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Description 

In the dark streets of Chișinău, truth is a dangerous weapon.

Victor Rusu once believed that wars ended when the shooting stopped.
He learned the truth on a rain-soaked night when a stolen government file exposed a hidden network of weapons trafficking, corruption, and political power stretching across Moldova.
What began as a single act of defiance quickly becomes a desperate fight for survival.

As the documents spread through the hands of investigative journalist Elena Moraru, the fragile balance holding the country together begins to collapse. Ministers deny everything. Police commanders disappear. And in the shadows, crime lord Constantin Lazar prepares to erase everyone who knows the truth.

Hunted through the wet streets of the capital, Victor and his ally Mihail Dragomir find themselves trapped between a collapsing political system and a criminal empire determined to survive.

But in a city built on secrets, exposing the truth may cost more than anyone expected.

Because sometimes the truth survives...

...and the people who carried it into the light do not.

Cold Rain Over Chișinău is a dark, atmospheric crime-noir thriller about corruption, loyalty, and the price of telling the truth in a world where power rarely forgives.
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Chapter One
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Cold March rain fell over the city of Chișinău with a slow persistence that turned the long boulevards into dark mirrors of water and trembling light, while the wind carried the smell of wet asphalt, distant smoke, and the sour breath of old concrete buildings that had watched too many winters pass without mercy.

Cars moved rarely along the wide avenue, their headlights sliding across puddles like pale knives cutting through black glass, while somewhere far away a tram rattled through the night with the tired groan of metal that had carried thousands of silent passengers through the restless heart of Moldova.

Under the rusted metal awning of a narrow bar called Black Vine, a tall man stood motionless while rainwater dripped slowly from the edge of the roof and splashed onto the pavement near his boots.

His name was Victor Rusu.

Several years earlier he had been an officer in a special operations unit of the Moldovan military, a man trained for difficult missions in places where mistakes were usually followed by blood, but those days now felt distant and strangely unreal, as if they belonged to another life that had been buried somewhere beneath the weight of time and disappointment.

The dim yellow streetlight above him illuminated a tired face marked by thin shadows beneath the eyes, while a cigarette burned slowly between his fingers and the smoke drifted lazily into the damp air.

Victor watched the empty street with the patient calm of a man who had learned long ago that silence often hid more danger than noise.

A black sedan passed through a large puddle and sprayed water along the curb before disappearing into the wet darkness of the boulevard.

Victor dropped the cigarette and crushed it slowly beneath his heel.

The door of the bar opened with a dull metallic sound and a wave of warm air mixed with cheap alcohol escaped into the cold night.

A short man stepped outside carefully, adjusting the collar of his expensive coat while glancing left and right with the restless caution of someone who had learned to distrust empty streets.

He approached Victor slowly and lit a cigarette with a gold lighter that flickered briefly in the rain.

— I was not sure you would come, the man said quietly while keeping his eyes on the street.

Victor turned his head slightly and studied the stranger with a long, silent look that measured posture, breathing, and the small nervous movement of the man’s fingers.

— You said the situation was urgent, Victor replied calmly.
— You also said there was serious money involved.
The man exhaled smoke and allowed a thin smile to appear on his lips, though the smile carried no real warmth.

— In this city serious money usually walks together with serious problems.

A gust of wind moved along the street and carried a swirl of rain between the buildings.

Victor remained silent for several seconds while a familiar sensation began to grow somewhere deep inside his mind, the cold instinct that had once kept him alive in places where hesitation often meant death.

— Speak clearly, he said finally.

The man stepped closer and lowered his voice slightly.

— Certain people want something removed from a government archive, and those people are prepared to pay an impressive amount of money for someone capable enough to obtain it.

Victor watched the man without expression.

— Why me.

The stranger flicked ash into the rain and glanced once more toward the empty street.

— Because you know how to move quietly and because you are no longer officially connected to anyone important.

