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I checked the time and peered towards the end of the road. It was ten minutes past.

Was he not going to show up? He was the one who had set up this meeting! Was he watching me from behind one of the many glass windows?

I paced a few steps back and forth to keep warm. I looked at my watch again and glanced around at the sad, grey industrial buildings surrounding me. Large factories in varying degrees of decay. Broken windows and paint chips bore witness to the once-grand ideas of the project.

I was standing in a cul-de-sac. I'd parked my car some ways off and arrived at this spot by foot. The spot where one of the country’s most infamous criminals had asked me to show up at exactly this hour. A man whom I happened to have known growing up.

And even though my heart beat like crazy and I was insanely nervous to see him, all I wanted was to see him. I had worked for the Riot Police for two years and unlike most of my colleagues, I didn't have any informants yet, which meant I hadn't been able to accomplish much. I hadn't been the one to really get a case going. Not yet. But all that could change today. He'd refused to speak to anyone but me, so that had been the end of that discussion. The informant was mine. Of course, we didn't yet know what he was planning to tell us. He could lead us to some of the most important arrests if he wanted to, no doubt about it. With his help, we could unravel huge parts of the top, top weed network, the one he was a part of. If he wanted to. Perhaps he just wanted to get rid of a rival.

Movies don't show this, but the truth is that the police have a ton of interaction with criminals. Not just when we arrest them.

Most of our knowledge comes from our informants. Do they have hidden agendas? Of course. Barely hidden, sometimes. We know when they're just trying to make things difficult for one of their rivals.

But if it works, what does that matter? I don't mind operating in grey areas. Otherwise, we'd never succeed in anything. The people we fight operate in black areas.

My phone vibrated in my pocket. I looked at the display. I'd received a message from an unknown number.

Weltex to your right. Go through the main entrance.

I looked up and found the Weltex building, its glass-covered entrance raised a few steps above the parking lot I was now crossing. I pushed the glass door gently, and it glided open without a sound. I went in.

My phone vibrated again.

Up the stairs on your right.

The staircase wasn't easily missed. Several meters wide, white and made of metal, like most of this building. Dirt and broken glass crunched beneath my feet as I climbed the stairs, but it wasn't difficult to imagine how impressive this reception has once been. I had no idea what Weltex had been making. Bags?

All the way up. Door to your left.

I continued up the stairs and found the door. I put my hand against it, breathing in. What awaited me on the other side? A breakthrough moment in my career, perhaps? Which was all I had left since my parents died and my brother moved to the US. Had one of the most important people in one of the most hardcore weed empires decided to tell all? Or was he merely going to give me a list of indifferent information, which could lead to, at best, a couple of arrests for possession?

What actually awaited me, I would never have guessed – no matter how long I stood there, looking for courage.

I took a deep breath, stood up tall and pushed the door open.

 

He was standing at the opposite end of what must once have been the CEO's office. One wall was made out of windows and, surprisingly, none of them were broken. He was wearing… less clothes than I would've thought: loose-fitting pants, sneakers and a sleeveless T-shirt so large his upper body was almost entirely exposed. An impressive sight. I forced my eyes to look at his face instead. His dark eyes burned into mine.

“My little girl is all grown up,” was the first thing he said.

I couldn't help but smile. It had been years since we'd last seen each other, but I had been pretty tall already even back then. I was 1.78 meters now, as tall as most men. But not as tall as Jamal. He was still almost a head taller than me. With a crooked nose that had clearly taken a few hits, he really shouldn't be considered a handsome man, but every girl – myself included – had had a crush on him growing up. I was sure he was still on many a woman's wish list. Anyway, why was I thinking this right now?

“Grown up, yeah,” I said. “Busy and important still to come.”

I was pretty sure he knew what I was referring to. Once, when we were kids and Jamal was hanging out with my brother Morten as per usual, I had come in wearing my new blue bathing suit, having grown out of my old one. I was thirteen, a late bloomer in terms of womanly shapes, but taller than everyone in my year. When Morten saw me, he burst out laughing and asked me if I was on the Olympic swimming team. Jamal looked at me with kind eyes and told Morten to shut up and not be an asshole. “Dina is going swimming, man, why the fuck would she lie around in some bikini for? She's busy and important.”

