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Chapter One
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The beach chairs on Langeoog spread out like a colorful patchwork in front of Inspector Enna Koopmann. She wasn't there because of work, she was on vacation. She stood on the grass at the edge of the sand and let the salty North Sea breeze blow in her face. It was early May and already a balmy sixty-six degrees. The pleasant breeze caressed her bare legs. Sand stuck between her toes, reminding her of a souvenir she'd seen in one of the gift shops on her way to the beach: a sign that read Sandy toes and salty kisses.

She had the sandy toes. Plus sunshine. Vacation, too. Only the kisses were missing.

The thought automatically brought Chief Inspector Pavel Neuhof to mind—how he'd stood in front of her at the Christmas market and how she'd kissed him. Enna no longer tried to push the memory away, she just let it be. It usually faded by itself after a while. What lingered on her lips, though, was the taste of fried dough pastries and powdered sugar—and the feeling that she missed Pavel. That had plagued her throughout her vacation. She'd thought about him often—his tall, lanky frame, his deft hands, and his unique way of looking at the world. Sometimes, when a tall cyclist passed by, she'd start, thinking for a moment that it was Pavel on Heino. Then disappointment would set in when the cyclist didn't smile and wave like Pavel would have.

Enna called out to Bjarne, who was sniffing around in the tall grass some distance away, and left the grassy area to walk across the sand toward the beach chairs. It was the second-to-last day of her vacation. She'd taken a week off, timing her vacation specifically to compete in the DLRG swimming tournament on Langeoog. It was held every two years at the beginning of May and was a big highlight for the districts in the region. She was really looking forward to seeing old friends and diving into the competition. It was scheduled for tomorrow morning. Afterward, following lunch, she'd head straight back to Fleetstedt on the ferry. Today, she just wanted to enjoy the peace and quiet, get in a light workout, and chill with Bjarne.

He was clearly loving his time on Langeoog. The dog beach was fantastic. He could romp around and run to his heart's content. It was wonderful to watch him race around enthusiastically, dig in the sand, sprint into the water, snap at the waves, and then sleep peacefully in the sun. She wished for a life like that herself.

Enna reached the beach chair she'd rented, unpacked her backpack, and sank onto the sun-warmed, red-and-white striped cushion. Bjarne stood beside her, repeatedly poking his head into the backpack.

Enna laughed. "No, Bjarne, no! The ball isn't in there."

Bjarne watched her expectantly, his tongue lolling sideways out of his mouth.

Enna waved dismissively, grinning. "You and your ball." She rummaged in the side pocket of her shorts and fished out a clearly well-chewed tennis ball.

Bjarne wagged his tail and barked happily.

"Yeah, yeah." Enna pulled her arm back and commanded, "SIT!"

Bjarne dropped to his haunches, ears pricked alertly.

"STAY!"

He didn't move an inch, not even when Enna threw the ball across the beach and it splashed into the North Sea right at the water's edge. Bjarne twitched, though. He could barely control himself.

Enna mentally counted to ten before giving him the command, "Okay, get the ball!” He immediately took off like a maniac, sand spraying around his feet.

Enna smiled, feeling warmth spread through her chest.

She really had a great life. A truly great life. All that was missing were the salty kisses.
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Enna cut through the North Sea with a steady crawl. She'd tied Bjarne to the beach chair to guard her backpack while she did her light workout. She didn't want to overdo it, since she wanted to be full of energy for the competition the next morning, but a quick swim felt good. She had a bright red buoy attached to a belt that she pulled behind her so she'd be visible. The buoy also doubled as a rescue float—just in case.

As she swam through the cold North Sea in her short wetsuit, she unexpectedly found herself thinking about her first case with Pavel. That had also started with a swim in the North Sea. She'd been doing rescue training with the DLRG at the time when they came across a dead body and pulled it out of the water.

The thought made her stop, raise her head, and scan the water around her. There was nothing there, of course. You don't find a body in the water twice in a lifetime. It was highly unlikely. Pavel would surely do a more precise mathematical calculation, but for Enna, highly unlikely was a good enough assessment.

She craned her neck to look for Bjarne. He was sitting next to the striped beach chair, looking out at the sea in her direction. Good boy. Enna turned and began to crawl back. That was enough for her. Besides, she didn't want to leave Bjarne alone too long, even if she wasn't worried that someone might untie and take him. She figured he could be quite protective. But of course, if someone brought a juicy steak...

The thought made her chuckle as she crawled through the gentle waves back to shore. Somewhere overhead, a seagull screeched.
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"Good boy!" She scratched Bjarne between the ears and untied him. Then she towel-dried her hair before peeling off her wetsuit and pulling on dry clothes.

Bjarne was already darting around again as Enna sank contentedly onto the beach chair. The sun warmed her cold feet.

She sighed contentedly, fished her phone out of her backpack, and unlocked it. No missed calls. No new messages.

Enna pressed her lips together and studied the screen. What had she expected? For Pavel to call and tell her they had a new case? He wouldn't do that while she was on vacation. He'd only bother her in an absolute emergency, and it was a good thing that there wasn't one. Her father always used to say, "No call is good, because it means nothing's wrong."

The thought of her father made her smile. What was he up to right now? Or rather: Where in the world was he? Since retiring, he traveled a lot, especially to Asia. Most recently, he'd been in Vietnam. He never called while traveling, either; Enna never found out till afterward, or whenever she happened to call him and found him sitting on a beach somewhere.

He deserved to indulge his restlessness. Enna liked that. Many people put off their dreams, intending to fulfill them in retirement, but then never did. They forgot that dreams have their own timing. At twenty, you might imagine backpacking across Australia, but at seventy, you no longer wanted to put yourself through that kind of stress.

Enna also wanted to relax on her vacation. Mental and physical rejuvenation. But it couldn't be too boring, either. Ugh! She knew she was hard to please. Right now, she almost wished that something had happened. A murder in Fleetstedt, for instance.

She sighed and put the phone back in her backpack. What was wrong with her? Was she really wishing for a murder during her vacation, just to spend time with Pavel? There was an easier way to arrange it. All she had to do was ask him if he’d like to visit her on Langeoog, and he'd probably jump on the next ferry with Heino.

Pavel Neuhof.

No! Waldemar "Pavel" Neuhof.

He really was a great boss and a great person. A good soul. You didn't find men like him very often in life, and yet most women found men like him too boring. Many sought drama, the emotional roller coasters they needed to feel alive.

Did she need that too?

She looked around for Bjarne, spotted him playing in the sand, then rested her head on her arms and closed her eyes.

Boredom on Langeoog or murder in Fleetstedt?

Enna had no idea which she preferred.


Chapter Two
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Pavel gasped for air. He was in a tight spot. His only cover was a wooden crate behind which he crouched. Any second, one of his pursuers would discover him. He couldn’t endure another chase. They were so damned fast, and the ground wasn't suitable for his street shoes. If only he hadn't gotten himself into this! Pavel had had a bad feeling about it from the start. But that's the way it was when Enna was on vacation.

There they were. His pursuers, recognizable by their orange vests, had spotted him. Pavel made eye contact. Obviously, they were a little hesitant to approach. Good! His reputation must have preceded him. Maybe he still had a chance? The two were unarmed, as was he. He'd left his gun back at the station for safety reasons. Safety, my ass! If only he'd known what kind of a mess this seemingly harmless assignment would land him in...

No, Pavel wouldn't give up. He had to at least try. If he dove over the crate, his pursuers wouldn't be able to catch him quickly. He'd have a head start, and his long legs would carry him off. It was a good plan. Quick as a flash, he jumped up, threw his torso over the fortunately padded wooden crate, reached the other side, and landed right in front of another pursuer who merely had to grab him.

Pavel clenched his teeth as he felt the touch. They had him. Jail awaited him, at least until he could escape. He collapsed theatrically.

His pursuer, a girl of about ten, giggled. "Ms. Friedensreich, Ms. Friedensreich, I caught the inspector!"

"Then take him to jail, Melanie." Emily Friedensreich, the fourth-grade teacher, smiled. As Melanie led him past her on the way to jail, she briefly placed her hand on his upper arm. "You're really good with kids," she said. "Do you have any of your own?"

"Kids? These are hard-core police officers! If you don't mind, I'll be back next week with the recruitment papers."

"I'm always happy when you visit us at school, Mr. Neuhof."

His face grew hot, and he had to swallow. Fortunately, Melanie was pulling him toward the jail, which consisted of several gym benches arranged in a circle. He wasn't the only prisoner. They had divided the class into ten police officers and twenty thieves, but the "officers of the state" were apparently the better athletes.

Just then, two thieves tried to escape. They had to hold hands and crawl together under a bench to freedom. Pavel watched skeptically. Hopefully, none of the children would try to persuade him to escape. The benches were low, and after that, he'd just have to run from the skilled police officers again. The school gym didn't offer much cover.

He sat down on one of the benches and took a deep breath.

"Inspector, you're not allowed to sit on the jail wall," a boy warned him.

"Why not, Matti?" asked another, slightly smaller student with glasses.

"Because it's forbidden, Cem. Everyone knows that! Do you want to break out together, inspector?"

"Oh, and that's not forbidden?" asked Cem.

Somehow, Cem seemed more likable to him than Matti. Pavel wasn't sure why. He found it all the more admirable that the teacher treated all her charges equally. Wasn't that incredibly difficult with thirty boys and girls? He was glad he only had a small team, even if it felt a bit too small at the moment.

"Actually, escaping from prison is not a crime," Pavel explained. "So, it's not forbidden."

"Then come on." Matti pulled him by the hand. "We just have to…"

The school bell saved him. It was strange. Just like in the old days, his bladder announced itself at that exact moment. He'd always had to go to the restroom when a period ended, as if his bladder were an independent being synched to the rhythm of the school bell.

Pavel stood up. Ms. Friedensreich was shooing the kids into the locker rooms while simultaneously tidying up the gym. He helped her by carrying the benches to the side. Now the whole gym was one big prison. He sighed. It wasn't as if he wasn't athletic, but gym class had always made him feel a bit trapped. He'd hated team sports, and back then, his long limbs had always gotten in the way during gymnastics and exercises.

"Well now, reminiscing about your school days?"

Pavel's eyes widened. Emily Friedensreich could read him. That startled him. To everyone else, his expression was always indifferent. Sometimes he wished that people could read his thoughts better. Like Enna could. On the other hand, he appreciated the advantage of being able to keep his thoughts to himself.

Ms. Friedensreich had probably just taken a shot in the dark. Most adults would probably think back to their own school days in this situation.

"Mr. Neuhof, unfortunately, the schedule waits for no one. It was lovely having you here again," the teacher said. "The children are always so excited. So please, feel free to come back for the traffic safety class. I'll give you my card. Then we won't have to go through the principal's office."

She pressed a business card into his hand, winked at him, gave him a friendly kiss on the cheek, and floated away after her students.

"You're good with kids, too!" he called after her. Emily Friedensreich didn't turn back, but she gave a quick wave.
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"So, how was your time at the school?" asked Berger.

"Pretty nice. It was more fun last time."

"Did you talk to Emily?"

What kind of question was that? "Of course I did. She's the teacher for 4A."

"Ah, I see."

"It wasn't the same as last time, though, when you and Enna were there."

"What was different?"

"Well, no one did the safety checks on the bikes."

Berger usually did that. Pavel thought of Heino. He, too, could use a check-up.

"I'll do it next time," Berger said.

"Yeah." Pavel sat down at his desk and took off his stiff street shoes. He waited for something soft and warm to snuggle up against his feet, but nothing happened. He sighed, got up, and went barefoot to the radiator to turn it up. But it was already on five.

"I took the liberty of turning up the heat," Berger said.

Even though May had begun, it was still cold outside. The local hotel industry was starting to worry about the lack of tourists. Pavel went back to his workstation and turned on his computer. Berger had taken a seat at Enna's desk. "This way we only have to heat one room," was the official reason. In reality, the silence had bothered Pavel. How long had Enna been on vacation? Shouldn't she be back soon?

He opened the map app and typed Langeoog into the search field. The display centered on the island. The weather popped up along with it — sunny and 66° F. Why was it so warm there and so cold here? Was Enna at the North Sea with Bjarne right now? Hopefully, she wasn't breaking any rules by taking her dog to the beach.

The phone rang. He recognized Prosecutor Müntefering's number. Pavel's heart beat faster. He felt bad about it, but he longed for a murder case so badly he was almost ready to commit one himself. It would certainly be an interesting experiment to investigate himself. Would Pavel, the brilliant investigator, prevail—or Pavel, the criminal mastermind?

"Pavel? The phone's ringing."

Berger was right. He picked it up.

"Morning, Pavel. I've got something I need you guys to look into."

Please, let it be a ritual murder. Or at least an old corpse, like that time with the discovery in the peat bog. "What's it about?"

"The pharmacist's father has died, and the family doctor is refusing to sign off on natural causes."

"Why? What's making him hesitate?"

"Apparently, there are some puncture marks that strike him as odd. But between us, I know the pharmacist pretty well. He's on the town council, always does things by the book. The man has no motive whatsoever for murder."

Pavel tilted his head. Müntefering knew all the important people in Fleetstedt. But he'd been wrong before. Who would have thought that the universally popular and shrewd notary Henriette Meier could be involved in a crime? Certainly not the prosecutor.

"Thanks, Paul. Have you called forensics and…?"

"No, I just found out myself. Unfortunately, I have to run. The Police Chief…"

"Of course. We'll handle it. Can you give me the address?"

"Do you know the North Sea Pharmacy? The pharmacist's father lives in the building, second floor. Lived. And thanks!"
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Pavel slipped his shoes back on, stood up, and walked over to Berger. There, he picked up Enna's phone receiver.

"Why aren't you using your own phone?" Berger asked, looking up at him wide-eyed.

"Oh, uh, Enna definitely has Kettler on speed dial. There, see, Berger?"

He himself had the medical examiner on speed dial 4. 1 was for Enna, 2 for Berger, and 3 was the prosecutor. On Enna's phone, Kettler was number 2. Pavel forbade himself from looking at who her number 1 was. He pressed 2, put the phone on speaker, and waited.

The phone rang. Twice, three times. A click.

"Hello! Good to hear from you, Enna. Are you back from vacation? How was it? What did you get up to? Should we grab a… again?"

Pavel had never known the medical examiner to be so talkative! Berger cleared his throat, and Kettler stopped his stream of words. Why hadn't Berger let him continue talking?

"Enna?" Kettler asked now.

Berger nodded several times. Yes, he'd gotten the message. "Sorry, Nils, but it's not Enna. I'm just using…"

"Ah, Pavel, it's you. What are you doing on Enna's phone?"

"She has your number on speed dial. It was more efficient to use her phone."

"So it was more efficient to stand up, walk over to the other desk, pick up the receiver, check the speed dial keys…"

"Nils, I'm calling on behalf of the prosecutor. There's an undetermined cause of death you need to take a look at."

"Where?"

"North Sea Pharmacy, second floor."

"Ah, did old Mr. Lorenzen finally pass?"

"Our colleague Müntefering didn't mention the name, but…"

"Lorenzen Junior runs the pharmacy. Senior has had prostate cancer for quite some time. It was probably just a matter of time."

"Well, the family doctor found some puncture marks, so you'll need to take a look at that."

"Sure thing, I'm practically on my way."

The line went dead. Should he call in forensics, too? It would be better, despite the fact that there was probably no evidence. If a crime had actually been committed, the killer was almost certainly one of the family members who had been in and out of the house.

Pavel looked through the speed dial keys for Maria Doldinger, the head of forensics. When he found her on number 1, he bit his lower lip.

"That's probably because you sit right behind her, Chief. Why would she need you on speed dial?" asked Berger.

Pavel swallowed. The argument had some merit, especially since all the numbers Enna had saved were work-related. Then why did he have her extension on his number 1? He had to admit to himself that his reasoning hadn't been very rational.

"Hello, Enna, Maria here, what's up?"

"It's me, Pavel."

"That's nice too. Are you doing well? Do you miss Enna?"

"Yes, and…"

"Don't worry, I miss her too."

"Um…"

He had actually wanted to answer Maria's two questions separately, as was proper. But that was how it was with Maria Doldinger. She was a bit like Enna. That was probably why they got along so well. Although, of course, you didn't have to be similar to understand each other. If similarity were an absolute requirement, he'd never find anyone he understood. Maybe goodwill was also important.

"Pavel?"

"Sorry, I was lost in thought. There's a potential crime scene I need you to check out. North Sea Pharmacy, second floor, Lorenzen Senior's place. The gentleman died under unknown circumstances."

"Got it. Routine stuff."

"Yes, looks that way."

Funny how cases always seemed routine until they turned into something else entirely.
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When Pavel rode up to the pharmacy on Heino, Nils' black Mercedes was already blocking the handicapped parking space. He locked his bicycle to the rack, which had an advertising sign on it. "Health starts here," it read. As far as he knew, that wasn't true, but that wasn't the point of a slogan.

Pavel strode to the entrance of the pharmacy, but the door wouldn't open. "Closed due to Bereavement’s," someone had written in shaky handwriting on a piece of paper taped to the inside of the door. The misplaced apostrophe caused him physical pain. Pavel walked around the building counterclockwise. At the back, he found another open entrance.

He checked the buzzer panel. On the ground floor, "Pharmacy" was machine-printed. Below it, handwritten, was "Deliveries report to the front!" On the buzzer above it was "Lorenzen." The label for the second floor was blank. Pavel swiped his finger across it and looked at his fingertip. Not a speck of dirt. For comparison, he swiped the Lorenzen label. His finger came away gray. So the label for Senior must have been removed recently.

Someone must have been in a real hurry. Pavel entered the stairwell. He had expected the smell of a hospital, but instead it smelled like lunch. Potato soup, he guessed, realizing that he hadn't eaten anything today. Enna certainly would have reminded him about lunch today. But she wasn't here.

On the first floor, the door was ajar. That was none of his business as long as he didn't have an invitation or a warrant. He trudged on up to the second floor. There was no elevator. If Senior had been ill for so long, it must have been difficult for him to get a bit of fresh air now and then. It was sad, really, but it wasn't that uncommon for elderly people to be essentially kept locked up by their relatives because it caused less trouble.

There was also only one apartment on the second floor. The door was open. Pavel entered and nearly tripped over a case he'd seen Kettler carrying many times before. He found the medical examiner in the living room, sitting across from an older man, who jumped up.

"Hello. You must be Inspector Neuhof," he said. "Johannes Lorenzen junior."

"Hello. Chief Inspector Pavel Neuhof," he introduced himself properly. "Nils, you're parked in a parking lot marked 1044-10."

"Huh?"

"A handicapped spot."

"I'm only staying there for a minute."

Pavel looked at his watch. "You're allowed to stay for a maximum of three minutes. It took me four minutes and thirty seconds to get up here to the second floor. So you've already exceeded the time limit."

"You used to be faster, Pavel."

Kettler was trying to distract him, that was clear.

"Besides, the pharmacy is closed, and the parking lot is on my private property," Lorenzen explained.

Pavel tilted his head. Lorenzen had taken away all his arguments. Neither the police nor the code enforcement office had jurisdiction over parking violations on a private lot. He sighed. So Kettler would get away with occupying the handicapped spot. The two seemed to know each other anyway. Under different circumstances, that would make Pavel suspicious, but he didn't believe Nils capable of any funny business. He was always one hundred percent professional in his work.

"So, did you find anything, Nils?"

"Yes, there are indeed puncture marks on the torso." Kettler grabbed his own belly, pinching a roll of fat with his hands. "Here. Mr. Lorenzen administered blood thinners to his father there, which he needed due to being permanently bedridden."

Pavel nodded. He needed to process that first.

"Where is the alleged victim?"

"I'd prefer to say 'the deceased' for now," said Nils. "Behind the door, in the bedroom." The medical examiner pointed to a door.

Pavel walked in the direction indicated. The bedroom smelled of disinfectant and urine. Someone had removed the deceased's catheter but left all the supplies behind. Good. Maria Doldinger and her team should find the potential crime scene as undisturbed as possible.

The room was almost as large as the living room. It seemed to take up the rest of the second floor. That meant there were only two rooms per floor. Downstairs was the pharmacy. Junior lived on the first floor, presumably with his wife. He must be living in rather cramped quarters. Prostate cancer didn't kill quickly. Had he wanted to speed things up a bit and therefore administered an overdose of the blood thinner? That would be hard to prove.

But he was getting ahead of himself. A crime you couldn't prove wasn't a crime. Pavel pulled on a pair of disposable gloves and looked around the room. He started with the nightstand. In the drawer, he found a few porn magazines. Did those things even still exist? The nightstand was also full of medicine bottles. If Lorenzen Senior had wanted to end his life, it certainly would have been easy for him to do so. But that was how it was when you lived above a pharmacy.

In the closets, he found mostly women's clothes. Even his untrained eye could see that they weren’t very up-to-date. They probably belonged to the long-deceased Mrs. Lorenzen, the pharmacist's mother, as far as he knew. Otherwise, the cupboards were empty. Pavel sighed. A second pair of eyes wouldn't go amiss right now. Enna's eyes, of course. So far, he hadn't found anything that would justify further investigation.

He returned to the living room.

"Are you done, Pavel?" asked Nils. "Because I'd like to get Mr. Lorenzen senior on my table."

"Is that really necessary?" asked Junior.

"Yes, it's better for you," Nils explained. "We want to eliminate any doubt about the cause of death."

"All right, then."

Nils got up and left the living room. They could count on the medical examiner. He would have the body picked up right away. Maria and her team from Leer would be arriving soon as well.

"Mr. Lorenzen, may I ask you a few more questions? My condolences, by the way."

"Of course. Please sit down, Chief Inspector."

Pavel took the chair Nils had been sitting in. He sank deep into it and had to use the armrests to pull himself out of the cushions.

"What do you want to know?" asked Lorenzen.

"Did you get along well with your father?"

There was a knock. Two men in white coats entered. One was carrying a folded gurney. "We're here to pick up Mr. Lorenzen Senior."

"Next door," said the son.

The men disappeared into the bedroom, bustled around for a while, and then came out with Lorenzen. His body was strapped to the gurney with several straps. The men disappeared down the stairs with their charge.

"What was the question again?"

"Whether you got along well."

"Lorenzen senior was my stepfather. I freely admit we mostly avoided each other. I always felt like he drove my mother into her grave."

"How so?"

"With the pharmacy. He owned it before they got married. From that point on, she was like an unpaid employee, and she had to do all the housework too. Eventually, her heart just couldn't take it anymore."

"You held that against him."

Lorenzen nodded. "But I would never have killed him over it."

"Perhaps because of the living situation?"

"I understand what you mean, Chief Inspector. My wife and I live downstairs, while he had the same amount of space up here all to himself... But you forget that I'm in the pharmacy all day. My office is there too, there's a private shower and even a bed to take a nap on when things get slow during the night shift."

Those were good arguments. Just because you couldn't stand someone didn't usually mean you killed them. What if there were financial problems?

"How are the pharmacy's finances?"

"Do I have to tell you that?"

"No. However, if further suspicion arises, the prosecutor's office could obtain a court order that…"

"I have nothing to hide. The pharmacy is doing reasonably well financially. Things used to be better, but where isn't that the case?"

"And who owns it?"

"My stepfather. I'm the manager."

"And who inherits?"

"Me, everything. There are no other children besides me."

The man was doing well. He received a manager's salary and would inherit everything sooner or later. So why would he risk killing his terminally ill stepfather? It made no sense. Under the circumstances, Müntefering would refuse—would have to refuse—to bother Judge Berger.

Pavel nodded. "Would you mind telling me where you were yesterday…?" No, Lorenzen junior didn't need an alibi. He had almost certainly been at home last night. He shook his head.

"Are you asking for my alibi, Chief Inspector?"

"No, that was silly, excuse me."

"No need to apologize. Look, I want to be completely honest with you and clear up any possible misunderstandings. I was at my girlfriend's place last night."

"You have a girlfriend?"

"We've had an open marriage for a long time."

Pavel nodded. That was a real surprise. The pharmacist seemed so conservative.

"May I ask who exactly you were with?"

"With Henriette."

There weren't many people with that name in Fleetstedt. Pavel's eyes widened. "Henriette Meier?" The notary never ceased to surprise him.

Lorenzen nodded. "This stays between us, right?"

"I may need to confirm it with Ms. Meier."

"Okay, I'll let her know."

"Your wife, does she know about it?"

"Yes, she knows. Henriette is an old friend of the family. She used to work for my father."

That was interesting. Lorenzen Jr. was no longer a suspect in the—possible—murder. But his wife was a new potential suspect. What if she was putting on a front and only pretending to be in agreement? She could have killed her father-in-law to frame her husband and send him to prison. Then she would have the house and the pharmacy all to herself.

"Thank you for your honesty, Mr. Lorenzen. It saves us a lot of work, and we're currently short-staffed."

"I'm always happy to help the police."

"Is your wife here?"

Lorenzen looked at his watch and nodded. "Around this time, she always watches her favorite show on TV."

"Do you think you could send her up to me anyway?"

"That should be doable."
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While Pavel was alone in the living room, he used the time to search the cabinets here as well. Among other things, he found tax documents confirming the pharmacy's still quite respectable profits. Financial motives were certainly not at play here.

He looked at his watch. Nils must be back at his office by now. He was probably already making the first incision.

"What can I do for you?"

Mrs. Lorenzen was a beautiful woman. She had wavy blonde hair, a feminine figure that had become only slightly fuller with age, and she dressed elegantly. If she always dressed like this at home, she must have a considerable clothing budget.

"Please, have a seat."

She shook her head. "I'd rather not. In the presence of a dead body, I feel…"

"I can reassure you on that point. Your father-in-law has already been taken away."

"Oh, that's sad. I would have liked to say goodbye to him."

"That will be possible again once the medical examiner releases the body."

Mrs. Lorenzen sat down. "Why all the fuss, anyway?"

"Your family doctor, Dr. Sörensen, wouldn't confirm a natural death. So this procedure follows automatically."

"Ah, I didn't know that. Are you looking for his murderer now?"

"No. The medical examiner's office will examine your father-in-law very closely. If there are still doubts about the cause of death after that, then our investigation will begin in earnest. For now, I'll just ask a few questions to get a general idea. You surely know that you’re not required to incriminate yourself. But look, I'm not even recording your statement."

"Then why are we having this conversation?"

"I'm doing roughly the same thing as my colleague from the M.E.'s office. Just without the scalpel. I'm looking to see if there are any indications of a crime."

"That seems very reasonable. I guess everyone you question will say ‘it wasn't me.’ How was he…anyway?"

Should he tell her? It wasn't exactly information that only the perpetrator would know, since Dr. Sörensen had already noticed it and probably told the stepson at least.

"We don't even know for sure that he didn't die of natural causes. But Dr. Sörensen found puncture marks. Anything could have been administered to your father-in-law through them."

"Oh, I have a real aversion to needles, I truly do. Just seeing one makes me nauseous. I am sure our family doctor can confirm that for you."

"Does that apply to vaccinations, too?"

"Absolutely. Same with the dentist, with anesthesia. No needles. They'd have to tie me down."

There would be entries in Mrs. Lorenzen's medical records for a phobia like that. The woman probably couldn't tolerate IVs either. That was, on closer inspection, a real problem.

Pavel took a deep breath. He would have liked to meet Maria Doldinger here, but there was no reason to waste time waiting. There was probably a lot of traffic again between Leer and Fleetstedt. The shopping was much better in Leer than in quaint Fleetstedt.

"Oh, may I also ask about your marriage?"

He deliberately phrased the question vaguely. Perhaps the woman didn't even know she was in an open marriage.

"Didn't Jo tell you? We have the best marriage in the world because we don't expect one another to meet each other's every need."

It was an interesting perspective. At least if you viewed marriage as a tool for satisfying needs.

"So you have a boyfriend? Or a girlfriend?" he added quickly.

Mrs. Lorenzen smiled. "Not at the moment. Perhaps you'd be interested? I find you very interesting, Chief Inspector."

"Um, I'm on duty, and you're involved in a potential case. So I'm completely out."

"Then I hope the suspicion is cleared up soon."

Pavel stood up. It was perhaps selfish, but he hoped Nils would find something. It was easier to endure the time without Enna when they had more to do than teach schoolchildren proper traffic behavior.

"I think I can give you a final update on that by tomorrow at the latest. Your father-in-law's body will also be released then."

"Will you come to the funeral? We'd like that."

"Oh, you know, funerals aren't really my thing. Eventually, I'll have my own, I suppose. But it won’t matter who comes. I won’t be around to see it."

"Chief Inspector, as you rightly say, funerals are more for the living, for talking and understanding each other and the world. Do you know what I mean?"

It was a profound thought. But he wasn't in the mood for profound conversations right now.

"Goodbye, Mrs. Lorenzen," he said.
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The handicapped parking space was free again. Pavel unlocked Heino. Just then, he heard first a pounding, then a rattling sound. He turned around. A man in a leather hat with a prominent goatee was practically beating on the locked pharmacy door.

"What are you doing?" Pavel asked, approaching him.

"I need medication! It's not even that late yet. The pharmacy…"

Pavel pointed to the sign. "Read that!"

"Closed due to Bereavement’s," the man read aloud. That seemed to calm him down. The grammatical error didn't seem to bother him. He stood motionless in front of the glass door. In his right hand, he held a light-colored piece of paper, probably a prescription.

"Are you all right?" Pavel asked. The man looked somehow familiar. But he was so bad with faces! Enna would have known who it was immediately, for sure.

"Yes."

"The pharmacy in the shopping center downtown is probably still open."

The man nodded. Where did he know him from?

"It was bound to happen," he said.

Suddenly, he started to run. Had Pavel frightened him? No, the city bus was just coming around the corner. The bus stop was about 220 yards away. Should he run after the man? But then he'd have to leave Heino here, and he wasn't locked up anymore. Besides, he couldn't detain the man with the goatee without a reason. What on earth had he meant by that comment? Pavel sighed inwardly. The bus driver opened the doors. It was the Number 2 line, bus number 337. The buses were equipped with security cameras that could tell him where the man got off.

Pavel shook his head. So far, nothing pointed to a crime. He got on Heino and cycled back to the station.
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"The goatee guy probably just meant he thought he'd find the door locked at some point," Berger said.

Pavel shrugged. The description didn't mean anything to Berger either. Mr. Lorenzen had said on the phone that he didn't know anyone like that.

"Oh, Pavel? My wife thinks I should bring you home for dinner tonight. She's a little worried about you. People shouldn't be alone every night."

Pavel was surprised. After so much social interaction today, dinner with a family too? Berger's wife, Christine, was very nice, and their two sons were tolerable enough, but he had rather been hoping for an evening in the bathtub. He'd found an old encyclopedia from 1876 that he could read on his e-reader. It was very amusing to see what had seemed perfectly logical to people back then. It also put today's ideas into perspective. The probability that eighty percent of today's knowledge would be recognized as false in a hundred years was close to one hundred percent. People still had no idea how the universe was constructed, and yet they made fun of the ignorance of previous generations.

"I don't know, Berger. I really appreciate your invitation, but...I'm reading an old encyclopedia right now. Can you believe that almost everything we think is absolutely true today might end up being disproved by science a hundred years from now? The tricky part is, we don’t know which bits it'll be.”

"That's fascinating! I'm sure Christine and Emily would love to hear about it."

Wait. What had Berger just tossed into that sentence? The name sounded damn familiar.

"Did you say...?"

"Emily? She's a friend of my wife's. But don't worry, she's very nice and interested in science. She taught our eldest for four years."

"Ms. Friedensreich, Berger. I met her today at the school."

"Oh, her last name is Friedensreich? I didn't even know that. I only know her first name."

Pavel studied Berger. He wasn't usually a good liar, but right now, there was no way to tell he wasn't telling the truth. Could it really be a coincidence?

"Please, Pavel. It was my idea to bring you along. Christine cooked especially for you. Don't let me down."
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"So there I was, sitting in that damned bog eye," Pavel recounted. "Olaf had drawn his weapon, but this Naomi woman had me in her sights. So I dove headfirst into the icy swamp, and Olaf was able to neutralize Naomi."

"Dad shot the woman?" asked Chris, Olaf's older son.

"Not shot," said his father. "I injured her, so she dropped the gun."

"Maybe it's time for you two to go to bed," said Christine.

"I don't want to go to bed," whined Tim, the younger son. He must be about four years old.

"Will you take them, Olaf?" Christine stood up and gathered the plates. "I'll start clearing the table."

"Of course, honey."

Pavel panicked. If Olaf took the kids to bed and his wife disappeared into the kitchen, he'd be alone with Emily. He stood up too and reached for the shallow dish Christine had served the lasagna in. With his other hand, he grabbed the ketchup and mayonnaise bottles. Chris, the teenager, apparently wouldn't eat anything these days without first dousing it in red and white sauce.

"Now, you leave that, Pavel," said Christine, already back from the kitchen. “You're our guest." She made him hand everything over to her. "You too, Emily. Sit down. I'll bring dessert right out. I just want to give the plates a quick rinse so the sauce doesn't dry on them."

Pavel sat back down. Christine hadn't left him any choice.

Emily smiled at him. "I like it when men help out around the house and with the kids without making a big fuss about it."

"Yes, Olaf does a really great job. He's always exemplary on duty, too."

"Actually, I was talking about you, Pavel."

His face grew hot. He had only gotten up to avoid being left alone in the room with Emily. He should be honest with her. "That was just..." He broke off as he pictured an imaginary Enna kicking him under the table. The truth would hurt the woman, and she didn't deserve that. On the contrary. She'd listened attentively to his explanations when he'd given a brief outline of the history of science. Enna would definitely have yawned at that point and started playing with Bjarne.

Actually, he hadn't finished. He had just touched on Foucault's specific method of the archeology of knowledge and explained why he disliked the more common term 'discourse analysis' when Olaf had for some reason brought up an old case. And suddenly he was stuck in that bog hole, which, thanks to the sons' follow-up questions, had landed him in this awkward situation.

"Ahem."

Where had he left off? Men helping around the house. Right.

"Well, the percentage of men in Germany who cook or do housework every day is only 29 percent. For women it's 72 percent. So there's still some way to go."

Emily smiled again. "You're not very good at taking compliments." She leaned forward and, reaching across the table, placed her hand on Pavel's fingers. He was on the verge of pulling his hand back, but that would be an affront the nice teacher didn't deserve. She was certainly good at giving compliments. Perhaps he could get used to it. Enna, on the other hand, dished out praise and criticism in equal measure. It just poured out of her. Trying to get used to it was about as promising as trying to fall asleep to the sound of an irregularly dripping faucet.

Pavel smiled. Enna would have enjoyed the comparison. She liked comparisons that were unusual from her point of view. To Pavel they seemed perfectly normal. That was why he could never predict their effect beforehand.

"You have a nice smile, by the way," Emily said.

Pavel nodded. "Enna says that too."

