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In the mid-1990s, Sachsenhäuser Berg buzzed with life atop the grounds of Henninger Bräu. The air crackled with the energy of a massive party, the stage ablaze as D-Flame passionately rapped about another day. The crowd moved as one, hands rising in synchronized waves to the rhythm—swaying left, right, then converging back to the center. Amid this sea of motion, Nyssa stood with hands raised, a bittersweet smile on her lips. D-Flame's remarks flowed toward the exuberant throng, showering compliments on their moves and marveling at their collective energy. Henninger Bräu, once a renowned brewery, had recently shuttered its doors; the site was now claimed by an investor. That vibrant night became the last memory Nyssa carried from Germany before her overseas journey.

Nearly three decades later, Nyssa reclined on a sun lounger at the rooftop pool of the Finesse Club—the very spot where that unforgettable party had ignited. She gazed back across time, reminiscing about the spirited years that had passed. This had become her customary Sunday ritual: joining friends at the pool. Among them were James, whose outrageous and fascinating anecdotes about insurance cases never failed to entertain, and his boyfriend. Sam, a friend who appeared whenever her children's schedules allowed, added to the easy camaraderie. Nyssa and Sam had both returned to Frankfurt, their hometown, in the same year—only to be greeted by the onset of a pandemic.

On this particular day, Kim—one of Nyssa's close friends—soaked in the Jacuzzi alongside Zillion, whose effortless coolness drew every eye. Dark sunglasses perched atop his head, accentuating his sharp features and stylish attire. With a confident demeanor and laid-back charm, he captivated attention without trying, enhancing the magnetic allure of the rooftop scene.

Sam now lived in an upscale building on a small island along the southwest bank of the Main River, while Nyssa occupied a cozy apartment in a suburban complex managed by an associate of her father. Though not entirely pleased with the arrangement, Nyssa had resolved most of the issues. After her redecoration, the apartment exuded an air of exclusivity.

Nyssa surveyed the transformations the city had undergone—both Frankfurt and its neighbor, Offenbach. Frankfurt, long known for its financial prowess, had changed considerably, while Offenbach—once aspiring to foster a creative atmosphere—had encountered setbacks.

"Remember when the new Esprit shop opened at the corner?" Nyssa reminisced. "They had a great opening party. I remember their PR activities for the cosmetic line 'Earth.' Do you, Kim?"

"Yeah, it's an outlet store now," Kim replied with a hint of nostalgia. "And where Astrid had her atelier and boutique, you'll find a one-euro shop and Tariq's Imbiss."

Nyssa chuckled. "Yeah, and the hairdresser Emotion where I used to go is now a barber shop."

Zillion chimed in, "The only place that hasn't changed is Wilhelms Plaza, with its weekly market and the cafés and bars—like the brasserie, Meets, and Tafelspitz. That atmosphere is still there."

Nyssa pondered how far the landscape had drifted from her youth. The city's current dynamic clashed with her memories; both cities had gradually lost their initial charm. Her thoughts drifted to distant times, where a blend of rich history and evolving present cast a captivating spell.

These two cities had long been at odds. Residents complained that the once-creatively vibrant one had been reduced to a social flashpoint, while the city that had symbolized financial strength—and given birth to Germany's world-famous writer Goethe—had transformed into a multifaceted urban landscape many criticized as soulless.

During Goethe's time, Offenbach had already earned recognition as one of Germany's most liberal cities and was often called Frankfurt's garden because of its lush gardens and opulent residences. Goethe himself once remarked, "Stepping in front of the house in the morning here in Offenbach, you are breathing the most liberal air, and the city falls in line with Frankfurt in terms of its beautiful gardens and stunning architecture."

Times had indeed changed. The once-rich and beautiful cities, brimming with status, had acquired reputations as social flashpoints. Offenbach was no exception, standing alongside Frankfurt as a place where videos occasionally circulated on social media, accompanied by comments like "Is this Calcutta?" Yet in the present moment, high above Sachsenhäuser Berg with feet dipped in the pool's refreshing waters, the group of friends could breathe freely. They gazed out over the city's burdens and allowed themselves to revel in the pleasures of the night.


◆ ◆ ◆


Zillion, who had rented an old factory building and converted it into loft-like offices for his latest venture, now found himself embroiled in sudden chaos. Approximately thirty people were employed on contract, with an additional fifty freelancers from around the world working on a cryptocurrency project. Despite recent negativity surrounding crypto after a massive market crash, Zillion remained determined. He envisioned not only advancing cryptocurrency but combining it with his interest in DNA and biometrics—to create a bulletproof currency amid shaky financial markets and the looming threat of collapse.

