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Chapter 1
Lightning slashed the Houston sky, illuminating the street for a fraction of a second before plunging it back into darkness. Rain hammered the pavement, pooling in gutters and rising fast. The bayous were already swollen, their muddy currents surging over the banks, consuming roads, homes, yards, everything in their path.
Daniel Price stood at his townhouse window, watching the water creep up his driveway. The power had gone out over an hour ago, leaving him in the dim glow of a flickering candle. A sharp knock at the door made him turn.
He wasn’t expecting anyone, especially at this hour and in this weather.
Another knock. Louder this time.
Urgent.
He unlatched the door and pulled it partially open.
A figure in a dark blue, rain-soaked poncho stood on the threshold.
“Jesus, you’re soaked,” Price said. “Get in here.”
The blade flashed in the candlelight.

Chapter 2
On the 610 Loop, Quinton Bell hustled into his office and dropped down behind his large wooden desk. He’d finished a hearing in the downtown courthouse and had hurried to get back to his office before rush hour hit.
The Law Office of Quinton Lamar Bell had only been open for about a year, and he was already turning away clients.
But Quinton Bell was not his real name.
It was Byron Douglas.
When Quinton opened his Houston office, he thought he was the only person alive who knew he had faked his own death in New York and stepped into the life of his dead best friend. He had taken the face, the name, and the future of Quinton Bell.
Now he lived each day alive by proxy, hiding in plain sight.
The phone rang.
Cassidy West was calling from jail.
Her client, Houston Wildcatters linebacker Marcus Hale, was being questioned for the murder of Daniel Price.

Chapter 3
Sheryl Benton sat in the dimly lit viewing room, her hands folded tightly in her lap. On the other side of the one-way glass, five men stood shoulder to shoulder in matching gray sweats.
Marcus Hale stood in slot number three.
Officer Gere’s voice was calm. “Take your time, Mrs. Benton. If you recognize anyone, just tell us.”
She leaned forward, uncertainty settling into her chest.
“Third from the left,” she finally whispered. “Maybe.”
That one word changed everything.
Behind her, Detective Clive Broussard stiffened.
And in the corner, Quinton Bell adjusted the cuffs of his tailored suit and watched the lineup begin to tilt toward disaster.
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