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Preface

Some truths do not stay buried. They shift beneath the surface, waiting for the moment when silence finally breaks. We did not choose to return to the work that nearly destroyed us. But when a message appeared on a porch before sunrise, when a lawyer died hours before trial, when the pattern we thought we ended began again, we understood one thing clearly. The past was not finished with us. And the truth was not done speaking.



Introduction

It began with a death that should not have been a mystery. A lawyer found in his office. A locked door. A cause that made no sense. The Crown moved quickly. Too quickly. Files were sealed. Questions were dismissed. And then a note arrived with a warning written in plain words. He lied. Now he is gone. Follow what he left behind. We followed because we had no choice. Because the pattern was familiar. Because the truth was already reaching for us.
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The Envelope on the Porch

The rain had stopped just before sunrise, leaving Midtown Toronto wrapped in a thin silver mist. Simone Brooks parked outside the courthouse, watching the building with the same quiet instinct she used on every case. She wasn’t here as a detective. She wasn’t here as a consultant. She was here because Cate had called at six in the morning with a voice that didn’t match her usual calm.

Inside the courthouse lobby, the fluorescent lights hummed softly. Lawyers hurried past with coffee cups and briefcases, clerks shuffled papers, and security officers scanned badges with practiced indifference. But something in the air felt wrong. Heavy. Expectant.

Cate stood near the elevators, her blazer slightly wrinkled, her hair pulled back in a way that told Simone she had rushed out the door. Her eyes were sharp, but beneath the surface, something trembled.

“You got here fast,” Cate said.

“You sounded like you needed me,” Simone replied.

Mei arrived seconds later, breath visible in the cold air as she stepped inside. “What happened?”

Cate exhaled. “A lawyer was found dead last night. Defense counsel. High profile case. Trial was supposed to start this morning.”

Simone’s posture shifted. “Cause of death?”

“That’s the problem,” Cate said. “They’re calling it natural causes. But the timing is too convenient. And the Crown’s office is already scrambling.”

Mei frowned. “Who was the lawyer?”

Cate hesitated. “Daniel Mercer.”

Simone blinked. “Any relation to Harold Mercer?”

Cate nodded slowly. “His younger brother.”

The three women exchanged a look — the kind that carried the weight of everything they had uncovered in the last case. The altered autopsies. The rewritten reports. The private lab. The cover ups.

Simone’s voice dropped. “Where was he found?”

“In his office,” Cate said. “Door locked from the inside. No signs of struggle. But...” She reached into her bag and pulled out a small envelope. “This was left on my porch this morning.”

Simone took it carefully.

Inside was a single sheet of paper.

A typed message.

He lied.

Now he’s gone.

Follow what he left behind.

Mei’s breath caught. “Someone wants us involved.”

Simone folded the paper. “Or someone wants to control the narrative.”

Cate looked toward the courthouse doors. “The police are already treating it as a closed matter. No autopsy review. No deeper look. They want the trial to proceed without delay.”

Mei shook her head. “If he died last night, there should be a full examination.”

Simone nodded. “And if he’s connected to Harold Mercer, this is not a coincidence.”

Cate stepped closer. “There’s more. Daniel Mercer was working on a case involving a confidential informant. Someone who was supposed to testify today.”

Simone’s eyes narrowed. “And now the lawyer is dead.”

Mei whispered, “This is a pattern.”

Simone looked at both of them. “Then we follow it.”
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Chapter Two
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The Office That Wasn’t Empty

Simone followed Cate and Mei out of the courthouse lobby and into the cold morning air. Midtown was waking up around them streetcars rattling along St. Clair, commuters rushing past with coffees in hand, the city humming with its usual rhythm. But the trio moved with a different pace, one shaped by instinct, caution, and the quiet understanding that something had shifted.

Cate stopped beside a concrete pillar, lowering her voice. “Daniel Mercer’s office is on the twelfth floor of the Midtown Legal Centre. The police sealed it, but only superficially. They’re treating this like a paperwork inconvenience, not a suspicious death.”

Simone nodded. “Which means they didn’t look closely.”

Mei folded her arms against the cold. “If he died last night, the body should still be at the coroner’s office. I can request access, but not without raising questions.”

Cate shook her head. “We don’t start with the body. We start with the office. Whatever he was working on whatever he left behind that’s what someone wants hidden.”
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