She withdrew her hand. Had the statement been wrong? He had only wanted to confirm what she had said. After all, he could hardly say something like Yes, I think so too. Most people liked it when you confirmed their opinion instead of contradicting it. He wasn't so sure about Enna. She often seemed more animated when he disagreed with her. But maybe it was still unpleasant for her? He would have to ask her about that at the next opportunity. When would she return from her vacation? He thought about it, but he'd forgotten. Tomorrow? Yes, tomorrow!

"Enna, she's your colleague?" asked Emily.

He nodded. "Yes, we've been working together for almost a year now and I think we make a good team. With Olaf too, of course."

"What's her full name?" Emily leaned forward, this time without touching his hand, and stared into his face.

"Enna Koopmann." What kind of question was that?

"Ah, I see." She took a deep breath.

"What do you see?"

"You should see yourself, Pavel. When you say your colleague's name, your eyes light up. I noticed it earlier while Olaf was telling stories. But this time it was unmistakable."

What was the woman talking about? His eyes were supposed to light up just because he said a name? Pavel furrowed his brow.

"Don't worry about it, Pavel. It's a known brain chemistry disorder. Phenylethylamine and dopamine run amok. Serotonin levels drop."

Was Emily making fun of him? Human biology wasn't one of his interests, and he didn't want to be rude and Google her diagnosis on his phone.

"And what's my prognosis?" he played along with her joke instead.

"Don't worry, it will pass eventually, at least once the stimulus that triggered the disorder is gone."

"I leave for a minute and you start talking about ailments!" exclaimed Olaf. "You can do that when you're sixty."

His colleague handed out small spoons, then sat down at the head of the table. "Did I tell you about the time Pavel pulled Enna out of the ocean? It was dramatic, really!"

Emily leaned back in her chair and smiled. "Oh, I'm dying to hear about it."
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Damn it. The stair creaked as he stepped on it. A moment later, the apartment door opened. A thin strip of light streamed out.

"Is that you, Pavel?"

"Yes, Ms. Winters."

"Oh, good, that makes me feel better. It's late."

Pavel looked at his watch. It was just after one in the morning. "Yes, it was a nice evening with Olaf and his family."

"Where did you leave Heino?"

He smiled into the darkness. Leonie Winters must have been sitting at the window watching for him.

"I drank half a bottle of wine, so I had to leave Heino at Olaf's. He'll bring it to the office tomorrow. Today, I mean."

He had to get to bed. Tomorrow was going to be a big day! Olaf had confirmed that Enna was coming back from vacation.

"Well, have a good night, Pavel."

"You too, Ms. Winters."

"Leonie. You're supposed to call me Leonie. It sounds so formal otherwise."

Somehow, it seemed like all women had designs on him lately. But he couldn't hold it against Ms. Winters. She hadn't even complained about the dead sheep.

"Good night, Leonie."
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Pavel spat toothpaste into the sink and rinsed it out with water. Then he gargled with the mouthwash his dentist had recently recommended. It tasted invigoratingly like mint. Which was very inconvenient right now, because it would make it hard for him to fall asleep. Actually, there should still be a beer in the fridge. That always made him drowsy.

He turned off the light and left the bathroom, but stopped at the door. The experiment! In the darkness, he felt his way back to the sink. He leaned on it with both hands, positioning himself so that his face would be perfectly visible in the mirror if it lit up.

"Enna Koopmann," he said. "Ennnnnnaaaaaaaa." Nothing. "Enna, Enna, Enna. E—N—N—A. Enna." He looked closely, but nothing glowed. Emily had lied to him. Well, he had suspected as much. Her claim that his eyes lit up when he said the name was as much a fantasy as the alleged brain chemistry disorder. He had Googled it on the way home.

Phenylethylamine raised blood pressure. His was normal, maybe even a little low. It was also thought to trigger migraines. He'd never had a migraine. Furthermore, it was supposed to raise blood sugar and speed up breathing. Depending on blood levels and individual tolerance, its effects ranged from stimulating to toxic.

At that point, he had stopped reading the article. What was Ms. Friedensreich trying to achieve by teasing him like that? He was, as he often had to acknowledge with awe, very clever, but that was beyond his comprehension. He felt much like the philosopher Karl Popper. Pavel tried to quote the passage from one of Popper's essays from memory. "Every solution to a problem creates new, unsolved problems. These new problems are all the more interesting, the more difficult the original problem was, and the more daring the attempt to solve it. The more we learn about the world, the more we deepen our knowledge, the more conscious, clear, and precisely defined becomes our knowledge of what we do not know, our knowledge of our ignorance."

Ha! He still had it. And what did that mean for him? He needed bolder attempts at solutions. And he felt a little sorry for Emily. The hug when they had said goodbye had felt very good, actually. She had been soft and warm. But the biggest mystery in his life was Enna. He would attempt the boldest possible solution—was that the right phrase, or was the half bottle of wine talking?—and wait for Enna at the harbor tomorrow.


Chapter Three
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There it was. Pavel had been plagued by a nagging feeling all morning—that Heino might have been stolen. He'd simply left the bike in front of Berger's house. But here it was, and Olaf had even put the lock on it for him.

"Morning, Heino." Pavel made sure no one was watching, then gave the seat a quick pat. The bike didn't respond. "You can take me to the harbor later. How about that?"

"Yeah, I was thinking the same thing. She’s been gone a long time."

Pavel jumped. Olaf had just come out of the bathroom. He still had a few drops of water on his face. He must have splashed water on it.

"I...uh. Do you happen to know when Enna will be arriving?"

"Yes, I already checked the Mikkelsen Rederi website. The ferry should arrive at 4:40 PM."

"Which ferry?"

"She's on the Sea Princess, which used to belong to the local Christiansen shipping company."

Pavel remembered. The owner had been murdered. The aftermath had left Enna quite traumatized. He liked that she was brave enough to return to the ship anyway. She was facing her past.

"That's very brave," he said.

"It's the only ship that runs the route to Fleetstedt."

"I see. So, shall we pick up Enna together?"

"Sounds good to me."

Berger raised his right arm, palm facing Pavel. What did that mean? Olaf grimaced and lowered his hand.

"Sorry, Olaf. I wasn't sure..."

"That was supposed to be a high five. It was stupid, I know."

"Oh, of course! If I miss it again, just give me a heads-up."

Berger smiled with the expression of a teacher excusing a mistake. Indulgence was the name of the emotion. "It doesn't work that way, Pavel."
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"On your marks!" the announcer's voice echoed across Langeoog beach.

Enna crouched lower. Her muscles tensed as she listened to the brief silence, waiting for the signal.

There it was: a loud beep.

Enna took off, sprinting across the sand toward the water. The May Swim was quite a spectacle. The DLRG lifeguards plunged into the North Sea waves, swimming out to a line of boats arranged by the DLRG in the water. There, they had to 'rescue' other lifeguards, pushing or pulling them back to the beach. It was a grand celebration of lifesaving, a skill increasingly neglected in many areas. Enna had been to a district championship last winter, where an event had focused on it. There, only the time mattered. The lifeguards had to tow mannequins, but the fastest ones had pulled the mannequins completely underwater. If those had been real people, they would have ended up recovering corpses. Utter nonsense.

Here on Langeoog, there were no mannequins, only real people. That was much more to Enna's taste, because saving lives was its own unique skill, one you couldn't practice often enough. An event like this was a wonderful thing—and a marketing opportunity, of course. Plenty of spectators had come. The weather was fantastic, and crowds lined the beach. She hadn’t spotted Pavel, though. Too bad.

Don’t get distracted, focus, Enna reminded herself. She reached the water's edge and plunged into the waves, immediately starting a crawl stroke. She didn't sprint, though, because the pulling or pushing on the way back would demand much more strength. She would swim out strongly, but not at maximum power.

And that was exactly what Enna did. She swam and swam and swam, blocking out everything else. Eventually, she reached the "victims", swam up to one, grabbed him, and started towing. Then she really stepped it on and headed back toward shore. According to the judges' instructions, the rescued person couldn't help; Enna had to do all the work herself.

As a result, her lungs were burning, and salt from the North Sea filled her mouth when she finally reached the beach. She grabbed the man in a Rautek carry and dragged him ashore.

Surprisingly, she found herself thinking of Pavel again, because the inventor of the Rautek carry, Franz Rautek, had been a judoka, like Pavel.

Don't get distracted!

Enna refocused until, breathing heavily and with a stitch in her side, she reached the finish line. The rescued man snapped out of his stillness and applauded. "Great job!"

Enna nodded gratefully and sank down onto the sand, gasping for breath. Only then did she look around at the competition. She had finished in the upper middle of the pack, a respectable performance considering the amount of training she had done. Not bad at all!

Her eyes, however, searched the crowd much more intently. One person was missing. Obviously and unfortunately.

Lips pursed, Enna pushed herself up from the sand and brushed it off her legs.
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4:40 PM. Twenty minutes to five. How was he supposed to last that long? Pavel had already tried distracting himself with work, but neither Nils nor Maria had delivered any results regarding the former pharmacist.

He thought of the man with the goatee. "It was bound to happen sooner or later," he'd said. Had he really just meant that he'd found himself standing in front of a locked door?

Pavel looked up the number for the Public Transport Authority. He got through the main switchboard to the director's office, but the person he spoke to refused to release security camera footage without a court order. Pavel hung up again and sighed. As long as it wasn't clear that they were dealing with a murder, Prosecutor Müntefering wasn't going to lift a finger.

He pulled up the map of Fleetstedt. Bus line 2 ran from the indoor swimming pool through the center of town to the new housing development on the outskirts of town. They had visited the Trost family there. Olaf had brought up that story again yesterday, the one that ended with him landing in that damn bog. A man with a leather hat and a goatee had also played a role in it.

Had Enna questioned him then? Pavel looked at his phone. He only needed to give her a quick call. But that would be wrong. She was still on vacation today. It was intrusive enough to plan to ambush her at the harbor later. Maybe they should reconsider.

"Olaf?"

"Yes, Pavel?"

"I was thinking..."

"Excuse me, I just remembered something. Yesterday, you mentioned a man with a goatee. I think I know who that could be."

"He lived in the same building as the Trosts."

"Exactly. Did you also remember, Pavel?"

"I was just..."

"His name was Werner Michelsen. I was just thinking about Enna, and that’s when I remembered."

"What a coincidence."

Of course it was no coincidence. They were sitting together in an office that Enna Koopmann usually occupied. It was only natural to think of her.

"Should we call him?"

"No. You stay here and watch the phone. I'm waiting to hear from Nils and Maria. In the meantime, I'll check on the gentleman with the leather hat."
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When he saw the house, the memory came back with such force that Pavel began to feel cold, though the thermometer had climbed to sixty-one degrees today. Enna must be bringing the early summer weather with her from the East Frisian Islands. It was impressive what a little more sun could do. The islands were so flat that clouds never lingered over them for long. Here on the mainland, it was a different story.

Pavel studied the list of doorbells. There was no Trost family listed anymore. He swallowed. Few relationships could survive such an event. Michelsen still lived here. Pavel rang the bell.

"Hello. Who is it?" crackled the intercom.

"Chief Inspector Neuhof. I have some questions for you."

The man didn't answer. Instead, the door buzzed. Pavel strode to the second floor, taking the stairs two at a time. Michelsen was already in the doorway, inviting him in.

"You don't have to..." Pavel began.

Michelsen shrugged. "You wouldn't give up anyway."

The hallway of the unfamiliar apartment smelled of leather. The scent came from the resident's impressive collection of hats, displayed on several shelves.

"You don't want to hear about those, do you?"

"Actually, I do. What's the story with your hats?"

Michelsen smiled. "No one else ever cares. Neither did your colleague back then. But thank you for taking care of that business with the Trosts."

"Taking care of?"

"They don't make noise anymore."

Pavel remembered the entry in the report. Michelsen had complained about the family's noisiness.

"Well, that's good, then."

"Even in prehistoric times, humans used leather for protection and warmth," Michelsen lectured. "Animal skins were used as headgear to protect against weather and injury. In early high cultures such as Egypt, Greece, and Rome, leather helmets and caps were considered signs of status and authority. High officials and military leaders often wore elaborately decorated headdresses with metal or feather ornaments." It sounded a bit as if he had memorized the sentences. "In the Middle Ages, leather helmets played an important role in combat. Knights protected themselves with leather-reinforced helmets, while archers and foot soldiers wore leather hoods against arrows and blows. In the Renaissance..."

"Ah, Mr. Michelsen, unfortunately, I don't have time for the whole lecture. May I just ask you a quick question?"

The man with the goatee grimaced. Pavel felt sorry for him. He probably didn't get many visitors.

"Honey, who is it?" a female voice suddenly called from the living room. "Why don't you bring him in?"

Pavel shook his head. "Just the police. They're in a hurry."

As far as Pavel knew, Michelsen had lived alone back then. Well, there was a lid for every pot, after all. Unless you were a chief inspector and always had too much to do.

"What did you mean by your comment outside the pharmacy, Mr. Michelsen?"

"My comment?"

"‘It was bound to happen sooner or later.’"

Michelsen nodded. "Oh, right. Yes. Well, there's never more than one person behind the counter at the pharmacy. Isn't that unusual? When they happen to be out, like yesterday, the pharmacy is closed, and anyone who needs medicine has to go all the way downtown. That's just unacceptable!"

"So you weren't referring to the death itself?"

"No, I don't know anything about that. Old man Lorenzen, right?"

"Correct."

"Since you're asking me about it, I suppose foul play is suspected?"

Pavel shook his head. "This is standard procedure. We're just checking a few things to rule out any criminal activity. I must also ask you not to start any rumors."

"Me, rumors? What are you talking about?"

"Very well. Then thank you, Mr. Michelsen."

"You're welcome."

Pavel turned to the door, opened it, and walked down the stairs. Once there, he opened the front door and let it slam shut without moving. A moment later, he heard footsteps. A door hinge squeaked. Michelsen's apartment door hadn't made a sound.

"Hello, Ms. Winkler."

"Hello."

Whispering. Pavel couldn't make out the words, but he guessed what it was about.

"Mr. Michelsen, what did I tell you?" he asked as loudly as he could.

"Sorry!"

Footsteps. Squeaking. He left the building, unlocked Heino, and was about to get on the seat when he realized he had flat tires, front and back. Some idiot must have opened the valves and stolen them. At least the tires weren't punctured. He sighed, grabbed Heino by the handlebars, and set off on foot.
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"Are you all right?" the florist asked. "Do you need anything?"

It had been a long walk to the city center. Pavel had repeatedly considered calling Berger to ask for a ride in the BMW. But then he might not have dared to buy the flowers.

"A glass of water would be nice," he said.

"Of course. Just one moment." The florist disappeared into a back room and returned with a blue glass of sparkling water. Pavel downed the glass. He was really thirsty. Shouldn't he be hungry, too? Lunch had been quite a while ago. Maybe he could stop at Mathiesen's Fish Shack.

"Thank you very much, that really hit the spot." He handed the glass back to the woman.

"What can I get you?"

"I need a bouquet for a friend."

"A friend or your girlfriend?"

He was friends with Enna. She probably saw it the same way. Did that make her his girlfriend? He shrugged.

"I see."

"Oh, you do?"

"Yeah, it's not that unusual. You're not sure how the other person sees the relationship, you want to express your goodwill, and at the same time, you want to avoid potential embarrassment if your assessment doesn't match hers."

Hmm. That sounded like him. But that was exactly why he didn't like it. He wanted to greet Enna the way she would greet him. Without any strategic calculations. He thought about what Olaf had once recommended—a bouquet of red roses. But wasn't that too much? On the other hand...the archeologist they’d recently encountered wouldn't have shied away from it. And he didn't even know Enna. She'd certainly be surprised if Pavel showed up with a bouquet like that.

"Fifteen red roses, please," he said.

The woman studied him. He must have surprised her. But then she nodded. "That's the way to go. One moment. I'll make a lovely arrangement for you."
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"Seventy-five euros, please. Cash or card?"

Pavel swallowed. "Make it eighty." He handed the woman his card. Did one tip a florist? With a sum like that, it didn't really matter. He looked at the clock. It was almost 2:00 PM. Berger would surely be missing him by now. But he needed something to eat, so he headed for the harbor first.

"Oho, Mr. Neuhof, is that for me?"

Old Mrs. Mathiesen winked coquettishly. In spite of her advanced age, she could still pull it off. For a moment, he saw the young girl that fisherman Mathiesen must have seen when he fell in love with her. Or had it not been at all romantic back then? He estimated the fishmonger to be a little over seventy. She would have come of age in the 1970s. Romance had certainly played a role back then.

He shook his head. "For my colleague."

"Oh, for Enna? She'll be so pleased. Are you…?"

"I certainly hope she'll be pleased." He ignored the rest of the question. "The usual, please. A double order."

Olaf would certainly be pleased too if he brought him something.

"Coming right up," said Mrs. Mathiesen.

Pavel looked around. On the horizon, the sky was clearing more and more. Enna really did bring good weather with her. Tomorrow it was supposed to be sixty-eight degrees. Didn't he see a boat out there? His eyes followed the channel that led out of Fleetstedt harbor, making sure it was navigable even at low tide. No, the silhouette he saw looked more like a sailboat. The Sea Princess, the one he was waiting for, was stockier and sat lower in the water. Actually, the name didn't really suit the ship.

"Here you go, Mr. Neuhof."

"Thanks, Mrs. Mathiesen." He placed a ten-euro bill on the counter. "Keep the change."

"Um, I'm very sorry, Mr. Neuhof, but…"

Mrs. Mathiesen waved the bill and pointed to the price board. "We unfortunately had to raise the prices for the new season. Everything's getting more expensive, you know how it is."

Fish sandwich: €5.50, he read. Pavel rummaged in his wallet, found a two-euro coin, and placed it on the counter.

"Thank you, Mr. Neuhof."

"Thank you, Mrs. Mathiesen."

He grasped the stem of the bouquet. The florist had wrapped it in damp paper. Water was now slowly dripping out. Then he had an idea.

"Oh, Mrs. Mathiesen? You're open until six PM, aren't you?"

"Yes."

"Could I leave this bouquet with you, then?"

"So it is for me after all!" Mrs. Mathiesen smiled.

"No, just temporarily. I'll be back here at 4:40 PM. Well, shortly before."

"Oh, so your colleague is arriving on the ferry from Langeoog?"

She had listened well and still had a good memory. His bouquet would probably become the talk of her customers. But there was nothing to be done about that. Fleetstedt was a village in that respect. Actually, in every respect, apart from the population size. Maybe that was exactly why he liked the place.

"Yes. Could you keep the bouquet for me until then?"

"Of course, Mr. Neuhof. I'll put it in the sink; then it'll stay fresh."

"Thank you so much, you're a treasure."

"I know. You'll owe me a bouquet too, then. Doesn't have to be roses."

Pavel smiled and handed the heavy bouquet over the counter.

"I'll take good care of it."
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The office was empty. His phone was blinking. Where was Berger? He had asked him to wait for calls, hadn't he? Pavel sat down and opened the call list. He found a number with a Kiel area code.

So, neither Nils nor Maria. That was reassuring. He had an inkling whose number it was, but he had no desire to speak to that person right now.

There were footsteps in the hallway. Pavel stepped out.

"Olaf, where were you?"

Berger had one hand hidden behind his back and now brought it forward. He held a bouquet of flowers. Red and yellow tulips, mixed together.

"Ta-da! I thought Enna would be happy to get a bouquet from us."

Pavel sighed. This was awkward. He would be standing on the pier with red roses while Berger waited there with tulips. What would people think? But it was obvious. And wasn't that exactly what he had intended? Now his courage failed him, and he sighed.

"What's wrong, Pavel? Did you get anything out of the goatee guy? And what smells so good in here?"

Pavel pointed at Heino. "Someone stole my valves. That's why it took so long."

"No problem, I'll get Heino replacement valves and inflate the tires."

"Thanks, Olaf. Also, I stopped by Mathiesen's Fish Shack. Here." Pavel handed him the bag.

Olaf opened it. "Oh, two of them! Both for me?"

"Yes, Olaf." Along with his courage, his appetite had also vanished.

"How did you know I was so hungry?"

Pavel shrugged. At that moment, the wonderful smell of onions from the bag reached his nose. He immediately regretted his words, but Olaf had already taken a hearty bite out of the first sandwich.

Berger seemed truly hungry. He had never seen anyone devour a fish sandwich so quickly. Still, Olaf remained polite.

"Are you sure you don't want any?" he asked before tackling the second one.

"I…"

"Oh, I can see it in your face, your appetite's back. I know how much Heino means to you. But we really can replace those missing valves quickly."

Berger left the room with the fish sandwich and returned with a plate and a large knife. With it, he cut the second one in half and placed the plate with one half in front of Pavel.

"Or should I feed it to Heino instead?"

Pavel laughed. The other pet they usually had in the office wouldn't have turned down a fish sandwich. With Heino, he was sure he wouldn't be interested. As sure as one could be.

Before Berger could make good on his threat, he reached out and ate the half sandwich.

"Have Nils or Maria called, by the way?" he asked.

"No, nobody. Only a certain Katharina tried to reach you several times."

Katharina. The name made him cringe. Enna's friend had that name. But she certainly hadn't called him.

"Kiel number?" he asked.

"Exactly. It was about your brother."

"Yes, it's always about my brother," he blurted out. That was the problem. But it wasn't Berger's fault. "Forgive me, Olaf. The topic is a bit sensitive."

"No problem. I didn't promise your sister anything."

"She's not my sister, she's my brother's wife. I don't even know what she wants from me."

"Um, you could probably find out if you called her back. I have her number right here."

Berger rolled Enna's chair over next to him and placed a piece of paper on his desk. Yes, the number was still somewhere in his memory. His brother hadn't moved, even twenty years later. Even though he had always talked about moving to Southeast Asia.

"Thanks, Olaf, that's very kind, but no one can help me with that."

"Maybe not me, but why don't you talk to Enna about it? When I have problems like that, my wife is always happy to give me advice. Then I do the exact opposite and everything works out fine." He laughed, and Pavel joined in hesitantly. Olaf meant well.

"Speaking of Enna, shouldn't we get going soon?"

"Just a moment. I promised you I'd fit Heino with new valves. We need to make time for that. The ferry doesn't arrive for another forty minutes, and it takes twenty minutes at the most to get to the harbor."
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Pavel tapped a wild rhythm on the armrest of the BMW. Olaf had obviously underestimated the rush hour traffic in downtown Fleetstedt. They'd been stuck at this stupid traffic light for five minutes! Maybe they should turn on the lights and siren? Picking up a colleague at the ferry was a kind of emergency, wasn't it!

"We'll make it, Pavel. You'll see."

Pavel sniffed. He hated being late. If they were unlucky, someone would snatch Enna from under their noses. Who knew if one of her friends might also be planning to pick her up at the harbor? Katharina would certainly have a lot to tell her. Or what about Sontje, the archivist? And what if her father got the idea that he'd like to see his daughter again?

From the back seat, the intense scent of tulips drifted forward. Olaf had been slightly duped. The flowers were on the verge of wilting, using their last energy to fill the air with their scent. Pavel rolled down the window, but the traffic fumes outside didn't help. Enna would have to get used to it. There was no stinking private traffic on Langeoog.

His phone vibrated. He answered the call.

"Hello, Pavel, sorry it took so long this time," said Maria Doldinger, head of forensics.

"Hello, Maria. I know you don't just sit around doing nothing."

"In this case, unfortunately, it was necessary. We compared all the traces found in Senior's room. We were able to quickly account for all but one; the whole family was represented, of course."

"And the last one?"

"Lorenzen had a Polish caretaker, and she didn't return to Fleetstedt when she heard of his death. So we first had to ask our Polish colleagues for legal assistance regarding her fingerprints. To cut a long story short, they were hers. That means she wasn't the murderer. She was the missing visitor. So no stranger entered the place where the body was found. If there is a killer, they're within the family."

"Or they wore gloves."

"Obviously."

"Thanks, Maria."

Hm. That was a non-update. A perpetrator was usually found within the family circle. Everyone had visited old Lorenzen. Actually, one hoped for that. Pavel's work would be easier if he had had as few visitors as possible. Now they had to go through everyone's alibis and motives, bearing in mind that relatives tended to give each other alibis and, depending on the relationship, were not even obliged to testify. What a mess! But Pavel was looking forward to it; he loved untangling threads and unraveling the most complicated knots, but he remained skeptical because, without Nils, they didn't even have a case.

He looked at the time on the center console. Five minutes until Enna's arrival.

"Olaf? I suggest you turn on the lights and siren after all."

"We'll make it..."

"Please, Olaf."

The rising and falling wail of the siren began. Finally, the cars in front of them moved aside. Olaf turned toward the harbor and drove directly to the pier. About twenty people were waiting for the ferry.

Pavel jumped out of the car.

"Where are you going?" asked Olaf.

"I have to get something."

He dashed over to Mathiesen's Fish Shack. The owner had seen him, hardly surprising thanks to the flashing blue lights, and held the bouquet out to him over the counter.

"Good luck!" she called after him.

Pavel ran over to Berger, who was easily recognizable in his uniform next to the police BMW. Olaf looked at the bouquet, then gave a thumbs up.

"You're really pulling out all the stops," he said, looking down at his own nearly wilted bouquet of tulips.

Pavel swallowed. Was this really a good idea?
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The ferry from Langeoog to Fleetstedt flew the Danish flag, the rectangular Dannebrog. Enna also knew the name of the ferry: Sea Princess.

She felt goose bumps rising at the sight of the ferry. The same thing had happened on the way here, but it wasn't the ferry itself; it was an old case. The ferry used to belong to a ship owner who had died under mysterious circumstances. Enna and Pavel had investigated. In the end, she and Müntefering had ended up in the hands of the murderer, and she would certainly have died if Pavel and Olaf hadn't intervened.

But the memories couldn't kill her today. She had no other choice; this was the only ferry that could take her to Fleetstedt today. Arrival time 4:40 PM. Travel time would be about ninety minutes.

Bjarne barked once, as if he sensed her anxiety. "It's okay, Bjarne." Enna scratched him between the ears, took a deep breath, grabbed her suitcase, and headed for the gangway to board the ferry.

As expected, it was busy due to the weather. More and more people streamed onto the ferry, taking seats on the outside deck to catch a few more rays of sunshine. Enna looked for a sunny spot in the middle of the deck. That way, she'd be protected from the wind and get the least amount of rocking from the waves. The tourists, on the other hand, sat lined up like organ pipes along the edge, looking out at the water. They would soon regret their decision, at least some of them.

But Enna didn't care. She took her water bottle out of her backpack and clamped it between her legs. Bjarne sat patiently at her feet. His fur tickled her bare legs. Today, she was wearing dark blue socks with fried eggs on them.

She glanced at her phone. No new messages. Enna opened her email app but found only spam in her inbox. Then she browsed her usual websites. Weather. News. DLRG info page. There was no entry yet about the May Swim, but she would be surprised if there was. Her eighteenth-place finish out of more than seventy participants was truly respectable. The Fleetstedt local group would surely publish a short article about it.

Enna sighed and put her phone away. They still had ten minutes until the ferry departed. Meanwhile, the empty seats had filled up. It was a typical cross-section of the population. Many couples between thirty and fifty, a few families with children, and an awful lot of seniors with sunglasses and hats. A group of young men who looked rather the worse for wear stood out. They were also all wearing the same T-shirts, probably a bachelor party on their way home.

Enna didn't spot any familiar faces, but the Langeoog-Fleetstedt route wasn't that popular with the locals anyway. Most people went to Norderney for shorter trips and headed south for longer ones. But Enna liked the islands, especially the colorful hooded beach chairs on Langeoog. Somehow, it was something very special to her. She didn't need to go to Italy, Spain, or France. The North Sea was quite enough for her.

A rattling sound made Enna look up. An employee of the shipping company was fiddling with a hatch and had just closed it again. With decisive steps, he disappeared into the crowd toward the interior cabin.

Enna turned to Bjarne, who suddenly seemed tense. "Easy now! It's okay." Bjarne met her gaze, then peered back into the crowd. Enna craned her neck but couldn't see exactly what he was focused on. Maybe there was another dog over there, or perhaps he'd spotted something else. She sighed. In moments like these, she wished she could talk to him. That would be so great.

Bjarne barked again and stood up. His body tensed.

"Sit!" Enna gently pushed him back down. He obeyed.

He seemed to be watching a man at the edge of the deck. He wore sunglasses and had the black hood of his hoodie pulled down low over his forehead. A full black beard peeked out from underneath, framing what seemed to be a grim expression.

Enna looked away. Staring at people often made them feel challenged. She wasn't in the mood for that. Maybe she was misjudging the guy; perhaps he had a bad migraine or was hungover from the night before. Be that as it may, Enna pulled out her phone again and opened a news site to pass the time.

She hadn't even read the first article about current national politics when a vibration ran through the ferry. Someone shouted something, and they cast off.

Enna felt the goosebumps rise on her forearms again. There was no getting off now, but she would survive for ninety minutes. The fears were only in her head anyway.

She took a deep breath, put her phone away, and closed her eyes.
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Apparently, she had dozed off, because she startled awake with her heart pounding. For a moment she was disoriented, then realized she was still on the Sea Princess heading toward Fleetstedt. How long had she slept? And how was Bjarne?

He was lying at her feet but looked up immediately when she moved.

"It's okay," she murmured, shaking off the last remnants of sleep. She stretched, letting a muscle in her neck crack. Then she looked around. The Sea Princess was in the middle of the Wadden Sea. They were currently crossing a section that looked like it wouldn't run dry at low tide. It wasn't a channel. In the distance, the mainland was visible as a gray strip, but nothing more.

She pulled out her phone. According to the time, she had slept through half the trip. That was both good and bad. She had a little less than forty-five minutes left, but she knew sleep wouldn't return.

She decided to check her phone again, but she had no reception. That made her sigh. The Wadden Sea was also a patchwork of dead zones. The fact that Germany couldn't manage nationwide network coverage...ridiculous.

She stowed the phone back in her backpack and briefly petted Bjarne, who lifted his head tiredly and then let it drop again.

"Fine, then," Enna murmured and sat up straight. At that moment, the omnipresent hum of the engine stopped. It became quiet, except for the chatter of the passengers and the lapping of the waves.

Enna looked towards the bridge, but the windows were mirrored and she couldn't see anything. There must be a reason why they stopped the engines, because that was what it felt like. Yes, the engines had stopped. They were visibly slowing down.

A man at the railing stood up and looked down into the water. Confused, he turned back around. "Why are we stopping?" he asked uncertainly into the crowd.

"Are we?" a woman asked, standing up herself and looking down.

Someone grumbled, "They're probably having another breakdown. Happens all the time."

"Really? Engine trouble or what?"

"Yeah, yeah. Ever since the ferry was sold to the Danes, the problems have been piling up."

"Typical." Another man shook his head. "Everything gets stripped down for parts. It makes me sick."

A murmur of agreement, and the discussion continued, but Enna turned away. Blaming the Danes was typical. Conversations like this were stupid, the lowest form of bar talk.

Since there was nothing else to do, she got up, told Bjarne to stay, and walked over to the railing. She looked down at the gray waves. The sea lapped very gently against the hull.

She stood there for several minutes, just waiting, but nothing happened. The people around her began to grow restless as well. More and more people stood up and looked around. Questions were asked, but there was no sign of the crew.

They'd probably blame the Danes for that as well, Enna thought. When there was trouble, they disappeared. No one considered that they were probably working hard to find a solution.

Enna assumed this because she always saw the glass as half full, but even she felt a growing irritation. She wanted to get home. No, she wanted to get off the boat. Her uneasiness was back, along with the bad memories.

Hopefully, this stop wouldn't last too long.

She took a deep breath and went back to Bjarne so he wouldn't start getting restless, too.
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Bjarne, however, was growing increasingly restless. Eventually he got up and stood next to her seat, resting his head on her thigh. He probably would have climbed into her lap if she'd let him, but she didn't need a lap dog and he was too big for that anyway.

Enna stroked his head, then looked up when there was movement among the passengers near the entrance to the deck.

A woman in a shipping company uniform stepped onto the deck. She had blonde hair pulled back in a ponytail. Her skin was extremely pale; she looked positively pasty. She raised her hands as the passengers began to crowd around her.

"Quiet!" she said, her voice loud but also quavering. "Quiet, please!"

The crowd settled down. Only one man asked out loud, "What's going on? How much longer is this going to take?"

The woman shrugged. "We're having technical problems with the power supply. We're working to get it back up and running as soon as possible."

"And when will that be?" a woman asked.

The employee shrugged. "I don't know. Please remain calm. And please remain in your seats. We will let you know as soon as possible when we can proceed." Then she practically fled, disappearing back into the interior cabin.

A queasy feeling spread in the pit of Enna's stomach. A problem with the power supply didn't sound good. In fact, it sounded more like they had no idea when they'd be moving again. She didn't like that. She didn't want to be on a disabled ship, stranded in the middle of the Wadden Sea. If they were unlucky, they'd run aground. That would be extremely unpleasant for everyone on board. But Enna didn't want to borrow trouble. The employees of the shipping company were professionals who knew what they were doing.

Still, the woman had seemed tense. Extremely tense. Hadn't her voice trembled, too? Was it because she had to deliver bad news to a crowd? Or was the problem more complex?

Enna scratched the back of her head. Her detective's intuition was definitely kicking in, as it often did, even when there was nothing for it to react to. Still, an uneasy feeling remained.

She wrapped her arms around her body, suddenly feeling cold. Hopefully, it wouldn't take too long, but somehow this felt different. More like: It was just beginning. The only question was, what? And Enna had no answer to that.


Chapter Four
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Araging whirlpool formed from a mixture of water and mud. A seal disappeared into it, bleating pitifully. The Sea Princess listed, going faster and faster. The metal she was made of made painful, high-pitched sounds.

"Pavel? Are you all right?" asked Olaf.

He puffed out his cheeks. How could he be okay? The scheduled arrival time had passed two minutes ago! The Sea Princess would never dock in Fleetstedt again. They were witnessing the final revenge of the shipowner Christiansen.

"Here she comes!" cried a child's voice.

Pavel pushed his way through the waiting crowd, which had instinctively edged closer and closer to the quay wall, where one had the best view of the canal that connected the harbor to the sea. He saw a bird. No ferry.

No ferry. And it stayed that way at ten to five, and at exactly five o'clock, Pavel couldn't stand it any longer.

"Would you hold my flowers, Olaf?"

Berger took the bouquet from him. "'Where are you going?"

"Harbormaster."

He marched over to the harbormaster's office. But he wasn't the first to think of that. A man in motorcycle gear was arguing with Tholen. Strangely, he hadn't taken off his helmet. When the harbormaster saw Pavel coming, he pushed the stranger aside and came over to him.

"Hello, Chief Inspector!"

