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About the Author

Author's Note

Not all battles are fought in courtrooms. Some are waged in alleyways at midnight, in the hushed corridors of power, in the quiet moments when a person must decide whether to look the other way or to stand firm against the tide of corruption.

Hope Rises was born from a deep belief that justice—however battered, however delayed—is never truly beyond reach, so long as there are those who refuse to surrender to the shadow of power. This novel explores what happens when the institutions built to protect us become instruments of control, and what extraordinary courage it takes for ordinary people to reclaim what has been stolen from them.

Ellie Cross's journey is, at its heart, a story about perseverance. It is about the price of truth in a world that would rather remain comfortable in its lies. It is about the unseen consequences—on the innocent, on the guilty, on the systems that govern our lives—of every choice we make or fail to make.

This story is for everyone who has ever dared to ask: what if someone finally refused to back down?
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The Killing of Officer Jacobson

The cold wind bit through the alleyway, sharp as a knife. It was past midnight, and the hum of

the city seemed muffled in this forgotten corner of Chicago’s South Side. A half-lit streetlamp

flickered overhead, casting eerie shadows on the cracked pavement. The odor of urine and

rotting garbage mixed with the faint scent of rain, a storm looming somewhere beyond the

skyline.

ADA Eleanor "Ellie" Cross stood at the edge of the crime scene, her boots sinking into the

wet ground as she surveyed the body of Officer Jacobson. His uniform, once pristine, was now

stained with blood—his own. His hand still gripped his service weapon, though it had been

discharged, the shell casings scattered like breadcrumbs leading to nowhere. She swallowed

hard as her breath fogged in the cold, her pulse racing not from the chill, but from the weight of

what this meant. The officer had been shot at point-blank range. No struggle. No signs of a fight. His death was

swift, calculated. And Ellie knew it wasn't random.

“Who found him?” Ellie asked, her voice steady despite the rising tension in her chest.

“Patrol unit came through on a routine check,” Officer James O’Reilly said, his thick Irish accent

cutting through the silence. He was bent over a set of tire tracks that led to the alley, squinting in

the dim light. “Said he’d been sitting in his squad car when someone pulled up beside him. Shot

him in the head before he even had a chance to pull his gun. Clean. Too clean.”

Ellie grimaced. It wasn’t just the method that made it clean—it was the fact that Jacobson had

been a cop, part of the very system that had failed so many, yet he was one of the few who had

held on to his integrity. A man like him didn’t deserve this kind of end. She stepped closer, careful not to disturb the scene. The flashing lights of the crime scene unit

illuminated the area, casting blue and red hues across the buildings, but Ellie’s focus was solely

on the dead officer. He had been well-liked, a loyal member of the force, but had made some

enemies in his last few months of duty. Whispers of corruption within the department had begun

to circulate, but Jacobson had refused to back down, even when the higher-ups started looking

the other way.

“Who’s running the investigation?” Ellie asked, her eyes scanning the perimeter.

“Sergeant Haines. But, uh, Ellie...” O’Reilly hesitated, glancing around to ensure no one was

within earshot. “There’s talk. People saying this might be connected to that whole mess with the

Mayor’s office. The election. You know, the whole corruption thing we’ve been hearing about.”

Ellie stiffened. This was more than just a cop killing. Someone was sending a message, and if

O’Reilly was right, it wasn’t just about punishing Jacobson for his stand against corruption—it

was about something much bigger.

“I’ll talk to Haines,” Ellie said, her voice flat but firm. “I’m taking this one. Make sure the team

stays on their toes. I don’t want any mistakes.”

O’Reilly nodded, and Ellie walked toward the small group of officers huddled around the car,

whispering in tense voices. She could feel the burden of their eyes on her. She was the

youngest assistant district attorney in the public integrity unit, and she was already the target of

more than a few whispers and sideways glances. They all knew she had a reputation for digging

deeper than most—and that made some of them nervous.

But Ellie wasn’t here to make friends. She was here to find the truth.

At the scene’s makeshift command center, Sergeant Haines was reviewing some notes. His

face, shadowed and unshaven, looked like someone who hadn’t slept in days. The detective

was used to that. The pressure in the department was mounting—trouble from the Mayor’s

office, the upcoming election, and the simmering unrest between the city’s police force and the

community they swore to protect.

“Ellie,” Haines said, glancing up as she approached. He nodded at her curtly, his arms crossed.

