughter and the occasional clang of a file cabinet.
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When the door opened, Miller straightened his posture by an inch. The detectives entered together, a flanking maneuver that told him everything he needed. Carter first—a heavyset man in a blue button-down that strained at the seams, sleeves rolled past the elbow, exposing a lattice of old scars and a wristwatch with a cracked crystal. He moved like he owned the floor. In Carter’s shadow came Maria Lopez, more compact and less assuming, but with the coiled efficiency of someone who never forgot a detail. She wore her badge on a chain, tucked beneath her shirt, and her eyes behind the glasses were as dark as the Cuban roast in her hand.
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"Morning, Jason," Carter said, too loud for the size of the room. He dropped his folder on the table and let it splay open, half the papers already dog-eared and creased with annotations. "Appreciate you waiting. Busy day in Miami, you know?"
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Miller nodded, a single downward dip of his chin. "Of course, Detective."
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Lopez slipped into the chair opposite, crossed her legs, and balanced her notepad on one knee. "We’ll try not to take up too much of your time," she said, voice even. "Just need to clear up a few things before you head home."

––––––––

[image: ]


The phrase sounded like a joke, and for a moment Miller considered matching it with a smile. He decided against it.
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Carter remained standing. He sipped his coffee, grimaced at the taste, and set it next to the folder. "Let’s cut to it. You know why you’re here."
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Miller let a beat pass. "Something about the jewelry store on Biscayne. I heard the rumors."
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Carter’s eyebrows twitched upward, as if amazed at Miller’s self-restraint. "Rumors are one thing, Jason. Evidence is another." He circled the table, letting the weight of his presence crowd the air. "Last night, someone boosted forty grand in loose diamonds and antique watches. Smashed the case, clean as a whistle. Alarms were cut, cops showed up four minutes late. You know how that looks, coming from someone with your... entrepreneurial background?"
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"I run a convenience shop. I’ve got nothing to do with diamonds."
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"You’re on the security footage two blocks away at 8:37 p.m. That’s two minutes before the break-in. So you’ll forgive me if I’m not ready to accept your story at face value."
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Miller blinked. He laced his fingers together and kept his eyes on the rim of his cup. "I closed early last night. Inventory day. The receipts are in my office."
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"Convenient," Carter said. He leaned in, planting his hands on either side of the folder. The table whined beneath his weight. "You walked out of your store, turned onto Biscayne, and then what? You just strolled around for fun?"
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Lopez watched without blinking, her pen already scribbling in the notepad. She tapped the spiral with her thumb, a subtle metronome. "It’s unusual," she said. "Most people, end of a long day, they go home. You didn’t go home, Mr. Miller?"

––––––––

[image: ]


"Sometimes I walk. Helps me clear my head," Miller said.
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"And your head needed clearing last night?"
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"I’d had a disagreement with my sister. We work together. We’re under a lot of stress."
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Lopez made a small mark. "Would you describe your mood as... agitated?"
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Miller considered this. He gave a measured shrug. "I’d say frustrated, maybe. Not agitated. I needed some air."

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
3 STORY

BOOK SERIES

THE JASI]tN
MILLER
BASE

9 BRIANLESLIE

T R USESSARNBESRERCSASNSP U B L | S HING





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





