



[image: Cover]












		

		


		

                Michael Katz Krefeld


                

		Death Before Dawn


		An Inspector Cecilie Mars Thriller


		







Saga















Death Before Dawn: An Inspector Cecilie Mars Thriller





All rights reserved





ISBN: 9788728297438





1st ebook edition


Format: EPUB 3.0





No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrievial system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the publisher, nor, be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than in which it is published and without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser. It is prohibited to perform text and data mining (TDM) of this publication, including for the purposes of training AI technologies, without the prior written permission of the publisher.





www.sagaegmont.com


Saga is a subsidiary of Egmont. Egmont is Denmark’s largest media company and fully owned by the Egmont Foundation, which donates almost 13,4 million euros annually to children in difficult circumstances.












For my wonderful wife, Lis, the light of my life

















Part I







The moth’s wings illuminated by the glow of the fire.


Swarming in unsteady pathways.


Towards the flames you now come so near.


Consumed by the fire before you’re aware.
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The darkness cloaked him as he looked over at the apartment complex on the opposite side of the street. It was 11 p.m. and Saxogade was deserted. The piercing cold kept most people indoors. Only a few had passed by in the hour he had been sitting in his car. He hadn’t paid any attention to them; he had been fully focused on the apartment on the first floor. The ceiling light was turned on in the living room, sending its glow out to the balcony. Contrary to the neighbouring balconies, no satellite dish had been installed on the low railing, which meant that he had a clear view of the living room through the narrow balcony door. A clear view of Kristina Sand. He had observed her walking back and forth. She wore a white T-shirt that accentuated her breasts. He had seen her long hair flutter as she turned around. Twenty minutes ago, he had caught a glimpse of a wine glass in her hand, and he was thinking that she must be having a party. Her private party because he knew that she was alone up there. All alone. Kristina came into view again. Standing in front of the balcony door. She sipped from the glass. Was she wearing jeans? Maybe leggings? He wasn’t sure. No matter what, the outfit accentuated her gorgeous long legs. She was swaying her hips back and forth to the beat of the music she listened to, he guessed. He reached for the button to the side window and rolled it down. He had naïvely hoped that he would be able to hear what she was playing, but all that reached him was the distant sounds of the city. He rolled the window back up and turned on the radio. The music they were playing was heavy and noisy, and he continued pushing the dial buttons until he landed on some older pop. It sounded like Britney Spears. Maybe Kristina was listening to the exact same tune . . . “Oops! I did it again,” sang Britney.


What a coincidence, he thought as he stomped his foot to the beat of the music and looked up at Kristina. After a while, she closed the thin curtains.


He felt disappointed, but then she started wriggling to the music behind the curtain. In the silhouette, she danced sensually, her hips swaying. His private dancer. It was a gift to him. Just as much as it was a sign. One of many that had recently appeared, and which had led him down the path to her. “Kriistiinna,” he whispered to himself. He turned off the radio and looked back towards the light up there. She was like a firefly fluttering about a single light bulb. Drawn to something it can’t comprehend. Like Kristina was drawn to the music and her movements. Like he was driven by certain instincts growing stronger and darker within. Instincts that were inexplicable but that he knew he would have to obey to feel whole. He grabbed the leather briefcase on the passenger seat. He considered whether he ought to check the contents one last time, but he saw no reason why he should keep postponing this. Now was the time for the whole thing to be executed. That which had always been in his mind. That which had rushed through his veins. He opened the car door and got out. It had started to rain, and the raindrops bounced off his long black nylon coat. He pulled up the collar and started to cross the dark street, keeping a firm grip on the handle of the leather briefcase. When he reached her building, he found her name on the door entry phone and pushed the button.
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Cecilie made a sharp turn at the corner in her black Golf and continued down Istedgade. Vesterbro was just waking up on this piercingly cold Monday morning and there was a lot of traffic. She beeped impatiently and tried to edge her way around the line. When that didn’t work, she turned on the flashing blue lights, forcing the cars in front to make room for her.


“Damn, Heino, did you just let out a fart?” Henrik asked from the back seat. The older, grey-haired colleague waved his hand back and forth in front of his nose.


“Not at this very moment, if that’s what you meant,” Heino answered, rubbing his hipster goatee while smiling innocently.


“But as in two seconds ago? Cecilie, Heino is breaking wind,” said Henrik, moving his big hulk of a body away from Heino. Cecilie sensed the stench and rolled down all the windows.


“This is the last time I’m giving you a lift. Next time you’ll have to drive yourselves. Joakim?”


“What?” said Joakim, sitting next to her, the Homicide Unit’s newest and youngest member. “I haven’t let out any farts.”


“Dammit, Joakim, a briefing?” she said, sending him a glance. The black Ray-Bans and the open shirt were already irritating her.


“Woman who has been killed. Saxogade number 11, first floor,” he said while noisily chewing his gum. “A resident found her after he had noticed that the front door had been ajar for more than a day.”


“And that’s all?”


Joakim spit the chewing gum out of the open side window.


“I haven’t been given any more information.”


“Joakim isn’t a trusted employee, boss,” Heino said ironically.


Cecilie shook her head and turned at the next street on the left.


“Isn’t this it?” she asked.


“No, and this is a one-way street. Saxogade is the next street over,” Joakim answered. “I can drive.”


A car approached them at a very high speed.


“Boss, oncoming car,” Heino said.


Cecilie activated the blue lights once again. The driver quickly swung to the side and made room for them to pass.


“Let’s hope it’s not Sonja who was killed,” said Henrik.


“Who?!” asked Joakim.


Henrik shook his head.


“Sonja from Saxogade. Come on, am I the only one who remembers that television series?”


Heino crossed his arms. “Shit, sometimes I forget how old you actually are. Isn’t it time for you to retire soon?”


“Yeah, in two years. And I’m already counting down the days till I won’t have to look at your ugly face anymore.”


Cecilie rolled up next to the patrol cars and the forensic detectives’ station car, which were blocking most of Saxogade. At the entrance door, a couple of officers were standing together with a few curious citizens who had positioned themselves behind the red-and-white crime scene tape. Cecilie turned off the engine and snapped her fingers.


