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Alina Morn was born in Berlin in 1985 and grew up in a world full of stories and secrets. Even as a child, she had a particular fondness for dark stories and the inexplicable. After graduating from high school, she decided   against   a   traditional   course   of   study   and began   working   in   various   jobs,   from   freelance journalist to event manager. But her true passion has always been the dark corners of the human psyche and the hidden truths that lurk behind every facade.

Alina now lives in Hamburg and uses her free time to observe,   reflect   and   find   inspiration   in   the   city's cafés.Her books are a mixture of real experiences and her personal thoughts on power, seduction and the search for truth.




Chapter 1: The First Sacrifice The villa lay alone on the edge of the forest, hidden behind a high hedge and a wrought iron gate. The light of the full moon reflected in the large window panes and bathed the facade in an eerie glow. Inside the house there is a strange mixture of elegance and decadence.   Crystal   chandeliers,   fine   furniture   and expensive works of art - everything testified to the wealth of the residents. But on this evening there was a dark tension in the air.

Sitting   in   the   dining   roomHans-Peter   Meier,   an attractive man in his mid-fifties, and his wifeSusanne, an elegant woman with the charm of a cold blonde. They  wore  expensive evening  wear intended for a small,   exclusive   circle,   the   war   long   past.   The   last drops of a Bordeaux wafted through the room like a stale promise.

“Tell me, do you always have to chew like a fucking pig?”   snapped   Susanne   as   Hans-Peter   literally inhaled the rest of his steak.

"Oh,   shut   up,   Susanne,"   he   grumbled,   wiping   his mouth with his napkin. "You should have asked the damn chef why the fillet tastes like shoe sole."

She twisted her face into a sour grimace. "Perhaps it's your palate. It's as atrophied as your mind."

"Do you want me to pour the next bottle of red wine over your bloated head?" he growled, slamming his cutlery on the table.

But before she could continue her venomous tirade, there was a faint clinking sound.

They both paused.

“What was that?” Susanne’s voice was barely more than a whisper.

"Probably   the   cat."   Hans-Peter   looked   back, loosening his belt. "Or the wind. Stop acting like a hysterical cow."

But the sound repeated itself, this time more clearly: footsteps, heavy and cautious.

Hans-Peter   slowly   stands   up,   his   brow   furrowed. "Stay here," he grunted and reached for a knife from the table.

“You   don’t   really   want   to   use   a   kitchen   knife…” Susanne began, but her words died down when her husband silenced her with a look.

Hans-Peter   marched   out   of   the   dining   room,   his heavy   footsteps   echoing   across   the   marble   floors. The hallway lay silent and dark before him, lit only by the moonlight that fell through the tall windows.

Suddenly – a shadow moving across the ground.

"Who's   there?"   Hans-Peter   shouted,   his   voice breaking slightly. "I'm warning you, I'm armed!"

"Oh, Hans-Peter," said a strange, deep voice, dripping with dark humor. "Is that really the best weapon you could find?"

Hans-Peter's eyes feverishly searched the darkness. "Show yourself, you asshole! I swear I'll ram this thing into your heart!"

A low laugh sounded, ominous and quickly playful. Then a figure stepped out of the shadows: a man, tall and   slim,   dressed   in   a   black   suit   that   seemed   as smooth as his smile. In one hand he held a red rose, in the other an elegant razor that gleamed in the moonlight.

"The heart? Oh, Hans-Peter, that's so... boring." The stranger   made   a   sweeping   gesture.   "I   prefer   the throat. You see, it sings so beautifully when you cut it open."

Hans-Peter hesitated just a moment too long. The man   moved   with   lightning   speed,   the   knife   in   an elegant, deadly motion. A cut, precise and deep, sent Hans-Peter's   blood   spurting   in   a   dark   arc.   He gurgled, falling to his knees as the stranger eyed him like a bored surgeon.

In the dining room, Susanne heard the dull thud and the last throaty sounds of her husband. Panic spread through her. She ran to the patio door, but before she   could   reach   the   handle,   the   dark   figure   was behind her.

"Susanne,   my   love,"   the   man   said   gently   as   he grabbed her shoulder and turned her around with a firm tug. "I heard your voice. As sharp as a knife, wasn't it?"

"Please... I... I can get money..." she stammered.

"Oh,   money?"   The   man   grinned   broadly.   "Do   you think I'm doing this for money?" No, no. It's about art. Er, passion. Er... the perfect rose."

Before Susanne could scream, he pushed the rose into her shaking hand.

"Hold her tight," he ordered, his voice now ice cold. "This   is   your   last   chance   to   touch   something beautiful."

