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PROLOGUE
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Rain fell relentlessly over the streets of Odivelas.

The ancient cobblestones gleamed under the yellowish light of the streetlamps, while the predawn silence was torn only by the sound of hurried footsteps.

He was running.

He didn't look back.

His heart was beating so fast it almost drowned out his breathing.

The leather briefcase was slipping from his hands.

He gripped it tightly.

— No... It can't end like this...

He turned left, passing by the old wall of the Monastery.

The wind lifted the dry leaves, which danced around him as if the night itself were trying to warn him.

The footsteps behind him drew closer.

Calm.

Unrushed.

Whoever was following him knew there was no need to run.

They had already won.

The man tripped over a stone and fell to his knees.

The briefcase popped open.

A few sheets of paper scattered across the wet pavement.

Photographs.

Old receipts.

A letter.

A single handwritten sentence:

"The truth was never buried."

A shadow loomed over him.

It stopped right behind him.

— I thought I'd destroyed everything... — the man murmured, lacking the courage to turn around.

There was no answer.

Only the metallic sound of an object being set on the ground.

The man closed his eyes.

— Please...

Silence.

Then...

A single blow.

The papers fluttered into the air once more.

The rain began to slowly wash away the bloodstains.

In the distance, a black cat crossed the street.

At a window in the building opposite, a curtain moved slightly.

Someone had seen.

But that night, they chose to close it again.

The next morning, Odivelas would wake up to the news of a murder that would unearth secrets buried for over thirty years. And no one, absolutely no one, imagined that the killer was already walking peacefully among them.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 1

[image: ]


The Dead Man by the Monastery

––––––––
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The clock on the tower of the Odivelas Monastery struck seven in the morning when the silence was shattered by a scream.

— My God!... Call someone!

Mr. Augusto, retired and faithful to his morning walks for over twenty years, dropped his dog's leash.

The animal immediately began to bark.

There, lying on the pavement still damp from the previous night's rain, was a man.

Motionless.

His open eyes stared up at a gray sky, as if still waiting for an answer that would never come.

Just a few centimeters from his right hand lay a soaked leather briefcase.

Empty.

The PSP police siren echoed in the distance.

Five minutes later, two police cars were already blocking the street. The first officers cordoned off the area with blue and white tape while onlookers began to gather behind the perimeter.

Shortly after, the Judiciary Police team arrived. Whenever there is a suspicion of homicide, the criminal investigation is handed over to the PJ. An inspector observed the body for a few seconds before saying:

— Nobody touches a thing until Forensics arrives.

Five minutes later, the street was already closed off.

The first curious onlookers began to arrive.

And, as happens in any Portuguese neighborhood, it didn't take long for the person with a radar for misfortune to show up.

— So? Who died this time?

The voice was accompanied by the shuffling of slippers.

Dona Emília.

Sixty-eight years old.

Widow.

Absolute queen of local gossip.

Five cats.

Zero filters.

She approached the police tape like someone going to the market to buy fish.

An officer raised his hand.

— Madam, you cannot pass.

She smiled with that knowing air of someone who already knew more than everyone else.

— I don't want to pass, son... I just want to check if it's who I think it is.

The officer sighed.

— Did you know the victim?

— I know everyone in Odivelas. Some personally... the others through their sins.

The policeman decided to ignore her.

Beginner's mistake.

Dona Emília immediately turned to the two women already whispering behind her.

— I bet fifty euros this wasn't a robbery.

The women's eyes widened.

— How do you know?

— Because a thief takes the whole briefcase... they don't leave it open.

The two women looked at the briefcase.

Then they looked back at Dona Emília.

She shrugged.

— Watching soap operas teaches you a thing or two.

Across the street, Café Imperial was opening its doors.

The first customer hadn't even stepped inside when a deep voice echoed from within.

— I bet that in an hour half the parish will know who killed the man... and the other half will invent a second killer.

It was Boca Negra.

No one knew for sure why they called him that.

Some said he smoked three packs a day.

Others swore he earned the nickname for telling truths no one else had the courage to tell.

The truth?

Even he didn't remember.

Leaning against the counter, he wiped down a glass with irritating calm.

A breathless customer walked in.

— Did you hear? They killed a man by the Monastery!

Boca Negra didn't even look up.

— Good.

The customer paled.

— Good?!

— Yeah. If it were in my cafe, I'd have to clean the floor.

