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  Foreword



In a city that never sleeps, shadows linger and echoes of the past collide with the present. Amryn Cahill, a tough-as-nails bar owner in Chicago, has seen it all—from heartache to betrayal. But her world turns upside down when Kamden Cole, a corrupt NYPD detective who uses her as his alibi, vanishes without a trace. When the body of a local woman, Birdie “Beth” Brooks, is discovered, Amryn realizes she possesses knowledge that could unravel an insidious web of corruption—putting her squarely in the crosshairs of both criminals and crooked cops.




Meanwhile, in Brooklyn, ex-longshoreman Kenny Arthur struggles to find his footing in a life riddled with misfortune. When he encounters the enigmatic Lorraine Bailey, her charm drags him into a treacherous world of smuggling and deception. As he is torn between loyalty to his neighborhood and the allure of a new future, Kenny must navigate a perilous path that could lead to salvation or ruin.




As the two stories unfold across cities, destinies entwine in unexpected ways. Will Amryn muster the courage to expose the truth and reclaim her life, or will her silence cost her everything? Can Kenny find the strength to resist the dangerous lure of ambition, or will he lose himself to the echo of temptation?




Chicago’s Shadow, Brooklyn’s Echo is a gripping tale of survival, loyalty, and the choices that define us. With suspenseful twists and richly drawn characters, this novel invites readers to delve into the heart of human conflict, explore the gray areas of morality, and confront what it truly means to risk everything for love, justice, and oneself. Prepare for a thrilling journey where darkness meets redemption in the unlikeliest of alliances.
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  Chapter 1: The Last Call

  
  




The neon sign above “The Blackbird” pulsed a tired ruby glow, painting the rain-slicked Chicago street in a perpetual twilight. Inside, Amryn Cahill, proprietor and quiet empress of her smoky domain, polished a shot glass with a practiced hand. The clinking of ice, the low rumble of male voices, the distant wail of a siren – these were the symphonies of her life, a life built on strong whiskey, sharper instincts, and an unspoken understanding of the city’s darker rhythms.




Her bar wasn’t a dive, not exactly. It was a haven for those who sought anonymity, a place where secrets were exchanged over cheap beer and expensive scotch, where the line between cop and criminal blurred under the low hum of the fluorescent lights in the back office. Amryn knew both sides of that line intimately. She’d walked it, straddled it, and now, mostly, she just poured drinks across it.




The clock above the bar read 1:17 AM. Later than Kamden Cole usually dropped by. Not that Kamden was predictable. The man was a creature of impulse, a detective with the NYPD shield gleaming on his chest and a shadow clinging to his soul. He was her unwitting confidante, her occasional headache, and more often than not, the reason her late-night ledger had an extra line item for “favors rendered.”




Their relationship wasn’t romantic, not in the way the pulp novels would have it. It was a transactional dance of unspoken deals and inconvenient truths. He needed an alibi sometimes, a place to disappear, a sympathetic ear that asked no questions yet somehow knew all the answers. She, in turn, benefited from a certain benign neglect from the local precinct, a blind eye turned to the occasional off-the-books gambling game in the back, or the provenance of certain high-end liquor. It was a dirty bargain, made in the grimy crucible of a city that demanded compromise.




Tonight, though, the air felt different. Thicker, heavier, like a storm brewing just beyond the horizon. Kamden had called earlier, his voice tight, laced with an urgency Amryn hadn’t heard in years. “Amryn,” he’d said, “I need a place to cool off. A real one. And a name. Birdie Brooks. Ever heard of her?”




Amryn had frowned, drawing a blank. “No, Kam. Doesn’t ring a bell. What’s she to you?”




A choked laugh. “Trouble, Amryn. The kind that sticks to you like blood on fresh concrete. If I don’t show, you know what to do.”




“And what is that, Kamden?” she’d asked, her stomach clenching.




But he’d already hung up.




Now, hours later, the empty stool at the end of the bar where he usually sat felt like a gaping wound. The rain hammered against the windows, a relentless drumbeat against the silence of Kamden’s absence. Amryn poured herself a shot of rye, amber liquid swirling in the glass, mirroring the unease swirling in her gut. Kamden Cole was a lot of things – a liar, a cheat, a fixer – but he wasn’t a no-show. Not when he said he would be there.




The news started trickling in with the morning paper, delivered by a kid who looked too young to be out at this hour, his face still smudged with sleep. Amryn took it, unwrapped the rubber band, and her eyes snagged on the headline: “Woman Found Dead in Lake Michigan Park – Identity Unknown.”




Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic bird trapped in a cage. She unfolded the paper, her gaze scanning the blurry, grainy photo. It was a long shot, taken from a distance, of a body being pulled from the water. But then the description below caught her eye: “…preliminary identification suggests the victim is Birdie ‘Beth’ Brooks, 32, of the Gold Coast.”




Birdie Brooks. The name Kamden had uttered, just hours before he vanished into the unforgiving Chicago night.




Amryn Cahill felt the cold tendrils of dread curl around her. She wasn’t just privy to crucial information; she was holding a live wire, and it was about to incinerate her carefully constructed life. The game had just changed, and she was no longer just the bar owner. She was a player, whether she liked it or not, and the stakes were higher than she’d ever imagined.
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  Chapter 2: Echoes in the Dark

  
  




The morning after was a blur of caffeine and forced normalcy. Amryn moved through the motions at The Blackbird, her smile a little too tight, her eyes constantly sweeping the door, her ears straining for the sound of a certain familiar heavy step. Kamden Cole still hadn’t shown. And the void he left was rapidly filling with the chilling certainty that she was now tangled in something far bigger, and far uglier, than any of his usual back-alley deals.


She tried calling his burner phone. Straight to voicemail. Then his official precinct line. A gruff voice answered, “Cole’s out sick. Who’s asking?” Amryn mumbled something about a bounced check and hung up. Sickness rarely kept Kamden from his duty, especially when that duty involved lining his own pockets.


Her mind was a maelstrom of possibilities. Was Kamden involved in Birdie Brooks’ death? Was he trying to warn her? Or was he simply another piece in a much larger, more malevolent puzzle? Her gut told her it was the latter. Kamden was a survivor, a rat who could swim through any sewage, but he wasn’t a killer. Not of women, anyway. Not in cold blood.


The first ripple of trouble came with the afternoon crowd. A man she didn’t recognize, Bram Parker, slid onto a stool. He was broad-shouldered, with eyes like chips of granite and a suit that cost more than Amryn’s monthly rent. He ordered a bourbon, straight up, his voice a low rumble.


“Heard Kamden Cole’s gone off the grid,” Parker said, not looking at her, his gaze fixated on the amber liquid.


Amryn kept her face neutral. “Wouldn’t know, mister. He’s a customer, not family.”


Parker finally looked at her, and his eyes, though devoid of any overt threat, held a chilling intensity. “Word is, he was asking about a girl. Birdie Brooks. And word is, he might have been asking you.”


The ice in her veins crackled. This wasn’t a fishing expedition. This was a probing, a test. “Lot of people ask a lot of things in this bar, mister. I don’t keep tabs on who says what to whom.”


“Smart woman,” Parker said, taking a slow sip. “But not smart enough to stay out of other people’s business, I reckon. Especially when it involves something as messy as a body in the lake.” He laid a single twenty-dollar bill on the counter, a silent promise, or perhaps a warning. “Just remember, Amryn. Some silences are more expensive than others.” He slid off the stool and walked out, leaving a faint scent of expensive cologne and a palpable chill in his wake.


Amryn wiped down the bar, her hands trembling slightly. Parker was a known associate of Conrad Devlin, a fixer for some of the city’s most powerful, and nastiest, players – the kind of man who could make problems disappear, often permanently. This wasn’t just about Kamden anymore. This was about her.


Later that evening, a different kind of visitor arrived. Detective Orlando Knowles, an old school Internal Affairs bulldog, his face etched with suspicion, his eyes scanning every corner of The Blackbird as if looking for hidden microphones. He sat at the bar, not ordering a drink, just watching her.


“Amryn,” he began, his voice surprisingly soft, a dangerous calm before the storm. “We’re looking for Detective Cole. He was last seen… let’s just say, in the vicinity of your fine establishment.”


“He comes and goes,” Amryn said, her voice steady despite the adrenaline coursing through her. “Like a lot of my customers.”


“He mentioned a name to you, didn’t he?” Knowles pressed, his gaze unblinking. “Birdie Brooks.”


Amryn hesitated. The lie was a sharp, tempting thing. But the truth, or a nuanced version of it, might be safer. “He asked if I knew her. Said he was looking for her. I told him no.”


Knowles leaned closer, his voice dropping to a near whisper. “Detective Cole was… involved in some unsavory activities, Amryn. Things that could unravel a lot of careers, a lot of reputations. He was getting close to something big. And now, this Brooks woman turns up dead, and Cole vanishes.” He paused, letting the implications hang in the air. “We’re not just looking for a missing cop, Amryn. We’re looking for answers. And if you’re holding any, whether you know it or not, you’re in a very dangerous position.”


“Are




















