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            DARKNESS CALLS
      

         

         
            And I will execute great vengeance upon them with furious rebukes; and they shall know that I am the LORD, when I shall lay my vengeance upon them.
      

            —Ezekiel 25:17
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         COPENHAGEN
      

         F
         ie could still picture the dragon. It had stared at her from the side of his neck, mouth wide open, moving in time with his body as he forced his way into her. Deep, penetrating thrusts. Over and over. The dragon had looked down upon her mercilessly with the same reptilian gaze as its owner. It was an old dragon. Much older than her own eighteen years.

         She staggered away under the dim streetlights, heading for the concrete silos of Bellahøj. The run-down tower blocks loomed as they encircled her, and she supported herself against a lamppost to avoid falling. The cool metal under the palm of her hand reminded her of the gleaming knife he had held up to her eye. This is what cock teases get. She continued along the deserted street towards her door some way ahead. She passed the basketball court with the netting fluttering from the hoops. Her hands were shaking uncontrollably, and it was with some difficulty that she managed to retrieve the key from her jacket pocket. Once she had let herself into the building, she went to the lift and slid open the door. The cramped space stared back at her, and she gasped for breath. She could still feel his weight on her and his iron grip on around her throat. It had all gone black and her cry for help had died away before it had even reached her vocal cords. Bebe… bebe was all she had managed to say. A word that had made him laugh. It had turned him on so much he’d ripped her trousers off. Cold blades of grass under her buttocks. Rough, nicotine-stained fingers at her opening. You’re soooo wet. Then a cutting sensation down there. All the way up to the diaphragm. For a split second, she’d thought it was the knife that was inside her rather than his member. Take it. Take it, you nym… pho… In his excitement, he stumbled over his own words.

         She let go of the lift door and turned towards the stairs. Every single step was agony. They reminded her of his thrusts, each accompanied by a grunt—a sound that now filled her head and echoed around the stairwell. Six storeys. One hundred and eight steps. An eternity—just like the one she had experienced in the park’s dark landscape, together with the dragon.

         She locked the flat’s front door behind her and tiptoed through the hallway. From the bedroom she heard her mother’s sleepy voice.

         “Fie, is that you?” That was followed by: “Ugh, it ended up being a late one then?”

         Fie dumped her bag and denim jacket in the hall. A light was switched on inside the bedroom and she heard the bed creak as her mother got out of it. Fie hurried down the hallway and into the bathroom. She quickly shut the door, ensuring she locked it, too. A moment later, she saw her mother’s silhouette through the frosted glass.

         “You not feeling well?” she asked.

         Fie didn’t reply.

         “Are you okay?”

         “Yeah… yeah,” she managed to stammer.

         “Are you pissed?”

         “No… I mean, only a little.”

         There was a groan from the other side of the door. “Fie! We promised Grandma we’d arrive early.”

         “Yes, yes… Good night, Mum.”

         “G’night, sweetheart.” A moment later, the bedroom door closed.

         Fie stood in front of the basin and examined herself in the mirror. There was extensive bruising on her neck, and below her left eye she had a cut from his knife. Blades of grass sparkled neon green in her matted black hair. Her face was swollen with tears. The shock was still there in her vacant stare and the open mouth, the trembling lips. She disgusted herself. How pathetic. That was what the sight made her think. She lowered her gaze from the mirror and quickly undressed. There were traces of fresh blood in her knickers, and she rinsed them before dumping all her clothes in the laundry basket. She spotted the little pearlised purse sticking out of her trouser front pocket. You’re not gonna grass, right? He’d taken her health insurance card with her address on it. Warned her not to tell anyone. If she did, he’d stop by with his knife. She’d promised him she wouldn’t say a word. He’d smiled and shoved a two hundred kroner note into her purse. A little something for the taxi, sweetie. Or for something tasty tomorrow. None of it had made any sense. He’d winked at her—or perhaps it had been the dragon on his neck that had done that—before they both disappeared into the darkness. She took the banknote from the purse and tore it into tiny shreds that she threw into the basin. She removed the plug and watched the scraps of paper vanish in the swirling water. Tomorrow, it would all be gone. Tomorrow, she would wake up and have forgotten everything.

      
   


   
      
         
            2
      

         

         I
         t was early evening and the sports bar on Vester Voldgade was packed.

         The big venue resounded to the sounds of 80s hits and the yells of patrons watching the Champions League matchup on the big screen. At the far end of the bar, there were two rows of pool tables. They were all fully occupied, and there was some heavy drinking taking place around them as players awaited their turn.

         Cecilie Mars was standing by the table at the very back, taking aim with her cue. She was slight, not especially tall, and she had to stand on tiptoe to reach across the table. She swept her fringe out of her eyes. The three men around the table watched her silently, each clutching a beer glass. Cecilie struck the white hard. With a clunk it hit the purple, which in turn rolled in a straight line towards the most distant hole in the corner. The collision simultaneously dispatched the white sideways, causing it to clip the black. “No, no, no,” Cecilie said as she watched the black’s trajectory towards the middle hole. “Shit!” she exclaimed when it was swallowed by the pocket.

         “Guppy, looks like the next round is on you, too.” Lasse, who was three heads taller than she was and far more powerfully built, let out a booming laugh. He pulled her into an embrace which made her disappear into his striped shirt. Cecilie affectionately stuck her elbow in his side and liberated herself.