“You’ve got one hell of a night on your hands. What do you think?”

Ellie crouched down next to the body, her brow furrowed. She wasn’t going to jump to

conclusions just yet, but something didn’t sit right. “The hit’s too clean. There’s no sign of

struggle, no sign of forced entry. Someone knew where to find him. Someone who had access

to him. Whoever did this was in the know.”

“Not necessarily,” Haines replied, tapping his pen nervously on his notepad. “Could’ve been a

random robbery gone wrong. You’re making too much of it.”

Ellie shook her head. “No. Jacobson wasn’t the type to get involved in shady dealings. Not like

some of these guys. He was clean. If this was just a robbery, it wouldn’t have gone down like

this.”

Haines raised an eyebrow, but didn’t press further. “Well, we’ll have to wait for the autopsy

report. But it’s not just Jacobson who’s causing trouble. We’re getting word from higher-ups in

the department to let this one go if we can’t figure out a concrete motive.”

Ellie’s heart skipped a beat. Higher-ups—the very words she didn’t want to hear.

“Let it go?” Ellie’s voice hardened. “You mean cover it up?”

Haines met her eyes with a weary stare. “If that’s what it takes to keep the peace. We’ve got

bigger problems than this. Trust me, you don’t want to be the one who pushes back against the

powers that be right now.”

Ellie stood up, fists clenched at her sides. “No. I’ll be the one to find out who did this. And I’ll

bring them to justice, even if it costs me my career.”

Haines sighed. “Be careful, Ellie. This isn’t just a murder. This is political. It’s bigger than you

think.”

Ellie’s breath caught in her throat as she looked back at the dead officer, lying there in the cold,

his life snuffed out too soon. A dark thought lingered at the back of her mind: What if this was

just the beginning? She had no idea just how deep the conspiracy ran—or how far the people she trusted would go

to bury the truth. But she knew one thing for sure: She couldn’t back down. Not now. Not when

justice was on the line. The city might be corrupt, but Ellie was going to tear through its lies until she exposed the heart

of its darkness.
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The First Clue

Ellie’s mind raced as she stood over the crime scene, still absorbing the gravity of her

conversation with Sergeant Haines. There was something dangerously familiar about the way

he had tried to dismiss Jacobson’s murder. His warning wasn’t about the case—it was about

her. And deep down, Ellie knew she wasn’t just investigating the murder of a cop anymore. She

was about to uncover something much darker. Something that could tear the city apart. The last thing she wanted to do was follow the rules. Not with this case. But there was a cold,

pragmatic part of her that knew the consequences of disregarding them would be dire. The

political players involved had power. And they were capable of far more than just covering up a

murder.

Ellie’s phone buzzed in her pocket, snapping her back to reality. She pulled it out and glanced at

the screen. It was a text from her partner, James O'Reilly. The autopsy report’s in. Come to the morgue.

Her pulse quickened. Finally. She didn’t hesitate, tucking her phone away. She turned and made her way out of the alley. As

she climbed into her car, the city seemed quieter, the noise of the streets muffled as if the world

itself knew something was about to break wide open. The investigation had just begun, but Ellie

could already feel the burden of it. She needed answers—fast. The Chicago Medical Examiner’s Office was as grim as its reputation. Dim lighting, fluorescent

hums, and a sterile, metallic smell that lingered in the air like a constant reminder of death.

Ellie’s boots clicked across the polished floors as she walked toward the morgue’s main hall, her

thoughts swirling with the implications of Jacobson’s murder. She reached the steel door at the back of the building, where James was waiting for her. His

face, as always, was expressionless—professional but not friendly. He gave her a quick nod, his

eyes scanning the hall behind her as if expecting someone to follow.

“You’re late,” he said, as they entered the morgue.

“Traffic,” Ellie replied, her voice flat. She wasn’t here for pleasantries.

Dr. Helen Ramirez, the city’s chief medical examiner, was already standing over Jacobson’s

body on the examination table. She was a tall woman with a no-nonsense demeanor, the kind of

person who didn’t waste time with small talk. She didn’t even look up when Ellie and O’Reilly

entered, but gestured to the body with a gloved hand.

“Cause of death,” Dr. Ramirez said, her voice cool and clinical. “A single gunshot wound to the

head. Close range. The angle suggests the shooter was either sitting beside him in the car or

standing right next to him. Judging by the trajectory, it’s clear the officer never saw it coming.”