Ever since Enna had helped clean up after the big flood, the harbormaster had been friendliness personified.

"Hello, Edwin."

"Don't worry about the ferry. The crowd on Langeoog was probably so large that it took some extra time to load."

"Have you heard anything from them?"

"No, but that's normal."

"Isn't there a permanent communication link from here to the ships?"

"I think you're confusing us with an airport. I'm only responsible for what happens here in the harbor, not for shipping in general."

"Thank you, Edwin."

Pavel left the harbormaster standing there. He noticed the motorcyclist approaching again. Was he harassing Edwin? Pavel tapped the man on the shoulder.

"Chief Inspector Neuhof. Tell me, what do you want with the harbormaster?"

The man shook his head.

"Take off your helmet!"

Pavel knitted his brows. The helmet was mirrored as well. How rude could a person be? The motorcyclist touched his neck briefly, then apparently changed his mind and ran off.

Some people. But anyone had the right to run away from him. Pavel had nothing on the man, and above all, he had a more important task. The shipping company must know where its ship was. Pavel had investigated their premises before. It was in an old, thatched captain's house just beyond the harbor. He was breathing heavily when he finally stood in front of it.

However, it looked different than it used to. A sign on the door read 'For Rent. Henriette Meier, the realtor Fleetstedt trusts.'

That was just too funny. The sign seemed to refer only to the upper floor, because the tourist information office on the ground floor was open. Pavel went inside.

Behind a glass counter sat a thin woman around forty with glasses, reading.

"Hello."

She didn't react. Pavel walked up to the counter. Now she looked up at him, astonished, as if he were a character from her novel. She closed the book and placed it upside down on the counter. He caught a glimpse of the title, which was something like The Silent Waters of the North Sea. As if the waters of the North Sea were ever silent!

"The shipping line?" he asked.

The woman pointed silently upward. Pavel shook his head.

"Right." So she could speak after all. "After the takeover by the Danes, the office was closed. You can buy ferry tickets from me, though."

"Do you know where the ferry is right now?"

The woman searched through her brochures. "There!" She placed a folded map on the counter.

"I wanted…" No, he was in the wrong place. His phone vibrated. He pulled it out of his pocket so quickly that it slipped from his hand and flew away from him in a high arc. The tourist information employee reacted surprisingly fast and caught it.

"Here." She handed it to him, smiling as she did.

"Wow." Emotions didn't often escape Pavel, but the lightning-fast maneuver impressed him. The phone was still vibrating. Damn. It was probably Olaf, telling him that Enna had just arrived. And he had missed her, while Olaf was beaming with a bouquet of both tulips and roses.

He turned the phone over so he could see the screen. It wasn't Olaf, but Nils.

"Hello, Nils."

"Hello, Pavel. Sorry that I'm only just now…"

"I'm sorry, but I'm a bit stressed right now." At the moment, he really couldn't care less whether old Mr. Lorenzen had died of natural causes or been murdered.

"I'll make it brief. There's nothing to report anyway. From my perspective, you don't have a case. I see multiple organ failures as a result of the cancer. It was simply his time. I also didn't find any substances that shouldn't have been there. The injection marks were significantly older than a day. But please thank the family doctor anyway. We need people like him who don't just sign off on everything."

"Understood. I'll pass that on."

"What's going on, Pavel? Your voice sounds a bit stressed."

Pavel groaned. He didn't have time for long conversations right now. But this was about Enna, and he knew that Kettler had been friends with her for a long time.

"The ferry that was supposed to bring Enna back from her vacation hasn't docked yet."

"What? How long has it been overdue?"

"Twenty minutes. Twenty-five."

"Pavel, I wouldn't worry just yet. You know the saying, 'In court and on the high seas…'"

Yes, exactly. And that proverb was supposed to reassure him? On the high seas, you had to trust in God precisely because you were probably in constant danger. That was exactly what the saying was meant to express.

"Thank you, Nils. I'll call you when I know more."

Pavel left the tourist information office. The people waiting had meanwhile spread out a bit on the pier. All the bollards were occupied. Some sat on the ground, their feet dangling over the quay wall.

Olaf came toward him. His hands were empty.

"Where did you leave the bouquets?"

"With Mrs. Mathiesen. She offered."

Pavel noticed a white spot on Berger's chin. "You've got something there." He pointed.

How could Olaf eat anything in this situation? He looked over at Mathiesen's Fish Shack. A small line had formed in front of it. At least Mrs. Mathiesen was benefiting from the delay.

"Nils didn't find anything," he said.

"Oh, too bad."

Pavel nodded his head. Yes, they didn't have a case, which was truly a shame. But right now, the missing ferry was weighing on him.

"Did you have any luck with the shipping company?" asked Olaf.

A good suggestion. Together, they walked forward to the quay wall.

"They're based in Esbjerg now." But he could call them. He should still have the number saved. There it was.

"Hello. Mikkelsen Rederi, Anna speaking. How can I help you?"

Anna—the name sounded familiar. The employee also spoke German, if he remembered correctly.

"Excuse the interruption. I'm Chief Inspector Neuhof from the Fleetstedt police department. Could I speak with Mr. Mikkelsen?"

"Ah, the German Chief Inspector." She remembered, too. That surprised him. "I'm sorry, but Mr. Mikkelsen is currently away on business."

"Have you heard anything from the MS Sea Princess?"

"I'd have to check with dispatch. One moment."

There was a click, and he heard hold music. Jean-Michel Jarre. A good choice! Another click.

"Are you still there, Chief Inspector?"

"I can hear you."

"Thank you for your patience. Unfortunately, we have no connection to the Sea Princess at the moment."

"Shouldn't that worry you? The ferry was supposed to dock in Fleetstedt half an hour ago."

"I can't comment on that. I only take calls. But I do know that over fifty ships sail for us, and unfortunately, operational delays are normal. We can't control the weather and the wind."

"It's sunny, and there's hardly any wind."

"That means nothing; the weather can change quickly at the local level."

There was no point in harassing Anna any further. She just answered the phone.

"Could I perhaps speak with someone in dispatch? That would be very kind."

"Chief Inspector, I'm afraid I'm not authorized to transfer you there. The staff is very busy. Why don't you contact the Danish office?"
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"What do we do now?" asked Pavel.

Olaf shrugged.

They were sitting next to each other on a bench that had just been vacated. Some of the waiting people had left, especially those who had been there on business, perhaps sent by a hotel. A boy and a girl, both around eight years old and probably siblings, were playing by the quay wall. The motorcyclist sat further back on his bike. An elderly lady was talking to Mrs. Mathiesen. It was almost 6:00 PM now. The Fish Shack would be closing.

"Should we fetch our bouquets before Mathiesen closes?" Pavel asked.

"Hm."

"Yes or no?"

"Then we'll have to hold them the whole time. At Mathiesen's, they're getting water."

"You don't think Enna is coming today?"

Olaf looked at his wristwatch. "This is a really long delay. But if there had been an accident, we would know about it. Sea rescue would be activated, helicopters would be in the air, ships would set sail…" Berger pulled out his phone and showed him the screen, where he had typed in 'maritime distress'. There were no current results.

"But the Sea Princess is way overdue. Shouldn't someone check?"

"The shipping company will take care of it."

"So we just sit here and wait?"

"Um, Pavel, would you mind very much waiting here by yourself? My wife is expecting me."

Pavel narrowed his eyes and studied Olaf. Wasn't he worried at all?

"Or shall I drive you back to the station? We have the BMW…"

"No, thanks, I can walk home from here later."

"See you tomorrow, then." Olaf walked over to the BMW, which was parked nearby, and slowly rolled away in it.

And what if Enna arrived soon? She surely had luggage. Pavel looked around. Two taxis were waiting. He would get her to her apartment somehow. There was always the bus. Line 2 should also go past Enna's place. He imagined her inviting him into her apartment. No, that was strange. They were colleagues. Good colleagues, and it should stay that way.

The sun was setting, and it was getting cooler. Pavel changed his spot. If he wanted to see the sun set in the west, he had to go to the east side of the bay. He would still be able to see the arrival of the Sea Princess from there. He walked across the bridge to the other side, and then moved along the dike to the man-made sandy beach there.

His shoes crunched in the sand. It must be similar on Langeoog, which was famous for its fine sand. Why hadn't he gone to visit Enna? He'd had time over the weekend. But she would have been surprised and suspected that he'd brought work with him. He had already annoyed her once with his calls during an important competition. That shouldn't happen again.

He sat down cross-legged on the sand. Suddenly, he felt like humming. A deep hum came from his throat. He thought of Luna, the shaman. Maybe she was sitting on a beach in Tenerife right now, casting bones. He should visit her again sometime at her trailer. It always seemed to him that she had left a part of her personality there. And indeed she had. With no one else did the environment become as much a part of their personality as with Luna.

Well, maybe with Enna too. Pavel looked toward the horizon. The sun was almost touching it. But he couldn't rest any longer. Pavel couldn't just sit around here while Enna was stuck in some mess. She had pulled him out of the bog, too.

Pavel brushed the sand off his clothes and returned to the pier.
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"Hey there! Wait, please!"

A man about thirty years old approached him, blond, with medium-length hair, wearing jeans and a white shirt. Pavel tilted his head and paused. Was this an employee of the shipping company? He had seen the man from a distance, going from one waiting person to the next, as if wanting to apologize for the ferry's delay.

The man reached him. "Thanks. I'm Albert Dengel from the Fleetstedter Tageblatt. Dengel like Engel, but with a D like David." The police department held press conferences now and then, but Pavel had never seen this man there. However, that didn't mean much, partly because of his face blindness, and partly because Müntefering took care of all that.

"What does the Fleetstedter Tageblatt want?"

"Are you waiting for someone who should be on the ferry?"

Pavel nodded. "A…friend." He had meant to say colleague, but friend had slipped past his lips. But that was the truth, too. Although he didn't know if Enna saw it the same way.

"Interesting. I'm researching an article that's supposed to shed light on the transition of the Sea Princess to the new Danish owners. May I ask you a few questions about that?"

The Tageblatt was a local newspaper that hadn't previously caught his attention for critical reporting. But if he could help the press… "What do you want to know?"

"Thank you. Are you worried?"

Pavel waited a moment. Didn't journalists usually record conversations? But Dengel made no move to do so. Fine, then.

"I'm very worried. The ferry is now over ninety minutes overdue. Who wouldn't be worried?"

"And what do you think of the shipping company's information policy?"

"I'm disappointed that they're not giving us any information here. It's completely irresponsible."

The man still made no move to record anything; he didn't even take notes. He must have an excellent memory.

"Thanks. Would you mind telling me who I'm talking to?"

"Chief Inspector Pavel Neuhof from the Fleetstedt station."

Dengel flinched slightly but immediately regained his composure. Pavel had noticed it anyway, but didn't let on. It wasn't entirely unusual for people to show emotional reactions when dealing with the police. But did that apply to journalists?

"Do you have a card for me, Mr. Dengel, in case I think of anything else?"

The man shook his head. "I left it at the office. This delay was unexpected for me, too."

Well, that was understandable. Still, Pavel memorized the name.
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Something was definitely wrong. Enna had tied Bjarne to the bench and was creeping around the deck, trying to get a glimpse of the stern, the engine, and the bridge, but none of the crew was in sight. Apparently, they had all gathered on the bridge. Why was that? Shouldn't technicians be fiddling with the engine or the lines, taking measurements, hauling spare parts, whatever, in case of a technical failure? But everything was quiet, eerily quiet. As if the crew had abandoned ship.

They hadn't, of course, because Enna could see shadowy figures behind the mirrored windows. Five people were talking, gesturing, and walking around. Enna couldn't make out much, only dim silhouettes occasionally visible against the light.

The passengers were getting increasingly restless. There were lively discussions and grumbling. Others were trying to sleep amidst the hubbub, while the bachelor party had conjured up a bottle of Bommerlunder from somewhere, which they passed around while singing "Ice-cold Bommerlunder," which didn't exactly contribute to a relaxed atmosphere.

Enna puffed out her cheeks, pushed off from the railing, and went back to Bjarne. He was also agitated, surely sensing not only her stress but the collective tension as well. He kept panting, his tongue lolling out; not a good sign.

Enna petted him and said softly, "It's okay, Bjarne. It's okay."

For what felt like the thirtieth time, she glanced at her phone, but there was still no reception. Only time passed. They had been stopped for forty minutes now, and there had been no further information. What the hell was going on? They could have called another ferry in that time if the problem couldn't be fixed quickly.

Enna grumbled, scratched Bjarne again, and shifted in her seat, only to shift again and then slide back into the first position. It didn't matter anyway; she had ants in her pants. She wouldn't be able to relax.

She stood up, told Bjarne she'd be right back, and walked to the exit of the deck. From there, she went down three steps to the corridor and entered the interior area where the restrooms were located. Luckily, there was no line for the women's restroom, and Enna quickly relieved herself and washed her hands. A look in the mirror told her that she looked rather annoyed. The frown line on her forehead was pronounced, and there were shadows under her eyes.

Enna forced a smile, because one might just as well go through life smiling—it was simply a choice—and left the restroom. Instead of returning to the deck, she turned into the interior cabin used by passengers during bad weather. About a third of the seats were occupied. The scene was similar to the deck: discussions in small groups, plus dozing, bored faces. A few people seemed to be using the time to work on their laptops at tables.

Enna looked around again, but none of the crew were here either. She crossed the room anyway and looked through the windows out onto the rear deck, which was closed to passengers. No one was visible there either.

"Strange," she murmured and walked back.

In the hallway, she stopped in front of a locked door to the bridge and listened. Unfortunately, there was nothing to be heard, not even a murmur. She briefly pressed her ear against the door, but even then, she couldn't hear anything.

She could have knocked, introduced herself as a police officer, and offered her help, but she had her badge in her wallet, and that was in her backpack, which Bjarne was guarding. Stupid and naive, really, but who would steal her wallet on the ferry?

Enna waited another moment, then, following an impulse, reached for the door handle and pushed it down.

The door didn't budge an inch.

That wasn't really surprising. For security reasons and the peace of mind of the crew, it was usually locked during the crossing. Some captains didn't handle it that way, but most did. There was the danger that passengers could disrupt procedures, interfere with navigation, and, in the worst case, cause an accident.

In some ways, Enna was glad of it, but at the same time, she wasn't. She would like to know what was going on and how much longer it would take. But it seemed that her only option was to be patient.

She was just about to leave the hallway when three men came in from the outer deck. They looked determined, their expressions grim. They all wore jeans, T-shirts stretched over their beer bellies, and sneakers.

The one in front looked at Enna and asked, pointing at the door, "Any news?"

Enna shook her head. "It's locked."

"What? That can't be right!" the second one grumbled. He wore a black shirt.

"Yes, it is, actually normal," Enna replied. "For security reasons."

"Really? I don't care."

The one in the black shirt jiggled the handle and pounded loudly on the door. "Hey!" he shouted. "Open up!"

Enna would have loved to say something, but she bit her tongue. It wasn't her job to interfere in everything. Still, she stood in the hallway and waited. Curiosity kept her there.

The guy knocked again. "Hey! Can you hear me?"

Something clicked, and the door sprang inward. A broad-shouldered man in the shipping company's uniform appeared. "Afternoon," he barked, crossing his arms over his chest.

"Hey," said the third man, apparently the calmest of the three. "Sorry to bother you, but is there any information about when we'll get underway? We've booked connecting trains and..."

"No idea," the crew member said tersely. "We're working on it." He promptly slammed the door shut again before anyone could react. It clicked. Locked again.

The one in the black shirt let out a snort. "Are you serious?"

The other sighed. "That's North German friendliness for you."

A dismissive whistle. "Next time, I'm going back to Italy." He turned on his heel and stomped past Enna onto the deck. The second one followed. Only the calm one looked at Enna and shrugged apologetically.

Then she was alone again. Her gaze sought the door, and she recalled the strained voice of the uniformed man. That, plus the pale face of the employee from earlier. Two people with obvious signs of stress? Because of an engine failure between Langeoog and Fleetstedt? Something was definitely wrong here. Very wrong indeed.

[image: ]


The uneasy feeling grew stronger every minute.

Enna had returned to Bjarne, not wanting to leave him alone for too long, and sat back down on the bench. However, she shifted restlessly back and forth, hardly able to stay in her seat.

Her thoughts kept returning to the two employees: the pale woman and the extremely stressed-looking guy. That hadn't been North German friendliness, but...fear? In the eyes of such a bear of a man?

Enna told herself to calm down. Her imagination was running wild. Two stressed-out employees didn't mean anything.

But what if it did? Maybe a terrorist had taken over the bridge to hijack the Sea Princess!

Enna swallowed and watched the mirrored windows of the bridge. What could be happening behind them? A drama? Was a terrorist holding the captain at gunpoint right now? But why? They were on the Wadden Sea between Langeoog and Fleetstedt. And the Sea Princess wasn't an airplane you could steer into a World Trade Center. As an escape vehicle, the ferry was completely unsuitable. It had over a thousand horsepower, Enna had once read, but it could only go about twelve miles per hour. Any police boat was faster and would catch up to it in no time.

No, there was no reason whatsoever for a terrorist to hijack the Sea Princess—except perhaps personal revenge.

Enna made a face and thought of the old case with the ship owner. In that case, an employee had taken revenge. She couldn't rule out that option.

Was there a personal drama currently unfolding on the bridge?

No matter how hard Enna strained her eyes, she couldn't make out anything behind the windows. Should she knock after all and introduce herself as Inspector?

No. If something was going on up there on the bridge, she should remain undetected and use that to her advantage. She didn't even have her service weapon with her...

Enna took out her phone again, but she still had no reception. Nevertheless, she opened her Messenger app and wrote a message to Pavel:

Hello, Pavel! We have an engine failure on the Sea Princess, but the crew is acting strangely. They seem very tense, as if something more has happened. It may turn out to be nothing, but I wanted to let you know. Regards, Enna.

Enna read the message again, changed Regards to Warm regards, and pressed Send.

As expected, only a small clock icon appeared. But the message would be sent automatically as soon as the phone got a signal. She still had plenty of battery power, too—seventy-two percent. She put the phone away, scratched Bjarne, and stood up.

She walked between the passengers, who were discussing things with increasing annoyance, over to the windows. There she found an empty spot and sat down. She closed her eyes and tried to block out the background noise, but it was impossible. She heard nothing from inside.

Enna turned to the side and pretended to try to sleep. She pressed her ear against the back of the seat, which was bolted to the outer shell of the bridge. This created a rigid connection that should conduct sound well, but she still heard nothing.

Grumbling, she sat up straight again. This was ridiculous. She wasn't going to achieve anything out here. But how could she get onto the bridge without revealing that she was a police officer?

The easiest way was to just be herself.

And she would do just that.

Enna got up and went back inside. This time, a small group of five people stood outside the door to the bridge. One woman said angrily, "This can't be happening!"

Enna joined them. "Any news?"

"No. They won't even open up. We've been knocking for ten minutes. This is outrageous!"

A gaunt man chimed in. "The least they could do is give us some information about how much longer this is going to take."

"Maybe they don't know," Enna suggested with a shrug.

The woman grumbled. "Then they can send another ferry. This is the last time I travel with the Danes, I tell you." She threw her hands in the air and stomped off.

The gaunt man studied Enna. "Are you from around here?"

Enna considered whether to say anything more, but decided against it. "From Fleetstedt, yes."

"Very good! Then perhaps you know how long an engine failure like this takes?"

Enna smiled weakly. "To be honest, I have no idea either. It rarely happens. I'm surprised at the lack of information myself. I mean, we're only forty minutes from the harbor. They could definitely send technicians, spare parts, or a replacement boat."

"Exactly what I said," said a second man who had been silent until now.

"But that takes time!" a woman called out. "First, they try to repair the engines, when that fails, then they report it, and then maybe the shipping company sends help. But that'll be the last resort, because it costs them money."

"Money, money, money," the gaunt man growled. "It's just sickening." His gaze returned to Enna. "What about low tide?"

Enna tilted her head. "What about it?"

"Won't we run aground at some point?"

"Oh yeah, right!" said the other man. "Then we could walk."

Enna immediately shook her head. "Forget that idea right now!"

"Why?"

"Because we're relatively far out. The mudflats here are crisscrossed by deep channels that the ferries mostly use. And some areas never dry up. Even if we did run aground, you could walk for ten minutes and then hit an insurmountable obstacle and get stuck. Without an experienced mudflat guide, it can be extremely dangerous! I mean it! It's life-threatening."

One of the women suggested, "We could take a lifeboat."

"Yes! Now there's an idea."

Enna groaned and raised her hands. "Please, ladies and gentlemen, neither hijacking a lifeboat nor walking is an option. In the end, it just takes time for help to arrive. Maybe they're dragging a spare part here."

"Then why won't they tell us anything?"

Enna shrugged. "You're absolutely right about that. It bothers me too." And with that, Enna pushed her way to the door and pounded loudly on it with her fist. She also shouted, "Hey! Open up!"

However, nobody reacted. Not even when she knocked a second time.

The gaunt man finally growled, "This is the absolute worst." He stomped off. One woman followed, then the second.

The calm guy remained. He had clear, water-blue eyes that reminded Enna of icicles in the sun. Intelligence sparkled in them.

"You seem level-headed despite your shorts," he said.

Enna smiled. "The two aren't mutually exclusive."

He added a grin. "That's true." He immediately became serious again. "If they don't want to talk to us in there, we could make them come out and talk to us."

Enna tilted her head. "That sounds like a plan?"

He shrugged. "More or less. I noticed there are security cameras on deck."

Now things were getting interesting. "And?"

"We could stage a little live drama to persuade them to come out of their bridge."

"A drama?"

He smiled. "Yes. A fainting spell or some other medical emergency."

Enna thought about it. The idea wasn't bad at all. "And you want to...play the fainter? Or the doctor?"

"The doctor," he replied immediately. "I don't have to do much acting for that." He pulled out his wallet and, from it, his doctor's ID card. Enna read the name: Dr. Hauke Brodersen.

"So? What do you think, Ms...."

"Koopmann. Enna Koopmann." She held out her hand to him, which he took and shook.

"Is that a yes or a no?"

Enna let go of his hand again. "A yes. And now I'm curious to hear your diagnosis."

He looked her up and down and answered, "Well, Ms. Koopmann, I'd say you're clearly suffering from a rare fashion disorder—Chilblain Syndrome with acute style aberration. Typical symptoms: goosebumps, shocked looks from passersby, and the unshakable belief that colorful socks alone help against sub-zero temperatures."

Enna laughed. "Acute style aberration? We need to talk about that."

"Later," he said. "Right now, I'd like to know what's going on here."
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Together they went up on deck to Bjarne, whom Enna introduced to Doctor Brodersen. Bjarne sniffed the doctor's knees and hands extensively before wagging his tail in approval.

Brodersen smiled and said, "Cool dog, Ms. Koopmann."

"Absolutely. A lucky find."

"Life could use more of those." He got serious and said quietly so no one else could hear, "Okay, here's my plan: You're going to go into the passenger cabin and sit somewhere where you can be seen clearly on the security camera. Shortly thereafter, you complain of shortness of breath and chest pain. Quietly at first, then louder. Then you act scared for your life."

"Okay. Why?"

"You're suffering from angina pectoris, a precursor to a heart attack, but it's impossible to tell the difference. So as a doctor, one assumes the worst."

Enna considered this. "Okay. But isn't that unrealistic at my age? I thought heart attacks happened to older people."

"Usually, yes, but it can happen to someone like you. Nobody will question it too much. So you collapse. Then someone will call for a doctor, and I'll rush to your aid." He rummaged in his bag and pulled out a gray spray bottle about the size of a lighter. "I'd spray this into your mouth—for credibility."

Curious and suspicious at the same time, Enna eyed the spray bottle. "What is it?"

"My asthma spray. Active ingredient: Salbutamol. It widens the bronchial tubes. Extremely well tolerated. Nothing will happen to you. If you don't inhale or if you inhale shallowly, the active ingredient will only be in your mouth. Spit it out afterwards, and nothing will happen."

"Aha. And you'd give someone that for a heart attack?"

"No. Nitro spray. Expands the blood vessels, but no one will know the difference anyway."

Enna thought for a moment, then shook her head. "Why would you happen to have Nitro spray with you?"

"That could easily be explained. People with the precursor angina pectoris usually carry Nitro spray with them just in case."

"I see." Enna fell silent and let the information sink in.

Doctor Brodersen studied her. "Are you uncomfortable with this?"

"I don't know. I don't know you at all. You could tell me the North Sea is fresh water, for all I know."

"And my doctor's ID is fake, is that it?"

"Why not?"

"You're quite...suspicious."

"I'm a realist."

Amusement twinkled in his ice-blue eyes. "What do you do for a living, if I may ask?"

"You may. I'm employed in...forensics."

"Oh...that's useful."

"I don't know. I mostly just sit in our hallowed halls in Leer and examine objects. It's not very spectacular."

"Perhaps, but at least you're sensitized to investigative work."

"That's true."

They looked at each other, then he asked, "Shall we do it?"

"Can I see your ID again?"

He smiled and handed it to her. Enna studied it carefully, examining the hologram as well. She couldn't verify the other security features on the fly; she didn't know all of them for a doctor's ID anyway, but it looked like a real ID.

She sighed and handed it back to Brodersen.

"Well?" he asked.

"We'll do it."

That made him nod decisively, while Enna scratched Bjarne and then disappeared into the passenger cabin.
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Fenja Thomsen looked out at the sea from the passenger cabin of the Sea Princess. The sun was sinking lower and lower in the west, shining directly into her face through the windows. A hint of warmth remained, but it would soon be gone.

The engine failure did not bother her. Nobody was waiting for her in Fleetstedt. Her apartment would be quiet and cold, while here on the ferry, it was loud and warm.

Besides, she had seen seals on a sandbank earlier. That had been a truly wonderful experience, even though the seals had been very far out and nothing more than dark shapes.

She sighed and turned to face the entrance as an attractive young woman in shorts and colorful socks walked in. She had been here briefly before and then disappeared again, but now she looked rather tired. No, she wasn't moving as energetically as before.

Curiously, Fenja watched as the young woman looked around for a place to sit and then walked in her direction. She said, "Hello! Is this seat free?"

Fenja nodded and pointed to the empty seats next to her. "Go ahead."

The woman in the shorts sank down and smiled faintly. "Thank you." Then she looked out at the sea, rubbing the space between her breasts as she did so.

Fenja noticed. The woman's restlessness, too. Was she all right? She cleared her throat.

"Excuse me. Are you okay?"

The woman in shorts shook her head. "Not really. I feel kind of unwell and started having pain. Maybe from exercising." She was breathing heavily.

Fenja looked at her worriedly. "Should I notify the crew?"

The woman in shorts waved dismissively. "It's locked. No one's answering."

"Oh. Then get some rest. And if anything happens, let me know."

The other woman nodded and looked out again, though her fingers continued to press against her chest.

Suddenly, she was breathing heavily and turned abruptly to Fenja. "Something's wrong," she gasped, now clutching her chest. "I can hardly breathe."

Fenja tensed. "Please stay calm. Breathe deeply, I..." She stood up just as the woman in shorts got a glazed look in her eyes and slumped forward.

Fenja caught her, crying out in surprise, and lowered her to the floor. This caused a stir among those present. Several people jumped up; others screamed. Fenja did too, for a doctor. "Help! We need a doctor! Is there a doctor here?"

No one answered. The woman in shorts twitched strangely beneath her hands.

"Oh God!" Fenja ran a hand over her suddenly sweat-drenched face. "Is there a doctor here?"

A clatter at the entrance. A man's voice called out, "Here! I'm a doctor, please let me through!" An attractive blond man in his mid-forties hurried towards them. He took in the situation at a glance and knelt on the floor next to Fenja and the unconscious woman. "What happened?"

"She just fell off the bench."

"Okay. Did she say anything beforehand? Did she do anything?"

"She was rubbing her chest and said she couldn't breathe."

"Her chest? Where exactly?"

Fenja showed him, and the man nodded. "Could be a heart attack." He deftly grabbed the unconscious woman and turned her into the recovery position. "Please stay here; I need to get my backpack." He stood up and hurried off.

Meanwhile, a crowd of people had gathered around them. They all looked worried and shaken. Someone from the crowd: "We need the crew!"

Someone hurried out. Knocking could be heard, and someone shouted, "Medical emergency! Open up! Open up!"

Meanwhile, the doctor returned. He had a spray bottle with him and placed it between the unconscious woman's lips. Then he pressed it once; it hissed softly.

"Nitro," he explained. "Expands the blood vessels." Then he waited, checked her breathing, and felt her pulse. He seemed satisfied, but he looked around. "Did anyone notify the crew?"

"I think so."

At that moment, there was a clatter of footsteps. A bald man in a shipping company uniform approached. "What's going on?" he barked.

The doctor stood up. "Patient unconscious. Suspected heart attack or angina. I administered Nitro as an emergency measure. We should...get her somewhere quieter."

The bald man pursed his lips, visibly struggling with himself. "Okay," he finally said. "Can you lend a hand?"

The doctor nodded. "I'll take her arms in a Rautek carry; you take her legs."

Fenja watched as the two men carefully lifted the unconscious woman and carried her out of the passenger cabin.

After that, it was no longer loud and warm, but subdued and cold. At least, Fenja felt cold.
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Enna, meanwhile, was sweating. Her pulse was racing with excitement, yet she had to lie completely still. It was even more difficult not to open her eyes. The employee mustn't notice anything, so she remained limp as rubber and let Brodersen and the other man carry her out.

She liked that Brodersen had picked her up in such a way that he didn't have to touch her inappropriately.

Then her legs were released, and she hung only in Brodersen's grip. A key jingled. A door opened. A steamy, strangely sour smell wafted around her. Then she was carried further—apparently onto the bridge.

There were voices behind her, but someone hissed, "Quiet!" And promptly, the door slammed shut. It was locked again, which she liked even less. She couldn’t help thinking of Bjarne, tied up outside, who was surely getting more and more restless.

Footsteps. A man's voice, unfamiliar to Enna, said, "What's going on?"

Brodersen explained the situation to the man in a few calm words, to which the man muttered, "Just what we needed. Great."

Brodersen immediately seized the opportunity to follow up. "When are we going to get underway again? She urgently needs to get to a hospital for further tests."

The man—presumably the captain—grunted. "No idea. We have...problems."

"What kind?"

"Please let me worry about that. How much longer will she be unconscious?"

"Hopefully not much longer. Ideally, she'll wake up any moment. I administered an emergency medication."

"Okay. Good. Yes. Then sit down with her over there in the corner."

"All right."

Again, Enna was lifted and carried three steps before being gently set down. This time, she took the opportunity and groaned softly.

A gentle touch on her upper arm. "Hello? Can you hear me?"

Enna remembered his advice to spit out the medication. She groaned again, spat a little, and let her head roll slightly from side to side. Would she get an Oscar for this role?

Another gentle touch. "Easy now!" Brodersen said in a soothing voice. "Everything will be fine. You're safe."

Somewhere on the bridge, someone snorted softly. A hiss. From the captain?

Enna fluttered her eyelids and looked up into Brodersen's face. He smiled down at her with his ice-blue eyes. "So you're back among the living."

Enna puffed out her cheeks and wiped spit from her lips with a trembling hand. "What happened?"

"You fainted after complaining about chest pains."

Enna nodded. "I remember." Her hand moved to her chest.

"I gave you a dose of Nitro spray," the doctor explained. "A vasodilator medication. You probably had an angina attack. Or worst case, a heart attack."

Enna groaned and carefully sat up. "At my age?"

"Yes, unusual, but it can happen to anyone. Slowly! I'll help you." He helped her up so that Enna was sitting. Her eyes scanned the room attentively.

Five employees were present. The pale woman who had made the announcement on deck. The bald man. A second woman in a stained shirt with fully tattooed arms. A gangly young man, maybe a student or summer help. And the captain, easily recognizable by his peaked cap. He was perhaps in his early fifties and looked slender. A beard shadowed his face, and his eyes looked worried.

He approached her, a bottle of mineral water in his hand. "Here. If you're thirsty."

Enna took it. "Thank you." She took a few careful sips before sighing. "I feel much better now."

"That's good," Brodersen said. "The nitro is working. Still, you should rest and go to the hospital immediately for further evaluation." He turned to the captain. "Is there any way to get her off the ship?"

The captain pressed his lips into a thin line. "Not right now."

"Why not? We could inform your colleagues, who could send a boat. Or the Coast Guard. Or the DLRG. Whatever."

To their surprise, the captain shook his head. "That's not possible right now. We have no connection to the mainland. Total outage."

"Seriously?" Brodersen looked genuinely astonished. "You don't have a satellite connection on board? Radio?"

The captain's jaw muscles stood out prominently. "We're working on it. For the moment, you'll just have to be patient⁠—”

Something rang shrilly, and the captain flinched so noticeably that Enna jumped too.

In an instant, he was at a console, picking up something. A phone with a radio antenna.

Enna's mouth dropped open, but she closed it again. If that wasn't a satellite phone, she didn't know what was.

"Yes?" the captain said into the phone. "Yes, I hear you."

Seconds passed. There was absolute silence on the bridge. It was as if everyone was holding their breath. Enna also noticed the strange smell again, the one that had wafted over her as she was carried in, and now she knew what it was: it was the goat-pen smell of fear.

"Yes," the captain said, his voice trembling. "I understand." Slowly, he lowered the phone.

No one moved. Everyone looked at the captain, whose shoulders sank lower and lower under an invisible weight. Then he sighed loudly and turned to Enna and Brodersen. "You wanted to know what's going on?" He nodded to himself in answer. "I'll tell you because you're going to find out anyway. We have a bomb on board."


Chapter Five
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"Abomb?"

This time, Enna's heart pounded so hard that she actually thought she was having a heart attack.

The captain nodded and removed the cap from his head. Beads of sweat glistened underneath. "The shipping company received a threat."

"And it concerns the Sea Princess?"

"Yes. The caller specifically mentioned it."

Brodersen puffed out his cheeks. His hands trembled. "Who all knows about this?"

"Only us," replied the pale woman in place of the captain. And he said, "The shipping company informed us. Apparently there's a live bomb on board."

Enna raised her hands. "Have you found the bomb yet?"

The tattooed woman shook her head. "I've searched possible hiding places, but found nothing. But with over a hundred passengers on board, it's difficult. It could be in a backpack or a garbage bag."

"Anywhere," the bald man said grimly.

Enna stood up. "Slow down, please. Is there a demand from the bomber?"

"No idea." The captain sighed. "That's the shipping company's business. They only told us the demands. Stop engines immediately. No maneuvers. And no one leaves the Sea Princess, or there will be consequences. But why am I telling you this? You should be resting and not getting worked up."

"It's all right. I...I'm in the service."

The employees turned toward her. The captain eyed her through narrowed eyes. "How so, in the service?"

"I work in forensics."

"Police?"

