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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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Coerced Interrogations

Witnesses / Victim Interviews

Sexual Assault Allegations

Flawed Investigations
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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 rain was relentless, pooling in the cracks of the city’s worn streets and running in rivulets down the sides of buildings. It soaked through everything, washing away the surface grime but leaving behind the deeper stains—the kind that couldn’t be scrubbed clean. ​ Evelyn Hart’s body lay crumpled in an alley, her blood diluted by the downpour, her life reduced to a few scattered belongings and a growing pool of red.
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Detective Lucas Vance stood at the edge of the scene, his gloves snapping into place as he prepared to face the evidence. He’d seen death before, but this was different. Evelyn wasn’t just another victim. ​ She was an informant, a key player in a dangerous game that had been unfolding in the city’s underbelly for months. ​ Her death wasn’t random. ​ It was calculated, precise, and it carried a message. ​
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The department wanted this case closed quickly, quietly. The captain had made that clear. But Vance knew better. There was more to Evelyn’s story, and the truth wasn’t going to be easy to find—or safe to uncover. ​ As the rain blurred the lines between blood and water, Vance stepped forward, knowing that this was only the beginning. ​
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CHAPTER 1
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Rain hammered the alley, each droplet a minor act of violence against cracked concrete and the thin yellow tape cinched around the mouth of the crime scene. The water pooled in oily sheets, swirling rainbowed eddies around the discarded needles and crumpled takeout containers that pressed against the battered dumpsters. There was a stench—piss, old sweat, the metallic prelude of blood—that lived in the brickwork, rising sharp beneath the chemical tang of wet pavement. Above, in half-reflected puddles, the pink and blue neon of a bail bonds office blinked and shuddered with every gust of wind.
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Detective Lucas Vance scanned the length of the alley with a practiced gaze. His overcoat had surrendered to the elements hours ago, and now the fabric clung to his frame in dark, sodden folds. He paused at the perimeter, pulling on latex gloves with a mechanical grace, and let his eyes absorb the first impression: the way the body of Evelyn Hart was slumped between two battered recycling bins, her left shoe several feet from her foot, one hand curled beneath her hip as if she’d tried to cradle the wound at her abdomen before gravity and shock conspired to drag her down.
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Caldwell was already ducking beneath the tape, boots splashing as she moved with brisk efficiency to the far end of the alley. She had a clipboard tucked under one arm, hair pulled back tight and practical, face already set in a mask of focus. She nodded to the beat officer, exchanged a few clipped words, then circled back to where Vance stood.
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“EMS pronounced at zero-three-twenty,” Caldwell said, her voice a flat murmur under the rain’s percussion. “Neighbor called in a scream, but nobody saw the shooter.”
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Vance grunted. He knelt beside the body, careful not to disturb the fine bloom of blood that had begun to halo outwards, diluted by rain and smeared with grit. Evelyn’s face was peaceful, almost bored. She’d worn a businesslike jacket—good quality, tailored—but the fabric was torn near the waist and already saturated to a glossy black.
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He checked the hands. No obvious defensive wounds. Her nails were short, clean. Jewelry limited to a plain silver band on her right thumb.
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Vance scanned the alley for casings, impact marks—any sign of the moment. He reached to gently tilt her head, revealing a damp shock of brown hair and the jagged edge of a laceration near her ear. Rain had sluiced away much of the blood, but the wound was precise.
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From the alley entrance came the low rumble of Captain Henry Mercer’s voice, louder than the storm and twice as cold. Mercer strode through the tape with a predator’s confidence, boots immaculate even in this weather, his hair a meticulous gray that seemed almost waterproof.
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He surveyed the scene, eyes darting between the forensics techs, the officers, and the distant huddle of uniforms taking statements from a shaking barback in a windbreaker.
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“Vance,” Mercer barked, “walk with me.”
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Vance stood, stripped off his gloves, and followed Mercer to the shadowed mouth of the alley where the neon surrendered to the sodium streetlamps. Mercer didn’t waste time on pleasantries.
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“She was valuable to us,” Mercer said, voice pitched low. “If word gets out we lost an informant, our other sources might get spooked. You understand the gravity?”
