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Cold metal cuffs rested on his wrists. The table was bare and the chair he sat in was a basic wooden chair. 

Tripp Kingston sat patiently waiting inside the interrogation room. While the detectives watched from the window. Tripp was calm, collected, not bothering to look up. He had been here before, plenty of times. So he sat still thinking, spinning the web to get out of whatever they caught him for. 

Recently he’d had so many targets he’s lost count of all the hits he’s made. He was in deep with a loan shark who was out for blood. Not exactly his fault. Tripp took a major loan to help his mother keep her house from foreclosure. Donavan was touched by the concern for his family. Unfortunately Tripp was picked up in an unrelated incident and spent 6 months behind bars missing  his payment deadline. 

Now that’s not so bad but Tripp figured he’d gather all the money to pay Donavan back all at once. However Big Don had other plans. His goons drug Tripp into the warehouse at midnight, throwing him in front of Big Don. 

“You missed payment Tripp! I did you a big favor loaning you that money for your familia.” Big Don waved his cigar dramatically. 

“I know! I got picked up on a charge from 2 years ago!” Tripp stumbled over his words. “Listen, I have a storage unit. I've been trying to get everything I owe you back I swear.” 

Tripp reached into his pocket and held out a key for a storage place about 3 miles up the road. Big Don snapped his fingers and one of his goons snatched the key from his hand. 

“Go there, check it out. Report back!” big Don billowed. “You better hope your telling the truth or life is your repayment.” 

Tripp stayed kneeling on the concert floor waiting, hoping, and pleading he’d get the money. When the phone rang he nearly passed out when Big Don raised a large cigar held hand. 

A few words were exchanged then Big Don told them to load it all up and bring it to the warehouse. 

“Count your blessings kid. I’ll tally this merchandise up and let you know what you still owe. You better hop to it I don’t like waiting!” He waved him off and Tripp bolted. 

In the following weeks he delivered routinely. All the hits were to repay his debt and keep his life. Somewhere along the way he fucked up. 

Chapter one

The interrogation room door finally creaked open, breaking the tense silence. Tripp didn't look up, his gaze fixed on the imperfections in the wood. A pair of polished shoes stepped into his line of sight, followed by a crisp, professional scent. He heard a rustle of papers before a voice, clear and confident, cut through the quiet.

"Mr. Kingston? My name is Detective Jane Morrow. I'm with the Major Crimes Unit."

Tripp remained still, not offering a glance or a word. He'd learned long ago that the less you said, the better. He could feel her eyes on him, a careful, calculated assessment. She pulled out the chair across from him and sat down, the legs scraping against the linoleum floor. The sound grated on his nerves.

She shuffled through a thick folder filled with papers, photographs, and what looked like a detailed timeline of events. She laid a few pictures on the table, face down. A small sigh escaped her lips as she adjusted her posture.

"We've been watching you, Mr. Kingston. For a while now. Your name keeps coming up. Little things at first break-ins, theft, some minor assault charges a few years back. Then your activities started to escalate."

Tripp still didn't respond. He knew the drill. They'd lay out everything they had on him, hoping he'd crack and start talking. He’d just stay silent and wait for the inevitable offer to "make a deal." He had nothing to say to them. He had a plan, and it didn't involve getting caught in their web of lies and half-truths.

She continued, her voice calm and even. "We have evidence connecting you to a series of thefts across the city. The MO, the timestamps, the security footage... it all points to you. A few of the items stolen were high-end and easily traceable, but it seems you’ve been doing a good job of moving them through a fence."

Tripp almost smirked. They were getting warmer, but they didn’t have the whole picture. They had no idea about Big Don.

She took a long pause, letting the silence hang heavy between them. When she finally spoke again, her tone had shifted, a sharp edge cutting through her calm facade.

"What we really want to talk to you about, Mr. Kingston, is what happened three days ago at the warehouse on the docks."

He finally looked up, meeting her gaze. His heart hammered against his ribs. He knew that job. It was the last one Big Don had him on. He had been so careful.

"The victim's name was Marcus Thorne. The owner of the warehouse," she continued, her eyes never leaving his. "His body was found this morning. Stabbed multiple times."

Tripp's calm facade crumbled. The blood drained from his face as a cold dread washed over him. He felt as if he'd been punched in the gut. He'd been there, yes, but he'd been alone. He’d gone in and retrieved the package Big Don had told him to. He had seen no one, hurt no one. He was a thief, not a murderer.

He leaned forward, a desperate plea in his eyes. "A killer? No. That's not me. I've never... I don't kill people." The words tumbled out, a frantic protest against the accusation.

Detective Morrow simply raised an eyebrow, a flicker of something unreadable in her eyes. "We found your prints on the scene, Mr. Kingston. On the murder weapon."

His mind reeled. The murder weapon? He hadn't seen one, much less touched one. It couldn't be. This was a setup, a cruel joke. Big Don must have framed him. A flash of cold fury ran through him, quickly replaced by sheer panic. He had to get out of here. He had to prove his innocence.

He took a deep breath, trying to regain some of his composure. The silence stretched between them, the detective's patient stare boring into him. He licked his dry lips.

