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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. 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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There are moments in life when the world feels like it’s closing in, when the weight of fear and uncertainty presses so heavily on your chest that you wonder if you’ll ever breathe freely again. ​ Moments when the darkness seems endless, and the fight feels futile. ​ But it’s in those moments—when everything seems lost—that you discover the strength you never knew you had.
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Jennifer Harms didn’t ask to be a hero. She didn’t ask to be hunted, to be forced into hiding, or to carry the burden of a past she couldn’t escape. But when the shadows came for her, she didn’t crumble. ​ She didn’t surrender. ​ She fought back. ​ Not because she was fearless, but because she refused to let fear define her. ​
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This is a story of survival, of courage born from desperation, and of the quiet power that comes from choosing to keep moving forward—even when the road ahead is shrouded in uncertainty. ​ It’s a reminder that no matter how dark the night, the sun will rise again. ​ And when it does, you’ll find yourself standing, stronger than ever, ready to face whatever comes next. ​
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Because survival isn’t just about staying alive—it’s about reclaiming your life, one step at a time. ​
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THE STORY
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The second-grade classroom felt wrong without Jennifer Harms. By noon, every teacher in the building knew it wasn’t a sick day. Her students, sugar-wired on pre-weekend anticipation, had been rotated through the gym and then deposited in the library with an overtaxed sub who looked ready to resign before lunch. Principal Lee glided through the hallway with his radio, deploying platitudes and panic in equal measure.
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Richard Sparks noticed first. He always noticed first—every fire drill, every unmarked car in the staff lot, every change in the copy paper’s brand. Today it was the way Jennifer’s usual note for the custodian (“pls refill wipes! thx, -J”) was missing from her door. He peered inside her darkened classroom at 7:18, confirmed the emptiness, and walked it back and forth in his mind for an hour before mentioning it to Lee.
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“Not like her,” Richard said, pushing his glasses up as if it would focus the facts. “She keeps lists for her lists. She doesn’t miss Fridays.”
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Lee made the wrong joke—something about tequila, or Tinder, Richard couldn’t recall—so Richard let it go. By lunch, it was obvious no one had heard from her.
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Richard ate a power bar and half a banana in the quiet of his room and then, against every instinct for propriety, dialed Jennifer’s number. It rang twice before sending him to voicemail. He left a stammered message. Then he googled the address from last year’s Christmas card and mapped the twelve-minute drive. He told himself he was being a friend, not a snoop.
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The street was one of those postwar blocks that hovered between decay and gentrification. Jennifer’s townhouse stood out by virtue of being the only one with three different types of succulents on the porch. The mail slot overflowed with supermarket flyers. Her car, a grey hatchback with a faded anti-bullying sticker, was parked straight as a ruler at the curb.
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Richard knocked once. No answer. He knocked again, louder, and when the door drifted open an inch under his hand, he froze.
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He called out. Nothing.
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Inside, he saw the living room as he’d imagined it from staff party small talk: IKEA couch, a wall of rainbow-coded books, a stack of teacher tote bags lined up like obedient dogs. But there were other things—a knocked-over lamp, a travel mug bleeding coffee onto the rug, and a single ballet flat shoe under the coffee table. The silence was so absolute he could hear the refrigerator running.
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Richard’s hand shook as he dialed 911. He recited his name and address in crisp, math-teacher cadence. He did not enter any farther. When the dispatcher asked if he could see blood or weapons, Richard said “No” and then, after a pause, “Not yet.”
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Detective Marcus Godfreed had worked Missing Persons for eleven years and had yet to see a disappearance that didn’t leave fingerprints on both sides of the door. Sometimes they were literal; mostly they were the oily prints of panic and performance, the lies people told before and after the person went missing. The victim always mattered less than the vacuum left behind.
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He arrived at the townhouse in a rumpled suit, clipboard under his arm, and interviewed Richard Sparks first. He liked the ones who stuttered and kept looking at their shoes—they rarely lied about the big things.
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“She wouldn’t run,” Richard said. “She has a cat. She hates travel. She—”
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Godfreed put up a hand. “Was Ms. Harms seeing anyone? Family nearby?”
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Richard shook his head. “No family. A couple friends from the gym, maybe. I mean, she went out, but she’s not the type to—”
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The detective had already heard the word type four times, and filed it away. He nodded. “Thank you, Mr. Sparks. You did the right thing.”
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The uniformed officers were already dusting the living room and making a slow sweep upstairs. Godfreed ducked under the crime scene tape and walked the first floor himself, cataloguing in his head: Mug spilled, but not shattered. Lamp on the floor, bulb intact. Carpet fibers compressed by two sets of feet, one smaller, one larger, both wearing shoes. No forced entry. Glass patio door locked from the inside. The shoe under the table was a size 7, left foot. Its mate stood upright in the hallway, like it had been stepped out of with intent.
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