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“Freedom
is when one hears the bell at seven o’clock in the morning and knows it is the
milkman and not the Gestapo.”


 


George Bidault


 
 



“It is
particularly pleasing to us men in the new government that families with many
children are given particular attention, since we want to rescue the nation
from decline. The importance of family cannot be overestimated.”


 


Joseph Goebbels, Nazi Minister of Propaganda

March 18, 1933






AUTHOR'S NOTE

 

While German ranks are given for each soldier or police
officer initially, their Allied equivalent is then used. For example, Unterscharführer
is meaningless to most people, however corporal is universally understood. This
is done for the sake of clarity so you, the reader, can enjoy the book without
trying to determine if an Unterscharführer outranks a Standartenführer.







PREFACE

 


In Nazi Germany, position meant power. The higher the
position, the greater the power, the greater the wealth. Those who were in the
Party from the early days were rewarded for their loyalty, receiving plum
appointments, often with no qualifications. As in any totalitarian state where patronage and
nepotism were a way of life, an administration was built to vet these
appointments to avoid embarrassment to the Führer and his senior ministers.


But
Nazis were fickle creatures, and one’s good fortune could quickly turn, leaving
one ostracized from the Party, and the privileges only it could provide. For
those thrust into positions they could never have imagined, and the wealth this
offered, it could mean losing everything, and a return to poverty or even
death.


Yet
the wealthy were insulated. The Nazis needed them as much as any society did,
and for some of the nouveau riche, their only hope of security was through
their children.


And
the hope they would marry into wealth, and protect all their parents had gained
through the horrors that were the reality of Nazi Germany.
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Dettman Residence
Berlin, Nazi Germany 
1941


 


Annie Dettman’s heart hammered as she pressed her back
against the wall, peering around the corner. The door to a section of the house
she rarely went into was only feet away. Under normal circumstances, getting
caught would be of no concern—the act of going through that door wasn’t
something about which her parents would care. But to cross that threshold into
the servants’ wing for the purpose she intended, would undoubtedly get her
knuckles rapped should she be caught. 


And
if they found out the purpose of her foray, she didn’t know what her parents
might do. 


To
say they would be disappointed would be an understatement. They had such plans
for her future, that if they discovered she didn’t share in their dreams, they
would be enraged.


Her
father was a Nazi, which wasn’t saying much these days, for so many were, but
he had been there almost from the beginning. He was very proud of that fact,
even having sat with the true senior members such as Hitler, Himmler, Goebbels,
and Göring. At least according to her father. If one heard her mother speak,
one would think her husband ran the Reich, and was single-handedly winning the
war.


Yet
her father did have power. He held sway over the futures of so many people. For
years, she had tuned out most of the conversations, but it was impossible to
ignore them, and she knew enough to know her father was responsible for vetting
potential appointees. If someone had done you a favor, and you wanted to reward
them with a job, it was her father’s department that would make sure that
potential candidate was worthy, and in today’s Germany, that had nothing to do
with qualifications, and everything to do with purity and loyalty. The
lifestyle they now enjoyed thanks to her father’s position, was far beyond
anything they had experienced in their hometown of Munich before the accident
that had immediately preceded her family moving to Berlin, and her father
starting his new job.


She
shuddered, her chest aching at the memory. They had moved to Berlin within
days, leaving everything and everyone she had ever known behind, and it had
left her lonely. Terribly lonely. Her father’s position meant associating with
a different type of person. Every child her age she now met were raised by true
Nazis, filled with so much anger, hate, and pride, that she found it impossible
to relate. 


Her
father had been a Nazi from the beginning, yet her impression was that he had
recognized an opportunity as opposed to an ideology he could embrace. Her
mother had always been a simple woman, content to clean the homes of those that
could afford such a thing, but she had changed so much. In the six years since
they had been here, she was almost unrecognizable. She was obsessed with being
invited to the right parties and having the right people over for tea. It was
so disappointing.