I never forgot that remark. I heard it in my head time and time again in the following years, wondering why he'd said it. I got the chance to ask him several years later. Our parents had gone on holiday – they usually never went any further than the living room couch – so of course Morten had invited friends over. The apartment couldn't be in a much worse state than it was already in, to be honest. Since I was a couple years younger, I wasn't invited. I was sitting in my room when Jamal came in and asked if I was alright. I summoned my courage and asked what he'd meant by his comment years earlier and whether the same could be applied to himself and Morten.

“Morten's never going to do shit. Me, either. But you will, Dina. You will.”

That's all I got out of him, and soon after that everything started to go south. Morten got sent to juvey and so Jamal stopped coming around. Years passed.

After our parents died, I only rarely visited our old neighbourhood and after Morten moved to the US, I stopped completely. Only after I started at the Police Academy did I realise how busy and important Jamal had become. But not in a good way. I looked at him now and I saw both the tough criminal and the sensitive boy from my childhood.

“I'm sorry about your parents. I would've called, but I was already…” He didn't finish the sentence, but we both knew what he didn't say. I was already a criminal and you on your way to becoming a police officer. “That must've been hard on you. But I think moving was good for Morten.”

“Probably.” I agreed to an extent. Morten had gotten his life together after moving, but who's to say if he could've gotten it together at home? It was difficult for me to forgive not being able to see my nephews grow up.

I wasn't going to ask about Jamal's parents. They had to be disappointed about where he'd ended up. They'd immigrated from Lebanon and fought for their place in Danish society. Both were doctors and respectable people. That they of all people had raised a criminal was probably a hard burden to bear. Maybe they didn't even see him anymore. My parents, on the other hand, played no part in Morten and me leading somewhat respectable lives. They'd left us to raise ourselves alongside random educators in whatever schools we attended. Life was like that sometimes.

Jamal stepped closer, stretching out his shirt so I caught a glimpse of even more of his smooth, fit chest. “Excuse my attire.”

“Yeah, you could've given me a heads-up.” I gestured at my summer dress. I wasn't wearing my uniform for this. That's always how it works when we're meeting up with informants so as not to bring them trouble. “But never mind. Want me to spot you? Where are the weights?”

He laughed, and his rough-looking face transformed into a big toothy smile that made him look kind and soft. And fucking hot. “I bet you could,” he said and looked me up and down appreciatively.

“Are you fishing for compliments, Jamal?” I asked and looked at him sceptically. “Because I think we both know you can bench more than me.”

“This is my cover,” he explained, smiling. “Officially, I'm at the gym right now.”

For good reason, I had no idea how this informant stuff worked from the other side of it. Everything was usually very secret. And nearly all informants – the most important ones especially – refuse to speak to any other officer than the one they know. My more experienced colleagues had told me to make sure the vibe was casual but to also get to the point before everything became too chummy. We weren't friends. We were meeting for a specific reason, and we shouldn't forget that.

As if Jamal could read my mind, he continued: “It's nice to see you again, Dina. But that's not why we're here.”

“It's nice to see you, too,” I said and smiled. I meant it. Circumstances aside, this was very nice. “What did you want to talk to me about?”

“I want to make you aware of a truck and a driver you'd might want to check out.” He stepped closer.

We were still further than a meter apart, but I could smell his cologne and his sweat. He reached out a hand.

For one crazy moment I thought he was going to grab my hand, and I didn't hesitate. And while he gave me a detailed description of the truck and its driver, who were transporting weed across the border, he put a folded piece of paper in my hand.

“And that's all we've been talking about,” he finished and looked at me with intense eyes. “And that one doesn't leave this place.”

I let the note slide into my bag and nodded to show him that I understood. My heart beat like crazy, and I didn't know why. Was it a reaction to finally being in front of a man I had dreamed about for years when I was younger, only to find that he was even handsomer, even more attractive now? Even if his eyes were sad and only made me want to make him smile? Or was it in anticipation of what I would read in the note? If he found it necessary to have a cover story about a truck it had to mean that he didn't want anyone else at the station to know what was really on his mind. Could it be something major? Or was that just wishful thinking?

