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            Meet the Characters
Jasper "Jaz" Blackwell: Pastor. Investigator. A man who stands where faith and truth collide.
In Charleston, people come to Jaz for two reasons—comfort or clarity. Sometimes they don't know which one they need until it's too late. A former homicide detective turned pastor at Spirit Song Fellowship, Jaz now walks a quieter path… until the silence starts lying.
He listens for what doesn't fit. The pause in a sentence. The look that comes too late. The truth buried beneath grief, power, and polished reputations.
But Jaz carries his own shadows—a father lost to a case that never closed, a past that refuses to stay buried, and a calling that won't let him walk away.
He doesn't chase trouble. Trouble finds him when truth runs out of places to hide.
 
Detective Mia Sanchez: Sharp instincts. Sharper tongue. No patience for lies.
Mia works inside the system—but she's never fully trusted it. She's seen reports rewritten, evidence overlooked, and truth buried under politics and pressure. That's why when things don't sit right… she calls Jaz.
Their partnership runs deeper than cases. It's built on trust, friction, and a shared understanding that justice doesn't always wear a badge.
Mia doesn't scare easy. But she knows this: the closer they get to the truth, the more dangerous it becomes.
 
Dr. Marcus Jackson: Forensic scientist. Calm in chaos. The man who listens to the dead.
Marcus doesn't guess—he proves. In a city full of stories, he deals in facts. Blood, fibers, chemical traces… the things people can't talk their way out of.
He's the steady hand in the storm, the voice that cuts through emotion with quiet certainty. When Marcus speaks, it matters.
Because the dead don't lie.And Marcus knows how to hear them.
 
Jamal "Cobra" Wallace: Warrior instincts. Silent protector. A storm kept under control.
Jamal has seen more than most men survive. Special forces. Combat. Missions that don't make it into stories. Now he's home, trying to be a husband, a father… a man at peace.
But peace doesn't come easy.
He watches everything. Tracks movement. Reads danger before it speaks. And when violence shows up, Jamal doesn't hesitate—he ends it.
For Jaz, he's more than family. He's backup you pray you never need.
 
Tasha Wallace: Heart of the family. Strength behind the scenes. Truth-teller when it matters.
Jaz's younger sister. Jamal's wife. Lisa's mother.
Tasha doesn't chase danger—but she understands it. She's lived with loss, raised a daughter in its shadow, and learned how to hold a family together when the world pulls at the edges.
She sees through Jaz in ways no one else can. When he drifts too far into the dark, she's the one who reminds him what he's fighting for.
 
Lisa Wallace: Young. Observant. Closer to the truth than anyone realizes.
At seventeen, Lisa is still finding her place—but she's been watching longer than people think. Growing up around Jaz, Mia, and Jamal means she's learned how to read a room, how to question silence, how to notice what others miss.
She's curious. Sharp. And stepping into a world that doesn't forgive mistakes.
The question isn't whether Lisa will get involved.It's how deep she'll go when she does.
 
In Charleston, secrets don't disappear.They settle. They wait. They learn how to breathe without being seen.
And when they finally rise…They don't come back alone.
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I’ve been called a lot of things in Charleston.

Pastor, Investigator, A man with a Bible in one hand and somebody else’s trouble in the other.

Most days, I answer to Jaz.

My full name is Jasper Blackwell, and in this city, people usually come to me for one of two reasons. They want comfort, or they want clarity. Sometimes they think they want one and end up needing the other. I preach on Sundays at Spirit Song Fellowship. The rest of the week, I listen for the part of a story that doesn’t sit right. Charleston teaches people how to smile, how to host, how to keep a porch light warm and their business colder than the ice in a tea glass. I was born here in every way that matters. Raised by grief, sharpened by service, steadied by faith. Long enough ago, I learned a simple truth.

My father, Ezekiel Blackwell, had gone to the shipping yard to catch devils in the act. The story I grew up with said he disappeared. Vanished. Walked away. Men in suits had used clean words for thirty years. Missing. Presumed dead. Unresolved.

But the truth had never sounded clean to me.

Truth sounded like chains knocking against steel containers. Like the slap of black water against rotting pilings. Like a man choking on his last prayer while strangers closed their hands around his throat.

He saw too much that night. A deal between the Serpent’s Tail syndicate and the men who moved things into Charleston that weren’t supposed to be moved—guns, drugs, money, bodies, favors, influence. He got close enough to take pictures. Close enough to think justice had a face.

Then somebody got behind him.

A blow. A fall. Boots. Blood.

And at the end, when breath had become something expensive, he tried to say our names.

“Jaz... Tasha...”

Then they put him in the water and let the city keep its secrets.

For thirty years, Charleston stood there in her Sunday clothes and pretended she didn’t know what had happened.