Ellie nodded, already knowing this part. She stepped closer, inspecting the body. Jacobson had

been in his mid-thirties, with a clean-shaven face and the faintest trace of a scowl on his lips.

His dark hair was matted with blood, and his eyes were half-open in a permanent stare of

shock.

“But you knew that already,” Dr. Ramirez continued, turning the page of the report in front of her.

“What you didn’t know is what’s more interesting.”

Ellie raised an eyebrow. “What’s more interesting?”

Dr. Ramirez didn’t reply immediately. She reached into a nearby tray, pulled out a small

evidence bag, and handed it to Ellie. Inside the bag was a scrap of paper. It was torn, stained,

and smeared with blood, but Ellie could make out the faint remnants of a single word written in

ink: Panic.

Ellie froze, her heart skipping a beat.

“Where did you find this?” she asked, voice tight with sudden anticipation.

“Found it under his hand, wrapped around his fingers. He must have grabbed it in his final

moments, but I can’t say for sure how long it had been there. Maybe before the shooting, maybe

after. But the word’s clear. Panic.”

Ellie stared at the scrap of paper, her mind racing. Panic. The word didn’t fit. Why would

Jacobson—one of the few honest cops left in the department—be carrying something like this?

“Is it connected to anything?” O’Reilly asked, his voice edged with frustration. “Any clue as to

why he would’ve had it?”

Dr. Ramirez shook her head. “Not yet. It’s too early to tell. But there’s something else. Take a

look at this.”

The medical examiner handed Ellie another piece of evidence, a small, folded card. Ellie

opened it carefully. Written on the front was a symbol she recognized—a stylized eagle

clutching a broken scale. The symbol of the city’s most powerful law firm, Mallory & Bishop. The blood drained from Ellie’s face. Her grip tightened around the card as realization struck. The

law firm that controlled half the city’s legal system. The firm that had been rumored to be behind

every major corruption scandal in Chicago for the last decade. A firm that had never been

successfully prosecuted.

Mallory & Bishop’s involvement meant one thing: this murder wasn’t just a cop killing—it was

political. And Ellie had just stepped into a web of corruption she had no hope of unraveling

alone. She didn’t need to look at O’Reilly to know he had drawn the same conclusion. The grim set of

his jaw, the twitch of his clenched fist—it was the same reaction she had.

“Mallory,” Ellie muttered, her voice low. “This goes deeper than I thought.”

“I know,” O’Reilly replied, his eyes flicking to the door. “But what now? You really think we’re

going to take on Mallory & Bishop?”

Ellie turned back to the body, her mind racing with questions. She couldn’t afford to be scared.

Not now. Not when the truth was so close.

“We keep going,” Ellie said, her voice hardening. “We don’t back down. We get answers. And

we start with Mallory.”

Later that night, Ellie found herself sitting in her office, surrounded by case files and notes, her

fingers tapping nervously on the edge of her desk. She hadn’t spoken to anyone since leaving

the morgue, but the enormity of everything she had just uncovered hung heavily in the air. The phone rang, cutting through the silence. Ellie grabbed the receiver, her heart still racing

from the events of the day.

“Ellie Cross,” she answered, her voice sharp.

“ADA Cross,” a deep voice on the other end said. “This is Thomas Hayes, with Mallory &

Bishop.”

Her stomach tightened. The name alone sent a ripple of unease down her spine. What now?

“I have information that might interest you,” Hayes continued, his tone dripping with false

politeness. “I’m sure you’ve already figured out the connection between our firm and your little

investigation. But I think you’d appreciate knowing—this is much bigger than you realize.”

Ellie’s adrenaline surged through her. “What’s bigger?”

“We’ve already made our first move. You’ve crossed a line. You’ll understand soon enough what

happens next. But let me make it simple for you: drop the case, ADA. You’re out of your depth.

You don’t want to go down this road.”

A chill ran through Ellie’s body. Hayes wasn’t just threatening her. He was giving her a choice.

“Or what?” Ellie asked, her voice steady despite the terror curling in her chest.

“We’ll ensure this investigation dies with you,” Hayes replied, his tone suddenly cold and

final. “Your career. Your life. It won’t matter. Think it over.”

The line went dead before Ellie could respond. She sat there, the phone pressed to her ear, her mind reeling from the threat. This was just the

beginning. She was now officially in the fight of her life—and she had no intention of backing

down.

