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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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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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In the heart of the Midwest, where the land stretches wide and the sky seems endless, there are places that hold stories—some whispered, some forgotten, and some waiting to be unearthed. ​ These places, with their weathered walls and creaking floors, carry the weight of lives lived and lost, of secrets buried deep within their foundations. ​ They are more than wood and stone; they are keepers of memories, witnesses to joy and sorrow, and guardians of truths that refuse to fade. ​
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This is the story of one such house, a farmhouse that stood resilient against time and the elements, its sun-bleached exterior hiding the shadows of its past. ​ It is a story of new beginnings, of a family seeking solace in the quiet embrace of the countryside, only to find themselves entangled in the echoes of a tragedy that refused to be silenced. ​ It is a story of justice, of the slow, deliberate unraveling of a mystery that had haunted a town for a decade. ​ And it is a story of resilience, of how even in the face of darkness, there is light to be found, and how the human spirit can rebuild, even when the walls around it remember. ​
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In this place, where the wind carries whispers and the earth cradles secrets, the past and present collide, and the truth waits patiently to be uncovered. ​ Some stories are never truly finished—they linger, waiting for the right hands to turn the page. ​ This is one of those stories.
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THE STORY




[image: ]




The old farmhouse was the color of dried bone. Not white, exactly, but sunbleached into submission by sixty summers and left with streaks of tan along the windward side. Ron Walton stopped the U-Haul at the end of the drive and studied it the way a man studies a difficult math problem. “Looks even bigger without the listing photos lying about the lens distortion,” he said, running a hand through his hair. The roof, heavy with last fall’s leaves, canted in just enough places to suggest future trouble. Dedra Walton, in the passenger seat, angled the mirror to catch her own expression and found herself grinning. She liked that it looked haunted.
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They’d come to Iowa for space, for air. Suburban Minneapolis had grown claws the past two years—twin mortgage and burnout—and Dedra’s Pinterest boards had given way to full-on country life obsession. The price was right. The structure was solid, at least according to the inspector’s fine print. The last owners, a bank out of Des Moines, had barely swept up before handing them the keys.
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