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The First Body 

Ethan  Reeves  woke  up  to  the  sound  of  his  phone  vibrating  on  the nightstand.

At first he ignored it.

It was still dark outside, and the fog of sleep clung stubbornly to his mind. The vibration stopped after a few seconds, leaving the bedroom silent again. He rolled over, pulling the blanket tighter around him.

Then he smelled something.

Metal.

Sharp.

Like pennies.

Ethan opened his eyes. The bedroom looked normal. The faint glow of the alarm clock read 5:12 AM. His wife was visiting her sister in Port-land for the week, so the house  was quiet—too  quiet. The smell lin-gered.

Stronger now.

He sat up slowly. ―Hello?‖ he called. No answer. Ethan swung his legs out of bed and walked toward the hallway. His bare feet felt cold against the hardwood floor. The smell grew stronger as he moved to-ward the living room. His heart began beating faster. Something was wrong. Very wrong.

―Is someone there?‖ he called again. Still nothing. He stepped into the living room.

And froze.

A woman lay on the floor beside the couch.

Blonde.

Young.

Her eyes stared blankly at the ceiling. Her throat was wrapped with a cord. The carpet beneath her was soaked with blood. Ethan’s brain re-fused to process what he was seeing. He stumbled backward, his stom-ach twisting violently.

―Oh my God…‖His voice cracked.

He rushed forward again, hoping somehow he was mistaken. Maybe she was unconscious. Maybe she needed help. He dropped to his knees beside her. But the moment he touched her skin he knew.

She was cold…………..Dead.

His hands began shaking uncontrollably. ―I didn’t—‖ he whispered. Then he noticed something that made his heart nearly stop. Blood cov-ered his hands. His fingerprints were smeared across her neck. Ethan stared at them in horror.

―No…‖ He staggered to his feet. ―I didn’t do this.‖

But the evidence was already there. All over the room. The phone on the coffee table buzzed again. Ethan turned slowly toward it.

Unknown number. 

He didn’t answer.Instead he grabbed his own phone and dialed 911. His voice trembled as the dispatcher answered.

―I— I think someone’s dead.‖

Two hours later 

Yellow police tape fluttered across the alleyway behind Ethan’s apart-ment building. Seattle Police Department cruisers lined the street as detectives moved carefully through the scene. The victim had been moved outside. The body lay beneath a white sheet.

Special Agent Daniel Mercer ducked under the tape. He flashed his badge at the officer guarding the perimeter. ―FBI.‖ The officer nodded and stepped aside. Mercer walked toward the cluster of detectives standing near the body. Detective Alvarez greeted him with a tired expression.

―Morning, Agent Mercer.‖

―Doesn’t look like one,‖ Mercer replied.

Alvarez lifted the sheet. The victim’s face was pale. Blonde hair spread across the pavement. Mercer crouched beside the body. He studied the ligature marks on her neck. Then the bruising along her jawline.

The positioning of her arms. Something about it felt deliberate.

Almost ritualistic.

―How long has she been dead?‖ Mercer asked. ―Medical examiner says sometime between midnight and three.‖ Mercer stood slowly. ―Where’s the boyfriend?‖ Alvarez pointed toward a patrol car.

Inside sat a man with his head in his hands.

Ethan Reeves.

Mercer studied him through the window. The man looked terrified.

Not cold.

Not calculating.

Just terrified. ―That’s our suspect?‖ Mercer asked. Alvarez nodded. ―His fingerprints are everywhere.‖ Mercer frowned. ―But?‖ Alvarez sighed.

―But he says he doesn’t remember killing her.‖ Mercer walked toward the car. The officer opened the door. Ethan looked up with bloodshot eyes. ―I didn’t do it,‖ he whispered. Mercer leaned against the door-frame.

―What’s your name?‖

―Ethan Reeves.‖

―Ethan, I’m Agent Mercer.‖

Ethan nodded weakly. Mercer studied him carefully. Years of profil-ing had taught him to read people quickly. Ethan looked genuinely confused. ―Tell me what happened,‖ Mercer said. Ethan wiped his face.

―I woke up this morning… and she was there.‖

―Did you know her?‖ ―No.‖

―Did you invite her over?‖ ―No.‖

Mercer crossed his arms. ―Do you remember leaving your apartment last night?‖ Ethan hesitated.

―No.‖

―Do you remember meeting her?‖ ―No.‖

Mercer’s eyes narrowed slightly.

―Do you remember strangling her?‖

Ethan burst into tears. ―No!‖

Mercer watched him quietly. Because something about the man’s reac-tion didn’t feel like a lie. It felt like fear.

Real fear.

Then Mercer asked the question that would begin unraveling every-thing. ―Did anyone call you last night?‖

Ethan froze.

―…maybe.‖

Mercer leaned closer.