Then
there were their plans for her that had begun from the moment she turned
sixteen. When she had discovered what they were up to, she had vowed never to
let them accomplish their goals, though it wasn’t until six months ago that she
had found a way to perhaps thwart their plans.


And
tonight would be the fruition of everything toward which she had been working.


But
only if she hurried. She had left work at her lunch break, and there was no
time to waste before her shift resumed. She darted for the door, twisting the
knob and pushing open the entrance into the servants’ wing. She stepped inside,
closing the door behind her, then listened. She could hear chatter coming from
the end of the hall where the staff was collected for their midday meal. She
rushed forward and ducked into the pantry, filling the bag gripped in her hand
with the necessities she would require for tonight, including various cheeses,
pâtés, and crackers. 


Her
eyes brightened at the sight of grapes. 


She
was careful not to take too much, for she didn’t want anything missed. She descended
the stairs to her left, into the wine cellar, and grabbed the first bottle she
could reach. She knew nothing of wines, and had no idea whether what she had
selected was worthy of consumption or reverence, but it didn’t matter. 


Her
plans tonight demanded she be relaxed, at ease. 


For
tonight she was giving herself to a man for the first time. 


Tonight,
she was giving herself to the only man she had ever loved.


And
tonight, she would ruin the plans her mother and father had for her.


Forever.







[image: Description: Chapter Header]
2 |



Charlottenstraße, Berlin, Nazi Germany 
18 Hours Later


 


The aftermath still haunted him. The only person he had
ever loved was dead, murdered, yet the confusion over what had happened, the
shock of last night’s events, had him almost convinced it perhaps was all a
dream.


For
what had unfolded was unfathomable.


As
the ultimate sin had been committed, it was as if he were frozen in fear, much
like he had seen in the movies, his disembodied soul witness to a crime he
couldn’t believe was being committed, as if he just stood there while Nosferatu
claimed another desperate innocent. 


Yet
there was no doubt she was dead. He had watched, as if detached from his own
person as the knife slit through her throat, then the furious rage that had
stabbed his poor love repeatedly.


Why
hadn’t he stopped what was happening? Why hadn’t he saved her life? Bile filled
his mouth as guilt overwhelmed him at what he had done. He would burn in Hell
for eternity, of that he was certain. He had run like the coward he was, and
now had no clue what he should do. He couldn’t go home. He should turn himself
in to the police and let justice prevail, yet that wasn’t what would happen in
today’s Germany, for more was at risk than just his life. Last night, he had
destroyed one family through his actions, and if he turned himself in, his own
family would be as well. 


He
pulled at his hair from across the street as the first police officers arrived
at the scene, then scurried away through the alley he had concealed himself in
since he had found the courage to return. He prayed to God for guidance on what
he should do, knowing that none would be forthcoming, for he was as guilty as
any in the murder of a poor, innocent woman.


A
woman who had trusted him with her most precious gift.
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Charlottenstraße, Berlin, Nazi Germany 


 


“So, what do you think?”


“I
think she’s dead.”


Kriminalinspektor
Wolfgang Vogel eyed his much younger partner, Kriminalassistent Otto
Stadler. “If you intend to be investigating homicides, I think you’re going to
need to be a little more thorough than that in your reports.”


Stadler’s
cheeks flushed, unaccustomed to being challenged, his father well-connected
within the Nazi Party. While Vogel was careful what he said around the young
man, he was not about to let him off easy. Stadler wasn’t qualified for the
job. He hadn’t put in the time, and was only his partner through nepotism. But
that was the way things were today in Nazi Germany—one had to be a member of
the Party to advance, and even then, it was who one knew, not what one knew.


As a
member of the Kriminalpolizei, Criminal Police, Vogel was forced to be a
member of the Nazi Party, as all Kripo were. If one refused, one lost one’s
job, or worse, one’s life. He had a wife and two children to worry about, and
had swallowed his pride taking the oath. He didn’t attend any of the rallies,
he didn’t support the Party in any way, yet he had to live in this new reality.



