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Brian Leslie is a Nationally Recognized and court qualified expert in State, Federal & Military Courts in coercive interrogation, interviews and investigative methods. Contact Brian Leslie for Free consultations at  brian@criminalcaseconsultants.com . 
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Find more about Brian Leslie Or Contacting him about a case go to www.brianlesliemedia.com . 

Or Call 1-888-400-1309
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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. 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 city never truly sleeps. ​ Its pulse hums beneath the surface, a rhythm of footsteps, engines, and whispers that echo through alleys and high-rises alike. ​ Tonight, the air is thick with the scent of rain, the streets slick with its residue, reflecting the fractured glow of streetlights. ​ Somewhere, a siren wails, distant but insistent, a reminder that the night is never quiet for long. ​
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In a dimly lit room, a man sits alone, his silhouette sharp against the backdrop of a flickering neon sign outside the window. His hands rest on the table, fingers tapping a slow, deliberate beat. The clock on the wall ticks louder than it should, each second stretching into eternity. He doesn’t look at it. ​ He doesn’t need to. Time has already betrayed him. ​
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A shadow moves across the room, and the man stiffens. ​ The door creaks open, and two figures step inside, their faces obscured by the harsh overhead light. ​ One carries a folder, thick and worn, its edges frayed from too many hands. The other holds a cup of coffee, steam curling upward like smoke from a dying fire.
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The man doesn’t speak. ​ He knows better. ​ Words are weapons here, and he’s already unarmed. ​

The taller figure drops the folder onto the table with a dull thud. “Let’s start from the beginning,” she says, her voice smooth but heavy, like a blade sliding from its sheath. 
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​

The man exhales, his breath shaky, his pulse a drumbeat in his ears. ​ He tries to remember the beginning, but all he can see is the end. ​
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CHAPTER 1
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Marcus Hayes stared at the battered digital clock behind the register and told himself he’d be in and out in five. Five minutes and he’d be at home, feet up, dinner microwaved, nothing but re-runs and half-warm beer. The clock glowed 7:06, but time moved slow in places like this—convenience stores after dark, where city grime crept under the door and the lights flickered like dying bugs. He felt the day’s twelve hours layered on his skin: concrete dust, sweat, and the thin tang of engine oil that burrowed even through a double wash.
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The store’s carpet, once blue, was stained a tired brown. Shelves sagged from cheap metal fatigue, each crammed with the city’s idea of sustenance: chips, candy bars, shrink-wrapped sandwiches. The air tasted of burnt coffee and the ghost of last week’s spilled malt liquor. Marcus scanned the refrigerated case, picking out a neon-bright Gatorade and a sandwich that looked almost fresh. He gripped the bottle hard, half to steady his hands, half for something cool against his palm.
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He took his time at the chips aisle, as always. The illusion of choice, he guessed, but he liked these seconds where no one wanted anything from him. The aisle stretched empty. From behind the counter, the night clerk eyed him with indifference, one finger buried in a thick paperback. Marcus checked the time again. Four minutes left.
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The store’s door yelped open behind him, and with it came the wail of distant sirens. He tensed, then relaxed—sirens meant nothing in Chicago. Some people heard them and wondered if their house was next. Some, like Marcus, heard them and thought about traffic. He crouched for the bottom shelf, fishing out a bag of pretzels, then stood and nearly collided with a man in a black hoodie, face hidden, hands jammed deep in his pockets.
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The man didn’t look at him. Marcus sidestepped, muttered “excuse me,” and moved on. Behind him, the front door chimed again. The sirens now were closer, too close to be ignored, bouncing off the glass and the trembling lights overhead.
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He was nearly at the register when the door crashed wide and three uniformed police charged in. The first was a tall woman with sharp, watchful eyes and cropped gray hair—Detective Collins, though Marcus didn’t know her name yet. Her vest rode high and her gaze fixed instantly on him. The two men behind her spread out, forming a perimeter with practiced ease.
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“Everybody stay where you are!” Collins’s voice was stone, heavy and polished. She had her badge up, not her gun, but it made little difference to the air in the room. Marcus stopped in his tracks, Gatorade sweating in his grip.
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The night clerk raised both hands, eyes gone wide. The man in the black hoodie turned his head, then shuffled backward, shrinking toward the ATM at the far end. Marcus felt his pulse kick hard, the primal one-two
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