
   [image: Cover: The Pact: A gritty, page-turning Copenhagen thriller from Danish master of crime by Michael Katz Krefeld]

   
      
         
            Michael Katz Krefeld
      

            The Pact
      

            Translated by Saga Egmont
      

         

         
            Saga Egmont
      

         

      
   


   
      
         
            The Pact

             
      

            Translated by Saga Egmont

             
      

            Original title: Pagten (Ravn 5)

             
      

            Original language: Danish

Cover image: Unsplash

Copyright © 2017, 2026 Michael Katz Krefeld and Saga Egmont

             
      

            All rights reserved

             
      

            ISBN: 9788728296981

             
      

            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.

             
      

            Vognmagergade 11, 2, 1120 København K, Denmark

         

      
   


   
      
         
            To Lis, my beautiful, amazing and irresistible wife.
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         Geelskov, 2012.

          
      

         It was eight o’clock in the morning, and the forest lay deserted. Samuel Arentzen stood among the tall trees, listening to the tapping of a woodpecker. The sound echoed through the forest, and it was impossible to determine exactly where the bird was. Arentzen was dressed in a dark blue cotton coat that accentuated his two-metre figure. On his head, he wore a sixpence hat pulled down over his forehead so that it touched his steel-rimmed glasses. His distinguished attire and upright posture made him resemble an ageing office manager with a past in the army.

         After walking for half an hour, he crossed the rutted bike track he had been looking for. The track was laid by the local mountain bike club and stretched for eight kilometres through the forest. The route was notorious among riders for its many technical sections and steep descents. The steepest of these were in the north-eastern part of the forest, where Arentzen found himself. He struggled up the last stretch of the hill and stopped to catch his breath. Only the whistle of the wind and the distant sound of the woodpecker could be heard. His Church’s shoes were muddy, and once he got home, he would have to clean them thoroughly. Arentzen looked at his watch. There was still time. He spotted some fallen branches and walked over to grab the biggest one, pulling it out onto the track. He picked up a few more and placed them on top. Arentzen looked at his obstacle, which was impossible to pass. If anyone tried to swerve around it, they would go over the cliff edge and end up on the stone wall that ran below.

         Arentzen continued up to the row of trees on top of the hill. He glanced at his watch again. According to his research, his target would pass by in just a few minutes. The man took his route three times a week, Arentzen had noted. Saturday, Tuesday, and Thursday, always at the same time. Of the three days, Tuesday was the one with the fewest visitors in the forest. At that moment, Arentzen spotted the cyclist in the blue jersey emerging from the dense forest at the foot of the hill. He recognized him immediately. You could set your watch by him, he thought. It was these punctual types that made his work so much easier, Arentzen mused, as he pulled out a worn leather case from his inner pocket. He opened the case, which contained a small hammer and an awl with an anchor-shaped head. Both made of surgical steel. He took the hammer and zipped the case back up.

         The rider rocked back and forth in the saddle until he finally stood up to put extra power into the pedals. He grunted loudly with the effort. The rear wheel slipped in the soft track, and for a moment it seemed like he wasn’t going to make it all the way up. But he persevered, and with one last push, he managed to conquer the hill. When he was forced to stop in front of Arentzen’s obstacle, he cursed loudly. The man dropped his bike and took off his helmet. He began to pull the top branches free.

         ‘Do you need a hand?’ said Arentzen, as he approached him.

         The man looked at him. ‘It’s all right. But what a fucking mess. People could get hurt.’ He was about forty, not very tall, but fit.

         Arentzen helped him remove the branches. ‘Yeah, it doesn’t look like they fell and landed there on their own.’

         ‘It’s not the first time I’ve experienced this,’ he said, pulling at the largest branch. ‘There’s a bad vibe out here. The dog walkers hate the mountain bikers and vice versa. So they try to sabotage it for each other.’

         ‘You’d think the forest would be big enough for everyone to enjoy.’ Arentzen stared out through the trees. ‘It’s such a beautiful morning.’

         ‘Sure,’ the man replied and returned to his bike.

         ‘You’re more interested in your lap time, aren’t you?’

         The man picked up his bike helmet from the ground and nodded. ‘Unfortunately, it’s ruined for today.’

         Arentzen laughed and approached him. ‘Well at least next time you ride, you won’t have a problem beating it.’

         The man smiled for the first time. ‘Good point.’

         The woodpecker sounded again in the distance and Arentzen scouted for it. ‘It’s impossible to hear exactly where it’s coming from. But I’m pretty sure that’s a great spotted woodpecker.’

         The man looked out over the landscape. ‘Interested in birds?’

         ‘Fascinated. Did you know that a woodpecker pecks at more than twenty beats per second? I’m surprised it doesn’t get a concussion.’

         ‘Let’s hope it doesn’t have a hangover.’

         Arentzen smiled. ‘Yes, that would be a shame. Can you see it anywhere?’

         The man fumbled with the strap of his bicycle helmet as he looked around. ‘No,’ he replied. ‘But you’re right. It really is a beautiful morning.’ He took in the fresh air through his nose and held his breath.

         Behind him, Arentzen swung the surgical hammer up in a perfect arc. There was a crunching sound as the hammer hit the back of his head. The unsecured bicycle helmet fell off and rolled down the slope as the man fell lifeless to the ground. Arentzen surveyed his work as he put the hammer back in its case. He walked over to the bike and threw it over the cliff. The bike clipped a rock a little further down and did a few somersaults before landing by the stone wall. Arentzen turned back to the corpse and gave it a shove with one foot. It rolled down the cliff like a rag doll while Arentzen followed. When they reached the bottom, Arentzen pulled the corpse the rest of the way to the stone wall. He grabbed the head with both hands and slammed the back of it against the stones. He ran his fingers over the skull to feel how deep of a gash he had made; it felt like the shell of a cracked coconut. A plausible injury that would’ve killed anyone. In the distance, the woodpecker sounded again. Like an insistent drum solo by Art Blakey, a tune that Arentzen enjoyed… DDRRRR… DDDRRRR… DDDRRR… BAM… BAM…
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         Amager, 2012

          
      

         The cramped attic of the villa smelled musty. A smell reminiscent of dead animals. The smell came from the two men’s day-old sweat, from the leftover food in the half-empty takeaway trays and from the portable toilet in the corner. The temperature was approaching forty degrees celcius and the dust from the glass wool sheets made it hard to breathe. Still, the men sat motionless in the semi-darkness, staring out through the fifteen-centimetre-wide gap between the roof tiles. From here they had a view of the house across the road. A large grey box surrounded by a high picket fence with a massive lattice metal gate in front of the driveway. Behind the gate, three Harley-Davidsons sat next to a lowered Porsche Cayenne and a BMW M3 on some unusually wide rims. Everything about the place screamed biker den.

