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            Chapter 5:5
   

         

         Nørrebro, Copenhagen
   

         Felix’s instructions had been crystal clear – Kathrine was to remain as visible as possible, and the frequent posing in front of the dark window made her feel extremely vulnerable. She stood and stared out of the window at an almost tangible darkness, only broken by a single streetlight. Kathrine knew that she was fully visible to everyone on the other side of the glass. All she could see was the vague figure of an unknown woman with dark eyes. Her pulse slowed down a bit when she spotted an unmarked police car.

          
   

         Initially, she had felt a kind of morbid fascination from changing her appearance, becoming a different and almost perverted version of herself. At the same time, the images of the dead women were lurking at the back of her mind. She was up against an experienced killer who had succeeded in evading the police both in Denmark and abroad. She had made a mental note of a remark Felix had made that morning during a short briefing: The killer managed to catch his victims unaware. It dawned on her that she couldn’t let herself give in to the exhaustion, that she would have to remain alert at all times, because otherwise everything might go wrong. The killer had to be equipped with a keen ability to spot easy targets. Like a wolf seeking out the weakest member of the herd. She froze when she heard a slow scraping sound, which activated her internal danger signal, causing a hefty dose of adrenaline to be pumped around her body. Kathrine almost got a physical impression that she wasn’t alone in her living room, and she quickly spun around. She forced herself to look around the room. The ceiling lamp covered the room in a white halogen glow. Her gaze swept across the shadowy nook, and then over the dark-grey curtains which didn’t appear to be moving. In a dim hollow between the wall and a large mahogany bookcase she had inherited, a shadow suddenly seemed to come alive, and in the blink of an eye, a tall man appeared. He was dressed from head to toe in black. Before she managed to draw her gun, she felt a movement in the air and a shattering blow to her forehead.

         The impact threw her to the floor. A huge weight was on her chest, forcing the air out of her lungs. She noticed a putrid stench of sweat before she managed to focus on the face. And the sight of his eyes sent shivers through her body. One eye was like a bottomless abyss, and the smile was that of a predator. She could feel his erection against her abdomen. Kathrine tried to break free from his grip, but it was in vain. He moved his face closer to hers, and she could feel his breath against her face like a warm gust of wind. She opened her mouth and screamed, but he covered it with a heavy glove-clad hand. “If you scream again, I’ll break your neck,” he whispered.

         Nørrebro, Copenhagen
   

         Felix called for backup, drew his gun and ran over to the street door. He opened it with the master key he had been given by the rather strange building superintendent. He found the door to Kathrine’s flat and unlocked it. “Kathrine?” he called. No reply. “Kathrine!”

         Felix went into the living room and looked around. He found the place where he had seen a shadow from the outside. Whatever had been there was gone now. He felt his palms getting clammy. Felix switched his gun to the other hand, wiped his hand on his trousers, and released the gun’s safety catch. The room was cold, and he felt a draft hitting him. He took the weapon into his right hand again and opened a door which turned out to lead to the bedroom. A concentrated smell of Kathrine’s light and airy perfume distracted him for a moment, while he brushed the walls in search of a light switch. A modern version of a Chinese rice paper lamp illuminated the room with a cold light that reminded him of the moon. The bed was made, and there was a pile of clothes on top of the covers. He looked inside a white closet and didn’t find anything other than copious amounts of clothes. An impulse made him bend down and look underneath the bed. He froze when he noticed a small cylindrical object all the way inside by the wall.

         Felix lay down flat on the floor and wormed his way underneath the bed. He stretched his arm out to grasp for the thing. Soon after, he felt the smooth and slippery shape against the palm of his hand. He crawled out and held it to the light. It was a small, glass vial. The label proclaimed it to be Ketamine. The same tranquilizer that had been found in the other victims. He ran out of the bedroom, through the living room and into the kitchen, which also turned out to be empty, and it dawned on him that the perpetrator had managed to abduct Kathrine, apparently through the kitchen door, which was standing slightly ajar. He could hear sirens in the distance. Even though his colleagues had responded extremely quickly, he had a feeling that they would arrive far, far too late. He tore open the kitchen door, rain down the back stairs, and found the door to the courtyard, where he struggled a bit with the lock before he managed to open it. The courtyard was partially illuminated by small lamps, but there were plenty of shadowy areas and dark corners. He quickly searched the courtyard without finding anything. Felix heard the sound of squealing tires against the asphalt. He ran through an archway into the street and saw the wobbly rear end of a white van disappearing around a corner. It almost tilted like a ship at sea when it cornered. He didn’t get a chance to see the license plate. Felix wiped his forehead, which held a thin cover of sweat, while he tried to comprehend the fact that Kathrine was gone. That she had received a death sentence on his watch. He felt his legs turning to jelly, and a shiver ran through his body. He still managed to run towards his patrol car, while he got on his phone and notified his colleagues that the suspect had abducted Kathrine. He described the van to the operator. The fact that it looked like any white van. The purest form of anonymity. A van you would never notice in the street. The thought that it looked like one of their own camera vans was mortifying. The trap had worked, but he would never be able to forgive himself if anything happened to Kathrine. Never.

