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The Silence of Black Rain

Chapter I — The Night Train


[image: ]


Rain had been falling over Chișinău since late afternoon, the kind of cold and stubborn rain that seemed less like weather and more like a slow, patient decision made by the sky, and by the time the evening trains began arriving from the north the entire station district had dissolved into reflections of yellow lamps trembling across the wet asphalt.

The railway station stood there like a tired animal breathing steam into the dark, its old Soviet walls damp and cracked, the smell of rusted iron mixing with diesel fumes and the faint odor of cheap tobacco drifting from the men who waited beneath the leaking awnings.

Somewhere in the distance a locomotive screamed against the rails.

Inspector Adrian Rusu stood near the end of the platform with his coat collar raised against the rain, watching the slow arrival of the train from Bălți with the calm patience of a man who had long ago accepted that the night rarely brought good news.

The train rolled in with a grinding metallic sigh, brakes crying softly like wounded animals.

Adrian lit a cigarette.

The flame briefly illuminated his tired face, revealing the deep shadows beneath his eyes and the small white scar crossing the bridge of his nose, a quiet souvenir from a fight he preferred not to remember.

Behind him footsteps splashed across the platform.

— You always come personally when something smells wrong, don't you?

Adrian did not turn immediately, though he recognized the voice before the man even reached him.

Detective Mihai Petrescu, younger by nearly ten years and permanently restless, stopped beside him while brushing rain from his leather jacket.

— For a body found in a train compartment, yes, Adrian answered quietly, exhaling smoke into the damp air. I prefer not to trust rumors.

Mihai glanced toward the train.

Passengers were already stepping down onto the platform, their faces pale beneath the station lights, their expressions carrying the tired indifference of travelers who simply wanted to reach home before midnight.

But several police officers stood near the third carriage, forming an awkward half-circle that made the situation impossible to ignore.

— They said the conductor discovered him twenty minutes before arrival, Mihai muttered, lowering his voice slightly. Door locked from inside. No witnesses.

Adrian flicked ash onto the wet concrete.

— And yet here we are.

They began walking toward the carriage.

The rain intensified, tapping against the metal roof of the station with a dull rhythm that echoed faintly along the empty tracks, and Adrian felt that familiar sensation creeping into his mind, the one he always experienced at the beginning of a new case, the quiet tightening of thought that told him something in the world had just shifted slightly out of balance.

A young officer stepped aside when they approached.

— Inspector.

Adrian nodded once.

— Inside?

— Yes, sir. Compartment fourteen.

Adrian climbed the narrow metal steps of the carriage.

The interior smelled faintly of stale coffee and damp fabric, the corridor illuminated by a row of yellow lights that flickered occasionally as if unsure they wished to remain awake.

At the far end stood the conductor, a thin nervous man clutching his cap with both hands.

— Inspector, I swear I did not touch anything except the door handle when I realized he wasn't answering.

Adrian studied him for a moment.

The man's eyes were red and watery, either from fear or exhaustion.

— Relax, Adrian said calmly. Just show us the compartment.

They stopped before a closed door.

The conductor hesitated slightly before unlocking it again.

The compartment was small and dim, the curtains half drawn against the rain outside, and for several seconds the only sound inside was the faint ticking of the cooling train engine somewhere beneath the floor.

Then Mihai inhaled sharply.

A man sat slumped against the window.

He looked almost peaceful at first glance, like someone who had simply fallen asleep during the long journey south, but the dark stain spreading slowly across his white shirt made the truth painfully clear.

Blood had dried along his collar and neck.

A thin knife handle protruded just below the ribs.

The window glass behind him trembled with each drop of rain striking from outside.

Adrian stepped closer.

The victim appeared to be around fifty years old, well dressed, with silver hair carefully combed back and a gold watch still resting neatly on his wrist.

Nothing about the scene suggested robbery.

— Clean work, Mihai murmured quietly.

Adrian crouched slightly, studying the man's face.

There was something unsettling about the expression.

Not fear.

Not surprise.

If anything, the man looked mildly disappointed.

Adrian glanced at the small table beneath the window.

A leather briefcase rested there, perfectly closed.

Beside it lay a folded train ticket.

He opened the briefcase slowly.

Inside were documents.

Contracts.

Financial reports.

And one photograph.

Adrian held it under the light.

It showed three men standing in front of an unfinished building somewhere outside the city.

The victim was one of them.

The other two were strangers.

Mihai leaned closer.

— Business partners?

Adrian said nothing.

Instead he flipped the photograph over.

On the back someone had written a single sentence in dark ink.
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"Truth always arrives at night."
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For a long moment Adrian listened to the rain striking the window.

Something in his mind stirred quietly.

This was not a random killing.

This felt like the beginning of something far more patient and deliberate.

Mihai broke the silence.

— So... who was he?

Adrian looked again at the dead man's face.

— His name is Victor Damian, he said slowly. Real estate developer. Very wealthy.

Mihai whistled softly.

— I heard of him.

Adrian placed the photograph back into the briefcase.

— Then you probably also heard how many enemies he had.

The train groaned faintly as the engine cooled.

Outside, thunder rolled somewhere above the dark city.

Adrian stood up slowly.

For reasons he could not yet explain, he felt certain that the dead man sitting quietly in that small train compartment had not been the real target of the story that was now beginning.

He had simply been the first piece removed from the board.

