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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. Its streets hum with the rhythm of lives intertwined, secrets buried beneath layers of concrete and steel. Detroit, a place where shadows stretch long and deep, where the rain washes away the surface but never the stains beneath. It’s a city of second chances and last resorts, where justice is a currency traded in whispers and blood.
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Tonight, the storm rages, a tempest that mirrors the chaos brewing in the hearts of men. ​ In the alleys and high-rises, deals are struck, lives are gambled, and the truth is a fragile thing, easily shattered. ​ For some, the game is survival. For others, it’s power. But for a few, it’s about something more—a reckoning, a chance to tip the scales and make the score even.
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Detective Shaw knows these streets better than most. He’s walked them for years, chasing ghosts and stitching together the frayed edges of a city that refuses to heal. ​ But this night feels different. ​ The rain carries whispers of something darker, something that won’t be silenced. ​ A message has been left in the shadows, written in blood and ink, daring him to follow the trail.
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The game has begun. And in Detroit, the rules are never what they seem. ​
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THE STORY
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Rain hammered the East Side, painting Detroit’s alleys in a shifting gloss of black oil and sodium light. The sedan shuddered as it nosed into the curb, its wipers losing to the deluge, and Shaw stepped out into a world of static electricity and wet neon. His shoes found the curb and immediately soaked through, no buffer between the elements and him. The storm wasn’t letting up tonight.
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A uniform was waiting by the mouth of the alley, under a half-collapsed billboard advertising cigarettes to a demographic that was mostly dead. The cop raised his hand, half salute, half surrender, as if he knew his presence here was a formality.
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“Detectives,” he called, already anxious to hand off the scene. “He’s back there. CSU’s got their cones up. You’ll want to see this yourself.”
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Shaw nodded and motioned for the others. Perch Shelby sloshed around the rear of the sedan, collar up, grin already plastered on despite the rain in his eyes. Denny brought up the rear, black notebook in one hand, umbrella in the other, coat buttoned to the chin in a doomed effort to stay dry.
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They ducked under police tape, past a battered green dumpster with enough stench to clear the living but not the dead. The body lay ten yards down the alley, haloed by the sick light of a dying streetlamp. Marcus “Mags” Gordon, ex-con, mid-level pusher, and all-around east side entrepreneur, had finally run out of luck. He was sprawled on his back, arms up as if expecting a referee’s count. The rain had already begun to wash the blood into patterns that would make a CSU tech cry.
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