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Introduction: The Øresund Connection


[image: ]


The Øresund Strait had always felt like a place of quiet tension—its waters wide, dark, and deep, stretching between Denmark and Sweden as a thin line of separation, or perhaps connection. From the shores of Copenhagen, the bridge loomed in the distance, a shimmering link that connected two nations, yet seemed to stand apart from them. The bridge, with its soaring pylons and graceful arcs, was an icon of modernity, an engineering marvel that symbolized progress, trade, and unity. But beneath the surface of the waters that ran below, there was something darker, something that echoed the secrets carried across the waters, hidden beneath the fog.

For Freja Nielsen, the Øresund Bridge had always felt like a boundary—one that she had spent her career trying to cross in both literal and metaphorical ways. A seasoned detective in the Copenhagen Police Department, Freja had seen her fair share of crime, but nothing prepared her for what she was about to uncover.

It was early morning when the call came in—a body found floating in the Øresund Strait, just off the shores of Amager Island. The body was unremarkable at first glance, but the moment Freja laid eyes on it, she knew this wasn’t just another case of an unfortunate drowning. The positioning, the careful placement of the body, the eerily serene look on the victim’s face—it spoke of intent.

The fog that hung over Copenhagen that day mirrored the situation Freja was walking into. It was thick, concealing details, hiding what lay beneath the surface. And like the thickening mist, things were about to become more complicated, more dangerous.

Jens Kristensen. The name flashed through Freja’s mind as she surveyed the scene. A prominent politician whose reputation was as well-known as his controversies. Kristensen had made his mark with his bold policies and his even bolder alliances, but those who knew the true details of his dealings had always whispered in dark corners. There were rumors of shady business connections, questionable ties to both the criminal underworld and corporate tycoons who had too much influence over the city. Yet, in the public eye, Kristensen was untouchable—his image crafted as a man of progress, a man who stood for the future of Copenhagen.

But now, that image was shattered. The man who had wielded power with ease and elegance was dead, his body pulled from the waters just beyond the iconic Øresund Bridge, in the cold, unforgiving embrace of the Strait. For Freja, there was no question that this was more than a mere drowning. The question that loomed in her mind was why.

As Freja walked along the docks, her boots clicking sharply on the wet pavement, she felt the weight of the case settle on her shoulders. The team was already at work, gathering evidence and taking notes, but Freja’s eyes kept drifting back to the body of the man who had once been the face of Copenhagen’s future.

“What happened here, Jens?” she murmured to herself as she approached the body.

It was clear that this wasn’t an accident. The body had been placed with deliberate care—Kristensen’s coat still clung tightly to him, though it was soaked through, the color now faded and indistinct. His fingers, rigid with cold, were curled into fists, as if he had struggled against something in the moments before his death. But there were no visible signs of struggle—no bruises, no wounds, nothing to indicate a fight. Just the eerie calm of a man who had been disposed of with precision.

As the forensics team carefully examined the body, Freja’s thoughts were already racing. She had worked enough cases to know when a politician’s death was just a tragedy—and when it was something more. And this? This felt like something more. Something calculated. Someone had made sure Kristensen’s body would be found here, floating just out of reach, in a place that connected two countries yet separated them in ways they never spoke about.

“We’ll need to check his last movements,” Freja instructed as she knelt next to one of the officers. “Every meeting, every phone call, every person he was in contact with. No detail is too small.”

The officer nodded, understanding the gravity of the request. But Freja was already lost in her thoughts. She knew this case would be more than just uncovering who killed Kristensen. There were deeper currents here, currents that ran beneath the surface of power, politics, and corruption. The Øresund Bridge—so symbolic of unity—might have been the perfect place to hide a secret.

Freja’s phone buzzed in her pocket, snapping her from her reverie. She pulled it out, her eyes narrowing as she read the message from her superior, Inspector Helle Jacobsen.

“Get to the precinct. We’ve just received intel about Kristensen’s connections. Meet me there in 30 minutes.”

The feeling in her gut tightened. This wasn’t going to be a simple case. She could already sense the dark undertones beneath the surface of Kristensen’s death. She stood up, taking one last look at the body, and then turned toward the car. The fog seemed to follow her as she left the scene, as though it too wanted to conceal the answers she was seeking.