“Okay. Playtime’s over, boys. And, Joakim, remove those goddamn sunglasses before I stick them up your ass.”


Both Heino and Henrik held back a laugh as Joakim hurriedly put his sunglasses in his shirt pocket. They got out of the car and Cecilie looked up at the apartment on the first floor. It was cold as hell, so she zipped up her leather jacket. At that moment, she noticed some small glimpses of light coming from behind the curtains. It looked as though the forensic detectives were busy taking photographs of everything at the scene of the crime. She sensed her heart pounding as she approached the building. No matter how many murder cases she had been involved in, it would never feel normal. Cecilie greeted the two officers and looked over at the entry phone and the name next to the apartment on the first floor. They all continued into the hallway.


“What about the guy who reported it? What apartment does he live in?” Cecilie asked no one in particular.


“I have no idea, but I’ll find out,” said Heino. “I’ll start ringing doorbells.”


Cecilie and the others went up to the apartment, where the door was wide open. The forensic team had put out a cardboard box with protective plastic overshoes, which they put on.


“It’s almost like a house viewing,” said Joakim.


Cecilie ignored him and walked through the hallway, past the small kitchen and into the living room. Everything was neat and tidy and there was no indication of a violent struggle. She greeted the two forensic officers, who were both wearing blue coveralls. Cecilie looked around the living room, which was neatly decorated with plenty of matching throw pillows and little knick-knacks. A single woman in the big city, she thought. The individual who had lived here had better taste than she did. Ole entered the living room. He was dressed in white coveralls with a corresponding hood that made him look like an astronaut.


“Goddammit, Cecilie,” the middle-aged medical examiner exclaimed with a big smile. Cecilie stuck her hand out and they fist-bumped.


“I didn’t think you walked among us mortals any longer,” said Ole.


“What do you mean? Did you think I had croaked?”


“No, of course not, but since they had appointed you head of Homicide, I assumed you were far too busy mingling with the bosses at police headquarters, attending fancy receptions and things like that.”


“That would suit me well, wouldn’t it?” she said ironically. “It’s good to see you, Ole. What do you have for me?”


“Not a pretty scene,” Ole said, resembling an undertaker rather than an astronaut now. “Follow me.”


Cecilie and Ole went into the adjacent bedroom with Henrik and Joakim at their heels.


“Fuck . . .” said Joakim at the sight, instinctively covering his mouth with his hand. On the bed in front of them lay the corpse of a woman with her arms and legs fastened to the bedposts. She was almost naked; all she was wearing was a girdle and white pantyhose that were drenched in blood. The skin of her stomach was perforated to such an extent that her intestines and viscera lay bare in the abdominal cavity, and her womb and inner thighs were lesioned with wounds. Her face had been disfigured into a bloody, shrivelled mass. A semi-stifled sound came from Joakim, who was struggling to keep his lunch down.


“Are you okay?” Cecilie asked.


“I . . . I . . . I’ll try.”


“The last thing I need right now is to worry that you’ll throw up all over the crime scene. Go downstairs and help Heino with the witnesses.”


Henrik took him by the shoulders and managed to nudge him out of the bedroom.


“What can you tell us, Ole?” Cecilie asked, positioning herself next to the bed together with the medical examiner.


“As you can see, numerous cuts in the stomach region, the groin area, and the face. We won’t know the precise number until we’ve examined her more thoroughly. But I have roughly counted the first thirty cuts.”


“And the weapon?”


“A large knife, perhaps several different knives. It looks like the stab wounds differ from one another.” Ole pointed out two different cuts on the victim’s groin.


“And the time of death? Any idea?”


Ole nodded. “It’s more than twenty-four hours ago.”


“Last night?”


“I’ll be able to estimate it once we take her in.”


Cecilie looked around in the small room.


“Have we located the weapon?”


“Not as far as I know.”


“So, he’s taken it with him . . . Bloodied up, we can safely presume?”


“Yes. This was a messy business.”


“And yet there are no traces to be found, neither in the living room, the hallway, nor the stairwell?”


“Forensics might still manage to find some, but you’re right. Taking the degree of violence into consideration, it is truly noteworthy that there are absolutely no traces to be found in the rest of the apartment. He must have been very careful.”


“How did this happen?” she asked, looking at Henrik.


Henrik folded his arms over his chest and looked at the corpse. Pondering for a moment, he said: “There is no indication of a break-in. She must have let him in, or he must have had a key. There are no signs of a fight in the living room. Maybe they ended up in here rather quickly?”


Cecilie nodded in agreement.


“A single woman. Vesterbro at nighttime. If we assume that the crime took place at night, who would she have dared open the door to?”


“Someone she knew. A friend, a boyfriend, maybe an ex-partner. Murders committed out of jealousy are violent. We’ve seen that before.”


“Indeed we have. As soon as we have her ID in order, we’ll check out her social circle. Preferably today.”


“Roger.”


Cecilie looked around. She noticed the clothes that were neatly folded on the chair in the corner. A white T-shirt, a pair of black leggings, and woollen socks.


“Could he have pacified her? Before tying her up?”


Ole nodded.


“Aside from the many lesions, there are no other indications of physical violence. Neither in the form of head trauma nor signs of defence.”


“Cable ties and sexy underwear. Could it be a sex game gone wrong?”


“I’ll know more once we—”


“Get her in,” Cecilie concluded his sentence. She bent down and looked at the deep slits around the victim’s wrists.


“It seems like she struggled to free herself.”


Ole squatted down and carefully examined the marks. The long skin abrasions and the repeated wear patterns indicated she may have struggled for a long time.


“No matter how it started, whether she voluntarily went along with being tied up or not, at some point she must have screamed for help.”


“That goes without saying, yes.”


“So why didn’t anyone hear her? Why wasn’t she found until the day after?”


“He could have covered her mouth, used a pillow?” Henrik answered.


Cecilie shook her head.


“With all that violence? He had been in a state of volatility. He had stabbed someone multiple times. He had nothing on his mind other than annihilating her.”


“I agree with Cecilie,” Ole answered. “A lot of energy was put into this murder. It looks like a blood frenzy.”


She took out her little Maglite from her belt and shone it on the victim’s face.


“Hold it straight, Ole.”


