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Chapter 1: The First Drop
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The rain in Seattle was a living thing, relentless and unforgiving. It pounded the city in heavy sheets, turning asphalt into mirrors that reflected the flickering neon signs of dive bars and late-night diners. Detective Alex Harper stood at the mouth of a narrow alley off Pike Street, his trench coat soaked through despite the umbrella he gripped with white knuckles. The air smelled of wet concrete and something sharper—blood. Blue and red lights from patrol cars danced across the puddles, painting the scene in pulses of color that felt too vibrant for death.

“Over here, Detective,” called Officer Daniels, a young uniform with rain dripping from the brim of his cap. He aimed his flashlight down the alley, cutting through the gloom to reveal a crumpled figure against a rusted dumpster.

Alex stepped forward, his boots splashing in shallow pools. The alley was a forgotten artery of the city, lined with graffiti-stained walls and overflowing trash bins. The kind of place where secrets festered. He pulled on a pair of nitrile gloves, their snap echoing faintly against the patter of rain. The victim was young—mid-twenties, he estimated—her long dark hair matted against her pale face. Her eyes stared blankly at the sky, rain pooling in them like tears she could no longer shed. Her throat bore a single, precise slash, deep enough to sever muscle and artery. Blood had spilled out, mixing with the rainwater to form crimson rivulets that snaked toward a storm drain.

“No ID,” Daniels said, shifting uncomfortably. “No purse, no wallet. Looks like she was just... out. Wrong place, wrong time.”

Alex crouched beside the body, careful not to disturb the scene. The wound was clean, no hesitation marks. The killer had done this before, or at least practiced. He tilted his head, studying her clothes: a navy jacket, jeans, and sneakers, all soaked. No signs of a struggle—no defensive wounds on her hands, no torn fabric. She hadn’t fought back. Maybe she hadn’t seen it coming.

His gaze drifted to the alley wall, where faded tags and crude drawings battled for space. One mark stood out, untouched by the rain’s attempt to erase it: a poem scrawled in white chalk, the letters sharp and deliberate.

Roses are red, violets are blue, In the rain, I’ll find you too.

A chill crawled up Alex’s spine, colder than the October drizzle. This wasn’t a robbery gone wrong or a crime of passion. This was deliberate, theatrical. A message.

“Poetry?” came a voice behind him. Mia Reyes, his partner, stepped into the alley, her ponytail slick with rain. She was new to homicide, barely six months out of vice, but she carried herself with the confidence of someone who’d seen worse than most. Her dark eyes scanned the scene, narrowing at the chalked words. “That’s creepy as hell.”

“Creepy and fresh,” Alex said, standing. He pointed at the poem. “Rain hasn’t smudged it much. Written after the kill, maybe minutes before we got here.”

Mia frowned, pulling her jacket tighter. “So he’s taunting us? Or what, marking his territory?”

“Could be both.” Alex waved over the crime scene techs, who were huddled under a tarp nearby. “Bag everything—prints, fibers, anything you can get. And that chalk? I want to know if it’s standard or something fancy.”

The techs nodded, setting to work with their kits. Alex stepped back, lighting a cigarette under the shelter of his umbrella. The smoke curled upward, mingling with the damp air. Ten years on the force had hardened him to death—gang shootings, overdoses, domestics turned deadly—but this felt different. Personal, somehow. The poem gnawed at him, its rhythm echoing in his head like a song he couldn’t shake.

His mind drifted, unbidden, to Laura. Two years ago, on a night much like this, his wife had been killed in a hit-and-run. The police report called it an accident: slick roads, poor visibility, a driver who fled into the night. But Laura had been a journalist, always digging into stories that made powerful enemies. Alex had never bought the accident angle. He’d spent nights poring over her notes, chasing leads that went nowhere. The rain always brought her back—her laugh, her stubborn streak, the way she’d hum while writing late into the night.

“Harper!” Mia’s voice snapped him back. She was kneeling by the body, holding a small evidence bag. “Found something in her pocket. A receipt—coffee shop, dated tonight, 9:15 p.m. Place called Beanery Cafe, two blocks from here.”

Alex took the bag, squinting at the crumpled paper. “Good catch. Time of death?”

“ME’s not here yet, but she’s still warm. Can’t be more than an hour.”

He glanced at his watch: 11:47 p.m. “So she grabs coffee, walks this way, and... what? Runs into this guy?”

Mia stood, brushing rain from her face. “Maybe he followed her. Knew her routine.”

They left the scene to the techs and headed back to the precinct, a squat brick building that smelled of stale coffee and desperation. The bullpen was alive despite the hour, phones ringing, officers typing reports. Alex pinned a Polaroid of the victim to the murder board, next to photos of two others from the past month. Sarah Kline, 28, a nurse, found in an alley near her apartment. Emily Ford, 32, a teacher, dumped in a park. Same M.O.: throat slashed, no robbery, and a poem left behind.

Sarah’s poem: Rain falls soft, but cuts like knives. Emily’s: Whispers in the storm, end of your form.

Mia studied the board, her arms crossed. “Three in a month. Same method, same poetry thing. Serial killer?”

“Looks like it,” Alex said, pouring coffee from a pot that had been sitting too long. “Calls himself the Poet, maybe. Thinks he’s clever.”

“Clever and ballsy,” Mia added. “Writing poems at crime scenes? That’s not just killing. That’s... art.”

Alex nodded, his jaw tight. The word art hit too close. Laura had loved poetry, though she’d never published. She’d scribble little verses on napkins, leave them for him to find. He pushed the thought away, focusing on the board. “We need her ID. And we need to figure out how he picks them.”

Captain Ellis stormed into the bullpen, his bald head gleaming under the fluorescents. “Harper, Reyes, my office. Now.”

Inside, the captain’s office was a mess of files and commendations. He didn’t sit, just paced. “Three bodies in a month? The mayor’s breathing down my neck. Tell me you’ve got something.”

“We’re working it,” Alex said. “Victim’s a young woman, no ID yet. Throat slashed, clean cut. Poem on the wall, same as the others. He’s targeting women, killing at night, always in the rain.”

Ellis stopped pacing, his eyes narrowing. “A serial killer with a poetry fetish. Great. The media’s gonna eat this up. Keep it quiet—no leaks, you hear me?”

“Yes, sir,” Mia said, her tone clipped.

“Get me a lead by tomorrow,” Ellis barked. “Dismissed.”

Back at their desks, Alex and Mia split the tasks. Mia pulled up databases to cross-check victim profiles, while Alex reviewed the crime scene photos on his laptop. The chalked poem stared back at him, the words looping in his mind. In the rain, I’ll find you too. Was it a promise? A threat?
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