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In 2015 I started a series of fetish-thrillers for German speaking people. Now I publish the first story of that series in English. I’m curious to see where it will lead to.


My publisher says very clearly, that translations should be done by professional translators that have to speak English as mother tongue. I’m no professional translator and I learned English as second language.


Nevertheless, I wanted to give it a try. Yes, I have to confess that, somewhere in my mind, I thought I would endure maybe 50 pages. But I had so much fun in translating my book, that I just did it until the last page.


I didn’t imagine how many homonyms my language has. The internet-translators often pick the wrong meaning. As I said: Very funny.


I’m sure the pages you get as book sample will give you an idea whether my translations are rubbish or okay. I promise that I have paid the same attention to the entire translation.


Hope you enjoy the story


Gabriel Erbé


https://gabrielerbe.jimdo.com





Prolog


Several ropes looped around her body. Her arms were tied together on her back, so she had to grab the elbow of the left arm with her right hand and the other way around. Her upper body and thighs formed a straight line. The lower legs were pulled up to the thighs. An eyelet hung down from the high ceiling on a chain. On the ropes surrounding her thigh, her waist, and her chest, there were more ropes attached that led to that eyelet. Since the young woman had no contact with the ground, she swung very slowly around her own axis and looked full of pleasure into the camera.


„One more lap, my dear and you are redeemed.”


She threw her head back, causing the rope to swing gently. One last time she could enjoy the indescribable feeling of hanging on the rope safely and helplessly at the same time.


A short time later, the photographer came to her and slowly lowered her to the floor, where he undid the ropes one after the other.


„You were great again. I do not understand how you can stand this for so long.”


„You're just a real bondage master, Marc. I have never experienced a bondage artist who can spread the weight of my body on the ropes as well as you do.”


„Well…” As always Marc could not really handle the praise. To her delight, he blushed and preferred not to go further into his art.


„Have a coffee or whatever you want. If that’s okay with you, then we continue with the stainless-steel cuffs in half an hour.”


He held out a bathrobe for her.


„And quickly slip into this. You know that I’m always scared that my models might catch a cold when they go out of the warm spotlight after a shoot with all the sweat on their beautiful bodies.”


She took the bathrobe with a grateful smile and went into the small lounge next to the studio.


She was very curious how the next shoot would be. So far, she had always only had photos made, on which her body was artfully tied with ropes. The stainless-steel bands would be a whole new experience for her. As she sat comfortably with a cup of coffee in one of the armchairs and massaged the places where the ropes had been sitting, her eyes wandered across the room. On the table, various photo magazines crisscrossed each other. She could not help but fold them into a proper stack. After that, she would have liked to clean the glass top of the table. Not that it was really dirty. If Marc had tolerated dirt in his studio in addition to the mess in his lounge, she would never have been ready for the shootings. Even so, there were some greasy stains on the glass plate as they occur when you put your hands on the plate. But instead of cleaning she was fascinated by what she saw in the shelf under the table top.


The stainless-steel cuff gleamed as if it had just been freshly polished. It was lined from the inside with a soft black fabric, which looked out over the steel on both sides and offered a wonderful contrast to the shiny stainless steel. She carefully took the part out and examined it more closely. The lock was open and provided with a strong ring which, after closing the cuff, would be used to fasten various restraints. Previously she had always assumed that such cuffs would be closed with a simple padlock. However, this lock would no longer be recognizable as a lock after closing and thus had much more style for her sense of art. If the ring were not so clearly bondage, the whole thing could have been considered an extravagant piece of jewelry.


Right of, she decided to put the cuff around her neck and let the lock snap in. She looked at herself in the wall mirror. She liked what she saw very well. She had no idea why she had not tried that out much earlier.


„My dear, can you continue or do you need more break?” Marc’s voice from the studio had, as always, this particular questioning undertone.


„I’ll be right back!”


She took the last sip of coffee and went back into the studio. After seeing herself in the mirror, she could hardly wait to wear more of those wonderful cuffs.


When Marc saw her, his friendly smile froze for a moment. „Where did you get this nice jewelry from?”


„It was lying on the table.” She pointed towards the lounge. „Shouldn’t I have taken that?”


Marc scratched the back of his head. Having worked with him for a long time, she knew there was some problem.


„My mistake. You know that you can always try everything that is lying around here. But I should not have left that lying around.”


„What’s so special about it, except that it looks great.”


He touched his chin.


