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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 room was dark, save for the faint glow of a desk lamp casting long shadows across the walls. ​ Papers were scattered in chaotic piles, their edges curling from the weight of time and tension. Detective Jenifer Collins sat hunched over her desk, her fingers tracing the outline of a name scrawled in the margins of an old case file: Daniel Collins, Sr. Her father’s name. ​ Her pulse quickened as she flipped through the pages, each one a breadcrumb leading her deeper into a labyrinth of lies, secrets, and buried truths. ​
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The air was heavy with the scent of stale coffee and ink, mingling with the faint metallic tang of the city outside her window. She could hear the distant hum of traffic, the occasional wail of a siren, and the rhythmic ticking of the clock on the wall. Time was slipping away, but Collins was frozen in place, her mind racing through the connections she had pieced together over the years. ​
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The name Henry Taylor stared back at her from the file, bold and unyielding. ​ It was a name she had come to know too well—a name that had haunted her since the day her father was murdered. ​ And now, it was tied to another name: Harold Thompson. ​ The man buried in the garage. ​ The man who had lived a lie for decades, only to have it unearthed by a killer who believed in exposing secrets at any cost. ​
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Collins closed her eyes, the weight of the discovery pressing down on her chest. ​ She thought of her father, of the life he had lost, and the life she had spent trying to make sense of his death. ​ She thought of Monroe, the man who had turned justice into a twisted game, and of Lisa Thompson, who was left to pick up the pieces of a shattered life.
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The truth was out there, somewhere, buried beneath layers of deception and denial. ​ And Collins knew she wouldn’t rest until she had unearthed every last fragment. ​ She opened her eyes, her gaze falling on the new folder sitting on her desk. ​ Another case. ​ Another secret waiting to be revealed. ​
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With a deep breath, she reached for the folder, her fingers steady despite the storm raging inside her. The past was a weight she carried, but it was also a compass—a guide to the truth she sought, no matter the cost. ​
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Outside, the city pulsed with life, indifferent to the battles fought within its walls. But for Detective Collins, the fight was far from over. ​ The lies would fall. ​ The truth would prevail. ​ And she would be there to see it through.
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THE STORY
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Dawn found Collins on her knees in the dirt, latex gloves already ruined. The garage belonged to the late Harold Thompson, or, more specifically, it belonged to his estate. At present, the estate was a cordoned-off ruin. Through the jagged hole in the roof, the new sun poured in at an angle, striping the scene with gold and dust.
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A sedan, American make, two decades out of date, hunkered at the heart of the garage like a fossil trapped in amber. Dirt packed the undercarriage and spilled through a spiderweb of shattered glass on the windshield. The vehicle’s roof sat level with the surrounding ground. The rest had been subsumed by shovel and time.
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The forensic team worked in silence, save for the scrape of metal on earth and the syncopated grunt as leverage broke through another compacted layer. Dr. Marta Alvarez, lab coat peeking from beneath an oversized parka, hovered beside a folding table that served as her mobile morgue. She documented everything: the strata of the soil, the arrangement of discarded hardware, the flecks of paint transferred from the car to the garage wall. Alvarez’s hands were steadier than most surgeons. She preferred them to do her talking.
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Collins didn’t trust the silence, not in cases like this. She knelt by the driver’s side, glancing up only when the thump of a spade hit too close to the metal. “Careful,” she said, not raising her voice. “If it’s in there, we want it whole.”
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