Ole took the light from her hand and Cecilie took out a pair of disposable gloves from her pocket.


“What are you going to do?”


Cecilie didn’t answer. Instead, she put two fingers inside the victim’s mouth. She rummaged around a little until she grabbed hold of something, which she started to pull. A slimy sound came from the throat when she managed to get the piece of material out. She looked at the lace panties that matched the victim’s girdle.
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It was past noon by the time Cecilie returned to the Criminal Investigation Division on Teglholm Allé. Together with Heino, Henrik, and Joakim, who came plodding along behind her, she continued into the cold and grey building. As they were walking up the stairs, Heino turned to Joakim with a smirk on his face.


“So let me just see if I got this straight. You threw up? Right in the middle of the crime scene?”


“Like hell I did,” Joakim answered, his gaze fixed on the steps.


Heino slapped Henrik on the back. “Henrik, did he throw up or didn’t he?”


Henrik smiled back. “I’m pretty sure I saw a little vomit on the corners of his mouth.”


“Fuck both of you,” said Joakim, extending both arms. “I had a rough weekend. I was just a little hungover, that’s all.”


When they reached their floor, Cecilie turned towards them. “Joakim? Heard anything from the dog patrol?”


Joakim took out his iPhone and checked it.


“No, nothing new. They’re still making the rounds in the neighbourhood. I also got uniformed officers to go through all the rubbish bins. They’ll call as soon as they’re done.”


“I doubt they’ll find the murder weapon,” said Henrik. “The murderer seems too clever for that.”


They continued walking through the open office space, which was buzzing with activity. A younger detective, whom she knew was working on a fraud case, approached Cecilie and was about to say something.


“Not now,” she said, sending him a glance that made him moonwalk away again.


“You two . . .” she said, addressing Heino and Henrik.


“We’re off to a great start. Everything’s going according to plan, boss,” said Heino, sending her a reassuring smile.


Cecilie frowned. “A woman has just been murdered, so, no, right now everything’s going to hell.”


“You know what I mean. We’re on the case just as we always are. As soon as Forensics and good old Ole get back to us, then—”


“What about the neighbours?” she asked, noticing her shortness of breath.


“Like I’ve already said: the ones who were home and who we got hold of had neither seen nor heard anything. The witness who discovered her, Yusef Hasan, didn’t have anything to add either. He was still shaken up. He was crying uncontrollably.”


“Was he, now?” she asked with a hint of suspicion.


“We’ll go out there again when people start coming home from work.”


“Check up on the ones you already have, Heino. The murderer could just as well be one of them. Including the sobbing Yusef.”


“I’m about to check out the registry.”


“Well, then fucking run already,” she answered, stopping in front of the door to her office.


“And Henrik, you—”


“I’m working on her closest circle; we’ve already worked our way to the family. We’ve got it all under control, Cecilie.”


“I hope so,” she answered, and went into her office. She shut the door behind her and let out a deep sigh. It was as though the world had gone mad. Nineteen murders had taken place since she had taken over the office from Karstensen. Each one more vile than the last. In two-thirds of the cases, the murderer had been a part of the victim’s closest circle. The rest were either gang-related or had occurred in the city nightlife. It was getting to the point where it was hard to say what was more dangerous: going out or watching Dancing with the Stars at home with your family. In six of the murder cases, they still hadn’t found the murderer. These numbers explained why she hadn’t yet settled properly in the boss’s office. It still looked like it did when Karstensen had left it, except for the fact that all the pictures of his grandchildren on the desk and all the old trophies won in shooting contests had been removed. She wished she had had time to do more about it. Not so much out of vanity or for the sake of cosiness but more to rinse out Karstensen’s regime. Send out a signal that new, fresh vibes were on their way to the division.


Cecilie went over to the big mahogany table overflowing with old case folders and sat down. The worn-out chair with the shabby upholstery creaked ominously underneath her. As soon as Henrik found the closest relatives, she would contact them herself. She skimmed through her notes. Kristina Sand. Poor Kristina Sand, who was now being transported to Ole for an autopsy. And the poor Sand family, who didn’t yet know what kind of grief was about to hit them. In most of the murder cases, Cecilie was the one who went out to visit the loved ones. She never had much of a chance to say anything to them. It was as though her very presence warned them about what had happened before she even had a chance to open her mouth. It was very rare that anyone broke down in sobs like you saw in films. Most often they were just at a loss for words. But their gazes spoke volumes. The light in their eyes was somehow shut off. She would never get used to it. Someday, when she was going to retire, it wouldn’t be the macabre murders that would haunt her as much as the loved ones who were left behind.


Someone knocked on the door while opening it at the same time. It was her secretary, Jane, who came with the position she had taken over. Jane was in her mid-forties and always elegantly dressed and wore make-up that was just as discreet as her velvety soft voice. If Cecilie was ever going to wear something other than jeans and a leather jacket, Jane would be her unattainable idol.


“I’m very busy, Jane, so—”


“Then you’re not going to like this.”


“What?”


“John Nyholm and the Independent Police Complaints Authority are here.”


“What is the IPCA snooping around for now? Isn’t this the third time this month?”


“Not just snooping. They have taken Anders Bjerg to court.”


Cecilie leaned forward in her chair. “Say what? What the hell do they think Andy Boy’s done? Taken money from the cookie jar?”


“If only this was about cookies.” Jane leaned forward confidentially and lowered her voice. “As far as I know, it’s about euphoriants.”


“Shit. Something discovered here in this division?”


“I don’t know anything more.”


“Why the hell wasn’t I briefed about this before?”


“You were out, and your presence is not required. The Police Federation is down there too.”


Cecilie got up from her chair. “Where is John, that cocksucker?”


Jane smiled shyly at Cecilie’s language.


“They are all sitting in Meeting Room 4. But, like I said, there is no need for you to—”


“Like hell I won’t,” Cecilie said, and she swept out the door.
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Without knocking, Cecilie entered Meeting Room 4. It had the desired effect, and all eyes shifted in her direction. Anders smiled with relief at the sight of her, as though she were the miracle he had been waiting for.


