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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 by going 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.
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PROLOGUE
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The city breathes in shadows, its heartbeat a relentless rhythm of sirens, whispers, and the shuffle of hurried footsteps. ​ Beneath the surface, where the light barely reaches, secrets fester like wounds that refuse to heal. ​ In the alleys and basements, in the condemned buildings and forgotten corners, the dead whisper their truths to those who dare to listen.

​

Detective Wulf knows this better than anyone. Twenty-three years on the NYPD homicide detail have taught him that every corpse has a story, and every story is a puzzle waiting to be solved. ​ But some puzzles don’t fit together neatly. ​ Some pieces are missing, and others areged, cutting deep into the hands that try to assemble them.
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This is a city where identities are currency, where the dead don’t always stay buried, and where the living wear masks that hide more than their faces. ​ It’s a place where the line between justice and survival blurs, and the truth is a dangerous thing to uncover. ​
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Tonight, the city is restless. ​ The rain falls in sheets, washing away the blood but not the stains. Somewhere in the darkness, a ghost moves, unseen but always watching. ​ And Detective Wulf, with his scarred face and tired eyes, is about to learn that some stories don’t end—they just change their names. ​
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Because in this city, only the dead can speak. ​
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THE STORY
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Welcome to crime story shorts, written by best selling author Brian Leslie who is a former chief of police and current interrogation expert. To find out more about Brian Leslie and his current expertise visit brian leslie media.com or go to the various links posted on this podcast. If you would like to find other novels he has written go to Thriller book store.com.The short crime story I am about to read to you is entitled Detective Wulf The Dead Witness. To get the latest short stories posted on this podcast by Brian Leslie please subscribe. 

They say the city never sleeps, but murder’s an early riser. The call came at 5:13 a.m., while I was staring down my third cup of coffee and pretending it was breakfast. Twenty-three years with NYPD, homicide detail, and I could still taste the faint hope that the body would wait until sunlight. It never did.
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The scene was one of those gentrification dead zones, scaffolding everywhere, buildings with more plywood than windows. Washington Heights, east of the park. I recognized the address before the dispatcher finished reciting it. Rodriguez, Maria—street name Mouse. I didn’t need to check the notepad. Informant. Small-time grifter. My best snitch for low-level cartel gossip, mostly because she only trusted cops with less social skill than she had.
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The uniform on perimeter was a new kid, some Eastern European name with too many consonants. He tried for a poker face but the smell had already gotten into his hair. I ducked under the tape, flashed badge, and offered my best approximation of a greeting.
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“Morning, officer. Where’s the show?”
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He gestured to the stairwell, eyes still on his own boots. “Basement level, sir. CSU’s waiting.”
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I caught the edge of sarcasm on “sir.” The new ones always tried to sound hard. They thought homicide guys were born with iron guts. Truth was, you just built up more scar tissue than the stiffs you worked.
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The stairs were sticky with rainwater and old garbage. At the bottom, the landlord—charming soul—waited for me, hands fluttering like he wanted to both light a cigarette and wring them dry. Behind him, the door to the boiler room stood open. The city’s chill pushed in from behind; the stench fought back, dense as wool.
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“Detective,” he said. “You’re going to want to see—”
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“I’ll let you know what I want,” I cut him off. “Stay put.” He nodded, looked grateful to have orders.
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I took in the scene. Mouse was strung up with plastic zip ties, ankles and wrists bound behind the back, head forced down at an unnatural angle. The face was... gone. Flayed off, peeled like a bad Halloween mask. Whoever did it wanted the message clear: this was personal. Maybe even ritual. In my line, there’s no such thing as random, only message or mistake.
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CSU was poking around with the detachment of a bomb squad. The senior tech, Cho, looked up from his work at the blood spray on the back wall.
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“Detective Wulf. You’ve seen the front?”
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“Is there a back?”
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He snorted. “Weird part is, ligature marks are secondary. Cause of death looks like asphyxiation. Postmortem facial—” He trailed off, gestured at what was left of Mouse’s jaw.

––––––––
[image: ]


“Someone wanted her unrecognizable,” I said.
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“Or wanted you to know who she was before they erased her.”
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I knelt by the body. Forensics would get their turn, but Mouse and I had a few moments alone, cop to snitch. I didn’t talk to corpses; that was for detectives with poetry in their souls. But I owed Mouse a minute for all the nights she called in tips on burner phones, never asking for much, just the occasional nudge in her favor when patrol got too close.
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I ran a gloved hand across her shoulder. No tattoos, but someone had carved the letter V into the flesh above the scapula. Small. Deliberate.
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“Got your attention, Detective?” Cho asked.
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“It’s not a signature,” I said. “It’s a headline.”
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A uniform coughed in the doorway. “There’s a woman upstairs. Says she’s Mouse’s sister.”
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“Of course she is.” I stripped off the gloves, left the crime scene to the buzzards, and climbed back to street level.
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Mouse’s sister was half her size, face a thin triangle set with stubborn brown eyes. She looked like she’d been up all night and would rather be anywhere but here. I knew the type—family on the fringe, guilt and anger in equal doses.
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“She dead?” she asked. Didn’t bother with “hello.”
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I nodded. “I’m Detective Wulf. You’re—”
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“Rosa. Rosa Rodriguez.” She hugged herself tight. “I told her not to come here. She didn’t listen.”
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“Your sister have any enemies?”
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She gave a short, ugly laugh. “How much time you got?”
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I let her stew for a minute, but she didn’t seem the type to fill the silence with tears. She waited me out. “She was scared,” Rosa said finally. “Like, really scared, past few weeks. Said she’d seen something.”
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“What did she see?”
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“Wouldn’t say. Just said ‘they’re watching me, even when I sleep.’ That’s why she called you guys.”

––––––––
[image: ]


I made a note. Mouse hadn’t reached out to me in over a month. The last time, she’d passed on a name—Paul Malone, known to the funnies as “The Enforcer.” Dumb muscle for Victor Martel. Malone wound up dead two days later, shot three times in the back of the head and left in the trunk of a decommissioned ambulance. Martel’s business was old-school: drugs, flesh, real estate scams, but with a code. No loose ends. No witnesses.
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“Your sister say where she saw it?”
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Rosa shrugged. “She just... she moved around. Never slept in the same place. Said the guy was always there. Like a ghost. She called

[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]




[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]




[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]




[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]




[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]




[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]




[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]




[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]




[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]




[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]




[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]




[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]




[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]




[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]




[image: ]



[image: ]




[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]




[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
CRIME STORY BOOK SE.ERII:S)% | =
ONLY THE | ===
DEAD CAN SPEAK

DETECTIVE WOLF

=+ A WHISPER IN THE DARKNESS...

SOME TRUTHS C0ST LIVES.  Written By BRIAN LESLIE

TRUE AMERICAN PUBLISHING =





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