         “Benny, Henrik. You on the Hoegaardens like Lasse?” She pointed to her two colleagues’ glasses with the cue. Both nodded, and Benny raised his glass to her from the far side of the table before draining it.

         She set down the cue on the table and headed for the bar at the far end of the venue. En route, she spotted Andreas Bostad sitting at the corner of the bar together with two middle-aged men. The trio were the only people in the whole sports bar wearing suits, and she guessed they all worked for the Prosecution Service.

         “Good evening, Mr. Special Prosecutor,” she said with a smile, stopping beside Andreas.

         Andreas returned her smile and ran his hand through his curly blond hair. Then he placed his hand on her shoulder and she felt the warmth of his palm through the thin fabric of her T-shirt. “Good to see you. Everything alright?” he said.

         Cecilie averted her gaze. It already felt as if she had been looking at him for too long. There was very little resemblance between Andreas and a typical prosecutor, usually about as sexy as a tin of liver pâté. Instead, he was reminiscent of the hero in a John Grisham movie, in a somewhat Matthew McConaughey-esque fashion.

         “This is my colleague, Jesper Lund,” he said, gesturing at the middle-aged man standing closest to him. “And that’s Steen Holz behind him.”

         “Might I offer the young lady a drink?” Jesper Lund asked in a dialect that revealed he came from north of Copenhagen. He smiled suggestively, his eyes cloudy with booze.

         “Another time perhaps. It is definitely my round.” She caught the barman’s attention. “Four Hoegaardens for me, and three shots of whiskey for the lawyers.”

         “It just so happens that I’m a psychologist, but since you’re buying…” Steen Holz quipped, grinning.

         “Steen is our expert witness. Not that it helped us much today,” Andreas said.

         A roar erupted from the patrons around them, leaving them in no doubt that a goal had just been scored. Cecilie stood as squarely as possible to avoid being shoved to the floor by the men nearest to her, who had begun to jump up and down in jubilation. At that moment, the barman returned with her order. She slid the three shots of Jack Daniel’s towards Andreas, who distributed them.

         “What are we celebrating?” Steen Holz asked.

         “Does there need to be a reason?”

         “In my experience, most people have a reason.”

         She nodded appreciatively at him. “Well then. Here’s to us all being alive, and it being a Tuesday.” She grabbed the four beer glasses and turned around. “Have a good night.”

         When she returned to the others with the beer, Lasse raised his glass. “Cheers to my partner, who is one hell of a talented investigator but the world’s worst pool player.”

         “Hear, hear!”

         “And let’s not forget congratulations on the promotion, Guppy. You, of all people, deserve it.”

         Benny and Henrik chorused their agreement and she was actually touched. “Right, let’s get to it. I’m going to have my revenge on the winner.” While Benny set the balls, Cecilie turned back towards the bar. Andreas was sitting sideways, staring towards her. He raised his glass and she did likewise in return.

         Benny and Henrik began their game, and Cecilie sat down to watch.

         “I think I’m going to get off home soon,” said Lasse. “What about you? Fancy a lift?”

         She shook her head. “Can’t leave until I’ve beaten Benny.”

         “Then it’ll be a long night.”

         She smiled and sipped her beer.

         “I meant what I said before,” Lasse added. “Bloody well done, Guppy. Papa’s proud of you.”

         She couldn’t help but guffaw. Lasse was a couple of years her junior, and despite his abundant beard, he still resembled the thing he was: a happy lad hailing from Aarhus. “Well, thank you, Papa.”

         “I hope we can remain partners. Hopefully, you won’t skedaddle too soon.”

         “Nothing’s changed, except a little more paperwork for me.”

         He stared into the middle distance. “You’ll go far, Guppy. Right to the top. You’ll be in the commissioner’s office one day. Just wait and see.”

         “I may have been on the force for ten years, but I’ve yet to see that office from the inside. Anyway, homicide suits me fine.”

         They clinked glasses again. Twenty minutes later, he departed and she played Benny, followed by two games against Henrik and then another against Benny. She lost them all. Eventually, the two of them had had their fill of free beer and thanked her for going several rounds with them. Not long after that, they said their farewells and staggered out of the door.

         Cecilie returned her cue and looked around the sports bar. The football match had ended long ago and the patrons were beginning to thin out. Only the most tenacious of them remained at the bar. Andreas had apparently split from his own party and was checking his phone. Cecilie slung her jacket over her shoulder and sauntered over to him.

         “What did you tell your entourage?” she said with a smile.

         Andreas quickly returned his phone to his jacket pocket. “That I needed to watch the match until full-time.”

         “Who was playing?”

         “No idea. What about you?”

         “I had to play an extraordinary amount of pool until they’d had enough.”

         “Do you even know the rules?”

         “I know that you aren’t meant to pot the black until last.”

         “Same place?” he said, looking at her searchingly.