“Cecilie, they are totally out to get me,” he said with an accent that revealed he came from the rougher neighbourhoods in the outskirts of Copenhagen. With his scruffy hair and dark under-eye circles, he looked like someone who hadn’t slept for days, which could very well have been the case if the accusations against him turned out to be true. Sitting next to him was Jette of the Police Federation. She hadn’t slimmed since they last saw each another, and her facial tics hadn’t become fewer.


“Hi, Cecilie, I wasn’t certain . . . if you should be present. But this is only preliminary . . . and there’s no requirement for—”


“That’s okay, Jette. It was probably the IPCA that should have given notice.”


“We did,” John Nyholm answered, and continued with a stiff smile on his lips. “The Commissioner has been notified.”


She sent John a cold glance.


“Was it really necessary to inconvenience him? My office door is always open.”


“I will make a note of that,” John said, brushing his pale hand through his thin hair. Cecilie shifted her gaze to John’s colleague, who resembled him, only he had slightly more hair on his head. The two detectives from IPCA wore identical suits and each sat with a notepad in front of him. Both of them were in every way as far from the image of the average police officer as you could possibly imagine. She couldn’t recall his name; was it Karsten, Kristian, or Klaus? Kenneth! Yes, that was it. Kenneth and fucking John Nyholm, who were always so damn busy trying to find dirt on her employees, as well as on her.


“So, what’s this all about?” she asked, holding out her hand in a gesture of irritation.


In response, John pushed a plastic sleeve across the table in her direction. Cecilie took the plastic sleeve and saw that it contained the lab result of Anders’s urine test. She cast it aside.


“Have any comments, Anders? They say they found coke?”


Anders leaned forward eagerly in his chair.


“I sure as hell do. As I’ve already explained to these two,” he said, pointing at John and Kenneth, “it happened in connection with a case.”


“Which he doesn’t wish to elaborate on,” said John.


“And rather stubbornly so,” Kenneth added in his squeaky voice.


“That sort of thing is confidential. Even for you IPCA boys,” Anders snarled.


“I can inform you that Anders and a detective colleague are investigating a few narcotics cases with connections to the gangs in Vesterbro and Sydhavnen. It’s dangerous work,” Cecilie said.


“I’m sure it is. I just don’t see what that has to do with the result of the test,” John said in a cold voice.


“In any way shape or form,” Kenneth added.


“No, that’s because all you two do is sit behind your fucking desks while the rest of us are out in the field, risking our lives. How exactly did this happen, Anders?” Cecilie asked.


“You know, the way that sort of thing always does,” he said, rubbing his eyes. “We—me and Jeppe—were at PussySkin talking to some people. Some big shots who we can hopefully send behind bars for a shitload of years. And there was a party.” He extended his hand. “Russian girls, vodka, champagne, and nose candy. In that sort of situation, you try to blend in as much as possible, okay? You gotta look like the clientele or you’re dead.”


“There’s a difference between looking like the clientele and being the clientele,” John said, pointing towards the plastic sleeve.


“A big difference,” Kenneth said.


“So, when did your meeting take place?”


“The meeting? Well . . .” Anders said, scratching his head. “Last Thursday.”


“And when is the test from?”


“Yesterday,” John answered.


“That’s a long time to have coke in your blood,” Cecilie said, looking at him with a serious gaze.


Anders shrugged. “I know. It must be because I’m not used to it.”


John snorted. “That’s not quite how it works.”


Kenneth nodded in agreement.


“What about Jeppe’s test? Jeppe Fries?” Cecilie asked, looking at John.


“Nothing, negative,” John answered.


“As in zero per cent,” said Kenneth.


Cecilie put her hands at her sides and looked down at the floor as she let everything she had heard properly sink in. Anders said something or other, which she didn’t hear. She sensed John staring at her with his mousy gaze. This was some serious shit. Finally, she looked up.


“I assume that the IPCA will take the case to the prosecution. Meanwhile, you’re going to be suspended, Anders. Clean out your locker.”


“I’m going to be what? Cecilie, for Christ’s sake, you can’t do that. You know damn well how it is. You can’t seriously mean you’re going to sacrifice me to those idiots?”


“You heard what I said.”


Anders got up so quickly that his chair fell over.


“What . . . what . . . about all the crap you’ve done? How many times did we have to cover your ass?! Huh?! You’ve never walked the line. You’ve also showed up to work high. Because we’ve got to tackle all the shit we see!” he shouted, on the verge of a fit.


“Go home, Anders. Now,” Cecilie said.


“This is my bloody life! And you’re taking it away from me because of what? One little test? Would you be able to pass it? How are your stats today, boss?”


“Are you done?” she asked, staring him down.


He shook his head. “I’ve got so much dirt on you. If I were to pipe up about all the gangster shit you’ve done, believe me, you’d be finished.”


“We’re all ears if you have anything you’d like to add to your case . . . or to anything else for that matter,” said John, crossing his arms.


Anders turned towards him. “Something to add? For you guys at the Independent Police Complaints Authority? If you can get your girlfriend here to suck my balls,” he said, pointing to Kenneth, “then I’ll give you the entire sausage.” He grabbed his crotch and squeezed his member.


“Do you think you can find your own way out, or will I have to ask someone to help you?”


Anders edged his way past Jette and made his way to Cecilie.


“You’ll pay for this.” He gave her a shoulder as he passed her. “Sooner or later.”


After Anders left, Jette got up. She seemed shaken by the whole episode and quickly said goodbye. John and Kenneth packed up their things and Cecilie noticed that they also had identical briefcases.


“I assume you know the way out?”


“Yes, of course. This place has got quite a speedy revolving door,” John said. “It was quite a surprise to find out that you had managed to push Karstensen out.”


“I haven’t pushed anyone out. Karstensen retired, end of story.”


“Yet still, it was rather unexpected that you would take over the position as the new head of Homicide. You’ve given the title a whole other meaning.”


“Yes, everything taken into consideration,” Kenneth added.


“And what consideration might that be?”


John tapped his briefcase. “Anders wasn’t totally off in his accusations.”


“My tests have always been negative. But if you’ve got something you want to accuse me of, then go ahead. Shoot, John. Or has the gunpowder got a little wet, as usual?”


“We both know who’s been protecting you.”


“I had no idea anyone was,” she answered cheerfully.


“But even the Minister is operating on borrowed time. Talk soon.”