„Glad you like it, because you’ll have to wear it for about a month now.”


She looked at him speechless and then laughed.


„You and your jokes. Let’s get started. I can’t wait to see what else you have for me.”


She went to the small illuminated stage.


„My dear?” he started carefully.


„Marc, be quiet now and get it started!”


He did not seem quite happy, but then started to put cuffs on her ankles and wrists. He then showed her a chastity belt made of the same material and explained how it would be worn.


„Women, who are a little bit more in this kind of things, attach even dildos to it. Actually, I can’t really imagine that this is comfortable. Of course, we do it without dildo, right?”


„Of course. But now get it started Marc. That’s what I’m here for. The main thing is, you do not throw the key away”, she joked.


Less than an hour later he had chained her in the most varied positions and he had done everything he wanted to do.


„Then I want to redeem you.”


After a short time, he had removed everything except the collar and held out her bathrobe. She pointed to her neck


„I think it is really pretty, but if you could remove it too?”


Again, he touched the back of his head.


„I was afraid you did not take me seriously. I really can’t open it. I am currently working on a time lock. You have one of my first exemplars around your neck. This morning the mechanism was still locked. I assume it opened automatically during the day. Then you have found the part, put it around your neck and closed it again. In about a month, it will open itself again.”


Automatically she pulled on the steel band, which of course did not open. Marc looked at her with a smile that she could not interpret.


„I hope you do not find that funny”, she wanted to know.


„Yes, actually. No idea how many of those who come to my shootings dream of getting into such a situation with heart and soul. So, you have a time to be the absolute eye-catcher. That's all. What’s the difference?”


„That this could be embarrassing for me is nothing that comes to your mind?”


Marc took a theatrical pose for a short time.


„No, but I still have something equivalent to offer for your wrists and ankles.”


„Are you completely crazy now?”


Without a hint of the typical gay tone he always used, he gave a completely unexpected answer.


„If you’re that bitchy any longer, then you will leave this studio with such cuffs. I can’t help it, that you are so curious. I've given you the opportunity to get out of the number fairly cool long enough. Now I do not feel like it anymore. Get lost.”





Saturday 30th April / Sunday 1st May


The waitress came to the couple’s table to clear it from the leftovers of the main course.


„Did you enjoy your meal?”


„Are you serious, Miss?”


He did not speak overly loudly, but loud enough to silence the conversations at the neighboring tables.


„The side salad was tasteless and the turkey breast chewy. The rest of the meal was decent.”


He turned to his companion.


„How was your meal?”


„I liked it very much.”


The waitress thanked with a friendly smile and disappeared with the promise to forward the complaint.


„Carl, the guest at Table 7 judged the salad to be tasteless and the turkey to be chewy.”


The cook glared at the waitress.


„What does he think? In fact, he has never had such an excellent meal! Table 7, you said?”


The waitress nodded. The cook only looked briefly through the small spin hole in the door.


„Him again. He wants to ruin me. Give him and his wife schnapps. Serve her a bad and him a good one.”


„The woman was very polite the whole evening” protested the waitress.


„Exactly because of that. Just do it. You will see.”


The waitress put the two shot glasses in front of their guests.


„The cook asks this as small reparation to accept. Cheers.”


„Surely you give my wife the best liquor. She is always so nice and polite. And I got the cheapest shit you could find. Believe me, I know stores like this!”


Before the waitress could open her mouth to protest, he had exchanged the glasses and downed his drink. When his wife saw his face, she took her glass and sipped it once.


„It’s perfect. Thanks to the cook”, she told the waitress with a friendly smile.


„The bill” came croaking from her counterpart.


When they left the restaurant, Yvonne hooked up with her husband.


„Why do you always think that everyone just wants to be cross with you MM?”


„It must be allowed to complain about the food!”


She looked at him questioningly.


„It really did not taste?”


„The waitress just got on my nerves. I absolutely had to put her in her place.”


„Oh MM. She just did her job. And that she does not look like your ideal of beauty, she can not do anything about it.”


He gently stroked her hand.


„Probably you are right, my love. We want to finish this topic now.”


„In other words, you have no desire to talk about it and do not even understand why one or the other has problems with your conceptions.”


„I could not have said it better.”


„You are really a hopeless case in such things, MM.”


Not for the first time, Yvonne was annoyed that he was reluctant to talk about his mistakes and always dismissed such topics with ‘probably you’re right’ or ‘we’ll talk about it another time’. When they arrived at the end of the shopping street, MM waved a taxi to take them home.