“I think I'll be seeing you soon,” he added.

“Can I reach you in some way?” I asked. The sun shone through the tall windows, covering half his face in light and the other in darkness. I wanted to touch his cheek.

“No,” he said. “But I'll get a hold of you. Soon.”

He looked impossibly sad, and his smile from earlier suddenly seemed like something I had made up.

“I'll look forward to it,” I replied. I held out my arms open wide even though I was probably breaking protocol. “After all, you're a big part of my childhood memories.”

He hesitated for only a second, and then he stepped forward and put his arms around me.

I let myself melt into him. It made me feel fragile and small but protected at the same time. Not exactly something I was used to feeling. Perhaps that was why I didn't step back but lingered in his arms. They held me close; he didn't let go either.

The moment kept expanding. His smell was stronger in my nose now. Beneath my fingers, I felt his strong, muscular back. I wanted to explore him, make him gasp, breath quickly in and out, moan into my ear.

Without knowing how, our faces sought each other's, and we ended up standing cheek to cheek, our mouths almost touching. If we moved even the slightest we would be kissing. I felt the rhythm of his breathing in my body like we were one person. My summer dress was sleeveless, and with his too large shirt his upper body might as well have been naked. My arms were touching his chest. Tight muscles and smooth skin. It sent shivers down my spine. How many times had I dreamed of being in his arms?

That must be why I was being so weak. In the end, I finally managed to let my arms drop and step back. Jamal looked at me with eyes that screamed of hunger and never-ending sadness; it was almost unbearable. I probably looked just as hungry and sad. How had we ended up on either side of an endless war with so many lives at stake? My beautiful, strong Jamal, how did it go so wrong?

“Dina…” He shook his head. “Do you know how often I dream of you? The most forbidden of all.”

“Do you know how often I dream of you?” I allowed myself a little smile, but I was trying to cover up for the fact that he'd pulled the rug out from under me.

“I'll talk to you soon,” he said. “I have to go now. Wait here for 10 minutes before you leave the building.”

I nodded and looked after him as he walked toward an exit at the opposite end of the large room. Just before closing the door, he turned around. “If you really need me, send out an alert in your exercise app.”

And he was gone.

The sun was still high in the sky, shining through the tall windows. It couldn't have been more than half an hour. And yet, everything felt monumentally different.

 

I gathered my thoughts for a few minutes, looking out on the empty parking lot. Then I pulled out the note.

Dock 87, Garage 126. Friday.

It pierced my heart to find that I recognized his handwriting from when we were younger, but that wasn't what made my heart beat faster. That dock wasn't the territory of his enemies. It was his own.

I almost ran out the door he'd just disappeared through but managed to stop myself. If anyone saw me running after him, he'd be dead meat. But if I were right, he might be either way.

I forced myself to keep calm and memorize the note before putting it in my mouth and chewing on it. I waited 10 minutes and then ran all the way to my car, my summer dress blowing around my legs. I jumped in and hurried back to the station.

 

An hour later I'd passed on the official tip to my colleague, who was going to make sure the truck would get stopped when it crossed to boarder. Then I told my boss the rest. Or, at least, most of it.

“What does your intuition tell you?” She looked me in the eye as if she might be able to extract more than I wanted her to. Maybe I was just being paranoid. Because I did have something I really didn't want to let slip. The forbidden hug, which had felt way too good. “Is it a trap, do you think?”

“No,” I replied without hesitation.

She looked me in the eye a second longer. Then she turned to her computer and started typing. “What's your theory then? This area doesn't belong to the gangs. It's his own.”

“I know.” I hesitated, before continuing. “Maybe it's a test? To see if we will use his info before giving us something real?”

“You think we should go for it?”

I nodded. “With a small unit. And none of them can know where we got the information.”

 

Only later, when I was talking to an experienced colleague who was going to be part of this unit, did it occur to me what Jamal was doing.

“If he's telling on his own, I sure hope he's covered up his traces.” He took a sip of coffee that had sat on his desk for so long it must have been cold as ice.

“In what way?”

“In a way where there is some other plausible way we could've gotten the information.”

