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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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The city never sleeps, but it dreams in shadows. ​ Beneath the hum of streetlights and the rhythm of hurried footsteps, there’s a pulse—a quiet, relentless beat that drives everything forward. ​ 
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Deals are made in back rooms, promises exchanged in whispers, and power shifts hands in the dead of night. ​ It’s a machine, grinding away, fueled by ambition, fear, and the unspoken understanding that some rules are meant to be broken. ​
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But every machine has a cost. ​ Every cog, every gear, every turn demands payment. ​ And when the machine is built on corruption, the price is always blood.
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For years, the city’s streets have been stained with it. The victims are nameless, their stories buried under paperwork and excuses. ​ The perpetrators wear badges, their crimes hidden behind the shield of authority. ​ And those who dare to challenge the machine? They pay the highest price of all.
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Jenny Harm knows this. She’s seen the receipts—hospital records, affidavits, bruises that bloom like dark flowers. ​ She’s heard the stories, the ones that don’t make the news, the ones that die in silence. ​ She’s felt the weight of the machine pressing down, daring her to look away.
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But Jenny doesn’t look away. She can’t. Because she knows the truth: corruption isn’t just a stain on the city. It’s the city itself. And if she’s going to survive, if she’s going to make even the smallest dent in the machine, she’ll have to pay the price. ​
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The question is, how much is too much? And when the bill comes due, will she still believe it was worth it? ​
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THE STORY
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The Civil Rights division occupied the ugliest floor in the DA’s building. Someone, at some point, thought “ugly” meant “efficient”—carpet the color of dried blood, flickering fluorescence that left skin the hue of day-old oatmeal, cubicles bunched together like a warehouse clearance sale. Jenny Harm arrived at 8:36, which was early for her and technically late for everyone else. She dropped her bag on the desk, earning a puff of dust from the legal pads underneath, and stared at the mound of police misconduct files waiting for her. Stamped letters, coffee-ringed, annotated in at least three different colors of highlighter. Every folder a discrete story of ruined skin and civil liberties, all catalogued for her review.

––––––––

[image: ]


The coffee in the breakroom was already burnt, but she poured a cup anyway and returned to her workstation. She fished through the top layer—late-night intake forms, a hand-delivered complaint with a coffee stain matching her own, anonymous tips scrawled in a child’s marker. This was the rhythm: pick a file, read, get angry, repeat.
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Jenny opened the next folder, expecting more of the same. This one started like a lot of them—hospital photos, a doctor’s assessment, a tight, nervous affidavit—but halfway through the complaint, she felt something snag. Jim Coleman, maintenance technician at Mount Sinai West, divorced, no criminal history, never even a speeding ticket. The arresting officers claimed he resisted. The ER photos made that claim look like a sick joke: stitches zigzagging across his eyebrow, nose broken in two places, ring of bruises that could only have come from a boot.
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Jenny set the folder upright, flipping through the rest with her thumb. There it was again, buried in the intake interview: “They took me to a place that wasn’t the precinct.” She underlined it, once, then twice. Her desk was already a disaster, so adding a sticky note didn’t make things worse. “Coleman: off-site?”
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She read it again, slower. It was the phrasing that stuck—“a place that wasn’t the precinct.” Coleman knew the city. He’d fixed HVAC in half the government buildings north of 42nd. If he said it wasn’t a precinct, it wasn’t. She jotted a cross-reference to two other recent files—L. Peña, picked up in Hell’s Kitchen, and S. Bloom, a bartender in Tribeca, both mentioned “special treatment” after being “moved.” The cases didn’t share officers or precincts, but the injuries and the after-action write-ups had an uncanny echo.
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She took a photo of Coleman’s intake with her phone and emailed it to herself—habit from her old days as a public defender, when paperwork had a habit of going missing. Then she called the number on the complaint. Four rings, then the hollow beep of a prepaid voicemail. She hung up, not surprised.
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