And
that meant biting one’s tongue no matter how desperately one wanted to speak
out against what was happening. 


The
masses had swallowed what Hitler and his ilk were spreading, and he could
understand why. In the beginning, even he had to acknowledge the fact that things
were better under the Nazis than they had been. Germany’s loss in the Weltkrieg,
the World War, had been humiliating, with the Treaty of Versailles
debilitating. The war reparations forced upon them had bankrupted the country,
and that, coupled with the Great Depression, had left most in poverty, too many
starving, not knowing when or from where their next meal would come. 


Hitler
had offered them an alternative. He had promised to restore German pride and
strength by ridding themselves of the burden of the Treaty of Versailles. It
had attracted enough votes that what was once a fringe party, became a
significant minority party. And then, through orchestrated events, Hitler had
manipulated the Reichstag into naming him chancellor. The moment he had the power,
despite never having the majority of the electorate, he had rid himself of the
nuisance of elections, becoming the dictator of a nearly-failed state. But
today, eight years later, Germany had one of the most powerful militaries in
the world, and had conquered a significant portion of Europe. 


Part
of him was proud of what his country had achieved in rebuilding itself, but he
had no interest in territorial conquests. Germany should have remained within
its borders and insisted it be part of the global community. Instead, Hitler
had taken it too far, and now that the Allies were regrouping, it was feeling
the pain of war.


Reichsmarschall
Göring had promised not a single allied bomber would ever reach Berlin, yet
that vow had proven impossible to keep as the Allies were now regularly bombing
the capital city Vogel called home. People were dying, and dying needlessly, but
from his point of view, as a homicide detective, those who died during bombing
raids were none of his concern, for murderers still murdered. 


And
judging by the sight that lay before him, they had a particularly vicious one
with which to contend. 


He
pointed at the victim lying on the bed, the woman’s naked body mutilated, her
hands and feet bound with the sheets. “Tell me what you see.”


Stadler
became serious, recognizing he was being tested. Vogel felt for the young man
sometimes. If his father weren’t a senior member of the Party, he would have
entered the police force at the bottom, and received the proper training to
work his way up. But instead, he had been thrust into his current position
years ahead of when he should have been, by a father who didn’t want his son on
the front. “Well, obviously it’s a woman. Looks like she’s late teens, maybe
early twenties, blond.” He reached over and opened one of her eyes.
“Blue-eyed.” Stadler glanced over his shoulder at Vogel. “She’s a good Aryan
specimen.”


“She
was a good Aryan specimen.”


Stadler
frowned. “Yes, you’re right, of course. Sorry.” 


“What
else can you tell me about her?”


Stadler
carefully examined the body then shrugged. “I don’t know. It looks like she
might have been raped and then her throat was slit. And she was stabbed
multiple times.”


“And
that’s it?”


“Yes.”


“Was
she a prostitute? Was she a student? Did she come from a rich family or a poor
family?” 


Stadler
eyed him. “How the hell would I be able to tell that?” 


Vogel
stepped forward. He pointed at her toenails, carefully clipped and painted,
then her fingernails, also cut short and painted. “What do her nails tell you?”


Stadler
shrugged. “She takes care of herself?”


“Yes.
But her nails are clipped short. Why?”


His
inexperienced partner stared at her for a moment. “She works a menial job?”


“Quite
possibly. What about the nail polish? What does that tell you?”


Stadler
sighed heavily. “That she’s not a menial laborer?”


Vogel
chuckled. “Quite possibly. But who can afford such luxuries these days?” 


Stadler
shrugged. “The rich?”


“Yes,
that’s a definite possibility.” 


“But
then she wouldn’t be a menial laborer.” Stadler’s eyes shot wide. “She could
still be a prostitute, though.”


“Why’s
that?”


“Perhaps
she had a rich client who gave her the nail polish.” 


Vogel
smiled slightly. “That’s the first intelligent thing I’ve heard come out of
your mouth today.” 