Chills ran down my back. The short meeting with Jamal had been enough for all these childhood feelings to come to the surface. I told myself that that and the fact that I wanted to keep him as an informant were the only reasons why I cared what happened to him.

“And if not?”

“If not, then this is probably the only time we’ll get any information out of this source.” He put down his coffee cup, but I interrupted him before he could get up.

“Couldn’t we just arrest someone from his gang?” I suggested. “Someone close to him? Then the others will probably think they’re the one talking?”

“They know as little as possible about each other’s activities,” he explained. He’d been working in this area for many years. “If we arrest the wrong one, it’ll look suspicious.”

What on earth was Jamal doing? I assumed he had a plan, but something about the way he’d looked at me gave me doubts. He’d looked sad. Like everything was over. Was he planning his own downfall?

 

On my way home I was telling myself that my number one priority was keeping my informant as long as possible. I could only do that if he kept being an important figure in the game. He would just have to give me some names. Plain and simple. We would call them down at the station, have a talk and let them go. Direct the suspicion toward someone other than him.

I repeated this notion to myself when I opened my exercise app that evening. I saw that I had an anonymous request from a new training buddy. I knew better than to text him directly, but did I even have a good reason to? Was I trying to protect him, or did my wish to see him again cloud my judgement? I ended up choosing a middle path. I posted a message about wanting to get back into exercising and that I was up for a long run in the forest tonight. I posted that I was going for a run regardless, but if anyone wanted to join me, they could do so when I ran past the golf course by the forest around eight.

I crossed my fingers that no one would actually join me. And that Jamal was keeping an eye on that app.

 

My hands were shaking when I tied my shoelaces. I had to start over several times. I told myself this was crazy. What were the chances that he’d seen my post? He probably wasn’t expecting me to reach out already. Maybe he thought I was actually looking for someone to jog with. Would he be able to guess that I was reaching out to him?

When I left, I had nearly convinced myself that it was unlikely that he’d seen the message and even more unlikely that he would take it as what it was. An invitation for him.

I didn’t mind leaving my sad apartment behind. Honestly, I preferred working and forgetting the rest of my life. It had been like that for many years. I was well aware that I should probably give myself and my apartment an “extreme makeover,” or at the very least a bit of attention, but I kept postponing.

I started running toward Amager Fælled, a large nature reserve. The rhythm of my steps, the soft ground under my feet and the chilly evening breeze calmed me down. I sped up, noticing every time my feet hit the pavement. I crossed the road. To my left was the golf course, to my right the forest.

When I ran past the meeting spot, I felt a mixture of disappointment and relief. Of course he wasn’t coming. He had no idea I’d be here. This whole thing was stupid. Thank God, I didn’t tell anyone at the station about it. At least I could tell myself now that I had tried to warn him.

I felt the trees close around me as I ran down the path leading into to forest. Suddenly, I noticed something moving out of the corner of my eye. A dark shadow to my right. I jumped to the side, but the shadow didn’t attack me; it turned into a tall man wearing a short-sleeved hoodie over a tight, long-sleeved shirt. The hood was covering the man’s face. He matched my step.

“It’s just me.” Jamal’s voice made my heart flutter. No doubt I was relieved. More than relieved. I realized that the feeling of him being next to me made me happy. “Don’t be scared.”

“I’m happy you came.”

“So I didn’t misunderstand?”

“No, I wanted to talk to you.” I slowed down a little, but I talked faster, not knowing how long we had. “You have to give me some names. Some of your people, who knows about this location. We’ll call them down to the station and have a chat. That way, no sign will point in your direction when we find the stash.”

I was interrupted by voices further up the path.

We could’ve probably run past them without anything happening. The odds of us both being recognized was practically zero. But we couldn’t take that chance.

Without hesitating for another second, I grabbed Jamal’s arm and pulled him off the path. We snuck in between the trees without a sound, and he took my hand in his to signal that we were on the same page. We stopped when we were completely hidden.

We were standing very close, gasping for air, adrenalin pulsing through our bodies. I looked him in the face, which was almost covered by the shade of the trees and his own hood.

“You have…” I touched his cheek where a thin line of blood showed that he’d been scratched by something on our way. He put his hand on top of mine.

“What?”

