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THE DIGITAL REAPER He actually just wanted to help her into her coat when she turned to him, wrapped her arms around his neck and closed her eyes. Her sensual mouth moved closer to his and he thought he was dreaming. This incredibly beautiful girl he had just met here at the bar loved him and was loved by him. In fact, he had never felt so much for a woman as in that moment when he took her in his arms, pulled her close and wanted to kiss her when a resounding scream tore the moment apart. A giant of perhaps two meters raged through the restaurant, his eyes fixed on him, while Lobinger's heart sank. Suddenly the girl disappeared, but the giant came closer, and his primeval calls became shriller, ever higher, arrhythmic and hysterical, a metallic screech, incredibly close, until Lobinger woke up in bed with a start. It was half past seven in the morning, the doorbell rang and his wife was lying next to him, snoring. He threw a bathrobe over himself, cursing, and shuffled tiredly to the door. Fragments of the dream still lingered in his mind, and the feeling for the unknown girl in his arms wouldn't go away. Müller stood in front of the door and stuffed his shirt into his pants. Apparently he had also been woken from his sleep. “Man Müller, does the term Sunday mean anything to you? Sunday, how free?" "Complain to the idiot who had to kill a woman this morning of all days. By the way, good morning, Ms. Lobinger,” Müller greeted his colleague’s wife, who was yawning on the way to the kitchen. “Is the gentlemen having breakfast?” she asked, but her husband just mumbled something about “coffee and a cigarette would be enough.” Müller didn't say no and informed Lobinger at the kitchen table about the events of the last few hours. “Around six o'clock a call came to the station that there had been an attack. Two colleagues then went to investigate the matter and found a completely apathetic teenager in an apartment, crouching next to his mother, who was lying on the floor with a serious head injury. The emergency doctor could only determine death as a result of an impact on the edge of the shoe cabinet. Tragic.” “Perhaps so, but why are you waking me up about this? People die at home, so what?" "If the good one had just tripped and hit the edge, I'd still be in bed too. However, since our colleagues found traces of previous abuse on the victim and the boy was said to have stammered something about an argument, someone at the station came up with the stupid idea of ​​calling in the homicide squad. And since no one there can hold a candle to you, it was my turn to drive by the lion's den to pick you up. The spusi is already waiting and the forensic doctor is taking care of the body.” “What kind of abuse? And who quarreled,the son with his mother?" "Slowly, slowly, it's still early for me too. The son claims that he sat in front of his PC all night and played some kind of multiplayer game. We're checking it out right now, and..." "What?" Lobinger interrupted him. “A computer game on the Internet together with other college dropouts with no prospects who can’t sleep.” “And what does that have to do with the dead woman?” “Nothing, but I wasn’t finished yet. At least the son sat in front of his PC with headphones on and played the whole time while someone tried to smash his mother's skull in." "I thought she hit the edge of the cupboard?" Lobinger wondered. “Yes, but there are an interesting number of impact marks on her face, which probably caused her to fall and thus hit the cupboard. Her forehead is covered in small square pressure points." "Pressure points?" "It doesn't matter, the forensic medicine department will take care of that. We should go to the crime scene, question the boy again and start the investigation.” Overtired and in a bad mood, Lobinger and Müller arrived at the apartment, which had already been cordoned off by the police, fought their way through a dozen curious neighbors and media representatives and looked at the crime scene. A chalk outline in the hallway showed the location of the dead, while a small pool of blood began to dry in the area of ​​the painted head. Müller pulled Lobinger by his sleeve into the living room, where the son sat absorbed in a chair while an officer took the report. “Did you have a fight with your mother?” Lobinger didn’t spend long greeting him, but the boy just shook his head. “He was in his room and just heard loud voices without paying any further attention. It was only when he came into the hallway that he saw his mother lying on the floor and notified us,” the note taker explained instead. “What loud voices?” Müller addressed the young person directly. “I thought my parents were screaming at each other again, so I had headphones