"Something...like that."

"Fuck!" the bald guy blurted out. "They said: no police!"

Enna waved dismissively. "You don't believe that yourself. The shipping company has certainly notified the police." And that meant the SBI was probably involved. Were her colleagues already on their way? And what about Pavel? Had they informed him? Hopefully. She believed him capable of anything. He had probably tried to pick her up at the harbor and was still standing there.

The tattooed woman interjected. "Forensics, you say? Do you know anything about bombs?"

Enna started to shake her head, but shrugged instead. "I'm not an explosives expert, nor am I a bomb disposal technician, but yes...I know a little."

"We have to find the bomb!" said Brodersen. "Then we can defuse it or throw it overboard."

"No, no!" Enna said firmly. "Finding it is good, but I have another thought."

"Which is?"

"If the blackmailer demanded that no one leave the ship, I wonder why? And how are they going to know? So they must either be watching the ship or be on board."

Silence spread, into which the young man murmured, "Shit!" He held onto a console and slumped.

Brodersen jumped toward him. "Hey! Are you okay?"

"No," the young man groaned. "I feel sick." And promptly, he vomited noisily onto the floor.

Enna wrinkled her nose. The stench on the bridge was getting worse, but the captain still seemed to keep his composure. He came over to her and sat down beside her. "So you know something about police work?"

"A little. You pick up quite a bit in forensics."

"Good. Will you assist us, even though you really need to rest?"

Enna gave a wry smile. "I don't need rest, sir."

"Oh, you don't?"

"No. My collapse was faked to find out what was going on in here. Please excuse the performance."

The captain snorted. "You're quite the character. But good. You acted superbly and obviously had the right instincts. Hopefully you do now, too." He held out his hand. "I'm Captain Finn Lund."

Enna shook it. "Enna Koopmann."
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Enna stood on the bridge looking at an unfolded plan of the Sea Princess. "Where all have you searched?"

The technician pointed to several green-marked areas. "I checked all the green ones. Nothing there."

"Okay. So the bomb could be anywhere else."

"Not in the engineering rooms and not in the restrooms, but anywhere in the public areas."

"Maybe stuck to the hull," murmured the young man, who had recovered. "I saw that in a movie once. That's how the SEALs do it."

"But we're not in the USA," the bald guy growled, "we're on the Sea Princess."

"I'm betting more on a backpack. That's how I'd do it. It could be placed anywhere," said Enna.

"So we're looking for unattended items?" asked the captain.

"Not necessarily. Not if the blackmailer is on board."

Lund shook his head. "I don't understand. If the blackmailer is on board, surely they don't want to blow themselves up. That would be good for us."

"Yes and no. We don't know their motives yet. But can't you ask the shipping company?"

The captain shrugged. "I have asked, but so far I have been stonewalled."

"You have to be persistent. It's important to know what the bomber wants. We can draw conclusions from that. And a completely different question: Can I use the satellite phone? I'm in contact with one of the best investigators in Germany, and I'm not exaggerating." When she said it, she meant every word. Pavel would have blushed.

But the captain shook his head. "That is not possible. It was forbidden. No contact with the outside world and no police, and I'm sticking to it. I don't want to endanger any lives." And with that, he stood up, pointedly put the satellite phone in his pocket, and stepped over to the wheel, even though there was nothing to steer.

Enna sought Brodersen's gaze. He shrugged helplessly.

Enna studied the blueprints of the ferry again and decided that they weren't getting anywhere. They couldn't search all the backpacks. They didn't have the authority to do that, and they couldn't plausibly explain it. But she had a different idea.

"Well," she began. "We can't search everything, but we shouldn't leave the passengers in the dark any longer."

Lund spun around. "You want to tell people we have a bomb on board? Chaos will break out!"

"'Which is what we want to avoid," Enna immediately reassured him. "But you could hand out free food and drink. We need to calm and appease people. And while we're doing that, we could observe the passengers and make a list of possible suspects. At the same time, we could empty all the garbage cans. Business as usual."

The tattooed woman nodded in understanding. "A few more green spots on the map."

"Yes. And maybe some suspects we can take a closer look at."

Lund didn't seem completely convinced, but sighed. "Okay. You're right. So: We'll hand out water and candy."

The bald man nodded. "With what story?"

"We'll stick with the engine trouble. A component is needed but has to be delivered first, as the shipping company just informed us. It's on its way but will take time."

Enna raised her hand. "Define time more precisely. Otherwise, it will just lead to hundreds of questions."

"Good point. Say hours."

"No, no, that's just as dumb," Brodersen interjected. "‘Hours' could be anything. Was there a deadline from the bomber?"

Lund shook his head. "I wasn't told."

"Then call the shipping company. You need to calm people down. Say there was a medical emergency that led to more unrest. You have the situation under control, but the mood is extremely tense and critical. You need to de-escalate and provide clarity."

The argument swayed Lund. He nodded hesitantly and said, "You're right. I'll call."

"And while you're at it, please ask about a deadline and the blackmailer's motives," Enna demanded. "Every detail could be important."

Lund looked at her before pulling the phone out of his pocket and dialing a number. It was apparently answered immediately, because Lund identified himself by name and said, "We need information, now! We just had a medical emergency! People are extremely tense. Yes! An emergency! What?" He turned to Brodersen. "What happened?"

"Patient, mid-thirties, complained of chest pain and shortness of breath. Collapsed. Suspected angina or heart attack."

"Did you hear that?" Lund asked into the phone. "Who? An Enna Koopmann. Why? No. She's stable again. Nevertheless, the passengers are worried. The situation is critical. I need information to de-escalate the situation." He rolled his eyes. "No, I don't give a damn what the SBI says. I have over a hundred people on board here, and there's a danger we'll run aground. No! You listen to me now. I need information to defuse the situation. How much longer will it take? Has the blackmailer set a deadline? What do they even want? Money? Attention?"

Silence. Lund listened, eyes narrowed.

Enna was annoyed that he hadn't put it on speaker, but she couldn't change that now.

Then he suddenly said, "Yes. Thank you!" He hung up and took a deep breath.

"Okay. There is a deadline. Six AM! The blackmailer is demanding two million euros in cash. They gave the shipping company the alternative: either pay or finance a hundred gravestones."

Brodersen let out an indefinable sound. "That would still be cheaper for the shipping company than the ransom. Let's hope they don't have a marketing director who believes that bad publicity is better than no publicity at all."

No one laughed at the cynicism.
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"Still or sparkling?"

A bald employee of the shipping company was walking around with a large box, handing out drinks and peanuts in the passenger cabin. Fenja absently took what he offered. She still hadn't processed the captain's announcement. He had told them that a spare part was on its way, but that the passengers should prepare for a night on board. He had told them more about low tide and danger, and why a rescue wasn't possible today.

Fenja had accepted it all with her usual flat affect, from which she had suffered for years. Others called it stoicism, but for her, it was simply a great emptiness. So she would be spending a night on the Sea Princess. Who cared?

Movement at the door caught her attention. The captain himself came in and walked purposefully to the nearest passenger. He had a clipboard and asked if he could have their names and if he should notify anyone. They had a satellite phone on board that they could use to make calls.

In response, he first had to listen to angry words about how ridiculous the shipping company was and so on, but he remained surprisingly calm, answered all the questions, took notes, and then moved on to the next person.

It went on like that until he stood in front of her.

Fenja said, "You don't have to tell me everything again. Fenja Thomsen. And I don't have anyone you need to call."

"Okay. Are you all right?"

"Yes. How is the young woman in the shorts?"

The captain suddenly eyed her curiously. "Do you know her?"

"No. She just collapsed right next to me."

"Ah, I see. Yes, she's recovered. She's doing much better."

"I'm glad to hear that. Tell me, is there anything I can do to help? Just sitting here is driving me crazy."

The captain scratched his chin. "I'll think about it, Ms. Thomsen. And thanks for the offer." Then he moved on.

Fenja watched him continue his rounds for a bit before turning back to the windows. The sun was now kissing the horizon and would soon sink into the sea.
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Enna knelt down in front of Bjarne. He whimpered and licked her hands with his rough tongue. "Yes, good boy. You waited so long for me." She hugged him tightly and patted his flanks.

Hauke Brodersen smiled. "A really well-behaved dog."

"He is." She untied him, grabbed her backpack, and walked back to the bridge with Bjarne. He would be much calmer in her presence. She put him in the corner and then approached the staff. "What's the situation?"

The tattooed woman held a green pen in her hand and sighed. "I've emptied all the trash cans. No bomb."

"That's something, at least."

"Depends on how you look at it." The employee looked at Bjarne. "Couldn't your dog sniff out the bomb?"

"If only. But he's never been exposed to explosives. The most he can sniff out is sausages."

"Are you sure? Dogs have such a keen sense of smell and incredible intuition."

"True, but he's not trained to search. How are we supposed to get him to understand what to look for?"

"Okay, that's a good point." A deep breath. "Too bad. It would have been amazing."

"Oh yeah, that's true. Dog sniffs out bomb and saves lives." Enna sighed. That would have made an incredible headline.

Just then, the bald man also walked over to the table and set down an empty box next to them. "Nothing out of the ordinary."

Enna turned to him. "Did anyone seem suspicious?"

He grimaced. "Well, a guy in a hoodie caught my eye. Looks pretty pissed off. Not a pleasant fellow."

"He caught my eye too," said Enna. "Anything else?"

"A couple. They were outside earlier. Not really suspicious, but something about them made the hairs on the back of my neck stand up."

"Intuition. Can sometimes be very accurate."

He shrugged. "Lastly, a gentleman of about fifty. He was clearly nervous. He avoided my gaze and held onto his bag tightly, as if it contained gold bars."

Enna noted the three impressions on a piece of paper as Lund returned. He locked the door behind him, sighed, and placed his clipboard on the console. "I've spoken to everyone now and gotten their names. Some refused, citing privacy concerns or anger at the shipping company. A few gave me phone numbers of loved ones I should inform."

"Okay. Are you going to do that?"

"Yes. Bianca can help me."

The pale woman nodded. "Of course!"

Enna looked at the list. Those passengers who had provided a contact were probably less likely to be perpetrators, unless it was a criminal duo. But that was also possible, of course.

Really, Enna could only go through all the names with meticulous detective work. Here, for example, was an Annemarie Lotz, note from Lund: 80+. The phone number was her son's, who was supposed to pick her up with his family.

Enna could most likely rule out Mrs. Lotz as the perpetrator.

Likewise an Ingeburg Dürr. She wanted her relatives, Hermine and Andrea Golka, to be informed. The names seemed vaguely familiar to Enna. Probably residents of Fleetstedt.

Then there was a tour group of five elderly ladies, all of whom had named a Mr. Wolfram Knips, an employee of the Hotel Deichgraf. Enna could rule out this group, too.

But then the obvious hits stopped. It would be painstaking detail work, which wouldn't be very fruitful based on the limited information. She estimated from experience that she could possibly eliminate thirty to forty percent of the passengers. That still left at least sixty people.

She sighed and asked, "Can I take a picture?"

"If it helps."

Enna hoped it would and photographed the list of names along with the numbers. She thought of Pavel, who would have done exactly the same thing, documenting everything with his phone as well.

She smiled and turned to Brodersen. "What about you? You didn't provide a number."

The doctor shrugged, but Enna thought she saw pain in his eyes. "No one is waiting for me either."

"I'm sorry to hear that."

The words visibly confused him. "Why? We don't even know each other."

Enna smiled. "That doesn't mean I can't be sorry. Everyone deserves the best out of life."

Brodersen nodded, but something dark and sad flickered across his face.

Then the moment passed as someone knocked on the door loudly four times.

It was the student helper Lund had sent to the storeroom to get pretzels for the passengers. He looked extremely pale. "I found something!" he burst out as he entered the bridge.

Enna was at his side immediately. "What did you find?"

"An unattended package in the corridor leading to the storage room. No name on it."

Enna exchanged glances with Lund, Brodersen, and the tattooed woman. The latter nodded. "I'll get it."

"Only with gloves!" Enna called, but the tattooed woman was already out the door. The others stayed behind, their hearts pounding.
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Enna would never have thought that a cardboard box could have such a presence. It sat between them on the center console, radiating menace like a wood-burning stove. It was almost unbearable, driving sweat onto her forehead and back, and yet the package was barely twelve by twelve by eight inches. But it was big enough to contain an explosive device.

The student—his name was Felix—broke the silence. "What now?"

Enna sensed that the question was directed at her. Who else? She had outed herself as the expert. She really should have kept her mouth shut.

"Well," she began. "Normally, we'd forensically examine the package first for fingerprints and DNA traces. But I don't have the materials for that with me."

"Won't help much if it blows up in our faces." The bald guy. He was visibly more stressed than before.

"Still, we have to be careful not to destroy any evidence." Enna had put on a pair of disposable gloves that Bianca fetched from the galley. A box cutter lay ready beside her. Before using it, however, Enna carefully picked up the package. It weighed perhaps nine pounds. She moved it very gently to see if anything shifted inside, but nothing slid back and forth.

"Normally," she said, "this is the part where we’d usually check it for explosives."

"Like at the airport?" Lund asked, waving dismissively at the same time. "They check me every time. It's become a running joke."

"Yes, it happens sometimes. But it has nothing to do with you, just mathematical probability." Enna turned her attention back to the package and held it to her ear. She listened, but heard nothing. Then she asked Brodersen, "Do you happen to have a stethoscope with you?"

He shook his head. "Not one of my everyday accessories."

"Too bad. Do we have a glass?"

Lund asked, "A drinking glass?"

"Yes."

He nodded and retrieved one from a small cabinet.

Enna placed it open-side down on the box, then pressed her ear against the bottom of the glass. This created a rigid connection and thus good sound transmission. She listened intently, but there was nothing to be heard. Not even the faintest tick. But what had she expected?

Felix could hardly stand it anymore. "Well? Do you hear anything?"

"No. Nothing. That's...good."

Enna put the glass aside, her fingers trembling noticeably. She clenched them into a fist, took a deep breath, and reached for the box cutter.

"All right then!" she said loudly. "Let's do this!"

No one reacted. Everyone was watching her actions. She carefully pushed the knife through the tape and made a slow cut. She proceeded the way Nils did with his corpses, which she had watched once or twice. She definitely didn't want to set off the bomb, if there was one inside.

As she cut the tape almost reverently, she heard her heart pounding in her ears. It pounded hard. The others evidently felt the same: they backed away from Enna and the package. Only Brodersen stayed at her side. Bjarne whimpered in his corner.

"Almost done!" Brodersen encouraged her, and then Enna was done with the cut. She pulled the knife out of the flaps and set it aside. She took another deep breath before carefully opening the lid.

Packing foam came into view. Lots of packing foam.

Enna grunted and pulled it out with her fingertips. There was a lot of foam before she reached a black cylinder. Her heart began to pound. It was a black metallic cylinder lying diagonally in the box. A bomb?

"Fuck!" Felix blurted out. "The bomb!" He retreated, gasping to the window.

Enna raised her hands reassuringly. "That is still unconfirmed. Please remain calm." That applied to her as well.

With trembling hands, she took the cool cylinder and lifted it very, very, very slowly out of the box. The foam crackled. Someone was breathing heavily.

Then she held the cylinder in her hand. There were no displays, no wires, no LEDs, nothing to indicate a bomb. But nothing to prove otherwise.

Enna thought: If the bomber was on board, a radio trigger would do. If he wasn't on board, the bomb would need some kind of Internet connection, or at least satellite reception. Would it have that inside a metal case? Unlikely. Metal tended to shield radio waves. What the hell was she holding?

She spotted an indentation on the top edge. Apparently, the lid could be removed there.

She slid her fingernail under it. Indeed, the gap widened. She pushed farther and farther, loosening the lid.

Then she looked around at the others. "Pull it off?"

No one responded except Brodersen. He nodded.

Enna nodded back and lifted the lid. It came off with a snap.

Nothing happened.

Enna let out the breath she'd been holding before looking inside the cylinder. There was something rectangular and shiny inside. She reached in and pulled out some sort of playing card in a fancy plastic case. Another card was visible underneath.

"What the fuck!" Felix said. "What is that?"

Enna turned the card over in her hand. It showed a colorful picture of a...yes...werewolf with numbers and descriptions in English.

Brodersen reached for it. His brows knitted. "That's..."

The bald man had also come over to them. "Magic?"

Brodersen nodded. "Yes." He looked into the cylinder, then took it from Enna's hand, then pulled out more cards in protective covers. All were colorfully illustrated and glittered or shone. "Yes," Brodersen repeated, stunned. "These are Magic trading cards—probably valuable ones."

He met Enna's gaze and grinned like a schoolboy. "Definitely not a bomb."

Enna didn't feel like grinning, but she also felt relief. Although it was a bit inappropriate, because the real bomb was still somewhere on board, and they hadn't made any progress.


Chapter Six
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"The person you are trying to reach is currently unavailable."

Pavel hung up. The same message again. Was it Enna's phone? She often turned it off when on vacation. Pavel stood up. The bollard he had been sitting on had cooled down considerably. Actually, what the journalist had been doing wasn't a bad idea. Like Dengel, he now visited one waiting person after another. Unlike Dengel, however, he took notes.

Lotz family, Fleetstedt. Parents, two children. Waiting for grandmother of the same name.

Stefanie Büchner, Ochtersum. Expecting her boyfriend, Ed Winter.

Linus Hesters, Westerholt. Meeting his husband, Viktor.

Janine Magiera, Fleetstedt. Rents out ~~(word crossed out)~~ holiday homes. Hoping for customers.

Hermine and Andrea Golka, Fleetstedt. Expecting their Aunt Ingeburg Dürr for a visit.

Magdalena Mittelstädt, Fleetstedt. No information obtained.

Antonio Grobe with dog Laika. Photographer, specializes in arriving and departing ships.

Steven Heckel, Leer. Wants to intercept his ex-wife to have a serious talk with her.

Ralf Meurer, Fleetstedt. Meeting his Doppelkopf friends.

Wolfram Knips, employee, Hotel Deichgraf. Supposed to take a tour group of elderly ladies to their accommodations.

Theresa Woitschek, Leer, girlfriend of a crew member of the Sea Princess.

Heinz / Hans Müller (?), Fleetstedt (?), traveler, wants to take the ferry to Langeoog.

Motorcyclist, unknown, avoids all questioning.

Pavel sat down on the bench with the list. He had written down phone numbers for some of the entries. Müller had certainly given a false name. He couldn't even remember his first name. He hadn't wanted to show his ID, and he had clearly smelled of alcohol. But the same was true for Ms. Mittelstädt, an elderly lady who didn't want to tell him why she was here. Pavel would have to keep an eye on Heckel, the bodybuilder type. He seemed somehow prone to violence, unless Pavel was stereotyping him. His ex-wife must have really bruised his ego.

It was news to him that there were people who collected photos of arriving and departing ships. But Grobe was a professional. He would be the first to see the Sea Princess, because he had his camera with a huge telephoto lens pointed at the spot where the ship was supposed to appear.

All these people had one thing in common: They hadn't been able to reach the passengers they were waiting for by phone. The last to speak to anyone on board were the Golkas. The sisters had received a call from their aunt about thirty minutes after the scheduled departure; she had spotted some seals on a sandbar and proudly told them about it. They had even shown Pavel a photo, which he had forwarded to himself. It confirmed that the Sea Princess must have left on time. It couldn't have been delayed by more than half an hour on Langeoog. The argument that crowds on the island might have delayed the voyage was thus out of the question.

"Hello! May I have your attention, please!"

Harbormaster Tholen was standing on a bollard near the fish shack. All present moved towards him. Something was finally happening!

The crowd seemed to agree. "What's going on?" came a call from the crowd. "Is she finally coming?" someone asked. "Damn shipping company!" cursed another.

"Quiet, please!" shouted the harbormaster.

"About time!" shouted one man. "Down with Mikkelsen!" shouted the same voice that had just cursed. The crowd closed in around Tholen, whose face was flushed.

Pavel stood beside the harbormaster. Although Tholen was standing on the bollard, he only came up to Pavel's shoulder. "I am Chief Inspector Neuhof. Please remain calm and let the man speak!"

The crowd retreated a little. Tholen was breathing heavily. He seemed afraid.

"Go on, speak, Mr. Harbormaster. Once it's out in the open, things will calm down again."

Tholen nodded. "The shipping company has instructed me by telephone to inform you that the Sea Princess and all her passengers are fine."

"Then where is she?" asked a man Pavel recognized as Linus Hesters.

"She is still en route. Unfortunately, there is a problem with the engines. Help is on the way, but a special part is missing that is no longer produced and has to be procured first."

"Do you know anything about the estimated time of arrival?" Pavel asked quietly.

"The ferry is not expected to arrive before sunrise," Tholen called out loudly. "But there is no need to worry. There is enough food, water, and blankets on board to get your loved ones through the night."

"Can't they just tow the ferry?" asked the father of the Lotz family.

"Not in the dark. Besides, we're expecting low tide now. There's no suitable ship within range."

"Helicopters, we need helicopters!" cried Ms. Mittelstädt.

"I'm sorry, but there are over a hundred passengers on board. The shipping company cannot and will not airlift such a number. In the event of any medical emergencies on board, rescue service helicopters would be used. But so far, there has been no emergency, just an unpleasant situation. Surely you wouldn't want a possibly injured motorcyclist not to be rescued just so the passengers of the Sea Princess don't miss their dinner?"

"Damn Mikkelsen! They have enough money for private helicopters." Now Pavel recognized Heckel, the bodybuilder. He must be the one who had cursed the shipping company earlier.

"People, you've heard what the harbormaster said. It's best if you go home now. If you leave your contact information with Mr. Tholen, you will be informed as soon as there is news."

"With me?" asked Tholen. "Can't you…?"

"Please—this is not a police matter. Charge the overtime to the shipping company responsible for it."

Tholen let out his breath but nodded.

"You heard him," he called out. "Please come to the harbormaster's office if you wish to be informed."
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Half an hour later, the crowd had dispersed. Pavel only had one new phone number—that of the silent Ms. Mittelstädt. Neither the motorcyclist, 'Müller', Heckel or Grobe had left their details. Well, he couldn't force them to. It really wasn't a police matter.

At least that was what Pavel told himself. The thought of Enna stepping off the ferry sometime around sunrise appealed to him. Olaf would still be blissfully asleep in his marital bed. He would have to do without the bouquet of roses, because Mathiesen didn't open until nine or ten.

As he walked from the harbor toward downtown, he found it harder and harder to believe in a happy ending. The moon had disappeared behind a dark cloud, taking his thoughts with it. What if there was more to it? Was it really so difficult to get the passengers ashore? The crowd had focused on towing. But couldn't they transfer the passengers to another ship?

Granted, it was probably cheaper to force people to spend the night on board. Mikkelsen was known for cutting costs wherever he could. That was why the company had survived to this day, unlike Christiansen's company. Some cuts were probably necessary.

But it was also strange that not a single cell phone was available. In his experience, the reception capabilities of individual models were so varied nowadays that out of a hundred cell phones, at least one should still have a residual bar on the display. Dead zones weren't really holes, but gradually deepening ponds. Hadn't anyone tried to climb on the roof of the ferry? And didn't all current iPhones have that new emergency call feature? Okay, the passengers might be reluctant to call 911 as long as they were fine. So the fact that no distress calls seemed to have been received yet was a positive sign.

Pavel sighed. There was no way he could fall asleep now. And the fact that Enna wasn't here was an advantage this time: She couldn't scold him if he spent the night at the station. He simply had to find out more about the problem if he wanted to have any chance of getting a good night's sleep.
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"Hello, Heino."

For a moment, he felt as if Heino might lower his handlebars in greeting. Pavel knelt in front of the bike and checked the tires. Olaf was a gem. He had completely inflated them.

"I'll take you with me now," he said.

Pavel lifted Heino by the rear wheel so the lock wouldn't block it and rolled him forward into the office he usually shared with Enna. He leaned Heino against his colleague's desk. Friend, he had called her to the journalist. Then he sat down, took off his shoes, and started the computer.

The usual news sites knew nothing about the ferry's engine trouble. He bit his lower lip. It probably wouldn't make a good headline. The Tageblatt hadn't published anything either. But that was no surprise. The editorial staff was still focused on the print edition and had no significant online presence. Were their advertisers on board with that? But that wasn't his business.

The list. Pavel scanned the names again. He had forgotten the journalist. Dengel, he noted. But what was his first name? Pavel furrowed his brow and thought. Dengel, Alfred? That didn't fit. Adam? It was a name beginning with 'A'. He called up a list of first names. Uff. There were hundreds of male first names beginning with 'A'.

He tried the Tageblatt website. Subscribers could access articles from the print edition there. There was even a search function where you could search for the author. He tried 'Neuhof' and found some texts quoting police reports. But after two sentences at most, a login screen appeared. In one of the texts, probably a letter to the editor, someone complained about a Chief Inspector Neuhof. Both the author's name and the content of the complaint were behind the paywall. Why hadn't people contacted him directly? People were strange.

So, Dengel. He tapped 'Search'.

No results. Did you mean Dengler?

No, he didn't mean Dengler. Could he have misheard? No. Dengel like Engel, but with a D like David. It couldn't be clearer. There were no Englers. Pavel wondered what an 'Engler' might be, if only the dictionary knew the word.

He tried again. Search engines sometimes choked. But the list of results remained empty. Hm. He underlined the name on his list. Google knew too many Dengels and didn't help either. When he added "Fleetstedt" to the search, only results from Hamburg appeared. The man had obviously lied to him. But why? Maybe he wasn't a journalist at all. He hadn't even written down his answers. Had he just wanted to eavesdrop on the people present? But you wouldn't decide to do something like that on the spur of the moment. It had to be deliberate, and that meant that the man must have known about the delay beforehand.

Or was he going too far with that assumption? Maybe 'Dengel' was just a chronic show-off who liked to feel important and talk to people. Harmless, then. Such people did exist. Sometimes people complained to the police about them, but as long as they didn't endanger others or themselves, they were left alone. Pavel was a particular fan of this basic rule. Maybe because one or two people might consider him to be strange but harmless. That was why he only brought Heino into the office when he was sure no one would see him.

As a child, it hadn't been easy for him to judge what was appropriate and what wasn't. He still felt sorry for his mother. Once he had taken his recently deceased dwarf rabbit Mucki to school. The teacher, a substitute who didn't know him, had tried to take Mucki away from him. He had fought bravely for his friend, who could no longer defend himself. Pavel sniffed. The loss of Mucki had hit him hard back then. That was why he hadn't wanted another pet for a long time. Oh dear, if Bjarne should die, he wouldn't survive it. Enna's dog would have to outlive him, whether he wanted it to or not. He was not willing to compromise on that.

Dengel like Engel, then. He circled the name. “Albert,” he said, catching the name as it came to him and writing it in front of the supposed journalist’s last name.

A fake journalist at the harbor. That wouldn't help him sleep any better. He had to know more. Pavel copied the photo the Golka sisters' aunt had sent to the computer. It contained the coordinates of the shot. He entered them into a map application. There was indeed a sandbar nearby. How fast did a ferry travel? He looked up the data and measured the distance. The ferry must have left on time. He had suspected something like that.

But where was it now? He didn't have a case, so their emergency contact at the provider wouldn't be able to help him track it down. Pavel made it a rule never to bend the law in situations like this. The Code of Criminal Procedure was clear: no one could be tracked without a judge’s approval.

He called the provider anyway.

"Hello, this is Chief Inspector Neuhof from Fleetstedt."

"Hello. Fleetstedt... One moment, let me check." He heard the clicking of keys. "I'm sorry, Chief Inspector Neuhof, but there's nothing here."

"I know, but..."

"Then you also know that I..."

"One moment, please. I just need a technical detail from you, not a location."

"Oh. What is it?"

"There must be a dead zone southeast of Langeoog, near a small sandbank."

"Dead zones? That's a thing of the past. Ever since the federal government's digital strategy..."

Pavel laughed, and the man on the other end of the line joined in.

"But seriously," he said. "I can give you the approximate coordinates."

"Please."

"Do you have something to write with?"

"I do."

Pavel wrote down the numbers the man gave him. "Of course, an undeveloped area like that changes in size depending on the weather and things like that. But you know that."

"Thanks, that helped a lot."

Pavel printed out the map of the area in A3 format. Then he marked the location of the dead zone. Underdeveloped area, ha-ha. The area was about three by two miles. He searched the digital archive. On one of their last cases, they had requested current and underwater charts. Where had he filed them? There, in the Current and Underwater Chart folder. He printed out the relevant section and marked the dead zone.

He didn't like the result. Approximately the lower half of the area was not permanently navigable. That meant that if the ferry was there, it would run aground during the next low tide. That wasn't good. There was a channel that led through this area to Fleetstedt harbor, but how could they get there without an engine? The ferries had a draft of about 4.3 feet and weighed almost 1650 US tons. They couldn't just paddle it half a mile sideways.

Pavel searched online. In his mind, a ship that ran aground simply flipped over. But he was thinking more of an elegant sailing yacht. The ferries seemed much sturdier. Surely there had to be blueprints of the ships somewhere? Or why else had the shipping company remained so quiet? There, on the website of the Diedrich shipyard, he found a comparable ferry. It had a wide hull, and the keel didn't extend very far into the water. If the captain maneuvered reasonably well, the ferry shouldn't capsize. It didn't seem to have happened often in recent years, although a Langeoog ferry had run aground the year before last.

Very reassuring. He studied the map. It really wouldn't be easy to help the stranded ferry from another ship—at least if it was in the shallower part of the dead zone.

He felt sorry for Enna. Surely she had been looking forward to her own bed. He always looked forward to his own bed the most after a vacation. And Bjarne? Surely he wasn't the only animal on board. That would also be strange for him.

Time for Pavel to go to bed, too? He listened inwardly. No. He wasn't convinced. Something was happening here that he didn't yet understand. What about the strange motorcyclist? And why hadn't Müller wanted to give his personal details? Okay, he was the only one who said he wasn't waiting for a passenger, but for the ferry itself. On the other hand, it wouldn't have returned to Langeoog until the next morning. The details didn't add up.

Zoe. His colleague at the SBI. She had moved at about the same time as he had—but unlike Pavel, she had been promoted and was now some kind of boss at the SBI Lower Saxony in Hanover. Most importantly, she still owed him. Pavel pulled out his cell phone to search for her number. Zoe was at the bottom of his contact list. He dialed her on the landline.

"Yes, Kittel."

"Hello, Zoe. It's me, Neuhof."

"Pavel? I don't believe it. You're actually calling? I haven't heard from you in ages. Are you okay?"

"Yes, pretty good so far. I need your help."

"Hah, Pavel, always straight to the point. Yes, I'm fine too. What's up? Let me guess. You're not getting along with your new colleagues. I could have given you some tips if you'd called more often."

Pavel sighed. Zoe always talked a lot. That was how he remembered her. And then she'd say she had so damn much to do.

"You have to be interested in them. Personally, I mean. Not just in their work performance. Ask them how they're doing. How their family is."

He sighed again. There was no way to interrupt her. She’d have to change the subject herself.

"Oh, let me guess—it’s already too late. They complained about you to your superiors. You need a new job. If you had called a week ago, I could have helped you right away, but at the moment we're stuck in a difficult investigation."

Now he heard it. An engine revving. Zoe was in a car.

"I'm fine, thanks, I get along great with my colleagues. I have a completely different favor to ask you. But what's going on with you? Where are you going?"

"Can you keep a secret? Oh, why am I asking you? You're like a vault, you never spill anything. It’s just how you are. How could I forget? Anyway, there's a problem with a ferry. But that's not why you're calling me, is it?"

A ferry. A shiver ran down Pavel's spine. When the SBI was involved in a case, it involved organized crime, kidnapping, blackmail. What were the chances that two ferries were in trouble tonight?

Yes, my colleague is stuck on that ferry. He swallowed the sentence. It was a trick question. If he confirmed his interest, he would learn less, not more. Zoe was good at protecting her interests. The investigations she led were tailored to her. She held the reins. He certainly didn't want to work under her. She hadn't been easy even as a subordinate. And if she found out about Enna, she would try to use her. No, he couldn't put his colleague in danger.

"Pavel?"

"I was just imagining you getting on one of those Coast Guard boats."

"Ha-ha, you haven't forgotten."

They'd been on a mission to a North Frisian island once. During the crossing, Zoe had vomited constantly.

"Yeah, Pellworm was fun," he said.

"Amrum, it was Amrum. But I'm not worried about that. The blackmailer won't let anyone near. If he sees so much as a canoe, he'll set off the bomb."

Blackmailer. The word hit him like the bomb Zoe had just dropped. But being hard to read emotionally had its advantages.

"Then you're pretty close by, Zoe. Stop by Fleetstedt sometime and we'll have coffee together."

"You and your Fleetstedt, out in the boondocks. No, we’re setting up our base in Langeoog harbor. From there, we can intervene with a speedboat at low tide if things get dicey. I'll fly over from Bensersiel. But tell me, what can I do for you, besides getting you a job here?"

"It was about a data query. The prosecutor is being a bit stubborn, so I thought... But it can wait until you're back in the office."

"Sure, that’s fine. I still owe you big time, but things are crazy right now. I think I'll be back in Hanover the day after tomorrow at the latest. Our blackmailer seems to be a professional. Voice distortion, anonymous calls from abroad, and so on, you know the drill."

"And what does he want?"

"Money, I suppose. We're not sure if he's even on the ferry. Or her. You always have to consider that."

"If it's a professional, then definitely not."

"You said it, Pavel. But I don't want to bore you. Will you call me back the day after tomorrow about the query?"

"Will do. Good luck."
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Pavel stared at the phone. It was unbelievable. Enna and Bjarne were in mortal danger! The fact that Zoe had taken over the case didn't exactly reassure him. She was very thorough, but she was also...success-oriented. The reason she had gotten the job in Lower Saxony was because Pavel had deliberately downplayed his own contribution to their investigative successes in Kiel. Otherwise, they would hardly have let him move to Fleetstedt. Zoe had taken the credit. She knew it, too. That didn't make her a bad investigator; on the contrary, now that she was no longer in his shadow, she could probably play to her strengths even more.

But blackmail was different from a classic search for a perpetrator. If the perpetrator succeeded and disappeared with the money, it was good for the hostages because they had survived. But it was a failure for the investigators in charge. Zoe wouldn't tolerate failure, which unfortunately endangered the hostages.

Which endangered Enna. And Bjarne.

He had to do something. But what could he do from here? Communication with the blackmailer was obviously going through the SBI. He had no access to it. But apparently no one knew that there was a police officer on the ferry. A good investigator who apparently hadn't told anyone what her job was. And a smart dog, too. Who knew what good that might do?

Pavel kneaded his hands. What could he do? Surely the shipping company had already contacted the SBI. Maybe Mikkelsen's supposed business trip had been an excuse. What had Zoe said? She was going to set up a base on Langeoog. The island belonged to the district of Wittmund, so their colleagues must have been informed. Pavel didn't envy them. But they wouldn't help him either. Zoe knew how to keep her people in line.