―What do you mean maybe?‖

―I think my phone rang.‖

―And?‖

Ethan rubbed his temples.

―I don’t remember answering it.‖

Mercer stepped back slowly. Something about this case had just gotten very strange.


The Second Crime Scene 

Three days later. Portland, Oregon. The victim had been stabbed twen-ty-seven times. The apartment walls looked like a battlefield. Blood sprayed across furniture and photographs.

Special Agent Lena Vasquez stood in the doorway studying the scene.

―Overkill,‖ she said quietly.

Mercer nodded beside her.

―Extreme rage.‖

The victim lay sprawled across the kitchen floor. Knife wounds cov-ered her chest and abdomen. Lena crouched beside the body.

―Do we have a suspect?‖

Mercer handed her a photo. The man looked completely average.

Name: David Linwood.

Occupation: IT technician.

No criminal history.

Lena frowned.

―Let me guess.‖

Mercer sighed.

―He doesn’t remember anything.‖

Lena rubbed her forehead. ―Same story as Seattle?‖

―Exactly the same.‖

―Phone call?‖

Mercer nodded.

―Right before the murders started.‖

Lena stood slowly. ―This doesn’t make sense.‖

Mercer pointed toward the victim.

―You notice the pattern?‖

She studied the wounds again. Something about the attack felt famil-iar. Then it hit her.

―Oh my God.‖

Mercer nodded.

―Yeah.‖

Lena whispered the name. ―Richard Ramirez.‖ The infamous Night Stalker.

The stab wounds.

The brutality.

The frenzy.

The resemblance was impossible to ignore. ―But Ramirez was execut-ed decades ago,‖ Lena said.

Mercer nodded.

―Exactly.‖


The Interrogation 

David Linwood sat in the interrogation room gripping a cup of water. His hands trembled violently. Across from him sat Agents Mercer and Vasquez. David looked exhausted.

―I didn’t kill anyone.‖

Mercer slid the crime scene photos across the table.

―You were caught leaving the victim’s apartment.‖

David stared at the photos. His face turned pale.

―I’ve never seen her before.‖

―You stabbed her twenty-seven times.‖

David shook his head desperately.

―I don’t remember that.‖

Lena leaned forward.

―Do you remember where you were last night?‖

―I went to bed.‖

―And then?‖

―I woke up in the police station.‖

Mercer studied him closely.

―Did you get a phone call?‖

David blinked.

―What?‖

―A phone call,‖  Mercer repeated.

David rubbed his temples.

―I… think so.‖

Lena leaned closer.

―What do you remember?‖

David’s breathing slowed. His eyes unfocused slightly.

―I remember answering.‖

―And?‖

David swallowed.

―…then everything went black.‖

The room went silent. Mercer and Vasquez exchanged a look.

Two killers.

Two identical stories.

Two phone calls.

Mercer leaned back in his chair. And for the first time the thought crossed his mind. What if these men weren’t the killers? What if they were just…

Weapons?


The Task Force 

The conference room inside the FBI Seattle Field Office had been converted into a temporary war room. Crime scene photos covered the walls. Maps stretched across corkboards. Red string connected vic-tims, suspects, and locations.

At the center of the chaos stood Agent Daniel Mercer. He stared at the board like a man trying to solve a puzzle that shouldn’t exist. Agent Lena Vasquez walked in carrying two coffees.

―You’ve been staring at that wall for an hour.‖

Mercer took the cup.

―Patterns always show up if you stare long enough.‖

She looked at the board.

Two suspects.

Two victims.

Two cities.

Under each name someone had written a disturbing note.

Ethan Reeves – Seattle

David Linwood – Portland 

Under both names:

Claims memory loss

Phone call before murders

No criminal history

Lena leaned against the table.

―So either we’ve got the weirdest coincidence in FBI history…‖

Mercer finished her thought.

―…or someone’s controlling them.‖

Carl Henderson entered the room carrying a laptop.

―You two need to see this.‖

Mercer looked up.

―What now?‖

Carl plugged the laptop into the projector. Phone records appeared on the screen. Both suspects had received a call from the same number. The room went quiet. Mercer crossed his arms.

―Burner phone?‖

Carl nodded.

―Prepaid.‖

―Location?‖

―Moves every time.‖

Lena exhaled slowly.

―Someone’s covering their tracks.‖

Mercer walked toward the board. He circled the number.

―So whoever owns this phone…‖

―…is connected to both killers.‖

Carl added another detail.

―And both calls lasted exactly thirty seconds.‖

Mercer frowned.

―Why thirty?‖

Carl shrugged.

―No idea.‖

Lena stared at the board again.

―Maybe that’s all the time it takes.‖

Mercer looked at her.

―To do what?‖

She answered quietly.

―To flip the switch.‖
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