With a precise cut he began his work, her screams were   swallowed   up   by   the   silence   of   the   night. Minutes later she lay on the floor in a grotesque still life, the rose in her blood-soaked hand.

The man stepped back, looking at his work with the enthusiasm of an artist who had just completed his masterpiece. Then he turned, left the bloody scene behind him and disappeared intothe night.

On   the   dining   table,   next   to   the   half-empty   wine glasses, lay a card with a single, macabre message:

“Sometimes you have to go through blood to find true beauty.”




Chapter 2: A Trail of Blood

 

The office ofMiriam Kowalskiwas just as unadorned as the woman herself: a wobbly desk from the 90s, a filing   cabinet   that   was   constantly   jamming,   and   a coffee machine that only made low-end filter coffee. But that didn't bother her. The stench of stale coffee and cheap smoke suited her world - and her life.

Miriam sat in her worn office chair and took a long drag on her cigarette. Her cell phone vibrated on the desk. She picked it up and sighed when she saw the name on the display.Inspector Torben Krüger.

“What do you want?” she asked without greeting, her voice rough like sandpaper.

"Always friendly, eh? You're really a happy person, Kowalski."   Torben's   voice   sounded   as   if   he   had already smoked half a pack himself.

“Happy   soul?   You’re   calling   me   after   midnight,   so either   something   big   has   happened   or   you needsomeone to do your work again.”

"Both," Krüger replied. "I have a case for you. A serial murder - and yes, I know you love that shit."

Miriam snorted. "Let me guess: your shop isn't doing well, so you send in the washed-up ex-cop to sweep up the mess."

"You know why I'm calling you. You have a nose for cases like this, and my people couldn't even find a body in a coffin."

"Flattering. Good, what do we have?"

"Double murder in a villa near Freiburg. Rich guys. One with his throat slit, the others... well, let's just say the   perpetrator   had   artistic   ambitions.   The   whole thing is pretty sick."

"Artistic, yes? Let me rate: Blood and Roses?"

There is silence at the other end.

“Damn it, Kowalski, how do you know that?” Krüger finally asked.

“Because   I   had   a   similar   case   before.two   years   in Hamburg. Didn't catch the guy, but he had the same style. Roses, blood, and a talent for making the police look like complete idiots."

"Shit. You mean that wanker is back?"

"Sounds like it. Send me the address. I'll be there in an hour."

Miriam parked her old Golfer in front of the driveway. The car was so old that it would only pass every MOT with a bribe, but she didn't care. She grabbed her leather jacket, pulled her hair into a messy ponytail and walked through the wrought iron gate with her typical, energetic stride.

A uniformed policeman blocked her way. "Excuse me, who are you?"

"Kowalski.   Private   detective.   Torben   Krüger   called me."

The policeman frowned. "Private detective? Thatis a crime scene, not a playground.”

Miriam laughed briefly. "Listen, boy, I've seen more crime scenes than you have hairs on your balls. So let me through or I'll call your boss and tell him how incompetent you are."

The policeman hesitated, but then let her through.

Inside the mansion, the smell of blood and decay was omnipresent. The air was thick, heavy with the warmth of the fireplace, which was still glowing, and the metallic stench emanating from the corpses.

Torben stood in the living room, a cigarette between his   lips,   staring   at   the   scene   in   front   of   him. "Goddamn it, Kowalski, this is too big for my people."

“Oh,   don’t   talk   nonsense,”   said   Miriam   dryly   and stepped closer.

The  first  look was sobering:Hans-Peter Meierlay  in the hallway, her throat slit, blood splattered across the marble floors in a sickly, shiny pattern. But it was the scene in the dining room that caught Miriam's attention.

Susanne Meier sat at the table, a rose in her hand, her body grotesquely frozen in an unnatural position. The cuts on her body were artistic, quick and precise, like brushstrokes on a canvas.

“Artistic, my ass,” muttered Miriam.

“What?” asked Torben.

"This is not an artist. This is a control freak. See the cuts? They're not just for showbiz. The guy has an agenda. He was probably jerking off while doing it."

“How romantic,” Torben murmured sarcastically.

Miriam walked around the table, her eyes scanning the surroundings with cold precision. "And he took his time. The wine glasses - they're emptying quickly. They let the bastard in."

"You mean he knew her?"

"Either   that   or   he   manipulated   them   into   trusting him. The guy isn't just a killer. He's a fucking puppet master."

Torben   nodded,   took   a   drag   on   his   cigarette   and threw   thecigarette   butt   on   the   ground,   where   he stomped it out with his boots. "We have a name. Victor Falk. He was considered a suspect in Hamburg two years ago, but the evidence was too thin."

