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    For the forgotten.

For the women whose names never made the headlines.

For the families who fought for justice in a system designed to silence them.

For the voices lost in the noise—but never truly gone.

And for those who refuse to look away.

This is for you.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "The most dangerous creation of any society is the man who has nothing to lose."—James Baldwin
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​Chapter 1: The First Body
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The early morning chill still clung to the air when Detective Rochelle Banks pulled her coat tighter around her frame. The rhythmic hum of a passing Red Line train echoed through the misty morning, its headlights flashing momentarily across the cluster of officers gathered by the Metro station entrance. A few bystanders lingered beyond the hastily drawn crime scene tape, their curiosity barely contained by the presence of uniformed officers.

Rochelle stepped over the yellow barrier, her boots making a wet squelch against the dewy pavement. She was no stranger to early morning calls—death didn't sleep, and neither did the streets of D.C.

"Detective Banks."

She turned to see Officer Howard, a young patrolman with sharp eyes and a nervous energy that suggested he hadn’t yet grown accustomed to scenes like this. He gave her a nod before gesturing toward the darkened underpass leading to the Metro entrance.

"Female, mid-to-late twenties. No ID on her. Just found her about an hour ago when Metro employees were coming in for shift change," Howard said, glancing down at his notepad.

Rochelle sighed. "Who called it in?"

"Station attendant. Said he noticed blood near the edge of the platform, then saw—" He hesitated before clearing his throat. "Then saw the body against the wall, like she’d been propped up there."

Rochelle followed his gaze toward the far side of the Metro entrance, where a forensic tech was kneeling next to the body. Even in the dim light of the early morning, the scene was stark. The victim had been posed—legs outstretched, arms limp at her sides. Her head tilted just enough to reveal a long, jagged gash across her throat.

"Jesus," Rochelle muttered, stepping closer. The young woman’s dark brown skin was marred by the deep wound, dried blood streaking her neck and the front of her blouse. Her eyes were still open, glassy, staring up at nothing.

"Robbery?" asked another voice. Rochelle turned to see her partner, Detective Sean Rourke, standing a few feet behind her. He was holding a disposable coffee cup in one hand, his other tucked into his coat pocket. Always looking too relaxed, too casual.

Rochelle scoffed. "What, you see a purse missing?"

Rourke exhaled, stepping closer to examine the victim. "Just saying, a woman alone at night, near the Metro? Could be a mugging gone wrong."

"Or it could be something worse," Rochelle said, crouching beside the body.

She noted the way the victim’s clothing was slightly disturbed. Not torn, not violently disheveled, but carefully positioned after death. It wasn’t the work of someone in a panic—it was deliberate. The placement of the hands, the head tilted just so. Whoever had done this wanted her to be seen.

She turned to one of the forensic techs dusting for prints on the nearby wall. "Do we have an approximate time of death?"

"Rigor’s just starting to set in. Between four and five hours ago, so somewhere around 2 AM," the tech replied.

"Any security footage?" Rourke asked.

Officer Howard shook his head. "The camera facing this side of the platform is broken—has been for weeks, apparently. Metro says they put in a request to fix it, but, you know, bureaucracy."

"Of course," Rochelle muttered. The Metro was a labyrinth of delayed maintenance, red tape, and budget cuts. If there was a record of what happened here, they wouldn’t find it in security footage.

She stood up, rolling her shoulders. "We need an ID on her. Check missing persons reports. If she had a Metro card, maybe we can track her last ride."

"And if she didn’t?" Rourke asked, sipping his coffee.

"Then we do it the old-fashioned way," Rochelle said, her voice edged with frustration. "Footwork. Checking the nearby businesses, asking around."

Rourke didn’t argue. They both knew this wasn’t the kind of case that would get fast-tracked. A young Black woman found dead in a city where murders like hers barely made the evening news? The department wouldn't be in a rush to solve this one.

As if reading her mind, Rourke sighed. "You think this one's gonna slip through the cracks, don’t you?"

"I think if we don’t push, it will," Rochelle said plainly.

Rourke looked down at the body again, his expression unreadable. "You ever wonder why you keep putting yourself through this?"

Rochelle turned to face him, her dark eyes unwavering. "Because if I don’t, who will?"

A few feet away, the forensic tech bagged a small, folded piece of paper from the victim’s clenched hand. Rochelle stepped forward and took it. Unfolding the slip, she saw a single line written in red ink:

"She walked the Red Line. Now she’s gone."

Her grip on the paper tightened. This wasn’t just another random killing.

This was the beginning of something worse.
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​Chapter 2: Detective Rochelle Banks
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Rochelle Banks stared at the television screen in the squad room, her jaw tightening as the morning news anchor smoothly transitioned from a weather update to a story about a missing college student in Georgetown. A young white woman, barely 21, had vanished after leaving a popular bar, and the media had already plastered her face across every news segment and website in the region.

Not a single mention of the dead Black woman found near the Red Line just hours ago.

She exhaled slowly, forcing herself to look away before she shattered the cheap department-issued coffee cup in her hand. She wasn’t surprised, not really, but that didn’t make it any easier to stomach.

"They barely covered the body we found last night," she muttered.

Sean Rourke, her partner, looked up from his desk, brow furrowed. "What?"

Rochelle motioned to the television with her chin. "That girl goes missing in Georgetown, and she’s all over the news. But a Black woman gets her throat slashed near the Metro, and it’s like she never existed."

Rourke sighed, rubbing a hand through his sandy brown hair. "Rochelle, it’s a missing person case. People panic about missing girls, especially young ones."

"Right. But they don’t panic about murdered Black women."

His expression flickered with something—maybe discomfort, maybe annoyance. "Come on, you know it’s not that simple."

She turned toward him, arms crossed. "It’s exactly that simple, Rourke. This happens all the damn time. Black and brown women go missing or turn up dead, and no one gives a damn. No press conferences, no search parties, no 24-hour news cycle."

He exhaled, shaking his head. "The media picks up what they think will get attention."

"You mean what they think will get white attention."

He didn’t say anything.

She leaned forward. "If that girl from Georgetown turned up dead, we’d have federal agents breathing down our necks, and you know it. But what do we get? A couple of uniforms going through the motions and a stack of reports no one upstairs is rushing to read."

Rourke looked like he wanted to argue, but he hesitated. Rochelle could see the internal struggle in his face—he wanted to tell her she was being paranoid, that this wasn’t about race, but some part of him knew she wasn’t wrong.

Instead, he sighed and ran a hand down his face. "Alright, so what do you want to do?"

Rochelle arched a brow. "You really asking me that?"

"I mean, what’s the play here, Banks? If the media’s not covering it, we still have a job to do."

"Yeah, we do," she shot back. "But if no one outside this department gives a damn, we’re the only ones standing between justice and another ignored case file collecting dust."

Rourke leaned back in his chair. "So we push harder."

"Damn right, we do."

She grabbed her jacket off the back of her chair and slung it over her shoulders. "I’m going to talk to Tasha Lewis."

Rourke made a face. "Oh, great."

Tasha Lewis was a well-known activist in D.C., especially when it came to missing Black women. She had a reputation for calling out law enforcement, the media, and anyone else who turned a blind eye. Rochelle didn’t always agree with Tasha’s approach, but she respected the hell out of her persistence.

"Don’t start," Rochelle warned.

"You really think bringing her in is a good idea? She’ll put the department on blast the second we open our mouths."

"Good," Rochelle said. "Maybe that’s what we need."

Rourke grumbled under his breath but didn’t argue further. Rochelle knew he didn’t like rocking the boat, but she also knew he wasn’t about to let this case slip through the cracks.
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