         The sound of rain drumming on the roof mingled with the faint hissing from the headphones hanging around one of their necks. The recordings came from the powerful microphone hidden among the building materials in the front garden. It was aimed at the driveway and, together with the camera held by the other man, recorded everything that was happening on the opposite side of the road.

         At that moment, footsteps sounded on the stairs leading up to the attic. Ravn took off his headphones and looked at his watch. ‘Twenty-five minutes late. It’s the same damn thing every single time.’ The last twenty-four hours of surveillance had left dark bags under his eyes on his lean face.

         Mikkel put the camera down and stood up with difficulty. He banged his head against the ceiling and cursed in Jutlandic-sounding German. ‘We don’t get paid enough to sit here and rot,’ he moaned, scratching his reddish-blonde hair.

         The door to the attic was pushed open and two younger men stepped inside. They were dressed in the same grey overalls as Ravn and Mikkel, and they all looked like craftsmen.

         ‘You’re late,’ said Ravn.

         ‘Again,’ added Mikkel.

         ‘We were stuck in traffic all the way from Station City,’ replied Niels, the taller of the two. ‘Any news?’

         Ravn shook his head. ‘Bjarke has been walking his dog with a couple of the “brothers”. They’ve been standing in the driveway talking about Harleys, pussy and football.’

         ‘In that order,’ said Mikkel, pointing to the computer on the floor, which had recorded the whole thing. ‘Other than that, there has been total silence.’

         ‘Are you sure it was Bjarke?’ Niels asked, staring at them with his deep-set eyes.

         ‘There aren’t many others running around with three sixes tattooed across their face. So yes, it was Bjarke,’ replied Ravn. ‘What are the other units reporting?’

         ‘Not much. There’s radio silence between the gang members,’ said Niels.

         ‘So we still don’t know where the deal is going to take place?’

         ‘The task force is still sitting on post one at Diablo’s clubhouse. So I wonder if the chief still thinks that’s where it’s going to happen?’

         ‘Have a good shift,’ said Ravn and nodded to the two.

         ‘Hey, hey, guys,’ said Eskild, pointing to the portable toilet in the corner. He wasn’t very tall and looked like an overfed hamster with his protruding front teeth and upturned nose. ‘You might want to empty that before you leave.’

         ‘The shitter was already full when we started the shift,’ Mikkel replied. ‘You were the ones who should’ve emptied it yesterday. Besides, I’ve already emptied it once before,’ Mikkel replied.

         ‘Me too,’ said Ravn as he edged past Niels.

         ‘Stop!’ snorted Eskild. ‘We’ve all emptied that bucket. We’ll start all over again on a new rotation.’

         ‘That’s not fucking fair,’ Mikkel replied.

         ‘Why the hell not?’

         ‘Because I did it first, and there’s no guarantee that we’ll get a full rotation again.’

         ‘If you did it first, then it must be your turn again.’

         Suddenly, there was the rumble of a powerful V8 engine from the road outside.

         ‘What’s going on?’ Ravn asked.

         ‘Bjarke’s got a visitor,’ Niels replied, looking out through the crack between the roof tiles.

         They crowded together and stared over towards the villa. In the driveway, Bjarke stood with a couple of muscular guys, all wearing black leather vests. The gate slid open, and a black Mercedes S rolled into the driveway. When the car stopped, two dark-skinned men in matching black tracksuits got out.

         ‘Get the audio going,’ Ravn said to Niels. Niels quickly pressed at the computer keyboard. Ravn leaned in towards the headphones Niels had around his neck to listen in.

         ‘Good to see you, Hassan… brought snow… with you?’

         ‘Don’t… come without it. How… with the steel, Bjarke?’

         ‘Packed and ready. Grab your stuff and come… in…’

         ‘Thank you, uh… my friend will be… looking at your nice bikes… okay?’

         ‘Your choice, my friend… Everything is calm here… No problems… You know that.’

         ‘I know… Habib.’

         Ravn zoomed in with the video camera and followed Hassan as he went to open the back passenger door. He pulled out a sports bag.

         ‘He’s brought dope,’ Mikkel said excitedly. ‘This is when it happens. They’re fucking shopping at Bjarke’s house.’

         ‘Then they must have the weapons inside,’ said Eskild, swallowing audibly.

         ‘Call Operations, Mikkel, explain the situation to them,’ said Ravn.

         Mikkel nodded and picked up his cell phone.

         Ravn took the safety off his Heckler & Koch. The click from the gun’s chamber made Eskild turn around. He stared at Ravn’s gun before taking out his own.

         ‘AKS, moving out now,’ Mikkel said, still holding his cell phone to his ear. ‘They’ll be here within seven minutes.’

         ‘Let’s hope Bjarke and Hassan wait for them,’ Ravn replied sarcastically.

         On the video camera’s screen, he could see that the man who had arrived with Hassan was pacing nervously back and forth. Two of Bjarke’s men had taken up position by the front door where they stood with their arms crossed. Children’s voices sounded in the distance from the headphones. Ravn looked towards Niels. ‘What the hell is that?’

         Niels shrugged and put the headphones on properly. ‘It’s coming from further down the road,’ he replied in a low voice.

         Ravn got up and ran to the window in the gable. He wiped the dirty pane with his sleeve and stared out. Fifty metres away, a group of kindergarten children led by two teachers were heading towards them. With their brightly coloured rainwear, the group looked like a glistening caterpillar meandering along.

         ‘Bjarke is out of the house with Hassan,’ Eskild said to Ravn when he returned.

         Ravn stared out through the crack. On the other side of the road, Hassan and his partner were loading a couple of heavy hockey bags into the Mercedes.

         Niels took off his headphones and Ravn could hear the children singing. Hjulen på bussen drejer rundt, rundt, rundt. The wheels on the bus go round, round, round.

         ‘They need to be apprehended now. Before the kids get in the way. How far off is AKS?’ Ravn asked Mikkel.

         Mikkel passed the question on to the incident commander on the other end of the line. ‘On the way, four to five minutes, max,’ he replied.

         ‘Then it’s too late. Come on, let’s go!’

         ‘But…’ said Mikkel pointing to the phone. When Ravn didn’t answer, Mikkel shrugged and put the phone in his pocket. He pulled out his gun and took the safety off. ‘What’s the plan? Do we just run over and arrest them?’

         Ravn ran down the steep stairs to the lower floor. When he reached the hallway, he continued towards the front door and opened it. A large tarpaulin hung down from the scaffolding in front of the house and blocked the view of the road. Ravn turned to Mikkel and the others who followed.

