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Ricky strutted down Avenida da Liberdade, dancing like he was the only soul on earth. He was howling lyrics at the top of his lungs, fueled by the aggressive, distorted thumping pouring from a battered yellow Walkman. The tape inside was a relic—a frantic, 1980s psychedelic trance mix he’d scavenged that morning from a trash bin in Torel Garden, where he’d spent the night shivering under the stars.

After a night with no rules, no anchors, and no memory of how he’d ended up sleeping on a park bench, Ricky threw his head back and screamed at the city skyline.

"I loved it! Yuuuuuhuuuuuuuuuu! Yarrrrrrrrrgggggggggg!"

For those few seconds, the world was his chaotic playground.

Then, a shadow fell over him. A police officer.

"Sir. You can't scream like that in public."

Ricky froze. The manic grin on his face didn't fade; it just curdled into a mask of practiced politeness.

"I’m so sorry, officer. My mistake."

The cop watched him walk away, shaking his head at the city’s usual brand of madness.

Ricky didn't look back. He was already weaving toward the metro station, his old guitar slung over his shoulder, ready to perform for commuters who wouldn't look him in the eye. He was hoping to scrape together enough change for a meal.

He had no way of knowing that, before the sun set, someone would be dead.

And somehow, his name would be the first one the police whispered.
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The metro station was a living, breathing beast.

A river of humanity surged past Ricky: tourists clutching maps like holy relics, suits glued to their phone screens, teenagers shrieking over nothing, and the hollow-eyed commuters trudging home after another soul-crushing day.

Ricky sat near the entrance, his beat-up acoustic guitar propped against his knee. He loved this place—not for the coins, which barely covered the cost of a lukewarm coffee, but for the noise. The rhythmic thrum of footsteps, the overlapping conversations, the way the echoes danced through the concrete tunnels. To Ricky, the city was a sprawling, discordant orchestra, and he was the only one trying to find the melody.

He tightened a tuning peg and began to play. A slow, somber progression. It was dark, haunting—something that lived in the liminal space between The Cranberries and Soundgarden. It sounded like a eulogy for a life left behind.

Ricky closed his eyes.

The yellow Walkman, buried in his backpack, was forgotten. The blurred, jagged memories of his night in Torel Garden—the shouting, the manic laughter, the stars—vanished into the gloom of the station. There was only the wood, the wire, and the song.

A few commuters paused, pulled from their daze. A woman dropped a handful of coins into his open case.

"Beautiful song," she whispered, her voice barely rising above the ambient roar.

Ricky cracked a smile, his eyes still closed. "Thank you. The guitar knows more than I do."

The woman laughed, a nervous, jagged sound, unsure if he was a philosopher or just another transient lunatic. She walked on.

Then, the air shifted.

A scream pierced the station. It wasn't the frantic noise of a missed train; it was a jagged, visceral sound—a scream that had no business being there.

Ricky’s eyes snapped open.

At first, there was that terrible, collective paralysis—that second where the human brain refuses to process the horror in front of it. A man stood in the middle of the crowded platform, frozen. His hand was pressed hard against his side, his fingers turning dark and slick.

Blood began to bloom across his shirt like a Rorschach test.

"Call an ambulance!" someone shrieked.

The station exploded. Panic became a physical force. People stampeded, people shoved, and a dozen phones were raised to capture the carnage for the digital void.

Ricky didn't move. His fingers were still hooked over the guitar strings, a final, discordant note vibrating through the air—a single, broken sound.

Across the platform, the dying man’s gaze locked onto his.

It was intimate. Piercing. For a terrifying, electrified second, it felt as if the man recognized him. As if he knew exactly who Ricky was.

Then, the man collapsed.

The police were there within minutes. The questions began like a hail of stones.

"Did you see anything?"

"Who was standing near him?"

"Did you notice someone run?"

Ricky looked around, dazed. Everyone had a theory; everyone had a frantic, half-baked observation to offer. Except him. Or perhaps... he had seen something so obvious it had become invisible.