But cities remember.

And so do sons.

The Sunday it began again, I stood behind the pulpit at Spirit Song Fellowship and preached a sermon I told myself was for the congregation.

It wasn’t.

The sanctuary held the smell of old wood, perfume, and the faint sweetness of pressed linen. Sunlight slid through the stained glass in long colored bars and broke across the faces watching me. Some folks come to church hungry for comfort. Some come hungry for permission. Some come because grief needs a room to sit in.

I gripped the pulpit and said, “The Bible says the sins of the father shall not be visited upon the son in the way men often say it. But inherited damage is still real. The things built before us don’t stop existing because we didn’t pour the concrete.”

A few heads nodded.

I opened the Bible. “What do we do with a legacy of silence? What do we do with corruption we didn’t create, pain we didn’t choose, wounds we still carry?”

“Amen,” somebody said.

“We confront it,” I said. “We don’t excuse it. We don’t worship it. We don’t let it name us. We face it, and by the grace of God, we tell the truth about it.”

The room got still in that way church rooms do when the words land on more than ears.

I looked out over them and heard my own voice get quieter.

“Some of us were raised in the shadow of things nobody would explain. Some of us learned to live with absences people called normal. Some of us built our lives around unanswered questions.”

Now I wasn’t preaching. I was confessing.

“When truth has been buried, somebody has to dig.”

By the time service ended, folks were hugging, smiling, shaking my hand, telling me that word was on time. I smiled back, because that’s what a pastor does. But something had been needling me all morning. A tightness behind my ribs. A sense that the sermon had opened a door I wasn’t ready to walk through.

I got home, sorted through yesterday’s mail, and found the envelope with no return address.

No name. No stamp I recognized. Just a plain white envelope sitting there like a dare.

I opened it at my kitchen counter.

At first, it read like a memory. Fishing. Riverbanks. A hand on a rod. The line going slack. Grass on the eastern side.

Then the code rose to the surface.

My hands started to shake.

Only somebody close to my father’s case would’ve known those details. Only somebody who had stood near that night, or heard from somebody who had. And buried inside the harmless language was the line that made the room go cold.

I know what happened to your father.

I read it three times.

Then I called out, “Tasha.”

She came from the stove with a dish towel over one shoulder. “Why you sound like that?”

I handed her the letter.

She read the first few lines and frowned. “Fishing?”

“Keep going.”

Her face changed. Not all at once. Just enough to let me know she heard it too.

“Oh my God,” she whispered.

We stood in silence with the kitchen fan humming and a pot bubbling soft on the stove.

Tasha looked at me. “This is real.”

“It could be a prank.”

“You don’t believe that.”

I didn’t answer.

She folded the paper with careful fingers. “What are you thinking?”

“I’m thinking whoever sent this knows things they shouldn’t know. I’m thinking if I pull this thread, it might drag hell into this house.”

She stepped closer. “Jaz.”

“I mean it, Tasha. The church. Lisa. You. Me. If this reaches back into whatever took Daddy—”

“It already reached back,” she cut in. “It reached back the day he never came home.”

We held each other’s eyes a long second.

She was five when he disappeared. Most of her memories were fragments. A laugh. A strong hand lifting her. The smell of aftershave when he kissed her forehead. But grief doesn’t need many memories to survive. It only needs absence.

“Don’t leave this alone,” she said.

“It could get ugly.”

“It’s been ugly. We just learned to decorate around it.”

I looked down at the letter. “If I do this, I need you watching Lisa.”

Her mouth tightened. “She’s already drifting.”

“I know.”

“Then don’t let this case make you forget what’s happening under your own roof.”

“I won’t.”

She gave me a look that said she wasn’t fully convinced. “You better not.”

That night, after she and Lisa left, I sat in my study with the letter and my father’s old service revolver on the desk. I didn’t load the gun right away. I just stared at it.

Then I bowed my head.

“Lord,” I said quietly, “if this is the truth coming back for me, help me carry it without becoming it.”

After a while, I picked up the gun, checked the magazine, and started making calls.

The next morning I drove to the county morgue to see Marcus Jackson.

If you met Marcus in a grocery store, you might think he was calm enough to make tea during a hurricane. But in a morgue, he was in his natural habitat—precise, patient, impossible to rattle.

He held the letter under a light and said, “Whoever sent this worked clean.”

“You find anything?”

“Maybe.”

That one word carried more hope than I wanted it to.

He pointed with a gloved finger. “Partial thumbprint on the corner. Small, but usable.”

“You’re kidding.”

“I don’t joke around dead people or evidence.”

“Marcus.”

He smirked. “Sit down.”