         ‘Eskild, you walk calmly out onto the road and over to the kids. Have them go quickly in the other direction. Understood?’

         Eskild nodded and disappeared behind the tarpaulin.

         Ravn looked around and picked up an empty beer bottle from the ground. He put the gun back in the breast pocket of his overalls. ‘You two stay here. When you hear the bottle hit the ground, you move, got it?’

         They both nodded.

         ‘Are you sure you know what you’re doing, Ravn? Shouldn’t we just take them down?’

         ‘With the gate closed, they can get rid of the drugs before we get inside. Then we’ll only get them for weapons possession. That’s not enough.’

         Mikkel nodded.

          
      

         Ravn strolled across the road. He looked towards Eskild, who was standing thirty metres away with his police badge out and talking to the two kindergarten teachers.

         Behind the gate, the boot of the Mercedes was closed.

         ‘That’s one hell of a ride you’ve got…’ Ravn shouted slurring his words and waving the bottle.

         Hassan and his partner looked at him. Ravn leaned against the gate. ‘Are you sure you can reach the pedals, shorty?’ he laughed ‘Or maybe you’re sitting on top of each other?’ He winked at Hassan.

         ‘Get lost, you faggot,’ Hassan snarled.

         ‘Faggot? What are you talking about? I’m not the one sharing sweatpants with my girlfriend.’

         Hassan came to the gate. He stuck his arm out through the bars, grabbing for Ravn.

         Ravn took a step back and slapped his hand with the bottle. ‘You’re not exactly quick, are you?’

         ‘Get lost or I’ll kill you!’ Hassan roared.

         The bikers in the driveway stepped forward. Bjarke gave Ravn a lazy look. ‘You heard what he said. Move on, you bum!’

         Ravn stared back at Bjarke. ‘Holy shit,’ he said, pointing at his tattooed face. ‘I hope to hell it’s not permanent. That number, is that your mum’s phone number?’

         Bjarke pulled the remote control for the gate out of his pocket and pressed the button aggressively. Like a pack of ferocious dogs, the men lined up as the gate slid open.

         Ravn let the beer bottle fall to the asphalt. There was a clink as it shattered, sending shards of glass all over his sneakers. He pulled the gun from his breast pocket and pointed it at the men running towards him. He saw them freeze in their tracks. He heard himself shouting ‘POLICE’. He sensed Mikkel and Niels approaching. A second later, they were at his side, guns raised.

         ‘Get down! Get down! Get down!’ they shouted in unison. When Hassan didn’t look like he was going to comply, Ravn kicked his legs out from under him and knelt on top of him.

         ‘Hands behind your back!’ He took out the zip ties and tied Hassan’s wrists behind him. Ravn looked over the three men lying on their stomachs with their hands clasped behind their heads. Further down, by the front wheel of the Mercedes, he spotted the remote control for the gate. Ravn looked up towards the open front door.

         ‘Shit Bjarke’s gone back inside!’

         Ravn stood up and directed Niels to take over guarding Hassan. ‘Call Eskild and get him down here quickly,’ shouted Ravn. He was already past the Mercedes before Niels could respond.

          
      

         Inside the house, the sound of Motörhead was blaring downstairs. Ravn continued through the hall past a metre-high sculpture of a busty woman with a drawn sword. He ran down the hallway that led to the living room, where a pool table and a row of pinball machines stood. Further along was a stripper pole planted between three white leather sofas. Bjarke emerged from behind the bar at the back of the room. He levelled a sawn-off shotgun at Ravn and cocked both barrels. Ravn threw himself down behind the pool table. A deafening bag echoed through the room and wooden splinters flew all around him. Ravn half stood up and saw Bjarke coming out from behind the bar. In his haste, Bjarke fired the second barrel. The shot hit the nearest pinball machine, which exploded in a sea of sparks. Ravn raised his gun towards Bjarke, who ran off down the narrow corridor. The flaming skull and crossbones on the back of his vest danced away. Ravn fired. Bjarke howled and grabbed his right thigh as he limped on.

         ‘Are you hit?’ Mikkel shouted from the doorway next to Ravn.

         Ravn shook his head. ‘But Bjarke is. Let’s get him before he reloads his gun.’

         They ran through the living room and down the hallway where Bjarke had disappeared. Halfway down, they noticed the traces of blood on the white carpet. Ravn raised his gun and looked into the first room. The room, which was set up as a tattoo parlour, was empty. They continued down the hallway until they came to a closed door. Ravn pushed it open with the muzzle of the gun. Inside the bathroom, Bjarke was standing at the sink. He was cutting the duct tape on a package with his knife. Ravn pointed his gun at Bjarke.

         ‘Put the coke back in the bag, Bjarke.’

         Bjarke stared at Ravn. The fire in his eyes slowly died and he put the knife down on the sink. ‘I should have aimed a little higher,’ he said and threw the package into the open sports bag.

         ‘Yes, or better,’ Ravn replied.

         ‘DROP THE GUN!’ came from the other end of the corridor.

         Ravn and Mikkel looked at the three suited officers from AKS who were coming towards them. Mikkel held out his badge, which he wore on a lanyard around his neck.

         The officers lowered their weapons. The one in front slipped past Mikkel and looked into the bathroom. He glanced at Bjarke and the sports bag. ‘Weren’t you told to wait?’

         Ravn shrugged and looked at Mikkel. ‘Did you hear anything like that?’

         Mikkel shook his head and hid his smile. ‘Sorry, but there was also a lot of noise on the line…’
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         Christianshavn, 2012.

          
      

         It was around five o’clock and the Sea Otter was full as usual. The jukebox was playing the Hall & Oates classic ‘Everytime You Go Away’. Ravn sat at the bar with Mikkel, Niels and Eskild and sang along. On Ravn’s suggestion, after the debriefing at Station City, they had gone down to the local pub by Christianshavn’s canal. Johnson, the proprietor, filled their shot glasses with Jim Beam whiskey, the bottle almost disappearing in his big fist.

         ‘I’ve rarely seen so many happy coppers all at once,’ he said, with a hint of a smile on his weathered face.

         ‘Today is a good day to ask if someone can get your fines cleared. Have one yourself, old man,’ said Ravn.

         ‘Depends on what we’re drinking to,’ said Johnson, putting his hands at his hips and puffing out his beer belly.

         Ravn took the glass and toasted with the others. ‘To putting some bad guys behind bars instead of having them selling dope on the street.’

         ‘I’ll to drink to that,’ Johnson replied and poured himself a shot.

         Just then, Inspector Brask appeared on the small TV hanging above the bar.

         ‘Turn it up, Johnson. We need to hear what the boss has to say.’

