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This book is only for those who have the courage to explore the boundaries of crime and solve the case.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
First things first 
 
Crime novels have their origins in the 19th century and experienced a surge, especially with authors like Edgar Allan Poe. One of the most well-known and influential figures is Sherlock Holmes, created by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle. The golden age of crime fiction spanned the 1920s and 1930s, during which authors like Agatha Christie and Raymond Chandler penned many famous works. Crime novels encompass a variety of subgenres, including detective stories, thrillers, and police procedural novels. They often touch on social and political themes such as corruption and injustice. Popular worldwide, they have developed their own traditions in different countries, from Scandinavian crime fiction to Japanese "Tantei" (detective) stories. Many successful films and TV series are based on crime novels, and they are among the best-selling books worldwide. The genre has produced a multitude of talented authors who have diversified it by bringing in different perspectives and voices.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The witness
 
 Chapter 1
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
It was a warm summer night, a Friday evening in August. Even though the sun had already set a few hours ago, there was still a pleasant warmth throughout the city. Anna sat alone at the old, remote freight yard and was lost in thought. All the stress that had been going on at her house for a few weeks was slowly but surely becoming unbearable. Her parents just shouted at each other and there was no normal conversation at all anymore. Anna was pretty sure that it probably wouldn't be long before the two finally separated. Well, maybe it was better that way.
 
 
 
She pushed the sleeve of her jacket aside and looked at the clock. It was already a quarter past one, but somehow she didn't feel the need to head home yet. She listened to the noises around her, the usual traffic noise could be heard in the distance, even at night there was still a lot of activity on the streets, but that was probably what big cities had. 
In addition to the traffic noise, sirens could now also be heard, perhaps the police or fire department or perhaps just ambulances on the way to an emergency location.
 
 
 
 
Anna looked around. Apart from a few old railway carriages that increasingly disappeared between the grass, weeds and bushes, there was really nothing special here, but at least here she had peace and quiet. She dug into her bag and pulled out a crumpled box of Marlboros. She took the last cigarette, crushed the empty box in her hand and dropped it next to her. 
She then lit the cigarette and took a deep drag. She had often thought about quitting smoking and tried for a while, but in the end the will was too weak. While she inhaled the smoke with pleasure, she thought about what she should tell her mother about why she came home so late, but then she spontaneously thought of something. 
 
 
 
 
When almost only the filter remained of the cigarette, she took one last drag and then flicked it into the dark night. Somehow it was a bit scary here and actually not entirely safe, because there were occasionally homeless people hanging around here looking for a place to sleep or some youth gangs looking for an undisturbed place for their parties.
 
 
Anna stood up, brushed the dust off her pants and picked up her bag. She was about to leave when she heard voices a little further away, most likely coming from the other end of the completely dilapidated building she was standing in front of. 
The voices grew louder, apparently getting closer. Although the whole thing was a little scary, curiosity finally got the better of her and she would just take a quick look. Anna climbed the dilapidated stairs of the old platform and slowly walked around the building, whose walls were already missing some stones and there were broken roof tiles everywhere, so she had to be careful not to make any noise. 
 
She carefully crept along the wall so as not to be seen. She was only a few steps away from the corner of the house, from there she would definitely be able to see what was going on. At first she only risked a very brief glance. About 150 m away from her there were 6 boys standing on the overgrown train tracks. 
 
 
 
 
The guys were estimated to be 17-20 years old, Anna couldn't tell exactly from the distance. 
One of the boys spoke in a rather loud, commanding tone, apparently the boss or leader of the troupe. She had almost lost interest in the whole thing when the so-called "Boss" started to insult one of the boys quite violently, pushing him and then slapping him in the face. The shouting got louder and the group came a little closer to Anna. She took a step back to make sure no one noticed her and tried to listen more closely to what the obvious argument was about. 
 
 
 
But unfortunately she only heard fragments and scraps of words. “You’re going to betray us all,” someone said excitedly. “We’re all going to jail because of you,” another shouted. “You’ll pay for that.” Anna suspected that the whole thing must have been pretty serious, but what happened next was a little too blatant for her to have in her life expected. 
 
The boss, who she could now faintly see in the darkness was quite large and strong, walked closer and closer to the guy he had previously pushed and hit. This guy, in turn, a short and rather lanky guy with blonde hair that was visible even in the dark, kept backing away. Suddenly they both stopped abruptly, there was more shouting, but this time Anna couldn't understand a word. 
 
 
Then the unthinkable happened. The “boss” reached into his inside jacket pocket and pulled out a weapon, some kind of pistol. “Are you afraid?” he asked mockingly. He waved it around and finally held it to his victim's neck. “Do you think I’m afraid of you, you bum? The cops will get you either way.” Two of the guys standing around kept looking around nervously. Anna's heart almost stopped, she crouched down and leaned against the wall, otherwise she would probably have fallen over on the spot. She couldn't believe what was happening, it couldn't all be happening. “What am I fucking doing here?” asks! them themselves.
 
 
 However, the end of all the evil had not yet been reached. Anna had only closed her eyes for a few seconds to make sure it wasn't all just a bad dream, but when a shot rang out out of nowhere, breaking the silence of the night for a moment, she knew it wasn't was a dream, but a harsh reality. The silence returned and there was dead silence in the truest sense of the word. Anna glanced around the corner and quickly put her hands over her face to suppress a scream. 
 
She looked a second time and realized with horror that she had just witnessed a murder. She saw a motionless body lying on the floor, the other guys were just standing there, almost as if what had happened was something completely normal. 
 