          
   

         It was late at night. The heels clicked a bit unsteadily as she crossed the street where the asphalt was slippery with black ice. She went up on the granite curb, briefly lost her balance, but managed to stay upright by leaning against the facade of the building. She had blonde hair down to her shoulders, and a grey coat that billowed around her shapely legs like a dark flag. The hand dug into a large purse, apparently in search of the key. Soon after, she held a large bundle of keys up towards the streetlight, while browsing through each one of them. She finally managed to find the right key, which she inserted into the lock. The silhouette of a man seemed to materialise out of the darkness. A hooded figure approached her from behind. As she turned the key in the lock, she turned her head. “Do you live here?” A deep voice asked. She nodded. “I would like a word with you.”

         Teglholmen
   

         The walls of the interrogation room were so bare and white that the light from the big window was almost blinding. Felix switched on the microphone and the camera. The interrogation would be transmitted live for the profiling group in Norway to watch as well. He observed the person sitting across from him, and reflected that the mask appeared to have vanished during the night. From a distance, Lars the superintendent could easily pass for a beautiful and alluring blonde woman. But now, the face was grimy with black streaks of mascara. The fake eyelashes on one eye had apparently gone missing during the apprehension, which made his face appear lopsided, and the impression he got reminded him of when he looked through the school yearbook photos. He felt the anger boiling inside him, and a powerful urge to strangle the presumed mutilator and murderer, but he repeated to himself that he couldn’t give in to those primitive urges that were able to poke a hole in his civilised veneer as easily as popping a balloon.

         Besides, the suspect likely knew where Kathrine was, so he had to proceed with caution. He had asked the jailer to check if the suspect was wearing coloured contact lenses, but that was not the case. But supposing they had been mistaken right from the start? That the killer didn’t have a noticeable eye injury at all? That he himself had brought the investigation in an entirely mistaken direction, based on the grainy picture from a French shop and the testimony of a woman who had just woken up from a deep coma. That the man behind the twins in the French sporting supplies shop had just been some random creep staring at two pretty girls? For a moment, he felt as if he was staring into an abyss, and he needed all his strength to fight his way back to the investigative arena. The last thing Kathrine needed was some idiot who couldn’t focus. He had to trust his gut instinct. He cleared his throat and forced his voice to sound calm. “Would you like a cup of coffee, Lars?” He nodded. Felix poured coffee into a plastic cup and pushed it over to Lars, who took it gingerly with his well-manicured hands. “Thanks.” “Lars... you told me that you don’t remember anything that happened between the hours of 8 and 10 pm last night. Now that you’ve had a bit of sleep, I hope you remember something. You see, as I told you yesterday, your upstairs neighbour, Kathrine Nymark, has disappeared. She has been abducted. And as far as we can work out, you were the last person she was in contact with before the abduction.” Lars brushed something invisible off the table. He was looking down. “I told you I was plastered... I had taken some Valium as well... for my nerves. I don’t remember a bloody thing...” “We suspect you of having abducted Kathrine with the intent of harming her, and we’re investigating if you’re connected with a series of murders against young women.” The suspect went pale under his fading make-up.

         “Lars... I don’t know if you’re aware of how serious this is,” Felix continued, forcing himself to stay calm. “We know that you own a white van. Where is that located at this point?” “I lent it to my former brother-in-law and his new wife. They’re moving to a house out in the countryside...” “Please write down his phone number for me.”

         Lars nodded and wrote eight digits on a piece of paper. “I have a warrant to search your flat, and we have found a large amount of women’s underwear. Right now, we’re examining whether any of it might have belonged to any of the murder victims.” “You’re out of your mind.” “Have you been to France within the last six months?” “No.” “Remember that I can check everything you tell me. All I have to do is phone the airline companies...” The suspect was looking firmly down at the table. “Do you know these women?” Felix put the pictures of the dead women in front of Lars, while carefully observing his reaction. “Not bad,” Lars said with an ambiguous smile, “even though I don’t usually go for brunettes...”“If I find the tiniest connection between you and these murders, you’ll be locked up forever, and I hope they throw away the key!” Felix shouted. He paused and then menacingly hissed: “The prisoners did request leggy blondes recently...” The look that hit Felix was as dark as the deepest ocean. The muscles on his neck tensed like ropes when he shouted: “You think I have anything to do with any murders? You must be out of your fucking mind!” “Kathrine visited you earlier in the evening. What were you talking about?” “Nothing much... I invited her in for a glass of wine. We met by chance in the laundry room in the basement. I had taken her laundry down from the washing line.” “Why?” “Some of the residents get huffy. They bitch and moan if it hangs there too long, so I pulled hers down and put it in her laundry basket. Then she came home, and she seemed a bit beside herself, so I figured she could use a drink.” “Did you take any of the women’s underwear hanging in the basement?” “Me? No, why would I do that?” “To wear it yourself, perhaps?” The suspect shook his head lightly. “You have a key to Kathrine’s flat,” Felix continued. “Have you ever been inside it?” “Just once, when I had to unclog the kitchen sink, that’s all. Look, I don’t have anything to do with this Kathrine thing.” He rubbed his face hard. “But by the way... maybe hers was one of the ones missing...” “What do you mean?”
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