Miriam   felt   her   stomach   clench.   "Victor   Falk,"   she repeated slowly. "The name sounds familiar."

"He should. The guy has a shit list that's longer than the Rhine."

"Shit." Miriam looked at Torben. "If this really is Falk, then this will only be the beginning."




Chapter 3: The Message in the Blood

 

The first rays of the morning sun crept through the torn curtains of the villa, but the brightness did not make the sight of the pools of blood and mutilated corpses   any   less   grotesque.   Miriam   stood   in   the middle of the dining room, her arms crossed, while Krüger   argued   frantically   with   one   of   his subordinates.

"I   told   you,   Martin!   No   fucking   journalists   on   the premises! If I see another camera crew, you can look for a new place of work! Preferably somewhere in Mecklenburg-Western   Pomerania,   where   the   only crime is poaching!"

Martin nodded stiffly and disappeared, while Miriam just shook her head. "Krüger, you're as subtle as a hammer.   Maybe   you   should   shout   less   and   think more."

Krüger turned to her, the redness of anger on his face was hard to miss. "Oh, shut up, Kowalski. I'm glad II even let you in here.”

"You didn't let me in here, you begged me." Miriam pulled her pack of cigarettes out of her jacket pocket, ignored the "No Smoking" sign on the wall, and lit a cigarette. "But enough small talk. "Have you found anything here that I haven't noticed yet?"

Krüger sighed and rubbed his forehead. "We found a message   in   the   Meiers'   bedroom.   On   the   mirror. Written in lipstick."

“Lipstick?” Miriam raised her eyebrows. “That’s pretty creative.” And what does it say?”

"'The most beautiful roses only bloom when they are watered with blood.'"

Miriam   took   a   deep   drag   on   her   cigarette   and snorted. "Great. The guy is not only a sadist, but also a closet poet. What's next? Limericks?"

"It gets even better," added Krüger. "The lipstick does not belong to Susanne Meier."

“Oh?” Miriam’s interest was aroused. “So heeither he had his own supply – which sounds kind of ridiculous to be honest – or he had another victim before."

"That's exactly what I suspect," said Krüger, pulling a file out of his bag. "Two weeks ago, a young woman was   reported   missing   in   Hamburg.   Rebecca Schumann, 24, art student. And now guess what we found in her apartment?"

"Tell me."

"A   blood   rose.   No   body,   no   trace.   But   the   same handwriting."

Miriam felt a knot tighten in her stomach. "So we're dealing with someone who not only kills, but also... plays." He has a pattern, Kruger. This rose thing isn't just a trademark. It's his goddamn signature."

"Do you think he's a serial killer seeking attention?"

Miriam   laughed   bitterly.   “Krüger,   can   you   actually hear yourself?” Of course he is looking for attention. Butnot the press or the police. The guy isn't doing this   to   become   famous.   He's  doing   it   because   he enjoys it. Because it turns him on."

Krüger snorted. "God, I hate assholes like that."

"Well, welcome to reality." Miriam threw her cigarette into the nearest pool of blood and stomped it out. "Where's   the   mirror?   I'm   going   to   look   at   this message myself."

 

The room was disturbingly untouched. The bed was cleanly made, the curtains neatly drawn. Everything seemed so normal - except for the large, oval mirror that hung above the dresser.

On it was written, in dark red:

“The most beautiful roses only bloom when they are watered with blood.”

The   letters   were   written   precisely,   quickly calligraphically, which made Miriam boil inside"The wanker is taking his time," she muttered, looking at the mirror from different angles.

“What are you looking for?” asked Krüger, who was standing behind her.

"Fingerprints. Traces. Something that tells us how he wrote it."

"As if the guy would be stupid enough to leave his fingerprints."

“Krüger, just shut up and let me work.”

Miriam pulled a small UV light out of her bag and shone it on the mirror. Her eyes narrowed as she noticed something unusual. "That's not lipstick."

“Was?” Krüger stepped closer.

"Look at the consistency. It's thicker. More like... paint. Or   -   wait..."   She   sniffed   it   carefully.   "Shit.   That's blood."

“He wrote that in blood?” Krüger’s face twisted in disgust.

“Yes, but not just any blood.” Miriam showedon a small,   almost   invisible   spot   at   the   bottom   of   the mirror. "See that? The color difference? He used a different load. Probably a mixture of animal blood and... well, I bet he added a few personal touches."

“Personal additions?”

"His own blood, Krüger. The guy is a narcissist. This is his way of immortalizing himself in the scene."
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