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         Nina dreamed she was being assaulted by a strange large animal. It had the head of a bear and the body of a tiger. One of her arms was in its jaws being ripped off.

         - Go away, she murmured. - Stop!

         - Nina!

         She opened her eyes. The relief of not being dismembered by a mythological creature was quickly replaced by annoyance at Klara, who was tugging hard on her arm, and the glaring light from the ceiling lamp.

         She sat up, pulling her arm back.

         - What the hell?

         Klara was pale and her pupils were huge. Alexander’s face was in the doorway.

         - It’s Victoria. I’m really worried, Nina.

         Nina looked over at Alexander, who nodded gravely.

         - What time is it?

         - Half-past three. She should’ve been home from a high school party two hours ago. She usually keeps to her curfew.

         Nina sighed. - Teenagers, right? Maybe she’s having fun for once, and lost track of time. We never came home from parties before dawn, Klara!

         Alexander considered his mother curiously.

         Klara’s hands lay in her lap. She had tears in her eyes.

         - Times were different back then, she said unhappily.

         Then she got to her feet.

         - I’ll have to go out and look for her.

         - Where?

         - I don’t know. I have an address and I’ve tried calling her friends, but there was no answer.

         She stared pleadingly at Nina, who got up with a groan. She put on her black training pants, a pair of running shoes and a dark windbreaker. Alexander smiled gratefully.

         - Where are the car keys and what is the address?

         - Shouldn’t I come with you? asked Klara.

         - I’m an owl. I can see in the dark. Besides, this isn’t your kind of thing. It’s better if you stay here and call me if she comes home, stinking of sour apple schnapps, puke and Pisang Ambon.

         - What’s Pisang Ambon? Alexander asked.

          
   

         The houses grew grander, the trees older and older, the walls taller and taller, and the planting of surveillance cameras closer and closer as she twisted along the old residential roads down to Øresund. Then she spotted four pretty, long-legged blonde high school girls of local breeding, clad in skimpy summer hot pants and absolutely shit-faced. They were gathered around the only solid point nearby: a lamppost. Giggling hysterically. Behind the sidewalk was a thicket, and behind that was a little park with a pond. One of them was puking into the bushes. Another was resting her red G-string on her stilettos. She crouched, legs spread, peeing onto the verge. Nina stopped the car and rolled down the window. Their eyes were black and red in the glow of her powerful Maglite, but they didn’t seem to notice either her or Klara’s BMW.

         - Hey, girls!

         They screeched Despacito, this summer’s Latin monster hit: Got the only key, know how to turn it on …

         - Victoria Simonsen? Do you know her? Do you know where she is?

         Indifferent, dull eyes, red lips and bleached-white teeth. Expensive handbags and shoes. Spoiled upper-class brats without a clue.

         Nina got out of the car and grabbed one of the girls hard by her long blonde ponytail, forcing her face into the light from the streetlamp. Disbelief closed the mouths of the other girls.

         She stared at them like an animal trainer at their first meeting with a litter of lion cubs.

         - Victoria Simonsen, goddamn it! Have you seen her?

         The urgency in her voice seemed to resonate with a beautiful brunette, who was obviously the least inebriated of them all. She put a hand on Nina’s arm so that she released her friend’s ponytail.

         - I sing in a choir with Victoria. She was at the party, but she got into a really serious argument with Frederik. Her boyfriend—well, he was … They were shouting pretty loudly, but I think they made up in the end.

         The girl swayed and gasped.

         - Made up?

         - Mm.

         She turned with difficulty, pointing into the dark park.

         - I saw her go in there a little while ago with Frederik and a couple of his friends.

         Nina straightened.

         The other girls nodded, shamefaced.

         Then a sharp scream cut through the darkness.

         - Go home, now! Nina ordered. - You have families who’re really worried about you. Go. Now.

         She pulled her hair up under her black beanie and ran into the park, not making a sound in the dewy grass.

         Another scream.

         Silhouettes around a park bench. A glimpse of white skin.

         The excited voice of a young boy: - No means yes, and yes means anal. Now fuck her in the ass, Frederik.

         - Then hold her still, dammit!

         Nina recognized the voice from the Banana Club—and later.

         They had Victoria over the back of the bench. Her knees were placed firmly on the seat, and another boy was holding her long hair, pulling her neck down over the hard edge of the bench.

          
   

         Frederik’s white jeans lay around his ankles and he was tearing Victoria’s thin panties to shreds. The third boy spread her legs apart.

         Frederik was about to stick his dick into her anus when a hand slid in between his thighs. The hand gripped his penis hard and pulled it back until the swelled organ cracked. Frederik fell backward, screaming. One of Frederik’s minions let go of Victoria’s legs and was hit by a hard, even blow to the solar plexus. He went down beside his idol. Their screams permeated the park’s silence. Birds began to flock from the tops of trees. The third boy let go of the girl’s hair and tried to escape, but Nina was on him like a Labrador chasing a frisbee. She kicked him on the inside of his knee, which sent him to the ground and followed up with a medium-hard kick to his temple.

         She gently freed Victoria; whose hands were bound by the laces of her sneakers.

         - Come on, Nina snarled.

         Victoria followed, clumsy and sobbing. Then she turned and looked at the boys. Their moaning and groaning filled the night.

         Victoria sniffed, broken: - They weren’t even invited. They just showed up. Then Frederik made me go with them. He wanted to show me that he’d deleted all my pictures … He said he was sorry … He sounded sorry!

         - Come on, you little idiot.

         They’d driven a few hundred yards when Nina slammed down on the brake and the car stopped with a screech from the overloaded rubber. Victoria was thrown forward in the seatbelt and winced. Nina switched off the engine and tried to light a cigarette. Her fingers shook, and she clicked the disposable lighter more and more savagely until it finally worked.

         Victoria looked at her with wide eyes and a half-open mouth. Nina looked straight ahead. Then she roared and slammed her hands on the steering wheel before she turned angrily in her seat and stared furiously at the girl.

         Nina pointed at her face with a trembling index finger.

         - You!

         - Yeah. Sorry. Sorry, sorry, sorry…

         - It’s not okay to be so catastrophically and clinically idiotic, Victoria. You know, I’m on parole, right?

         The girl looked down into her lap.

         - Yes, I know. It was almost inaudible.

         - You know? Great. It means, for example, that I can’t be outside the four walls of your home after nine o’clock at night. Nina looked at the luminous hands of her watch. - It’s now almost half-past five in the morning. It also means I’m not supposed to hang around in parks at night, mutilating teens. Are you following?
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