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The rain came down in sheets, the kind that seemed to blur the line between sky and earth. The streetlights flickered as if hesitating to cast their dim glow over the crumbling streets below. It was late—past midnight—and the city was cloaked in its usual uneasy silence, broken only by the distant sound of a car passing and the occasional hum of a lone neon sign that refused to go out.

Detective Lucas Quinn leaned against the damp stone wall of the precinct’s back entrance, a cigarette dangling between his fingers. He exhaled a cloud of smoke, watching it dissipate in the cold air. He’d been here too long, too tired to care, but not tired enough to give in to the lure of sleep. There was something about this city — something that felt like it was suffocating him, slowly, inch by inch. The streets whispered his failures, the sirens screamed his mistakes. He could never outrun them. He’d tried, but the ghosts always found him, no matter how far he ran.

The phone in his coat pocket buzzed, jarring him from his thoughts. With a sigh, Quinn took a long drag off the cigarette before tossing it to the ground. He ground it under his heel, then pulled out his phone.

"Quinn," he answered, his voice hoarse and tired.

"Quinn, we’ve got another one," said the voice on the other end, a sharp, professional tone. It was Sergeant Olivia Ramos, his partner for the last three years. Young, smart, and far more idealistic than he ever was. Sometimes he hated that about her.

He rubbed his hand over his face, pulling at the weariness in his skin. "Another one? This is the third in as many weeks. How many are we talking about now?"

"Same as the others—single victim, no signs of forced entry, nothing stolen. But this one’s different." Ramos paused, a shift in her tone. "We’ve got a witness."

That caught Quinn’s attention. "A witness?"

"Yeah. A woman. She saw it all, but she’s not talking. She hasn’t said a word since the cops arrived."

"Give me the address," Quinn muttered, already starting to move toward his car.

—-
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THE DRIVE TO THE SCENE didn’t take long. The city’s pulse slowed as they neared the outskirts, past the garish neon of downtown and into the quieter, darker corners of town. The kind of place that felt more like an afterthought than a neighborhood—dirty alleyways, boarded-up windows, and the unmistakable stench of decay that clung to everything.

Ramos was already there when Quinn pulled up, her car parked haphazardly on the curb. She looked up as he stepped out of the vehicle, her face a mixture of frustration and concern.

"What’s the story?" Quinn asked as he approached her.

"Nothing’s making sense," she said, glancing toward the building at the end of the street, where police lights flashed through the windows, casting long shadows against the cracked sidewalk. "The victim’s a middle-aged man, local. No enemies that anyone knows of. No known ties to anything shady. The place was clean—no drugs, no weapons, nothing that says it was anything but a regular home invasion gone wrong."

Quinn glanced at the officers milling around outside, the yellow tape cordoning off the entrance. "And the witness?"

Ramos gestured toward the building. "She’s inside. In the living room. I haven’t been able to get anything from her. She’s been sitting there, staring at the body, not saying a word."

Quinn’s gut tightened. There was something about the silence of a witness that always unnerved him. When someone refused to speak, it meant they either had nothing to say—or they knew more than they were willing to share.

He stepped past the officers and into the building, his shoes tapping lightly against the old wooden floor. The air inside was heavy with the smell of something metallic, something sickly. His eyes scanned the room, taking in the details—the overturned chair, the spilled coffee on the table, the blood splattered across the walls. It was the kind of scene that screamed for answers, but none seemed to come.

And then he saw her.

The witness was sitting on the couch, her hands folded in her lap, her body perfectly still. She was young—probably in her early twenties—but her face was an unreadable mask. She didn’t flinch when Quinn entered the room. Her eyes were locked on the body across the room, staring at it with a fixed intensity.

Quinn took a slow step toward her, his eyes narrowing as he studied her. Something about her seemed... off. She was wearing an oversized sweater, her hair long and tangled, and her eyes—those eyes—seemed far too old for someone so young.

He crouched down in front of her, his voice soft. "Did you see what happened?"

She didn’t respond. Not a twitch, not a blink. Just the cold stare.

Ramos appeared in the doorway, watching the scene with a furrowed brow. "She hasn’t said a word to anyone since we found her. Just keeps looking at the body like... like she’s frozen in place."

Quinn sighed, his patience thinning. "Has she been checked out? You think she might’ve been drugged?"

"Checked her over. Nothing. Just a woman staring at a crime scene, completely mute." Ramos shook her head, frustration seeping into her voice. "But you know what? There’s something in her eyes. She knows something."