          
      

         Cecilie, naked, straddled Andreas, and pressed herself down onto his cock. Slowly, she moved up and down, fully in control of her tempo. She could feel him sliding in and out of her. She could feel him filling her and how he was trying to push further in. She dug her nails into his chest, increasing the tempo. She heard him groaning loudly underneath her. His grip on her rump tightened, and together they found their rhythm. It felt intoxicating. It was as if she were floating slightly above them while looking down. She saw them fucking in the shabby hotel room in the yellowish hue of the street lights as the roar of the traffic forced its way through the open window. It felt dirty and raunchy and it was good. Their movements grew faster, and his grip got even tighter. Finally, he came inside her and she heard him give a long sigh. She wished she could have lost herself forever, but she could feel her body drawing her back. A little later, sprawled on his chest, she noticed that his heart was racing. He smelled pleasantly of sweat, perfume, and her sex all over his face. He held her close, and for a moment she almost relaxed in his embrace. “Damn… Cecilie… Damn it,” he mumbled.

         At that moment, she got out of bed. He watched her in surprise. “Are you okay?”

         “Yep.” She found her panties on the floor and put them back on. Then she retrieved her jeans.

         “Maybe we should find another place next time?” Andreas asked. “Why?” she said, pulling her jeans up to her waist. She went over to the window and looked down at Istedgade below. A group of homeless men were standing by the hostel doorway on the opposite side of the street. They were on the brink of a fist fight.

         “I was thinking maybe a better hotel?”

         “This one fits the bill just fine.”

         He let out a hollow laugh. “You’re a cynic, Cecilie.”

         “No more than you are. It’s just that I don’t pack as much in as you.”

         “Then why don’t we see each other at yours instead?”

         She turned around to see whether he meant it. Judging by his expression, he did. She pulled her T-shirt over her head. “Or we could screw at your house?”

         He looked away. “I don’t think that would be well received. Even if the separation has been finalised.”

         She bit her lip. She hadn’t meant to be catty. Andreas’s domestic arrangements were irrelevant to her.

         He got out of bed and began to gather his clothes from the floor. “Why exactly do they call you Guppy?”

         “It’s only Lasse who does, and a few friends.”

         “But why?”

         “It goes back to my time at Police School. Cecilie got shortened to Sille, and then it was Silver Darling, like a herring, and then Lasse made it Guppy. A little fish. Clever, isn’t it?”

         Andreas buttoned up his shirt. “So as of today I’m supposed to call you Inspector Guppy?”

         “I told you. It’s just something my friends call me. Have the two us turned into friends, Andreas?” She wriggled into her leather jacket and smiled at him.

         Andreas’s perfect smile faded a little.
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         A
         couple of days later, Cecilie walked along the long narrow corridor leading to where the Division for Crimes Against Persons and the Homicide Unit detectives were based. She cast a sidelong glance out of the tall windows, contemplating the quiet waters of the Teglholm Canal.

         “Guppy!” Lasse called out, rushing towards her from the far end of the corridor.

         “Where’s the fire?”

         “I’ve been… trying to… call you,” he said breathlessly.

         “I’ve been at the shooting range all morning,” she replied without stopping. “It’s in my calendar, too.”

         “The shooting range?” he said, following her.

         “Yes, the annual test.”

         “Did you pass?”

         “Of course. I bagged twenty-eight points.”

         He raised his eyebrows. “If I recall correctly, the minimum for a pass is twenty-seven. It seems we should have been getting you some target practice.”

         “What is it that’s so urgent?” she asked, stopping outside the door to the Division.

         “Do you remember that rape case from January? The bodybuilder guy with the shiny knife and the hoodie?”

         She nodded. “The one we have under suspicion for a string of other cases?”

         “One and the same. We’ve just received another report. This time in Rødkilde Park.”

         “Northwest of the city centre?”

         “Yes. The victim is a young girl who was drunk.”

         “Same modus operandi?”

         “Down to the letter. He threatened her with a knife, carried out the rape in a deserted spot, and then afterwards he stole her ID.”

         “So he knows where she lives,” Cecilie said, nodding. “Did this happen last night?”

         “No, nine days ago,” he replied.

         “Shit.” She bit her lip. “So once again we won’t be able to secure any DNA?”

         “Not a fucking chance.”

         “Thanks to him terrifying them so much. So what do we have?”

         “A scared girl in room three with her mother and an advocate,” he said, pointing back towards the room.

         Cecilie sighed heavily. “Has the girl been able to give anything resembling a decent description?”

         “Yes. It matches the others. Male, Danish, thirty-five plus, muscley, stank of booze.”

         “Was he wearing a hoodie and a scarf across his mouth like before?” Lasse screwed his eyes shut. “Hoodie, yes. Scarf, no.”

         She perked up. “Has she identified him?”

         “Not yet. We’re about to take a look at some pictures. I was just on my way to fetch a code for the system.”

         “Great,” she said, giving him a playful punch in the chest. “So the arsehole got cocky.”

         “And stupid.”

         “That’s just how I like my criminals. Who’s the victim?”

         “Young girl from Bellahøj. Just eighteen years old.”

         “My neighbourhood?”

         “Yes. Her name is Fie Simone Simonsen.”

         Cecilie stopped smiling and took the notepad from him.

         She inspected his scribbles, interpreting them. “Fuck.”

         “You know her?”

         “In a manner of speaking. From my social outreach work. She’s in my self-defence group.”

         “I’m fine handling this by myself.”

         She shook her head and returned the notepad to him.

         “Come on,” she said, continuing down the corridor towards the interview room.