Perhaps he misunderstood, or perhaps he understood completely what was going on inside of me, even if I didn’t myself. Before I could stop myself, before I could think it through and realize what a stupid thing it was to do, I stepped forward, tilted back my head and gently touched his lips with mine.

 

When I opened my eyes, I found Jamal completely frozen.

“Dina…” he whispered. His soulful eyes said it all. His rough face, his intense eyes and those soft lips. I couldn't help myself. And I couldn't let words destroy this moment. I leaned forward and kissed him again.

This time I pressed my lips against his for longer, and I could feel the resistance within him lose out to our magnetic attraction to each other. I opened my mouth and let my tongue touch his lower lip ever so slightly.

“Dina…” he tried again, his voice breaking like he was trying to hold back. There was something threatening in his tone of voice. A warning.

But I had no interest in warnings. Neither his nor mine. My body had taken the wheel, and it wanted more. I kissed him greedily, opened my mouth even more and felt his tongue meeting mine.

I pressed against him. I wanted to feel his strong body. I felt his body responding positively, even if he was hesitant to comply.

“Yes,” I moaned into his mouth. Yes, yes, YES.

Suddenly, he stopped holding back. Before I knew it, my back was pressed against a tree, and I felt his body and his erection rubbing against me. I moaned, and suddenly felt like clothes were a stupid invention. An enemy to be destroyed.

His mouth was hungry. Demanding. His hand found its way under my top, and I shuddered with pleasure when I felt the cool air and his hand on my skin. Unfortunately, my breasts were too locked in under my tight sports bra for him to touch. I threw and arm around his shoulder, and with the other I pulled his lower body closer as if it weren't already as close as it could be.

I'm not sure what I had been expecting. For us to just kiss? That that would be enough to satisfy my curiosity and my childhood fascination with Jamal to be over and done with. If he felt differently than me, perhaps that's how it would've gone. But his hands were all over my body. We were gasping for air. And neither of us found the strength to stop.

He pulled my pants down, over my hips, further down, completely off so that I could wrap my legs around him. Did I take off my shoes myself, or how did that happen? I touched his tight stomach and the coarse hair further down. Then I was in. He grunted when I closed my hand around him, and, like that, his last inhibitions disappeared. We managed to pull down his pants as well, and I swung my legs around him again as he held me up against the tree.

And then there he was. Hard and smooth against my lap, which yearned to receive him. With one satisfied moan I go us in the right position. His big tip glided right in. He hesitated for a second, his eyes seeking mine. Big, dark eyes, lost in desire and longing. Longing for something else, something more. For now, all I could give him was my body. I knew he wanted it. I gave him a soothing smile and pulled him close and kissed him on the neck, whispered in his ear not to stop.

With an animalistic roar he let the rest of his massive erection glide into me. We both moaned in surprise at how good it felt. He pulled out and pounded it back into me with all his might. The sensation was overwhelming. Heavenly. All my problems disappeared. We were our bodies, and they knew what to do.

The tree's bark rubbed against my back. In between my legs, this wonderful person rubbed against me with all his hardness and smoothness. The smells of the forest and of him filled up my nose. He thrust his dick in and out of me with surprising force and perseverance. Above me, the twilight sky and the treetops spun around, and I felt like we'd entered a different reality.

But we hadn't.

With an almost desperate roughness, he pulled out of me one final time, and his impressive shaft spurt everywhere; on me, one the tree, on the forest ground. I felt almost deprived when it was over.

He moaned and leaned against the tree as we returned to reality. He shook his head like he was communicating with the ground and wasn't happy with what it as telling him.

I think he was scared to look me in the eyes. Carefully, I reached out and touched his cheek, tilting his face toward mine.

“Dina…” There was both longing and confusion in that one word.

But my name on his lips made me dizzy. I pulled him close and held on tight. Sighing, he put his arms around me. We just stood there. In the middle of the forest, both still wearing shirts, him with his pants around his ankles. Me with bare feet. He felt limper against my lap now, but my desire wasn't gone yet. Honestly, I didn't know if it ever would be. In the end, we had to let go of each other. With embarrassed smiles on our faces, we got redressed.