Quinn stood up, eyes still fixed on the woman. "Let me try."

He took a step closer, squatting down again. This time, he didn’t speak right away. He just let the silence stretch between them, filling the space with the weight of what was unsaid. After a long moment, he spoke again, his voice even softer.

"I know what it’s like to stay silent. I’ve done it myself... for a long time. But you can’t keep it inside forever. Not when people are dying. Not when you can help stop it."

The woman’s gaze didn’t waver. But something flickered in her eyes. A spark. She blinked once, then twice, and slowly—so slowly—she shifted her gaze from the body to Quinn. Her lips parted, but still, no sound came. She opened her mouth again, as if testing the air, but nothing.

Quinn leaned in closer, his voice barely above a whisper.

"Please. You have to help me. You saw something. I know you did. What did you see?"

For a long moment, the woman’s lips trembled as if she was struggling to form words. But then, just as Quinn thought she might speak... nothing.

Quinn stood and turned toward Ramos, giving her a look that was half frustration, half resignation.

"Get her a glass of water. I’ll talk to her again later."

Ramos nodded, but Quinn felt a knot tighten in his stomach. He had a bad feeling about this one. Something in his gut told him this wasn’t just a witness who had been in the wrong place at the wrong time.

This woman was hiding something.
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The air was thick with rain as Quinn sat in his car, staring out at the dull lights of the precinct. The witness, Marina Kade, was still in the small interrogation room, her silence unwavering. They had tried everything—offer her water, gentle prodding, even a photo lineup—but she hadn't said a word. Not a single sound escaped her lips. It was almost as if she wasn’t even in the room with them, lost in a place beyond reach.

Quinn drummed his fingers against the steering wheel, the soft rhythm of it matching the pulse in his temple. His mind was racing, trying to piece together what little they knew about her. The uniformed officers had already gone through her apartment, but there wasn’t much to find. A sparse, clean living space, with barely any personal items. No friends or family to speak of. Just a quiet woman with a dark past and a traumatic history.

"Nothing's adding up," Quinn muttered to himself. "Why's she here? Why this murder?"

He reached for his phone, scrolling through the case notes once again, trying to find any connection. The victim, Thomas Kellerman, was a name that didn’t ring any bells. He was just an ordinary middle-aged man. No criminal record, no outstanding debts, no known enemies. But he had been brutally murdered in his own home, just like the others.

The first victim, a college student named Emily Denton, had been found in a similar manner—no forced entry, nothing taken, but blood everywhere. The second, Daniel Cross, a well-known local chef, had been killed in almost the same way, his body left in a grisly display.

But Kellerman’s murder was different. Marina Kade had been the one to see it happen. The only difference was that she wasn’t talking.

A knock on the window made Quinn jump. He looked up to see Sergeant Liv Ramos standing outside, rain pouring down on her as she gestured for him to come inside.

Grumbling under his breath, Quinn opened the car door and stepped into the rain. It was a cold, biting downpour that soaked through his coat almost instantly. "What do you have?" he asked as he followed Ramos into the building.

"Nothing new," she replied, shaking her head. "But I’ve been thinking. You know that woman—the one we’re looking at for the case—Marina Kade?" she asked, pulling her coat tight around her shoulders. "I looked into her background. There’s barely anything. No criminal record, no family, no connections. It’s like she just... appeared."

Quinn glanced at her. "So, she’s a ghost. We’re dealing with a ghost."

"That’s the thing," Ramos said. "There’s a report from a few years back. A child abuse case—at least, that’s what it looked like on paper. Her father’s name, Marcus Kade, was listed. He disappeared after he was questioned. No one’s seen him since."

Quinn stopped mid-step. "Wait. A child abuse case? Where?"

"Yeah, I thought it was odd, too," Ramos said. "The report’s buried deep in the archives, but I had a look at it. A young girl, Marina, was listed as the victim. No further details, but her father was questioned, then... gone. Disappeared without a trace. No charges. No conviction. Just... nothing."

Quinn rubbed his chin. "And now she’s back, silent, staring at a dead body. Something doesn’t sit right."

"We need to find out what," Ramos replied, her tone serious. "It feels like we’re missing a big piece of the puzzle."

—-
[image: image]


THEY WALKED INTO THE precinct, the hum of activity around them nothing more than background noise. Officers were on phones, filling out paperwork, and more cases piled up on desks. But all Quinn could think about was Marina Kade, the silent witness.

As they made their way down the hallway, Quinn’s thoughts drifted back to the night of the murder. The way Marina had looked at him. Her unblinking stare, her rigid posture, and the way her eyes flickered for the briefest of moments when he spoke to her.

