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Find more about Brian Leslie by going to www.brianlesliemedia.com . 

Or Call 1-888-400-1309

––––––––

[image: ]


U.S. NATIONAL EXPERT IN:

Coerced Interrogations

Witnesses / Victim Interviews

Sexual Assault Allegations

Flawed Investigations



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


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 house on Linwood Avenue stood like a sentinel, its red-brick facade weathered by time and secrets. The lace curtains in its tall windows hung limp, veiling the whispers of lives long past. The spindly sycamore outside swayed in the late-September wind, its branches clawing at the sky as if trying to unearth the truth buried deep within the stone foundation. The air carried a peculiar scent—rain mingled with decay, a faint trace of something ancient and unyielding. ​
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For years, the house had been a quiet observer, its walls absorbing the echoes of laughter, arguments, and silence. It had seen families come and go; their stories etched into its bones. ​ But some stories were darker, heavier, and refused to fade. ​ They lingered in the shadows, waiting for the right moment to emerge.
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It was a house that demanded to be seen, to be understood. ​ And for those who dared to step inside, it offered a choice: to uncover the truth or to turn away, leaving its mysteries to fester in the dark. ​ But the truth, once unearthed, could never be buried again. ​ It would ripple outward, changing lives, unraveling lies, and forcing those who found it to confront the weight of what had been hidden. ​
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The house was patient. It knew that every story, no matter how deeply buried, would one day find its voice. ​ And when it did, the world would listen.
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THE STORY
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A row of stoic red-brick Victorians lined up on Baltimore’s Linwood Avenue, their tall windows half-shrouded in lace and grime, watched Jane McLeod’s sedan roll to a stop beneath a spindly sycamore. The late-September wind was sharp, carrying a whiff of rain and something less distinct—a tinge of mulch, maybe, or the accumulated breath of old houses left too long to their secrets.
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She pulled the keys from the ignition and glanced in the rearview. Sam, her husband, was already unfolding his broad frame from the passenger seat, stretching legs gone stiff from the drive down from Columbia. She liked that he always got out first, like he was staking the ground, testing for soft spots. As Jane collected the real estate printouts and her phone, Sam rapped lightly on her window.
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“Ready?” he mouthed, though it wasn’t a question.
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“Ready,” she said aloud, and checked her lipstick in the mirror, even though she’d be masked as soon as they met the realtor. The virus had forced these little rituals to adapt, not disappear.
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Mark Ellison—REALTOR, as his badge insisted—stood on the stoop of 2343 Linwood, one hand on the fluted wooden column, the other waving with kinetic cheer. He was barely out of his twenties, all tight plaid and gym-fit optimism, but he seemed determined to make “Victorian Charm” the official theme of the tour.
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“Mr. and Mrs. McLeod!” Mark called out, as though emceeing a gameshow, then beckoned them up with a flourish. “Welcome to your potential forever home!”
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Jane exchanged a glance with Sam that said: If he calls it a ‘gem’ I swear to God.
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The front door opened with a cry of hinges. Mark herded them into the parlor, launching into a practiced spiel: “Original hardwood, tin ceilings, hand-carved balustrade—really rare to find in this price bracket, trust me.” His voice was rich with connoisseurship, as if this place were a private gallery and not a drafty two-family split clinging to the edge of habitable.
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