„Yvonne, my key seems to be broken. Please try yours.”


MM wiggled the lock without the key slipping in properly.


„Can it be that the lock just broke MM?”


Yvonne also tried unsuccessfully to insert the key into the lock.


„It would be strange. That has not even been notchy yet. I’ll try the side entrance.”


A short time later he opened the door from the inside.


„Look at this.”


He took her by the hand and pulled her to the cabinet in the lobby. There was a picture of a fully armed comic heroine with an unavoidable dream figure. The caption was:


„I’m sorry about the lock. I’ve always wanted to push superglue into such a lock. You will get over the loss. Presumably you will forget the loss even in a few seconds, when you have inspected your beautiful little safe.”


MM did not get any further. He ran to his study. The image that was supposed to hide the vault stood on the floor. The vault was open and empty. MM dropped heavily onto the desk chair and stared at the vault.


„Oh my god!”


Yvonne stood in the doorway, holding both hands over her mouth.


„You have to call the police. There was a robbery in our house.”


He turned to her.


„You’re nuts? What was in there is illegal income without exception. You know that. Shall I tell the police that I've been stolen an estimated one million Euro? Illegal one million Euro?”


Yvonne's eyes went wide in sudden panic.


„My jewelry! I hope he did not find my jewelry!”


She was already up the stairs when he answered in a low voice.


„Then we buy new jewelry. No need to get so excited. Women make too much fuss about their jewelry anyway.”


Half an hour later, they searched the house, but found no further signs of burglary. The burglar had only cracked the safe and disappeared with its contents.


„What a brazenness to attach such a note to the cabinet. As if he knew exactly that we could not go to the police. Besides, why does he think he can just chatter us? Do we know each other or what is it?”


When there was no answer from his wife, he looked back at her.


„Yvonne, where are you?”


„I’m here, MM. In the hallway. I think you should read the rest of the note as well. That’s really a strong piece."


„But you should have a chance to influence your destiny and that of all the printed paper. I figure that we play a little game. Actually, several little games, but more on that later. Here is the first game:


Wanted is a city that you should visit today. I can assume that midnight is already over? So, you both have time. Finally, it’s Sunday. The game is not really hard, because I give the coordinates of the building, where I expect you at noon: 50° 56′ 26″ N, 6° 57′ 30″ E”


MM looked at Yvonne thoroughly aghast.


„He seriously has the idea that we drive around in the world, just because he wants. He should forget that idea as soon as possible. I’m not going to start dancing to the tune of some stupid thief. As soon as I’ve caught him, I’ll destroy him and his jamming belongings. Nothing will be left but microparticles when I’m done with him.”


Yvonne objected quietly.


„But first you have to know who it is.”


MM glared at his wife.


„That’s just a matter of time. The task that I can not master has yet to be invented.”


„Let’s have a coffee first, MM. We have to think about what to do.”


„You are welcome to make a coffee. But you better leave that stupid guy to me. After all, it’s my money alone that he has stolen.”


When the coffee, which he had taken without another comment, was emptied, he announced.


„We’ll go into his game, apparently. This will give us valuable time. Now it’s time to go to bed. Tomorrow we must be rested. Did you already check in which city the given coordinates are located?”


„Gonne do it in a bit, MM.”


At the beginning of her relationship, she had been annoyed that on one hand MM did not trust her to think about a problem in a rational way, but on the other hand was dependent on her as soon as it was about research on the Internet. In the meantime, she found that only amusing. She googled the coordinates and had the result already on the screen.


„Cologne. To be precise, it is the Roman Germanic Museum.” she called over her shoulder into the house.


„Cologne” he grimaced in disgust. „There’s always this awful Christopher Street Day happening. I hope no gays grapple on me.”


„Don’t you think that you are exaggerating something? First, Cologne is not just gay. And second, gays do not grab any men just because they’re gay. After all, you are not constantly tackled by heterosexual women, do you?”


„Do you make yourself strong for minorities or what is going on here?”


„I’m just trying to make you understand that you have a rather heavy and illogical prejudice about gay people.”


„This is not a prejudice.”


„What else?”


Yvonne’s eyes showed honest interest in his answer. He made a dismissive gesture and pushed off towards the bathroom.


„You do not understand anything.”


