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Find more about Brian Leslie by going to www.brianlesliemedia.com . 
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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 City of Havenwood was a place of quiet ambition, where power whispered through backroom deals and secrets were currency. Its streets, lined with aging oaks and crumbling brick facades, carried the weight of decades of compromise. Old Mill Park, once a jewel of civic pride, had become a shadow of its former self—a place where the past lingered in overgrown hedges and moss-slick bridges, and the future seemed to stall in the stagnant air. ​
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Eleanor Vance had always believed in order. ​ Numbers made sense; they could be balanced, calculated, controlled. But Havenwood was a city that defied logic, where the rules bent to the will of those who knew how to play the game. ​ She had learned that the hard way, watching contracts slip through her fingers and promises dissolve into thin air. ​ Still, she clung to her principles, even as the world around her unraveled.
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Marcus Thorne had once dreamed of music that could change lives, but dreams didn’t pay hospital bills or fix broken systems. His guitar was his refuge, a way to drown out the noise of a city that seemed determined to crush him. He played in the park at night, where the shadows were his only audience, and the echoes of his chords felt like the only truth he could hold onto.
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​

Chloe Jenkins moved through Havenwood like a ghost, blending into the background with practiced ease. ​ She had no use for the city’s politics or its promises. ​ Her world was the here and now, the quiet spaces where she could breathe without being seen. She knew how to survive, how to navigate the edges of a society that had never made room for her. ​
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Three strangers, each carrying their own burdens, converged on the park one fateful night. ​ A scream shattered the stillness, and the fragile threads of their lives became tangled in a web of lies, fear, and murder. As the city’s secrets began to unravel, so did their own, forcing them to confront the choices that had brought them to the edge of the bridge—and the consequences that would follow. ​
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In Havenwood, the truth was never simple, and survival often came at a cost. ​ But sometimes, even in the darkest corners, there was a chance to rewrite the story. If they were willing to try. ​
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THE STORY
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Old Mill Park wore the evening like a borrowed suit. Nothing fit the way it once had. The hedges flopped over the crushed-brick paths, ancient rosebushes clawed at the benches, and the stone footbridge sweated moss, leaking green down into the water below. Every thirty seconds, the park’s only lamplight flickered with municipal neglect, making the shadows lurch like something waking up.
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Eleanor Vance set her battered leather folio on the least-birdshit-splattered end of a picnic table, squared her shoulders, and laid out her paperwork with the ritual precision of a woman trying to impose order on entropy. Appraisal documents, transfer affidavits, the projected build cost for the new community center—each page crisp and uncreased, marred only by the bullet-point questions she scribbled at angles in green pen. In her head, a voice recited, “Due diligence means everything, or it means nothing at all.” She’d used that line before, at her last real client pitch, and lost the contract anyway.
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