Stadler
grinned. “Thank you.” The grin was quickly replaced with a frown as he realized
he had just been insulted. “Hey!”


Vogel
ignored him. “That being said, it’s my experience that most prostitutes keep
their nails long, regardless of whether they’re painted.” He leaned over the
body. “Her hair is tidy and styled. She has fresh makeup, no bruising or
evidence of any type of perimortem injuries beyond those that occurred just
prior to the assault. I can’t rule out that she wasn’t a prostitute, though my
gut tells me she wasn’t. What do the wounds tell you?” 


Stadler
stared at the slit throat and the numerous stab wounds to the chest and abdomen.
“Whoever did this was angry?” 


Vogel
nodded. “That’s what I was thinking as well, though I’m not so sure. It would
appear that her throat was slit, then she was stabbed multiple times.”


“How
can you tell which came first?”


“The
blood spatter. The throat was slit, cutting the artery, and that’s what caused
these splashes” He indicated the spray on the sheets and headboard. “Then you
have a large amount of blood here.” He indicated the heavy bloodstains on the
sheets near her neck. “Then you have the stab wounds to the torso, where
there’s almost no blood. Her heart had stopped beating when these were made.”


“But
wouldn’t that mean he waited at least a minute or two?”


“Exactly.
The question is, why? She was already dead. This part of the attack was
postmortem and served no purpose beyond the emotional. Whoever did this, raped
her, slit her throat, watched her die, then in a fit of rage, or some other
emotion, stabbed her at least a dozen times.”


“A
crime of passion?”


“The
second part of the attack would certainly suggest something like that. It’s the
first part that doesn’t. Slitting someone’s throat and watching them die
suggests to me a methodical, cold-blooded killer.”


“So,
someone rapes a woman, slits her throat, watches her die, then stabs her
repeatedly, then leaves, taking her clothes with him.”


“What’s
that?” 


Stadler
looked about the room. “I don’t see her clothes anywhere.” 


Vogel
confirmed his underling’s finding. “You’re right. And I don’t see her purse
either. Whoever did this, didn’t want us to be able to identify her easily.”


“What
do you think that means?”


“I
think it means he knew her.”


“What
makes you say that?”


“If this
were random, and for example, she were a prostitute, murdered by a client, then
he wouldn’t care if she were identified, because there’d be no way to link him
to her. But if he knew her, then he’d be scared we’d be able to connect him to
her, so he’d want to make it as difficult as he could for us to identify her.”


“But
he has to know that we would eventually figure it out, wouldn’t he?”


“Yes,
but the longer it takes, the longer he has to destroy any evidence, establish
an alibi, or just disappear.”


“Where’s
the knife?” asked Stadler. 


Vogel
again examined the room. “He must have taken it with him.”


“Would
he do that for the same reason? Maybe it was identifiable? If he left the knife
behind, we might be able to link it back to him?”


“Possibly.
Though only a fool brings an identifiable weapon to commit murder.”


“Crime
of passion again?”


“Possible.”


Stadler
stared at the body. “But if he brought a knife with him, wouldn’t that suggest
this was premeditated?”


“It
would, though a lot of people carry knives on a regular basis.”


“Who?
The kind of person who avails himself of the services of a prostitute?”


“Perhaps,
however, again, if she were a prostitute, why try to hide her identity by
taking her purse?”


“Perhaps
he was just a thief.”


“A
thief doesn’t tie up somebody, sexually assault them, then murder them in such
a deliberate fashion.” 


Stadler
threw up his hands. “Then I don’t know what the hell is going on here. I don’t
know how anybody could know.” 


Vogel
frowned at him. “You still don’t get it, do you?”


“What?”