After a short night they were already at 11 o’clock on the Roncalliplatz right in front of the museum. Already on the drive they had puzzled how the contact to the thief would take place. He had probably chosen a public place so he would have a better chance of disappearing back into the crowd. They saw the big shopping street, where the tourists crowded close. Ideal conditions to disappear in the crowd. To bridge the time, they went briefly to the cathedral, which stands right next to the museum.


When they wanted to enter the museum at 12 o’clock, somebody tapped MMs shoulder.


„You’re MM and Yvonne?”


In front of them stood one of the young skateboarders who presented their tricks on the square.


„That’s us.”


MM looked attentively at the young man.


„This is for you.”


He handed MM an envelope and drove back to his buddies without any particular hurry.


„Hey wait. Who gave you the letter? What did he look like?”


The skateboarder made an elegant turnaround and stood in front of MM with a slightly annoyed expression.


„I thought of something like that. As if that would be a simple job. Listen. Such a guy with sunglasses, trench coat chatted me up. He looked as if he had just stepped out of some stupid agent movie. Striking unremarkable. He told me something about a chase among friends and gave me your photograph.”


He pulled a crumpled photo from his pocket and handed it to MM.


„Told me I only had to wait until 12 and was gone.”


„How much money did he give you?”


„That does not concern you. May I recommend myself?”


He made a formal bow and was gone. This time he did not react to the call of MM.


„What is in the letter?” Yvonne wanted to know. MM opened the letter and read it aloud.


„I congratulate. You have decided to play with me. Have a nice day in Cologne. The next clue you’ll find tomorrow in your mail.”


MM stared at the letter for a long time. Finally he started laughing.


„This can only be a joke. You will see, when we are at home, some of my friends will show up and have a great time enjoying the successful joke. And I fell for it.”


„Who could that be?” Yvonne thought aloud. „Of course we do not have real best friends.”


MM gave her a quick look and then hugged her in a good mood.


„The best we go first in one of the taverns and eat something of the local food. They should cook here especially good chicken.”


A little later, his mood had returned to a low point.


„Never in my life has anyone thrown me out of a guest house.”


„You should have read the menu better before you ordered the Halver Hahn” Yvonne objected.


„This funny waiter was just waiting for some tourist to fall into the trap. I have only exercised my right to complain about this behavior.”


Yvonne smiled at him.


„And he did not like that, my dear MM.”


He looked at her lovingly.


„You really are the only one who can say that to me. Alright, I’m ready to let that go.”


They stayed in town for a few more hours and were not home until late in the evening.


[Note from the author: 'Halver Hahn' is a rye roll with cheese. The look is reminiscent of a fried half chicken. Even german-speaking tourists translate the typical Cologne term with 'fried half chicken'


In a typical Cologne brewery, it is part of the waiter's right to rebuke the guests if they do not behave.]





Monday 2nd May


„Mr. Müller, there is a consignment that is addressed to you. Personally.”


„If it is that what you’re saying, do not make a long speech. Just put it on my desktop” MM snapped at his secretary. „I'll see it soon enough.”


The secretary seemed to be accustomed to this treatment, as she answered him with no apparent emotion.


„I would have done that if the envelope did not show any other abnormalities. There is a photo of you and your wife printed, showing you in front of a background unknown to me. Apparently a photomontage.”


„What are you talking about? I did not order any envelopes with such photos. Give it to me!”


She handed him the envelope and disappeared quickly from his office.


One look was enough to tell him that the photo was taken during her visit to Cologne. It showed him and Yvonne when the skateboarder handed him the letter. The background, however, was replaced by a large poster advertising Christopher Street Day. When he opened the envelope, he found a short note and a CD.


„This is the second game and therefore your second city trip. There is a little game on the CD. It has a very simple interface. I hope you are not disappointed. In the game you have to find some solutions that I would classify in the area of general knowledge. So please do not be offended if you feel under-challenged. As soon as all tasks have been solved, an indication of the next city appears. I would like to ask you to follow this advice.”


„Mrs Schütich, I’m not coming in again today. If something is urgent, send me a text message.”


Before the secretary could reply, he was already through the door. She picked up the phone


„He will not come in again today. You won the bet.”


She listened to the phone.


„Yes, I could have imagined it. No matter. Are we going to meet tonight? I’ll cook. Betting debts are honorary debts.”


The rest of the working day was, as always, when the boss was not in the house, very relaxed and therefore very effective.


Already from the car MM called the detective agency Triebel.


„MM speaking. I need you in 30 minutes. At my home address.”


