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A
new case for Commissaire Pierre Marquanteur and his colleagues in
the
southern French port city of Marseille.


Someone
is driving criminals who are part of organized crime to commit
suicide. The perpetrator remains unknown; because of his perfectly
thought-out plans and ability to avoid any clues, he is known as
'Monsieur Super Malin', or Mr. Super Smart
.
But then the pattern of murders changes. Detectives Marquanteur and
Leroc are faced with another mystery.


 






  

    

      
Alfred
Bekker is a well-known author of fantasy novels, crime thrillers
and
books for young people. In addition to his major book successes, he
has written numerous novels for suspense series such as Ren Dhark,
Jerry Cotton, Cotton Reloaded, Kommissar X, John Sinclair and
Jessica
Bannister. He has also published under the names Jack Raymond,
Robert
Gruber, Neal Chadwick, Henry Rohmer, Conny Walden and Janet
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"Have
you heard anything from Marquanteur lately?"



  
"From
whom?"



  
"Pierre
Marquanteur."



  
"Do
you mean this Flic from the FoPoCri special department?"



  
"Commissaire
Pierre Marquanteur from the FoPoCri special department. That's
exactly who I mean."



  
"I
can't stand the guys in this department."



  
"Why
not?"



  
"They
think they're better than that."



  
"Aren't
they?"



  
"They're
show-offs. There's not much behind them. They act as if they save
the
whole of Marseille from terrorists or mafia bosses or serial
killers
at least once a day. But they're just armchair farting like the
rest
of us. Believe me, it's all just a lot of histrionics."



  
"Why
don't you admit it?"



  
"Like
what?"



  
"You'd
like to be there too."



  
"Rubbish!"



  
"I'm
serious!"



  
"That's
what I'm afraid of!"



  
"Just
because you don't have what it takes to be accepted there, you're
offended and badmouthing the people from this special department.
Because that's what it looks like."



  
"That's
nonsense."



  
"No,
psychology."



  
"Psychology?"



  
"Yes.
You're compensating for something. You can't stand being just a
small, stupid flic among other small, stupid flics. You'd like to
be
an important guy like Marquanteur and the others from the special
department. But you're too stupid for that. You don't have what it
takes. You're not intelligent enough and you don't shoot well
enough."



  
"You
call that psychology now?"



  
"That's
what I call psychology."



  
"That's
a kind of permanent insult. What's psychology about that?"



  
"I
tell things as they are."



  
"And
I say: you're just a stupid guy."



  
"The
truth can hurt. I know that. And yet sometimes you have to say
it."



  
"The
truth is that I'll soon be looking for another seat in the police
headquarters canteen so that I don't have to listen to all that
crap.
And the truth is also that I'm starting to get pretty
angry."



  
"That
sensitive?"



  
"Yes,
so sensitive."



  
"That's
probably one of the reasons why they never took you in this special
department. You're just too soft. Not hard enough. Too sensitive.
And
when you're supposed to fight the tough gangsters from
Pointe-Rouge,
a softy like you is hardly any good."



  
"I
never applied for a job there."



  
"Yes,
you did."



"How
would you know?" 



  
"Because
I asked."



  
"That's
none of your business. You should never have been told."



  
"Fortunately,
not everyone sticks to the rules."



  
"Yes,
it seems so."



  
"Are
you actually a vegetarian?"



  
"We'll
discuss that another time."



 






 






  
*



 






  
Have
you ever experienced someone wanting to kill themselves?



  
No?



  
Then
you have been lucky to have been spared such experiences.



  
Unfortunately,
I didn't have that luck.



When
I got home that day, I was in for an unpleasant surprise. A crowd
of
people had gathered in front of the Marseille apartment building
where I live. Everyone was staring upwards. 



  
A
young woman was standing on the roof of the seven-story
building.



  
Apparently
she was about to plunge into the depths and kill herself.



"Someone
stop the suicide!" said a speaker from the crowd. I saw that
cell phone cameras were switched on here and there. It's not
something you see every day, after all, and then you finally had
something interesting to post on social media. 



  
"Has
anyone called the police yet?"