Ellie didn’t hesitate for long. She immediately stood up, grabbing her coat and storming out of

her office. She had work to do, and she wasn’t going to let anyone—especially Mallory &

Bishop—dictate the course of justice.

Her phone buzzed in her pocket again. A text from O’Reilly: We need to talk. Meet me at the

diner in ten.

Ellie shoved her phone back in her pocket. Everything’s about to change.

As she left the building and headed toward her car, she could feel the eyes of the city on her.

And for the first time in a long while, Ellie felt alive. The truth was out there. And she was going to find it, no matter the cost.
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the gravity of Secrets

The neon lights outside the diner flickered as Ellie stepped into the warm glow of the 24-hour

café. The hum of the bustling kitchen, the sizzle of bacon on the grill, and the clinking of coffee

mugs created a kind of rhythm she hadn't realized she needed until now. It was the only place

she could think of where she and O'Reilly could talk freely—if you could call it that. A hole in the

wall, where they wouldn’t be overheard by the very people who wanted to bury the truth.

Ellie slid into the booth at the back, her coat still clinging to her shoulders, the weight of her

latest encounter with Thomas Hayes hanging heavy in her chest. The words had been clear, but

the threat? More than just clear—it was personal.

O'Reilly sat across from her, his face unreadable, eyes heavy with frustration. His hand was

wrapped around a cup of coffee, but he wasn’t drinking it. He was staring at her, waiting for her

to speak first. The silence between them had grown thick over the past couple of minutes.

“I’m not backing down, Jim,” Ellie said first, her voice cutting through the quiet hum of the diner.

“I won’t let them scare me off.”

O'Reilly didn’t respond immediately. He leaned back in his seat, taking a long breath, as though

gathering his thoughts. “I don’t think it’s about scaring you. This isn’t some street thug

threatening you. Mallory’s not just playing dirty, Ellie. He’s playing for keeps. You really want to

take him on?”

Ellie’s eyes narrowed. "Do you think I'm going to let him get away with it? You heard what I

heard. They’re involved in Jacobson’s murder. I don't care how powerful they are. We need to

get to the bottom of this."

O'Reilly rubbed the back of his neck, glancing toward the door. Ellie knew the drill—he was

always cautious, always weighing every step before making a move. They had been partners

long enough for her to recognize the hesitation in his posture.

“Okay, so we’re dealing with Mallory & Bishop,” O'Reilly said finally. “The most powerful law firm

in Chicago, with a hand in everything. But this? This could ruin us both, Ellie. You know that. Do

you really think it’s worth it?”

Ellie didn’t flinch. “I can’t walk away from this, Jim. Not after everything that’s happened. Not

after what I heard from Hayes. We’re in the middle of something huge.”

O'Reilly leaned forward, his voice lower now. “Then we need to be careful. Because you’re right.

It’s big. Bigger than anything we’ve ever touched before.”

The air between them felt thick with the full force of the decision hanging in the balance. Ellie

glanced around the diner, taking in the familiar surroundings, the worn booths, the cracked tile

floors. It was her safe place, the one place she could let her guard down. But not tonight.

Tonight, everything was about to change. She could feel it in her bones. It wasn’t just a matter of

cracking a case anymore—it was a matter of survival.

Before Ellie could respond, the waitress appeared with a pot of coffee, offering them both refills. She lingered for a moment, her eyes darting between Ellie and O'Reilly. There was something

off about the way she was looking at them. Not hostile, but something else. Something Ellie

couldn’t quite place.

“We good?” the waitress asked, setting the pot down but not quite leaving.

“Yeah,” Ellie said, giving her a tight smile. “Just trying to figure things out.”

The waitress nodded and walked off, but Ellie’s eyes followed her until she disappeared into the

back. Something about the woman’s demeanor struck her as odd, but it wasn’t enough to break

her focus. She turned back to O’Reilly.

“We’ve got to find out everything we can about Mallory,” she said. “I want to know what his firm’s

been involved in, who’s been on his payroll, and what connections he has within the police

department. Everything.”

O'Reilly sighed, but there was a flicker of determination behind his eyes. “You’re serious about

this, huh?”

Ellie’s lips tightened into a hard line. “You’ve known me long enough to know how serious I am.”