A distant police siren wailed briefly somewhere beyond the dark buildings.

Victor felt the cold rain touching the back of his neck while the quiet city seemed to hold its breath for a moment.

— What exactly do they want, he asked slowly.

The man hesitated for a second before answering.

— A file.

Victor’s eyes narrowed slightly.

— Files do not usually cost impressive amounts of money.

The man finally looked directly into Victor’s face.

— This one does.

Rain continued to fall steadily over the silent avenue while the yellow streetlight flickered once above their heads.

— What is inside that file, Victor asked.

The man leaned closer and spoke almost in a whisper.

— Enough information to destroy half of the government of Moldova and possibly several very powerful men who prefer that such information never sees daylight.

Victor remained perfectly still while the weight of those words settled into the cold night air.

For a long moment neither man spoke.

Water dripped from the awning with slow rhythmic sounds that echoed faintly along the empty sidewalk.

Finally Victor crossed his arms and looked at the stranger with calm curiosity.

— And what amount of money convinces someone to steal a problem like that.

The man smiled again, though this time the smile carried a thin shadow of excitement.

— Two million euros.

Victor stared at him while the rain continued to fall over the sleeping city.

Inside his mind the old instincts began to wake slowly, like dangerous animals rising from a long and uneasy sleep.

He knew that accepting such a job would open a door that could never again be closed.

He also knew something else.

Money of that size was never offered for a job that ended peacefully.

Victor lifted his eyes toward the dark street stretching into the distance.

— Then you should begin explaining everything, he said quietly.

Somewhere far away thunder rolled across the sky above Chișinău, heavy and distant like the sound of trouble slowly approaching.
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The rain continued falling over Chișinău with a dull persistence that made the entire city seem older and more tired than it already was, while the dim lights of late-night shops trembled in the water gathered along the sidewalks.

Victor Rusu stepped inside the bar called Black Vine, and the warmth of the room wrapped around him with the thick smell of cheap whiskey, tobacco smoke, and the slow decay of furniture that had survived too many careless nights.

The place was half empty.

A tired bartender wiped glasses behind the counter with mechanical movements, while two men sat in a distant corner whispering over a bottle of brandy that was already almost empty.

Victor and the short man took a table near the back wall where the light was dim and the shadows were thick enough to keep conversations private.

The stranger removed his wet coat and folded it carefully over the back of the chair before sitting down.

— My name is Sergiu Munteanu, he said calmly while lighting another cigarette.

Victor leaned slightly back in his chair while studying the man’s face with quiet attention, noticing the small wrinkles near the eyes and the cautious way Sergiu kept watching the door.

— You work for someone, Victor said slowly.

Sergiu smiled with thin amusement.

— In this city everyone works for someone.

The bartender approached and placed two glasses on the table without asking any questions, as if he had learned long ago that curiosity often shortened a man’s life.

Sergiu poured dark whiskey into both glasses.

— The file I mentioned is kept inside a secured archive belonging to the Ministry of Internal Affairs, Sergiu said while pushing one glass toward Victor.

Victor did not touch the drink yet.

— You said politicians want it to disappear, he replied calmly.

— Politicians, businessmen, and several people who prefer to remain invisible, Sergiu answered quietly.
— If that file ever becomes public, the consequences would shake the entire government.
Victor finally lifted the glass and smelled the whiskey before taking a slow sip.

The alcohol burned pleasantly down his throat while his mind began arranging the information like pieces of a puzzle.

— What kind of information, he asked.

Sergiu leaned forward slightly and lowered his voice.

— Evidence of illegal weapons shipments moving through Moldova toward several conflict zones, with signatures from officials who should never appear anywhere near such operations.

Victor’s expression did not change.

— And someone suddenly decided the file must vanish.

— Exactly.

Outside the window the rain struck the glass with quiet rhythmic taps.

Victor placed the glass back on the table.

— You could hire professional thieves, he said.