“Homicides
aren’t easy. Do you expect to walk into a scene and have all the answers handed
to you on a silver platter? That’s not the way it works. There are clues here.
Those clues lead to questions, then we investigate and attempt to find answers
to those questions, and to the questions that will follow from those. A young
woman died here today. It’s our job to find out who she is and who killed her,
and I intend to do just that, because someone who commits a brutal murder like
this is likely to do it again.” 
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Berlin-Mitte Morgue
Hannoversche Straße, Berlin, Nazi Germany


 


Medical Examiner Hans Naumann looked up from the autopsy
table as Kriminalinspektor Vogel entered with his Nazi loyalist partner, Otto
Stadler. “Wolfgang, how the hell are you?”


“Better
than she is,” said Vogel, staring at this morning’s murder victim. “What can
you tell me?”


“Well,
she wasn’t raped.”


Both
Vogel and Stadler echoed their surprise. “What?”


“In
my professional opinion, she wasn’t raped.”


“But
she was tied up and naked!” protested Stadler. “How could you possibly say she
wasn’t raped?”


“All
evidence suggests she had consensual sex using a condom, and that everything
else that happened occurred after the sexual act was completed.” 


Vogel’s
eyebrows rose. “A condom?”


“That’s
illegal!” exclaimed Stadler. 


Vogel
wagged a finger. “Not if whoever she had sex with was a soldier.”


Stadler
frowned. “I can’t believe one of our soldiers would be capable of such a
thing.”


Vogel
rolled his eyes. “You can’t imagine a soldier could have sex with a beautiful
woman?”


“Huh?”
Stadler stared at him, then his jaw dropped. “I meant murder!”


Naumann
grunted. “Well, boy, you need to be much more precise in your observations if
you expect to be a detective.”


Vogel
yanked them back on track. “Any evidence that she was a prostitute? Any STDs?”


“No,
no sexually transmitted diseases.”


Stadler
stepped closer, staring at the body in the cold light of the morgue. He pointed
at her genitalia. “But what about the blood? Doesn’t that suggest rape?”


Naumann
shook his head, frowning. “I’m afraid not. It appears it was her first time.” 


Vogel’s
shoulders slumped with the news. “Then she’s definitely not a prostitute.”


“No.”


“So
then, what we’re saying is that this young woman had sexual intercourse for the
first time, then was murdered after this consensual act?”


“Exactly.
Which means she likely knew her attacker.” 


Vogel
shook his head. “That assumes they’re one and the same.”


Naumann
eyed him. “What do you mean?”


“Well,
it’s possible she had sex with someone she knew, then someone else committed
the murder.”


Stadler
leaned against a nearby cabinet. “Then what happened to her lover? Wouldn’t
there have at least been evidence of a struggle?”


“He
might have left and then the murderer arrived after,” said Vogel.


Naumann
shook his head. “Nonsense. You don’t make love to a woman for her first time
and then just walk out of the room, leaving her naked.”


“We
don’t know that she was naked when he left. She might have got dressed and then
the murderer came in, ordered her to take her clothes off, then tied her up.” 


Again,
Naumann shook his head. “Talk to your wife and she’ll tell you how nonsensical
that is.” 


Vogel
stared at him. “What do you mean?”


“I
mean, there’s not a young woman anywhere who isn’t going to clean herself up
after having sex for the first time before putting her clothes back on. All
evidence from the photos I looked at of the scene, and from the body itself, is
that she hadn’t had a chance to clean up. The sex act had just been performed,
and she hadn’t yet got out of the bed. Whoever made love to her is almost
definitely the killer.” 


Vogel
frowned, eying the area in question. “I suppose you’re right.” He stared at her
face. “Just who are you, and who was it that you trusted enough to lay with for
the first time that would then so brutally murder you?” He sighed heavily.
“These are the cases I hate the most, next to murdered children. No one should
die this young and in such a horrible fashion. I can’t imagine being butchered
by someone I thought cared for me.” 


Naumann
agreed. “It is tragic.” 


Vogel
turned to leave. “Let me know if you find anything. I’ll be canvassing the
area.


“Will
do.” 