         Johnson reluctantly took out the remote control and turned up the volume on the TV.

         Brask stood at the press conference with Police Commissioner Poul Kofoed and the incident commander from AKS. In front of them on the table were five seized packages, each containing a kilo of cocaine. Next to the packages were eight automatic pistols, four Kalashnikov rifles and two rocket launchers. Brask explained to the press that the weapons had been intended as part of the payment for the drugs. He also revealed that the raids on members of the biker gang, ‘Diablos’ and the arrests of eight people so far were the culmination of a nine-month-long investigation. Brask thanked the many officers involved and, not least, AKS for their excellent cooperation.

         ‘… Who arrived too late!’ Mikkel shouted at the TV.

         They all laughed and downed their shots.

         Niels put his arm around Ravn, his eyes blurred. ‘That was a hell of a move, Ravn. I couldn’t have come up with that myself.’

         ‘Come on, it was a team effort,’ Ravn replied and patted him on the shoulder. ‘But damn, was I glad to see you when the gate opened. Those bastards had absolutely no sense of humour.’

         They toasted once more and clinked their beer bottles together.

         ‘I hear congratulations is in order,’ someone said from the other end of the bar.

         Ravn and the others half turned around. Dennis Melby from Station City was leaning against the bar with a pool cue in one hand as he waited to be served. With his pumped-up torso threatening to burst through his T-shirt, he looked more like a bodybuilder on steroids than a police officer.

         Mikkel greeted him cheerfully. ‘Dennis, what the hell are you doing here?’

         ‘Me and Luffe had police business in Staden. And then there was a score to settle,’ he said, pointing back towards the billiard room.

         ‘What kind of business?’

         ‘Nothing like yours,’ he said, glancing at the screen. Dennis paid Johnson for the two beers that were placed on the counter. ‘But why didn’t you wait until the fuckwits had gotten their weapons before you busted them?’ Dennis asked.

         ‘What do you mean?’ Niels asked.

         ‘Then you would’ve had a good reason to kill those monkeys.’ Dennis was the only one smiling.

         ‘There he goes talking shit again,’ muttered Ravn and sent a little salute towards Dennis.

         Dennis grabbed the beer bottles with one hand. ‘Yeah, well, it doesn’t matter anyway. We’re all just idiots anyway.’

         ‘What do you mean?’ said Ravn.

         ‘Isn’t your girlfriend a defence lawyer?’

         ‘So?’

         ‘So, in reality, we just catch them so she has something to do.’

         ‘Easy, Ravn,’ said Mikkel, who could see where things were heading.

         ‘She doesn’t generally handle drug cases,’ Ravn replied and smiled. ‘Which is lucky for you.’

         Dennis tightened his grip on the cue and took a step towards Ravn. ‘What are you trying to say?’

         ‘That steroids are subject to the Narcotics Control Act. Are you still selling that shit, or is it just for personal use?’

         ‘Fuck you, Ravn.’ Dennis picked up the cue and was about to bring it down on Ravn when it disappeared from his hands. Dennis looked around confused, only to see Johnson standing behind the bar, weighing the cue in his hand.

         ‘Fights happen without using equipment, and they take place outside. Have I made myself clear, ladies?’ He scowled at both of them and each nodded back.

         Mikkel looked at Dennis and smiled amicably. ‘Come on, man, just grab your beers and finish your game.’

         ‘Yeah, fuck off, you junkie,’ Ravn muttered.

         ‘Ravn, shut it!’ Mikkel shouted at him over his shoulder. Then he patted Dennis companionably on the shoulder. ‘We’re all fired up after a crazy day. No need to start trouble, right?’

         Dennis smiled and was handed the pool cue by Johnson. When he had gone, Mikkel turned to Ravn and shook his head. ‘You’re one of the most provoking people I know.’

         Ravn shrugged. ‘Well, he is a junkie. Anyway, the last round is on me.’

         ‘Last round? What do you mean, last? We haven’t even gotten started.’

         ‘I have a beautiful girlfriend at home who misses me. Haven’t been home for more than a minute in months.’

         ‘It’s pretty hard to believe anyone would miss you, Ravn,’ said Eskild, sipping his beer.

         ‘Eskild, my friend, the secret is to be away long enough,’ Ravn replied and emptied his bottle. He put it down on the counter and sniffed his armpits. ‘God damn, I stink like a goat.’
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         Christianshavn, 2012.

          
      

         Samuel Arentzen lifted one foot and stepped over a puddle in his muddy Church's shoes. The heavy downpour had left large pools along Overgaden Neden Vandet. It was almost as if there was more water on the cobblestone street than in the canal running alongside it, he thought.

         Arentzen turned the corner and continued down Dronningensgade. When he reached the intersection, he stopped and pulled a black Moleskine notebook out of his pocket. He flipped to the page where he'd written the address and confirmed it matched the number on the building across the street. Arentzen stroked his moustache and slipped the notebook back into his pocket.

         The building’s main door was unlocked, sparing him the trouble of buzzing a neighbour to get inside. He knew the apartment he was looking for was on the third floor, so he silently climbed the stairs. Standing on the landing in front of the door, he paused for a moment to catch his breath. He rapped lightly on the frosted-glass window in the door and waited. When no one answered, Arentzen cleaned his foggy glasses and pulled out his lockpicking set. It was an old-style Ruko lock, which posed no challenge to him, and within a minute, he was inside the entryway.

         He stepped forward and gazed into the kitchen. An empty dog bowl on the floor caught his attention. As a child, he had a dog back home on Eysturoy, but never as an adult. He understood why people got them for the companionship. A dog was, and always had been, man’s best friend — faithful to humans for the last fifteen thousand years.

         Arentzen walked into the bright living room and surveyed the view from the window. From there, he could see the Christianhavn ramparts directly across the way. They must have paid a hefty sum for that view, he thought. Money that seemed well spent. He looked around. The room had a modern feel, with a glass coffee table in front of a wide, light-coloured sofa. The clean and minimalistic décor appealed to him, and he figured the woman must have been in charge of decorating. He found it hard to believe that a street cop like Thomas Ravnsholdt would have such aesthetic taste.

         Arentzen cast a quick glance at the Montana shelving unit against one wall. The legal books, including Karnov’s Law Compendium and the books on psychology, likely belonged to Eva, whereas the mystery novels were probably his. If, that is, the man even read at all—Arentzen had his doubts. He picked up a framed photo sitting in the middle of the bookshelf. It was taken on the stern deck of an older motorboat. Ravn had his arm around Eva. They were both laughing, their eyes sparkling with life. On the deck sat a bulldog. It was extraordinarily ugly and fat, Arentzen thought. But they all looked happy. ‘A Kodak moment,’ as people used to say. A phrase that had since lost its meaning. He put the picture back and left the living room.