He needed to get in touch with Enna. She was alone on the ferry. She was cut off from Olaf and him, but also from the rest of the world if her cell phone had no reception. He had to change that. How did cell phones connect to the network? Via a cell tower. One was probably available somewhere. Pavel was confident that he could force a provider to take one out to the mudflats, even in the middle of the night, citing imminent danger.

But if all the passengers suddenly had reception, how would the blackmailer react? He had probably chosen the spot where the engines stopped precisely because it was in the dead zone. The man—or woman—was probably in contact with the ferry via satellite radio. No, that wasn't a good idea. When blackmailers get nervous, they tend to react irrationally and start shooting their hostages.

Could he somehow get a satellite phone to Enna? If he saw as much as a canoe, he'd set off the bomb. He had the cover of night on his side. The sea was calm, the wind was barely blowing. Pavel felt capable of paddling a few miles out into the darkness. But the closer he got to the ferry, the greater the risk of discovery would become. Could he risk it?

He needed another way. How else did cell phones connect to the Internet? Through Wi-Fi networks. The office had one. Every morning when he walked in, his phone automatically connected. Enna's probably did, too. But visitors didn't have the password, so they couldn't access it. If he could somehow move the office network to the ferry, Enna would get an instant connection. The others wouldn't. Not even the blackmailer, if he happened to be on board. Only Enna would benefit. At least the playing field would be level again.

Not quite. Enna certainly hadn't taken her service weapon on vacation. He went to the safe and opened it. There they were—Olaf’s, Enna's, and his own gun. He took out the last two. Maybe they would need them today. He clipped his gun, holster and all, to his belt. He pulled Enna's out of its holster. It smelled like her. That was strange. He had never noticed a scent on a gun other than gun oil.

He closed the safe again and carried the gun over to his desk, where he sat down. Seeing it lying there felt strangely reassuring. But it didn't solve his problem. How could he move the office's Wi-Fi to the Wadden Sea so that Enna's phone would have reception? He stood up again. This time, he walked out into the hallway. On the wall where Heino usually stood, there were a few black marks that his handlebars had probably left behind. Below them, just above the tiled floor, a device was screwed to the wall. A couple of LEDs glowed green. That was the Wi-Fi router. Two cables crept out of the box like worms. One was black, the power cord. The other was light-colored and ended in a phone jack.

Right. Taking the router out onto the mudflats wouldn't do any good without the phone line.

But there were other options. When he first moved to Kiel, Telekom had left him without a connection. At the time, he'd bought a box from a phone shop that connected to the cellular network and broadcast a Wi-Fi signal. That was what he needed now. But the box needed both power and cell reception. He studied the map. The dead zone hadn't shrunk. So he'd have to place the box where it could get a cell signal—barely. At the same time, he had to make sure that the Wi-Fi signal it sent out could reach the ferry.

Pavel grabbed a screwdriver, removed the router from the wall, and photographed the default password and network ID on the underside. He would need to program both into the mobile router exactly as they were, so that Enna's phone would automatically connect to it.

Step one of many. Oh, step zero point one. The section of the map he was looking at was still covered with water. Electronic devices and water didn't mix well. He would need to wrap everything up tightly, along with a power pack to supply the router with electricity. And how was he going to get it all into the sea?

Lars. The leader of the local DLRG group was an expert. He led mudflat hikes, could operate all kinds of boats, and even had experience with mud sleds. Pavel looked at his watch. It was after nine. It didn't matter. Enna had been on the ferry for six hours. The passengers must know by now that something was going on. He knew Enna. She wouldn't just sit around. No, she would try to confront the blackmailer, defuse the bomb, whatever she could—and she wouldn't spare her own life. Pavel's hands trembled. He shoved them under his thighs.

So, Lars. He stood up and pushed Heino aside to get better access to Enna's workplace. Zinke, Lars, was at the end of the speed dial list that Enna had set up. He called the number.

"Hello, Enna," Lars answered. "How nice."

Pavel had long had the feeling that Lars was secretly attracted to Enna. But who wasn't? That was why he was sorry that he had to spoil Lars' joy now. More than that, even.

"Hello. This is Pavel Neuhof, Enna's colleague."

"Oh, what are you doing...?"

"On Enna's phone? We have a problem. Enna is in great danger and I need your help, Lars."

"Oh no, shit, what happened? Is she okay? How can I help?"

"I need to place a device near her without anyone noticing."

Pavel described the situation and his plan. Lars occasionally asked thoughtful questions.

"We'll get it to her on a surfboard," Lars finally said. "Those get lost from time to time, and it's easy to see that no one is on it, so there's no danger."

"And how do we get the thing close to the dead zone?"

"We'll have to figure that out. In any case, we need the cover of night. Then, depending on the tide, we'll take a mud sled or a canoe. I can arrange all that."

"Excellent. That's a load off my mind."

"But the question is: Do you have the device, the mobile router?"

That was a good question. He had long since given away the device he had bought back then. Electronics or cell phone stores weren't open at this hour.

"Unfortunately not," he had to admit.

"You can get something like that in a cell phone store, right?"

"I think so."

"Can't you confiscate one, then? Imminent danger and all that? You're the police, right?"

"I'd need a court order."

"Then get one."

"I don’t even have a case. The SBI is on it. Officially, I have nothing to do with it."

"And they can't handle it, or what?"

"Maybe they're handling it too well."

"I understand what you mean, Neuhof. Well, then we'll just have to break into a shop like that. For Enna! I assume if this all works out, and we end up being heroes, there's some sort of amnesty for that?"

Pavel sighed. "Yes, if we're heroes. If."

"Pavel, we can do this. We have to help Enna. Do we even have a choice? Let's meet at the cell phone store across from the Volksbank. They have the best selection. I can be there in thirty minutes."

"So can I."
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The half hour turned out to be surprisingly short. This was mainly because Pavel spent a few minutes in front of his wardrobe. That had never happened to him before. Pants, shirt, done. He owned several identical combinations; his ex-wife had confirmed that they really did match, and since then, he had simply bought replacements for anything that looked too worn.

But today he was planning to rob a store. And he definitely didn't want to be recognized. Still, he had to look respectable enough that Ms. Winters wouldn't be suspicious if she—purely by chance—happened to run into him on the stairs. When he entered the house earlier, he had met her on her way to the basement, where she had supposedly gone to get something.

However, Ms. Winters didn't own a mobile router, so the plan made with Lars remained. Pavel decided on a hoodie. His brother had given it to him once, knowing full well that Pavel never wore such things. At least it would serve him well now. However, he hesitated to put on the sweatpants he had bought himself for his long-planned exercise routine. No, it wouldn't do to go downtown in such sloppy clothes! He stuck with the respectable black pants he had ironed himself. The hoodie was disguise enough.

He quickly went into the bathroom and got a mask for himself, and a second one for Lars. Then he left the apartment. He didn't run into Ms. Winters, but she waved at him from the open window as he rode away on Heino. Pavel wasn't worried. Ms. Winters would confirm any alibi he gave her. Even if they waterboarded her, she wouldn't waver. It was worth a lot to have a landlady like her.
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"There you are at last," whispered Lars, who was standing in the entrance of the Volksbank. Pavel pulled him out. That area was definitely being filmed by the cameras at the ATMs. He looked around. Heino was standing about fifty-five yards away by a lamppost. He hadn't locked it, so he could make a quick getaway.

"How do we do this?" Pavel asked. "Do you have a glass cutter?"

Lars shook his head and pointed to the crowbar he had casually slung over his shoulder. Totally inconspicuous.

He handed him a mask, but Lars shook his head. "I walk around the business with one on all day. With a mask on, I'd be recognized right away."

Pavel had only seen the DLRG group leader during his free time, but he was probably right. Most of the people who would recognize Lars were probably his customers. However, he put on a mask himself and pulled the drawstring tight to cinch the hood of the hooded sweatshirt. Now only his eyes gleamed in the night. He looked at his reflection in the window of a kiosk. His head reminded him a little of a rat's. He liked that. Rats were smart animals.

They walked over to the phone shop. The sign over the window read, 'Your Cell Phone Shop'. All Networks - We Score with Service. Lars paused at the entrance.

"Shall we start?" Pavel asked.

"There'll definitely be an alarm system inside. The countdown starts as soon as I break through the door."

"Yes."

"I thought you might look through the display window first to see where the router is."

Pavel slapped his forehead. Of course. He studied the display. There it was! Wherever you go, your network goes with you - Gigacube. That had to be it. The box was right in the display window. But it was too dark to read the rest of the description.

"Got it," he said. "Oh, wait, we still need a power pack."

"Those are usually near the cash register," Lars said. "It's an impulse buy item."

Impulse buy, he liked that. They would take the power pack with them.

"Good, then we’re clear to go."

His palms were sweating. Gloves! Why wasn't he wearing gloves? He had to be careful what he touched. Lars was wearing his work gloves.

"I'll start now, then," Lars said. "Get ready."

He positioned the crowbar under the door frame and pushed on it. The door lifted off its hinges with a squeak. That looked easy! But Lars' face was contorted. The man must have used a lot of strength.

"Pull," he groaned.

Pavel pulled the door open. It almost fell on him. Lars picked it up and held it steady. With his sleeve, Pavel wiped his prints from the handle. The alarm system was screaming.

"Quick!" yelled Lars.

Pavel dashed into the store. The power packs were indeed by the cash register. He tucked the biggest one he could find under his arm. Then he ran to the display window and grabbed the box he had seen from outside. Damn it! It was empty. The noise of the alarm system was nerve-racking. Lars came over to him.

"What is it? We have to go!"

"Here, take this." He tossed him the power pack. "Get out of here! I'll meet you at the beach."

"Okay." Lars ran off. Through the window, he saw him turn into an alley. A short time later, a police car drove slowly across the marketplace. Damn it! Where was the damn router? The store owner hadn't wanted the expensive merchandise to be ruined in the display window. But he must have the Gigacube somewhere in the store. Pavel didn't want to turn on the lights, so he had to search the shelves by the light of the streetlamp. Samsung. Apple. No, those were mobile phones. Nokia. Did they still exist? AVM. D-Link. Zyxel. Sounded more like routers. He had to... Ha! Gigacube. There!

Pavel picked up the box and shook it. There was something inside. Ha! He didn't have time to see what it was. The police car had stopped. A man and a woman got out. He didn't recognize them; it was too dark and they were too far away. That was good. First, they wouldn't recognize him, and second, he had a head start.

But it shrank with every step they took. Pavel ducked down so they wouldn't see him moving inside the store. Lars had apparently closed the door in such a way that, at first glance, one would think it was still closed. His colleagues would be surprised if he... Pavel crouched right behind the door. He took a deep breath. There was only one chance—he had to be faster than his pursuers. On one side of the marketplace was a narrow alleyway that no car could fit through. He would be able to elude them there. If he could get there first.

One, two, three. He jumped up and pushed against the door, which crashed outward. The glass shattered into a thousand pieces on the rough pavement. Pavel sprinted through the rain of glass.

"Stop right there!" a woman's voice shouted.

"Take the car!" shouted a man.

Pavel didn't stop. No one would shoot a shoplifter. He hoped. There were footsteps behind him. Pavel gave it everything he had. The pursuer fell behind. But now the police car was catching up. Its wheels crunched over the rough pavement. Pavel jumped over a barrier. An ugly sound as the car braked, metal on metal. Oh, that would leave a nasty scratch. The car stopped. The driver activated the flashing lights and the accompanying siren. A chase across the marketplace at night. That would be fodder for the local paper. Would Albert Dengel write the story?

There was the alley. His salvation. Pavel sprinted into it. He slowed down a bit. The footsteps of the pursuers receded. And now? He had to pick up Heino, who was parked within sight of the cell phone shop. Or should he claim that the bike had been stolen? No, he couldn't do that to Heino. At the end of the alley he turned left and ran right into the arms of a police officer.

"Gotcha. Didn't expect that, did you?" The cop forced him to turn his back. Pavel thought about what judo hold he could use before he ended up in handcuffs. Then the voice caught his attention. He turned around.

"Kuno, is that you?"


Chapter Seven
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Kuno let go.

"Neuhof! What on earth are you doing here?"

"I'm undercover. Kuno, you have to let me go. We're trying to catch a gang that's been operating here in the north for a while. Dutch guys. They're the ones who've been blowing up ATMs, too. I'm this close to the ringleader."

"Sorry, sir. I didn't realize. Couldn't you have given us a heads up?"

"That's what I'm doing right now. I dropped back on purpose so you'd catch me, not the other guy. But don't tell your partner. There's a leak in the department."

Kuno covered his mouth. "I can't believe it. Not Hella."

Hella must be his partner.

"Still, just tell her I got away. I know I can count on you. Olaf swears by you."

"Thanks, that's good to hear. Olaf is a good friend."

"I think he meant it objectively."

A pair of headlights shone down the side street.

"Go on, Pavel. I'll tell Hella you were just a bystander I stopped to check out."

"Thanks a lot, Kuno. Good work!"

Kuno stepped closer. Pavel leaned down as if he wanted to whisper something into Kuno's ear. "That other guy...wasn't that Zinke, the butcher's son?"

"No way! How could you think that? Zinke is no gangster."

"Well, that's a relief."

Pavel gave a mock salute, touched a non-existent cap, and walked away calmly, the Gigacube box tucked under his arm. Kuno walked back to the patrol car.
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By the time he got to the beach, it was pitch dark. The moon had just set. The dike blocked out the lights of the city. The only light came from the stars, about half of which were hidden by clouds. And a flashlight beam that made a welcoming gesture. The beam landed on an SUV. Pavel pushed Heino across the sand.

"Better toss it in the back," Lars said.

Pavel took the Gigacube from the bike rack. "This?"

"No, I meant the bike. That way we can make a faster getaway if we have to. Hold on, I'll help you."

Together they lifted Heino into the back of the truck. The surfboard, a two-person canoe, and the mud sled were already there. Too bad Olaf wasn't with them. He had been really excited about mud sledding lately. Maybe he should have brought him along? Better not. If they didn't end up as heroes, Olaf couldn't afford to lose his job. After all, he had a family.

They climbed into the cab, where Lars turned on the interior light. Pavel assembled the Gigacube. Lars had already connected the power pack to the car's electrical system. Four out of five indicator lights were on, which meant it was eighty percent charged. Pavel wasn't sure what that meant for the router's battery life. The power supply he'd grabbed had a capacity of about a hundred watt-hours. According to Google, the mobile router used less than twenty watts. So, with eighty watt-hours available, they could expect eighty divided by twenty...about four hours of battery life.

Four hours. That wasn't much. It might be worth waiting a little longer in the truck until the power bank was fully charged. Pavel still had to configure the Wi-Fi anyway.

Then he realized he'd forgotten something. The router needed a SIM card. Pavel sniffed. Stealing one probably wouldn't have helped much. It had to be activated first.

"Lars? Could I use your SIM card?"

"But then I won't be able to..."

"You can get a new one tomorrow. If we use mine, I won't be able to reach Enna while I'm not in the office. And I'd really like to wait for her somewhere nearby."

"What do you mean, Pavel? Wait here on the beach? The only way to Langeoog is by ferry. And that..."

"On the water."

Lars shook his head. "That might work at night, but as soon as it gets light, you're a sitting duck out there. If the bad guy is at the helm, he can see five, maybe six miles out. But of course you can have my SIM card."

Hm. He couldn't argue with that. It was possible that the blackmailer wouldn't even be there, but Pavel couldn't count on that, especially since the guy could probably rely on cameras.

"So how exactly are we going to do this?" he asked.

"We mount the router on the surfboard. Then we paddle out to the ferry. I'll handle the rest—I’ll get the surfboard within range of its Wi-Fi network." Lars pointed to a wetsuit lying in the footwell. "Then we paddle back. We need to get it all done before daylight."

That was a promising strategy. You could really count on Lars.

"I also brought some gloves for you," Lars said. "Paddling will be hard on your hands otherwise. I also brought some stuff to help wrap the equipment."

He lifted a backpack onto the center console. Inside was electrical tape, bubble wrap, and two pairs of scissors.

"Hold on. We have a power cable to connect the power pack and the router, right?" Pavel asked.

Lars pointed to the cable that connected the car's system to the power pack. "This should do."
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"Okay, pushing off!"

Pavel sat in the back of the canoe. He'd had trouble fitting his long legs in; he wouldn't have fit in the front at all. But Lars didn't mind waiting to get in until after they'd pushed off. He was already wearing his wetsuit. He'd also pulled a sweater and a thick jacket on over it.

The canoe scraped over the sand. Pavel helped push off with his paddle. They were lucky the North Sea was so calm tonight. He had his phone tucked between his legs. He'd entered the target coordinates they needed to reach.

There was a splash behind him, and a shadow slid past. That was the surfboard. Two green LEDs blinked. One indicated cell reception; the other signaled that the Wi-Fi network was broadcasting. Pavel's phone had already logged on successfully. Pavel used his paddle to pull the surfboard closer. He pulled off his right glove to turn off the router. They'd probably have to paddle for an hour to reach their destination.

How they would get back to the beach wasn't entirely clear yet. The tide was going out. If they were too slow, they would eventually run aground. Lars wasn't worried about it—they’d just have to walk if it came to that.

There was a splash. Lars turned the canoe so he could get in easier. It rocked back and forth. Pavel steadied it with his paddle. Finally Lars was settled, and the canoe rode a couple of inches lower in the water.

"Ready?" asked Lars.

"Ready."

They paddled. Lars set a strong pace. He clearly had more upper-body strength. After ten minutes, Pavel couldn't keep up the pace anymore. His respect for Lars grew.

"Just paddle every other stroke," Lars said.

Pavel felt a little ashamed, but agreed anyway. He resolved to do more strength training in the future.

The further they paddled out into the bay, the brighter it seemed to get. Pavel's eyes adjusted better and better to the night, and eventually he felt as if he could read by starlight. When he briefly turned on his phone, the screen blinded him. Afterward, the deep darkness returned for a few minutes.

They made good time, mainly thanks to Lars. Hopefully, he wouldn't wear himself out too much; after all, he would still have to swim a considerable distance to get the surfboard closer to the ferry.

"So what's the deal with you and Enna, anyway?" Lars asked eventually.

Pavel nearly choked and had to cough.

"Not so loud," said Lars. "I don't think we have much further to go."

Pavel held his breath, and the urge to cough disappeared. Lars seemed to have forgotten his question, so Pavel skipped the answer, which he didn't really have anyway. Conveniently, his phone vibrated just then, signaling they had reached the target coordinates.

"This is it, right?" Lars turned toward him.

"Yes."

Lars activated his fitness watch. "Good. I have the route on here. The watch will guide me. We'll meet back here in half an hour."

The canoe swayed as Lars got out, but he quickly steadied it. At that moment, Pavel saw that the water only reached Lars's hips.

"Good luck," said Pavel.

"I don't believe in luck. If you haven't heard from me in forty-five minutes, paddle back alone. Okay?"

"But I can't just..."

"Please. For Enna. I can't rule out the possibility that I'll get caught. If they have night vision goggles, they'll spot me."

"Just don't take any unnecessary risks. Leave the surfboard drifting at least a mile and a quarter from the ship."

Out in the open water, that should be enough range to provide the ferry with Wi-Fi. The waves weren't too bad tonight.

"Wait!" Pavel called out. "I turned off the router."

Whew. Good thing he'd remembered.

"Okay. I'll turn it on before I head back."
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He was alone. The broad band of the Milky Way gleamed above him. 300 billion stars with even more planets. Everything should have felt small and insignificant, but Enna was on the ferry, which could be blown up by a bomb at any moment. Right now, there was nothing more important in the universe!

Pavel looked up, searched for the North Star, and aimed the bow of the canoe toward it. The tide was still going out. So he was in a constant current. How would Lars find him again? His phone's flashlight might help, but the blackmailer on the ferry would notice it too.

He tapped on the edge of the canoe. It unnerved him, being completely helpless. Enna was in danger! Should he swim over there to confront the blackmailer? But the authorities didn't even know if he was actually on board. In the end, all he would achieve would be to have the bomb detonated because of him!

Suddenly, his phone vibrated. He pulled it out of his pocket, but kept it below the canoe's gunwale while dimming the screen's brightness. It was a message from Enna! Pavel's heart pounded.

Good morning, Pavel! We have an engine failure on the Sea Princess, but the crew is acting strangely. They seem very tense, as if something more has happened. It may turn out to be nothing, but I wanted to let you know. Regards, Enna.




At first, he was relieved. Engine trouble, nothing more. Then he saw the timestamp beneath the message. Enna had typed it hours ago—but now that she had reception again, it had finally come through to him. At least he knew Lars must have succeeded. That meant Lars was on his way back.

How could he help his partner? Pavel gripped his phone. It felt a little like Enna herself was inside it. The device showed her status as "online." But the three dots that indicated she was typing didn't appear. She probably had to be careful not to get caught by the blackmailer.

She needed information. It was possible the bomber was in contact with one of the people waiting at Fleetstedt harbor. The motorcyclist seemed very suspicious to him. But the culprit was probably the person he least suspected. You always had to take a criminal's intelligence into account. It was foolish to rely on their stupidity, even though it was often a factor that made solving a case easier. Pavel copied the list he'd made into the messaging app. Two blue checkmarks appeared, but still no sign he was getting a reply.

Splash. Pavel jumped and almost dropped his phone. It had to be Lars. He was really fast. Barely ten minutes had passed since he'd connected with Enna.

"Lars?" he whispered.

"Oh my God, someone's there! You're heaven-sent!"

"Shhh."

The voice wasn't Lars's, and it was damn loud. The man needed to be quiet! At least he listened. The splashing came closer.

"Who are you?" Pavel asked as quietly as possible.

"Ed Winter. I came from the ferry."

The name sounded familiar. Right, he'd just seen it on the list. A Stefanie Büchner was waiting for him at the harbor.

"Are you crazy?" Pavel hissed. "Going out onto the mudflats in the middle of the night? That's deadly dangerous!"

"Still better than waiting to die on the ferry. Something's going on over there, I could feel it. Engine trouble, they told us, but that's nonsense. A woman collapsed and had to be revived. Maybe they're trying to poison us all or something."

"A woman? Can you describe her?"

The man laughed. "Quiet!" Pavel scolded him. "You bet," the man said. "She was one of a kind. Shorts and socks, can you imagine?"

Suddenly, his chest felt empty. Just empty, no air left, like he'd fallen into a vacuum.

"What's wrong with you, Mister...?"

The man slapped his face with wet hands. That snapped Pavel back to the present.

"Enna Koopmann?" he asked.

"No idea what her name is. But she didn't die. Woke up right away. I'm just saying. Then the crew members went around asking strange questions. And handing out nuts! When they came around with the free snacks, I knew I had to get out of there. The ferry company would never give anything away for free, not without a reason. They want us to stay calm, they said that too, but they picked the wrong guy for that."

"Still, what you did was incredibly dangerous, and you put others at risk, too."

"What do you mean?" Winter asked.

Should he tell him? Hm. At this point, he might as well. "There's a bomb on the ferry. The company is being blackmailed. If the blackmailer feels cornered, he might react emotionally."

"He's going to blow up the ferry? Wow, I guess I really got lucky." The man went for a high five, Pavel could tell even in the dark. He didn't react.

"So what do we do now? Can you take me to shore? I'm freezing. I need to get out of the water. There's room in the canoe!"

Now the guy was getting pushy. Pavel took a deep breath.

"I'm a police officer. I can't take you to shore right now. Your best bet is to return to the ferry."

Ed Winter scoffed. "After you just told me about the bomb? I'm not crazy. Come on, make room, it's freezing cold in the water."

Suddenly, the man flinched as his arms were yanked up, doubling over with a choked sound as his head slammed against the canoe's edge. At the same moment, Lars emerged from the darkness. His wetsuit gleamed, reminding Pavel of a mythical sea monster.

"This guy giving you trouble?" Lars asked.

"Shit, I didn't know SWAT was here. Let me go, please, you're breaking my arms."

Lars apparently loosened his grip slightly, because Winter relaxed. But he was still draped over the canoe.

"He's a passenger who escaped from the ferry," Pavel explained.

"Damn, we really don't need this right now," Lars said. "Maybe I should just drown him. We can blame it on the blackmailer."

"Don’t, I won't give you any trouble."

Under different circumstances, Pavel would have grinned. Lars could get away with things that he, as an officer, couldn't. He could never threaten a witness like that. But right now, Enna's condition weighed heavily on him.

"Winter, tell my friend what you saw on board," he demanded.

"About the woman in the socks?"

"Exactly."
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Afterward, there was a moment of silence. Lars swallowed hard. Enna's fate obviously affected him as much as it did Pavel.

"It makes no sense for us to get involved," Lars finally said.

He was right. If they suddenly showed up on the scene now, it would only endanger the ferry passengers. They had to use their advantage—now that there was a connection again, they could be Enna's eyes and ears out here.

If she was okay. Pavel stared at his phone, which still showed his partner as "online." What if the blackmailer already had her phone? Obviously, the ferry's position in the dead zone had been deliberate. The bomber didn't want anyone but himself to have contact with the outside world. Only then could he control the situation. If he caught Enna typing...

They needed to know who they were dealing with. If the bomber had Enna's phone, Pavel couldn't give her away with his message.

"Hi Honey!"




He typed into the messenger's text field, smiling as he did.

"Where did you hide my asthma medication? I can't find it!"




Two blue checkmarks. No reply.

"The messages are going through, but she's not replying," Pavel said.

"We had better head back to the harbor," said Lars.

"Good idea," said Ed Winter. "Can I sit in the canoe? It's really..."

"Yeah, come on, get in," Lars said. "I'm fine in my suit."
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What was all the commotion? It looked like teenagers were having a party on the beach. Pavel could make out the shapes of at least three vehicles. But Lars kept pulling strongly on the line he was using to tow the canoe. Lars was a real machine. Ed Winter and he were paddling, but more out of politeness.

"Pavel, is that you?"

The wet sand crunched. Someone in rubber boots was coming toward them.

"Olaf?"

The man moved faster, but stopped, startled, when what he must have thought was a sea monster appeared in front of him.

"Whoa, whoa, whoa!" he yelled, drawing his weapon.

"It's Lars Zinke, Olaf, don't worry!"

"Here, take the line," Lars said, stomping out of the water.
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"How did you get here?" Pavel asked, as they sat wrapped in warm blankets on the hood of the department's BMW. An ambulance had taken Ed Winter away to be monitored for hypothermia.

"Kuno called me with some crazy story. That you'd gone undercover with a gang of robbers and knocked off a phone store."

"I specifically told him not to tell anyone."

Berger laughed. "Sounds like you picked the right guy for that."

"But how did you find us on the beach?"

"I put two and two together. The notes you left at the station, the call to our local rescue squad leader...Zinke's truck on the beach...and then Heino all alone here... Something really terrible must have happened."

Heino. Pavel swallowed, but mostly because right now, he couldn't care less about his bicycle. It was just a machine.

"Enna's in danger!" he said loudly, having to wipe a few drops from his eyes that must have splashed on them when he got out of the canoe.

Olaf laid a hand on his shoulder. "I heard about the ferry's engine trouble."

"Trouble? If only."


Chapter Eight
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The salty air of the North Sea blew into Enna's face. Night had fallen, and darkness had settled over the Sea Princess. Inside, all the lights were on. A yellow glow reflected on the water.

Bjarne whined softly and circled around her on his leash. Enna was with him on the aft deck, which was reserved for personnel. He was supposed to do his business there. Whether he actually did, she couldn't say. The day had been at least as stressful for him as it had been for her.

Enna gave Bjarne more leash and leaned against the railing while he paced back and forth, sniffing.

Her thoughts immediately returned to the bomb. They hadn't found it yet, and further searches would attract attention. So far, they'd done everything stealthily so as not to tip off the blackmailer—if he was even on board—but Enna was beginning to doubt that there was a bomb at all. That was a possibility. A big bluff, because the blackmailer had guts.

It reminded her of a documentary about Avicii. The late star DJ owed part of his fame to his manager, who'd had his own moment in the spotlight. At one point, he offered a song that might have sold for just a few hundred dollars for half a million. He claimed there was a competing offer that high. The producer took the bait, put half a million on the table, and the song became a global hit. Only…there had never been a competing offer. Just a massive bluff.

Was that happening here on the Sea Princess?

Enna had no idea, but it didn't really matter. She had to handle the case as if there was a bomb. But where was it?

And even more importantly: Was the blackmailer on board? If so, that changed their entire approach.

Bjarne's claws scraped across the hard deck. He had apparently finished his business.

Enna shone her phone light and found a puddle. "Good boy."

She walked back toward the entrance with him, but paused to look through the window into the passenger lounge. It was crowded inside; after the sun set, everyone had gone indoors. The crew had distributed more water, snacks, and blankets. Lund had also turned up the heat. It ran on electricity, and they still had enough juice, according to him. Hopefully he wasn't wrong.

Enna didn't want to imagine being stuck on the boat in the dark. She turned her gaze back out to sea. A few stars twinkled above her. In the distance, a faint glitter was visible: the mainland, where Pavel was probably waiting. He knew she was due back today. Had he been waiting for her? She wouldn't put it past him. He was the type who would have been standing on the pier right on time for docking, probably formally dressed in a shirt and tie, a little flower in his hand.

Okay, maybe she couldn't picture the flower, but the rest, yes.

Was he going crazy with worry by now? When it came to her safety, Pavel was overprotective. He worried around the clock. A sweet trait, in itself, but sometimes pretty exhausting too.

A splash to starboard made her look in that direction, but nothing was visible in the darkness. Only for a few yards around the ship did the dark water reflect the shimmer of light from the windows.

Enna turned away from the water and went inside.

Lund and Brodersen were the only ones on the bridge. Lund was on the satellite phone, speaking quietly to someone, and the doctor was hunched over the list at a workstation, looking up as Enna and Bjarne entered.

"I've jotted down a few thoughts."

Enna went over to him and looked at the typically scrawled and barely legible doctor's notes on the list.

Seeing her pained expression, Brodersen grimaced himself and explained: "Okay: I crossed off all the families with children. I find it extremely unlikely that a mother or father would smuggle a bomb on board."

"Good point."

He smiled. "Then I put brackets around all the older ladies and gentlemen."

"I wouldn't necessarily do that." Enna remembered a case with Pavel involving an elderly couple who had committed murder. "Crime is possible at any age."

"Sure, but a bomb along with a threat and a ransom demand?" He shook his head. "I can't imagine it."

"You wouldn't believe what desperation can drive people to do," Enna replied.

Something flashed in his eyes as he nodded and said, "That's true. It's just hard for me to imagine." He quickly turned away and studied the list again.

Enna studied his profile. What was that reaction? That flicker in his eyes? Fear? No. Guilt? Being caught? She couldn't tell, but it had been a strange reaction.

She looked at the list again and asked, "What are these marks?" He had added circles next to some names.

"Those are single people."

"Single or traveling alone?"

"The latter."

"Okay. And they get higher priority, in your opinion?"

"Yes," he said. "Well, if I try to put myself in the perpetrator's shoes, I'd do something like this alone."

"And why is that?"

Brodersen shrugged. "I don't know. I can act autonomously, don't have to involve anyone else, I can be spontaneous and operate without communication."

"Valid points." Enna smiled. "Maybe you should join the police force."

He snorted. "Not for me. I just read about a tactic like that in a book once, where the inspector used it very successfully. Don't you have to be a little twisted in the head for that? You know, close to the psyche of a perpetrator?"

Enna pursed her lips. "Good and evil are often not far apart. Criminals don't necessarily think much differently than normal people." She shook her head. "What I mean is that anyone can become a criminal. All it takes is the right trigger."

He nodded. "Yes, I understand. I believe that too. Even the strongest heart breaks eventually." With those words, he stood up and left the bridge, heading for the restroom.

Enna watched him go. What had those last words meant? Even the strongest heart breaks eventually? It sounded like heartbreak or loss. Had she unintentionally hit a nerve with him?

She sighed and studied the list. His thoughts were good and narrowed down the possible suspects further. He had even put a circle next to his own name at the end of the list. And hers too.

For several long seconds, Enna stared at the name Hauke Brodersen with the circle next to it. Then she suddenly shivered and rubbed her arms.

Lund spoke louder into the phone: "Yes, thank you very much! Bye." He sighed deeply. "That was the last one on the call list."

"And?"

"Well, as expected. A lot of anger and confusion, but the call seemed to calm most of them down."

"Sounds good. What was your impression regarding potential guilt?"

Lund shook his head, took off his cap, and rubbed his face with his hands. "If you ask me, we can cross off everyone with a phone number listed. Beneath the initial angry reaction, you could hear genuine concern from all of them."

Enna nodded and crossed everyone with a contact person off the list. Then she counted. Thirty-two names remained. That was a significant reduction.

She asked, "Has the ferry company contacted us again?"

"No." Lund waved dismissively, annoyed. "Communication has gotten pretty bad since Mikkelsen took over. They've cut the budget and staff left and right to maximize profits. It doesn't surprise me that no one's calling. Maybe they're just leaving us to fend for ourselves. Wouldn't be a surprise." He sighed again, stood up, and also left the bridge.

Enna was left alone with Bjarne.

She remained seated for a few more seconds before consulting the list again. There was one thought they hadn't considered yet: An employee could also be the blackmailer! The takeover of the ferry company by the Danes might not have gone down well with some. Staff and budget cuts, plus the new corporate philosophy. She added the employees' names, though the student helper seemed less likely. He had reacted far too emotionally, but you never knew.

When she finished, she pulled out her phone to photograph the list again.

Her eyes widened. Her phone showed reception! Reception!

Her heart suddenly hammered until she realized she didn't have cell reception; it was Wi-Fi. Wi-Fi!

She didn't understand. How could she have Wi-Fi here? Did the ship have network access again?

She opened the settings and couldn't stop staring. She was logged into her office network back at the station. Weak, only one bar, but a network was a network.

Enna laughed hoarsely. She was about to open her Messenger app when someone said, "What's so funny?"

Enna looked up. Brodersen had entered and was studying her with a strange look that sent a shiver down her spine.

"Oh, nothing. I was just looking at a photo collage of Bjarne on my phone."

Reacting to his name, Bjarne stood up and looked at her expectantly.

Enna scratched his ears and put her phone away.

Brodersen was still studying her. She felt his gaze like a burning spot on her forehead.
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"Where are you going?"

The question felt like a leash and made Enna pause in the doorway. She turned to Brodersen. "To the bathroom, why?"

He shook his head. "Sorry. Just a reflex."

"Ah." She forced a smile and left the bridge.