Vogel
left with his partner, and Naumann stared down at the lifeless face of what was
once a stunning young woman. “Let’s see if you have any secrets to reveal,
shall we?” 
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Charlottenstraße, Berlin, Nazi Germany


 


“What’s the meaning of this?” 


Vogel
glanced over his shoulder to find a young woman standing in the doorway of the
apartment in which their victim had been murdered. He turned to face her and
produced his identification. “Kriminalinspektor Vogel, Kriminalpolizei. And you
are?” 


The
woman’s face paled the moment official ID with a Nazi emblem was produced.
“I’m-I’m Emilia Schmitt. Why are you here? Was there a break-in while I was
away?” She immediately became concerned and rushed inside, her head on a swivel
as she examined her apartment. 


“No,
nothing like that.” Vogel pointed to a chair. “Please, sit down.” 


The
woman sat, clutching her purse in her lap. “If there wasn’t a break-in, then
why are you here?”


“Is
this your apartment?”


“Yes.”


“How
long have you been away?”


“A
week. To see my parents in Frankfurt.”


“And
do you have a roommate?”


She
shook her head. “No, it’s just me.”


“Did
you have any friends staying here?”


“No,
no one. Why? Why are you asking these questions?”


“So,
no one would have any reason to be in this apartment besides yourself?”


“No,
no one. What’s going on. You’re scaring me.”


“Miss
Schmitt, I’m afraid there’s been an unsettling incident here. A young woman was
found murdered in your bedroom this morning.” 


A
short cry was stifled with a hand over her mouth. “Murdered? In my bedroom? Who
was it?”


“We
don’t know.” Vogel motioned to his partner and Stadler showed her a photo of
the woman. “Do you recognize her?” 


Emilia
glanced at the photo then quickly turned away, closing her eyes before taking a
deep breath, steeling for a proper look. She opened her eyes and stared. Vogel
watched her as she examined the photograph, her body language indicating she
was still uncomfortable. Every reaction from her so far told him she had no
involvement in this murder. Whoever had slaughtered their victim wouldn’t
cringe at a photograph of their handiwork unless it had been a crime of
passion, which he was confident it wasn’t. She finally looked away, shaking her
head firmly. “I’m sorry, I don’t know her.”


“You’re
sure?”


“Yes,
though I have to admit, there is something familiar about her, as if I’ve seen
her somewhere before.”


“I
thought you just said you didn’t know her?”


“I
don’t. I mean, I don’t know her personally. She’s not one of my friends or a
neighbor, or anybody that I think I deal with regularly. The face just looks
familiar somehow. Maybe she just reminds me of someone, or maybe I saw her on
the street one day. I just have this feeling I’ve seen her before.”


Vogel
nodded, unsure of what to make of what Emilia was saying. Too often, witnesses
tried to be helpful and ended up being anything but. Part of her might think
that by suggesting the woman was familiar, it might help them in the
investigation. And unfortunately, because she had said what she did, he had to
take it into account. Was the victim a part of her circle of friends, a friend
of a friend, or an even more distant relationship, as opposed to some random
stranger? If there were some connection, it might suggest how their victim had
wound up here.


This
was an apartment, not a hotel room, not some abandoned warehouse. Somebody
lived here on a regular basis, and it had been vacant for only a week. Someone
had to have known Emilia was away, and that the apartment would be empty. That
suggested a connection to her. It could very well be that the victim was an
acquaintance of someone Emilia knew. She might have seen the victim in a
photograph or at a party somewhere, at some point in the past. The more he
thought about it, the more he realized he shouldn’t dismiss her observation. 


“Who
knew you were going to be away?”


She
shrugged. “I don’t know, it wasn’t a secret. My friends, my family, my
coworkers.”


“Does
anyone have a key?”


“My
friend Petra does. Petra Berkner. I gave her a copy just in case I got locked
out.”


“Does
she live nearby?”


She
pointed up. “She lives right above me.”


Vogel
exchanged a glance with Stadler, but before acting on this new bit of
information, he motioned at the room in which they sat. “Do you see anything
missing?”