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Vance nodded, but a muscle ticked in his jaw. “I understand.”
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“Keep this one tight, Lucas. Chain of custody, leaks to the press—lock it down. No side chatter.” Mercer’s gaze narrowed, as if seeking proof of allegiance in Vance’s face. “We need this cleaned up before IA or the Feds get an itch. You’re lead, but you’re on a leash.”
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Mercer waited, reading Vance’s silence like a second language. He took a step closer. “You got a problem with that?”
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Vance held the Captain’s gaze, pulse steady. “None you’d want to hear in front of a corpse, sir.”
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A hint of satisfaction flickered in Mercer’s eyes. He turned, leaving Vance in the shallow light, and stalked off to his cruiser.
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When the echo of Mercer’s boots faded, Vance exhaled, slow and deliberate, and rejoined Caldwell at the body. She knelt on the wet cement, her gloved fingers brushing the edge of an evidence marker.
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“Captain riding your ass already?” she asked, not looking up.
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“He wants it quiet.” Vance hunkered beside her, careful not to shadow her work. “He’s more worried about the department’s image than Hart’s murder.”
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“That’s new,” Caldwell said. “Mercer usually wants the perp’s balls for breakfast.” She plucked a marker from the ground and repositioned it, aligning it with a small black rectangle near Evelyn’s outstretched hand.
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“Scene looks off,” she said, lowering her voice. “You see the fingerprint powder?”
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Vance nodded. The first responder’s dusting was messy, more like someone had slathered it with a brush and then half-wiped it away. In the swirl of gray were partials, some sharp, some blurred. At the edge of the alley, where the tape was supposed to be, a strip dangled, torn loose from its anchor point.
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Caldwell pointed to another oddity: a strip of electrical tape, peeled back from the metal of a dumpster, exposing a thin, almost invisible line of red paint beneath. The paint was fresh, still slick despite the rain.
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“Somebody wanted us to see that?” Vance asked.
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“Or somebody wanted to hide it, and got sloppy.” Caldwell straightened, brushing water from her brow. “You ever see an alley staged like this?”
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Vance shook his head. He moved to the body again, studying Evelyn’s features. Her eyes, fixed and glassy, caught the neon and fractured it into prisms. Her jaw was set in the way of someone who had expected violence, eventually, but not now.
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He swept the area with a pocket flashlight, pausing at the odd distribution of evidence markers. Number four—labeling a cigarette butt—was nearly six feet from the nearest other marker. Number seven, a torn bit of latex glove, was perched atop a pile of cardboard as if placed deliberately.
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“They’re leading us,” Vance muttered. “Or they’re covering for a fuck-up.”
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A grunt from Caldwell. “Either way, it’s not random.”
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They worked the scene in silence, Vance cataloging details in his battered notebook, Caldwell dictating into her recorder as she mapped the crime scene on her phone. Rain blurred the boundaries between blood and water, turning the alley into a smear of color and suggestion.
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From a side window, a tenant leaned out, cellphone poised. Caldwell waved him back inside with a flash of her badge. “You want to go through her pockets?”
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Vance nodded. Together they searched the body, methodical. Wallet: missing. Phone: not on her. Inside jacket lining, a single brass key and a folded piece of paper, the ink bled into unreadable patterns.
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Caldwell held it up. “Want to take bets on whether it’s a dead drop location or a confession?”
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Vance took it, squinting at the dissolving script. “Could be both.” He pocketed the paper in an evidence bag.
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A forensics tech approached, careful steps splashing. “Detective, you want us to run the prints here, or wait for the lab?”
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“Here first,” Vance said. “Every minute counts.” He glanced at Caldwell, who nodded in agreement.
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The tech retreated, and Caldwell leaned in, voice lower. “You trust Mercer on this?”
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“Never have,” Vance replied. “But he’s not wrong about the heat.”
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She hesitated, then said, “You think he’s protecting the department, or himself?”
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