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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 by going to www.brianlesliemedia.com . 

Or Call 1-888-400-1309
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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.
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PROLOGUE
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There are moments in life when the choice to stand up for what’s right feels impossible. When the weight of corruption, fear, and power presses down so heavily, it seems easier to stay silent, to turn away, to let someone else fight the battle. ​ But there are those who refuse to back down, who rise to meet the challenge, no matter the cost. ​ They are the ones who remind us that courage isn’t the absence of fear—it’s the decision to act in spite of it.
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Detective Agostino Gallo and his partner, Silvano Milanesi, are two men who understand this truth. They’ve spent their lives navigating a world where justice is often compromised, where the powerful protect their own, and where the vulnerable are left to fend for themselves. ​ Yet, they’ve never stopped believing in the power of doing what’s right. When a body is discovered under a pier, they don’t see just another case—they see a chance to fight for someone who can no longer fight for themselves.
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What follows is a battle not just for justice, but for integrity, for hope, and for the belief that even the smallest actions can spark change. It’s a story of perseverance, of standing firm when the ground beneath you shakes, and of finding strength in the face of overwhelming odds.
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This is a story for anyone who has ever felt the pull to make a difference, for anyone who has ever believed that the truth matters. It’s a reminder that even when the path is uncertain, even when the fight is hard, there is always a way forward. This is Drug Unit Harlem. ​
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THE STORY
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The body floated in on a Thursday, skin the color of wet newsprint, the stink hitting the pier before the meat wagon even did. They found it wedged against a stack of busted pallets under the 130th Street pier, half-shredded by propeller and river rats. Uniforms called it in by the book, kept the onlookers at bay with yellow tape and cheap sarcasm.
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By the time the detectives got there, most of the evidence had either drifted downstream or gotten trampled by rubber soles and curiosity. The harbor cops had zipped the bag shut, but the coroner’s van still took its time, as if death moved at city speed only when it wanted.
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Agostino Gallo stood a few feet back, not because of the smell but because he was watching the watchers. He’d learned over years—first on beat, then in plainclothes—that sometimes the living were harder to read than the dead. Gallo clocked the dockhands muttering in Spanish and Spanglish, the old-timers on folding chairs who didn’t look up from their plastic chessboard, and the trio of uniformed officers pretending not to glance at their cellphones.
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He caught the shifty-eyed one, tall and thin as a matchstick, flick his gaze toward the plastic bag like he expected it to move. Gallo made a mental note. Every witness lied, but some did it on reflex.
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His partner, Silvano Milanesi, crouched by the waterline, squinting at a set of scuffed Nikes poking from the bag’s opening. Milanesi’s suit looked like it had been pressed by someone who still respected suits, but the city’s humidity was already puckering his collar. He used a pen to poke at the left shoe, muttering, “Didn’t even tie ‘em before tossing. That’s a new one.”
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Gallo drifted over, hands deep in his jacket pockets. “They’re getting lazy,” he said. “Or they want us to see something.”
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Milanesi stood, brushed river scum off his sleeve. “Name yet?”
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“Rafiel Angelo. Warehouse guy over on 118th. Next of kin’s a sister, address on file.”
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