He ended the call before he could be given an answer. When he arrived at his house, he called Yvonne.


„The blackmailer has contacted again. Here is a CD with a game. Look into that and tell me the solution right away. I have no time for such nonsense. Triebel will be here straight away.”


„Nice that you are already at home dearest MM. I am also happy to see you.”


The tone was accusation enough. MM looked at his wife in surprise, but did not respond. Other things were more important to him.


„Imagine, the blackmailer sent a mail to the office. This is the envelope.”


He held out the photo.


„He watched us at the handover. We could have come up with that as well.”


„Did you see what’s on the poster in the background? I do not want to know who else has seen the envelope except the Schütich. Outrageous. He wants to make me a non-person in my own company.”


Before Yvonne could reply, the doorbell rang.


„That will be Triebel. Once you have solved the game, you join us and tell us the solution.”


Yvonne was left with a raised eyebrow. At the moment she seemed to be nothing more than a useful office worker for MM.


Such thoughts did not come to MMs mind. He opened the door for Triebel, immediately led him into his office and gave a strictly chronological account of what had happened so far.


Meanwhile, with the help of the Internet, Yvonne began to work through the questions asked by the program on the CD.


When MM told the Cologne-story, Triebel could not hold back anymore.


„The trip to Cologne could have been the end of the blackmail. It was crystal clear that the blackmailer would be there on the first rendezvous to see if you would turn up.”


It took MM a moment to swallow his anger. He wasn’t used to be interrupted. And not at all, he was just to be reprimanded, though he had to admitted his mistake reluctantly.


„I’m sure that there will be a second date. When will that be? Did the blackmailer contact again since yesterday?”


MM pointed to the envelope.


„It was in the office-mail today.”


Triebel put on gloves and took the enclosed note from the envelope. After reading it, he asked for the CD.


„I gave that to my wife. She is currently in the process of solving the game announced here.”


The detective looked at him dumbfounded.


„MM, you do not want to tell me now that you simply went to your computer with this CD?”


„What should happen? Do you think the computer evaporates into thin air or something?”


MM wanted to know with a superior smile. Triebel managed to stay calm.


„Ever heard of viruses, trojans and all the other stuff that can infect a computer these days? You can’t just put the CD of a stranger, even a blackmailer, just like that in your computer. Where do I find the computer?”


When they joined Yvonne, she looked at the printer in amazement.


„Is anything special happening Yvonne?”


She looked at MM.


„Not ‘til right now. I have just answered the last question. No idea why the printer is printing now.”


All three looked at the freshly printed sheet.


„It is not known whether he had met one, but if he did, then he could have said: Whom did he meet here? Anna? And with a slight smile on his lips he would certainly have given the word ‘here’ a special emphasis. One could have thought that the word would have merged with the subsequent word.”


On the screen appeared „mission accomplished”.


„What does that mean?” MM looked questioningly at Yvonne.


„That’s what Bush said back then, when he thought his soldiers had conquered Iraq” Yvonne told him.


„Of course, I know that. I want to know what that means here on my screen.”


At the very moment the screen went black.


MM pressed the keyboard, moved the mouse, but nothing happened. Finally he switched off the computer via the main switch and started it again immediately. After a short time, the computer reported countless errors and the recommendation to call an old system recovery file.


Triebel sighed.


„I just told you. The CD was certainly programmed with a powerful virus that has now demolished your computer. Let an expert work on it. Maybe he can save something. Were important data on the computer?”


MM shook his head.


„No, this computer is actually more for gaming and the internet. I’ll quickly replace it.”


„At least now we know what he meant by ‘mission accomplished’” Yvonne interjected. „Probably that was the moment he knew the computer was junk.”


„Thank you very much, Yvonne, I would have never thought of that.” MM answered in a bad mood.


Back in MMs office, Triebel wondered what the meaning of the printed message was. MM nodded.


„Definitely the next city. Wondering only where that can be hidden in this message.”


„I think that’s not hard.” Yvonne said optimistically. „All the other puzzles from the game were very easy to solve with the internet. Actually, even partially without internet.”


Both men looked at her expectantly.


„I would simply enter ‘hieranna’ as the search term and then see what happens. After all, he attached great importance to pronouncing the two words as one single word.”


[Note from the author: English 'here' = German 'hier']


„Okay, take the laptop and see what you find out” MM asked her.


As she was starting the laptop, the doorbell rang.