         In the bedroom at the end of the hallway, he noticed only one side of the bed was unmade. Judging by the blue chemise draped across it, it must have been Eva’s side. That fit with the information he had, which was that Ravn had been away on assignment for some time. He was, without a doubt, a dedicated officer. But what truly drove him? Arentzen wondered. It was probably something trivial. Maybe just the adrenaline rush was enough for him.

         Eva, on the other hand, he thought, was driven by something different. That much he was sure of, even though he had never met her. But her career choice and her vulnerable clientele showed him she had a deep sense of justice.

         Arentzen sat heavily on the edge of the bed. His feet ached, and he loosened the laces of his Church’s. He slipped off the shoes and wiggled his toes, easing the pain. A wave of weariness washed over him, and before he realized it, he was lying on his back in the bed. The bedroom was pleasant. Cool. He closed his eyes and exhaled deeply. He would rest for just a moment before duty called him back to work.
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         Christianshavn, 2012.

          
      

         Out on Christianshavn Canal, a tourist boat glided by as cameras clicked, capturing the old warehouses. As the boat approached Snorrebroen, which stretched across the canal, the guide told the passengers to duck.

         Down Overgaden Neden Vandet, Ravn walked along, carrying two shopping bags and a bouquet of red roses wrapped in transparent cellophane. As he passed an older motorboat, he greeted the owner sitting in the cockpit. It felt strange to be wandering through this peaceful neighbourhood when, just a few hours ago, shots had been fired at him. He promised himself he wouldn’t share that part of the operation with Eva—there was no point in worrying her unnecessarily. Now, he was just looking forward to spending his day off with her, maybe even taking a trip to Hven. Although Eva wasn’t much of a sailor, she could always be tempted by a cold glass of wine on the aft deck. And he had stocked up plenty for the occasion.

         When he reached the other end of the canal, he stopped in front of an old ketch. He whistled sharply, and a moment later, an English bulldog poked its head out of the cabin. Wagging its stubby tail, the dog waddled onto the deck and barked at him in its distinctly asthmatic way.

         ‘Hey, Møffe, did you miss me?’ Ravn greeted the dog, setting his bags and flowers down on the dock before jumping aboard. This only made Møffe wag his tail even harder.

         ‘That dog is driving me crazy, Ravn,’ came a voice with a Spanish accent. Eduardo stepped into the cockpit wearing a pink shirt, his thick black hair perfectly styled.

         ‘Shut up. You smell like a whole brothel,’ Ravn shot back with a smirk. ‘Got a date?’

         Eduardo grinned, his white teeth forming a dazzling row of pearls against his olive skin. ‘We’ve got a new editorial secretary at the newspaper. Louise, from Aarhus. And being the gentleman that I am, I’ve promised to show her around the city.’

         ‘I’ve got a pretty good idea where that sightseeing tour is going to end,’ Ravn teased, pointing towards the cabin.

         ‘Hopefully,’ Eduardo replied with a wide smile. ‘But first, I need to clean up after your dog. He eats absolutely everything.’

         ‘Thanks for taking care of him.’

         Eduardo shrugged. ‘No problem.’ He gave Ravn a curious look. ‘You look like a man just back from battle.’

         ‘That wouldn’t be far off.’

         ‘Does it have something to do with the big drug bust that’s all over the news?’

         ‘You know I’m not one to talk to the press,’ Ravn said with a grin.

         ‘Anything said here on the canal is off the record.’

         ‘Alright, as long as you don’t share it with Information’s readers. Let’s just say it’s been a long day, and I’m looking forward to a break from all the criminals. But yeah, we fucking got them,’ he added proudly, giving Eduardo a wink.

         ‘Bueno,’ Eduardo said with a smile. His gaze drifted to the shopping bags on the dock, landing on the bouquet. ‘Are those for Eva?’

         Ravn nodded, smiling. ‘You’re not the only romantic around here.’

         ‘Ravn, dios mío, you can’t give those to Eva,’ Eduardo sighed, wrinkling his nose in disapproval.

         ‘What do you mean? They’re nice.’

         ‘You buy flowers from a florist, not a supermarket.’ Eduardo stepped up onto a bench to reach for the bouquet.

         ‘They’re fine,’ Ravn protested, shrugging.

         Without another word, Eduardo tore off the cellophane and pulled out the single longest-stemmed rose. The rest he threw overboard.

         ‘What the hell are you doing?’

         ‘Saving Eva’s day.’ Eduardo handed Ravn the lone rose. ‘It’s not about the quantity. This is much more romantic. Are you two heading out sailing this weekend?’ he asked, nodding towards Bianca, moored just behind them.

         ‘That was the idea, yeah.’ Ravn turned toward the old Grand Banks trawler and looked at her with affection. Even though she was in desperate need of an overhaul, she was one of the best things that had ever happened in his life. Right after Eva and Møffe, of course. He knelt and gave the dog another playful rub.
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         Christianshavn, 2012.

          
      

         Samuel Arentzen opened his eyes. It took him a few seconds to remember where he was. The sound of the front door opening had woken him. Now he could hear footsteps approaching in the hallway. He rose from the bed and wiped away the drool that had gathered at the corner of his mouth. The footsteps moved into the kitchen, followed by the sound of a shopping bag being placed on the table. Using his gloved hands, Arentzen carefully slid his shoes under the bed. From the kitchen, he heard the quiet pop of a bottle being opened, followed moments later by the sound of liquid being poured into a glass.

         Then, more footsteps echoed in the hallway, drawing closer. Arentzen quickly moved to the corner behind the door, pressing himself against the wall as the door creaked open. From his hiding spot, he watched the woman who entered the bedroom. Even though her back was to him, he recognized her immediately—the long, blonde hair and her silhouette matched the woman in the photograph on the bookshelf in the living room.

         She kicked off her high heels and began unbuttoning her white shirt. Arentzen caught a faint trace of her perfume. His gaze rested briefly on the bathrobe hanging from a hook next to him and he thought: if she were to reach for it, her last sight on this earth would be him. And he didn’t want that for her.

         Out in the kitchen, Eva’s phone beeped, signalling the arrival of a text message. She sighed softly, then left the bedroom. Arentzen retrieved the leather case from his pocket and pulled out the small surgical hammer inside. Slipping silently into the hallway, he followed her.

         Eva had entered the living room, carrying her wine glass, which she set on the windowsill. She stood bathed in the last light of day, looking out over the ramparts below. Arentzen crept up behind her. One loose strand of hair rested on her left shoulder, and he had to restrain himself from brushing it away.