She watched as John and Kenneth disappeared out the door. Both John and Anders were right: She was living on borrowed time. Sooner or later, it was all going to catch up with her.
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The sun was setting across the Nordvest neighbourhood and Cecilie was stuck in the rush-hour traffic. The six-lane highway that meandered like a snake across four levels was clogged up with motorists honking their horns. The radio was playing Mary J. Blige’s classic “No More Drama,” which couldn’t be further from the truth, considering her situation. Cecilie’s stomach grumbled, reminding her that she had missed lunch again. She was tired, hungry, and sad. The visit she had paid to Kristina Sand’s mother in Valby had been draining. The elderly lady with the grey poodle in her arms had dropped her cigarette on the doormat in shock upon receiving the news of her daughter’s death. Cecilie had bent down and put out the cigarette so it wouldn’t start a fire in the corridor. She wanted to be sure someone would come by and got Kristina’s mother to call up a friend. Cecilie had tried to get some information on Kristina Sand and her circle of friends. Was there a boyfriend or friend they should contact? But the mother knew nothing. Due to an argument they’d had, she hadn’t been in contact with her daughter the last few years. To her despair, she couldn’t recall what the argument had been about.


Tomorrow, Cecilie would pay Ole a visit at Forensics and get the full pathological story. All the gory but necessary details. Heino and Henrik were in Saxogade talking with the neighbours who they initially hadn’t been able to get hold of. NC3, the National Cyber Crime Centre, had received Kristina Sand’s laptop as well as her mobile phone, which they were in the process of unlocking so they could read the contents. In that sense the investigation was rolling on wheels and there was a 99 per cent chance that some idiot stood at the end of the tracks. A wimp who seemed innocent at first glance, like he didn’t have it in him. But when you pushed the right buttons, he would unveil a frothing and uncontrollable rage within.


She made a turn and drove among Bellahøj’s dilapidated high-rises. Prestige buildings from the sixties that had been abandoned by the rich elite a long time ago. Instead, the neighbourhood suffered from gang wars and increasing unemployment among the residents. Nevertheless, Bella was, for better or for worse, her home. Cecilie found a vacant parking space in front of her entrance and got out of the car. She was about to lock it when she heard a voice behind her. “Ce-cil. Ce-cil,” it said. And she already knew who it was. No one other than the president of the tenant association, who pronounced her name as though it were a cigarette brand.


“What’s up, Omar?” she said, turning around. With her short stature, she was always sure to get a crick in her neck every time she spoke with Omar, who was exceptionally tall. Omar looked down at her.


“We have problems. Big problems.”


Omar was in his mid-fifties, weather beaten, and had a thick black moustache. Some claimed he had once been a pirate, others that he had been in the Somalian National Intelligence and Security Agency. Cecilie believed neither of the stories. She thought Omar was a nice guy, though a bit zealous at times. He had taken the title of the president of the tenant association as though he were Bellahøj’s uncrowned king, which meant that he treated Cecilie like his own private police force.


“What’s wrong now? Was somebody cycling on the pavement? Or didn’t sort the rubbish properly?”


“I know you’re making fun of me. I understand Danish humour. But this isn’t funny.”


“I see,” Cecilie said, yawning.


“Somebody’s seen that the pushers have returned,” he said, pointing in the direction of the park just behind them. “That’s not good.”


“No. Call the police, then.”


“Are you crazy, Ce-cil?” he asked, his eyes opening wide. “If the municipality gets word of it, we’ll end up on the ghetto list.”


“Omar, I’m pretty sure that isn’t how it works.”


“That’s precisely how it works. And it would be a great tragedy to end up on that list again. For all of us. Very shameful. You must do something.”


She took a deep breath.


“I just don’t have the energy.”


“Ce-cil. They respect you. They know who you are. They know you aren’t afraid of anything. They know you’ve thrown gangsters out. And that you’ve done it alone.”


“Well, not exactly alone,” Cecilie said.


“It’s true. We are very grateful. Everyone in the neighbourhood is. That’s why it would be such a shame if the pushers come back.”


She looked in the direction of the park.


“How many are there?”


“We don’t know. Haven’t been there. People have come to me and said that there are pushers in the park.”


“Dammit, Omar, I’m off duty.”


“Police never sleep. Isn’t that what they say?”


“The only reason why this officer never sleeps is because people like you continue to bother me.”


“This is important, Ce-cil,” he said, giving her a serious look. “Very important for the neighbourhood. You understand?”


“I understand that I won’t get any peace from you unless I start marching in that direction,” she said, and started walking towards the park.
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She continued down the path between the bare trees. It ran through the park to Bellahøj open-air stage where the pushers usually hung out. That is, before she and the division, in collaboration with Bellahøj Police Station, managed to kick them the hell out. It had been one of her top priorities after she took charge. She unfastened the button on the side of her gun holster. You never knew just how many of those bastards there would be or what mood they would be in. Cecilie knew quite a few of them. Both of the ones she had arrested as well as the ones she had bought coke from. After being appointed, she had come to the realisation that wanting to save the neighbourhood at the same time supporting those pissants through her consumption made very little sense. And it made equally little sense to actually give John and the IPCA a golden opportunity to nail her on a drug test. She had gone cold turkey. Which had been damn hard. But at least now the withdrawal symptoms were gone. The cravings, on the other hand, were a different story.


She reached Bellahøj open-air stage, where the leaves swept across the stone of the amphitheatre. Aside from a single guy sitting on the lowest row, shuddering in a black fleece jacket and black jogging bottoms, the theatre was empty. Omar had exaggerated the situation once again, but even a single pusher was one too many. That type tended to attract others, like a turd attracts flies. She continued across the grounds towards the guy.


“What exactly is it that you clearly don’t understand?” she shouted gruffly.


The dark-skinned guy shifted his gaze from the ground and looked up. He was much younger than she had initially assumed, twelve to thirteen years old at the most but rather large in stature.


“Say what?”


“Don’t act dumb. Empty your pockets.”


The boy did as he was told and exhibited a couple of coins, a set of keys, and a phone.


“So where are you hiding the goods?” Cecilie asked, looking around at the stonework.