          
      

         Although it was just a couple of weeks since Cecilie had last seen Fie at training, she barely recognised the girl. Then, Fie had been smiling and full of energy; now she was sitting there with a dead gaze, staring at the table. Her lower lip was trembling, and it looked as if she was about to burst into tears. Sitting to Fie’s right was her mother, Tina, who was around forty and robustly built, her lips painted dark red. Cecilie remembered her well from the neighbourhood at home. On Fie’s other side was Mona Krog, a legal advocate. Cecilie had met her previously on other similar cases. Krog was okay, but she could be a little manic, and Cecilie suspected she had a drink problem. She greeted them all and took a seat.

         “Fie, I need you to tell me in your own words what happened that night. Please take your time.”

         Before Fie could manage to say a word, Mona Krog leaned across the table. “Fie’s already given a statement several times, including her first one at Bellahøj Police Station. As it happens, I intend to lodge a complaint on Fie’s behalf in relation to the duty officer’s conduct, which was beyond contempt.”

         Cecilie calmly raised her hand. “I think that is a very good idea, especially if you believe there are grounds to do so. But right now, it’s important for me to hear Fie’s account. Then we can concentrate on the investigation. Do you think you’re up to that, Fie?”

         It took a long time for Fie to react. Then she looked up briefly at Cecilie before casting her gaze back down as she described the night she had been raped in an almost inaudible voice: There had been a party at high school, and afterwards she and five others from her class had gone to a local pub called Klovnens Bodega. They’d had beers and played rounds of Mia. This was where he’d approached them.

         “The guy who attacked you?”

         Fie nodded and explained that while he was much older than them, he’d flirted with both her and two of the other girls there. He’d also bought them a round.

         “Then what happened?”

         Fie said that they had left just before closing time at around one o’clock. Since she was the only one of them who lived in Bellahøj, she had set off home on her own. On the way she had encountered him again. Near Rødkilde Park. He’d hit on her right away.

         “How?”

         “Compliments. He asked if I had a boyfriend. Whether I liked older guys. He tried to… hug me.”

         “What did you do then?”

         “Pushed him away. Walked more quickly.”

         “And what happened in Rødkilde Park?”

         Fie didn’t reply.

         “Take all the time you need; it’s absolutely okay.”

         “He got a stranglehold on me. Called me all sorts of names and dragged me into the bushes. He held that knife up to me and said that he was going to… going to… going to stick it up me if I didn’t do as I was told.” She buried her face in her hands and began to sob.

         Tina put an arm around her daughter and stroked her hair. “That fucking swine raped her, then he took her health insurance card so that he knows our address. You have to catch him. Do you understand?” Cecilie nodded. “Fie, when you’re feeling a bit better, I’ve got some pictures I’d like you to take a look at. It’s fine if you don’t recognise him. Actually, it’s just as important for us to rule suspects out so that we don’t waste time investigating the wrong people. Do you think you can help me with that?”

          
      

         A quarter of an hour later, they gathered around Cecilie’s desk, which was towards the back of the open-plan office that housed the Homicide Unit. She turned on her computer and logged in to their image index. As part of the investigation into the previous attacks, a number of suspects—convicted sex offenders—had already been indexed. This meant that Cecilie was able to show Fie a limited and precise search.

         After they had gone through about twenty profiles, Fie suddenly put her hand to her mouth. Tears began to trickle down her cheeks.

         “Is that him?” Cecilie asked.

         Staring at them from the screen was a man with dead, reptilian eyes.

         “It’s… it’s… it’s him,” Fie said.

         “And you’re sure about that?”

         “I’ll never forget that tattoo.”

         Cecilie took in the dragon with its jaws wide open, twisting its way up the man’s neck. Her eyes narrowed and she breathed through her nose in small, controlled inhalations. Then she half-turned towards Lasse. “Right, time for us to bring him in.”
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         C
         ecilie pulled the dark blue Golf back into the inside lane of Borups Allé. The rain was coming down hard and the wipers were struggling to keep the windscreen clear of water. Following behind her was the Tactical Unit’s personnel carrier, which was in turn followed by one of the dog team vans. Lasse had suggested that the two of them bring him in themselves, but she was taking no chances. Neither in relation to the suspected rapist nor in relation to the tense neighbourhood they were heading towards.

         “Ulrik Østergård, thirty-six years old,” Lasse said, leafing through the printout he’d brought with him. “He’s got several convictions for violence starting back in 2002. In 2013, his career peaked when he was convicted of rape and sent down for fourteen months. The judge ordered treatment and sent him to Herstedvester Prison.”

         “What about the last few years?” Cecilie asked, pulling onto Lundtoftegade.

         “Most recently, he did six months inside for assaulting his live-in partner. This time in a proper prison. He got out in August last year.”

         “So, in terms of the timeline, Ulrik could easily be our rapist in all four cases where we’ve got him under suspicion?”

         “Oh yes,” Lasse replied. “Let’s just hope that the address in the population register is current.”

         Cecilie peered up at the dreary high-rise flats on which satellite dishes were affixed to each and every balcony like overripe pimples.

         “Pull in here,” Lasse said, pointing to a large car park between two buildings. She parked the car and got out. The dog handlers and the six members of the Tactical Unit stayed put. A couple of young lads on scooters had already spotted the police cars and were watching them from a distance. Cecilie tapped on the side window of the personnel carrier and the officer lowered it. “Be ready to grab the target if he comes rushing out of the building.” She pointed towards the doorway to the nearest stairwell. “And make sure you keep an eye on our young toughs over there.”

