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Chapter 1 - Calm Before the Storm

[image: ]


Flashback - The Incident

The industrial district buzzed with the faint hum of distant traffic as Detective Doug Harris crouched behind a rusted steel container. The Chicago air was thick with tension.

“You sure about this?” Harris whispered into his radio, his pulse quickening.

“Stay sharp,” Andre Morris replied, calm and confident from the adjacent alley.

The whispers began, faint but insidious.

“You’ll screw this up. You always do.”

Harris gritted his teeth, gripping his gun tighter. Suddenly, Morris lunged toward a suspect.

“Morris, wait!” Harris shouted, panic surging. His vision blurred as paranoia distorted reality.

Without thinking, Harris fired.

Morris staggered, clutching his side. “Doug... what did you do?”

Harris froze, his heart pounding as the scene dissolved into chaos.

Present Day - Rooftop Resolve

Detective Harris stood on the rooftop of his South Side apartment, staring at the shimmering Chicago skyline. His smartwatch buzzed—a reminder for his evening medication.

He pulled out the small pill bottle, swallowing a tablet with water from his flask. Therapy, medication, and AI-assisted health tracking had brought clarity to his once-chaotic life.

The faint buzz of his phone snapped him back to the moment.

“Doug, it’s Reyes,” the familiar voice said. “We’ve got something. It’s about Morris.”

Harris’s jaw tightened. “Where?”

“Maxwell’s. Thirty minutes.”

Harris took a deep breath, using his grounding technique to stay calm.

“I’ve got this,” he muttered.
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Chapter 2 - The Diner Meeting
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Maxwell’s was bustling, but Harris tuned out the clatter of plates and the hum of conversations as he slid into the booth across from Michael Reyes.

“You’re looking better,” Reyes said, studying him.

Harris smirked faintly. “That’s what four weeks of built-up PTO will do for you. Needed a break.”

“You were out of the office that long?” Reyes raised an eyebrow.

Harris nodded. “Took the time to reset—no case files, no precinct calls, just me and a clearer head.”

Reyes leaned back, nodding approvingly. “You were overdue for it.”

Harris shrugged. “I needed to recharge. What do you have for me?”

Reyes slid a folder across the table. “Morris is back in the picture.”

Harris opened the folder, scanning through photos and AI-generated heat maps. His jaw tightened as he landed on a flagged image of Morris shaking hands with Rico Gonzalez.

“Morris is running Gonzalez’s operation now,” Reyes said, his tone grim. “It’s smaller, but the AI flagged suspicious transactions tied to him, right before Gonzalez’s death.”

Harris paused, his fingers grazing the photo. The memories of the last sting against Gonzalez were still fresh—especially the chaos that later revealed the arms dealer dead in a hail of bullets.

“So, Gonzalez is gone, and Morris stepped into his shoes,” Harris muttered.

“Exactly,” Reyes confirmed. “He’s using Gonzalez’s old contacts and is operating out of the old harbor warehouse. Not a big crew, but dangerous.”

Harris closed the folder, rubbing his fingers together under the table—a grounding technique.

“Time to end this,” he said.

Reyes studied him for a moment. “You sure you’re ready for this again?”

Harris met his gaze, calm and resolute. “I’ve never been more ready.”
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Chapter 3 - Setting the Trap
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Using AI to Close the Net

Back at the precinct, Harris sat at his desk, logging into the precinct’s AI-assisted software. The program was a game-changer: it analyzed surveillance footage, financial records, and criminal patterns faster than a human ever could.

Harris loaded a live feed from the old harbor. The software automatically tagged figures entering and exiting the warehouse, identifying them by cross-referencing facial recognition data with criminal records.

“Gotcha,” Harris muttered, watching as the program flagged Morris’s enforcer, Jacob King, unloading crates.

The system’s predictive analysis also mapped the most likely escape routes based on past activity, giving Harris and the tactical team a strategic edge.

His smartwatch buzzed—a reminder to take a break. Harris leaned back, closing his eyes for a few deep breaths. The voices were faint now, no longer controlling him.

When he reopened his eyes, the screen displayed a flagged heat map indicating increased activity at the warehouse.

“He’s preparing for something big,” Harris said to himself.

The Plan

In Captain Rodriguez’s office, Harris laid out the AI-generated data.

“Morris is consolidating,” Harris said, pointing to the heat map. “The AI predicts he’s shipping out weapons in the next 48 hours.”

Rodriguez studied the data. “And you’re sure this time he won’t slip through?”

Harris’s tone was firm. “We’ve got reinforced transport vehicles, real-time GPS tracking, rotating officer shifts, and an ankle monitor for Morris before he even leaves the scene.”

Rodriguez nodded. “Let
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