In the hallway, her legs suddenly felt weak, and she stopped, leaning against the wall for support. She took a deep breath. Something suddenly felt wrong, and it was definitely Brodersen. As nice as he'd been so far, she'd clearly hit a nerve. He suddenly seemed...suspicious. Did he suspect her now? He had circled her name, after all, but how could he know any differently? He didn't know her, any more than she knew him.

Enna's fingers tightened around the phone in her pocket. Brodersen's feelings didn't matter now. She had a signal! She had to seize the opportunity.

So Enna hurried to the ladies' room and locked herself in one of the stalls. There, she pulled out her phone and froze. The signal was gone. "Network connection lost."

"This can't be happening!" She turned the Wi-Fi off and on again, but the phone couldn't find the network. But it had been there. She opened her Messenger app and—there! The message to Pavel had gone through! The clock icon had been replaced by checkmarks.

And a reply from him had arrived. A strange reply:

Hi honey.




Where did you hide my asthma medicine? I can't find it!




Enna ran her hand through her hair. She suddenly started to sweat. What Pavel wrote was bizarre, but he often did strange and not quite understandable things. More importantly, she really had been connected earlier, for whatever reason. Down here, the metal structure of the ferry was probably blocking the signal. So she had to go back up, but up there, the others would notice.

Enna started. Did the others have a signal then, too? No, it had been her office network. How did that get to the Sea Princess?

Enna had no idea, but sometimes you didn't have to question everything. Right now, it was the result that counted.

So she focused and wrote a message to Pavel. In it, she summarized all the information she had and attached the list. Maybe Pavel and Berger could do something with it.

Enna puffed out her cheeks, reread her message, and added:

Bjarne and I are fine. Don't worry!




She hit Send. The clock symbol appeared.

Enna put her phone away and left the bathroom. On her way back up, she didn't turn toward the bridge, but went into the passenger lounge instead. The passengers sat packed close together. Most were dozing, others talking quietly to each other. Hardly anyone was looking at their cell phones. It would have been different if everyone had a signal.

Heart pounding, Enna left the lounge and went out onto the deck to get some fresh air. She forced herself not to take out her phone. She could be seen from the bridge.

She stood there for several minutes until she felt cold. Just as she was about to leave the deck, Brodersen came over to her. "Are you okay?" He sounded concerned.

Enna nodded. "I think so. The stress is just getting to my digestion."

"I know the feeling. Best to avoid coffee; stick to calming drinks. Still water or herbal tea."

Enna grunted. "I'd rather have a beer."

He grinned. "Pretty sure they have that too." Then he got serious again. "How should we proceed?"

Enna shrugged. "I have no idea. As soon as we start questioning the remaining suspects, everyone on board will know. News like that spreads like wildfire."

"Couldn't we search more? Now that everyone's inside?"

"Are we inside?"

He flashed a tight smile. "Okay, okay. But there must be something we can do."

"Stay calm. And hope for outside help."

He studied her curiously. "You think the ferry company notified the police?"

"They'd be stupid not to have. Every kidnapper or blackmailer says 'no police,' but that's what special units are for. They're trained for these kinds of cases and can operate very differently. Usually, blackmailers like this don't stand a chance."

"Where do they fail?"

"At the handover."

"Because the money has GPS trackers?"

"For one. Or it's marked, recorded in any case. Sooner or later, we get them."

"We?"

Enna bit her lower lip. "The police. I kind of work for them, you know."

He just nodded, gazed into the distance, and then gestured invitingly toward the door leading inside.

Enna followed his gesture, but instead of turning toward the bridge, she said: "Excuse me, I have to go again." She rubbed her stomach pointedly as she spoke and then hurried off. She forced herself not to look back over her shoulder.

In the restroom, she checked her phone again. The message had been sent to Pavel! So she did have a signal outside, just not down here.

So she could communicate with Pavel! Be online! That was a game changer! Now all she needed was a plan.

Enna grunted, dropped her pants, and sat down to actually relieve herself. She often did her best thinking this way.
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And just like that, she had a plan. She definitely needed some uninterrupted time online. Then she could call Pavel and exchange information. Also, she could take a closer look at the list and research the individuals. She could probably eliminate some of them that way.

Though that was also a job for Pavel and Olaf, and the team back home, she could work that out with Pavel.

But where could she make a phone call without being disturbed? She couldn't think of anywhere on the ferry. The interior spaces were probably all out, due to the signal being blocked. That only left the decks and the bridge, and there she risked being discovered immediately.

Brodersen had come out earlier and asked where she was going. He'd definitely changed since their conversation about criminals. She couldn't put her finger on it, but something about him suddenly bothered her. She didn't really know him. He'd been nice and helpful from the beginning and wanted to know what was going on. But the fake heart attack plan had actually been his idea. Why? Why did he want to know exactly what was going on? Pure curiosity, or was there something else behind it?

Enna clenched her hands into fists. Something off. She decided to check him out first. She typed his name into the search engine and started the search. Logically, it wouldn't work now, but as soon as she got a signal, she'd just have to hit refresh, look at the results somewhere private, and open relevant articles in different tabs. That would only take a few moments.

So that was her current plan.

With that, Enna left the restroom and returned to the bridge. Lund was slumped over at his workstation, apparently asleep. Felix was playing an offline game on his cell phone. He probably needed the distraction. Bianca, the bald guy, and the tattooed woman were moving around together, pretending to fix something while actually continuing the discreet search for the bomb.

There was no sign of Brodersen. Where could he be? Enna looked out the windows but didn't see him anywhere.

This seemed to be her chance. She crouched down in front of Bjarne so her actions wouldn't be immediately obvious, pulled out her phone, and refreshed the browser. She had one bar of signal. The search results loaded agonizingly slowly.

Meanwhile, Enna checked her Messenger app, but Pavel hadn't replied yet. Was he asleep? Or was he off somewhere telling wild stories about the Starship Enterprise again?

Enna switched back to her browser. The results had loaded. Dr. Hauke Brodersen, specialist in internal medicine. He had several profiles on the relevant doctor review sites, ranked high on Google. The reviews sounded extremely positive.

Enna scrolled down further as she scratched Bjarne's ears.

She found an entry in a medical journal. It listed Brodersen's bio:

Dr. Hauke Brodersen, born and raised in Northern Germany, studied internal medicine at the University of Hamburg and gained initial practical experience at a renowned hospital in the Hanseatic city. But the hectic city life never really appealed to him. After several years at the clinic, he decided to fulfill his dream: his own practice on the North Sea island of Langeoog. Since then, he has been treating locals and vacationers alike with medical expertise, North German calm, and an open ear for his patients' concerns. When he's not in his practice, he enjoys long walks on the beach or sailing out on the rough North Sea.

That sounded down-to-earth.

Enna continued scrolling and paused. A headline read: Island Doctor on Langeoog Loses Practice Due to Malpractice. The text mentioned a Brodersen.

Enna clicked on the article.

As if in slow motion, the page loaded. "Come on!" Enna muttered. "Load!"

"Who should come?"

Enna slid the phone into her sweater sleeve and turned to Captain Lund. "I’m talking to Bjarne. He's being so good."

"That he is." The captain looked exhausted. His eyes were sunk in dark-ringed sockets. He yawned and stretched. "Anything new?"

Enna shook her head.

"Too bad. I think I'll make the rounds." He stood up and looked at the schematic of the Sea Princess. Then he nodded to Enna and trudged out.

She waited, knelt down in front of Bjarne again, and shook the phone out of her sleeve. The article had fully loaded.

Langeoog – The tranquil North Sea island is in shock: The island's long-time doctor, Dr. Hauke Brodersen, has lost his medical license following a serious misdiagnosis. A young patient entrusted to his care with severe symptoms was treated incorrectly, with fatal consequences. Marit F., 27, a Langeoog native, visited the practice of the renowned specialist in internal medicine several months ago. She complained of severe abdominal pain and persistent nausea. Brodersen diagnosed a harmless gastrointestinal infection and sent the young woman home with mild medication. But her condition deteriorated rapidly. Only when she was admitted to a hospital on the mainland did doctors determine she had acute appendicitis with developing sepsis, too late to save her life. Marit's father, businessman Jörg F., has since fought for clarification and justice. "My daughter trusted the doctor—and it cost her her life," he said tearfully in court. He filed charges of involuntary manslaughter. The verdict was devastating for Brodersen: In addition to a suspended sentence, his medical license was revoked, and he had to close his practice on Langeoog. The decision sent shockwaves through the island. While some longtime patients defend Brodersen and rave about his professional competence, others are appalled. "A doctor must take responsibility. A mistake like that should never happen," says one concerned resident. Dr. Brodersen himself appeared deeply affected during the proceedings. "I made a grave error that I will never forgive myself for," he stated in his final testimony. His future remains uncertain—his once respected existence on Langeoog is, in any case, a thing of the past.

Enna swallowed. Which website was the article published on? It was the local newspaper, so definitely not fake. If that was true, then Brodersen wasn't even a doctor anymore.

Even the strongest heart breaks eventually.

She heard his words again, saw his dark, somber gaze in her mind.

Now she understood why he had reacted the way he had. He was a deeply shaken and broken man who had made a devastating mistake. He had apparently been a dedicated doctor and had lost everything: his practice and his license.

Was that reason enough to become a blackmailer?

Footsteps behind her.

Enna quickly put the phone away and continued to scratch Bjarne's ears. "Good boy."

Brodersen sank into one of the empty seats beside her and ran his fingers through his hair.

Enna studied him. "You look tired, if I may say so."

He grunted. "This inactivity is driving me crazy."

"You could try to get some sleep?"

He waved it off. "Won't happen, I already know that. Isn't there anything we can do?"

Enna pointed toward the door. "We could borrow Lund's satellite phone and talk to the police. That would be helpful."

Brodersen snorted. "With all due respect, there's nothing the police can do. They're underpaid, understaffed, and use outdated technology. Or do you see it differently, as a forensic technician?"

"Unfortunately, no. But despite all the adverse circumstances, there are very dedicated officers, with excellent clearance rates."

"Then let's hope only the best are assigned to this case."

Enna nodded. "We can only hope." Had Pavel read her message?

Just then, the tattooed woman came in. Her face was pale, her eyes wide.

Enna was instantly alert. "What's wrong?"

"You...you have to see this for yourself! Or better yet, hear it!"


Chapter Nine
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The department car rolled over the rough cobblestones of the pier. Pavel stared at his phone's display. Three dots had just appeared. Someone was typing.

The three dots disappeared again. Pavel briefly thought of Lars, who was on his way home. Hadn't he gotten the router close enough to the ferry? He couldn't blame him. The router had to be outside the dead zone; otherwise, it was useless to them. On the ferry, the signal probably fluctuated. It was probably better up on the bridge than down in the bathroom. If he were on board, that's where he'd hide to send messages.

Ping. He'd turned the sound back on so he wouldn't miss any messages. Finally!

"Who is it?" Olaf asked.

"Enna. Hold on."

Pavel held the phone close to his face. Enna reported the bomb threat. The captain was in contact with the SBI, which Pavel already knew.

Bjarne and I are fine. Don't worry!




He took a deep breath. She was okay! But still, there was no way he could stop worrying. She probably just meant something like, We’re hanging in there.

A photo was attached to the message. He opened it.

"We have a list!" he exclaimed.

Olaf stopped the car. "What kind of list?"

"Of suspects on board the ferry."

Pavel scanned the image. A number of entries were crossed out, including all passengers who had given a phone number. Enna had already done a good job. Her own name was there, too, along with some circles so misshapen they couldn't possibly have been drawn by Enna. Was she working with someone else? Had she revealed that she was a police officer? Hopefully not!

"Pavel?" What did Olaf want now? Couldn't he see that he was busy!

"What is it?" he asked, unable to keep his impatience out of his voice.

"They'll be rescued, both of them."

"Yeah, sure." Hopefully, Olaf would let him work in peace now.

"I'm going to take another look at the people waiting," Olaf explained. "The ones from your notes..."

"Yeah, yeah, go ahead."

Olaf had looked at his notes. Good. Showed he had good investigative instincts. Privacy was important, but you also had to know when to override the rules that applied in normal life. Criminal procedure allowed exceptions in cases of imminent danger.

The door of the BMW closed quietly. Pavel focused on Enna's list again. What did they know? The drama had been dragging on for hours. The crew and Enna had secretly searched for a bomb, but had only found an ownerless box of trading cards. What was that doing there? But that was irrelevant at the moment. The perpetrator must have found a clever hiding place if even the crew hadn't found it yet. So he had local knowledge. And who had the most? The crew. Pavel nodded. Or someone who traveled on this ferry regularly.

Did it have to be this ship? He looked it up online. The Sea Princess was unique: a converted fishing boat with a flat hull, too big for fishing in the Wadden Sea. He opened the image of the list in an editor and crossed out all the tourists. He left only those who lived in Langeoog or Fleetstedt and were traveling alone.

He crossed out Enna, of course.

He went through the rest of the list. Next to the names, Enna had written her typical short descriptions. How would she list him? Pavel N., gaunt? Or maybe Pavel N., insecure type? He shook his head. Focus, Pavel N.!

Fenja Thomsen, Fleetstedt, helpful

Hauke Brodersen, doctor

Maik Rehse, Langeoog, hoodie

Finn Lund, captain

Wolf Alsen, bald

Iris Mock, tattooed woman

Bianca Hosse, pale woman

Felix Rösler, intern

The last five were the crew. An inside job had the highest probability, so he started by investigating the crew. But he found only Iris Mock in his department's database. She had served a few years for assault resulting in death. All the others had clean records. Maybe it was prejudice, but Mock didn't strike him as the mastermind type. She could have provided the local knowledge, though. Hopefully, Enna hadn't revealed her true identity to anyone.

Lund, the captain, was apparently new to the Sea Princess. The new ferry company had hired him; before that, he'd been a helmsman on another ferry. So he had no motive to blow up his new workplace. Alsen, Enna's 'bald man', was about to retire. He wouldn't spoil a peaceful retirement with a stunt like this. All he could find out about Bianca Hosse was that she sang in the Fleetstedt choir. Rösler was active in the local rescue service. Lars probably knew him. But Pavel thought he was much too young for such a crime. Maybe it was prejudice, but he had to go with what his intuition told him.

That left Thomsen, Brodersen and Rehse. The brother of the 'hoodie', as Enna had called him, ran an exclusive mail-order business in Hamburg for...collectors! That explained where the ownerless box came from, even if he didn't know why it had been hidden. Pavel was just about to write to Enna when there was a knock on the car door.

He rolled down the window. It was Olaf. He was holding someone by the arm.

"I caught the motorcyclist," he said with obvious pride.

"I'm innocent!" the man he was holding screamed.

"Does Magic: The Gathering mean anything to you?" Pavel asked.

"To me?" Olaf responded.

"No, he means me," the motorcyclist said. "Shit, I have nothing to do with it. I was just supposed to pick up the package."

"Accomplice," Olaf declared.

Legally, of course, that was nonsense. Each suspect's guilt had to be proven on its own merits. But it saved Pavel from having to threaten the man himself, which was preferable from an investigative standpoint.

"I didn't know about the robbery," the rider said. "Really."

"But you know there was a robbery?" The man was digging himself a deeper hole.

"Well, word gets around."

"When did it happen?"

"Well, today on Langeoog. A break-in at a well-known Magic collector's house."

"Olaf, please get his details. Then you can let him go."

"Thank you, Chief Inspector."

"Are you sure, Pavel?"

"Yes, the man has an alibi. He was in Fleetstedt the whole day. So he couldn't have committed the robbery. And we can’t arrest him for attempted aiding and abetting."

"Thank you, Chief Inspector. Thank you very much. I really didn't know that..."

"Yes, and now let me get back to work."
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Brodersen or Thomsen. Brodersen or Thomsen. Brodersen or Thomsen.

His finger moved between the two entries. Hm. No, something wasn't right here. An entry was missing: A blackmailer watching the whole thing from a distance.

Brodersen or Thomsen or Mr. X.

Or Ms. X, of course, Enna would say.

If the blackmailer was really after the money, it would be wise not to be on board. Then all they had to do was arrange for the money to be transported. If the blackmailer was on the ferry themself, they'd have to find a way to escape. Remote surveillance made many things easier.

Except for hiding the bomb. If there really was one, which Enna still wasn't convinced of, X must have an accomplice.

Which brought him back to Brodersen or Thomsen.

He googled the doctor first. Oh, the man was basically broke and unemployed. That was certainly a strong motive. You could do a lot with two million in the global south. Minus ten percent for the cost of laundering, it was still a lot of money. And the ferry company, as a large corporation, was a good target. They could certainly come up with two million. Mikkelsen had paid five times as much for the takeover of the Fleetstedt ferry company, Pavel had read.

And what about Thomsen? She lived in a one-and-a-half-room apartment in Fleetstedt, in one of the social housing projects, according to the registration records. She had an aunt on Langeoog, also named Thomsen. She appeared in a newspaper report about greedy landlords who apparently wanted to evict her from the small cottage near the beach that she'd rented for years. Thomsen had complained to the reporter that she didn't have the money for good legal representation. In response, her niece had started an online fundraising campaign that was still active. She had raised €360.75.

Thomsen must be mad at the world. Both aunt and niece. One should never underestimate an angry woman. The fact that the woman had helped Enna meant nothing.

Which of the two was capable of such a crime? Two million dollars, a helicopter, and a speedboat—did the blackmailer really think their escape would be that easy? It was the stuff of thrillers, but getting away with it would be virtually impossible.

If it wasn't about money, then things got a lot more complicated. A desperate blackmailer—he wouldn't wish that on anyone. Pavel continued his research anyway. There was plenty of room for desperation in Brodersen's story. His mistake had caused the death of a young woman, a certain Marit F. Her father, Jörg F., had subsequently ruined Brodersen with a civil suit. But Brodersen's liability insurance hadn't paid out. So the man had won his case, but received hardly any money. Had he initiated the blackmail as a personal act of revenge against Brodersen?

Pavel logged back into the police computer to find the businessman's full name.

Frost.

There he was. A cold shiver ran down his spine. There was a knock at the window. Pavel jumped, but it was only Olaf.

"Look who I've got here, boss," he said.

Pavel turned to look out the window. Behind Olaf was the man with the backpack. He had a cigarette in his mouth.

"Ah, Mr. Müller," Pavel said.

"His name isn't Müller."

"That doesn't surprise me. What's his real name?"

"Frost."

Another shiver.

"Jörg Frost?"

Berger shook his head. "Heinz Frost. I saw and verified his ID."

"Hello. Are you related to Jörg Frost?" Pavel asked.

Olaf pulled the man closer, with the result that smoke drifted in through the window.

"Hello, yourself. My brother."

"What do you want with your brother?"

"To be with him. Offer support. What one does. Do you have family?"

Oh, wrong question. He had family. Enough. Too much. Pavel thought of Katharina, who was constantly bothering him.

"Is your brother unwell?"

"What do you think? After that fine doctor left town, he has nothing left. No child, no wife, no money."

Brodersen was probably in a similar situation, but the Frosts wouldn't care.

"Are you worried that he might...become violent, Mr. Frost?"

"Yes. Against himself. I'm really worried. I've even considered stealing a boat and paddling over there. Damn ferry!"

The man sounded sincere. He didn't seem to know what was going on. So he could be ruled out as an accomplice.

Pavel searched for Jörg Frost online. There he was. The businessman specialized in drone technology. He not only sold them, but also used them to take aerial photos and shoot commercials. A drone could easily monitor a ferry from a distance. If the transmitter and receiver were powerful enough—and if you had the necessary license, which Frost no doubt did—it could even reach the dead zone in the middle of the Wadden Sea. Drones could carry payloads—cash boxes as well as bombs. All Frost had to do was stand somewhere on the shore in Fleetstedt. Even if he didn't get the money, at least he would have punished the person responsible for his daughter's death.

He had to warn Enna. Urgently. But about whom?

About everyone. Brodersen could be the culprit or the victim. That nice Ms. Thomsen could have planted the bomb herself. And if there was a whirring sound in the night sky, there was danger from above.

"Thanks, Olaf," he said. "Good work."

"Do you still need Mr. Frost?"

"No, he can go. But hang on. We need his brother's address."

Heinz Frost dictated it. Pavel sent it with a short explanation directly to the SBI in Hanover. His colleagues there would probably be annoyed that he was meddling in their case, but they would follow up on the lead anyway. A good investigator always puts personal feelings aside, and the people there were good. Pavel bet that a helicopter with a SWAT team would soon be on its way to Langeoog.

"Thank you, Mr. Frost."

Olaf pulled the man away from the window. Pavel immediately grabbed his phone and texted Enna everything he had learned. A checkmark appeared, then a second, but both remained gray.


Chapter Ten
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The sound was barely audible, and if Enna hadn't been alert for it, she probably would have missed it. But if she concentrated, she could hear it over the lapping of the water: a distant, hollow whirring.

Brodersen's eyes were closed, his face tense. He heard it, too, for he raised his index finger. "Is that a drone?"

Enna nodded. "I think so."

"It must be pretty far away."

"Or right above us!"

Enna started to look up, but Brodersen grabbed her arm. "Don't! If we look around too obviously, it'll be clear that we've spotted it."

"So?" asked the tattooed woman, though she didn't look up either. "Would that be bad?"

"Depends. Maybe it's from the blackmailer, checking the situation."

"Or from the SBI," Enna guessed.

The tattooed woman shook her head. "This far out?"

"A professional drone could easily fly here from Fleetstedt," Enna said. "Or from Langeoog."

"Okay. And what do we do with this information now?"

"Have Lund pass it on to the mainland," Enna replied. "I assume the SBI is involved by now. They'll know if it's theirs. If not, it's probably the blackmailer's, which would mean they might not be on board."

"It could belong to someone else," Brodersen interjected.

Enna shook her head. "At night, this far out? Why would anyone fly a drone out here?"

"Worried relatives?"

Enna shrugged, then something else occurred to her: the office network. Could it be that Pavel and Olaf had extended the office network near the Sea Princess via drone, so that she could get a signal?

"I..." she stammered, clutching her stomach. "I have to use the bathroom again. Sorry!" Then she hurried inside and went straight to the ladies' room. There, she dashed into one of the stalls and locked the door.

She pulled out her cell phone. There were messages from Pavel! Finally!

However, her stomach began to churn as she read his message. Pavel warned about Fenja Thomsen, who was a possible suspect. She had financial troubles and was angry with the world. So a bomb threat could help her in two ways, although the question was whether Fenja Thomsen had the knowhow.

Enna snorted. Of course Ms. Thomsen had the knowhow. Any woman could teach herself to make a bomb, just like any man.

Pavel also wrote about Dr. Hauke Brodersen, who could be either the victim or the suspect. And then he wrote about Jörg Frost, the father of the deceased Marit Frost—the victim of Brodersen's malpractice—who specialized in drones and might want to take revenge on Brodersen. So the blackmail could just be a distraction. A drone could mean danger.

Enna swallowed hard. Was the drone equipped with a bomb? Was that why they hadn't found anything?

If so, they had to evacuate immediately! It wasn't about money, but about the death of a certain person—Hauke Brodersen.

Enna yanked open the stall door and rushed out—right into Brodersen's arms.

Enna was so surprised that she lost her balance and they both fell. Fortunately, she landed on top of the doctor, who broke her fall.

As he pushed her off him, he said with a groan: "What the hell was that?"

"I should ask you that! What are you doing in the ladies' room?"

"I wanted to check on you! You looked so pale."

Enna grunted. "I'm fine. It's just my digestion."

He narrowed his eyes. "Really?"

"No, damn it! We have a bomb on board! Or the drone is the bomb! Did you think of that? Maybe this isn't about a ransom."

"Then what?"

"Revenge, maybe. Something personal."

Brodersen flinched. "Why are you looking at me like that?"

"Because I'm wondering why you were so interested in getting onto the bridge. Do you know something? Or at least suspect something, huh?"

Brodersen lowered his eyes.

"So you do! What do you suspect?"

"Jörg Frost."

Bingo! But she played along: "Who?"

"Jörg Frost," he repeated, his voice strained. "He could be behind this."

"How do you figure that?"

A shadow flickered across his face. "His daughter died because I misdiagnosed her."

"What?"

"Yes. I...I made a mistake. I was stressed with my wife, everything was just overwhelming, and I misdiagnosed her. She died because of it. Frost threatened me afterwards, said he'd get revenge."

"Okay. But how does that lead you to believe he's threatening the ferry?"

"Because of the drone! He's a drone specialist, with his own company."

Enna understood and said, "Great!"

"Yes! Maybe he also wants the money as compensation. He already ruined me with a lawsuit. I lost my license and my practice because of him. And eventually my wife, too."

Enna suddenly felt sorry for Brodersen. "Then...then we have to talk to him! Or inform the police that it could be him!"

"So he can detonate the bomb? That's insane!"

"Waiting is just as crazy."

"I...I could get off the ferry and draw the bomb away."

"That's out of the question!"

"No, it isn't!" Brodersen said suddenly, his voice determined. "My chance to give something back."

Enna started to reply, but Brodersen suddenly swung and punched her square in the face. Colorful stars exploded before Enna's eyes, and she hit the ground with a groan.

A hard kick to the side followed, knocking the wind out of her—and knocking her out cold.
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When she came to and was able to think clearly again, she was still lying on the floor of the ladies' room. Her head was throbbing, and she tasted blood on her lips.

Groaning, she sat up. Her side hurt badly, but nothing seemed to be broken. Luckily. A broken rib was the last thing she needed right now.

She staggered to her feet and glanced at the mirror above the sink. Her face looked pretty banged up. Like a panda. Her left eye socket was already turning blue. It was going to be a first-class shiner.

"Brodersen," she growled, stumbling out of the bathroom.

With each step, her gait became steadier, and by the time she reached the bridge, her head was clear again.

Lund looked up, startled. "What happened to you?"

"Brodersen happened. He knocked me out so he could get off the ferry."

"The doctor? Is he the blackmailer?"

"No. But possibly the catalyst! Have you seen him?"

"No."

"Then we have to find him! And stop him." Enna stormed out again. If someone was going to leave the ship at night, they'd use a lifeboat. She ran to the aft deck where the lifeboats were mounted.

Sure enough, something splashed into the water.

"Hauke!" she yelled. "Come back!"

No answer.

Enna ran on and reached the side of the ferry. A lifeboat had been lowered and was drifting a few yards away in the dim glow of the exterior lights. A figure was visible on board.

"Brodersen!" she yelled. "Come back!"

She heard only the splash of oars hitting the water. Then the lifeboat turned and was swallowed by the darkness.

Enna slammed her fist on the railing. "That idiot!" He left her only one choice: follow him.

Enna immediately rushed to the nearest lifeboat. It was secured by a winch system and could be lowered over the side. To do that, she had to unlock the safety catches. She did. They opened with a clatter.

Then she started turning the hand crank. The boat moved slowly sideways over the railing. Something clicked, and Enna pulled a lever to lower the boat. She knew the mechanism from using a rescue boat on calls.

She put more effort into it, breaking into a sweat. Brodersen was getting further and further away. She hoped she could catch him. Her bruised ribs were definitely hampering her, and her face burned where he'd hit her. But she didn't have to row with her cheeks. He mustn't get away!

Enna finally did it. The lifeboat touched the water. She released the safety mechanism. Moments later, the pulley blocks dangled loosely in the night. All that remained was the lifeboat's painter line, which had to be released from inside the boat.

Enna immediately climbed over the railing, judged the distance, and jumped into the lifeboat.

Shouts erupted on the deck behind her. "Hey! Where are you going?"

Enna ignored the voices, released the painter line, took the oars from their holders, and dropped them into the water. Just then, she thought of Pavel. She had to inform him before undertaking such a solo mission! He'd be deeply hurt otherwise, and it would be plain stupid. The last time she'd gone off on her own, it had almost cost her her life, and the Sea Princess had been involved then, too. It definitely didn't seem to bring her luck.

She pushed the thoughts aside; she didn't have time for that now. Instead, she let go of an oar and fumbled for her cell phone. As she pulled it out of her pocket, it slipped from her fingers and clattered against the floorboards.

"You idiot!" she cursed herself, bending down to grab the phone.

That was when she spotted the box, duct-taped to the underside of the bench seat.

Enna froze. Her gaze remained fixed on the shoebox-sized container. Was that what she suspected?

She let go of the second oar and sank completely to the floorboards.

Behind her, she heard more shouting, followed by the splashing of water. Yells.

But Enna only dimly registered them. She reached for the box and carefully peeled off the strips of tape. The edges were stuck like crazy, but the tape came off.

Then she was holding some kind of plastic box in her sweaty fingers. The lid was taped down. She slowly peeled that off as well.

A jolt went through the lifeboat. Water splashed onto the deck boards. "Ms. Koopmann!"

It was Lund's voice. He had apparently swum over to her and climbed aboard.

But she had no time for him now, only for the contents of the plastic box she had just opened.

Lund stepped up beside her. She felt icy drops on her skin, dripping from his wet clothes.

Then he sucked in a sharp breath and stammered: "Oh, my God!"


Chapter Eleven
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"Oh my God!" Lund repeated. He stood next to Enna and stared at the bomb in the white plastic box.

It was practically magnetic. Enna couldn't tear her eyes away from the wires, the cell phone, and the metal tube that probably contained the explosives.

Lund groaned loudly. "This is...shit."

Enna nodded. She didn't know anything about bombs, but the device in front of her looked suspiciously like a remote detonator triggered by a cell phone. So if it rang now, that would be it. It would blow them to smithereens, end of story.

There was something else attached to it: an AirTag. The Bluetooth tracking device was glued to the explosive cylinder with a putty-like substance.

Lund asked, "Can you disarm it?"

Enna shrugged shakily. "I have no idea. It...it looks like a satellite phone. And a proximity sensor."

Lund leaned closer and nodded. "Right. It would have to be a satellite phone, or it couldn't be triggered in the dead zone."

"Yes." Enna tried to grasp the thought, but her brain refused. It suddenly felt strangely empty. Somehow, the bomb had eliminated her usually reliable ability to think clearly and logically.

"Ms. Koopmann?"

"Yes."

"What do we do now?"

Enna tore her eyes from the bomb and looked up at Lund. "I...I need to think." She stood up, making the lifeboat rock. "Brodersen..." She peered into the darkness where he had disappeared with the other lifeboat.

Shouts made Enna look in the other direction. Passengers had gathered at the railing of the Sea Princess. They were anxiously watching what was happening. Someone called across the few yards: "Did you find the bomb?"

Enna's mouth opened and closed. Then she murmured, "Yes, but it doesn't make sense. The drone..." She lifted her eyes to the night sky and listened, but the hollow whir of the rotors was no longer audible.

Lund touched her shoulder gently. "Ms. Koopmann!"

The cold touch finally snapped her out of her lethargy. She turned around. "Yes?"

"If that's a proximity sensor, we have to go back to the Sea Princess, or the bomb will go off. The boat is drifting away."

Enna swallowed and nodded. She reached for the oars, but Lund sank down on the bench and picked them up himself. "I'll row! You hold the bomb!"

Enna looked at the box, then knelt down and held it steady.

Lund smiled, visibly joyless, and lowered the oars into the water. In two strokes, he brought the lifeboat within about ten feet of the Sea Princess. His eyes were fixed on her as he asked, "What's going through your head?"

"I don't know! Until a few minutes ago, I thought the bomb must have been attached to the drone, and Brodersen was the target. But the drone was never a bomb. Which means⁠—”

"That the doctor wasn't the target either?"

"Possibly. I just don't understand. I..." She puffed out her cheeks. "I have to make a call!"

His eyes dropped to the bomb. "That's out of the question! The instructions were clear!"

"Were, yes! But it doesn't matter anymore. Brodersen is gone, and no one was supposed to leave, right?"

Lund pressed his lips together so tightly that they formed a white line. Then he nodded reluctantly, reached into his pocket, and froze.

"What is it?" Enna asked.

In response, he pulled out a dripping wet cell phone. Eyes wide, he jabbed at it, but the screen remained black.

Enna almost laughed out loud; the whole situation was so absurd. Then she remembered the office network and did laugh, only hysterically this time. Then she pulled herself together and pulled out her own phone. She still had a signal. Enough for a Wi-Fi call.

As she dialed the number, the captain's eyes widened. "You have a signal?"

"Wi-Fi, recently. That's another story."

It only rang once before Pavel picked up. "Enna! Thank God! How are you?"

"I don't know yet, Pavel, but that's not important right now. Listen to me. There's a bomb in front of me with a remote trigger via satellite phone and a proximity sensor. Brodersen just fled in a lifeboat because there was a drone overhead, and he thought the drone was the bomb."

"From Jörg Frost."

"Yes. But the bomb is right here in front of me! Do you understand? It's here, not attached to a drone! So who does the damn drone belong to? Is it from you guys because of the network?"

"No, Enna! It's not from us. Lars and I put a router with a power supply on a surfboard."

"On a surfboard?"

"Yes! It's drifting around somewhere near the Sea Princess."

In Enna's mind's eye, a brightly colored surfboard appeared in the dark water, equipped with a plastic bag containing a flashing router and power pack. It was absurd... "So what about the drone?" she asked. "Who's it from?"

"Not us. Unless..." He paused briefly, then said more excitedly: "Hang on! I'll get Zoe Kittel on the line."

Enna had never heard the name before. "Who?"

"My former colleague at the SBI! She's handling the case and is probably already on Langeoog!" Enna heard clicking noises, then a ringing tone. Once. Twice.

A woman's voice came on: "Pavel, this is not a good time..."

He cut her off. "Zoe! Listen to me! My colleague, Inspector Koopmann, is aboard the Sea Princess and is on the line. Can you hear each other?"

Enna said, "Loud and clear. Good evening, Ms. Kittel."

Silence. Then: "I look forward to the explanation."

"Later, Zoe!" Pavel said. "We immediately need to know about a drone that was circling over the Sea Princess. Was that yours?"

More silence. A strained "Yes."

"And what was it for? Reconnaissance?"

"No." Silence followed again.

Pavel grew impatient, which surprised Enna. She had rarely seen him like this. "Zoe! Talk now! My colleague is on board and is literally standing over the bomb."

A swallow. "You found it?"

"Yes," Enna confirmed. "A box with a satellite phone, a proximity sensor, and a thick metal pipe and wires. It was hidden in one of the lifeboats."

A long pause, then Zoe came out with the truth: "The drone delivered the ransom."

Enna froze. "Excuse me? The ransom?"

"Yes. That was the demand. Two million in a waterproof container. It was to be dropped by a drone near the Sea Princess on the west side."

Enna's mouth fell open as her eyes wandered into the darkness. Was that west? Of course it was. What else could it be? "Brodersen!" He had grabbed the ransom money.

"What about Brodersen?" Pavel asked immediately.

"He knocked me out when he found out about the drone. Then he took off in a lifeboat, supposedly to lure the drone bomb away from the ferry."

"Huh?" Zoe spluttered, confused. "I can't follow anymore."