The Øresund had always been a place of connection—but now, it felt like the perfect metaphor for the mystery that lay ahead. As Freja drove toward the precinct, she couldn’t shake the feeling that this was just the first in a series of events that would draw her deeper into a world of secrets, lies, and betrayals. The Øresund Bridge, the symbol of unity, might have been the perfect place to conceal a dangerous web of connections.

And as she stepped out of the car and entered the precinct, Freja knew one thing for certain: she was about to uncover something that would change everything. The Øresund Connection had been established—and she would be the one to follow the trail wherever it led.
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Chapter 1: The Body in Øresund
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The morning was quiet, save for the distant hum of the city, the soft breeze, and the occasional murmur of seagulls as they circled over the water. Copenhagen had always been a city of contrasts—its cutting-edge architecture stood tall against the backdrop of centuries-old buildings, and its modernist culture clashed with the old traditions that lingered like ghosts in the streets. But on this early autumn morning, there was an unnatural stillness in the air. The usual rush of the harbor was muted, hidden beneath a blanket of dense fog that had rolled in from the Øresund Strait.

Freja Nielsen stood at the edge of Amager Island, her dark trench coat flapping gently in the breeze as she surveyed the water. The sky was a heavy shade of grey, blending seamlessly with the mist that clung to everything in its path. The Øresund Strait stretched out before her like a vast, murky expanse, the waters reflecting none of the light around it. The iconic Øresund Bridge, stretching between Denmark and Sweden, was barely visible through the thick fog.

Freja had seen the bridge hundreds of times in her life—its vast structure rising above the strait like a steel giant. It was an unyielding link between two countries, a symbol of progress, yet it always felt ominous to her. Perhaps it was the way the fog often seemed to swallow it up, creating an illusion that the bridge was leading into an abyss.

She stepped closer to the water’s edge, her boots sinking slightly into the damp gravel. A figure from the forensics team, Henrik Sørensen, was crouched down near the shoreline, his face tense as he examined the body.

Freja approached, her movements deliberate, but the moment she caught sight of the body, her stomach twisted. She’d seen her fair share of dead bodies—some more gruesome than others—but there was something about this one that felt different. It wasn’t just the fact that the body had been found in the frigid waters of the Øresund; it was the way the victim had been placed, so carefully, almost ceremoniously.

“Is it him?” Henrik’s voice broke through her thoughts.

Freja’s eyes locked onto the lifeless form, floating face down in the shallow water. The man was dressed in a dark wool coat that had swollen with water, making it appear much larger than it was. His face, pale and bloated from hours—perhaps days—spent submerged, was barely recognizable. But Freja didn’t need to get closer to know who it was. She had seen the man's face countless times on the news, in political debates, at press conferences.

“It’s Jens Kristensen,” Freja said quietly, her voice steady despite the knot forming in her chest. Jens Kristensen, the charismatic politician who had dominated local politics for the past decade. Known for his bold urban development plans, Kristensen was a fixture of Copenhagen’s political elite, and his name was synonymous with power—albeit, a power tainted by whispered rumors of corruption and backdoor deals.

Henrik nodded grimly. "We haven’t been able to confirm the time of death yet, but it’s been at least a few hours. If not longer. The water's temperature—" He stopped himself, realizing Freja wasn’t asking for a rundown of the technical details. She was thinking, already calculating.

Freja bent down slightly, taking in the scene with a detective’s eye. The body was positioned perfectly, almost as if placed deliberately for someone to find. The coat, while waterlogged, was too neat for someone who had drowned in a panic. His arms were outstretched slightly, and his fingers—frozen stiff—were curled into tight fists, as if he had tried to fight back.

A feeling of unease settled in the pit of Freja's stomach. Kristensen hadn’t drowned by accident. This was murder, no question about it. And whoever had left him here wanted him to be found, in this very spot. The choice of location felt deliberate, like a twisted message being sent out into the fog.

“Where’s the rest of the team?” Freja asked, turning her attention back to Henrik.

“They’re gathering the evidence from the scene, but I’ll send them over here once they’re done. We’re still securing the perimeter.”

Freja stood up, her sharp eyes scanning the horizon. The fog seemed to stretch endlessly across the water, and the silence of the scene weighed heavily on her. There was something more here than just a dead politician. There had to be.

