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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 Or Contacting him about a case go 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. 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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CHARACTERS
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Here are the characters and their roles in the story:
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Detective Carter: The main protagonist and lead investigator of Ethan Blake's murder case. He is methodical, observant, and determined to uncover the truth.







Ethan Blake: The victim, a controversial talk radio host at WKRZ known for his aggressive commentary and rants about corruption and accountability. ​







Maya Collins: The producer at WKRZ who worked closely with Ethan Blake. She discovered his body and provided key information about the station and recent events.







Mitchell: Carter’s tech-savvy partner who analyzes audio files and uncovers critical clues, including the identity of the killer and the timeline of the crime.
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Reed: A new patrolman assisting with the investigation. ​ He canvasses the staff and provides information about Liam Torres, a suspicious caller. ​
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Bennett: A seasoned detective who works alongside Carter. She provides a psychological profile of the killer and helps strategize the investigation.
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Victor Hayes: A wealthy former broadcasting executive with ties to the Wells Scandal, which Ethan Blake was investigating before his death. He is evasive and clearly hiding something.
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Marcus Hale: The killer, a former late-night radio host at WKRZ who was fired years ago. ​ He harbored resentment and sought to make a statement by killing Blake live on air. ​
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Chelsea: An intern at WKRZ who left the station at 10 PM on the night of the murder. ​ She was seen crying in the hallway after discovering Blake’s death. ​
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Liam Torres: A regular caller to Ethan Blake’s show who had a heated argument with him three days before the murder. ​ He is investigated as a potential suspect but is later ruled out.
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PROLOGUE



[image: ]


The city hummed with restless energy, its streets slick with rain and shadows. Somewhere in the labyrinth of alleys and high-rises, a voice crackled to life, cutting through the static like a blade. It was a voice that demanded attention, a voice that thrived in the dark corners of the airwaves, where secrets were whispered and truths twisted. ​
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Ethan Blake leaned into his microphone, his baritone smooth and commanding, a weapon honed by years of controversy. ​ The red ON AIR light glowed above him, a beacon of his dominion. ​ Tonight, he was on fire, tearing into the city’s power brokers, exposing their lies, their greed, their corruption. ​ His words were sharp, his delivery relentless. But as the minutes ticked by, something shifted. A new voice joined the broadcast—a voice distorted, mechanical, and cold. ​

––––––––
[image: ]


“I said, you don’t get to say my name on air,” the voice hissed, cutting through Blake’s tirade. ​ “You don’t get to act like you’re the only one who matters.” 
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​

Blake faltered, his confidence cracking for the first time. “Who is this? You think you can—”

The voice interrupted, louder now, more insistent. “You don’t listen. ​ You never listen. ​ But you will.”
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The line went dead, leaving only the hum of the soundboard and the faint buzz of the ON AIR light. Blake stared at the microphone, his pulse quickening. He reached for his coffee mug, but his hand trembled. The studio felt colder, the shadows deeper. He glanced at the cracked window to the producer’s booth, but Maya wasn’t there. ​ He was alone. ​
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The door creaked open behind him.
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Blake turned, his voice caught in his throat. The last thing he saw was the glint of a wire, the last thing he heard was the sound of his own breath, cut short.

And then, silence. ​
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THE STORY
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Detective Carter parked the unmarked Ford on the cracked shoulder of Monroe Street and killed the engine. He sat a moment in the stale air, watching light pulse from the top floor of the WKRZ building. A half-dozen squad cars made a loose perimeter, blue and red strobing across the station's faded logo. Above, a flicker of neon read TALK IS CHEAP in perpetually misaligned capitals. Carter drummed the steering wheel with his thumb, a silent metronome, then popped the door and stepped into the noise.
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It was March, which in Chicago meant the air smelled like meltwater, exhaust, and something new rotting in the alleys. Carter zipped his coat against the cold and threaded past an ambulance parked haphazardly at the curb. Inside the building, the lobby was all cheap tile and buzzing fluorescents. The night desk clerk, a scarecrow in a Bears sweatshirt, looked like he wanted to disappear behind the counter. He didn't meet Carter's eyes as the detective flashed his badge and kept walking.
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Upstairs, chaos bled down the hallway. Uniforms tried to look purposeful while making themselves as small as possible. A female officer stood at the breakroom door, pen jammed into her hair like an afterthought. Carter recognized Reed, the new patrolman, attempting to comfort a sobbing intern with little success.
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The smell hit before Carter saw the body: a metallic edge under the usual broadcast funk of coffee, burnt microwave meals, and ozone. The red ON AIR light was still lit above Studio 1.
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