But Enna could. The gears in her head were spinning at full speed again, but this time they clicked into a different picture. "Never mind. Do you have units out here?"

"On shore. All ready to deploy immediately."

"And the drone?"

"Still in the air."

"Then follow the lifeboat discreetly! But do not engage! Do you understand? Do not engage!"

"Why not?"

"Because Dr. Hauke Brodersen is probably the culprit! He's trying to escape in the lifeboat—together with the ransom."

"If you're right, Ms. Koopmann, then we'll move in immediately!"

"No! The bomb is still here! Brodersen could trigger it at any moment. One call and everything here blows up."

Silence. "Can you defuse it, Ms. Koopmann?"

Enna's heart suddenly hammered painfully against her ribs, but she said: "Possibly, with the help of an expert."

"The expert is standing right next to me, chomping at the bit. Are you really up for it?"

Enna nodded, realized Zoe couldn't see it, and whispered: "Yes."

"Then stay on the line! Hang on!" Footsteps. Silence.

Into which Pavel said, "You can do this, Enna!"

Enna just snorted softly. Her hands were shaking violently.
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A bomb. Why couldn't he be on the ferry right now? Pavel kneaded his hands. It was probably better this way. He'd never been very deft with his fingers. That was why he preferred shoes without laces and had never learned to sew or knit.

Luckily, he'd reached Zoe. She knew what she was doing. She hadn't earned her promotion by smiling and saying yes, but by hard work.

The line went silent. At the other end, he heard Enna breathing. She sounded completely different than she did at the office. He thought he could hear fear in the rhythm of her breathing. Or was that his imagination? And he couldn't help her. Or maybe he could. He knew that she was the right person for the job. Enna was smart and skilled, and not reckless. If anyone could defuse the bomb, it was her.

"You can do this, Enna!" he said into the silence.

Then he muted his microphone so as not to disturb Enna. He had set up the three-way conference call via the messenger service, and he couldn't lose it now, or Enna would be cut off from the SBI people.

Pavel slipped the phone into his pocket. There was a cell tower just behind the pier. The mobile router floating out there on the flats was probably registered through it, too. His phone wouldn't lose the connection here, but he couldn't go home or to the office. Sleep was out of the question anyway, but he was afraid that any micro-gap in the signal could cause the call to drop. And maybe at the very moment Enna was supposed to be getting crucial information from the SBI.

A noise came from the darkness.

"Turn around. Hands behind your back."

That was Berger's voice. Something clicked. Olaf approached with a man who was walking slightly hunched over. As he stepped into the cone of light from a streetlamp, Pavel recognized him. It was the man who had been waiting for his ex. If he hadn't gone home, she must be very important to him.

"I checked this gentleman out," Olaf explained. "He was on your list."

"Get your hands off me, cop. I haven't done anything."

Pavel smelled alcohol now. The man must have just come from the pub by the dike.

"He's not only acting aggressively, but he's armed with a knife," Olaf explained. "Was." He pulled an object out of his pocket and handed it to Pavel. It was a switchblade whose blade shot out of the handle at the push of a button.

"Thank you, Olaf. Mr. Heckel, you do realize that carrying this is against the weapons laws? It is punishable by up to three years in prison or a fine. Furthermore, I am confiscating the weapon."

"Chief Inspector, that thing was expensive! I had to order it online from Austria!"

At least Heckel refrained from calling him a "cop" this time. Pavel had no time for such petty issues. A few miles out on the mudflats, it was a matter of life and death. Or did Heckel have something to do with it?

"What's all this about your ex-wife anyway?" he asked. "What do you want from her?"

"I'm not saying anything."

"Fine, then please take this gentleman to the station, Olaf."

"All right."

That was fast. Heckel's brow furrowed. He seemed to be thinking hard.

"So?"

"My ex wants me to pay alimony. A lot of money. Even though she lives in the house we built together."

"You're angry with her. Angry enough to hurt her?"

Heckel knitted his brows. "How, exactly? She's stuck on the damn ferry."

The man was a potentially violent idiot. Maybe it would be best to let him sober up in a cell. But he had nothing to do with the bomb. If he had, he wouldn't have gotten so drunk.

"Mr. Heckel, until the circumstances are clarified, and to protect yourself and others, I must ask you to accompany my colleague Berger to the station."

Heckel broke free and ran down the pier, but Olaf quickly caught him. Should he go with him? No, he couldn't lose the signal. He had to stay here until Enna was out of danger. Pavel paced back and forth on the pier, trying not to step on the lines between the cobblestones.

Suddenly, his cell phone vibrated in his pocket. He took it out. Damn it. The call had ended. The power pack! How long had they calculated it would last? Four hours. That might be right. He wasn't sure exactly when they'd switched on the router. Hopefully, Enna wasn't in the middle of disarming the bomb.

But she had just started when he had muted the call. And if she had succeeded, surely someone would have told him.

Right?

Right?

He checked the Messenger app. There were two numbers listed. He dialed the first one. It was busy. Then he tried the second. Also busy. Finally, he dialed Enna directly.

"The subscriber you have dialed is currently unavailable."

That meant she had no signal. No signal anymore. The power pack must be dead.


Chapter Twelve
[image: ]


"You're doing excellently, Enna."

Jens-Ole Feddersen's voice was so calm that Enna could sooner picture him reading fairy tales than defusing bombs. But calmness was probably the most important quality in his profession, and Enna had little of it.

She sat on the floor of the lifeboat, the white box resting on the seat bench in front of her. With her phone, she filmed the highly explosive contents.

"Now you need to check the connection on the cell phone. What kind of plug is it?"

Enna craned her neck and shone her phone's flashlight back and forth. "Newfangled USB-C port. The cable disappears into a small box, about the size of a lighter. More wires come out of the other side, going to the explosive charge. The AirTag is also attached there."

"Okay. Yes, I can make it out reasonably well on the video feed. Hmm...that little box probably contains the actual trigger."

"Meaning: If a call comes in, an electrical pulse triggers the bomb?"

"Probably. But it could also be more complex."

"Can't I just unplug the USB-C cable?"

"Absolutely not! Loss of power could trigger the detonator! First, you need to carefully open the trigger housing."

Enna nodded. "With what?"

"It must have some kind of fastener."

"I don't see one."

"Is it glued? A seam? Screws?"

Enna carefully turned the trigger housing back and forth. The wires rattled softly against each other, she was trembling so much. "Yes! Here! Two screws and a seam. Tiny screws."

"Good. Do you have the right tool?"

The tattooed woman stood beside her in the boat with a toolbox and nodded. Lund had ordered her over.

"We do," Enna said. She accepted a tiny Phillips screwdriver. And she was supposed to unscrew a bomb trigger with this? Ridiculous.

"You can do this, Enna. You're amazing! My new apprentice! You can start tomorrow."

"How nice," Enna grunted and approached the first screw with the screwdriver. It took her two, three, four, five tries just to connect with the screw head. Then she turned it with fingers trembling so badly that she slipped several times. Each time, her heart seemed to stop, but she saw the screw slowly coming out of the thread.

"Very good! Keep going! Don't let it stress you."

Enna snorted. "You're a real comedian."

"Can't get through life without humor." Something clattered softly, and Feddersen hummed contentedly. "Well done! You've got the first screw. Now the second."

Enna wiped cold sweat from her forehead, but Jens-Ole Feddersen was right. She had one of the two screws out. A tiny gap was now visible.

She guided the trembling Phillips head into the second indentation and turned and turned and turned. Very slowly and gently.

"Very good. Almost there."

Enna forced herself to breathe and unscrewed the second screw. The housing clicked, and a lid popped open.

Enna pushed it aside and looked at a strange-looking electronic component with three tiny circuit boards and small capacitors. The USB-C cable was plugged in, along with the detonator wires. A button battery was also plugged into a soldered holder.

Enna swallowed her fear. "Can you see this?" She held the phone and filmed the trigger mechanism.

Feddersen's voice simply said, "Yes. One moment, please."

Enna closed her eyes and forced herself to remain calm. She didn't even want to know what her blood pressure was. Her pulse was racing the way it did during swim practice.

"Okay," Feddersen said. "I suspect it's a battery-backed trigger device."

"Meaning, if I unplug the cable, the battery triggers the bomb?"

"Most likely."

Enna blew air through her teeth. "Can't I just cut the power cable that runs from the trigger to the explosive charge?"

"No. That's a special twisted cable. If you cut it, you'll create a short circuit."

"Got it. Boom!"

He laughed. "You have a better sense of humor than you think, Enna. I like you. I like the bomb less, though. It's simply constructed...but still a complex piece of work."

"So I can't just simply disarm it?"

"Yes and no. First, you need to shield the satellite phone. Once it has no reception, you can remove the battery. And then the USB-C plug."

"So: no signal, then battery, then USB-C?"

"Correct."

Enna laughed. "And how am I supposed to block the signal? It's a damn satellite phone!"

"I know. But maybe you can kill the reception in the engine room."

Enna looked over at the Sea Princess. Nearly all the passengers had gathered on deck, watching her actions intently.

"You can't be serious," Enna said.

"I'm afraid I am. There's no other way to disarm the bomb."

"What if I just throw it in the water?"

"Not a good idea. Water and electricity."

"And if we leave it in the lifeboat and make a run for it in the Sea Princess?" Enna felt herself desperately searching for alternatives. She couldn't possibly return to the ferry with the bomb and risk a hundred lives.

"Then the proximity sensor will be triggered!" Feddersen brought her back to reality. "We have to assume that. There's probably a receiver hidden on the Sea Princess that communicates with the satellite phone."

"This is bull!"

"Bombs always are. They don't make it easy for us. But you can do this. Carefully carry the bomb on board the Sea Princess, and find the deepest room on the ship."

"I won't have any cell signal there!"

"That's the point. And you won't need me! You check the satellite phone. As soon as the signal is gone, pop out the battery, then unplug the USB-C. The bomb will still be live, but no longer triggerable! After that, you can evacuate the Sea Princess calmly, because from that moment on, a call from the blackmailer will no longer be effective! At the same time, the passengers can search for a receiver. A cell phone or a tablet, or something like that. But that's just an extra precaution."

Enna closed her eyes and took several deep breaths. Thousands of thoughts ran through her mind. Could she really do this? Did she have the nerve and the courage to do it?

"Okay," she heard herself say to her own surprise. "I'll do it."

"Good woman! You can do it."

Enna hoped so, because there was one thing she absolutely did not want: to die here today.
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The passengers on the Sea Princess recoiled from her, whispering, hissing, and gasping. Someone shouted in horror, "What is that?"

Lund had thrown a rope around a cleat and was carefully pulling the lifeboat toward the Sea Princess. As he did so, he said, "Ms. Koopmann is going to defuse the bomb!"

"The bomb! The bomb! Here? On board? For God's sake!" Footsteps. Scurrying. Someone running away.

"Everyone, please stay calm!" Enna called, keeping her eyes on the bomb in her hands as she waited for Lund to finish maneuvering the lifeboat.

One man took the lead, planting himself against the railing of the Sea Princess. "You're crazy! Stay over there! You can't endanger all the passengers." Shouts of agreement.

Enna met his gaze and nodded. "Believe me, I'd prefer to do something else. But this bomb has a remote trigger connected to a satellite phone. Plus a proximity sensor. We can't move away from the ferry with it. Our only chance is to block the radio signal. Down in the belly of the Sea Princess."

The man studied her. She could see the wheels turning in his head. To Enna's surprise, it was a homely woman who came to her aid and said to the man, "Just let the woman do her job. She probably knows what she's doing."

If only that were true...

Enna smiled. "Thank you."

The man wasn't convinced. "Can we get in the lifeboat, then?"

"As soon as the bomb is disarmed," Lund said.

That soured the mood again. The man shook his head firmly. "Out of the question. I'm not letting a woman with a bomb on the boat!"

"This is my boat!" Lund growled. "I decide who comes aboard and when!"

The man crossed his arms over his chest. "You won't decide anything." Other men joined him. Someone also grabbed the rope tethering the lifeboat to the Sea Princess.

Lund hissed. "Hands off! All of you! Get back!"

Instead, the men pushed forward. One grabbed the captain and shoved him away from the railing, sending him stumbling backward into Enna.

She cried out in alarm, lunged forward, and just barely managed to keep her balance. Somehow she kept hold of the bomb in her trembling fingers.

"ARE YOU CRAZY?"

Her voice cracked through the night like a whip, surprisingly loud. "STOP IT! ALL OF YOU!"

Strangely, the men obeyed, studying her. Enna stared back, seized by a strange sense of rage. She raised the bomb higher, so they could see it better, and took a step toward the railing.

The crowd recoiled in unison. Someone screamed in the distance. Water splashed, but Enna ignored it. If someone went overboard now, so be it. She couldn't save everyone.

She walked on, determined, upright, her chin thrust forward aggressively, filled with a quiet rage.

She reached the railing. Her eyes locked on the men as her foot carefully felt the gap between the lifeboat and the ferry. Then one step, and she was across.

Like a swarm, the passengers fell back before her. Only the homely woman—Enna recognized her now, she was the one who had been sitting next to her when she staged her collapse earlier—remained standing calmly. She nodded to Enna. Enna nodded back.

The next step carried her to the main deck. Wood under Enna's soles. She took a deep breath and turned right towards the entrance. The woman walked ahead, pushing the men aside with an invisible force, like a snowplow.

No one spoke. The tension was palpable. The air crackled and snapped, but fortunately, the tension didn't break.

Enna and the woman reached the entrance to the interior. Enna pushed through the door. Stairs led down to the passenger lounge, then further down to the toilets.

The steps were made of grainy, painted metal.

Enna felt every grain through her sneakers as she descended deeper and deeper, concentrating.

The toilets came into view. Her companion met her eyes, silently understood, and opened the door to the ladies' room.

Enna stepped inside.

It stank of urine and feces. And soon, no doubt, of fear. Or determination?

She walked to the counter by the sink and put the bomb down.

At the same time, her knees went weak. A long breath escaped Enna, and she put her hands on her thighs.

The woman gently touched her shoulder. "Are you all right?"

Enna nodded. "Fine. Thanks for the help."

A grim nod. "Us strong women need to stick together, at least." She pointed at the bomb. "Anything I can do?"

"No. I need to check the signal." She turned the bomb so she could see the satellite phone's display. It was black. Enna touched the screen carefully with her index finger. It lit up. The signal icon was active. One bar out of four.

Enna closed her eyes. She groaned inwardly but remained calm. "We have to get to the engine room."

"Understood! Come on, then!"

Enna picked up the bomb again and followed the woman out into the hallway and down to the next flight of stairs. From there, it was one level down to the engine rooms.

Enna looked for the nearest surface and spotted a fire extinguisher in a glass case. She set the bomb on it.

She touched the display again.

The signal was gone.

A loud sigh escaped her lips. "No signal."

"So we're saved?"

"Not yet. Now I need to disarm the bomb."

Enna had stuffed various tools into the pockets of her shorts earlier. She took out a small pair of pliers. She licked her suddenly dry lips and nodded to the woman.

The woman smiled. "You can do this."

Enna nodded. "I can do this." Pavel suddenly came to mind. He would say the same thing. "You can do this." No, he would say, "You can do this!" Right? The thought filled her with warmth and even more determination. She carefully opened the trigger box and approached the battery with the pliers. Her fingers trembled violently at first, but then they became steadier and steadier.

She paused in front of the battery—exhale, calm, peace—then grabbed it and in one swift motion clipped the battery out of its holder.

It clicked quietly. The battery fell from the pliers to the floor. Tick-tick-tick.

It was out.

Enna took a deep breath. "Battery removed."

The woman smiled. "Now what?"

"Disconnect the phone."

"Then do it."

"Yes, I will."

Enna guided the pliers to the USB-C connector, its mating soldered to the circuit board. She grabbed the cable right in front of it, squeezed, and pulled the plug out.

The cable wiggled back and forth a bit from the tension, but nothing else happened.

"Phone disconnected."

"Sounds good. Now what?"

Enna closed her eyes and said in a barely audible voice, "Evacuate the Sea Princess!"


Chapter Thirteen
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Linus Heesters, late twenties. Magdalena Mittelstädt, mid-sixties. Theresa Woitschek, early thirties. Those were the three people he hadn't checked yet. Pavel studied his list. He couldn't just sit around. Enna was in mortal danger. So he turned his attention to the very different people who had been waiting for the ferry.

Somehow he didn't think they were working with the bomber. But this was the best way to distract himself—research.

He contacted Mittelstädt first. The older woman sounded half asleep when she answered "Hello?" He'd gotten her landline number from directory assistance.

"Hello, Ms. Mittelstädt. This is Chief Inspector Neuhof again. We spoke earlier at the harbor."

"And I told you then that I wouldn't make a statement."

"I only want to question you as a witness. There was a bomb on the ferry."

"What did you say?" Mittelstädt's voice changed.

"Someone planted a bomb. Are you sure you can't tell me anything about it?"

"He has nothing to do with it, believe me."

"He?"

"My...friend. Abdullah. He's from Egypt."

"I understand, Ms. Mittelstädt. But no. No one suspects...that kind of background." He didn't even want to use the T-word. Once the genie was out of the bottle...

"Can you assure me that nothing will happen to him? He really wanted to visit one of the islands. His residency status is...a little uncertain, you see. We want to get married, but he doesn't have all his papers together yet."

So that was why Ms. Mittelstädt refused to talk to him.

"I assure you that nothing will happen to your friend. Did he notice anything out of the ordinary?"

"He sent me a message shortly after departure. Wait, I'll read it to you."

Something rustled. Then he heard a few melodic tones.

"Here it is. Dearest Magda, the ferry unfortunately left late. A man had to check the lifeboats very carefully. Inspection he explained to me when I asked him. Well, now he has finished and changed clothes. I recognized him anyway. No matter. It was a nice trip, but I am glad I will soon be with you again. Kisses all over your body”—Ms. Mittelstädt giggled like a young girl—“your Adu. That's it. I called him back later, but he couldn't be reached."

A man. Brodersen? The guy who had helped Enna bluff her way onto the bridge of the ferry. So he could see exactly how the crew reacted to the blackmail.

"What a sly dog," Pavel said, completely forgetting Ms. Mittelstädt was still on the line.

"What did you say? That's an insult!"

"Sorry, I meant the bomber. Your friend's statement is very valuable."

"So you'll let him go?"

"There is no reason to arrest anyone—except the bomber."

"Thank you, Chief Inspector."

Next he tried Linus Heesters. The young man had his number listed on the imprint of his blog, where he gave tips on baking bread. But only the answering machine picked up. "'You're talking to Linus,'” the voice changed, “'and Viktor.'” Linus again. “We're either out or don't feel like answering the phone right now. We can't promise that we'll listen to your message later, but you can try anyway."

The usual long beep followed. Pavel wanted to at least give it a try.

"This is Chief Inspector Neuhof from..."

His phone signaled. Call waiting! Wasn't that Zoe's number? He ended the voicemail and answered Zoe's call.

"Yes, Pavel here, what's up?"

"She did it, Pavel. The bomb is defused."

Pavel felt dizzy. He had to find a bollard to sit down on.

"I'm so glad."

That was all he could manage.

"Oh, that bad?"

"Bad?"

"Pavel, normally you'd be asking me a thousand questions about the case right now, pointing out oversights and developing theories about the perpetrator, but all you're saying is...I'm so glad. It must have really gotten to you."

Of course it had gotten to him—the fear for his partner and the other passengers. How could that leave anyone cold?

"Hey, you still don't have any questions. Tell me about her sometime. But right now I have to..."

"Wait, I have a witness, a certain Abdullah, who saw someone in the lifeboats before they departed. I bet it was Brodersen. But please don't scare the man too much, okay? He has a fiancée in Fleetstedt, a permanent residence, and a job."

He had made that last part up, but it seemed plausible.

"Thanks. Yes, that could be helpful for the chain of evidence. But you don't have to worry about the case anymore. The investigation is with the SBI."

"Is there still anything to investigate?"

"We don't have the perpetrator or the ransom yet. The state of Lower Saxony would really like to get that two million back before he escapes into international waters."

"Understood. Okay, I'll hold back if I can."
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"Olaf?"

"Yes, boss?"

"The bomb, it's defused."

"That's great! I'll be back in five minutes."

"It was probably Brodersen, the doctor. But they don't have him yet."

"Ah, and now they need your help to find him, Pavel?"

"My ex-colleague didn't put it quite that way, but that's probably the gist of it."

Olaf laughed. They understood each other. And Enna was no longer in mortal danger. What a relief!
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Sitting in the patrol car, Pavel finally noticed how cold his feet and hands were. Fortunately, Berger had turned up the heat.

"He left in a lifeboat," he explained. "Unfortunately, that's all I know."

"Brodersen will never make it to international waters like that," Olaf said.

Pavel had to agree. But the doctor wouldn't have organized all this if he didn't have a watertight plan to get away with the money.

"He seems pretty tech-savvy," he said.

"Yeah, looks like he's watched too many James Bond movies," Olaf said.

"And how would Bond pull off something like that?"

"With a submarine?" Olaf suggested.

Pavel knitted his brows. There were no private submarine rentals on the North Sea coast, and those things surely cost more than the two million Brodersen had collected.

"Where would he get one?" he asked, pulling out his phone. "There! Actually! Charterasub.com has something like that. Wait a minute. For a week, including transportation, you're looking at about two hundred thousand dollars. That's only ten percent of the ransom. About as much as Brodersen would need to launder the money. There are probably other providers.”

"That would fit," Olaf said. "Can we prove it somehow? We'd need access to his account... Otto Kammerer?"

Pavel shook his head. "He practiced on Langeoog. It's unlikely he had an account at our local bank."

"But Kammerer might know people who... Maybe he can call in some favors."

"Hm, no, one hand washes the other and all that—I’d rather not owe him anything. The SBI is closer. I'll give my ex-colleague the tip to investigate his payments."

"Too bad, Pavel. I'd really like to put a stop to this swine's game personally."

"I understand, Olaf. But we can't let our feelings dictate our actions here."

That had never been an option for Pavel. However, he had the impression that this time he wasn't quite sticking to it. He shrugged and typed a message on his phone.

"Hi Zoe! Take a look at payments Brodersen made. It could easily have been a while back."

Zoe replied with a smiley face with its tongue stuck out. Pavel was satisfied. His ex-colleague always proceeded systematically and, like him, was never influenced by feelings. Why had the two of them never gotten together? They were actually a perfect match.


Chapter Fourteen
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"You have nerves of steel, Ms. Koopmann," Zoe Kittel said on the other end of the line.

Enna grinned wryly. She had a blanket wrapped around her shoulders and held a steaming cup of tea Lund had brewed in her other hand. It tasted like there was a shot of rum in it, too. "I just did my job."

"Modest, too! Do you want to join my team? You could start in June at the latest."

Enna smiled, but immediately shook her head. "Thank you for the offer, Ms. Kittel, but my place is here in Fleetstedt." With Pavel and Olaf.

Zoe sighed. "I somehow expected that answer. But my offer still stands. If you want to advance your career, I'll support you. You have the potential."

Enna's cheeks turned red. "Thank you for those kind words."

"No, seriously. You just defused a bomb and handled a highly volatile situation. Some specialists wouldn't handle that well."

"Still, Brodersen got away."

"From the Sea Princess, maybe, but he won't get away from us. We've already located the lifeboat. A SWAT team is on its way with the Coast Guard. He won't reach international waters, I promise you." There was a rustling in the background, then a loud clatter. Muffled voices. Zoe Kittel seemed to have covered the microphone with her hand.

Enna sipped her tea and waited. Bjarne sat next to her, his muzzle resting on her leg. His eyes were closed. It had been too much excitement for him, too.

Zoe was back on the line. Her voice sounded strained. "There's news!"

"What kind of news?"

"Your colleague Pavel gave us a tip, and based on that, we checked Brodersen's accounts. He may be smarter than we thought."

That didn't sound good. Enna felt a sinking feeling in her stomach. "How so?"

"He allegedly paid off a loan of almost two hundred thousand dollars to an online bank recently. That struck my colleague as odd. A relatively unknown online bank based in Switzerland. He just received confirmation that the payment never went to the online bank, but to a completely different account."

"And has that been traced?"

"Yes. The money went to a company near Flensburg that rents out submarines."

Enna narrowed her eyes. "A submarine rental?"

"Yes. One-person submarines for recreation or research."

"Damn."

Zoe Kittel remained surprisingly calm. "That was certainly a smart move on Brodersen's part, but it won't do him any good either."

"If he reaches international waters..."

"He won't. The submarines aren't very fast. Besides, it's low tide. He can't move completely freely across the mudflats; he'll have to use the tidal creeks. We'll get him. One hundred percent."

"Do you need backup?"

This time Zoe Kittel laughed. "No, Ms. Koopmann, you've done enough. Just relax and let them take you back to Fleetstedt."

That sounded like a plan. "Thank you, Ms. Kittel."

"Zoe, please."

"Then Enna, please."

"Gladly, Enna. And think about my offer. I'd take someone like you on my team in a heartbeat. It promises many exciting cases."

Enna sighed. "Excitement is not something I'm short on right now."

"True. Get some rest first. One of my colleagues will be interviewing you soon, though, for a preliminary report to the Ministry of the Interior. I'll personally see to it that your name is mentioned very positively and prominently."

"That's very nice of you, Zoe."

"Always a pleasure." With that, she hung up.

Enna lowered the phone. She closed her eyes for a moment and replayed the conversation, including the offer. A job at the SBI. That actually sounded interesting. As Zoe's protégé, she could really advance. Pavel still had contacts there and would support her.

But she'd have to leave Fleetstedt. Away from Pavel and Olaf, and her friends.

Enna shook her head. That was out of the question. Not right now. She liked it in Fleetstedt, even if she sometimes felt confined, and the petty crimes annoyed her. But when she thought of all the good people—Pavel, Olaf, her father, Katharina, Lars, Mrs. Matthiesen, Kammerer, and everyone else she knew—then this was exactly the right place for her.

Enna finished her tea, stroked Bjarne, got up, and went to the railing. She leaned against it and turned to face the north, where that fox Doctor Hauke Brodersen was sitting somewhere in a submarine with two million euros, trying to reach international waters.

Would he make it?
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"I'm going to make it!" Hauke's mumbled words were drowned out by the whirring of the ventilation system. It hissed rather loudly for his taste. Cold air streamed into his face from vents like the ones above the seats in airplanes, cooling his sweat.

It came from the adrenaline rush caused by the dive. Hauke had rented the submersible for a week and practiced every day for the last few days to avoid any nasty surprises during the mission. But he had underestimated his stress level.

If only he'd taken a sedative.

He could feel every heartbeat in his chest, every single one. It was pounding and thumping as if he were engaged in some kind of competitive sport. But he was merely sitting still, pressed into the seat of this sardine can, steering through the darkness.

The submarine used sonar and radar for navigation. There was also a hemispherical hatch directly in front of him, but everything outside was dark.

The greatest danger was from mudflats. He absolutely mustn't run aground anywhere, because then it would be all over for him. His goal was the Windruusch, a sailboat he had rented indirectly and anchored off Langeoog the night before. It was just beyond the maritime border, which meant it was in international waters. With the sailboat, he could disappear forever and leave this life behind. His destination was Thailand. With one and a half million euros, he could live well there for the rest of his life, so long as he kept a low profile and didn’t overindulge. But Hauke Brodersen didn't need much to live on. All he wanted was a sailboat under him, salt in his nose, and a summer breeze on his face. He was done with everything else.

He had been a doctor through and through, but the bureaucracy had worn him down. Documentation, fee schedules, reports, statistics, billing. He wasn't a paper-pusher, damn it, he was a doctor. He wanted to help people—until Marit Frost died because of all that crap.

As always, when Hauke thought of Marit, an icy chill settled over him. He saw her lying in front of him on the examination table as he had palpated her abdomen. She hadn't reacted with any pain sensitivity at the relevant appendicitis points on her right lower abdomen. How was he supposed to know that Marit suffered from situs inversus, a congenital defect in which the appendix is located on the left rather than the right side?

Maybe he would have realized it under different circumstances, but at the time, he'd also been stressed out by Anke.

No, Hauke was done with his job, with women and with Germany. He just wanted to get away, and to do that, he only had to cover—he checked the navigation data—the last three nautical miles. He'd be damned if he couldn't do that.

Although that Enna Koopmann in her shorts had certainly challenged him. To think he'd approached a forensic technician of all people! How stupid could one be? But with her shorts and colorful socks, she had looked like anything but the police.

Hauke grunted, corrected his course, and continued to steer the submarine through the darkness.
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This went on in silence for about half an hour. Hauke followed a side creek and then steered into deeper water, heading straight north as the crow flies.

He was moving forward at about three knots. He should reach the Windruusch in about half an hour. That meant he'd be in international waters in about twenty minutes.

A grin crept across his face. His cheeks tightened, he was grinning so widely. He'd almost done it! His brilliant plan had worked, and if the police did their job properly, they'd question Jörg Frost first.

Hauke clenched his hands into fists. He really was a clever guy. And his plan even more so. James Bond would have nodded approvingly and conceded defeat.

Suddenly, Hauke's eyes narrowed as a flash of light struck him. He grunted, shielded his eyes, and looked out through the dome into the darkness.

An almost vertical beam of light cut through the darkness.

Hauke's heartbeat accelerated. Were they searching for him? That couldn't be. Not so soon.

As if paralyzed, he stared at the sweeping beam, in which particles floated. It moved away and grew fainter, then came back, approaching his submarine.

Finally, Hauke reacted and shut down the engines. He turned off everything except life support. It grew quiet. Eerily quiet.

Outside, a distant tapping sound. The beam of light approached and struck the dome. The light reflected in all directions, casting wave patterns across the interior of the cabin, and then it was gone.

Darkness descended upon Brodersen again.

He held his breath and listened. His entire body was tense. What did the light mean? Were they searching for him? No, it couldn't be. It was impossible.

He chewed his bottom lip and waited.

Nothing happened. The light didn't reappear.

Finally, Hauke breathed a sigh of relief. Maybe a fishing boat had passed by. They went out very early in the morning. Yes, it must have been a fishing boat, what else?

A muffled sound reached him, a slapping or splashing. Hauke listened again. What was that?

There! Another beam of light, narrower than before, but brighter. It came closer, moving into the dome's field of vision.

And another.

Both beams approached the submarine.

Hauke began to shake. Were those divers? His finger trembled toward the start button. He hesitated, then started the engines.

Inside, the instruments lit up again, bathing Hauke in a dull blue glow.

The two beams came even closer. They were heading for him.

"Fuck!" Hauke blurted out, jerking the stick forward to full throttle. There was a loud whirring sound and the sub glided forward, accelerating, straight toward the beams.

They materialized into two helmet lamps, behind which divers swam with powerful fins. Both held something in their hands that flashed bright orange in the beam of their lamps.

"No, no, no!" Hauke exclaimed. "This can't be happening." He yanked the control stick around, but the submarine was extremely sluggish in its response.

The lead diver had arrived, and now Hauke recognized what he was holding: a hook on a bright orange line. And Hauke recognized something else: white lettering on the diver's chest. POLICE.

"No!" he yelled. "This can't be happening!"

He pushed the throttle even harder, just as something rattled on the stern. The other diver disappeared from his field of vision, and again something rattled.

What the hell were they doing?

He knew the answer; he just didn't want to accept it.

The next moment, the engines whined loudly as the two lines were pulled taut, abruptly halting Hauke's passage to freedom.
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A cell phone rang on the Sea Princess. It rang several times before Enna realized it was hers.

She grunted, turned away from the railing, and went over to her backpack where she'd stashed the phone.

An unknown number was calling. Enna debated whether to answer it, but just before dawn, it had to be important. Maybe Zoe.

"Yes, this is Koopmann."

It was indeed Zoe. "I have good news!" She sounded really happy.

Enna started to grin as well. "You caught Hauke Brodersen?"

"About half a mile from international waters. Two combat divers stopped him and his sub."

"That sounds great! Has he confessed yet?"

"No, but he had the two-million-euro ransom in his possession. The taxpayers will thank us, I hope."

Enna laughed. "Definitely. I'm sure the case will keep the local press busy for days."

"You can bet on it." There was a pause before Zoe said again, "Good work, Enna!"

"Ditto!"

Both women laughed, and then Enna hung up.

This time, she turned the phone off and shoved it deep in her backpack. She was off duty now.

She sat down on the front bench of the ferry, leaned back, rested her arms on the backrest, and let the wind blow in her face.

Lights were already visible in the distance. Familiar lights. Fleetstedt.

Enna smiled, scratched Bjarne, who was sitting next to her again, and closed her eyes contentedly for a moment.


Chapter Fifteen
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When Enna opened her eyes, Fleetstedt harbor was rising out of the darkness in the dim light of dawn. The houses were lit, and a crowd of people waited on the pier for the Sea Princess to dock.

Enna felt tears welling up in the corners of her eyes. She stood at the railing, Bjarne at her side, feeling alive. The wind in her hair, the cold on her legs, Bjarne's rough fur beneath her fingers.

She still hadn't processed what had happened in the last few hours. She had disarmed a bomb at sea. Her. Inspector Enna Koopmann. Unbelievable.

Someone stepped up beside her. It was the quiet woman who had helped her. "Thank you," she said simply, holding out her hand.

Enna shook it. "I should be thanking you, Ms...."

"Thomsen."

"Oh."

Thomsen studied her. "‘Oh,’ what?"

"Oh, nothing."

"No, go on, tell me."

Enna sighed. "I had you at the top of my list of suspects. Shows how wrong one can be."

"Who says you're wrong?"

Enna whipped around and stared at Thomsen in horror.

But the woman laughed. "Just kidding! I had nothing to do with the bomb. I have other issues and problems."

"Criminal in nature?"

"No. Depression in nature."

"Oh...I see. If you ever need someone..."

"Would you lend an ear?"

"Possibly."

"Good to know, Ms. Koopmann." Thomsen winked at her and left her alone with Bjarne.

Enna shook her head, marveling at the strange encounters life sometimes had in store.

"Enna! Enna!"

She looked up. The Sea Princess was entering the harbor, and none other than Pavel Neuhof was running alongside it from the end of the pier, taking long strides. He waved his lanky arm.

Enna waved back. Her heart pounded with joy. She took Bjarne's leash and left her post on deck with him to head for the exit. She wanted to get off the ferry as soon as possible.

The crew was waiting at the exit. Lund nodded to her. "Ms. Koopmann! Thank you for saving us all."

She shrugged. "It was nothing, really."

"No. And please, no false modesty. You'll go down in the history of the ferry company!"

"I hope not. The one in shorts with the colorful socks."

Someone laughed, and appreciative pats landed on her shoulders. Bjarne barked happily.

Then the crew needed to dock the Sea Princess. There was a brief flurry of activity, but everyone was experienced, and it was done quickly. Ropes creaked and water sloshed against the hull, but the Sea Princess had arrived safely in the harbor.