         He watched her as she watched the ramparts and the people strolling by. She was looking at something peaceful. And that was good. Perhaps she was thinking about the day that had passed, the smooth taste of wine still on her palate. Maybe she even felt a faint buzz from her first sips—just enough to brush away her worries, just enough to let her imagine that everything might somehow turn out all right. After all, that’s how things often are: everything resolves itself in the end.

         With a perfect swing, he arced the hammer upwards. A sickening crunch echoed through the room as Eva’s skull separated from the top of her spine. Arentzen stepped quickly aside to catch her as she fell, cradling her body in his arms as if they were performing a practised dance move. He felt the warmth of her body in his embrace. He stared into her vacant eyes as her head lolled unnaturally against one shoulder. Death had taken her in an instant. A merciful and, perhaps, even beautiful death. A ‘Kodak moment’, he thought, without a hint of irony.

         Arentzen dragged Eva’s lifeless body away from the window and towards the glass coffee table, where he let go of her. The back of her head hit the table first, shattering it into thousands of tiny glass shards that scattered across the wooden floor. He walked to the Montana shelving unit and picked up the chrome candlestick. He weighed it in his hand as he returned to Eva’s body. With a single, powerful swing, he brought the candlestick down on the back of her skull, splitting it open. Dark blood gushed from the wound, forming a long pool across the floorboards.

         He flung the candlestick aside and stared down at her body. It wasn’t a pretty sight, and he didn’t envy whoever would find her. Kneeling, he pried the small Rolex watch from her wrist and slipped it into his pocket. Carefully, he lifted his foot and stepped over the steadily widening pool of blood.

         Silent and methodical, he left the living room and returned to the bedroom to retrieve his shoes from under the bed. Standing in the hallway again, he glanced into the kitchen. Eva hadn’t yet unpacked her shopping; the bags still sat on the table where she’d placed them. His eyes fell on the black laptop bag nearby, and he decided to take it with him. That was, after all, exactly what any burglar would do.

         A few moments later, he left the building and joined the crowd walking along the ramparts, heading home from work. Those beautiful, green ramparts.
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         Christianshavn, 2012.

          
      

         Ravn lugged the heavy shopping bags up the stairs, with Møffe trailing close behind. When they reached the landing on the second floor, their downstairs neighbour, Ketty, opened her door and cautiously peeked out. Her thick glasses magnified her eyes, and combined with her narrow face, they made her look like an ageing insect. She smoothed her bluish pageboy haircut while giving Ravn and Møffe a disapproving glare.

         ‘I have told you it can’t make noise.’

         ‘Do you mean Møffe?’ Ravn asked, glancing down at the dog.

         ‘Yes, who else?’

         ‘When has he been noisy?’

         ‘Most of the day.’

         Ravn smiled. ‘I can assure you that’s not possible. Møffe’s been with a friend since yesterday, and we’ve only just come home.’

         ‘I’ve heard him running around. Jumping and prancing,’ Ketty insisted.

         Ravn shook his head. ‘Jumping and prancing is not Møffe’s bag. Snoring, on the other hand, that, he excels at.’

         ‘Yes, I hear that too. He needs to be quiet.’

         ‘We’ll try. Have a nice day,’ Ravn said and carried on up the stairs with Møffe trailing him. After a few steps, Ketty slammed the door shut with a loud bang.

         Ravn unlocked the door to the apartment, and the dog squeezed past him, nearly knocking him over. ‘Eva?’ Ravn called, but there was no reply. He carried the bags down the hallway and into the kitchen. ‘So, you went shopping too?’ he called out, smiling at the sight of the shopping bag on the table.

         He put his bags down next to hers and picked up the bottle of white wine sticking out of her bag. ‘Looks like someone started early,’ he said to himself. ‘Big day, huh?’ He grabbed a glass from the cupboard, puzzled by her silence.

         ‘Eva?’ he called again, pouring himself a glass. Just then, Møffe came back into the kitchen, whining softly, and curled himself into the farthest corner of the room.

         Ravn set the glass down on the kitchen table and stepped into the hallway. ‘Eva?’ he called again, almost a whisper, as he pushed the bedroom door open. On the empty bed lay her blue chemise. He turned halfway towards the door to the living room, which was ajar. Through the narrow gap, he noticed something glinting on the floor. A scattering of glass shards.

         His heart began to pound faster.

         ‘Eva?’ he called, louder this time, as he stepped into the room.

         The sight that met him made his legs give way. He crashed to his knees, throwing himself toward Eva’s outstretched body. He didn’t register the shards of glass slicing his arms and hands as he crawled across the floor to her.

         The cry that escaped his throat echoed through the dimly lit room—a deep, guttural wail. He pulled her closer, cradling her limp body in his arms. Though he felt the cold of her lifeless form, he still tried to revive her. He tilted her head and breathed into her mouth.

         He gasped for air between his desperate sobs, making her face wet with his tears and saliva. He felt the dried blood in her hair sticking to his hands. Looked into her blank, unseeing eyes.

         He couldn’t comprehend it. He wouldn’t accept she was gone.

         In despair, he screamed as loud as he could, trying to wake himself up from this nightmare.
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         Copenhagen, 2017.

          
      

         Live music could be heard from Free Town Christiania on the other side of Bådsmandsstræde. A bonfire glowed between the old barracks buildings, sending flames up into the evening sky. Ravn stood on the third floor by the window of Christianshavn Sports Club’s worn premises and watched the spectacle. It looked cozy, although the combination of bonfires and Christiania reminded him of the Pusher Street clearances he had participated in. That was a lifetime ago. Before his time at Station City, before his time with Eva. Before…

         ‘Ravn, are you coming?’ came a slurred voice behind him.

         He turned to Eduardo, who was swaying drunkenly. He had a pair of huge red foam boxing gloves on his hands. Eduardo tried to wipe his sweaty forehead with one glove and almost knocked himself out.

         ‘What’s up, Tyson? Are you beating them up in there?’ Ravn asked.

         ‘Of course, but you have to fight too,’ Eduardo’s knees buckled, and Ravn caught him. ‘You know I love you, right?’

         ‘I love you too. Why don’t you cool down, you’re all sweaty?’ Ravn pulled Eduardo to the window.

         ‘I’m so fucking grateful that you want to be my best man. That means everything in the world, everything!’

         ‘Of course. Though I should be the one thanking you for the vote of confidence.’

         ‘You like Belinda, don’t you? You don’t think I’m crazy for marrying her, do you? It’s important to me to know?’ he said, swaying.

         ‘I think you’re incredibly lucky, Eduardo. And I’m happy for you, for both of you. You’ll be happy together.’

         ‘Are you two ladies coming soon? There’s already a new man in the ring,’ Johnson shouted from the door to the boxing room.