Sergiu shook his head slowly.

— Thieves attract attention, and attention is something our employers desperately want to avoid.

Victor looked at him carefully.

— But hiring a former special forces officer to break into a government archive is somehow safer.

Sergiu smiled faintly.

— You know how systems work, and you know how to move inside buildings protected by security forces.

Victor remained silent.

The truth in those words felt uncomfortable because it was undeniable.

For several long seconds neither man spoke.

Then Sergiu reached inside his coat and placed a small envelope on the table.

Victor did not touch it immediately.

— What is that.

— Photographs, Sergiu replied.

Victor opened the envelope slowly.

Inside were several pictures printed on glossy paper.

The first photograph showed a man in his late fifties leaving a black luxury car outside a government building.

Victor studied the face carefully.

— Minister Alexandru Varlan, Sergiu said quietly.

Victor recognized the name immediately.

The man was a powerful political figure who appeared regularly on television giving speeches about law, order, and the future of the country.

Victor placed the photo back on the table.

— Why are you showing me this.

Sergiu slid another photograph across the table.

This one showed a warehouse near the industrial district of the city, where several trucks stood beside large shipping containers under the yellow light of tall security lamps.

— Weapons arrive there during the night, Sergiu said.

Victor looked closer.

Several armed men stood near the trucks.

One of them looked directly at the camera.

Victor felt a cold sensation in his stomach.

— That man, Victor said quietly.

Sergiu nodded.

— Yes.

Victor leaned back slowly.

— That is Mihail Dragomir.

Sergiu watched him carefully.

— You know him.

Victor’s voice became quieter.

— I served with him years ago.

The rain continued to fall outside.

Victor stared at the photograph again while memories began to return like ghosts from another life.

Mihail Dragomir had once been one of the best soldiers in their unit.

Fast, intelligent, and absolutely ruthless when necessary.

Then one day he had disappeared from the military without explanation.

Rumors later suggested he had entered a much darker world.

Victor placed the photograph down.

— You are telling me that a government minister and a former special forces officer are both connected to illegal weapons shipments.

— I am telling you the file proves exactly that, Sergiu replied calmly.

Victor looked toward the window where water slowly ran down the glass like thin transparent veins.

The job suddenly felt much larger than two million euros.

— There is something you are not telling me, Victor said quietly.

Sergiu remained silent for a moment.

Then he sighed.

— The file also contains the name of the person who organized the entire operation.

Victor waited.

Sergiu leaned closer.

— And that person currently controls most of the criminal networks in Chișinău.

Victor felt a slow tightening in his chest.

— Who.

Sergiu spoke the name very softly.

— Constantin Lazar.

The sound of that name seemed to darken the room.

Constantin Lazar was not simply a criminal.

He was the man who quietly controlled the largest criminal organization in Moldova, a figure who rarely appeared in public yet whose influence extended through politics, business, and the darker corners of the city.

Victor remained still.

— If Lazar discovers someone is trying to steal that file, Victor said slowly, that person will not live very long.

Sergiu nodded calmly.

— That is why we need someone capable enough to succeed before Lazar even suspects anything.

Victor looked down at the photographs again.

Outside the bar thunder rolled faintly above the city.

Finally he spoke.

— When do we start.

Sergiu allowed himself a thin smile.

— Tomorrow night.

At that exact moment the door of the bar opened behind them.

A tall man entered slowly, shaking rain from his coat while scanning the room with cold, careful eyes.

Victor felt his body become suddenly tense.

Because the man who had just walked inside the bar was Mihail Dragomir.

And Mihail was staring directly at their table.
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For a brief moment the noise inside the bar seemed to disappear beneath the quiet pressure of that gaze, while the rain outside continued striking the windows with a steady rhythm that sounded almost like distant footsteps approaching from the darkness.

Victor Rusu did not move immediately, yet every instinct sharpened inside his mind with the cold precision of a blade being drawn slowly from its sheath.