Immediately, a police team in full riot gear stormed up. They fanned out quickly, spreading out to secure and inspect the boat.

A man in a heavy suit, but without a helmet on his head, approached her. "Ms. Koopmann?"

She recognized his voice. Bomb disposal expert Jens-Ole Feddersen. "Mr. Feddersen."

She had pictured him differently. Older, burlier, bearded. But he was slim and clean-shaven.

"Good work, Ms. Koopmann."

Enna nodded. "The bomb is still in the engine room."

"I'll take care of it." He gave her an exaggerated salute and stomped off.

Enna couldn't stand being on the ferry any longer. She stepped onto the gangway and led Bjarne across behind her.

As she felt solid ground beneath her feet, a sob nearly overwhelmed her, but she pushed it down. Not here.

Instead, she looked around for Pavel. Where was he? He had been running alongside the ferry earlier, hadn't he?

His absence puzzled her, but then she spotted Olaf. He strode up to her and took her in his arms without saying a word. He had never done that before, but Enna let him. She even thought she heard him sob, but when she pulled away, his eyes were dry. Maybe a little red, but nothing more.

He cleared his throat. "Good to have you back."

Enna breathed and nodded. "I briefly doubted I'd ever see you again." Her gaze traveled down the pier. "Where is Pavel, anyway?"

"He...he wanted to stop by Mathiesen's Fish Shack."

Enna didn't understand. "It's not even open at this hour."

Olaf just shrugged. A Pavel thing, then. No need to understand it. He sometimes had whims that seemed completely alien to mere mortals.

"And now?" Olaf asked. "Time for another vacation already?"

Enna laughed. "If only, but no. I've had enough vacation for now. Right now, I'm looking forward to plain, simple, boring police work." She didn't mention Zoe Kittel's offer. She didn't want to cause any further concern.

"There'll be plenty of that," Olaf said. "Working the case. Interviews. Reports. Statements. Someone from the SBI is already waiting at the station."

"Let them wait." Enna didn't have the patience for it today. Zoe would understand. She just wanted to go home, take a hot shower, and then go to bed. Or maybe have a piece of butter cake for breakfast?

A familiar silhouette appeared in the distance, making her grin. There he was: Pavel Neuhof.

He strode towards her, holding his left arm strangely bent, as if it were broken. Or was he hiding something behind his back?

Then suddenly he jogged the last few feet. Something red flashed. But before she could identify it, Pavel Neuhof wrapped her in his long arms. "Enna!" He hugged her tightly, and a hot shiver ran down her spine.

"Pavel!"

"Good to see you're alive!"

Enna grunted. "I'm glad too." She wriggled out of his grip and looked into his eyes. There was real concern and something else in them. Something so warm it radiated down to her stomach.

Then suddenly he produced something from behind his back: a magnificent bouquet of red roses. They were truly beautiful, dark red like velvet. Unfortunately, they reeked of fish and onions.

Pavel made a face. "You don't like red roses?"

"I do!" Enna flashed a tight smile. "They just smell...distinctive."

Pavel stuck his nose into the bouquet and sniffed. Nose wrinkled, he said: "Reminds me a bit of Mrs. Matthiesen's fish sandwiches."

"Yes, a little. But it's not that bad, Pavel. I appreciate the gesture."

Her words seemed to relieve him. He waved the bouquet, then took her in his arms again and hugged her tightly. As he did so, he murmured in her ear, "You don't need to worry about the paperwork. I'll keep the SBI away from you. You have the day off, of course."

Enna laughed. "What a generous gesture on your part."

Pavel studied her questioningly, then grinned wryly. "For that, you owe me dinner. And no, not fish sandwiches."

Enna snorted in amusement. "We'll see. Maybe I'll just bring you a bouquet of roses—completely odorless."

He laughed softly, pulled back a little, and let his gaze linger on her for another moment, then turned and walked away.

Enna watched him go, the slightly fishy, oniony scent of the roses in her nose, and shook her head, grinning.


Chapter Sixteen
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The door was crooked. Pavel felt his face flush. He pictured Lars prying at it with the crowbar. A shop door like that must be expensive. He pulled it open. The door squeaked pitifully.

"Hello! Come in," said a young man with short hair and a fashionable three-day beard. "What can I do for you? I'm Fırat Çelik, the manager."

The man offered his hand. "Hello. Chief Inspector Neuhof from Fleetstedt Station," Pavel introduced himself.

Çelik smiled. "Ah, then this is about the break-in last night. Your colleagues have already asked a lot of questions. Have you caught the culprit yet?"

"Yes, actually. The investigation was...easier than usual."

"I'm very glad to hear that. I figured it must have been amateurs. I mean, how long were they in here? And they didn't even open the register; they just fished an empty box out of the window and stole one item? Any professional knows we only put empty boxes in the window. If only because of the heat and sunlight."

Pavel nodded. "Actually, two items were taken."

"Oh?"

"Yes, a mobile router and a power pack from the bargain bin by the register."

"I hadn't even noticed the latter. Maybe we should have done an inventory after all. Who knows what else is missing?"

"Nothing, Mr. Çelik. We know who committed the burglary."

"The guys might have already sold some of the stolen goods."

Pavel took a deep breath. "No, they haven't. I was one of them."

The store manager stiffened, no longer looking at all friendly. "You? Does the state pay so poorly or what?"

"Please, Mr. Çelik, we didn't know how else to deal with the situation. Have you heard about the incident on the ferry?"

Çelik nodded. "It's everywhere. A bomb, man! Right here in our Fleetstedt!"

"Well, we needed a mobile router to connect with Inspector Koopmann."

"The woman who disarmed the bomb? She really has guts. Sorry."

"Yes, exactly."

"And so you... I mean, you could have called me. My cell phone number is on the door."

"It was the middle of the night, and we were in a hurry. According to the Lower Saxony Police Act, Section 8, Paragraph 1, Number 1, I am allowed to commandeer resources from a so-called uninvolved party if it is necessary to avert a present significant danger."

"Well, if that's the case..."

"The state of Lower Saxony will reimburse you for the costs, of course."

Çelik smiled. "Ah, that sounds much better. But you know what? If you let me put the router and the power pack in the window for advertising, I'll waive the reimbursement. The router that saved a hundred lives. If that isn't good advertising!"

Pavel considered whether there was any reason not to. But no, after the forensic examination, Çelik would get his property back. And everything he said was true, too.

"Sure, you can do that," he said.
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The caravan felt cold and empty. The warmth Luna had spread here, even when she wasn't present, was finally gone. Pavel swallowed. This wasn't how he'd imagined it.

What had he been thinking, coming back here? He didn't know. Pavel was in crisis, a state of mental confusion. And yes, he had every reason to be.

The moment he had seen Enna again had been magical. He didn't like that word. Magic didn't exist. Still, no other word came to mind. That was why he'd come here. Exactly. Now he remembered. Only with Luna, the shaman, had he ever felt something similar. Something not of this world.

But with Luna, everything had been clear. In a strange way, true. Like standing on a cliff as the wind blew away a fog over the sea.

Somehow, he had hoped that this other feeling would also clear up here. But the fog stubbornly remained. He had a great partner. He had never worked so well with anyone. She challenged him, even though she was so much younger. He didn't want to lose that. Absolutely not. And then there was this other Enna. She was also much younger than he, yet he didn't want to solve cases with her; he wanted to take her in his arms.

But how would that work? He shook his head. It couldn't possibly work. Why didn't he want to hug that nice elementary school teacher? Emily Friedensreich was smart and pretty, and she seemed to like him, too. He sat down on the sofa, leaned against the low table, and put his head in his hands. As he did so, his eyes landed on the teapot. It was sitting on a piece of paper that reminded him of something. Yes, it was the letter he had written to Luna when they were investigating the death of her friend Nadja. But what he saw wasn't his handwriting. It was less scrawled and flowed much better.

Had Luna answered him? He read it:

Dear Pavel,

Thank you so much for the info about my friend Nadja. Because of that, I’d like to give you a gift. It’s something living that’s currently in Hamburg. At least for now. I know you might not want to be reminded of it, but think of it as a present that’s wrapped up. Unwrap it slowly, only as much as you can handle at any given moment. When the time feels right, I’m sure you won’t want to miss getting to know it. So please don’t wait too long.

Blessings, Yours

He turned the note over, but there was only his own scribbling. Pavel took a deep breath. It was magical, and yet a rational explanation was possible. The shaman could have visited her caravan without contacting them. Perhaps she needed something from her past. Could he get the passenger lists of the Hamburg airport for the last few months?

No. That wasn't important. It was about the message. Hamburg. Katharina, his sister-in-law, had called from there several times. How did Luna know that? Or had she just made a wild guess? It didn't matter, because she was right. There was something he had to do. He could dispel the fog surrounding Enna later.


Chapter Seventeen
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"Come on up!" The buzzer sounded, and Enna pushed the door open. The stairwell smelled of air freshener and was surprisingly clean. Fenja Thomsen had obviously gotten lucky with her apartment in the social housing complex.

Enna took the stairs two at a time and climbed to the third floor. Fenja was waving at her from an open door. She laughed. "Nice to see you, Enna!"

Enna smiled. "Thanks so much for inviting me! I couldn't resist sour cream cake with sea buckthorn."

Fenja grinned. "It's legendary. You won't regret it." She stepped aside and let Enna enter.

The apartment was incredibly cozy. Fenja had painted the walls sand-color and furnished the rooms with dark hardwood furniture. The decor was mostly white. Spheres and stars made of driftwood gave the place a maritime look. Enna felt right at home.

"You have a lovely place here."

A shadow flickered across Fenja's face, but vanished immediately. "One does one's best."

"I try too, but my place looks more...functional."

"Which isn't bad."

"No," Enna said, "but here you feel comfortable right away."

A warm glow appeared in Fenja's eyes. "I'm glad. I always imagined becoming an interior decorator or designer."

"And why didn't you?"

"No idea. The timing was never right. But come on. The cake is waiting." Fenja led Enna into the spacious living room with an adjoining kitchen. The cozy, feel-good atmosphere continued here, culminating in a beautifully set table. Sand-colored plates rested on a snow-white tablecloth. A candle was burning, illuminating a flower arrangement. Together, they gave off a pleasant scent of wax and flowers.

And then the cake. A thick layer of sour cream was covered with an orange sea buckthorn glaze, which in turn was decorated with berries and petals. It looked stunning.

Enna's cheeks turned red. "You really didn't have to go to all this trouble, Ms. Thomsen."

"Yes, yes, Enna. No need for modesty. You saved my life, after all."

"I was just doing my job."

"More than that." Fenja pulled out a chair from the table so Enna could sit down. Enna sank into the seat.

Tea was poured. The strong aroma spread across the table. Then the cake. Wonderful. Fenja skillfully cut and arranged a piece on each of their plates. Then she settled into an empty chair next to her and smiled. "Enjoy!"

Enna nodded. "Thanks again for inviting me."

"Always a pleasure." Fenja studied Enna for a moment, too long for Enna's liking, before spearing a bite with her cake fork.

Suddenly, Enna felt a little strange. But she followed Fenja's example and turned her attention to her cake. All the while, she felt Fenja's intense gaze on her.

However, the amazing taste of the cake drove all other thoughts away. Enna groaned. "Wonderful! What an amazing cake!"

"Told you: legendary."

"Totally! Awesome! I need the recipe."

"You can have it, although I'd rather bake it for you, Enna."

Enna looked up. "You don't have to feel like you owe me anything."

"I don't. I just like to bake, and I like it when others like it. Win-win, so to speak."

"Okay. Then I'd be happy to take you up on that offer sometime."

"Please do. Hopefully soon." A wink from Fenja.

Enna quickly turned her attention back to the rest of her cake. Meanwhile, she couldn't shake the feeling that Fenja was looking at her adoringly. Was there more to the invitation?

"Tell me," Enna asked carefully, "are you single?"

Fenja nodded. "For a few years now. I'm done with men."

"Oh. Bad experiences?"

"No, just not my thing."

Enna understood, looked away, and immediately changed the subject. "Did you make the ornaments yourself?"

Fenja's eyes lit up. "Of course. I even redesigned the mirror in the bathroom."

"The bathroom mirror?"

"Yes. Come on, I'll show you." Her hostess was already up and hurrying off.

Enna sighed and followed.

Indeed, the bathroom mirror was one of a kind. It was a round mirror trimmed around the edges with small pieces of driftwood. It looked almost like a mandala, with Fenja's face and her own face side by side in the center.

Fenja smiled. "It turned out well, didn't it?"

"Fantastic! You really have talent."

"Thank you. I'd be happy to come by your place sometime and give you some advice. Free of charge, of course."

Enna nodded. "Good to know." She took another look at the mirror and Fenja's face, then went back into the living room. She ate her cake and finished her tea.

"Are you all right?" Fenja asked.

"Yes, I'm just tired from all the excitement."

"I can believe it. You really achieved something amazing."

Enna sighed. "Would you be upset if I said goodbye now? I'm suddenly dog-tired."

Disappointment flashed in Fenja's eyes, but she shook her head. "Of course not. I'm glad you came to visit me!"

"It was a great pleasure for me, too. Best cake ever. You should open a café in Fleetstedt."

"Do you really think so?"

"Seriously. With cakes this good, not only the tourists but the locals will be beating down your door."

"And you'd come regularly?"

"Definitely! And Pavel too, I'm sure. He loves cake."

The sparkle left Fenja's eyes. "Pavel is your boyfriend?"

Enna wanted to shake her head, but she hesitated. Pavel wasn't her boyfriend, but he had long since become more than just her colleague and boss. Since the kiss at the Christmas market, he had become something else, only Enna didn't know exactly what, and she didn't want to answer that question either. She was afraid of the answer, if she was honest with herself. But she knew one thing for sure: she liked Pavel Neuhof very much.

"So he is your boyfriend," Fenja said quietly, with a guarded smile. "I should have known a woman like you would be taken. But it's okay. I...I just hoped for a moment."

Enna suddenly found herself on her feet. She walked over to her hostess and touched her gently on the shoulder.

The woman met Enna's gaze. Hope was in her eyes.

Enna registered it, thought of Pavel and the fact that he was her superior, and then she leaned over to Fenja and kissed her gently on the lips.

Fenja didn't react at first, but then she returned the kiss and finally pulled Enna with her towards the sofa. She felt Fenja's hands on her waist, warm and demanding, and for a moment she simply let herself be carried away. The taste of tea and cake lingered on her lips, mingling with Fenja's breath as the world around them grew quieter.

Then she slowly pulled back. Their eyes met—Fenja’s questioning and hopeful.

"I...should go," Enna said softly, unable to pull away completely.

Fenja gave a barely perceptible nod, a smile playing on her lips. "Do you have to?"

Enna took a deep breath. She didn't know. Or didn't want to know. But she knew she would have to decide—eventually.

"Yes." She stood, smoothed her hair, and reached for her jacket. "Thanks for the cake."

Fenja smiled. "Anytime."

At the door, Enna turned one last time. A final glance, a hint of regret—or longing. Then she left Fenja Thomsen's apartment and hurried out into the approaching evening.


A Cup of Tea
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Dear Readers,

I poured a touch of rum into our tea this time—that bomb defusing scene frayed my nerves quite a bit. I can only hope Enna and Pavel don't hold it against me for putting them through such intense moments.

Maybe their next adventure should be a little calmer? I had a fleeting image of them solving a mystery on the Fleetstedt beach, perhaps involving a pair of swimming trunks stolen from rescue swimmer Lars Zinke while he was busy training. Just enough excitement, perhaps?

Then again, maybe that's a bit too cozy after the recent drama! I'm honestly just as curious as you are to see what unfolds next. What I can tell you is that Pavel will have to deal with his brother in the upcoming story. Beyond that, my ideas often arrive quite spontaneously. Even while I'm deep in the writing process, I rarely know at the beginning who the culprit will be.

This current mystery was a perfect example. Like Enna, I was initially convinced Brodersen was our man. But then Pavel threw me a curveball, suggesting that both Frost (the victim's father) and Thomsen (the quiet, unassuming woman) could have had strong motives. And he turned out to be right! It proves the old saying about still waters running deep. It also highlights a chilling fact: if you want to stay close to an investigation as the guilty party, offering 'help' to the detectives is remarkably effective, as Brodersen demonstrated.

On a lighter note, I'm truly glad Fenja was ultimately cleared. I find myself quite liking her character, and I have a feeling we'll be meeting her again. And yes, the fact that her aunt is facing eviction from her little cottage is utterly outrageous.

For those interested, the Karl Popper quote Pavel mentions is from In Search of a Better World (Piper, 1987, page 62).

I always love hearing from you, so if you have any questions, please feel free to write! Mail from readers is such a treat. Another thing that makes a huge difference is reviews. If you have a minute to spare, I’d be grateful if you could leave a quick review here: heidihinrichs.com/links/4716276. Or, for Kindle readers, simply clicking the stars is a great help too.

I'm already looking forward to our next encounter! You can secure your copy of the next volume "Secret Message" by pre-ordering here: heidihinrichs.com/links/4716222. To stay updated on all my future releases, please consider signing up for the newsletter on my website: heidihinrichs.com/. You'll get the the character profiles of our detectives for free [image: grinning face]

Warm regards

Yours, Heidi Hinrichs
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Preview: Dark Signs
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CHAPTER 1

The North Sea was angry this morning. The waves crashed against the cutter as if trying to outdo each other. Each time they struck, the spray rose several feet and splashed against the windows and metal roof of the narrow cockpit.

Dirk Matthiesen remained unfazed in the dull glow of the bridge lights, steering the cutter through the foothills of the morning thunderstorm. He held a steaming cup of tea in his hand.

Another wave crashed into the hull, splashing water against the windshield. The windshield wipers quickly cleared it away.

It was a violent thunderstorm, the kind that happened more often at the end of summer, but usually further out to sea. Even the experienced fisherman was surprised that the storm was so violent.

But he didn't mind. His father and grandfather always said the best chance for a good catch was in a storm. Dirk couldn't say if it was true, but he believed it, just like he believed in his gray sheep's-wool sweater with the Fleetstedt soccer club logo embroidered on it. He wore it to every important game, never missing a single one. The only time he didn't wear it, his club lost ... it was the same with fishing.

As the cutter crested the next wave, Dirk took a gulp of tea. The tangy taste invigorated him. He decided to stay on course for another half hour, then turn around and head back. As soon as the swell died down, he would use the winch to haul in the nets. Then he would find out what he had caught. He hoped for cod, plaice, mackerel, and pollock. Herring were in demand at the moment, but they were close to being overfished and the season had already ended. He had recently heard that this year's spawning season had been particularly poor. It remained to be seen how herring fishing would continue along the German North Sea coast.

Once again the sea pounded against the windshield and smothered the light on the bow. Dirk briefly checked the GPS signal, made a slight course correction, then put down his magnetic cup and pulled out a pack of cigarettes.

It was time for a break.

He put a cigarette between his lips, slipped into his oiled, waterproof rain suit, pulled on his wide-brimmed hat, and stepped to the door.

The wind howled loudly and immediately tore at his suit, but Dirk remained undaunted. He stepped outside, closed the door carefully behind him, turned his back to the wind, and pulled out his storm lighter. The bright blue tip glowed, he inhaled and smoke filled his lungs.

Dirk sighed contentedly, inhaled deeply twice, reversed the cigarette in his fingers to protect the embers, and stepped up to the railing.

To the north, the storm was slowly moving away from the coast, but it was still a dark tower of clouds with lightning flashing through it. The sea would be choppy for a long time. Even now, it greeted him with a slap of cold spray.

He ducked as more spray poured down on him. A quick sweep of his arm brushed the water from his coat. He took another drag on his cigarette.

Dirk used the trough of the wave to move forward toward the bow. The boat was heading east, parallel to the coast. The sky there was a dull gray with a silver streak. If he had to hazard a guess, he would say it would be a beautiful day. Windy, but cold and clear.

He paused again, sheltered his cigarette from the next wave, then walked over to the winch. The rigging of the net disappeared into the dark water, stretched taut.

Dirk smiled. He knew it. This would be a wonderful, lucrative day.

He pushed the lever on the motor and it rattled, drawing the net in a few inches. It jerked and banged loudly from the engine housing. Dirk would have given a lot to have a more modern boat right now, but the Berta was still in great shape. Besides, he couldn't afford a new boat. They had all the bells and whistles, from sonar to GPS, shoal detectors, and other nonsense. None of it had anything to do with fishing.

He continued to fiddle with the winch, tweaking the cable guide, watching the pale cable slide out of the water inch by inch.

Then came the net. It was full to bursting, which surprised even Dirk. It appeared to be a great catch. If the net was already full, he could pull it in and empty it, turn the Berta around, cast the net again, and catch more on the way back.

It looked like it was going to be a really, really good day.

Excited by the prospect, Dirk went to work. He reduced the speed of the winch, corrected the course of the rope, and pulled the catch farther and farther out of the water.

The net was dark blue, patched in several places, but still doing a good job. Inside were the shimmering bodies of hundreds of fish. The sight made Dirk's heart race – until he spotted something pale.

His heart suddenly pounded loudly in his chest and Dirk stopped the motor. He tapped it twice more, and the winch stopped.

Two-thirds of the catch hung out of the water. The rest rose and fell with the waves, in time with the ship.

Dirk swallowed and moved closer to the railing. He even leaned dangerously over the railing for a better look, and his fears were confirmed.

One of the repaired meshes of the net had broken again. The fish behind it wriggled and struggled against their prison, but they couldn't get out because a pale human hand and tattooed forearm was stuck through the hole.




CHAPTER 2

A harsh wind was still blowing along the coast as Police Inspector Enna Koopmann got out of her red Polo. She had parked right in front of the harbor, which lay before her in the gray morning light. A number of fishermen were going about their business; some were carrying crates, some were unloading their catch, others were repairing damage to their boats, but everything seemed subdued, almost as if enveloped in a silent fog.

The news of Dirk Matthiesen's catch had already spread like wildfire.

A body, Berger had told her. Fortunately, Berger had had the presence of mind to listen to Matthiesen's call and instruct the fisherman to leave the catch untouched. But he had probably figured that out himself. Anyone who owned a television and watched it every so often knew from countless crime thrillers that you shouldn't touch a corpse that was clearly recognizable as such, or any evidence might be destroyed. Wonder when they’ll get here.

Enna pushed the thought aside; there was nothing she could do about it. She shoved her hands into the pockets of her shorts – today she wore blue socks with fried eggs on them – and made her way over to Matthiesen's berth.

She spotted the boat from a distance. Several fishermen had gathered on the dock to catch a glimpse of the dead woman.

Enna was immediately annoyed and quickened her pace. "Hey!" she called while still a ways off. "Don't you have things to do?"

The men looked at her with annoyance at first, but then they recognized the local policewoman and the crowd dispersed.

Two men remained. Enna guessed that one of them was Matthiesen.

She stopped in front of them and pulled out her ID. Still annoyed by the onlookers, she looked at them. "Did you all come to see the body?" she asked gruffly.

One of them shrugged. "You don't see something like that every day."

Enna snorted. "Have you ever heard of peace for the dead? And respect?"

The man shrugged again, then gave the other a friendly pat on the shoulder and walked away.

Enna watched him go and shook her head. She said to the other man: "So you're Dirk Matthiesen?"

The bearded man in the oiled coat just nodded.

"Good. And you fished a dead woman out of the sea this morning?"

"I've never had a catch like that."

Enna could believe it. "Let's go take a look."

He pursed his lips and led Enna over a swaying metal plank onto the boat. BERTA was written on the hull. The paint was peeling in several places. There was a strong smell of fish and seaweed that made Enna feel a little sick, but she fought back the nausea and followed Matthiesen around the small captain's cabin to the winch. A bulging net hung there.

Enna studied it for a few seconds before she spotted the protruding, tattooed arm between the bodies of the fish. And then the woman's face, half covered by a shimmering mackerel. Dark hair clung to her cheeks like seaweed.

Enna took a deep breath. "Can you bring in the catch?"

Matthiesen hesitated, wrinkling his nose. "I'd hate to do that," he said. "A dead body on your boat is not a good thing."

Enna raised an eyebrow. "Superstitious?"

"No, but I have my limits."

"I see. Bring her in anyway, please. We can't leave her like that, let alone free her."

Matthiesen pressed his lips together, but he turned on the winch motor and did as the policewoman had asked.

Enna watched curiously as he brought the catch up to the level of the railing, then over it, and finally winched it in.

"Careful now," Enna warned. She wanted to have the body as little damaged as possible, although there was probably plenty of damage already. Nils was going to have fun.

Matthiesen, in the meantime, proceeded very carefully, lowering the catch gently onto the deck. The net spread out in front of them. A few fish were still struggling, but most were already dead.

"Shall I open it?"

"Yes, please."

Enna watched as the fisherman untied a knot in a thinner rope, sending the catch spilling out onto the deck. A wave of silver fish came all the way up to Enna's feet.

She cursed and stepped back. She’d never be able to get the stench out of her sneakers.

"Careful," Matthiesen warned, deftly stepping between fish in his knee-high boots to get to the body.

Enna grumbled and followed. There was no avoiding it.

The body lay on its side among the mackerel and pollack. It was a disturbing sight, because, to Enna's surprise, the woman was completely naked. A large tattoo adorned her arm, extending from her shoulder to her back. Other symbols were imprinted on her skin, but they were oddly jumbled. It looked ... strange.

Then Enna realized why. They weren't all tattoos. Some of the symbols were painted on. Enna recognized the black paint, since it was used by the German Lifeguard Association. When they competed in the water, they weren't allowed to wear bibs, so they wrote their numbers directly on their skin with waterproof marker.

This looked similar, except that someone had drawn intricate lines and symbols on the skin of the dead woman.

I wonder what it means.

Matthiesen beside her was probably wondering the same thing, as his eyes met Enna's. "Looks ... bizarre."

"Yes, it does. Do you know the dead woman?"

The fisherman shook his head. "Never seen her before."

"Where did you fish her out of the water?"

"Good question. I noted the GPS coordinates when I discovered the body, but how long she had been in the net ... no idea."

"Can you tell me the distance traveled?" Pavel would certainly want to know. Hopefully he wouldn't come up with theories about currents this time.

"Sure. I'll give you the GPS coordinates of the route."

"Good. Did you notice anything else?"

"What do you mean?"

"Well, anything out of the ordinary? A boat or something? The lady must have gotten out to sea somehow." And she probably hadn’t been there too long, Enna added mentally. The body wasn't bloated yet. She guessed that the woman hadn't been in the water for more than a few hours, but Nils would be able to tell her more. However, she didn't know how this was connected to the storm. Had she been surprised by it? Also unlikely. She wouldn't have gone naked into the sea during a storm.

You might swim naked at the beach, but not in a storm.

"No," Matthiesen replied quietly. "I didn't notice anything. It was the same as always."

"All right, then. Thank you."

Enna bent over the corpse for a moment, but even up close, it revealed nothing more to her.

"And now?" asked Matthiesen.

"Let's wait for the coroner and the forensic pathologist." They would be able to gather more information. Hopefully.

The fisherman puffed out his cheeks. "And what about my catch? I'll have to write it off, won't I?"

"Probably."

"Shit," he said, pulling cigarettes out of his pocket. "And the day started so well."

Enna raised her hands apologetically as she waded back out from among the silver fish. "That's how it is sometimes."

"Yeah," he grumbled, lighting his cigarette. "That's how it is." The wind tore the smoke from his lips and blew it away in thin threads.
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Pavel spotted Enna's red Polo from a distance. As always, it was parked in the no-parking zone right in front of the harbor. He couldn't help but shake his head and smile.

Then he saw Nils Kessler's black sedan. The forensic pathologist in the woolly hat and dark coat was already walking along the pier. He was carrying his silver case.

Pavel pursed his lips. He had hoped to inspect the body before Kessler did, but the man had probably flown in on a private jet. Okay, that wasn't fair. Pavel himself had been unreachable this morning because he'd left his cell phone in his jacket pocket the night before. It was only when Berger stood in front of his door calling that he heard the cell phone.

Pavel started to pedal again, heading down from the dike to the harbor on Heino. The salty wind puffed out his jacket and played with his thinning hair.

He pedaled on, past the Polo, past the sedan, and along the pier with his bicycle chain squeaking. There were piles of seagull droppings all over the place. It was an interesting detail that Pavel hadn't noticed before. It seemed to fit the mood of the day.

Pavel accelerated again and arrived next to a fishing boat called Berta at the same time as Nils Kessler.

The forensic pathologist paused and looked at Pavel with a frown. "Does this look represent your way of working?"

Pavel dismounted, lowered the squeaky kickstand, and stood Heino safely up on it. "What do you mean?"

Kessler raised his eyebrows in that signature way he seemed to love. "Are you kidding, Neuhof?"

Pavel threw up his hands apologetically. "Not at all, Kessler. I really don't understand your question. I⁠—"

"Hey, you two!" Enna appeared at the railing and waved to them. "Glad you're finally here."

Kessler mumbled something unintelligible and made his way up the plank to the boat.

Pavel waved back at Enna, then followed closely behind Kessler.
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"Clean." Kessler had maneuvered between the fish and examined the dead woman. His eyes were narrowed to slits.

Pavel nudged Enna in the side. He asked quietly, "What does he mean, clean?"

Enna waved him off and asked the forensic pathologist, "You can't say what the cause of death was without an autopsy, can you?"

"No. But there doesn't appear to be any external violence this time. She has a number of wounds, but at first glance, they look post-mortem. Probably caused by the net."

"Is it that easy to see?"

"Yes. Without circulation, there are no hematomas. So the injuries look different. But what I find strange," he opened one of the dead woman's eyes with his gloved fingers, "is the dilation of the pupils."

Pavel stepped closer and examined the dilated eye. "Mydriasis," he said. "A normal process after death."

A brief, indecipherable look from Kessler. "True, Neuhof, but mydriasis can be caused by several factors, including chemical changes in the body after death and the effects of drugs or stress before death."

Pavel smiled. "So we'll get a toxicology report this time?"

"You're into that, aren't you?"

Pavel instinctively stepped aside and looked at the ground, then caught himself and raised his index finger. "Couldn't you just answer my questions objectively?"

Kessler turned away and checked the second eye for dilation.

Enna sighed loudly. "I have a suggestion, gentlemen."

Pavel and Kessler answered in unison, "Yes?"

Enna smiled. "How about the three of us go to the Deichkante sometime?"

Kessler burst out laughing. "With him? I don't think so."

Enna's face darkened. "But it would be good, Nils, if you two could get along better."

Pavel started to answer, but Enna cut him off. "He's not that bad. You just have to accept him as he is."

"Really? Do I have to? I don't think so."

Pavel started to say something a second time, but Enna beat him to it again. "What is it with these symbols and lines, anyway?"

Kessler shrugged. "That's a very interesting question. We have a few classic tattoos here. But the rest look like ordinary waterproof markers."

Pavel studied the symbols. He couldn't categorize them. They reminded him of Germanic runes, but there were Celtic influences as well, and he thought he might even recognize an Arabic style.

Enna also leaned over the dead woman and studied the symbols. "Quite intricately drawn. She probably didn't do it herself."

"Unlikely," Kessler confirmed. "You can't get that close to the upper arm yourself – at least not with this quality. Someone almost certainly did it for her."

"Postmortem or premortem?" asked Pavel.

Kessler looked at him again with an inscrutable expression. Then, to Pavel's surprise, he asked: "What do you think?"

"I think both are within the realm of possibility. The color is quite vivid, so it's not old. I suspect it was applied close to the time of death. In any case, it would be important to know, because whether someone is decorating a corpse or a living person makes a significant difference in terms of motivation. Do you have a hypothesis?"

Kessler shook his head. "Hopefully the autopsy will answer that."

Enna pointed to a symbol above the woman's bare breast. "That symbol looks familiar."

Pavel and Kessler both shook their heads.

"Never seen it before," Kessler said.

And Pavel: "What do you associate with it?"

"I have no idea. I can't say. It's like something is itching at the back of my brain, but I can't reach it.”

"Interesting image." Pavel took out his cell phone and snapped some pictures of the symbols. He was about to move the dead woman's arm to get more pictures of the symbols, but Kessler intervened.

"Stop that! You'll get all the symbols in razor-sharp focus. On Monday."

Before Pavel could reply, Nils pushed aside more of the fish, which were starting to smell, and opened his suitcase. "Will you leave me alone now? I have work to do."

Pavel started to object, but Enna was already pulling him away. "Good luck, Nils!" she called to the forensic pathologist.

He mumbled something unintelligible and took his SLR camera out of its case.
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When they were out of earshot, Pavel asked: "I don't understand Kessler! How do you get along with him?"

Enna shrugged. "Nils is usually a really nice guy. And he does a good job. I don't understand why you have a problem with him."

What kind of question was that? Kessler was clearly attacking him and not taking him seriously.

"Because he doesn't do what⁠—"

"You want?" Enna curled her lips into a pout. "You should work on that, Pavel. There are several ways to get what you want. With Nils, you need patience and kind words. Two qualities you lack."

Pavel furrowed his brow. Patience was his middle name. The term kind was less familiar to him. They were all here to solve the mystery of a dead woman, not to exchange kind words. But Enna liked to mix things up, so he sighed and conceded defeat. "I suppose you could be right. I'll make more of an effort."

"That's good."

They had reached his bike. Pavel picked it up off the stand and pushed it along beside them.

Not far away, a seagull sat on a salt-crusted wooden post sticking out of the water. It seemed to be watching the two inspectors suspiciously.

"What do you make of those symbols?" Enna asked, suddenly changing the subject.

Pavel pulled out his cell phone with one hand and pulled up the pictures. He scrolled through them one by one on the screen. When he reached the last one, he shrugged. "It's hard to say. But it's an important piece of the puzzle. If we can solve it, we'll certainly be a big step closer. I’ll run the images through the recognition AI back at the office. Maybe we'll find out what they mean soon. Did that itchy idea pop into your head again?"

Pavel imagined an idea materializing in the back of his mind that he had to scratch.

"Unfortunately not," Enna said.

"Too bad. But it may come back. What's right will come back, my grandmother used to say. First I thought of Germanic runes. Then the Celts, and even the Moors."

"The Moors? What made you think of them?"

"Those decorations. They almost look like the reliefs in the Alhambra in Spain. Have you ever been there?"

"No."

"It's worth a trip."

He imagined himself biking all the way to Andalusia on Heino with Enna on his back.

"I'm more into good food and wine."

"Spain has that too." Pavel smiled and stopped Heino next to Enna's Polo. "Would you check the identity of the deceased?"

"And what will you do? Follow the symbolism?"

That had indeed been his plan. Pavel smiled. He was in the mood for a mystery. "You know me better than I thought."

His good mood was obviously contagious, because now Enna was smiling too. "You love riddles, don't you?"

"Yes," he said, nodding. "I love riddles."

"Then let's solve this one."
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