She
shook her head. “No, nothing.”


“Anything
that’s been moved, disturbed in any way?”


Again,
a shake of the head. “No.”


“Take
a moment and look through the rest of your apartment. Let us know if anything,
no matter how insignificant, is missing or out of place. I have to warn you,
though, that the bedroom is quite disturbing.”


“Yes,
sir.” She rose and headed directly for the bedroom. Vogel indicated for Stadler
to follow her, just in case she wasn’t so innocent and attempted to remove a
piece of incriminating evidence.


He
scribbled down several notes and glanced up from his pad as Emilia and Stadler
stepped out of the bedroom and walked down the hallway to the bathroom and then
the kitchen of the one-bedroom apartment. After a few minutes, they made their
way back into the main living area.


“Well?”
he asked.


She
shrugged. “Everything looks exactly the way I left it, except for the bedroom,
of course.”


Vogel
headed down the hallway to the kitchen, beckoning her to follow. He opened one
of the cupboards he had searched earlier, where the young woman kept her
glasses. “Do you see anything unusual here?”


She
gasped. “I didn’t think to look inside the cupboards!”


Stadler
eyed them, puzzled. “What? What am I missing?”


She
pointed at two wine glasses that sat upside down in the cupboard, every other
glass upright. “The two wine glasses are upside down.”


“So
what? You didn’t do that?”


“No,
of course not. Everyone knows that if you put your glasses face down, they end
up stinking over time. My mother taught me always to put my glasses upright so
they could air out.”


“And
you’re sure you didn’t do this by accident, perhaps a lapse?” asked Vogel.


She
vigorously shook her head. “Absolutely not, I would never do that. And besides,
I would have had to do it twice because I can’t remember the last time I had a
glass of wine, let alone a glass of wine with someone else.”


Vogel
pursed his lips at the implications. It suggested that whoever had been in the
apartment had enjoyed a glass of wine with someone else, and that was likely
the murderer and his victim. It matched up with what Medical Examiner Naumann
had said.


The
sex was consensual. 


“It
would seem someone had a romantic interlude in your apartment while you were
away.”


Her
jaw dropped and her eyes shot wide. “But who would do such a thing? What kind
of person would do that?”


Stadler
grunted. “Someone who would then murder their companion.”


Her
face slackened. “Yeah, I suppose so.”


Vogel
examined the kitchen. “Where do you keep your wine?”


Emilia
laughed. “You do realize there’s a war on, right? Every pfennig I have goes to
just surviving. Like I said, I can’t remember the last time I had a glass of
wine, let alone a bottle.”


“Then
it would have had to have been brought here.”


She
shrugged. “I suppose. They certainly didn’t get it from me.”


Vogel
turned to Stadler. “Have them check for any wine bottles. We might be able to
get fingerprints off them.”


“Yes,
sir.” Stadler left the kitchen to pass the orders on to the police officers
outside.


Vogel
pointed at the cupboard drawers. “Are you missing any knives?”


Emilia
shuddered. “You think they used one of mine?”


“The
knife wasn’t recovered, so anything is possible.”


She
checked the cutlery drawer and knife block then shook her head. “Nothing seems
to be missing.” She pointed at the block. “Those are the only sharp ones I
have. Maybe they washed it like the glasses?”


“I’ll
have them taken to the lab. Check the other cupboards everywhere in the house,
anywhere you didn’t look, and let me know if anything else is missing or
disturbed.”


She
nodded and quickly began a more thorough search. He casually followed her, no
longer concerned she was involved. Her search came up empty and she rubbed her
arms, shivering. “The only thing besides the bedroom that I see out of place
are those two wine glasses.”


They
returned to the living room and she sat in a chair by the window. “I just can’t
believe this is happening. What am I supposed to do now?”


“We’re
going to take the sheets as evidence, and we’ll be back to examine
































































































































































































































images/00002.jpeg





images/00001.jpeg
USA TODAY BEST

i ROBERT