It was as if she was locked in a memory, a nightmare she couldn’t escape. But what was that memory? What had happened to her all those years ago?

They reached the interrogation room, where Marina was still seated at the table. She hadn’t moved an inch. Her hands were folded in front of her, her eyes fixed on the door as if waiting for someone. For something.

Quinn took a deep breath and pushed the door open. The low hum of the fluorescent lights buzzed above them as he entered, his eyes never leaving her. He could feel the tension, thick in the air. It was almost palpable. He knew he needed to break her silence. He had to get her to speak, but how?

"Marina," he said, his voice low and steady, "I know you're scared. I understand. But I need your help. People are dying, and you’re the only one who can stop it."

She didn’t respond, but Quinn thought he saw a slight movement in her eyes. A flicker of recognition, like a door cracking open just a fraction.

"I know you’ve been through something terrible," Quinn continued. "I’m not here to make you relive it, but I need to know what you saw. If you know anything about Kellerman’s murder, I need to hear it."

The silence stretched on, but this time it wasn’t as suffocating. Something was shifting in the room.

Quinn glanced over at Ramos, who was standing in the corner, watching with a mixture of curiosity and concern. She had the same feeling he did. This wasn’t just about a murder. There was something else—something much deeper—that Marina was keeping locked away.

Quinn leaned in slightly, lowering his voice. "I’m not asking you to talk to anyone else. Just to me. I need to understand. You’re not alone here. You don’t have to carry this alone."

For the first time, Marina’s lips twitched. It was almost imperceptible, but Quinn noticed it. He had seen that look before—someone holding back a scream, trying to fight against something far too overwhelming.

Then, to his surprise, she reached up and touched her throat. A subtle gesture, but it wasn’t lost on him. She wasn’t just mute by choice. Something had happened to her, something that had stolen her ability to speak. It was as if she could speak, but something inside of her was too broken to let the words come out.

Quinn straightened, his heart pounding in his chest. "You don’t have to tell me everything. Just give me a sign. Anything. I know you saw something."

Her eyes locked with his, a brief flash of something he couldn’t place. Fear? Recognition? It was there and gone in an instant. But for the first time, Quinn had the unsettling feeling that Marina wasn’t the only one hiding something.
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Chapter 3
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The following morning felt like a heavy weight pressing down on Quinn’s chest. He had barely slept, his mind racing with fragments of thoughts — the strange flicker in Marina’s eyes, the memories she seemed to be holding back, and the elusive nature of her silence. Every unanswered question gnawed at him like a bad itch he couldn’t scratch. His reflection in the bathroom mirror only deepened his disquiet: a face worn with time, eyes haunted by years of chasing ghosts. The man staring back at him wasn’t the same as he had been when he first started in the force. Time had changed him — scarred him — and not for the better.

Quinn grabbed his coffee, poured it without care, and sat at his desk, sorting through the files. The reports on the three murders were spread out in front of him like a puzzle, each piece maddeningly out of place.

Marina Kade, the silent witness, had to be the key to unlocking this. He knew it, and yet the more he tried to understand her, the more elusive she became. There was a deep hurt inside her, a pain that couldn’t be erased with words. But what had happened to her? What had broken her to the point where she couldn’t speak?

The report on Thomas Kellerman, the latest victim, was still open on his desk. No forced entry. No signs of struggle. It was as if he had let his killer in. Kellerman had lived alone, his neighbors describing him as a quiet man with no apparent enemies. He worked as a financial analyst, a job that seemed utterly unremarkable. Quinn couldn’t see a clear motive.

Just like the others.

A knock on the door snapped him out of his thoughts. It was Sergeant Ramos, holding a file in her hand. Her face was drawn, a reflection of the frustration Quinn had felt the night before.

"I just spoke to the techs," she said, pushing the file toward him. "They found something odd at the scene."

Quinn opened the file, scanning the report. His brows furrowed.

"A strange symbol," Ramos continued. "It was carved into the floorboards near where Kellerman’s body was found. It doesn’t match anything we’ve seen before, but it looks... deliberate. A warning, maybe."

"A symbol?" Quinn repeated, lifting the paper to get a closer look. It was a crude design — a jagged, interlocking set of shapes. It resembled something ancient, almost like a seal. His mind raced, but nothing came to mind. It didn’t fit with the profile of the other murders, nor did it match anything in the case files. Yet it felt significant.