Across the room, Mihail Dragomir removed his dark coat and handed it to the bartender with a casual movement that suggested absolute confidence, the kind of confidence that belonged only to men who had lived too long around violence to fear it anymore.

The years had changed him.

His shoulders were broader, his face harder, and the calm expression in his eyes carried a weight that Victor recognized immediately, because he had seen that same look in soldiers who had crossed certain lines and never returned from them.

Sergiu Munteanu noticed the shift in Victor’s posture.

— Something wrong, he asked quietly.

Victor kept his eyes on the man at the bar.

— Do not turn around suddenly, he said under his breath.

Sergiu froze slightly.

— Why.

Victor lifted his glass slowly and pretended to study the amber liquid inside it.

— Because the man who just walked into the bar is Mihail Dragomir.

For a moment Sergiu said nothing.

Then the faint color drained from his face.

— That is impossible, he murmured.

Victor allowed himself a small humorless smile.

— Unfortunately it is not.

Across the room Mihail ordered a drink and leaned casually against the counter, yet his attention moved through the bar like a searchlight sweeping across dark water.

Victor knew that look very well.

Mihail was searching for something.

Or someone.

Victor lowered his voice slightly.

— Did anyone see you meeting me tonight.

Sergiu hesitated.

— I do not think so.

Victor slowly placed the photographs back inside the envelope and slid it across the table.

— You should hope you are right.

At the bar Mihail lifted his glass and took a slow drink while continuing to observe the room.

Then his eyes stopped moving.

They settled directly on Victor.

Recognition appeared instantly.

Mihail’s lips curved into a thin smile that carried neither surprise nor friendliness.

Victor met the gaze calmly.

For several long seconds the two men looked at each other across the smoky room, two former soldiers standing now on opposite sides of a world neither of them had originally planned to enter.

Finally Mihail pushed himself away from the bar.

He walked toward their table with relaxed confidence, his footsteps slow and deliberate.

Sergiu’s hand tightened slightly around his glass.

— He is coming here, Sergiu whispered.

— I see that.

Victor remained seated while Mihail approached.

When he reached the table he stopped and looked down at Victor with a curious expression.

— Well, well, Mihail said quietly.
— I was beginning to believe you had disappeared from the world entirely.
Victor leaned back slightly in his chair.

— Life changes, he replied calmly.

Mihail’s eyes moved briefly toward Sergiu.

— And who is your friend.

Sergiu forced a polite smile.

— Sergiu Munteanu.

Mihail nodded slowly.

— A pleasure.

The tone of his voice suggested the opposite.

Mihail pulled a chair from a nearby table and sat down without asking permission.

The bartender glanced nervously in their direction but said nothing.

— I heard rumors that you left the military, Mihail continued.

— That was several years ago, Victor said.

— Yes, Mihail replied thoughtfully.
— Several years can change many things.
Outside the bar the rain intensified, and the sound of water rushing along the street gutters echoed faintly through the walls.

Mihail leaned forward slightly.

— Tell me something, Victor.

Victor waited.

— What kind of business brings you back into interesting company these days.

Victor shrugged lightly.

— Ordinary conversations and cheap whiskey.

Mihail studied him for several seconds, clearly unconvinced.

Then he laughed quietly.

— You always were a terrible liar.

Victor remained calm.

— And you always enjoyed asking questions that were not your business.

Mihail’s smile slowly faded.

— Everything in this city is my business now.

Those words hung heavily in the air.

Sergiu shifted slightly in his chair.

Mihail noticed the movement.

— You look nervous, Mr. Munteanu, Mihail said softly.

— Just tired, Sergiu replied quickly.

Mihail tilted his head.

— Tired men do not usually meet former special forces officers in dark bars during rainy nights.

Victor felt the tension tightening like a wire between them.

— Maybe we simply enjoy old memories, Victor said calmly.
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