Then came the sound. The deep, guttural metallic howl of an incoming train.

The crowd instinctively recoiled from the platform edge, a wave of bodies surging backward. Except for one person.

A woman.

She stood at the very precipice, perfectly still. Ricky’s eyes locked onto her because she was the only point of stillness in the chaos. She wasn’t looking at the train. She wasn’t sobbing. She wasn’t afraid.

She was smiling.

Ricky scrambled to his feet. "Hey!"

The woman turned. Their eyes met, and a jolt of recognition slammed into Ricky’s chest. It was impossible—he’d never seen her before—but his soul seemed to know her.

The train roared into the station. The lights flashed like a strobe in a nightmare. The wind exploded, whipping hair and debris across the platform. People screamed, but the sound was swallowed by the screech of steel on steel.

Ricky lunged forward. "Wait!"

Too late. She stepped off the edge.

The world went silent. The music stopped. The guitar slipped from Ricky’s numb fingers, clattering against the concrete.

And somewhere, hidden among hundreds of terrified faces, someone was watching him. Someone was watching him watch her.

Because this time, the dead person wasn't looking at him.

The killer was.

The station was no longer a transit hub; it was a crime scene, sealed off by the harsh, yellow glare of police tape. The music was dead. Ricky’s guitar lay on the cold tiles, a hollow casualty discarded among rushing footsteps and terrified whispers.

Ricky sat on a bench outside the platform, wrapped in a shimmering, crinkly silver emergency blanket. He stared at his hands. They were stained with someone else’s blood—a dark, copper-scented reminder that he was, yet again, standing in the crosshairs of a tragedy he didn't orchestrate.

A black sedan slid to a halt outside the station. The man who stepped out didn't rush. He moved with a deliberate, predatory stillness, eyeing the chaos as if he were watching a movie he’d seen a dozen times before.

Detective Morrisson Kane.

They said he could pull the truth out of a room full of lies like a magician pulling a rabbit from a hat. They also said he had a superstition: he never went anywhere without a Cuban cigar. Even when he wasn't smoking it, the unlit tobacco was clamped between his fingers—a talisman, a habit, a reminder.

Tonight was no different. The thick, fragrant cylinder rested between his fingers as he stepped into the station.

He didn't just walk; he scanned. The angle of the body. The frantic eyes of the witnesses. The awkward gaps between people who were trying to look like they weren't involved.

Behind him trailed his intern, John Sah. Young, sharp, and still desperately trying to map the labyrinth of Kane’s mind.

"Two victims in the same place, same night," John murmured, his pen hovering over his notepad.

Kane didn't answer. He paced toward the first scene, his gaze sweeping the floor.

"The man who was stabbed," John continued, struggling to keep pace. "No ID. No wallet. No phone. It’s like he was wiped clean."

Kane stopped. "Convenient."

John scribbled it down. "And the second victim? The woman?"

Kane turned his head toward the platform edge. The train had long since screamed away into the tunnel, leaving behind a silence that felt heavier than before.

"Suicide," John offered, testing the water. "At least, that’s what the crowd is reporting."

Kane finally looked at him. His eyes were cold, sharp needles. "Everyone?"

John paused, backtracking. "That’s the consensus, sir."

The detective gave a thin, humorless smile. "Consensus isn't the truth, John. It’s just the loudest lie."

They moved to the second scene. Kane crouched near the platform edge, hovering just inches from where the woman had stood. He didn't touch a thing; he didn't need to. He inhaled the atmosphere.

"People don't usually smile before they die," Kane said, his voice dropping into a low rumble.

John blinked. "What?"

"The woman. The witnesses say she was calm. Relaxed." Kane stood up, his joints popping. "Calm is not the same as happy. This was a performance."

He tapped the unlit cigar against his teeth. "Two deaths. Minutes apart. One location. Too much coincidence for one night."