O'Reilly didn’t respond. He just took a slow sip of his coffee, eyes not quite meeting hers. Ellie

had a feeling he was thinking about something else, something hidden behind his guarded

expression. But for now, she didn’t have time to ask. There were bigger things at play.

Hours passed. The street outside had quieted, the noise of the city replaced by the hum of

distant traffic. O'Reilly had gone through his usual routine—making calls, speaking with people

on the inside—but there had been little progress. The information they needed was buried under

layers of bureaucracy, intimidation, and the ever-present shadow of Mallory’s influence.

As they sat in the diner, Ellie couldn’t shake the feeling that they were being watched. Every

time she glanced toward the window, she saw a shadow moving in the street, someone walking

by or pausing in front of the diner. The thought gnawed at her. They weren’t just investigating a

murder anymore. They were digging into something that could destroy everything they’d worked

for.

“Let’s take a step back,” Ellie said, her voice suddenly sharp. “We need to make a plan. And we

need to do it fast. O'Reilly, we need to talk to the right people, find out who’s been on Mallory’s

radar.”

O'Reilly hesitated. “And who’s going to talk to us? Everyone knows we’re on this case. You think

anyone in the department is going to open up to us? Not without Mallory knowing.”

Ellie stared down at the table, the crushing reality of the truth settling in. Mallory wasn’t just an obstacle.

He was a wall. And no matter how hard they pushed, that wall was going to stand firm, blocking

every move they made.

“What about Jacobson?” Ellie said, her voice quieter now, the idea taking shape in her mind.

“He knew something. He was onto something. That’s why he had the paper with the word panic

and the Mallory & Bishop card. Maybe he was closer to this than we thought.”

O'Reilly leaned in, a look of recognition crossing his face. “You’re right. Maybe he was trying to

send a message. If we can figure out where he was before he was killed, we might find the

answers.”

Ellie stood up, her decision made. “Then let’s do it. We’re not backing down. We’re getting the

truth, even if it kills us.”

Back at the precinct, Ellie’s mind raced as she reviewed Jacobson’s last known whereabouts. The city felt quieter now, the hum of the streets outside almost inaudible against the pounding

rhythm of her thoughts. She ran her fingers through her hair, frustration mounting as the walls

around her seemed to close in.

O'Reilly stood behind her, flipping through the case files with an air of resignation. “We’ve hit a

dead end. The mayor’s office is pressuring the department to close this out. You really think

we’re going to find anything if we keep pushing?”

Ellie didn’t look up from the file in front of her. “We can’t afford to stop now. I’ll handle the

department. You talk to the contacts you trust. Someone knows something. And if I have to go

through the mayor’s office to get it, I will.”

The door to her office creaked open, and a voice interrupted her thoughts.

“ADA Cross?” It was Officer Thompson, one of the younger cops in the department. He had

the look of someone who had been sitting on something for too long.

Ellie’s eyes sharpened. “What is it?”

Thompson stepped into the room cautiously, his eyes darting around. “There’s someone here to

see you. A witness. They’re scared. Real scared.”

her chest seized. “Who?”

“I don’t know,” Thompson said. “But they’re insisting it’s about the case. They want to talk to

you. Alone.”

Ellie stood up, her pulse quickening. Another lead. Another twist in the case. She followed Thompson down the narrow hallway, her mind racing with the possibilities.

Someone was finally coming forward. Someone who knew more than they should.

But who? And why were they afraid?

As she reached the door to the interrogation room, Ellie paused for a moment, collecting herself. The stakes had just gotten higher. She stepped inside.

A man sat at the table, his face obscured by the shadows. His hands were shaking slightly, his

eyes darting nervously as he looked up at her.

“You’re the one who’s been asking questions,” the man said quietly. “I know things. But if you

want to know the truth, you’ve got to protect me.”

Ellie sat down, leaning forward. "What do you know?"

The man exhaled sharply, his gaze flickering to the door as if expecting someone to burst in at

any moment.

“I know who killed Jacobson.”
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The Price of Truth

Ellie leaned forward, her hands gripping the edges of the interrogation table, her gaze fixed on

the man sitting across from her. His face was obscured by the dim lighting, casting long

shadows that only amplified the unease in the room. The enormity of his words hung in the air,

thick and oppressive.

“I know who killed Jacobson,” he repeated, his voice a low rasp that echoed off the cold, sterile

walls of the interrogation room.

