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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 Miami night was heavy with heat, the air thick and oppressive, carrying the faint tang of salt and decay. ​ A lone figure moved through the shadows, his steps deliberate, his breathing steady. ​ Kent K. Fitchett had been here before—different city, different faces, but the same suffocating tension. ​ The same gnawing certainty that something was about to go wrong. ​
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The safe house loomed ahead, indistinguishable from its neighbors, a cookie-cutter facade of stucco walls and Spanish tile. But Kent’s trained eyes caught the details others would miss: the sprinkler pooling water at the porch steps, the door left slightly ajar, the faint metallic scent carried on the breeze. ​ He paused, his hand brushing the grip of his Glock, and took a slow, measured breath. ​
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The door creaked open under the pressure of his shoe, revealing a house frozen in time. A bowl of cereal sat abandoned on the floor, milk congealing in a sticky puddle. 
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A child’s backpack lay discarded, its contents spilling out like a silent cry for help. Upstairs, twin beds lay unmade, toothbrushes still wet in the bathroom. ​ The house was hollow, a shell of interrupted lives. ​
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Kent’s pulse quickened as he descended the stairs, his mind racing through possibilities. No signs of forced entry. ​ No blood. No bodies. ​ But the silence was deafening, and the air carried the weight of something unseen. ​ He thumbed his phone, his voice low and steady as he reported to his supervisor. ​ “Swinton safe house is empty. ​ No sign of the family. ​ Indicators of a hasty departure.
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Requesting immediate response team and lockdown protocol.” ​
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The reply was curt, clipped. ​ “Do not engage local until backup arrives. ​ If the leak is local, you’ll be compromised.” ​
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Kent pocketed the phone, his jaw tightening. He didn’t like the feeling of being a step behind, of missing something vital. ​ He scanned the house again, cataloging every detail—the frozen TV screen, the pink sweatshirt, the scattered mail. The pieces didn’t fit, but the picture they painted was clear: the Swintons were gone, and someone had made sure they wouldn’t be found. ​
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Outside, the night pressed in, the darkness alive with unseen threats. Kent paced the curb, his mind a storm of calculations and doubts. ​ He had failed before, lost people who trusted him to keep them safe. ​ He wouldn’t let it happen again. ​ Not this time. ​
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The sound of approaching footsteps snapped him back to the present. ​ Two figures emerged from the shadows, their movements sharp and purposeful. ​ Kent’s hand hovered near his holster as he watched them approach, their faces hard and unreadable. ​
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“Fitch,” one of them called, his voice cutting through the humid air. “You secure?”
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Kent nodded, but his gut churned. The safe house was empty, the family gone, and the clock was ticking. ​ Somewhere in the sprawling chaos of Miami, the Swintons were running—or worse, being moved by someone who knew exactly how to make them disappear. ​
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Kent’s grip tightened on his weapon as the men joined him on the porch. The night was still, but the storm was coming. ​ And Kent knew, with a certainty that chilled him to the bone, that this was only the beginning. ​
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THE STORY
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The moment Kent K. Fitchett stepped from his rental and onto the curb, the air hit him like a wet towel—thick, sour with old mulch and whatever Miami had been cooking in the heat. Suburban, east of the Palmetto, a development of identical Spanish tile roofs, stucco walls, and imported shrubs now half-dead from indifferent caretaking. The safe house didn’t look different from its neighbors, but Kent’s eyes caught the odd detail: the front yard’s sprinkler had run too long, pooling at the base of the porch steps. Nobody bothered with a newspaper or a package left in plain view.
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He took a slow breath, then climbed the walk, shoes scuffing grit onto the terra cotta tiles. The front door was ajar. Not wide, just enough for a draft to stir the cooler air inside and bring with it a faint, metallic tinge.
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Kent paused, pulled his Glock, and pressed with the tip of his shoe. The door swung open on silent hinges. He ducked inside, left shoulder first, gun up, eyes tracking edges—focusing on what moved, what didn’t.
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The foyer was dark except for a crooked line of light leaking in through the kitchen arch. A lamp, left burning. Kent’s nostrils flared at the inside air, a stale, institutional tang: old takeout, Pine-Sol, faint ammonia. No voices, no footsteps. Dead quiet.
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The first sign was the scatter of mail at the threshold. Someone had left in a hurry, or had been made to. He moved through the entry, toward the kitchen. An overturned chair blocked his way, splintered on one leg. Near it, a spoon glistened in a puddle of congealing milk and Cheerios.
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Kent scanned—dining table untouched, a stack of blue spiral notebooks at one end, still tidy. A child’s backpack on the floor, zipper half-open, math workbook poking out. No sign of a struggle, just layers of interrupted routine. As he stepped further, he swept his gun in a clean arc, then lowered it. He holstered, listening to the house’s silence, the throb of blood in his own ears.
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The stairs creaked as he took them, slow and careful. On the landing, both bedroom doors stood wide. Inside the first, a set of twin beds, unmade. The second, master suite, light on, sheets pulled off and dumped in a pile. In the ensuite bathroom, two toothbrushes still in the cup, wet, one with a dab of paste left clinging to the bristles.
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He retreated to the hallway, forcing down the spike of adrenaline. There was no sense of presence, not even a shadow of a hiding child or a shuffling captive. The place was hollow.
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Kent descended, slower now, and pulled his phone as he did. He thumbed the speed dial and waited. The call picked up before the first ring finished.
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“Fitchett,” said the voice on the other end—Supervisor Renkin, always impatient.
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He kept his own voice low. “Swinton safe house is empty. No sign
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