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Kim Möller returns with a gripping sequel from (Vanished in Plain Sight), full of suspense, betrayal, and the relentless pursuit of justice.

Some secrets didn’t vanish—they were buried in the files no one was supposed to find.
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To the relentless seekers of truth—those who refuse to let secrets stay buried,

and to the brave souls who face shadows so others may see the light.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Acknowledgments



[image: ]




Thank you to my incredible editor for their sharp eye and unwavering support.

To the readers who journeyed from Vanished in Plain Sight into this deeper darkness.

Gratitude to my family and friends for endless encouragement and patience—

your faith fuels every page.

And finally, to the real detectives and whistleblowers whose stories inspire courage

in the face of silence.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Synopsis



[image: ]




After the explosive revelations of Project HELIX and the fall of Ashgrove’s Whisper Club, the shadows have only grown darker.

Detective Colin Graves thought closing the case on the secretive student society would bring peace. But when new disappearances echo Leah Price’s vanishing, Graves and Emma Hale find themselves pulled back into a labyrinth of lies, corruption, and conspiracy.

Guided by Leah’s fragmented journal entries and haunted by the elusive figure known only as Dahlia, they must navigate a world where allies become enemies, and every file uncovered only reveals deeper mysteries. As federal agents intervene and the stakes rise, Emma must decide how far she will go to protect those she loves—and whether some truths are worth the cost.
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Case Reopened
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The office was quiet, the hum of the overhead fluorescent light the only sound piercing the stale air. I sat behind my desk, sifting through dusty case files—the kind that never quite die, just get shoved into forgotten corners.

Leah Price’s disappearance was one of those files. Cold, complicated, and now bubbling back to the surface because of a sixteen-year-old girl with more guts than sense—Emma Hale.

The last time I saw Emma, she was just another kid tangled in Ashgrove’s mess. Now, she was dragging up secrets some of us hoped would stay buried.

June Hale, her mother, had been cagey during our last talk. Something about her made me uneasy—like she was carrying a burden too heavy to share. I filed that away for later.

Emma’s name had popped up in new reports—she’d found a flash drive full of encrypted data, daring to poke at the town’s dark underbelly. I wasn’t sure whether to admire her courage or warn her off before it got ugly.

The phone buzzed, breaking my train of thought. A message from Sarah Kim, my new partner: Meeting at 0900. Need to talk about the Hale case.

I sighed. The Hale case wasn’t just another missing person. It was a maze of lies, loyalties, and shadows creeping from the town’s past.

I grabbed my coat and headed out. If Emma wanted answers, so did I. But some truths come at a cost—and Ashgrove was about to remind me why.

The precinct was quieter than usual that morning—most officers caught up with routine paperwork or out on calls. I found Sarah Kim waiting by the conference room, a folder thick with documents in her hand and determination in her eyes.

“Detective Graves,” she greeted me with a nod. “We need to talk about the Hale file.”

I motioned for her to lead the way. “I thought we’d put that one to rest.”

Sarah shook her head. “Not so fast. Emma Hale’s involvement has stirred things up. She’s digging deeper than anyone expected.”

The room smelled of stale coffee and old paper as we spread the documents across the table. Photos, notes, transcripts from interviews long past—each piece a thread in a tangled web.

Sarah tapped a photo of Leah Price, smiling brightly, unaware her life was about to spiral into mystery. “She vanished without a trace two years ago. No witnesses, no suspects.”

“Except a secret society,” I muttered. “The Whisper Club.”

Sarah’s eyes narrowed. “There’s more to it. New intel suggests the club’s influence runs deeper than we thought—teachers, local officials, even police.”

I clenched my jaw. “I’ve seen how far they’ll go to protect their own.”

Our conversation was interrupted by a call on the squad radio—an anonymous tip about suspicious activity near the old McAllister estate.

I exchanged a look with Sarah. “Looks like this case isn’t finished with us yet.”

Later that afternoon, I met Emma Hale outside the Ashgrove police station. She stood tall despite the whispers that followed her—a girl hardened by loss but burning for the truth.

“You’re stirring up a hornet’s nest,” I warned, eyeing the flash drive she clutched like a lifeline.

Emma met my gaze evenly. “Maybe it’s time the town faced the truth.”

I considered her words. There was something about her—an unyielding spirit that reminded me why I became a cop. To protect. To seek justice. Even when the odds were stacked against you.

“We work together,” I said finally. “But know this—the deeper you go, the darker it gets.”

Emma nodded. “I’m ready.”

As she walked away, I felt the familiar pull of a case that wouldn’t let go.

Ashgrove’s secrets were waking up. And Detective Colin Graves was right in the eye of the storm.

That evening, back at the precinct, I dove into Leah’s file, piecing together what little we had. Most of the leads had gone cold witnesses forgotten, evidence misplaced, hope fading.

But Emma’s flash drive changed the game. The encrypted files hinted at meetings, secret codes, and names—some familiar, some new.
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