"Get me a sketch of it. I want to see if it matches anything." He passed the file back to her, his mind already moving to the next question. "What about Marina? Did she say anything?"

Ramos hesitated. "She hasn’t spoken a word since you left her last night. Nothing. We’ve tried every angle—her silence is absolute."

Quinn leaned back in his chair, rubbing his temples. The silence was maddening, but something told him she was closer to the truth than anyone realized.

"Maybe we’re going about it wrong," Quinn muttered to himself. "Maybe we need to approach her differently."

Ramos gave him a sharp look. "What do you mean?"

"I don’t know. But we need to make her trust us. She’s scared, and it’s not just fear of the killer. Whatever happened to her in the past, it’s still haunting her."

"Then we need to find out what that is."

Quinn nodded. "Let’s go back to the scene. Maybe we missed something."

—-
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THE SCENE AT KELLERMAN’S apartment was just as he remembered: eerily calm, the bloodstains still fresh, the smell of death lingering in the air like a reminder that the answers they sought could be buried here, just out of reach.

Quinn stood at the threshold of the living room, his gaze flickering from the body to the walls, then to the floorboards. The symbol. He had a sudden, inexplicable urge to tear the room apart, to find something more, anything that would make sense of it all. But he resisted. This wasn’t his first murder scene, and it wouldn’t be his last. Yet there was something different about this one.

The small forensic team was still working in the corner, carefully cataloging evidence. As Quinn walked past them, he motioned to one of the officers.

"Find anything new?" he asked.

The officer, a young rookie, shook his head. "No. Just the usual. No fingerprints. No signs of forced entry. Nothing to indicate who the killer might be."

Quinn’s gaze fell to the spot where Kellerman’s body had been found. He took a slow step forward, his eyes scanning the floor as if the answer would appear at his feet. Then, his eyes locked on something — a small, barely visible mark on the corner of the rug.

Quinn crouched down, lifting the rug slightly. The symbol was faint but present, etched into the floor, hidden just under the fabric. It was the same shape. The same jagged, interlocking lines.

"Get the techs over here," Quinn barked to the rookie. "Now."

The officer nodded quickly and ran off to fetch the team. Quinn stood, his mind already reeling with possibilities. This symbol wasn’t just some random mark. It was deliberate, a message.

But to whom?

His thoughts were interrupted by Ramos, who had been standing quietly behind him. "You think this means something?"

"It’s not random. Whoever is behind this wanted to leave something behind. But why here?" Quinn ran his fingers through his hair, his mind struggling to connect the dots. "We need to know more about Marina. There’s something about her — something she’s not saying."

Ramos looked down at the symbol and frowned. "It’s like they’re trying to send us a message... but the message is being blocked. First, the silence from Marina, then this. What are we missing?"

Quinn shook his head. "I don’t know. But we need to go deeper into her past. The report on her father... Marcus Kade. Maybe there’s a connection there. If she witnessed something as a child... maybe it’s all tied together."

Ramos’ expression hardened. "You think this goes back that far?"

"It’s the only thing that makes sense," Quinn replied. "Her father disappeared after the abuse case was closed. If he was involved in something — some kind of underground group — maybe Marina saw something that connects all of this. We need to find out what she knows."

—-
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QUINN AND RAMOS LEFT the scene, the weight of the mystery only growing heavier with each passing minute. The pieces of the puzzle were starting to fall into place, but they weren’t the pieces he had expected.

As they drove toward the records office, Quinn couldn’t shake the feeling that something terrible had been set in motion long before any of this began. The symbol, the silence, the connection to Marina’s father—it was all pointing toward a dark secret, one that someone was willing to kill to keep hidden.

And Marina Kade, the mute witness, was the only one who held the key to it all.
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The records office was a dimly lit room tucked away in the basement of the precinct. The air smelled faintly of old paper and dust, a scent that seemed to cling to everything in the place. Rows of filing cabinets lined the walls, each one packed with years of records—cases long closed, witnesses forgotten, and victims left behind. But today, the files were more than just records. They were pieces of a puzzle Quinn couldn’t solve without them.

Quinn and Ramos stood in front of the filing cabinet marked “Closed Cases” as a young officer retrieved the file they were looking for—the one on Marcus Kade, the man who had disappeared years ago after being questioned about an alleged child abuse case involving his daughter. Quinn could feel the weight of the moment pressing down on him. He had no idea what they were about to uncover, but it felt like they were standing on the edge of something much darker than they had anticipated.

"Here it is," the officer said, handing them a thick folder, its edges worn from age. "Case number 142-86. Marcus Kade. Child abuse allegations."