I didn’t sit. I paced while he ran the print. The machine hummed. I looked at trays, drawers, stainless steel, and tried not to hear my own pulse. He studied the screen. Typed. Waited.

Then he said, “Well.”

I froze. “Well what?”

“We have a match.”

He turned the screen.

Joseph Duncan.

Rap sheet long as a Charleston summer. Armed robbery. Assault. Racketeering. Organized crime ties. Enforcer type. Man who didn’t deliver letters unless a bigger man told him to.

I stared at the name.

Marcus watched me. “You know him?”

“No. But I know what kind of man leaves a thumbprint on a truth like this.”

Marcus leaned back. “This is movement, Jaz.”

Movement. God, I had forgotten what that felt like.

For years my father’s case had been a locked room in my head. I’d learned to walk past the door. Learned to function. Learned to preach, to serve, to solve smaller cases for people who needed help in the city he’d died trying to clean up. But this—this was a crack in the wall.

Marcus softened. “You okay?”

I laughed once, with no humor in it. “No. That’s how I know this matters.”

He put a hand on my shoulder. “Then we do it right. We don’t chase shadows blind.”

“I need Mia.”

He nodded. “Then call her.”

We met at a diner with cracked red booths and coffee strong enough to forgive bad decisions.

Mia Sanchez slid into the seat across from me and studied my face before she touched the menu. “You look like you haven’t slept.”

“I got mail.”

“That serious?”

I slid the letter across the table.

She read it once. Then again slower.

When she looked up, her eyes had sharpened. “Who else knows?”

“Tasha. Marcus.”

“And now me.”

“You in?”

“You really asking?”

“I’m asking if you understand what this could be.”

Mia sat back. “Your father wasn’t some officer who got lost on a bad night. Everybody inside the department who had half a brain knew something about that case stank. Files didn’t line up. People got moved. Paperwork changed tone depending on who signed it.”

“So you saw it too.”

“I saw enough to know somebody wanted it buried.”

The waitress poured coffee. Neither of us touched it.

I lowered my voice. “I need the old case files. Everything. Reports, notes, logs. Transfers. Anything attached to my father’s last week.”

Mia didn’t answer right away.

Then she said, “That’s not a legal request.”

“I know.”

“And if Reynolds catches me in records after hours, I’ll be doing paperwork until Jesus comes back.”

“You can say no.”

She let out a breath. “I’m not saying no. I’m deciding how mad I am at myself for not saying it.”

I smiled despite myself.

She pointed at me. “Don’t smile. This is your fault.”

“So you’ll do it?”

“I’ll do it.”

That night she went into the records room off the books.

Later, she told me the silence in there felt wrong. Too still. Moonlight through barred windows. Dust in the air. Old paper and neglect. She found the box labeled with my father’s name and started pulling files, snapping pictures, flipping through reports that contradicted each other. One officer said my father had reached a dead end. Another implied he was close to a breakthrough. One memo transferred the lead detective two days after my father vanished. One handwritten note mentioned an informant set to meet him near the water.

Mia took the whole box.

When she pulled into my drive close to midnight, I was already outside.

She popped the trunk.

I saw my father’s name on that weathered cardboard box and had to grip the edge of the car to steady myself.

Inside, at my kitchen table, we spread his last days across the wood.

Mia tapped one report. “This is garbage. Whoever wrote this wanted the file to sound bored. Routine. Unsolvable.”

I held a page filled with my father’s handwriting. “This isn’t bored.”

“No.”

“This is a man who thinks he’s close.”

“Exactly.”

I looked at the transfer order for the lead detective. “He gets moved two days later.”

“Convenient.”

“Too convenient.”

Mia nodded. “Your father had an informant. That’s real. And if this note means what I think it means, the informant was bringing evidence against somebody high enough to panic the department.”

I rubbed my jaw. “Can you find him?”

“I can try.”

I sat back and stared at the files spread around us like remains.

Mia’s voice softened. “Jaz.”

“They let my mother bury an empty casket.”

Her face changed. “I know.”

“They let us grow up under a lie.”

She reached across the table and put her hand over mine. “Then let’s break it.”

The break came ugly.

Mia worked her street contacts. I worked mine. The informant’s name surfaced in pieces until it became a man: Tomas Suarez. Gambler. Go-between. Underworld runner. He’d vanished years ago.

Then he came back to Charleston for one short visit.

And somebody killed him.

Marcus pulled the autopsy.

We stood in the morgue while he laid out photographs and findings.

“Official cause is myocardial infarction,” he said.

“So a heart attack.”

“That’s what they want it to read.”

He pointed. “These marks on the wrists and ankles? Ligature bruising. He was restrained. These bruises on the torso? Struggle. These tiny punctures? Injection sites.”
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