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It was another long night on the streets of New City for Detective Jack Reed. His partner, Detective Jim Johnson, was leaning against the dusty bumper of their unmarked car, eyes half-closed and forehead creased with fatigue.

The neon signs of the seedy bars and strip clubs flickered overhead, casting a garish glow on the seedy underbelly of the city. Jack glanced at his partner, then back to the doorway of the rundown motel they'd been watching for hours. A group of shady characters milled about outside, their voices low and threatening. It was only a matter of time before one of them made a move.

As if on cue, a figure darted out of the shadows and sprinted towards the car. Jack and Jim exchanged a quick glance, and without hesitation, Jack drew his weapon and gave chase. The figure ducked into an alleyway, weaving in and out of the garbage-strewn darkness. Jack followed close behind, his heart pounding in his chest. The chase came to an abrupt end when the figure tripped over an abandoned shopping cart and tumbled to the ground. Jack skidded to a stop, his chest heaving, and aimed his gun at the prone figure.

"Hands where I can see them!" he barked. The figure slowly raised their hands, revealing a slim, trembling female form. Her eyes were wide with fear, and her face was streaked with tears. "Please," she whimpered. "I didn't do anything." Jack hesitated for a moment, then holstered his weapon. "You were running pretty fast there, sweetheart," he said, his voice softening. "You mind telling me what's going on?"

The woman struggled to her feet, her breath coming in ragged gasps. "I... I was just trying to get away from them," she stammered, pointing back towards the motel. "They're after me... they think I know something." Jack frowned.

"Know something about what?" The woman looked around nervously before leaning in closer. "There's been a lot of bad things going on at that motel," she whispered. "Drugs... prostitution... even murder." Jack's interest was piqued. "Murder?" he asked, keeping his voice casual. "You're sure about that?"

The woman nodded. "I... I heard them talking. They think I know too much." Jack glanced at his partner, who had emerged from the shadows and was now standing beside him. Jim raised an eyebrow, silently asking if they should take her into custody. Jack shook his head slightly, indicating that they should hear her out first.

The woman's story unfolded in a rush of broken words and terrified whispers. She'd been working as a maid at the motel, and had stumbled upon incriminating evidence of the illegal activities going on behind closed doors. She'd tried to report it to the police, but the people running the operation were too powerful, too well-connected. They'd threatened her life if she ever spoke up again.

As they listened, Jack and Jim exchanged another glance. This could be the big break they'd been waiting for. A chance to bring down one of the city's most notorious crime rings. But at the same time, they couldn't help but feel a twinge of guilt.

They knew first-hand how dangerous these people could be. Finally, when the woman had finished her story, Jack turned to her. "Look, I believe you," he said, his voice steady and reassuring. "And we're going to do everything we can to protect you. But for now, we need you to go somewhere safe. Can you do that?"

The woman nodded gratefully and began to walk away, her shoulders slumping with relief. As she disappeared into the night, Jack turned back to his partner. "You know what this means," he said, his voice low and measured. "We're going to have to move fast." Jim nodded, his expression grim.

"Let's get the evidence we need and then make our move," he said. "But let's not forget that these people are dangerous.

We're going to need to be careful every step of the way." Together, they climbed back into their car and drove off into the night, their minds racing with plans and strategies. The hunt was on. They were going to bring down the motel's criminal empire, and rescue the innocent people caught in its web. And they were going to do it by the book, no matter the cost. Or...
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Jack Reed sat in his cold, damp cell, the fluorescent lights buzzing overhead. It had been two weeks since he'd been brought in for questioning about the McBride murder. He remembered the look on his partner's face when they'd found the evidence in his locker.

The same look he'd seen on the faces of countless suspects over the years. But this time, it wasn't directed at someone who deserved it. This time, it was him. He didn't know how they'd done it. The gun they'd found in his locker had never been in his possession.

