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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 . 

––––––––
[image: ]


Find more about Brian Leslie Or Contacting him about a case go to www.brianlesliemedia.com . 

Or Call 1-888-400-1309

––––––––
[image: ]


U.S. NATIONAL EXPERT IN:

Coerced Interrogations

Witnesses / Victim Interviews

Sexual Assault Allegations

Flawed Investigations

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

NOTICE




[image: ]


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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In the heart of the Midwest, where the land stretches wide and the sky seems endless, there are places that hold stories—some whispered, some forgotten, and some waiting to be unearthed. ​ These places, with their weathered walls and creaking floors, carry the weight of lives lived and lost, of secrets buried deep within their foundations. ​ They are more than wood and stone; they are keepers of memories, witnesses to joy and sorrow, and guardians of truths that refuse to fade. ​
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This is the story of one such house, a farmhouse that stood resilient against time and the elements, its sun-bleached exterior hiding the shadows of its past. ​ It is a story of new beginnings, of a family seeking solace in the quiet embrace of the countryside, only to find themselves entangled in the echoes of a tragedy that refused to be silenced. ​ It is a story of justice, of the slow, deliberate unraveling of a mystery that had haunted a town for a decade. ​ And it is a story of resilience, of how even in the face of darkness, there is light to be found, and how the human spirit can rebuild, even when the walls around it remember. ​
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In this place, where the wind carries whispers and the earth cradles secrets, the past and present collide, and the truth waits patiently to be uncovered. ​ Some stories are never truly finished—they linger, waiting for the right hands to turn the page. ​ This is one of those stories.
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THE STORY
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The old farmhouse was the color of dried bone. Not white, exactly, but sunbleached into submission by sixty summers and left with streaks of tan along the windward side. Ron Walton stopped the U-Haul at the end of the drive and studied it the way a man studies a difficult math problem. “Looks even bigger without the listing photos lying about the lens distortion,” he said, running a hand through his hair. The roof, heavy with last fall’s leaves, canted in just enough places to suggest future trouble. Dedra Walton, in the passenger seat, angled the mirror to catch her own expression and found herself grinning. She liked that it looked haunted.
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They’d come to Iowa for space, for air. Suburban Minneapolis had grown claws the past two years—twin mortgage and burnout—and Dedra’s Pinterest boards had given way to full-on country life obsession. The price was right. The structure was solid, at least according to the inspector’s fine print. The last owners, a bank out of Des Moines, had barely swept up before handing them the keys.
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Ron pressed the pedal and the U-Haul inched up the gravel. The tires popped over frost-heave ruts and the house grew taller, its front porch tilting up like a stage. “Well, here we are, honey. Forty acres of Farley, plus one architectural midlife crisis.”
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“Less midlife, more quarter,” Dedra said. She pressed her palm against the glass as they rolled closer. “It’s perfect.”
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They started with the kitchen. That’s where the first argument happened, over whether to salvage or gut the olive-green cabinets. Ron said retro was coming back; Dedra said they were always disgusting. He found her in the pantry later, prying off layers of shelf liner with a putty knife and singing ‘Jolene’ under her breath. He couldn’t stay mad. They kept the cabinets but swapped the hardware.
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Evenings, after the unpacking and the paint fumes and the first round of mouse-trapping, they sat on the back porch with cans of cheap beer and watched the sky flatten out. Ron liked to count satellites. Dedra, tired from her new remote design job, mostly watched the bats and named them after TV detectives.
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That’s why, when they first noticed the cold spot, neither made much of it.

––––––––
[image: ]


It was in the upstairs hallway, halfway between the master bedroom and the attic stairs. At first it was just a goosebump moment—a patch of air that felt like someone left a freezer door hanging open. Ron checked the windows for drafts and found nothing. He blamed the insulation, or lack thereof. “Victorian bone chill. At least the ghosts are energy efficient.” Dedra laughed, but not the way she meant to. The cold spot never left.
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They found the smell two weeks later. It started as a suggestion, a distant note of rot that rose on the second floor every time the wind shifted. Ron said it was probably a dead mouse, stuck in the vent or behind the baseboards. But when he crawled the ductwork with a headlamp and shop vac, he found nothing but dust and cobwebs. The smell thickened anyway, until it pressed against the back of their teeth.
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Dedra mentioned it during a Facetime with her sister. “Something died in here,” she joked, but the joke didn’t land. Her sister said she should call an exterminator. Instead, Dedra bought a box of incense from the organic co-op in Dubuque and lit it in every room.
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That’s when the attic started making noise.
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They didn’t call it “the attic” at first. It was a walk-up space under the gables, cluttered with the remains of half-finished repairs—lumber scraps, cracked paint buckets, ancient plaster dust. There was a window up there, facing north, which Ron liked to open to air out the whole top floor. Even with the window, the place never really warmed up. In the mornings, he’d find new frost on the glass, swirling like it was painted on from the inside.
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At night, though, the sounds changed. Footsteps, almost. Sometimes a dragging, soft and steady. Once, a bang that woke both of them at the same time.

––––––––
[image: ]


“Settling,” Ron said. “It’s all just settling. Stuff shifting in the heat.”
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Dedra nodded, but she put a chair under the attic door at bedtime.
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On the second Sunday in April, Ron climbed into the attic to check on the rafters. He’d promised Dedra he’d finally hang her collection of thrift-store mirrors along the upstairs hall, and he needed to make sure the lath could handle it. He wore his worst jeans and a long-sleeve tee, and brought a yellow flashlight that had survived six years of job sites.
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He almost missed the hidden door.
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It was behind a stack of warped plywood. The wall looked seamless at first, but when Ron leaned his weight against it, the plywood tipped and he saw the outline—sloppy paint, an old latch, hinges choked with dust. “Well, that’s inviting,” he said to nobody. He called down to Dedra, who was painting trim in the hallway. “Hey, babe, come check this out!”
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Dedra climbed the stairs, wiping her hands on her overalls. She found Ron kneeling at the crawlspace door, frowning like he was solving a crossword. “You going in?” she asked.
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“Should probably call a priest first,” he said. “But yeah.”
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He pried the latch with the screwdriver and pulled. The door opened with a gritty exhale and released a rush of air so cold his breath smoked. He shined the flashlight into the darkness.
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Behind the door was a wedge-shaped crawlspace, just tall enough for a person to crawl on hands and knees. There was a mound of insulation, decades old and chewed to shreds, but also something else: a long, lumpy shape, wrapped in what looked like painter’s dropcloth, duct-taped at the ends.
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For a long moment, neither of them moved.
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Ron tried
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