Quinn took the file, glancing at the cover. The name jumped out at him. Marina Kade. He had thought about her so much that the name had become a constant echo in his mind. He opened the folder, scanning the details.

The case had been filed nearly twenty years ago. A young girl, Marina, had been listed as the victim in an abuse case against her father, Marcus Kade. There were no photos, no specific details—just a set of cold statements from various neighbors, a few social workers, and a police officer who had been the first to respond to the emergency call. The investigation had gone nowhere. No one had ever been able to verify the claims. Marcus Kade had denied everything, and after the police had questioned him, he had simply disappeared.

Quinn’s fingers trembled as he flipped through the papers, his eyes searching for any clue that might tie Marcus Kade’s disappearance to the murders of Thomas Kellerman and the others.

"Look at this," Ramos said suddenly, pointing to a report that seemed buried under layers of other documents. "It says here that Marcus Kade had a history of ties to local gangs. Not enough to charge him with anything, but the records show a pattern of suspicious behavior."

Quinn’s brow furrowed. "Gangs? That’s a new angle."

Ramos nodded. "I checked. The name 'Marcus Kade' doesn’t show up in any current gang-related investigations, but there’s something here that doesn’t sit right. It’s like he just... vanished. But if he had ties to the wrong people, it could explain his disappearance. It could also explain why Marina’s so quiet now."

Quinn glanced back at the folder, still processing the new information. "This wasn’t just a random abuse case. Kade wasn’t just an isolated figure. He was connected to something bigger. And Marina must have seen something she shouldn’t have."

"Could this be connected to the murders?" Ramos asked, her voice tinged with doubt.

"It has to be," Quinn replied, closing the file with a snap. "If Marcus Kade was involved with a gang—or something even darker—and if Marina knew about it... then maybe she’s been carrying that secret all these years. Maybe her silence is the result of more than just fear. Maybe it’s a survival instinct. She’s protecting herself from something, from someone."

Ramos frowned. "But what about Kellerman? Or the other victims? What do they have to do with Kade or his past?"

Quinn didn’t have an answer. "We’ll figure that out when we talk to Marina again. But first, I want to check on something else."

—-
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QUINN DROVE TO THE old neighborhood where Marcus Kade had lived, a grim place marked by decaying buildings and rusted fences. The city had long since abandoned this part of town, but there were still a few holdouts—people who hadn’t been able or willing to move. It was the kind of place where secrets didn’t stay buried for long, but they also didn’t tend to come to the surface without a fight.

They parked near the old row houses, now covered in graffiti and grime, and Quinn led the way through the narrow, broken-down streets. Ramos was close behind him, scanning their surroundings, alert to every sound, every shadow. It wasn’t the best neighborhood, and it hadn’t been for years. There was an uneasiness in the air, the kind that told you danger was close, even if you couldn’t see it.

As they reached the building where Marcus Kade had once lived, Quinn could feel the tension tightening in his chest. It was a run-down building now, abandoned and falling apart. A few boarded-up windows, a pile of trash in the corner, and a faded "No Trespassing" sign. The place had seen better days. And so had the people who once called it home.

"Do you think anyone still remembers Kade?" Ramos asked quietly, glancing around.

"I don’t know," Quinn replied, his voice low. "But we’ll find out. Someone must."

They knocked on the door of the building’s current tenant. A thin, pale woman with dark circles under her eyes answered, her face wary but open. She looked them both over quickly, sizing them up before letting them inside.

"I don’t have much to say," she muttered, her voice shaky, "but if you’re looking for old Marcus Kade, I might know something. I knew him... back when he lived here."

Quinn’s interest piqued. "What do you know about him?"

The woman hesitated, her eyes darting to the empty hallway, as though making sure no one else was listening. "He was... different. Strange. Quiet, mostly. But there was something about him—like he was always looking over his shoulder, like he was hiding something. People around here didn’t like him much. They said he was in too deep with the wrong crowd. And I think it got him into trouble."

"Who did he hang out with?" Ramos pressed.

The woman shook her head. "I don’t know names, but there were always these guys who came around late at night. People who looked like they belonged to something that wasn’t legal. They’d come and go, and Marcus... well, he never stayed long enough to make friends, you know? But I do remember something strange. Right before he disappeared, he had a fight with someone—sounded like it was about money. A lot of money. After that, he was gone."

Ramos and Quinn exchanged a glance. The pieces were starting to fit together.

"Was Marina still living here at the time?" Quinn asked.