on,” the son whispered quietly. He was about 16 years old, pale, overweight and had circles under his eyes. It seemed like this wasn't the first time he'd spent the night in front of the PC. “Where is your father now?” “I don’t know, in his apartment?” “Oh, he doesn’t live here? “Argued with your mother at like five in the morning?” The teenager just shrugged. “They’re getting divorced right now. I have no idea if it was there, I didn't look. “Some voices.” Lobinger shook his head and whispered to Müller that he should take care of his father. To do this, he had his son write the address on a piece of paper and left the crime scene. Lobinger, on the other hand, looked around the apartment a bit and stopped in front of a photo on the bulletin board in the hallway, which was hanging next to a handwritten shopping list.The woman pictured there reminded him of his dream when he heard a voice choked with tears behind him and turned around. He was surprised to find himself face to face with the woman in the photo, dressed only in a dressing gown and staring at the chalk outline in the hallway with red-rimmed eyes. “Get the woman out of here,” Lobinger heard a crime scene colleague call, grabbed the woman’s arm and led her into the dead woman’s bedroom. “May I ask what you are doing here and who you are?” But the woman didn’t seem to have heard him. In a panic, she tried to free herself from Lobinger's grip to rush back into the hallway, but Lobinger pulled her back, pushed her onto the edge of the bed and repeated his question. Then the woman looked at him in surprise, opened her mouth to say something, but instead burst into tears again. But eventually Lobinger learned that the woman sitting across from him was the dead woman's neighbor and lover and therefore the reason for their divorce. She had also heard the argument and, when it suddenly stopped, came to the apartment door from outside, listened, but didn't dare ring the doorbell in the middle of the night. It was only when the emergency ambulance and the police arrived that she realized that her friend had bled to death behind that apartment door. When Lobinger asked whether the dead woman had had enemies, she led him into her apartment as if in a trance, made him sit down and took out a packet of letters from a cupboard drawer, the handwriting of which suggested an older sender. In fact, they were threatening and abusive letters from the parish priest, who viewed the dead woman's same-sex relationship with her neighbor as the work of the devil and threatened the wrath of God, whose instrument he believed himself to be. Lobinger understood and made his way to the parish. On the way he tried to reach his colleague by phone and told him about the dead woman's lesbian relationship. “Müller, I think it was the priest.” “Are you so desperate, Lobinger, that you now even suspect the church? “You don’t believe that yourself?” Müller seemed more amused than surprised by his colleague’s speculation. “Slow down a gear,” Lobinger said angrily. “The priest threatened the dead woman in writing with the last judgment on earth.” “Yes, but why would he show up at the dead woman’s house in the middle of the night when her son is also there?” “I have no idea, that’s why I’m going with it to find out. Were you able to locate the husband?” Müller replied in the affirmative and reported on the interrogation. As a result, the man was shocked at the news of his wife's death, but otherwise answered the questions relatively emotionlessly. “I assumed that one word led to another and that his hand slipped at some point in an argument with his wife. In the panic over this act, he then ran away,instead of calling the emergency doctor for his wife who had an accident.” “Ok, and what does he say to that,” asked Lobinger impatiently. “That he was at morning mass from 5 a.m. to 7 a.m. He couldn't possibly kill his wife at the same time. Whoever believes it.” Lobinger decided to check the alibi during his visit to the parish and drove his Ford Taunus into the courtyard of the rectory. On the way, he asked the forensic doctor whether they could determine the exact time of death. The doctors said the time was 6 a.m. to 7 a.m., which matched the time given by the neighbor and her son, but left a lot of room for questioning an alibi. The priest's old housekeeper told Lobinger in a high-pitched voice that the mass was already over. He just grumbled that he wouldn't be here otherwise and asked for the priest. The housekeeper explained that he was currently renewing the candles in the church with the sexton and offered to inform his father about the inspector's visit. Lobinger asked for it and promised to wait in the room in the meantime. But as soon as the housekeeper
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