"I... I want a lawyer." The words were barely a whisper, a desperate plea for help. "I’m not talking to you anymore."

He closed his eyes, leaning back in the chair. He could hear her gathering her papers, the sound a symphony of his impending doom. She would leave him here to stew, to think about the life sentence he was facing. He'd never see his mother again. His freedom, his life, everything he had fought so hard for, was on the line. He just hoped his lawyer would be able to untangle him from this mess. It was all he had left.

Inside the interrogation room, Tripp sat patiently. The silence was thick, punctuated only by the low hum of the fluorescent lights above. He traced the grain of the wooden table with his thumb, his mind a whirlwind of spinning alibis and potential escape routes. The cold metal of the cuffs was a familiar weight, a constant reminder of the precarious line he walked. Every job, every hit, was a gamble. It felt like he was playing a high-stakes poker game with his life as the ante, and he was starting to lose his hand.

He'd made a lot of mistakes, but getting tangled up with Big Don was the one that truly defined the last few months. The loan, the missed payment, the frantic scramble to repay his debt it all felt like a descent into a dark and murky pit. He was a professional thief, a "retriever of misplaced goods" as he liked to call it, not a killer. He had a code, a line he refused to cross. But Don's jobs were getting increasingly dangerous, the targets more ruthless, and the stakes higher. Every time he went out on a job, he had to tell himself he was doing it for his mother. Her house, her security, it was all that mattered. But now, it seemed like he had lost his way. Murder! Hung in the air and he was terrified. 

Chapter two 

The door clicked again, the sound echoing in the small, sterile room. Tripp’s head snapped up, a frantic hope flaring in his chest. In walked a woman, her presence a stark contrast to the grim surroundings. She was in her early thirties with a long cascade of wavy black hair that softened the sharp lines of her face. Her eyes, a striking green, held a flicker of something he couldn't quite place hesitation, maybe even a touch of sympathy. She wore a simple yet elegant black pantsuit, and her pale skin seemed to glow under the harsh fluorescent lights.

She stumbled slightly on her way to the table, her movements betraying a nervous energy. "Mr. Kingston," she began, her voice a soft cadence, "my name is Vivian Sky. I'm an attorney with Jenkins & Millers." She placed a briefcase on the table and fumbled with the clasp before pulling out the thin folder of evidence the detective had provided. Her fingers, long and slender, trembled slightly as she opened it.

The silence that followed was different from before. Detective Morrow’s silence had been a weapon, a deliberate tactic. Vivian’s was just... quiet. She seemed unsure of her next move. She laid out a legal pad and a pen, then finally looked at him, her gaze earnest and direct.

"They said you're being held on suspicion of murder," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "The police report is very light on details, just that your prints were found at the scene. I need you to tell me everything. From the beginning."

Tripp let a slow, chilling smile spread across his face. It was the kind of smile he reserved for moments of absolute control, or when he was about to make someone very, very uncomfortable. He held her gaze, his eyes narrowing slightly. He didn't say a word, just shook his head.

Vivian's brow furrowed in confusion. "Mr. Kingston? I don’t understand. This is a very serious charge. I can't help you if you don't talk to me."

He leaned forward, his voice a low, gravelly whisper. "Not here. They're listening." He glanced pointedly at the one-way mirror on the wall. "Every word. Everything you say, everything I say, they're recording it all."

Her eyes widened in a brief moment of surprise before she quickly composed herself. She glanced at the mirror herself, a new understanding dawning on her face. She picked up her pen and a small notepad, scribbling something down, before looking at him again.

Tripp leaned back in his chair, the smile still playing on his lips, but his eyes were hard. "Get me out of here. I'll give a statement at your office. Not here. Not in this room. My life depends on it."

He didn’t say anything more, letting the weight of his words settle between them. He watched as the hesitation in her eyes gave way to a calculating determination. This was the first test. If she believed him, if she saw the danger he was in, she would get him out. If not, well, he'd be spending a lot more time in a cell, waiting for the hangman.

Vivian didn't ask another question. She simply nodded, her expression now serious and professional. She gathered her things, her movements more deliberate this time, and stood up. Without another word, she walked to the door and let herself out.

Tripp was left alone once again, but this time, he felt a sliver of hope. He had gotten a message to her. He just had to wait and see if she was smart enough to act on it.

Chapter three 

The door to the interrogation room burst open with an abruptness that made Tripp flinch, despite his best efforts to maintain a calm exterior. Detective Morrow strode in, her movements sharp and economical, the smug look on her face barely contained. She held a key in her hand, the metal glinting under the harsh light.

"Looks like your lawyer is more efficient than she looks, Kingston," Morrow announced, her voice dripping with thinly veiled annoyance. She didn't wait for a response, moving directly behind him to unlock the cuffs.

The cold metal shackles dropped onto the wooden table with a loud clank. Tripp immediately flexed his fingers, rubbing the red, chafed skin on his wrists. The relief of being uncuffed was immense, but he didn't give the detective the satisfaction of seeing it. He rose slowly from the chair, drawing himself up to his full height, meeting her hostile gaze with a cool, challenging stare of his own.

"You're free to go," she bit out, clearly hating the words. "For now." She lingered on the last two words, trying to inject a final threat into the air, but
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