"Yeah. She was just a kid then. She used to play outside sometimes, but she always seemed... scared. She’d hide when those men came around. Her dad wasn’t a good man, but I think he protected her from whatever was going on. I don’t think she knew the full truth... but I think she knew enough."

—-
[image: image]


QUINN AND RAMOS LEFT the building, the information weighing heavily on them. Marina had grown up around a world of secrets and fear, a world where survival meant staying quiet, keeping to the shadows. But what had she seen? What had she known? And why had it brought her back to this—a city where the past refused to stay buried?

They didn’t have answers, but they had more questions than ever before. The murders, the symbol, and now the strange connection to a man who had disappeared years ago—it was all starting to come together, but not in a way they could fully understand.

As Quinn got into the car, his mind still racing, he realized one thing for sure: whoever was behind this was willing to do whatever it took to keep the truth buried. And Marina Kade—silent, broken, and afraid—was the only one who knew it.
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The early evening sky hung heavy with clouds, threatening rain, but Quinn barely noticed. His mind was far away, caught in a web of threads that didn’t seem to make sense. He stared out the window of his car as they drove back to the precinct, his thoughts consumed by the conversation with the woman at Marcus Kade’s old building. The pieces were starting to fit, but the picture they were forming was still too blurred, too incomplete.

"Marcus Kade fought with someone over money," Ramos said from the passenger seat, her voice breaking through Quinn’s thoughts. "That’s got to be a key piece. If Kade was involved with some kind of illegal activity, the money could explain a lot."

Quinn nodded but didn’t respond right away. He couldn’t shake the feeling that something about the whole situation was off. He had seen plenty of crimes before, and the patterns were familiar: greed, betrayal, violence. But this case felt different. It felt personal. And he couldn’t ignore the growing sense that Marina Kade, the woman who had witnessed more than anyone could possibly imagine, was at the center of it all.

They pulled into the precinct parking lot, and Quinn was already out of the car before it had fully stopped. He wasn’t sure what he was looking for, but he needed something—anything—that would give him a clearer picture of Marina’s life. He wasn’t going to let this case slip through his fingers.

Inside the precinct, he went straight to his desk, pulling up the files on the other victims. He scanned the reports, trying to find any connection to Marina or her father. There was nothing obvious, just a string of isolated incidents, each more confusing than the last. Thomas Kellerman, the latest victim, had been involved in a brief altercation with a local shopkeeper over a gambling debt, but that didn’t explain his murder. And what about the others? The list of victims was growing, but the pattern was still elusive.

Ramos stood behind him, glancing at the screen. "You’re looking for something that isn’t there, Quinn."

He didn’t look up. "I know it’s here. We just haven’t found it yet."

"Maybe we need to take a step back," Ramos said, her tone softening. "Maybe we’re too focused on Marina. She’s not the killer, Quinn. She’s the key. But she’s not the one pulling the strings."

He stood up abruptly, his chair scraping loudly against the floor. "But why would someone want to kill her father? Why leave those symbols at the murder scenes? Why come after a woman who can’t even speak for herself?"

Ramos didn’t answer right away. She watched him, her face tense. Finally, she sighed. "Maybe it’s not about her father, but about what she represents. Maybe she’s tied to something bigger, something deeper than we’re seeing."

Quinn felt a jolt of realization. "You think she’s caught in the middle of something? A bigger conspiracy?"

Ramos gave a small shrug. "It’s possible. You said it yourself—she’s been carrying this secret for years. Whatever she knows could be enough to destroy something, someone."

"Then we need to get her to talk," Quinn muttered, the frustration clear in his voice.

He knew it wasn’t going to be easy. Every instinct told him that Marina Kade was terrified, and fear could be a powerful weapon. She wasn’t talking, and that meant there was something dangerous waiting in the shadows. Something she wasn’t ready to confront—or couldn’t.

"Where’s she now?" Quinn asked.

"We’ve got her at the safe house," Ramos answered. "She hasn’t left since we brought her in."

Quinn nodded. "Good. Let’s go."

—-
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THE SAFE HOUSE WAS a small, nondescript building on the outskirts of town. It was meant to be invisible, a place where witnesses could be kept hidden from those who wanted to silence them. Marina Kade sat in one of the sterile, white-walled rooms, a silent figure wrapped in her own isolation. Quinn could feel the tension in the air as he walked in. There was no sound, no movement, just the weight of her presence, the silence she carried like a cloak.

Ramos knocked softly on the door and opened it, stepping aside to let Quinn in. Marina was sitting in a chair
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