The man was left speechless.

Boca Negra gave a sideways smile.

— I'm kidding... or maybe not.

Outside, a bicycle sped across the street.

— Hey, Dona Emília!

It was Kiko.

Fourteen years old.

Scrawny.

Cap on backwards.

Specialist in showing up where he shouldn't.

He slammed on the brakes right by the pavement.

— Have the bets started yet?

— Not yet.

— Then I say it was an alien.

She rolled her eyes.

— And why is that?

— Because humans are too predictable.

Dona Emília let out a laugh.

— Boy... you've got a future. In the police, no. But maybe in the circus.

— Better in the circus than retired and counting how many pigeons land in the square.

She pointed a finger at him.

— One of these days you're going to get hit with a broom.

— You've got to catch me first.

And he took off again, pedaling as if the whole world were a race track.

Without realizing it, he rode right past a man who was watching all the commotion from the other side of the street.

He wore a dark coat.

His hands were shoved deep into his pockets.

His face was hidden beneath the brim of a cap.

He stared for a few seconds at the body covered by the white sheet.

Then he turned his back.

And calmly disappeared in the direction of the subway station.

No one noticed him.

No one... except one person.

Dona Emília.

She frowned for a fraction of a second.

— Funny...

— What? — asked one of the neighbors.

She kept staring at the now-empty street.

— Nothing...

A lie.

She had noticed something.

Something so small that, at that exact moment, she decided to keep it to herself.

And that decision would change the course of the entire investigation.
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CHAPTER 2
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The Inspector

At eight-twenty-three in the morning, a gray Peugeot 308 parked right next to the perimeter set up by the PSP.

The man who stepped out of the car didn't look like he had slept much.

Dark coat, two days of stubble, a cup of coffee in hand, and an expression that betrayed a complicated relationship with mornings.

He showed his badge.

— Judiciary Police.

The PSP officer lifted the tape.

— Good morning, Inspector.

— If we're here... it probably isn't a good morning.

The officer smiled.

— Are you always like this?

— Only on Mondays, Tuesdays, Wednesdays, Thursdays, Fridays... on Saturday I get a little better.

The policeman laughed.

— So today is Thursday.

— Yeah... still a long way from Saturday.

Miguel Moura stepped inside the perimeter.

He stopped by the body.

He didn't speak.

He simply observed.

The hands.

The shoes.

The position of the head.

The puddles of water.

The open briefcase.

The missing papers.

Then he knelt down.

— Photograph number twenty-three...

The forensics expert looked up.

— How do you know we're on that photo?

Miguel pointed.

— The watch mark.

She looked at the victim's wrist.

There was a lighter patch of skin.

The watch was gone.

— Robbery?

Miguel slowly shook his head.

— No.

— You didn't even ask how much the watch was worth.

— I don't need to.

He stood up.

— Someone who kills to steal takes the wallet, the phone, the keys... they don't just take a watch.

The expert made a note.

— So someone wanted to fake a robbery.

— Exactly.

He looked down at the corpse once more.

— And they did it in a hurry.

— Name?

The officer replied immediately.

— Henrique Valente. Sixty-five years old. Businessman.

Miguel nodded.

He knew the name.

Everyone knew it.

Henrique Valente regularly appeared at town hall ribbon-cuttings, sponsored sports clubs, handed out checks to charity institutions, and made sure to be in every photograph.

An exemplary man.

That's what the newspapers called him.

Miguel never trusted exemplary men.

Experience had taught him that the more perfect a life seemed...

...the more skeletons the closets hid.

— We found this.

A PSP officer handed him a small transparent bag.

Inside was a chess piece.

A knight.

Miguel frowned.

— Where was it?

— Underneath the park bench.

— Close to the body?

— Two meters.

Miguel held the bag up to the light.

It was an old piece.

Dark wood.

Worn by time.

A letter was engraved on the bottom.

H.

— Could be from the victim's set — the officer suggested.

Miguel gave a sideways smile.

— It could.

He paused.

— Or it could be here precisely so we'd think that.

On the other side of the police tape, the show went on.

Dona Emília handed out theories like someone passing out supermarket flyers.

— I'm telling you... that man had enemies.

— How do you know?

— Because anyone who doesn't have enemies doesn't end up dead at seven in the morning.

A woman interrupted.

— But he did so much charity...

Dona Emília let out a laugh.

— My dear... I know
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