 
Tears welled up in Anna's eyes and ran down her face, the salty drops collected on her lips, and suddenly a feeling of nausea arose within her. The disgusting taste slowly reached her throat and she staggered back a few steps, could no longer hold back and had to vomit. She didn't really feel any better after that, but in this situation that was hardly surprising.
 
After she had regained some composure, she looked around the corner one more time. The boys were probably having a heated discussion, at least everyone was talking loudly at one another, but Anna couldn't quite understand what was going on. A slightly taller guy with short, dark hair who also seemed to be a bit more muscular had positioned himself in front of the guy with the gun.
 
 It almost looked as if another argument was about to develop. Suddenly the dark-haired man received a punch in the face and then several punches and kicks in the stomach until he finally fell to the ground. But even when he could no longer defend himself, his opponent still gave him a violent kick in the face. Then he said something that Anna could understand for a change, but by now she didn't really care. "If you don't shut up, boy, the same thing will happen to you." The guy on the ground writhed in pain. Shortly afterwards the group broke up, everyone disappeared in other directions, they kept nervously looking around for possible witnesses until finally no one could be seen anymore.
 
 
 Anna thought about her current situation for a moment and decided that it would be best to get away as quickly as possible. She turned around and unintentionally kicked a roof tile, which then flew into the wall and shattered into its individual pieces with a loud clatter. Panic rose in her, she looked back again and was horrified to see that the injured stranger had noticed her.
 
 Without a second thought, she ran off, down the stairs, through the tall grass, the overgrown tracks, across the entire area. She felt her heart beating wildly in her chest, her fitness was slowly fading, but she couldn't stand still under any circumstances. She glanced over her shoulder and saw that she was being followed, he was pretty fast despite his injuries and was getting closer and closer. She was already looking at the exit gate when fate intervened again. 
 
She tripped over a branch and fell. She had no chance to get up again, she turned onto her back as her pursuer pounced on her and covered her mouth. Anna panicked even more, she lashed out and tried everything to defend herself, but it seemed hopeless, the guy was simply stronger. As he knelt over her, still covering her mouth, she tried to make out his face in the darkness. It took a moment, but she finally recognized him.
 The other guy had beaten him up pretty badly, his whole face was covered in blood, but Anna still knew who she was looking at.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 Chapter 2
 
 
She didn't know his name, but she knew 100 percent that he went to her school, in her parallel class. Still, she had absolutely no idea how to assess him. What if he was a brutal thug and was now turning her over to his buddies? A thousand thoughts ran through her head. Suddenly he spoke to her. "Watch out, I'm taking my hands away from your mouth now, but only if you keep your mouth shut and don't scream, understand?" She nodded and slowly lowered his hands. 
“Damn, what the hell are you doing here?”
 
 His voice sounded anything but aggressive, she was calm and understanding, but Anna couldn't quickly find an answer to the question. He sat down next to her, but didn't take his eyes off her for a second. She knew that running away would have been pointless, so she tried to stay calm for now.
 
 Unfortunately that didn't really work, tears welled up in her eyes and she started crying again, she just couldn't help it, what had happened in the last half hour was simply too much for her. The guy put an arm around her shoulder, apparently he really wasn't as brutal an asshole as his friends, but Anna remained suspicious. 
"Hey, I won't hurt you, I swear to you." 
 
It took a while until she calmed down a bit, then she looked him directly in the eyes for a moment. “Will you tell me your name?” she avoided his gaze and thought for a moment before answering him. 
"So you can rat me out to your friends?" "Nonsense, why would I do that?" 
"Because I saw what you did, you killed someone." 
 
He crossed his hands in front of his face for a moment. “Are you going to turn me in to the cops?” His eyes seemed a little frightened. “No, I don’t really know who you are after all.” “Nick.” He held out his hand and waited for her reaction. She thought for a moment and then took his hand. “I'm Anna.” Suddenly voices could be heard again, Anna started to panic, had the guys come back a bit? The two looked around and finally saw a homeless man with his dog a few meters away. Nick jumped up and took Anna by the hand. 
“We have to get out of here immediately.”
 He ran and pulled her behind him, the two of them ran until they reached a subway station, completely out of breath. Anna looked at him fearfully. "And what are we doing now? 
 
The guy saw us and it's probably only a matter of time before he..." She stopped in the middle of her sentence, it would probably be better if she didn't talk about the whole thing in public, even though the platform was deserted. Nick sat down on one of the benches standing around, his face looked even worse in the light. Anna sat down next to him. 
“That guy got you pretty bad. Looks really bad.” “Not so bad.” “And what’s next?” “I have no idea.“ “I have to go home first, after all it’s just before three. Or are you planning to keep me here longer?” 
He shook his head. 
"No, but we'll meet tomorrow, maybe then I'll think of something about what to do next." 
"Okay, when and where?" "At 11 a.m. at the Kölnerstrasse sports field." "Okay, see you then."
 
Commissioner Alexa Peters was still sitting at her desk in the office around half past three in the morning. The coffee in the large, red cup was now cold. She had been sitting in the same place for hours, leafing through countless files. She was slowly getting so tired that her eyes were occasionally starting to close. They were torn from their thoughts when their colleague Thomas Lennart appeared in their office door. In contrast to her, he looked quite rested and gave her one of his usual grins. “Well, you never finish work, do you?”
 
 
 She gave him a quick look and then ran her hands through her face. "I'm still busy with this drug dealer thing, but somehow I just can't get any further." "You should get some sleep first, maybe then you'll be able to think normally again." "Yes, you're right, I think I'll give myself a few hours .” The conversation between the two was interrupted by Alexa’s phone ringing. She walked around the desk, slumped into the chair and finally picked up the phone. “Peters,” she answered in
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