“Y-you misunderstand,” the boy stammered. “I don’t have any drugs. O-on the contrary.”


“Contrary to what?” she asked irritably.


“I threw them out.”


“You threw out the drugs? Where?”


“No, no . . . the pushers . . .”


“You did what?”


He put his things back in his pocket and displayed his hands. The knuckles on his right hand were grazed and bleeding slightly.


“One of them got a little too s-smart.”


Cecilie couldn’t help smiling. The boy seemed a little mentally underdeveloped.


“Am I to understand that you managed to chase the pushers out on your own?”


He shrugged his shoulders.


“They were just some boys from B-Bispebjerg, who were selling hash. Little fish,” he said, and smiled.


“What’s your name?”


“Allan . . . Pak-Paki Allan.”


“Okay, Allan.”


“No, Paki Allan. My mum christened me Allan because it sounds Danish. But everybody can see that I’m a Paki. My name is—”


“Paki Allan. Understood. My name is—”


“Cecilie. You’re a policewoman. You’re cool. I also want to work for the police,” he said, sniffing. “It’s my d-dream.”


“Good for you,” she said. “Next time anyone comes down here, you get hold of me instead of beating them up yourself. Otherwise, it could end very badly in more ways than one. All right, Allan?”


“Okay.”


“But thanks for your help,” she said, smiling at him as she was just about to leave.


“Cool song they made about you.”


“What do you mean?”


Allan took out his phone.


“It’s a big hit and has got a lot of likes. You’re famous. ‘Fucked My Brother,’ it’s called. Have you heard it?” he asked, turning the screen towards her. A music video that had been recorded in a car park in a gloomy neighbourhood played. A group of young men in black tracksuits were trying to look tough in front of a couple of pimped cars. Videos of Cecilie at various press briefings had been pasted in between the car park shots.


Fucked my brother. With three shots to the back of the head and a hole this wide. Right between the legs until he disappeared. But that’s not all. Now she’s in charge of the cops. Duck for cover, brother. This ho’s power is strong.


Cecilie recognised the performer on the video; it was that bastard Como. He had clearly been going to the fitness centre since she last saw him in Vestre Prison. Como had developed muscles and an attitude, but aside from that, he looked like the same loser he’d always been. Not much better than his missing waste-of-space brother, who was missed by no one except Como.


“You’re a star,” Allan said in a genuine tone as she turned around and left.
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Cecilie took the elevator, which smelled of urine, to the top floor. She unlocked the door and continued into the dark living room, where she turned on the light.


“Hey, Bob, miss me?” she said, and tossed her leather jacket on the chair. The life-size martial arts dummy stood with his bare chest and bulging muscles by the balcony door and glowered back at her. She jabbed it in its latex jaw, making the dummy sway on its pedestal.


“I missed you too,” she muttered.


Cecilie put her hands in her pockets and stared out through the panorama windows. The only spectacular thing about her apartment was the view. Copenhagen lay literally at her feet. Her entire district plus the neighbouring police district. From her Fort Loneliness she could keep an eye on them all. She found her phone and searched for Como’s ridiculous song on the internet. A staggering 107,000 viewers had already seen it and it was ranked number 1 on various platforms. The comments on social media were drenched in sympathy for Como and hate messages towards the police and herself.


She was convinced that no one outside the gangs would take Como’s songs or accusations seriously. It was just one “fuck the police” song of many. And she doubted whether John or any of the others from IPCA would be listening to rap music in their spare time. She went into the kitchen and opened the refrigerator, which was gapingly empty, but there were still a couple of pizzas in her freezer. Not quite of the same quality as Venezia’s number 8 with shawarma, but it would spare her from having to go out again. Cecilie turned on the oven. She thought about Como’s song once again. Considering the gang war that had been raging in the neighbourhood, perhaps it was a good thing that their hatred was directed at her and the police as opposed to a rival gang. It had been a nasty war that had taken its toll on the residents—the victims of stray bullets and car bombs that demolished the area. When the gang war had reached its peak, she managed to move it into the gang’s own territory. Now both gangs had retreated. Their members had either died, landed behind bars, or fled. And Como’s big brother, the handsome but dangerous Jeremy, the notorious leader of the Rebels, had vanished into thin air. Yes, yes, she knew where he had been buried. Of course she did. Como’s song hadn’t just come out of nowhere.
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Cecilie looked for a parking spot in front of the Teilum building where the Institute of Forensic Medicine was located. When she reached the entrance without finding a spot, she parked the car halfway onto the pavement.


“Nice parking,” Joakim said ironically.


She pulled the key out of the ignition and exited the car. “Let’s get it over with.”


“Isn’t Ole kind of a strange guy?” Joakim asked as he followed her to the main entrance.


She shrugged her shoulders. “How would you feel if you were surrounded by nothing but corpses every day?”


“You think he ever tried to fuck one of them?”


“What?!” said Cecilie as she stared at Joakim.


Joakim smiled foolishly as he extended his arms. “You said yourself that he’s surrounded by nothing but corpses day in and day out . . .”


“Which made you think that he’d screwed one of them?” She shook her head.


Joakim laughed.


“Can’t you imagine him walking around all alone in the freezer room on a night shift and suddenly feeling a little horny? Then he sees this beautiful babe. She’s dead, of course, but still a babe. He pulls the sheet off her and has himself a quickie. Puts the sheet back on, so no one would ever know.”


“You’re sick, Joakim. And from now on you’ll keep your mouth shut, okay?”


“It was just a thought.”


She announced their arrival at the reception desk, and they were directed along the hallway to the autopsy room, where Ole was at work. Inside the windowless room lay Kristina Sand’s naked body on the autopsy table. All the blood had been rinsed off and in the clear light from the lamp, her skin shone in a yellowish tone, as if she were made of wax. In the corner, with his back to them, Ole sat writing on his computer. From the small loudspeaker on the table, Frank Sinatra’s iconic voice could be heard singing “Summer Wind.”


“Two seconds and I’ll be there,” Ole said as he continued writing.


Joakim leaned in towards Cecilie. “He’s playing romantic music for the dead. I’m just saying . . .”


Cecilie elbowed him in his side. At that very same moment, Ole turned around in his chair.


“Good to see you, Cecilie . . . and Joakim?” he said, nodding. Ole turned off the music and got up.