“Give me a couple of names,” I said, turning back to the whole reason we'd met up. Or, at least, the reason I'd told myself. I guess, you could say I was questioning my own motives. “I want to have your back.”

“I don't deserve for you to have my back,” he said. “And I don't deserve this.” He gestured at the tree and what we'd just done against it.

“None of those are things you need to earn,” I shot back. “I've dreamed of being with you for as long as I can remember.”

“Up against a tree in the forest?” he asked, raising his eyebrow.

“Anywhere,” I said simply. “Having your back is my job.”

“I'm not giving you any names. Just the locations. For now, at least.”

“It'll make you vulnerable. We can help you.” I touched his arm, trying to regain some of the intimacy from before.

He shook his head.

“Give me two names,” I tried. “Jamal. Or I'll drag in two randoms, which could look even more suspicious. It may even be a warning sign to someone we don't want to get a heads up, but I'll do it.”

He considered. He must've believed me because he swore, annoyed, and gave me two names.

“Thank you,” I said, meaning it.

“I'll call,” he said. “Wait here for ten minutes and continue down the path you usually go.”

Before leaving the place we'd just had sex for the first time, he looked me in the eye and said, “I've also dreamed of this. But I dreamed I'd be able to offer you something better than this.”

“I'm not complaining,” I said, winking. “I'll talk to you later.”

 

I was one of the first ones in the next morning and immediately logged onto my computer. I scanned a list of names, sipping my coffee. Patience, Dina. I had to be careful not to leave too many traces of my activity. We of course had to log on if we wanted to check all the files, and it was easy to check which officer had been looking at what. I couldn't be seen showing too much interest in Jamal.

My heart pounded as I scanned all the random files meant to hide my true interest. I felt like I'd been high on adrenaline since his first message three days ago.

Jamal Abdel Kahani.

I clicked on his name, my hand shaking. Was I scared to find something in his file I didn't want to know? Yes and no. I didn't know whether to trust my instincts about him or not. Did my feelings for him cloud my judgement?

I was flooded with relief the further down his, admittedly long, criminal record I got. No violence against innocents or, indeed, any criminal activity that didn't go along with being one of the leading marijuana importers in the country. And I knew all that already.

I logged off and looked out the window for a while. It was raining, I discovered. Was it raining when I arrived here on my bike? Since meeting Jamal in the forest, I hadn't been able to think of anything else. All I'd wanted was to read his file.

What are you doing? I asked myself. So maybe he hasn't done a bunch of horrendous things but what difference does it make? There is no future in this. None.

A quicky against a tree was the best I could ever hope for with Jamal. And that was too much. If it ever got out, I was finished. But it wouldn’t, I felt sure of that. I don't know why I trusted a criminal, but I did. Jamal would never betray me. And whatever the reason he'd now become an informant, I was determined to protect him.

 

I had to wait quite a while for my next meeting with Jamal. Several weeks went by after our successful operation in the warehouse he'd told me about. It ended up being one of the biggest confiscations in the history of our department. Prior to the operation, my colleagues had questioned the two people Jamal had named along with a couple others for good measure.

The weeks went by, and my longing intensified. Then the text came. From an unknown number, but I knew it was him.

Hotel Stay Here, Kastrup. Now. Go to room 521. Take the metro, don't wear your uniform. Knock five time.

My heart started beating uncontrollably. And I knew. I knew it was because I was going to see Jamal, not because of what information he would give me.

I got ready like I was going on a date. I told myself I had to look like a hotel guest. Didn't they wear tight skirts? A thin top? I chose something that wouldn't wrinkle, and I had to admit I hoped it would get challenged. I hoped it would be torn off me and thrown carelessly in a corner as I was being thrown on a bed and fucked by a tall, muscular, beautiful man.

 

My high heels echoed in a lonely way in the nearly deserted reception. Every surface was smooth and glossy and made you not want to spend any more time there than necessary. I wasn't going to.

I stepped onto the elevator. I pushed the 5 and looked at my reflection. Are you insane? The woman in the mirror just smiled mysteriously. It was too late to turn back anyway. Not that I wanted to.

The thick carpet in the hallway muted my steps. Soon, I stood in front of room 521. I licked my lips, smoothed my skirt and knocked. Five clear knocks.
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