And somewhere in Chișinău, hidden behind rain and darkness, someone was already waiting for the next move.
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Chapter II — The Photograph
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Morning arrived over Chișinău without enthusiasm, spreading slowly through the low clouds like a tired confession whispered by the sky, and the rain that had begun the previous afternoon continued to fall with quiet determination, washing the narrow streets and turning the cracked sidewalks into mirrors of pale grey light.

Inspector Adrian Rusu stood near the window of his office inside the old police headquarters on Ștefan cel Mare Boulevard, watching the wet traffic slide past the building while the bitter smell of strong coffee mixed with the faint scent of damp paper that always seemed to live permanently inside the station.

The building itself carried the weight of decades.

Its corridors echoed with tired footsteps and muffled conversations, and the walls still remembered the years when men had been interrogated there under very different governments and for very different reasons.

Adrian took a slow sip of coffee.

Behind him Mihai Petrescu sat at the desk, carefully examining the photograph taken from Victor Damian's briefcase.

The younger detective leaned back in his chair while studying the image again, tilting it slightly under the desk lamp as if hoping the light might reveal some secret detail hidden inside the glossy paper.

— I still think the building looks familiar, Mihai said after a moment, rubbing his chin thoughtfully. Somewhere outside the city. Maybe a construction project that stopped halfway.

Adrian did not turn immediately.

Outside, a trolleybus screeched along the wet boulevard, sending a wave of dirty water toward the sidewalk.

— There are hundreds of abandoned construction sites around Chișinău, Adrian replied quietly. Corruption leaves unfinished buildings the way storms leave broken trees.

Mihai smirked slightly.

— That sounds almost poetic.

Adrian finally turned from the window.

— It isn't poetry. It's paperwork.

He walked back toward the desk and looked again at the photograph.

Three men stood in front of the skeletal frame of a concrete structure rising behind them like a grey cage against the sky.

Victor Damian stood in the middle, smiling politely in the confident manner of a man accustomed to signing contracts that moved large sums of money from one bank account to another.

The two men beside him were harder to read.

One of them appeared younger, perhaps thirty-five, with sharp eyes and the cautious posture of someone who trusted very little.

The other man was older and heavier, his expression hidden behind dark sunglasses even though the photograph appeared to have been taken on a cloudy day.

Adrian tapped the edge of the photograph lightly against the desk.

— Whoever wrote that message on the back wanted us to see this.

Mihai raised an eyebrow.

— "Truth always arrives at night." Sounds dramatic.

Adrian slid the photograph into a transparent evidence sleeve.

— Murder often is.

For a moment neither man spoke.

Rain tapped steadily against the office window.

Finally Mihai leaned forward again.

— The medical examiner called this morning.

Adrian looked at him.

— And?

— Time of death somewhere between nine and ten last night, Mihai explained while opening a small notebook. Single stab wound. Very precise. Whoever did it knew exactly where to place the knife.

Adrian nodded slowly.

— Professional?

— Possibly.

Mihai paused briefly.

— But there is something strange.

Adrian waited.

— There were no defensive wounds, Mihai continued quietly. No bruises on the hands. No signs of struggle.

Adrian's eyes narrowed slightly.

— Which means?

Mihai shrugged lightly.

— Either the killer surprised him... or Damian trusted the person sitting in that compartment.

The words lingered in the room.

Outside the rain intensified, rattling softly against the glass like distant applause.

Adrian walked slowly toward the coat rack and took his jacket.

— Let's visit Victor Damian's office.

Mihai looked up.

— Already?

Adrian slipped the photograph into his coat pocket.

— Wealthy men rarely travel alone without reasons, he said calmly. If someone wanted him dead, the answer probably started long before that train left Bălți.

An hour later they stood outside a modern glass building rising sharply above one of the newer districts of Chișinău, its reflective windows shining coldly beneath the grey sky while a row of expensive black cars waited near the entrance like obedient animals.

A security guard watched them approach.

Adrian showed his badge.

— Police. We need to speak with someone about Victor Damian.

The guard hesitated briefly before nodding toward the elevator lobby.

— Fifth floor. Damian Development Group.

Inside the building the air smelled faintly of polished wood and expensive perfume, a sharp contrast to the damp streets outside.

The elevator carried them upward in silence.

When the doors opened, a young receptionist looked up nervously from behind a large white desk.

— Good morning... how can I help you?

Adrian placed his badge gently on the desk.

— Inspector Adrian Rusu. We need to speak with whoever manages Mr. Damian's company.

The receptionist's smile faded almost immediately.

— You... you haven't heard?

Adrian studied her carefully.

— Heard what?

Her voice trembled slightly.

— Mr. Damian... he never arrived at the office this morning.

Mihai and Adrian exchanged a brief glance.

Adrian spoke quietly.

— I'm afraid we know why.

The young woman looked suddenly pale.

— Is he...?

Adrian nodded once.

The silence that followed seemed to stretch across the entire office.

Somewhere deeper inside the building a phone began ringing repeatedly.

Finally the receptionist whispered:

— His partner is inside.

Adrian tilted his head slightly.

— Partner?

— Sergiu Varlan, she said nervously. They owned the company together.

Adrian felt a subtle tension move through his thoughts.

— Good. We should talk to him.

The receptionist gestured toward a glass office at the end of the hallway.

Adrian and Mihai walked slowly down the corridor.

Inside the office a tall man stood near the window with his back turned toward the door, watching the rain fall across the city skyline.

When he heard them enter, he turned calmly.

He looked almost exactly like the younger man in the photograph.

Sharp eyes.

Controlled expression.

Carefully measured posture.

Sergiu Varlan studied them both for several seconds before speaking.

— I
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