Someone had set him up, and now he was paying the price. The thought of who might be behind it all sent a chill down his spine. He knew he wasn't the only cop on the force with dirty secrets. But who would go to such lengths to silence him? And more importantly, who could he trust now?

As the days turned into weeks, Jack began to get a feel for the prison hierarchy. He knew that if he wanted to survive, he'd have to make friends with the right people. That's when he caught the eye of an old mobster named Frankie "The Fixer" Tagg. Tagg was serving a life sentence for a string of high-profile murders, but even in here, he still had influence. Jack knew that if he played his cards right, he could use Frankie to his advantage.

One day, as they were watching television in the common area, Jack struck up a conversation with Frankie. He asked about the people who'd put him away, the corrupt cops and politicians that had helped to keep him incarcerated for so long. Frankie laughed, a raspy sound that echoed through the cellblock. "They all think they're so smart, those punks," he said. "But they don't know half of what goes on in this place."

Over the next few days, Jack and Frankie spent hours talking. They shared stories of their past, commiserated over their current circumstances, and began to form a tentative friendship.

One night, as they were playing cards in Jack's cell, Frankie leaned in close and whispered, "I can help you get out of here, kid.

You know who set me up, don't you?" Frankie looked surprised for a moment, then nodded.

"Yeah, I heard some things. But you're going to have to prove it to me. Prove that you're worth the risk." The two men shook hands on it, sealing their unlikely alliance.

––––––––
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OVER THE NEXT FEW DAYS, they began to plan their escape. With Frankie's connections, they were able to get their hands on some makeshift weapons and a map of the prison's security systems. The plan was simple, but dangerous. They would wait until the guards were distracted by a riot, then make their move.

The day of the riot finally arrived. The inmates had been agitating for weeks, complaining about the quality of the food and the lack of recreational time. Tensions were high as guards and prisoners alike waited for something to set it off. When the first brick sailed through the air, landing with a thud against the gate, the riot was on.

In the confusion, Jack and Frankie made their move. Sprinting through the darkened hallways, they dodged flying debris and the swinging fists of guards and inmates alike. They reached the maintenance tunnel that would lead them to the outside, their hearts pounding in their chests. As they emerged from the tunnel, they found themselves in the middle of a deserted parking lot. "This way," Frankie whispered, gesturing toward a waiting car. They sprinted across the lot, their footsteps muffled by the sound of gunfire and shouting.

As they reached the car, the driver threw open the door and pulled them inside. Within moments, they were speeding away, leaving the prison behind them.

For the first time in weeks, Jack felt a sense of relief. But he couldn't shake the feeling that something was still wrong. He hadn't found out who had set him up, and he still had to clear his name. Or....
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The day of the breakout arrives, and with Frankie's help, Jack manages to escape from prison. They flee to a safehouse, a dingy one-room apartment in the heart of New City's seedy underbelly. The air is thick with the smell of sweat, stale cigarette smoke, and fear.

The only furniture is a rickety bed, a small table with two chairs, and a dusty old television set. The walls are adorned with posters of half-naked women and old black-and-white photos of Frankie and his crew in their heyday.

Frankie pours himself a glass of whiskey and slides it across the table to Jack. "So, you got any ideas where we should start looking?" he asks, taking a long drag from his cigarette. Jack downs the whiskey in one gulp and rubs his throat. "There's gotta be a high-stakes poker game somewhere tonight. That's where all the bigwigs go to discuss business and divide up the spoils."  

Frankie nods, his expression grim. "I know just the place. But it's gonna be tricky getting in." The two men spend the rest of the afternoon planning their infiltration. They disguise themselves as janitors, complete with faux uniforms and fake identification cards.

As dusk falls, they make their way to the designated building, a luxurious casino on the outskirts of the city. The place is swarming with security guards and surveillance cameras, but Frankie has a plan. They sneak through a service entrance and navigate their way to the basement. There, they find a maze






[image: ]









d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
30 MINUTE
MYSTERY

Shadow Play






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