„Express delivery for Mr. Müller.”


MM accepted the letter. Before he could open it, Triebel took the letter out of his hand.


„You do not want to blur again possible traces?”


MM reached out to reclaim the letter.


„I am allowed to open my mail in my house! You should rather take care of this blackmailer!”


Triebel looked challengingly at MM.


„When was the last time you received an express delivery with business documents home?”


„Never, but sometime is always the first time.”


„With all respect MM. You’re making it really easy for your blackmailer. Take a look at the sender. This is the same as that of the letter with the CD.”


MM stepped back from Triebel.


„For years, I have spared no sacrifices to bring my company forward. Since it is quite normal that I first think of the company, if I get an express delivery.”


Yvonne came into the room with the laptop open.


„Erfurt.”


She looked triumphantly at the two men.


„I would say it’s Erfurt. When googling ‘hieranna’ it is corrected to ‘Hirana’. This is the name of the Erfurt University in the times of Luther.”


Actually, she had expected more joy about the quick fix of the puzzle. Finally, her eyes fell on the express letter.


„What’s that?”


„Another letter. So, I think another letter from the blackmailer.”


With a relativizing gesture, MM added.


„Looks like this.”


Meanwhile Triebel had opened his small emergency case and pulled out a scalpel, with which he carefully opened the letter. Using tweezers, he pulled out the writing and held it so that MM could read.


„MM, you’re a man of action, a true doer, as you’ll never get tired of pointing out. Now, presumably a computer will have landed in the realm of eternal hunting grounds. I sincerely hope that the print was clear enough for you, because the exact address in the city is too general to find the city without further help. Tomorrow morning (Tuesday) 11am Hauptstraße 5. The codeword is ‘Dali’. I expect punctual appearance.


If you do not show up, I’ll think about how I can motivate you better in the future. An exit from the whole issue is not provided by my side. If you want to get out, then this is only possible by a self-report and of course the renunciation of the money.


Another private word: Of course, I understand if you try to track me down. If this succeeds, I will prove to be a fair loser. However, I assume that you will not ask other people for help.”


Triebel was the first to break the silence.


„He’s crazy. But that’s exactly our chance. I will assign a friendly agency in Erfurt with the observation of the address.”


He waited for MMs consent and then took his cell phone.


„Hello Mike, this is Triebel. Can you help me out tomorrow morning?”


He signaled success with his thumbs up.


„The address is Erfurt, Hauptstraße 5. My clients are there for 11am tomorrow morning. Discretion is the top priority. You probably will not be the only one who will observe. I want to know who the other person is. I’ll send the photos of my clients right away.”


After hanging up, he turned back to MM.


„MM, please give me a list of what was in the safe. Maybe it can conclude a trace.”


„The list is done quickly: Money, nothing but money.”


„Sorry, but what does he mean by self-report?”


„How should I know that?”


„MM, since your wife is currently out of the room, I ask the obvious question. We both did a lot of questionable things. Were any incriminating documents in the safe? Or are you storing those things in a different location?”


„No”


„What do you mean by ‘no’?”


„No, I don’t store them at any other place.”


MM was annoyed.


„You tell me that the blackmailer now has tons of incriminating material in his hands?” Triebel clearly had trouble staying calm. „Why do I get that information only after repeated request? Do you even have a clue what the blackmailer can do to both of us?”


„Well, it’s not that bad. Finally, he must also be able to properly evaluate the documents” MM tried to calm him down.


„When did you intend to tell me that?”


When MM did not answer, Triebel continued.


„Doesn’t matter. Assume that he can do something with the things. That would also explain that he is writing such strange mails. I’m sure if we want to find him, we have to look for our old ‘clients’.”


„But they all were idiots. None of those can break in and then crack the safe. Do not be ridiculous. This must be a very well-done professional burglar. And for him the documents are just worthless bycatch.”


Triebel looked at MM for a long time.


„Do you actually believe what you are saying? Just because we pulled a fast one on those guys, they are not just the pure losers. While you are in Erfurt tomorrow, I will scour the old documents and sort out who we need to take a closer look at.”


MM made a dismissive gesture.


„I can not stop you. But tomorrow we’ll know who it is anyway, provided that your friends in Erfurt understand their job.”


„I would like to have your sunny spirit. In which code of law is written that the blackmailer has to be in Erfurt tomorrow? The observation can be a success and just as well a failure. And this is completely independent of the abilities of my colleagues.”