John glanced back toward the entrance, his eyes widening as they settled on a figure huddled in a metallic blanket. "Do you think they're connected?"

Kane followed his gaze. He locked eyes with Ricky—the street musician, the broken man covered in blood, the boy who had been present for both ends of the story.

"Who is he?" Kane asked.

"His name is Ricky. Just a local busker."

"Does he know the victims?"

"No," John said quickly. "He’s just been in the wrong place at the wrong time."

Kane’s stare didn't waver. He seemed to be weighing Ricky's soul. "In this city, kid, there is no such thing as being in the wrong place. Everyone knows someone."

John sighed and approached the bench. "Excuse me. Detective Kane has some questions for you."

Ricky looked up. His eyes were wide, blinking against the harsh overhead lights. "Am I in trouble?"

John hesitated, looking over his shoulder at his mentor.

Kane stepped into the light. He took the cigar from his mouth, his eyes boring into Ricky’s.

"That depends," Kane said.

Ricky frowned, his voice trembling. "Depends on what?"

The detective leaned in, his presence suffocating. "On whether tonight was a coincidence... or whether tonight found you for a reason."

For the first time that night, the confusion in Ricky’s expression curdled into genuine fear. Because deep down, he felt the truth. Something was wrong. And Detective Morrisson Kane had just begun to pull the thread.

The night was already broken, but it wasn't finished.

While Detective Morrisson Kane and John Sah were still dissecting the chaos in the metro station, the radio crackled to life with a fresh nightmare. Another body. This time, not under the artificial, flickering lights of the underground, but in the shivering silence of Jardim do Torel—the very place where Ricky had spent his restless night.

The local police arrived first. The garden was a hollow shell of itself, save for the distant hum of traffic and the sharp, agitated voices of officers keeping the early morning joggers at bay. A nearby daycare had raised the alarm; a teacher, out for an early walk, had stumbled upon something that didn't belong. Something that had stained the morning air with the scent of ozone and iron.

"Who called the PJ?" a patrolman asked, his face a ghostly shade of grey.

"They're already en route," a colleague replied.

The patrolman let out a long, ragged sigh. Everyone knew what that meant. A special unit was coming, and at its head was Marco Fortes.

The car screeched to a halt at the curb. Marco stepped out. No smile, no small talk, no wasted energy. He was a man who sucked the oxygen out of a room just by walking through the door. To some, he was a genius; to others, a menace. Most simply stayed out of his light. Marco wasn't paid for his patience; he was paid to dismantle people's secrets, regardless of who got caught in the crossfire.

He marched through the garden, eyes locked forward, ignoring the nervous stares of the uniforms. "Who found the body?"

"A teacher from the daycare, sir."

"Did the children see it?"

"No. We made sure of that."

Marco looked toward the empty playground, then back to the grisly scene tucked behind the old oaks. "Nothing about this morning is lucky," he grunted.

The local officer swallowed hard. "You think it’s connected to the metro deaths?"

Marco stopped. He turned, his gaze heavy and cold. "People who say things aren't connected just haven't looked hard enough. Or they’re being paid not to."

He approached the body. The victim lay sprawled against the roots of a centuries-old tree. But as Marco circled the scene, his eyes snagged on a flash of color in the grass. A yellow object. Small, jagged, nearly invisible against the dirt.

He knelt, pulling out a pair of latex gloves, and picked it up. A shard of yellow plastic. Part of a shattered cassette case.

Marco’s jaw tightened. He held the piece up, letting it catch the morning light. "Where did this come from?"

Silence. Nobody knew.

Marco stood, his gaze sweeping over the city skyline. Somewhere out there, the threads were tightening. Three deaths. Three disparate locations. But something was knitting them together into a shroud. And Marco Fortes had the distinct, chilling feeling that he had just found the first needle.

Back at the metro station, Ricky sneezed, a sudden, violent shiver racking his frame.

Detective Kane didn't
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