“Yes, she’s been subjected to a rather violent ordeal, I’m afraid. I think I can safely say this is one of the worst cases I’ve ever seen.”


Ole positioned himself next to the steel table and looked down at the corpse. Now that it had been rinsed, the scars from the knife cuts were more clearly visible.


“Did the perpetrator cut the entire abdomen open?” she asked, looking at the oval cavity that reached from the corpse’s midriff to her chest.


“I had assumed that might be a possibility,” Ole answered, taking out a pair of latex gloves. “But it is the many cuts in the torso that have caused the skin to break and the abdominal cavity to be exposed.”


Joakim cleared his throat and Cecilie sent him a look.


“I’m fine,” he quickly said, even though he looked pale.


“We’ve counted fifty-six cuts in all. Executed by the same murder weapon. From various angles and to various depths.”


“Depths?”


“It seems that some of the cuts have the characteristics of non-lethal lesions.”


“What?”


“Primarily around the groin area,” Ole said, pointing towards the vulva.


“Did he penetrate her?”


“With the knife, yes. There are considerable wounds to the abdomen just like the labia majora and labia minora pudenda have been damaged. Those on the right side are completely missing due to the many knife cuts.”


“What’s missing?” asked Joakim.


“Her labia.”


Joakim regretted asking.


“Did he have sex with her?” Cecilie asked.


“Not in the conventional sense. And we haven’t discovered any traces from the perpetrator. Neither sperm nor spit nor hair has been discovered on the corpse.”


“Do we know whether the forensic detectives have found anything?” The question was addressed to Joakim. He shook his head. “Their report is on the way.”


“Were there any nail scrapings on the victim?” Cecilie asked Ole.


“Nope, we haven’t found that either.”


“You said that there were non-lethal lesions around her groin. Was that where the perpetrator started?”


Ole looked at her with a grim expression.


“According to my estimation, he started off by putting her panties in her mouth in order to subdue her screams, whereupon he began penetrating the vagina with increasingly more force. Then he moved towards the stomach region with the knife. That’s where most of the cuts are to be found.”


“And the cuts on her face?”


“They are not quite as deep. Perhaps he was starting to lose energy.”


“What a fucking psychopath,” mumbled Joakim.


Ole nodded. “Like I said, it’s seldom that we get anything in here as violent as this. However, we do see it. Especially when it comes to murders of partners.”


Cecilie nodded. “What about the toxicological report?”


“Okay, now that’s where it starts to get interesting,” Ole said, his face lighting up in a smile that was a little unsuitable for the situation.


“The drug test was negative, and there was only a little alcohol in her blood, at a level of 0.3. What we did find was traces of ether.”


“Ether?”


“Yes, Aither, son of Erebos and Nyx, god of space and heaven, according to mythology,” Ole said, nodding learnedly.


“Thanks for the lecture,” Cecilie said ironically. “The perpetrator pacified her with ether?”


“Exactly. I was also surprised. Usually, it’s ketamine or GHB we find in the victim’s blood when it comes to drug rapes and that sort of thing. This is new, or rather, it’s old.”


“We’re dealing with an old-school criminal. Any idea why he chose to use ether?”


Ole shook his head. “You’re the detectives. But aside from the fact that it’s rather easy to access, it’s not as practical as other anaesthetics. It has a brief effect, unless you anaesthetise the patient, or in this case, the victim, constantly and know how to dose it.”


“Which she wasn’t?”


Ole shook his head. “Not with those wear marks she has on her ankles and wrists where she was tied. No, she wasn’t that lucky.”


“What about the panties we found in her throat; did they choke her?”


“No, there is no sign of choking. I think that after her death he pressed them further down her throat.”


“As a signature?”


“You’re the—”


“Detectives. Thanks, Ole.”
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By the time Cecilie and Joakim returned to the Homicide Unit, it was past noon. Most of her detectives were in the cafeteria and the open-plan office was half-deserted. Heino and Henrik were among the few who were left sitting in front of their computers. Cecilie whistled loudly, catching their attention.


“We’re holding a meeting now.” She pointed towards her office.


Cecilie threw the autopsy report on the long conference table and stripped off her jacket. Joakim sat down heavily in the chair across from her and took out a piece of nicotine chewing gum. At that very same moment, Henrik and Heino appeared at the doorway. Heino quickly looked around.


“What you’ve done with the office is very cool, boss,” he said ironically. “I see you’ve really managed to settle in.”


“Yes, very feminine,” Henrik added as he sat down between Joakim and Heino.


“Keep quiet and listen,” said Cecilie. “We passed by Ole’s office. And he told us a lot of the frightening shit we’ll find in here.” She pointed to the report. Heino reached out for it and placed it between himself and Henrik. The drawing on the cover of the torso with the numerous knife cuts clearly showed just how violent the murder had been. Cecilie gave them a short briefing of the contents and of the discovery of ether.


“Ether?” Heino said in surprise.


“Yes. Aither, son of Erebos and Nyx, god of . . . something or other,” Joakim attempted to reply.


“Let’s try going through the victim’s profile,” Cecilie said. “Heino?”


Heino turned on his iPad. “The victim is Kristina Sand, forty-one years old. Single. Resided at Saxogade number 11, the same address as the scene of the crime and where the victim’s body was discovered. Until her death, she worked at Bendix Coiffure on Gammel Kongevej.”


“Coi what?”


“At a hairdresser’s—you know, where you go to get your hair cut,” Henrik answered.


“She had worked there the last eight years,” Heino continued as he scrolled down through the report on his iPad. “According to her colleagues whom I spoke with, she was well liked. The clientele consists mostly of older Frederiksberg ladies, so that may not be the most obvious place to find the perpetrator. Unless we think that the motive was caused by a bad hair day.”


“What else did they have to say about her?” Cecilie asked.


“They described as her funny and extroverted. Kristina was always the one who arranged social events and the one you could always confide in.”


“Did they know anything about her private life?”


“She didn’t have a boyfriend, but she was dating.”


“Did any of them know whom she was dating?”


“There didn’t seem to be anyone steady at the moment and none of them knew anything about the ones that weren’t.”


“Tinder? Online dating?”