         “Roger that,” the officer replied, directing his gaze towards the growing group of lads.

         A couple of minutes later, Cecilie and Lasse were in the cramped lift, which stank of urine. “Nice spot to take a slash,” Lasse muttered.

         When they reached the eighth floor, they got out and made their way to the first door on the external gallery. It said Østergård on the front. Beneath this was a faded sticker which cryptically read Vinnie Larson. Cecilie knocked so hard that it resounded around the open-sided gallery. A moment later, the door was opened by a woman in her late forties wearing a pink tracksuit. Her grey hair bristled in all directions, as if she’d just got up.

         Cecilie noticed the blood leaking from the woman’s right eye. “Are you Vinnie?” she asked over the racket of the television, which was on at full blast inside the flat.

         “Might be,” said the woman, taking a drag on her cigarette. “Who’s asking?”

         Cecilie and Lasse introduced themselves, showing their IDs. “Is Ulrik at home?” Cecilie asked.

         “What if he is?” Vinnie exhaled a cloud of smoke at them.

         “Well, we’d like to have a chat with him.” Cecilie tried to see past her into the hallway, but Vinnie was blocking her view.

         “Well, he’s not home. Was there anything else you wanted?”

         “Any idea where he might be?”

         “Nope. None at all. No.”

         Cecilie leaned forward and took a closer look at Vinnie’s extravasation. “What happened, Vinnie?”

         Vinnie looked away. “Can’t fuckin’ remember. Slipped in the bathroom or summit. Was hammered.” She smiled nervously.

         “It’s not anything you’d maybe like to talk about? Maybe even report?” Vinnie put her hands to her side. “I told you, I slipped. What’s to report?”

         “Fair enough. You still sure you don’t know where Ulrik is? Gone to the shops? At a friend’s? At work?”

         Vinnie spluttered with laughter. “I can’t remember the last time he had a job.” She took a drag from the cigarette. “Fuck’s sake, it’s not like it’s a state secret. He’s at Klovnens. Just like he always is. Probably with that slut Lonnie. Please may I be left in peace to watch my show now?”

         “Of course. Would you like my direct line in case…”

         Vinnie slammed the door shut.

         Lasse shook his head and headed for the lift. “So Ulrik rapes a girl that he meets at his regular haunt. How bloody stupid can you get?” Klovnens Bodega was on the corner of Rantzausgade and Jagtvej. Despite the sign on the gable end depicting a jolly clown, the place looked dismal in the pouring rain. Cecilie headed inside, closely followed by Lasse and two officers from the Tactical Unit. The dog handlers stayed in their van and judging by the relaxed vibe inside the bar there would be no need for them on this occasion. Cecilie looked around without spotting Ulrik. She approached the bar and introduced herself to the barman, who was obese, elderly, and wearing red braces. At the sight of her police ID, he instinctively crossed his arms over his chest.

         “We’re looking to talk to this guy,” said Cecilie, flashing a photo of Ulrik on her phone.

         The barman hesitated, but then he glanced towards the back of the pub. Cecilie led the officers through the bar into the games room, where she spotted Ulrik right away. He was standing by one of the pinball machines together with a man of the same age and a woman in a denim skirt. Ulrik was pressed up closely against the woman as she played the machine. “Ulle, you little terror… I can’t concentrate!” she said.

         The two men laughed.

         “Ulrik Østergård?” said Cecilie.

         Ulrik gave her a visual once-over. “Do we know each other, sweetheart?”

         “Cecilie Mars, Copenhagen Police. We’d like a chat with you.”

         He tilted his head to one side. “And I’d like a blowjob, but that’s life.”

         Both the woman and Ulrik’s friend laughed.

         “Wrong answer.” Cecilie glanced at her watch. “The time’s 13:22 and you’re under arrest.” She retrieved the handcuffs from her belt and took a step towards him.

         Ulrik clenched his fist and raised his arm. But before he could do anything else, Lasse stepped between them. He spun Ulrik around, laying him flat on the floor. The two officers from the Tactical Unit kept the other man and woman at a distance from the scene. Cecilie slapped the cuffs around Ulrik’s wrists. “I had him,” she snapped at Lasse.

         “Of course,” he replied, heaving Ulrik off the floor.

         “This is fucking police violence. I’ll sue you. Do you hear me? You vile Nazi scum!”

         “Sure, we hear you: police violence, Nazi scum. Now let’s be on our way, pal,” Lasse said, nudging him without being gentle.

         Ulrik bellowed all the way through the bar and into the car, where Lasse put him in the back seat.

         Outside the car, Cecilie stared through the side window at the dragon on Ulrik’s neck. She felt her stomach constrict.

         “We’ve got him,” Lasse said with a smile as he patted the roof of the car.
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         I
         t was 22:30 and the air in the small interview room was hot and stuffy. Across from Cecilie and Lasse were Ulrik and his lawyer, Phillip Vang, who wore a bright pink open-necked shirt and a pricey Rolex on his wrist.

         Cecilie had spent the best part of four hours asking Ulrik to repeat how he and Fie had met, and what had happened after that. She had endeavoured to be polite, but it was apparent that Ulrik didn’t care for being questioned by a woman. When she yet again asked him to say when he had arrived at Klovnens Bodega, Phillip Vang interjected: “I think we’ve got an answer to that question by now.”