The EU and the euro were constantly in the news, with daily reports of significant failures and questionable decisions. Zillion kept his company's true plans secret, officially providing customer services for financial institutions.

The city council, however, viewed his operation with suspicion, constantly throwing up roadblocks.

One Monday morning, inspectors claimed the doors in certain corridors failed to meet fire safety standards. At around 9:30 a.m., a brigade of police and firefighters entered the building, demanding an evacuation. An officer stood before Zillion, reading the official order aloud. Half an hour later, the building was emptied and locked, with instructions that it was no longer safe and that the doors and corridors needed immediate updates to comply with the latest regulations.

Zillion was furious but refused to show it. He simply stood there, smiled, thanked his employees, and suggested a week off for everyone—with a return to home office afterward. He would resolve the issue, though he couldn't say how long it would take. In the back of his mind, he suspected someone specific was responsible.

There were hundreds of less-well-renovated buildings in the city far more prone to sudden fire outbreaks than this loft, which had been refurbished for over 2.5 million euros not long ago. Zillion decided to investigate. First the additional floor on the building in front of the pool that had ruined the skyline view—and now this!

Later, he called his friend Chad, a politician and former chief of construction. "Hey, dude, how's your new office view?" Zillion asked cynically, knowing Chad had recently been promoted to vice chancellor and that the city council had temporarily relocated to an industrial area slated for demolition.

"Well, as long as I'm not staring out the window all day like you, not too bad," Chad joked. "I'm checking out the new plans for the docks—looks pretty cool." He paused. "Thinking about snagging a rooftop view or the west wing with the sunset."

"Ah, the sunset view. My preferred view is actually the skyline," Zillion replied. "But I wouldn't count on your sunset lasting if they decide to add another floor in front. Seems like promises about no taller buildings are being broken lately." His tone shifted to seriousness. "Do you know anything about that, Chad?"

"Yeah, heard about it up on Sachsenhäuser Berg. Wondering myself why they're building so high—there used to be restrictions," Chad said.

"And you had no hand in this?" Zillion asked, surprised.

"Nope, been in Berlin for the last two years. But there's been a strange shift since this Tariq took over as mayor and Officer for Buildings. It coincided with the AWO scandal involving the previous mayor," Chad mused. "Lots of odd changes in legislation and landmark restrictions. Haven't paid much attention until now."

Zillion sensed Chad's genuine surprise; they had a history of trust from past projects. "Well, at least it's not you seeking revenge on me," Zillion chuckled. "I thought as much when they shut down my place this morning over some fire-law nonsense. Have to sort out the red tape to move back in within two months."

"In your newly refurbished lofts? Seriously?" Chad raised an eyebrow. "Who ordered this—Tariq?"

"Seems so. He's the Chief Officer now, in charge of building restrictions and new development areas," Zillion confirmed.

"That's the official path," Chad acknowledged. "But approving such strange decisions on housing and building seems off."

"You're right. Some recent restrictions and approved building areas seem questionable," Zillion agreed. "What do you think we should do? Want to look into it?"

"Sure thing, Zillion. Give me some time to check it out, and I'll get back to you," Chad offered.

"Great talking to you, Chad. Appreciate your help," Zillion said before ending the call.


◆ ◆ ◆


Sam was on a quest to re-enter the financial world. After her second child, Olivia—now in second grade—she felt it was time to return to work, even if only part-time.

It was easier said than done. She had started her career as an investment banker, spending years in London before settling on the pier—a small island between the South Side and Gallus in Frankfurt—after getting married. Now, with her second child soon entering second grade, finding a part-time job seemed nearly impossible. Frankfurt, once a global finance hub, had lost much of its allure, especially after the 2008 Lehman Brothers crash, when her former employer, Deutsche Bank, suffered its first major stumble and contributed to the wider financial crisis.

Despite the downturn, Sam was drawn to the burgeoning crypto business and online transactions. She had found a promising offer online—one that rivaled the salaries she had earned in London. She also contemplated starting a finance blog, sharing insights from her investment-banking days: anecdotes, practical tips, and updates on the financial scene. Her interests had led her to explore art, particularly AI-generated art and NFTs. About five years earlier, she had enjoyed success with NFT sales, but even that market was currently in a slump.

For now, her blog focused on reporting shocking developments in the financial markets—and surprisingly, it had garnered a sizable audience.

At the same time, she was deeply upset about woke culture and the ideas her children sometimes brought home.



◆ ◆ ◆



Kim was consistently ignored by her senior colleague at the company. Despite her understated elegance and warm smile—which hinted at inner strength—Hardy hardly acknowledged her presence. This morning in the kitchen was no exception
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