  
"No,
just the fire department."



  
"Why
the fire department?"



  
"Because
of a jumping sheet."



  
I
intervened now, pulled out my badge and said: "I'm from the
police! Please make way."



I'd
already phoned the presidency beforehand. They were supposed to
send
someone. 



  
But
by the time the colleagues got here, the suicidal woman might have
put her intention into practice.



  
It
was hard to sit back and wait that long.



At
least that's not what I wanted. 



  
There
is always the question: shouldn't a person like that actually be
given their free will? What right do we have to prevent someone
from
ending their existence prematurely?



  
The
law is pretty clear on this.



  
There
is no right to suicide. We have to save ourselves. Or at least
try.



 






*


 






  
About
five minutes later, I was up on the roof from which the suspected
suicide victim was about to throw herself into the depths.



  
"My
name is Commissaire Pierre Marquanteur," I addressed the young
woman. "May I know who you are?"



She
stood very close to the edge, at the top of the low balustrade. She
had been looking down into the depths the whole time. It can make
you
feel dizzy. 



  
She
didn't turn her head in my direction. Nor did she show that she had
taken any notice of me or my words.



  
I
came a little closer.



  
"I
don't think what you're planning is a good idea."



  
She
didn't seem to think it was a good idea to say anything back,
because
she was still silent.



  
I
continued, "This house has a height that might be enough to kill
you when you get down there. I say possibly. It's quite possible
that
this will happen. But there's also the possibility that you won't
be
dead, but just a very serious case. You might live for another
eighty
years and, with good care, live to be a hundred. Without being able
to move, without being able to lead an independent life,
without..."



  
She
now turned her head in my direction.



  
Her
face looked almost relaxed.



  
She
smiled.



  
Behavioral,
but it was undoubtedly a smile, and that seemed a little irritating
to me. Normally, I would have expected something completely
different
in a situation like this.



  
"Don't
you want to tell me your name after all?" I asked.



In
the meantime, a choir of different horns could be heard, the sirens
of our colleagues that I had called, as well as the horns of the
fire
department. The resulting concert seemed rather discordant. Just as
discordant as life itself can sometimes be. 



  
I
talked to her reassuringly, as one does in such cases. But I didn't
have the feeling that any of my words reached her, let alone had
the
desired effect.



She
simply stood there, not a foot away from the abyss, and looked down
into the depths again and again. 



  
Then
she suddenly waved her arms and was no longer there the next
moment.



It
was hard to say whether she had actually actively jumped or simply
lost her balance. 



  
So
I went to the edge of the roof and looked down.



  
She
had been caught by a fire department's rescue sheet.



  
I
took a deep breath.



  
Now
she was probably a case for psychiatry, I assumed.



 






*


 






  
A
little later, I found out that this was her sixth attempt. She had
never intended to kill herself. She just enjoyed the attention, as
a
psychologist explained to me. And she would probably do the same
thing again and again.



  
"She
smiled," I remembered.



  
"Yes,
of course," said the psychologist. "And why not? That was a
happy moment for her. A lot of people paid attention to her - and
you
in particular, Mr. Marquanteur."



  
"I
feel a bit screwed."



  
"Because
you were manipulated?"



  
"Maybe."



  
"They
had no choice but to fall for her. Just like all the people who
stood
there and watched."



  
"I
assume she'll be sent to a lock-up first."



  
"Yes."



  
"And
then?"



  
"If
she is no longer a danger to herself or others, there is no reason
to
keep her anywhere."



  
"Is
there any chance of her being cured of this?"



  
"I
think she will try again and again, Mr. Marquanteur. With long
breaks
in between, but that she will be able to wean herself off it
completely ..." The psychologist shook his head. "I don't
believe in that."



  
"Why
not?"



  
"Attention
is like a drug, Mr. Marquanteur. If you get used to a high dose,
you
can't simply cut back. This young woman is addicted to it. And
she'll
fall off the wagon again, I'm quite sure of it."



  
She
was definitely not a typical suicide.



  
But
nowhere near as strange as the kind of suicides I would have to
deal
with a few days later.