         “I’m just trying to form an overview of Ulrik’s movements,” Cecilie said, gesturing vaguely.

         Phillip Vang smiled coolly. He was nicknamed “the Terrier,” a name that less civil tongues suggested he had given himself. “My client has now been answering your repeated questions for several hours. He has described how he met a group of young people at Klovnens Bodega, and how he bought them a round of drinks because he thought they were funny. He’s also outlined that there was subsequent flirtation between him and Fie Simone Simonsen. He also acknowledges having sex with her, but naturally this was with her consent.”

         “If so, why was it necessary to threaten her into sex with a knife?” Cecilie looked at Ulrik, who gritted his teeth.

         “It’s her word against his,” Phillip Vang interjected. “Have you actually found a knife?”

         Cecilie didn’t respond to the question, and Vang smiled. He had good grounds, too. They had found neither the knife nor Fie’s health card at Ulrik and Vinnie’s flat.

         Phillip Vang held out his hands. “Ulrik even gave her cash for a taxi to make sure she’d get home safely. I do hope she included that part in her statement?” Cecilie still didn’t answer and Phillip Vang smiled again. “Thought as much.” He leaned across the table. “There’s no case here. The only reason my client is here is because a young woman regretted a one-night stand, and the police are judging Ulrik based on his past. Let’s shut this whole thing down right now and we can all go home.”

         Cecilie leaned back in her chair. “Sorry, but that’s not going to happen. Tomorrow, your client will appear in court for a preliminary hearing, and we’ll be making an application for remand.”

         Phillip Vang made a small grunt. “Let me be up front with you: You’re wasting your time.”

         “As is your right to say—but as I said, that’s what’s going to happen.” She continued to meet the lawyer’s gaze until he looked away.

         “Very well. I suppose I’ll see you all in the morning,” Phillip Vang said, extending his arms. “I hope you brought your toothbrush, Ulrik.”

         Ulrik looked at him, dumbfounded. “Er… wot? Am I being banged up or something?”

         “Yes, you’ll be spending a night in the cells. But tomorrow you’ll be a free man again. Promise.”

         “Fuck—all because of what that whore says?”

         Phillip Vang hushed him and stood up. “I said you’ll be back home tomorrow. Consider this a mini break away from the wife.”

         After the officers had escorted Ulrik to the cell and Phillip Vang had departed, Cecilie and Lasse lingered in the corridor outside the interview room. He smiled at her. “We’ve got the right man. And not just in Fie’s case.”

         “I just hope that we’ve got enough to hold him on,” said Cecilie.

         Lasse shrugged. “With his rap sheet and Fie’s statement, this should be a stroll in the park. Why didn’t you ask about the other cases?”

         “We’re not giving that gift to the Terrier,” Cecilie replied. “For the time being, we want Ulrik remanded for Fie’s rape alone. Once that’s sorted, we’ll dig into the rest of it.”

         “How long do you think we’ll be able to hold him?”

         “We’ll have to ask Andreas about that first thing in the morning. Right now, I’ll take anything the judge gives us.”

         They parted ways in the corridor. Lasse went home, while Cecilie made for the office. She was on the brink of collapsing with exhaustion, but there was still a lot of groundwork to do ahead of the preliminary hearing in the morning.
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         T
         he usher opened the doors to courtroom four at Copenhagen City Court a little after 11 o’clock the next morning. The preliminary hearing had just concluded. The few members of the public who had been in the gallery—comprising largely of law students and pensioners— trudged out of the room. Shortly after them came Phillip Vang, clutching his briefcase in one hand, his mobile pressed to his ear in the other. Following him was Ulrik, struggling energetically to put his leather jacket on. “You’re the man! A true king of men! You reckon there’s any chance we can apply for compensation?”

         “Calm down. You’re still being charged. If I were you, I’d maintain a low profile. But give me a call if they proceed with the case. See you around, Ulrik.” Phillip Vang was already en route to his next hearing down the corridor.

         Cecilie emerged from the courtroom together with Lasse. “Tell me that didn’t just happen.”

         “Sorry, Guppy. It did. They let the bleeder go.” They both watched Ulrik’s receding back as it disappeared through the large main entrance. “We’ll get him.”

         “Hopefully before he rapes anyone else.” She was trembling with rage. “This investigation takes top priority. I don’t give a fuck what else Karstensen tries to throw at us. And I want Henrik and Benny on the team, too.”

         “Of course. I’ll brief them.”

         “Fuck it. I’ve half a mind to put twenty-four/seven surveillance on him.”

         “We won’t get that through—not after this.”

         “And don’t I damn well know it?” She looked down at the long colonnade, thinking. “We need to bring Ulrik back in as soon as possible. I want a detailed investigation of the crime scene at Rødkilde Park. We need to prepare a list of his possible hiding places: basements, bike sheds, allotments, his car. Anything that we’ll be given permission to search when there is a justified suspicion.”

         “What are we looking for?”

         “The girls’ health cards.”

         Lasse looked at her in surprise. “You think he kept them?”

         “I’m sure of it.”

         “But none of the victims have subsequently been contacted. Despite reporting what happened to the police.”

         “Which might indicate that he actually takes their health cards as trophies.”