Ellie didn’t move. Her mind raced, processing the gravity of the statement. She had been

prepared for many things, but this—this was a breakthrough, something she hadn’t expected.

"Who?" she asked, her voice steady despite the sudden surge of adrenaline. The man’s eyes flickered nervously to the door, his body twitching as if every sound made him

jump. Ellie could see the sweat on his brow, the fear radiating off him like heat from a fire. This

wasn’t someone used to speaking out, and this wasn’t a confession he’d made lightly.

“Doesn’t matter,” the man said, swallowing hard. “I can’t say his name. Not yet.”

Ellie’s heart sank. She’d suspected the dangers of the case were deeper than just a simple

murder, but this was something else. This wasn’t just fear; this was terror. She leaned in closer,

her voice low, coaxing.

“Tell me why. Why can’t you say his name?” Ellie’s tone softened, trying to ease the man’s

tension.

“I’ve seen what happens to people who talk about Mallory,” the man whispered, his eyes darting

nervously around the room. “I don’t want to end up like the others.”

Ellie’s her nerves spiked. Mallory. The name she had come to associate with power, danger, and

corruption. She had no doubt that Mallory’s hands were all over Jacobson’s murder, but now

she was facing the reality of what he could do to keep his secrets buried. The man’s voice cracked as he continued, “I saw Jacobson the day before he was killed. He

was meeting with someone.. someone high up, someone from Mallory’s firm. I don’t know who,

but I saw them together. Jacobson was.. shaking, like he’d seen something he shouldn’t have.”

Ellie’s mind spun as she absorbed this new piece of the puzzle. Jacobson had seen something

he wasn’t supposed to. He had known too much. That explained the panic note, the Mallory &

Bishop card. Jacobson had been silenced because he had stumbled too close to the heart of

the conspiracy. But who had he been meeting with? And why had he been so terrified?

“Who was he meeting?” Ellie pressed. “Who was with him?”

The man shook his head, his eyes welling with tears. “I don’t know, I swear. But I know it wasn’t

just anyone. They were important. And they didn’t want anyone seeing them together.”

Ellie’s frustration built. She needed more than this—more than half-truths and evasions. But she

could see it in the man’s eyes. He was terrified. Fear had its grip on him, and the only thing that

kept him in this room was the desperate hope that someone, anyone, would help him.

“I can protect you,” Ellie said firmly, her voice cutting through the tension. “But I need you to tell

me everything you know. I’m not going to let Mallory get away with this. You can help us.”

The man’s hand trembled as he wiped his forehead. His gaze dropped to the table, his voice

barely above a whisper. “I can’t.. not until you promise me safety. Promise me you’ll keep me

safe.”

Ellie stared at him, weighing her options. There were no guarantees in her world, and Mallory’s

reach was far too long for anyone to make promises. But if there was a chance she could

protect this man—if he could provide the key to unlocking everything—then she had no choice.

“I’ll do everything I can,” she said, her voice unwavering. “I’ll get you the protection you need.

But you have to trust me. Now, tell me everything you know.”

The man nodded, swallowing hard, his face pale. He looked at the door once more before

leaning in slightly, as if speaking any louder would seal his fate.

“I saw him—Mallory—at a fundraiser. He was there with a bunch of politicians. Not just any

politicians, though. Big ones. Ones tied to the mayor’s office. I think.. I think he’s trying to

control the election. He’s backing someone for mayor. And I think Jacobson found out who.”

Ellie’s heart raced as she absorbed this new information. Election manipulation. Mallory wasn’t

just in the business of protecting his interests. He was aiming for power. He was using the city’s

political system to reshape it into his own image, and Jacobson had been caught in the

crossfire. The man continued, his voice trembling. “Jacobson was close to someone in the

department—someone who’s working with Mallory. He was.. he was going to blow the whole

thing wide open. I think he was about to talk to someone, someone big, about what he’d seen.”

Ellie’s mind raced. If Jacobson had been planning to expose Mallory’s machinations, it made

sense why he’d been killed. It wasn’t just about keeping secrets—it was about controlling the

city’s future.

Suddenly, a loud bang echoed from the hallway outside the room. The sound startled both Ellie

and the man, making them both jump in their seats. The man looked panicked again, his eyes

darting to the door.

something cold jolted through her. She jumped up, her hand reaching for the door. She hadn’t noticed the heavy footsteps

approaching, the sound of a uniform scraping across the floor.

Without a word, the
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