         Ravn nodded and picked up Eduardo. ‘Are you ready for another round?’

         ‘I’ll go through fire and water for Belinda. I’ll beat the shit out of anyone. She’s not like the others. The others were a joke, but with Belinda it’s different. You understand what I’m saying?’

         ‘I understand what you’re saying.’

         ‘That’s why I want her to have the perfect wedding.’

         In the boxing ring, Eduardo’s next challenger was his colleague Kjeld from the newspaper, Information. Kjeld was in his late sixties and had hair and a beard that resembled Karl Marx. Kjeld pointed with his big foam rubber gloves at Eduardo, who was being helped into the ring. ‘Well, little Eduardo, it’s knockout time.’

         ‘You don’t stand a chance. I sting like a butterfly and dance like a bee…’

         The two quickly got into a scuffle, bashing each other unceremoniously with foam boxing gloves. The guests at the stag party alternately cheered and booed them.

         The fight ended when Eduardo tripped over his legs and fell to the mattress, where he remained. Kjeld stretched his arms in victory, while Johnson shook his head. ‘It’s good that no one from the club is watching this circus,’ he said to Ravn, who was standing next to him. ‘There’s nothing as unsightly as old men in a boxing ring.’

         ‘Aren’t you up there yourself when you train the youngsters?’ Ravn asked.

         ‘That’s different.’

         Ravn climbed into the ring towards Eduardo. ‘Had enough?’

         ‘Did I win?’

         ‘Absolutely,’ replied Ravn and helped him take off the oversized boxing gloves.

          
      

         Half an hour later, they had packed up and were on their way out of CIK. Ravn followed Eduardo and a few of the guests towards his Jeep. The rest of the party would ride with Johnson in the minivan.

         ‘Sure you’re okay to drive Ravn?’ Kjeld asked, looking at him with bleary eyes.

         ‘I’ve only had a Coke and some coffee.’

         ‘Really? I thought private detectives lived on whisky?’

         ‘That’s only in the movies. Besides I’ve ruined my liver. One drink and I’ll be heading straight to the hospital.’

         ‘Heavens,’ laughed Kjeld. He opened the door and was about to get in, but was stopped by a deep growl. He looked at Møffe, who had already taken the front seat. The dog glared at him. ‘Does he… does he bite?’

         ‘Only if you take his seat or his food. I suggest you join the others, Kjeld.’

         When they’d gotten everyone into the car, Ravn drove out through the gate.

         Kjeld leaned forward in his seat. ‘Do you actually c any criminals?’

         Ravn smiled at him in the rearview mirror. ‘The cases I deal with are a bit different these days. But here’s some good advice—for the groom back there too—don’t cheat on your wife, you’ll always get found out.’

         Kjeld sat back silently. None of the others said anything either. Ravn turned on the radio to lighten the mood. Ben E. King sang ‘Stand By Me’, and soon after, so did everyone else.

         ‘Where are we going to eat?’ Ravn asked.

         ‘At Rio Bravo!’ they all shouted in unison.

         ‘Ri-o … Bra… vo,’ Eduardo croaked from the open cargo hold.
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         It was one of those mild late summer days when the sun still shone with some intensity and, along the canal, people were enjoying themselves on the bulwark. Onboard Bianca, the stern hatch was open, and down next to the sparkling Ford engine sat Ravn shirtless. He cursed loudly when he dropped the screwdriver, which landed under the engine. He was installing a fire extinguishing system in the engine compartment and had already placed the powder extinguisher on the starboard side, but still needed to find room for the other one. He had acquired the new engine a few months ago, but had yet to get out on the water with it.

         ‘Ravn! Can you come up and have a look?’ Victoria shouted from the cabin.

         Ravn grabbed the screwdriver and edged himself up the narrow hatch. He wiped his hands on his pants and joined Victoria.

         Despite the warm day, Victoria had only taken off her jacket and was immaculately dressed in tweed pants with matching vest and a white shirt. She ran a hand through her wild, steel grey hair. On the table in front of her were six stacks of receipts and invoices.

         ‘Wow, you’re really fast,’ said Ravn with an impressed nod at the papers. ‘Have you already gone through my annual accounts? Does it look okay?’

         Victoria looked over the rim of her glasses. The look she gave him belonged to a schoolmistress eyeing a lazy student.

         ‘May I suggest that next time you use two boxes. One for receipts and one for invoices, rather than mixing them up?’

         ‘Roger that,’ he said and gave a short salute. ‘Does it look okay otherwise? Is there a profit?’’

         ‘You have no idea?’

         He shook his head. ‘I just run the card and hope there’s money in there,’ he said.

         ‘I see. Well, the accounts more or less balance. Those surveillance assignments are making good money. Good thing there are so many cheating husbands out there.’ She took off her glasses. ‘But anyone who comes to you with missing people cases, turn them away. You spend far too many wasted hours on them. By the way, several of them still owe you payment. You should send them to debt recovery or go and collect the money yourself.’

         Ravn wrung his hands. ‘They’ll pay when they can.’

         Victoria lit one of her home-rolled Petterøe’s and blew a blue cloud of smoke towards the low cabin ceiling. ‘Ravn, Ravn, Ravn. You’ve got a business to run. When I started my antiquarian bookshop, I didn’t want to sell the books I loved. But the first time I had to pay rent, I was cured.’

         ‘I understand,’ Ravn replied, scratching his stubble.

         At that moment, a sickly moan sounded from the bow. Ravn looked out the windshield and saw Eduardo aboard his ketch. Eduardo staggered through the cockpit wearing only his underpants, and the next moment, he was bent over the railing.

         ‘Wow,’ said Victoria, who’d stood up to get a better view. ‘That stag party didn’t go easy, did it?’

         ‘No, it was late and boozy for most people,’ replied Ravn and smiled.

         Eduardo came into view again. Ravn waved to him, but Eduardo didn’t notice. Instead, he disappeared back into the cabin.

         ‘Why on earth are those two getting married anyway?’ Victoria said rhetorically and sat back down.

         ‘Because they love each other.’

         ‘Just like all the others who end up divorced anyway.’

         ‘I think Eduardo and Belinda are a good match. Let me know if there’s anything I can help with,’ he added on his way out.

         ‘How do you know it works?’

         ‘How what works?’

         ‘The fire extinguisher you’re installing.’

         ‘I’ll find out when the boat catches fire. Blind faith, a bit like marriage and handling my finances.’

         ‘You’re welcome to do them yourself,’ she shouted after him. ‘Besides, it’s a waste of money. When was the last time you actually went sailing?’