 






*


 






  
The
extremely hard blow immediately sent the young woman tumbling to
the
ground. Blood was now running from her nose. Her dark hair fell
rather disheveled over her shoulders, exposing the tight-fitting
dress.



  
"How
dare you mess with my junk, bitch!"



  
She
looked up. Swallowed. She looked desperate.



  
"Listen
..."



  
"No,
you listen to me first!"



  
Her
hair was tangled and disheveled.



  
She
brushed it from her face.



  
Her
voice sounded weak.



  
And
it was.



  
Weak.



  
"Please..."



  
He
grimaced.



  
"Now
you're whining ... Just don't mess with my fabric!"



  
"I
..."



  
His
eyes narrowed.



  
The
mouth was a straight line.



  
He
barely moved as he spoke.



  
"Is
that clear?"



  
"I
..."



  
The
man who had beaten her was tall, strong and dark-haired. His muscle
shirt showed numerous tattoos. Intricate symbols, letters, numbers
... There was an automatic in his waistband.



  
"Benoit,
I wanted..." the young woman began, but before she could say
anything, she was kicked in the stomach.



  
"You're
going to work through all of this, do you understand?"



  
"Yes,
Benoit ..."



  
"Cent
for cent for cent!"



"Yes,
definitely!" 



  
"But
first I'm going to hurt you a little. Because you don't seem to
learn
anything without pain."



  
"Please..."



  
"You
are and always will be a lousy bitch."



  
"Benoit
..."



  
"I've
probably just been too good to you so far."



  
"Please!"



  
"Too
soft!"



  
At
that moment, Benoit's smartphone rang. A call that would change
everything.
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"Benoit,
I'll never do that again," she whimpered after he gave her
another rather half-hearted kick. The smartphone distracted his
attention. And that worked to her advantage at that moment.



  
"Shut
up, Adele!" he growled. Then he looked at the cell phone display
and turned pale. Benoit Borneau literally froze into a pillar of
salt.



  
Adèle
looked up now. She immediately realized that something must have
happened. Something that seemed to throw Benoit completely off
course
from one moment to the next. But she really would never have dared
to
ask him about it at that moment.



  
Never.



  
There
were simply things that were better not to do.



  
Benoit
swallowed and went to the window. He suddenly looked very uneasy.
He
glanced briefly at Adele. But his gaze was not directed at her. He
seemed to be looking right through her. Sweat stood out on his
forehead. His face looked almost distraught.



  
Adèle
swallowed. She could feel her pulse beating up to her neck.



  
Like
a hammer mill.



  
She
had really never seen Benoit Borneau like this before. Benoit
protected her. Sometimes he hit her too. But rarely so badly that
she
could no longer go out on the street and find someone who wanted to
buy her body. The most important thing was that he supplied her
with
cocaine, because Adèle needed it as much as she needed air to
breathe.



  
She
was not human without fabric.



  
Maybe
not with fabric either - or even less. But without fabric, nothing
worked at all. She couldn't even think straight then.




  
Something
  must be wrong

, she
thought. 



  
Sometimes
Benoit was just unpredictable. Especially when he had taken too
much
of the stuff himself and perhaps combined it with a few pills that
were supposed to improve his bad mood, but sometimes had the exact
opposite effect. Then he could be really unpredictable. And very
mean.



  
For
a few uncomfortably long moments, she suspected that Benoit's
unrestrained anger might now be unleashed on her.



  
He
took the pistol out of his waistband.



  
But
instead of pointing it at Adele, he pressed the barrel to his own
temple.



  
And
pulled the trigger.



  
Adèle
opened her mouth.



  
And
the eyes.



  
Adèle
screamed like she had never screamed before in her life.



  
She
felt something wet on her face. When she wiped her face with her
hand, she realized that her tears had mixed with blood. Blood that
had splashed over to her.
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I
greeted Melanie. Our boss's secretary at FoPoCri was just about to
make a phone call. 



  
"Good
morning, Mr. Marquanteur!" she said. "Good morning, Mr.
Leroc!"



