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Find more about Brian Leslie by going to www.brianlesliemedia.com . 
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NOTICE




[image: ]




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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In a city built on secrets, where power is currency and truth is a rare commodity, there are moments when the unlikeliest of people rise to challenge the darkness. ​ This is a story of those who refused to look away, who chose to fight when it would have been easier to stay silent. ​ It’s a story of courage born from desperation, of justice pursued against impossible odds.
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Kyle Robins was a man the world had already forgotten, a name buried beneath headlines and accusations. ​ But even in the shadow of death, he held onto a truth that could shatter the foundations of the city. ​ Elizabeth Gould was a journalist who had seen too many lies, too many cover-ups, and too many lives destroyed. ​ She wasn’t looking for a hero, but she found one in the most unexpected place. Jon Berkley was a lawman who had spent his life chasing justice, only to discover how deeply the system he served was broken. And Jane Harrah, a prison guard who had seen it all, found herself standing at a crossroads, forced to choose between loyalty and what was right.
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Together, they uncovered a conspiracy that stretched further than they could have imagined, a network of corruption that had claimed countless lives and silenced countless voices. They didn’t set out to change the world, but their actions sparked a fire that burned through the lies and exposed the truth. ​
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This is not a tale of easy victories or perfect endings. ​ It’s a testament to the power of resilience, the weight of sacrifice, and the enduring belief that even the smallest act of defiance can make a difference. In a city where the powerful sought to bury the truth, these four individuals proved that justice, though fragile, can still prevail. ​
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This is their story—a story of hope, of struggle, and of the unyielding fight to make the world a better place, no matter the cost. ​
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THE STORY
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The morning lights in Row E flickered to life at 5:31 AM, bleaching the cinderblock corridor a sterile yellow that didn’t reach the far corners. Even from his cell, Kyle Robins could smell the bleach. Not the ordinary weekly swabbing, but the extra-strength variety reserved for last-chance events—riot, suicide, or pending execution. The clocks in his head told him he had four days, six hours, and some change left, though the precise accounting was academic now. Even time had started to taste like chemicals.
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From his bunk, Kyle watched the shadows move through the shatter-proof glass. They weren’t in a hurry, not yet, but the sound of boots told him which guard was doing the first sweep. Harrah, which he guessed from the careful, even pace, the lack of radio chatter, and the fact that she didn’t tap on the bars like the others. If she wanted to see if you were breathing, she watched for the rise and fall. Harrah had spent more years in this place than some of the inmates, and she carried herself like someone allergic to theater.
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