         He didn’t answer but squeezed himself back down into the engine compartment in silence. When he was done, he’d buy some cinnamon buns for her. Maybe that would put her in a better mood? Ravn took out the screwdriver and mounted the last fire extinguisher. Five years, would’ve been his answer to Victoria. It had been five years since he’d last been sailing. It had been a trip around Flakfortet with Eva, a trip hampered by the pouring rain.
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     The large lattice metal gate to the police station’s prison in Otto Mønsteds Gade slid open for defence lawyer Christopher Bruhn. He was in his late fifties, rather thin, with a mane of grey hair parted in a sharp middle parting. His eyebrows grew wild with a life of their own. He was dressed in a wrinkled suit and a plaid shirt. A casual attire that had become his trademark when he was in court or appearing on TV with his high-profile cases.
    

    
     Bruhn continued towards the door of the detention centre and rang the doorbell. The intercom camera light came on and he introduced himself to the guard. A moment later, the door was unlocked. He continued into the cramped lift, which was the only access to the prison. The lift had no panel, and he had to wait for the guard on the second floor to activate it. Usually it took a few minutes, giving you time to sweat in the claustrophobic cabin. He was sure it was a deliberate little act of revenge that the staff inflicted on all the defence lawyers.
    

    
     The lift started moving, heading up towards the prison section. It was the most secure prison in the entire country. Where the toughest prisoners were held—those who were too dangerous to be placed elsewhere. Either because they had assaulted other inmates or staff during their sentences or because their crimes were so extreme they posed an increased security risk. Among the twenty-one inmates, there were several gang members, several convicted terrorists and a handful of particularly dangerous killers. For the latter, it meant they usually had more than one victim on their name. Bruhn’s firm represented most types of inmates, but Bruhn himself only handled cases that were of fundamental importance. In this way, he was picky in his choice of clients.
    

    
     The lift door opened, and he was met by two prison guards in full combat gear. Both were wearing body armour and helmets, and one was holding a half-kilogram bottle of tear gas. Even in here, it was unusual to take such strong precautions, but Bruhn’s client was also a special case.
    

    
     ‘So where can I talk to my client this time?’ Bruhn asked.
    

    
     ‘We’ve placed Kaminsky in the holding cell. But he is not restrained,’ the officer warned.
    

    
     ‘As always, speaking to him alone is at your own risk,’ the other officer added.
    

    
     Bruhn nodded. ‘Lead the way.’
    

    
    

    
     Kaminsky sat on the bench, the only piece of furniture in the secure windowless room. When Bruhn and the officers entered, Kaminsky held his head high, his gaze fixed on the wall in front of him. His shoulder-length black hair and satyric beard made him look like a despotic ruler. A Genghis Khan with tattoos.
    

    
     As the officers locked the door behind Bruhn, Kaminsky patted his hand on the bench to indicate that he should sit down.
    

    
     ‘I’m fine, thank you. How are you feeling, Mr. Kaminsky?’
    

    
     ‘Being strapped to this bench twenty-four hours a day doesn’t help my mood,’ he said in a thick Russian accent.
    

    
     ‘They have no authority to do that,’ replied Bruhn as he approached him. ‘It requires special circumstances.’
    

    
     ‘I think the special circumstances are me.’
    

    
     ‘I thought you were fairly well set up? That’s how it seemed the last time we met.’
    

    
     ‘Back then, I had money. Back then, I had outside connections, ones those dogs were afraid of. But things are crumbling, Counsellor.’
    

    
     ‘I’ll see if there’s anything legal I can do for you.’
    

    
     ‘That would be a waste of time. Focus instead on what you can do for my family. For my two princesses and Ivona.’
    

    
     Bruhn crossed his arms. ‘There’s not much more we can do. The deportation of your wife and daughters has already been confirmed. The date of their departure will be set soon.’
    

    
     ‘My girls were born here.’
    

    
     ‘That may be, but as Ukrainian citizens they have no legal ties to Denmark.’
    

    
     ‘Don’t these morons realize that my family will be killed as soon as they land in Kyiv? That there are people there who dream of getting revenge on me. Who dream of butchering everyone close to me. And when I say butcher, I mean it quite literally.’ He looked Bruhn in the eye.
    

    
     Bruhn looked away. ‘The Danish authorities consider the security of your family to be a Ukrainian matter.’
    

    
     ‘They do? Then they don’t know how corrupt it is there.’ He fiddled with one of the leather straps on the bench and let the buckle slip between his fingers. ‘If I had money, I could provide them with protection. But I have nothing.’
    

    
     ‘Sorry, Kaminsky. The only thing we can hope for is the minister intervenes on humanitarian grounds so that your family can stay in the country.’
    

    
     ‘That’s not going to happen.’
    

    
     ‘Perhaps if you permit the children to visit you in here, then we can argue it’s important for you to have your family nearby.’
    

    
     ‘Never!’ Kaminsky snarled. ‘Do you think I want to expose my princesses to this place?’ He pointed around. ‘Two minutes in here will give them nightmares for the rest of their lives. You think I’ll let the guards stare at my wife? Let those assholes frisk her? You think I’m going to put her through that?’
    

    
     ‘We don’t have a hell of a lot of other options, Kaminsky.’
    

    
     ‘So, you think the minister’s going to pardon my family because they come to visit me?’
    

    
     Bruhn threw his arms up.
    

    
     ‘I’m a cop killer. I took out one of their heroes.’ He shook his head. ‘You must be desperate, counsellor. It’s not going to happen. We both know that.’
    

    
     ‘I’m just exploring all options.’
    

    
     ‘Really?’ Kaminsky let his gaze rest on him. ‘What about our little private investigator?’
    

    
     ‘What about him?’ Bruhn answered quickly.
    

    
     ‘We need to get him going, now.’
    

    
     Bruhn shook his head. ‘These things take time.’
    

    
     Kaminsky got up from the bench. ‘Time is a luxury I don’t have. I take it that the murder of his girlfriend is still haunting him?’
    

    
     ‘What do you think?’
    

    
     Kaminsky rubbed his beard. ‘Good. Then start laying out the clues. Point him in the right direction.’
    

    
     Bruhn shook his head dismissively. ‘I don’t want to push him. If I come on too strong, it will ruin everything. It has to come from him.’
    

    
     ‘The time is now. We can’t wait any longer.’
    

    
     Bruhn paced the small cell. ‘This… I don’t want to muddy the waters. We have to wait.’
    

    
     ‘Why? Because you’re afraid of the consequences?’
    

    
     Bruhn looked at him indignantly. ‘I am not afraid.’
    

    
     ‘I can tell when people are scared. And you, Counsellor, are about to shit your pants.’ Kaminsky pointed at him with an extended index finger.
    

    
     ‘The only thing that worries
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