  
With
an energetic gesture, she told my colleague François and me,
Commissaire Pierre Marquanteur, to go straight to Mr. Marteau's
office. Apparently, my colleague and I were expected there
urgently.



  

    

      

        

          

            

              
Monsieur
Jean-Claude Marteau, Commissaire général de police, 
            
          
        
      
    
  
  
stood
at the window front of his office and looked out over the
silhouette
of the city of Marseille. He had his hands buried deep in the wide
pockets of his flannel trousers. The slightly stooped posture could
be interpreted to mean that he was thinking very hard about
something
at the moment. When François and I entered the room, he didn't seem
to notice us at first.



  
We
waited patiently until Monsieur Marteau finally offered us a seat.
A
jolt went through his body, which immediately tightened up
again.



  
"Good
morning," he said. "In our job, we have to deal with
perfidious crimes time and again. You're about to witness a crime
that is almost unbeatable in its perfidy and
unscrupulousness."



"So
we've been warned," I said.  



"Some
time ago, a certain Benoit Borneau died in Pointe-Rouge. By
suicide.
According to the testimony of a witness and the findings of
forensics, Borneau suddenly put his pistol to his own temple and
pulled the trigger." Mr. Marteau turned his laptop around on his
desk so that we could see the screen. "Borneau was a member of a
notorious rocker gang," Mr. Marteau continued. 



  
"So
rather someone who shoots others - not himself," François
concluded.



  
Mr.
Marteau displayed a photo of Benoit Borneau on the screen. It was
from our dossiers. Borneau had a lot of tattoos. Some referred to
deeds in the past. Again and again, squiggly Fraktur letters in
combination with numbers. Both had a more or less cryptic meaning,
the full significance of which was only known to those who belonged
to the gang. The code of honor of these groups was murderous - as
were their initiation rituals. In many of these gangs, committing a
murder was a prerequisite for being accepted in the first
place.



  
"Quite
a considerable criminal record," François noted, taking a quick
look at the information from the FoPoCri dossier listed under the
photo.



  
"Yes,
but Borneau has had a very stellar career in recent years,"
explained Monsieur Marteau. "At least in Pointe-Rouge, he had
become one of the leading figures in organized crime."



  
I
raised my eyebrows and scratched my chin.



  
"Pretty
young for that," I marveled.



  
"But
particularly unscrupulous and cunning," continued Mr. Marteau.
"Even though he used to walk around like a street fighter who
would shoot up some debtor's knees at any moment, in recent years
he's behaved more like one of those white-collar gangsters."



  
"But
you're not assuming that he's become completely tame," said
François.



Monsieur
Marteau shook his head. "Of course not. 



  
"Exactly!"



"A
gang leader cannot remain at the top if he is not prepared to use
violence himself. 



  
"That's
the way the game goes," I said.



  
"And
by his own hand, otherwise he will lose the respect of his
people."



  
"I
guess that means he only ever chose victims where he could be sure
that the justice system would never find out," I concluded.



Mr.
Marteau nodded. 



"That's
how it should be." 



  
"Well..."



"The
wall of fear and silence is always the strongest protection for
organized crime. 



  
"As
usual."



  
"But
that applies even more to this rocker gang. On the one hand because
they are particularly violent, and on the other because of their
rigid code of honor."



  
"One
does not betray another," I said. "No matter what he may
have done to him."



"That's
right," said Mr. Marteau. 



  
"And
this alleged suicide ..."



  
"...
was perhaps not one."



  
"I
see."



  
"At
first, our colleagues in Pointe-Rouge naturally suspected that the
suicide of this leader might have something to do with the code of
honor of these groups, which is not known in all its facets. Until
the cell phone of the alleged suicide was examined." Monsieur
Marteau activated a video showing the face of a woman with dark,
slightly gray hair. She was sitting on a roof terrace and seemed to
be enjoying the sun. Her facial expression looked relaxed. I
guessed
she was in her mid to late fifties. The worrying thing was the red
laser dot dancing in her heart area. The woman didn't even seem to
realize that she was in the sights of a laser-based targeting
device
and that someone was pointing a gun at her. Below the images were
subtitles telling Borneau to shoot herself.








OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
THRILLER