         At that moment, Andreas appeared in the corridor. He loosened his tie and came over to them.

         Cecilie gave him a look. “We could have done with a remand on this one.”

         “And I could have done with a better prepared case.”

         Cecilie sighed heavily. “That’s what we had, and I didn’t hear any protests from you.”

         “Which was my fault,” he said irritably. “By the way, next time I’d appreciate it if you told me that you know the victim, so that I don’t have to hear it from the opposing side in open court.”

         She shook her head. “It’s all just a load of shit from the Terrier. Fie’s trained a few times as part of a group that I teach. Just like a whole bunch of other young girls in the neighbourhood.”

         “Nevertheless, the Terrier managed to convince the judge that it might have affected your judgment in relation to Ulrik’s arrest.”

         She lowered her voice. “Yes, because Judge Mogensen is a stupid, sexist pig.”

         “Easy now,” said Andreas, a smile playing on his lips.

         “Don’t you think I know all the stories about how he treats the female employees around here?”

         “Which don’t necessarily have anything to do with his professionalism.”

         “No?” she said, looking Andreas in the eyes.

         Andreas turned to Lasse. “Anyway, the way things stand, you need to find more on Ulrik Østergård. Simple as that.”

         At that moment, Andreas waved to Steen Holz, who came over to them. The middle-aged psychologist briefly greeted Lasse and Cecilie. He wore a white linen lounge suit, which went well with his suntanned complexion.

         “Steen and I have the pleasure of the Terrier again in less than four minutes’ time.”

         “So we have to see whether we can let justice be done,” said Steen, smiling kindly.

         “Speak later,” said Andreas as he and Steen Holz left them.

         Lasse watched Andreas go. He was now some way down the corridor. “He’s got one hell of an arse, that Andreas has. But he’s a bit too leggy for my taste. What do you say?”

         “Don’t mix work and pleasure,” she said, looking away. “Anyway, aren’t you married?”

         “Happily married, thank you very much. To the world’s nicest man. But there’s no harm window shopping.”

         “Come on,” she said.

         When Cecilie and Lasse returned to the Division, she looked up Fie’s number. It wasn’t that she felt like calling, but she still felt a certain obligation to notify her of the poor outcome at the preliminary hearing.

         It was Tina who answered her daughter’s phone, and Cecilie asked to speak to Fie.

         “She’s not doing well. Not at all,” Tina said.

         Cecilie told her the bad news, but also added that they would do everything they could to get Ulrik Østergård remanded as soon as possible.

         “So he’s… at large?”

         “Yes. But hopefully not for long.”

         Tina told Cecilie in unequivocal terms what she thought of the Danish justice system, and Cecilie let her vent.

         “As I said, I’ll do everything in my power.”

         Tina began to cry. “She’s just not the same anymore. Doesn’t eat. Doesn’t sleep. Doesn’t talk. That bastard stole her life. Stole her smile. Do you get what I’m saying? I want her smile back again. Do you get it?!”

         Cecilie got it. She promised to get back in touch as soon as she had any news.

          
      

         That evening, Cecilie stood on her terrace gazing at the city. The flat was on the top floor of one of the run-down high-rises in Bellahøj. It had been an award-winning building in the 1950s, but it was now threatened with demolition, while the surrounding neighbourhood held the distinction of being just two steps from the national ghetto list. But there was nothing wrong with the view from up here.

         Her roof terrace afforded 180-degree views of Copenhagen and its environs. From the Svanemølle Power Station in the north, the towers of the cityscape directly ahead of her, to Avedøre Power Station in the southeast. At her feet lay the Nordvest district with its depressing blocks of flats and the Bispeengbuen motorway, its six lanes winding through the neighbourhood like a concrete snake. She leaned against the narrow railing and looked down at Rødkilde Park some six hundred metres ahead of her. The dogs had spent all afternoon looking for a scent without any joy. The likelihood that the weapon or any other traces of the rape would turn up was minimal. But as things stood, they couldn’t afford to let even the slightest of chances slip through their grasp. Cecilie felt cold, so she went back inside.

         The roof terrace was very much the biggest asset of her home. The rest of the worn-out two-bed flat felt abandoned. The sparse furnishings and the lack of any personal touches testified to the fact that she wasn’t one for home decor and she was rarely at home.

         She went into the kitchen and made a cup of Nescafé. The neighbours in the flat next door were quarrelling loudly. It wasn’t the first time and it was unlikely to be the last. She took her mug with her and checked that the three bolts on her front door were all secured before she returned to the living room. She was tempted to call Lasse and go over the case yet again, but she knew that his working day ended the very moment he left the Division.

         She lay down on the sofa with the case files within reach. She wanted to go over the three previously reported rapes and compare them with Fie’s. She considered whether she ought to take new witness statements from the other victims. While the perpetrator in all three cases had covered his face with a scarf, now that Ulrik was a suspect they might still be able to tie something to him. Perhaps the other girls had caught a glimpse of the dragon tattoo, a piece of jewellery, or something else that might surface in their memory now. There had to be something for her to find. Something that could stop him. Something that prevented him from striking again.