“We still need to hear from NC3.”


“And Ismail hasn’t been by yet?”


Heino and Henrik both shook their heads.


“Joakim, check and see if they’ve sent something. I can’t believe it would take them this long to open her computer and phone. If there isn’t anything yet, call Ismail and tell him to get off his ass on the double. Don’t accept any excuses. This has top priority.”


“On it,” Joakim answered, and got up.


“What about the neighbours; do we know any of them?”


Henrik shook his head.


“None of them are in the registry.”


“And not one of them could tell you something about her?”


“Most of them were on nodding terms with her, but no more than that.”


“What about the people living opposite her?”


“Same thing,” Heino said.


“But she did say she had seen Kristina with a man about a month ago.”


“Did she give a description?”


“She said that he looked Danish, the same age as Kristina, nothing special. He could be anyone,” he said, shrugging his shoulders.


“Yeah, including our murderer.”


“That’s true, of course,” said Heino.


“Have Forensics found anything for us?” Cecilie asked.


Henrik shook his head. “The only traces in the apartment are those of the victim.”


She looked at him in surprise.


“No traces of DNA that we can use?”


“Neither blood nor sperm. There weren’t any fingerprints other than those of the victim either. They’ve searched everywhere.”


Cecilie lowered her head as she thought. She started drumming the surface of the table with her fingertips. Shortly afterwards, she looked back up.


“Ole says that Kristina was anaesthetised but probably not for long periods at a time. A possible scenario is that the perpetrator gets access to her apartment building. He walks up to her door and knocks. She opens it and boom! He is standing there already with the ether and makes her unconscious. Then he drags her into the bedroom.”


“How long does it take him?” Heino asked attentively.


“A couple of minutes. Maybe more if he continues administering the ether.”


“Enough time to tear off her clothes,” said Heino.


“Which were placed neatly on the chair,” Henrik answered.


“Okay, so he places them neatly on the chair. He manages to tie her to the bed before she wakes up,” said Heino.


“He also just manages to put her panties in her mouth before things really start to take off,” Henrik added.


Cecilie nodded.


“Or she knew the perpetrator beforehand and let him in herself,” said Heino.


“Because . . . ?” Cecilie asked with curiosity.


“It could have been a date. She was wearing sexy underwear and had consumed one or two drinks as the toxicological report indicates.”


“A Tinder date,” said Henrik, swiping his finger in the air.


“Precisely,” said Heino. “He has managed to write his way straight into her pants. Kristina had no idea what kind of psychopath she was letting into her apartment. Maybe he first anaesthetises her in the living room or in the bedroom.”


Joakim returned carrying a pile of transcripts. “I got NC3 to send what they had, and I printed the whole damn thing myself.”


“Ismail isn’t coming, then?” Cecilie asked.


Joakim shook his head. “Forget Ismail. What we have here is gold.”


Cecilie had an idea why that asshole Ismail hadn’t been by the division after her appointment.


“Gold? What do you mean gold?”


“We got a list of her social media accounts with corresponding passwords.”


“Was she on Tinder?” Henrik quickly asked.


“Yes, you dirty old man, she was on Tinder.”


“Dirty old man, what’s that supposed to mean?”


Joakim ignored him. “But best of all,” he said as he quickly skimmed through the papers, “are these copies of her text message correspondences with . . . Mark Holt!”


“Who’s that?” Cecilie asked.


“Judging by Mark’s text messages, he’s a pretty naughty guy.”


Cecilie took the papers from Joakim and quickly skimmed through them. The correspondence between them was more than a month old. There was no mistaking the wording: Miss you. Need you. When can we meet, beautiful?


The flirtatious messages concluded with an agreement to meet.


“I’ve found a Mark Holt in her Facebook friends,” Heino said, nodding towards his iPad.


“Well, well . . .”


“What?” Cecilie asked.


“It seems that Mark-Loverboy is a married man. Wedded to Gitte Holt.”


He turned the iPad in her direction. The photo in the top row of his Facebook profile was from a skiing vacation and showed a man in his forties together with a dark-haired woman and two small children.


“I love Facebook,” Joakim said, rubbing his hands. “Thank you, Zuckerberg, for solving our case.”


“These are only tiny leads, Joakim,” said Heino. “It is possible to be unfaithful and a complete jerk without necessarily being a psychopathic killer.”


“But it wouldn’t be the first time that a secret love affair turned violent,” said Cecilie. “Good work,” she said, giving them all a nod.


“Henrik, will you find addresses on Casanova Mark? Both his workplace and his home. We’re going to pay him a visit right now.”


“Of course.”


Jane knocked on the open door and entered.


“I’m sorry for disturbing you, Cecilie.”


“What is it?”


“I want to remind you about the event tonight.”


“What event?”


“The National Police Commissioner’s annual reception for management.”


Cecilie shook her head. “I don’t have time for that.”


“You can’t say no to something like this.”


Cecilie sent her a look. “I assume a murder case is an excellent excuse, even for the National Police Commissioner?”


Jane shook her head in silence. “Unfortunately not. Karstensen always attended them. I could give them a white lie, of course, say that you’re sick, but . . .”


“What time will it be?”


“At six p.m. and in full dress. That means skirts for the female managers.”


“Skirts?” she said, her mouth agape. “Seriously?”


“I’ll let them know that you’ll be attending,” said Jane, and she disappeared out the door.


“Should Henrik and I deal with Mark Holt?” Heino asked.


“What?” she responded, disoriented.


“I was just thinking that you might need some time to get dressed, boss,” he said, biting his cheek.


“Maybe also get your hair done,” said Henrik with a slick smile.


“I think the National Police Commissioner would appreciate a little red polish on your nails,” Joakim said, pointing at her hands. “You could use one of those beauty makeovers.”


“Fuck you, fuck you, and fuck you,” said Cecilie, pointing at each of them one after the other.


“Heino, you go to the neighbour’s again and see whether his description matches Mark Holt’s profile. Joakim, you keep putting pressure on NC3. We need more than this.”


“Can’t I switch with Henrik and go with you instead?”


“Nope. NC3.”


“I thought we were partners,” he said, extending his arms.


“Cecilie doesn’t have a partner!” Henrik and Heino said at once.
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