„Show me the lock, please” Triebel continued after a short break. MM looked at him questioningly.


„Which lock?”


„Yesterday your lock was glued. I want to take a look at it.”


„Of course, that’s in the trash where it belongs. In the meantime, it has been replaced and everything is in perfect order again.”


Again, Triebel gave MM a long look.


„Ever heard of forensics? How did the guy get in? Any traces? Battered windows or similar?”


„Nothing. That must have been a professional. Presumably he broke the lock and then, to cover the tracks, he made this glue thing!”


„Do you mind if I look at your house more closely?”


MM made a welcoming gesture.


„Feel free to do what you want to do.”





Tuesday 3rd May


11 o’clock, Erfurt. The two were standing in front of a nail salon.


„What should that be now?”


„No idea MM. Let’s just go and ask if the keyword ‘Dali’ says something to them” Yvonne suggested as she already pushed the door open. MM followed her hesitantly.


Immediately she met a young employee. His name tag told her that it was Detlef.


„Good day, what can I do for you?”


„Hello Detlef. I’m Yvonne. What does ‚Dali’ tell you?”


„Easy. That was a great artist of surrealism.”


Seeing the disappointed faces of Yvonne and MM, he added: „Just kidding. There is a kind of blind date at 11 o’clock. Keyword ‘Dali’. You make a kind of surprise game for adults?”


„Yes, something like that” Yvonne agreed with relief. „And what do we win here?”


„Well, wonderful long nails for you, of course.” With a regretful look to MM, he added „Unfortunately nothing for you. Unless you want the nails? In that case I agree to throw a coin or pay the second treatment out of my own pocket.”


When he saw MMs face, he quickly added, „kidding”.


Before MM could answer, Yvonne advised him to spend the next hour in one of the cafes.


„I’ll call you on the phone when I’m done.”


„I would expect two to three hours” interjected Detlef. Without a word MM left the nail salon and walked off towards the city center. Detlef looked after him.


„Well, he is disappointed that he won nothing, right?”


„I do not think so.” Yvonne told him. „He is just annoyed that this will take so long.”


„If I could perform miracles, I would first conjure up a lot of money. But I am not a magician. So I have to earn my money normally. And that’s why I have the great pleasure to do your nails”


He looked at Yvonne.


„You will not quit your thrilling game?”


„No not at all. Although I consider the idea to be a bit extravagant., I’m looking forward to this event with some excitement. I assume that I have no say?”


„Yes” Detlef agreed. „Everything is already set and paid for.”


He led Yvonne to one of the treatment tables.


„Shall we?”


„Get started, Detlef.”


Three hours later she had new nails that were anything but a discreet French design with a few patterns. All nails extended an centimeter beyond the fingertips. On each thumb was a giraffe whose legs were so oversized that they could have come from a Dali painting. The remaining fingernails had received no pictures. They were shiny silver. Even more like chrome.


After Yvonne had looked thoughtfully at the fingers for a while, Detlef explained to her that she did not have to worry about losing one of her nails. They would withstand every mechanical stress. „And the length is not a problem. You will quickly get used to it. There are women who are getting along with much longer nails for years.”


Yvonne was not so sure but did not want to discuss that matter. First, she had to try out how she could cope with her new nails. As she said goodbye to the nail designer, he gave her a small envelope.


„That’s for your husband. Probably the next station that your friend comes up with. I’m sure your husband will have lots of fun.”


Arriving at the street, Yvonne had some trouble digging her cell phone out of her pocket.


„MM? I’m done here. Where can I find you?” She walked along the parked cars. One had the back window slightly open. Probably a dog sat behind the tinted glass and waited patiently for the return of his master. „How my nails look alike? I would say indescribable.” She chuckled into the phone. „See you soon.”


A little later she saw MM approaching at the end of the street. For the surprise to be perfect, she put her hands in her coat pockets.


„Yvonne, let me see!”


With a big fuss she took her hands out of the pockets and looked into the disbelieving face of MM.


„Take a pair of scissors and cut them off immediately. That looks disgusting. Or better, you go back to that guy right away and let him remove it!”


„Do not get so upset. Before I do anything I would recommend reading this letter first.” She handed him the envelope. „That’s what Detlef gave me.”


„Who is Detlef?”


His face seemed to turn red in the very next moment.


„The nail designer, whom I have to thank for these wonderful nails.”


„Now please do not tell me that you like them!”
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