         She sat there working until her eyes became heavy and the case files slipped from her grip. She disappeared into a dream that she hadn’t had in a long time. It took place in a backyard, under a lean-to that the rain was drumming against very hard. The smell of refuse wafted from the dumpsters around her. She could make out the metallic taste of anxiety. The blow to her stomach had made her gasp for air. The blow that now struck her jaw paralysed her. She felt her legs give way. She sensed the pain in her scalp as he dragged her by her hair through the shed. He positioned her in front of him. He bent down and thrust his tongue into her mouth. First the tongue, then… In the dream, it all came back. The smell of urine emanating from him, mixing with the stench of the dumpsters. His limpness. The many slaps to her face that he delivered, slowly making him hard and ready. “No!!” she cried out, waking up. For fuck’s sake. Not again.

         Cecilie got up quickly in an attempt to rid herself of the dream. She grabbed her phone from the table and checked the time—it was half past midnight. The only cure for her nightmares that she knew of was to head out. In the old days, she’d roved around Copenhagen by night. First by bicycle, later by car. Her very own patrol. Not so much of the city as of her own mind. It was an approach that until now had prevented her from doing serious harm to herself.
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C ecilie crossed the dark car park between the looming high-rises.

The street was deserted, and not even the ever-present local yobs were anywhere to be seen. She unlocked her old Fiat Panda. The car was a rusty old banger whose only plus point was that no one could be bothered to steal it. Once she had got the engine running, she drove down the street between the blocks of flats. She passed the building that Fie lived in and pulled over. Through the window, she could see that the lights were still on up in her flat. She sat there for a while before trundling on towards the junction with the main road, Frederikssundsvej. She made for the crossroads at Borups Allé and then turned towards the city centre and the Bispeengbuen motorway, stopping for a red light. Beyond the raised arches supporting the motorway lay the neighbourhood where Ulrik lived. Cecilie wondered whether he had told Vinnie about his arrest, but she doubted it. The light changed to green and she continued parallel to Bispeengbuen before passing underneath it to the other side, heading for the next set of lights. Instead of continuing on towards to the city centre, she turned down onto Lundtoftegade. When she reached the series of blocks of flats on the left-hand side, she stopped in the car park outside Ulrik’s door. She looked up towards the flat—the lights were on. Was he in there boozing it up with Vinnie? Or was he knocking her about because she’d had the audacity to ask where he’d been the night before?

Cecilie directed her gaze at the parked cars. She remembered that Ulrik owned a BMW, but she couldn’t recall the registration. A stupid plan began to take shape in her head: find the car. See whether it was unlocked. Search for the knife. Search for the health insurance cards. Most definitely a stupid plan. But before she knew it, she’d found the registration number in her notes on her phone and she was getting out of the Fiat to search for the car. Five minutes later, she’d checked every row of vehicles without any joy.

On her way back to the Panda, it occurred to her that Ulrik might have driven to the Klovnens Bodega. She checked her watch—it was ten past one—and then set a course for Rantzausgade.

A few minutes later, outside the pub, she looked for the BMW among the nearby parked cars. It was nowhere to be seen, and she began to regret her enterprise. Now that the discomfort from the dream had dissipated, it was high time she went home and got some sleep.

At that very moment, the door of the Klovnens Bodega opened and Ulrik appeared on the steps. He swayed uncertainly, taking a drag from his cigarette before throwing it away. Then he meandered across the street and continued towards a black BMW at the far end of a row of vehicles. He unlocked the car with some difficulty, while Cecilie weighed up whether or not to detain him. It would put Ulrik in custody while providing her with an opportunity to search his car. The only problem was that if she didn’t find anything, it might backfire. She was certain that the Terrier would be able to turn the arrest into a case of baseless police surveillance and harassment. That would hardly assist the Prosecution Service’s case in court.

Ulrik pulled away from the kerb and drove down Rantzausgade. Cecilie followed. Shortly after, they reached the residential area in which he lived, but instead of pulling in, Ulrik continued towards Bellahøj. All of a sudden, she was concerned that he might be on the way to Fie’s flat to harass her. Maybe he was going to threaten her to make her keep her mouth shut? When he pulled onto Frederikssundsvej, she was right behind him. If he entered the neighbourhood, she would stop him before he reached Fie’s building. But when they got to the crossroads a minute later, Ulrik carried on past the high-rises and along Frederikssundsvej. Only on the outskirts of Husum did he pull off onto Åkandevej.

Cecilie followed him at a distance through Utterslev Mose, its large lakes and islets shrouded in darkness to their right. After they had gone a couple of kilometres down this road, the BMW swerved onto the other side of the road before quickly straightening up again. The rapid correction caused the back end to slide, and the red taillights meandered across her field of vision in the darkness. The car disappeared off the road on a direct course for the boggy lake before it hit a tree head-on, coming to a stop in some large bushes.

Cecilie approached the scene of the accident and pulled over to the verge. She retrieved her torch and got out of the car. Ahead of her, the grass had been carved up by two dark tyre tracks that led her towards the crashed BMW. The front of the car had crumpled around a tree, and a pillar of steam was rising from the smashed radiator. She walked over to the passenger side and looked in through the open door, across the passenger compartment. Ulrik was trapped behind the wheel, and he was bleeding profusely from a wound to his forehead. He was gasping awkwardly for breath, and his lungs were squeaking. She shone her torch inside the car and saw that the open glove box was empty. She played the beam of light across the floor, which was covered in litter and a couple of empty beer bottles.
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