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         Behind the sunglasses, Nina’s eyes narrowed as she stared toward Kongens Nytorv. She zoomed in on a man who hurriedly crossed the street about a hundred yards away. Nina swore silently, retreating around the corner and out of sight.

         Gray ponytail, well-fitting suit, shiny boots, white open-necked shirt. Her breathing grew faster as memories evoked pain in different regions of her body. Forgotten places drew attention to themselves. Nina’s abdomen, in particular. She gasped, almost sinking to her knees. Carlo’s favorite hangman. He was known as Lazarus within the organization, and Nina had never really understood why. The name was whispered among the girls. The name made the youngest of them whimper and squeak like kittens. Nina had tried to find out from Carlo who Lazarus was and where he came from a few times—in the few moments when Carlo was drained, sated and intoxicated enough or high on the finest coke or heroin the market could procure. Those moments when their time together resembled something that might well be called “normal”—but each time Carlo’s face had closed like a fist and he’d either stared up at the ceiling above their bed or straight through her.

         And he never had answered.

         A couple of the older traffickers, whose hatred and lust had almost burned out, had smiled at the questions while she had their stiff cocks in her mouth and they’d stroked her blonde hair almost lovingly.

         - Lazarus … I don’t know; some say he was shot in the head and lay unconscious in a field in Tuscany for three days, but was then resurrected from the dead. Like Lazarus.

         Then they had leaned back, closed their eyes and told her—with all the affection they could muster —that a man could die happy after one of her blowjobs. The last time she saw Lazarus, she was at one of Carlo’s theatrical and closely choreographed orgies in an abandoned water tower outside of Kiev. From a strut up under the ceiling hung a naked, black prostitute with her hands tied behind her back and her head down. Lazarus handed out riding crops to a group of Russian gentlemen so they could have fun watching the girl twist and bleed. While Nina stood naked in stocks being fucked from behind by an energetic Fiat heir as others waited in line. Between each round, Carlo rinsed her pussy with Veuve Clicquot champagne and passed around cocaine like the waiter at a themed restaurant.

         Lazarus on Bredgade! Then Carlo wasn’t far away.

         She leaped two feet in the air when she felt a hand on her shoulder.

         Karla looked at her, her eyes wide.

         - Caaaalm down … What’s wrong, Nina? Are you okay?

         Nina blinked hard. Then she marshaled a little smile.

         - What … yeah, I was just surprised. I’m exhausted. Forget Burger King. I just want to see where you live.

          
   

         Despite them not having seen each other for years, there was nothing wrong with Klara’s intuition. She drove slowly out of the backyard, which gave her the chance to study her sister’s face: there were shadows in her bright eyes and drops of sweat beaded on her forehead, even though she appeared to be in fantastic physical shape. Nina lay down rather than sat in the seat and shielded her face from the side window with her hand.

         - Is there anything you need? Klara asked, her tone light. - Toothbrush, clothes, underwear …?

         - A phone, mumbled Nina hoarsely. - I really need a phone. But I’ve hardly any money at the moment …

         - That’s the last thing you need to worry about. I have plenty of money—more than enough for both of us.

         Nina looked at her.

         - You do?

         - I’m rolling in it! I started working for other galleries and Bruun Rasmussen, and it turned out I’m a natural at finding young—and cheap—artists that I just know will make it big.

         Nina put a hand on her sister’s forearm and smiled.

         - That’s brilliant. Good thing one of us was able to figure things out.

         - Yeah! Right? Little Karla from Ishøj.

         - And from such a cultivated home.

         They laughed together. Their parents’ perception of fine art had been the pseudo art of three-legged cows grazing in a psychedelic sunset from Trommesalen in Copenhagen.

          
   

         Nina laid her head back and took in the high white façade of the patrician villa.

         - Shut up. It has pillars!

         The front door was flanked by Ionic columns, which bore a balustrade higher up under the first-floor windows and balcony doors.

         Klara unlocked the door and they were received by a Siamese cat. It wound itself around Nina’s legs. She liked cats. She scratched behind its ear and the cat purred deep in its throat.

         - It’s called Mulan, said Klara. - After the animated movie, you know.

         - I thought she was Chinese.

         The house smelled clean and freshand was as quiet as a church.

         - Where are the kids?

         - I don’t actually know. It’s summer vacation—which is far too long in my opinion.

         - Do they have summer jobs?

         Klarasnorted.

         - They wouldn’t know what a job was if it bit them in the ass. And I doubt if they can even cycle without support wheels. I’m not proud of it, but when they were little, they spoke better Filipino than they did Danish.

         - Klara!

         - I’ll show you to your room.

          
   

         Nina put her duffle bag on the floor and Klara left her to it. In the middle of the floor was a large French rustic wrought iron bed with a thicksnow-white bedspread. There was a large spotless en suite offthe guest room. Soft rolled-up towels gave off alight scent of Herbs de Provence. She kicked off her sneakers and lay on her stomach on the bed, inhaling the smell of clean linen. Feeling how the great tranquility of the house anesthetized her frayed nerves.

         She closed her eyes.

         Passing through the house, she noticed with satisfaction that it was equipped with all kinds of alarm systems, motion sensors and heat sensors. Klara had a kind of touring exhibition of thebest sculptors and artists in her own home.

         The Thai takeaway dinner would be served in two hours.

          
   

         The mood around the huge mahogany dining table was that of an Amish prayer meeting, when someone—Nina, of course—was to confess her sins, say grace and pray for forgiveness. The boy was handsome, thin, age-appropriately awkward (he knocked over his glass of water twice) and was vividly interested in Nina, while the girl was charming and moody. With lowered eyes, she atetiny, delicate mouthfuls. Nina couldn’t remember much about Carsten, except that he was a senior partner at one of the country’s top five law firms. He was starting to go bald now, and he treated her with thinly worn courtesy over his heartfelt disdain. It didn’t stop his gaze from hauntingher breasts under her thin T-shirt.

         Klara seemed tired.

         The food was delicious, but Nina hardly ate anything. She thought of Gabriela … and of Lazarus. Both ruined her appetite.

         Carsten reluctantly raised his eyes from the outline of Nina’s breasts to her face. Nina recognized that look to the point of nausea.

         - So … how was Italy? he asked. - Klara told me you were a model in Milan.

         Victoria looked directly at her for the first time. Model was the trigger word.

         Nina chewed and swallowed.

         - Fine.

         She didn’t say anymore, and Carsten glared at his wife, a frown between his pale eyebrows.

         - Your career as a model was pretty short lived, wasn’t it?

         Yes, Carsten, it was, and the only thing you’re thinking about is fucking me, thought Nina. Exotic and trashy and tattooed, a trucker bitch and supermodel in one. So infinitely far from and more sexually exciting than your female clerks, receptionists and office girls.
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