“I want a full sweep of his office, his last known contacts, anyone he was meeting in the days leading up to his disappearance,” Freja ordered. “Don’t leave any stone unturned. We need everything—phone records, messages, emails. Everything.”

Henrik nodded, quickly jotting down the instructions before moving off to join the rest of the team. But Freja couldn’t tear her eyes away from the body in the water. The image of Jens Kristensen—his frozen face and carefully positioned body—lingered in her mind.

Freja’s phone buzzed in her pocket, pulling her from her thoughts. She glanced down at the screen—Inspector Helle Jacobsen.

"Freja," Helle’s voice was clipped, as usual. "I just got the report. We’ve confirmed it’s Kristensen. Get over here now. We’ve got a lead. There’s a meeting tonight that could shed light on what happened."

“I’ll be there in twenty,” Freja said, her voice steady despite the storm of thoughts whirling in her mind. “I’ll need everything you’ve got on Kristensen. The sooner, the better.”

She hung up and turned back to the body, her gaze lingering on it for a moment longer. There was something about the way Kristensen’s body had been discarded—too clean, too deliberate. Someone wanted it to be found. They wanted a message delivered.

But what was the message? Who had sent it?

Freja turned and made her way back to the car, her mind working at full speed. As she drove through the streets of Copenhagen, the city felt quieter than usual, as if it too was waiting for something. The murder of a powerful politician was bound to shake the city to its core. The press would be relentless. And beneath the media frenzy, there was something darker at play. Something deeper than just a political rivalry.

The Øresund Strait lay before her as she passed over the bridge, the fog still hanging thick in the air, cloaking the landscape in shadows. The bridge, so often seen as a symbol of connection, now seemed like a barrier—a dividing line between what was known and what was hidden.

Freja clenched the wheel tighter. She could feel it, deep in her gut: This was no ordinary case. This was the beginning of something far bigger. And it was her job to untangle it, piece by piece. But the more she thought about it, the more she wondered what— or who—was waiting for her at the other side of the Øresund.
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Chapter 2: The Investigation Begins
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The city of Copenhagen was waking up slowly, the fog still lingering in the streets like a heavy curtain. The air had an odd, almost suffocating weight to it, as if the city itself was holding its breath. Freja Nielsen sat in her unmarked car, parked near the precinct, her fingers wrapped tightly around her cup of coffee as she stared out the windshield.

The scene at the Øresund Strait still haunted her. The way Kristensen's body had been positioned in the water—his arms stretched out as though he were offering himself up for examination—was not an accident. Whoever had done this had been sending a message. But what was the message? And why Kristensen?

Her phone buzzed again, pulling her from her thoughts. Inspector Helle Jacobsen.

"Freja," Helle's voice came through, sharp and crisp as ever. "We’ve pulled Kristensen's records. A lot of his recent meetings are... concerning. You should come in."

Freja rubbed her forehead. “What’s concerning?”

“A meeting scheduled with someone from a real estate company,” Helle said, her voice barely hiding her suspicion. “But there’s no record of what they discussed. And his personal finances are messier than expected—lots of small transactions, irregular payments. I think you’ll want to see this in person.”

Freja sighed, glancing at the fog rolling in over the water. “I’m on my way.”
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THIRTY MINUTES LATER, Freja walked into the precinct, her boots clicking on the tile floor, her coat still damp from the morning’s investigation. The smell of stale coffee and paper filled the air. Inside, a few officers were huddled over desks, flipping through files and scanning documents. The atmosphere was tense, but Freja’s focus was already on Helle, who was standing near a desk with a stack of paperwork in front of her.

“Freja,” Helle greeted her, nodding toward the chair. “Have a seat. I’ve gone through Kristensen’s files, and there’s more here than I expected.”

Freja lowered herself into the chair, not bothering with pleasantries. She was already mentally piecing together what she’d just learned from Helle’s phone call. There were questions lingering about Kristensen’s finances and business dealings. The fact that Helle had sounded so uneasy only confirmed her suspicions.

Helle slid a manila folder across the table toward her. “Take a look at these.”

Freja flipped it open, scanning the documents inside. There were records of numerous meetings Kristensen had attended in the weeks leading up to his death. Several of the names were familiar—politicians, businessmen, and a few real estate developers. But there was one name that caught Freja’s eye: Rasmus Lindholm, the CEO of a real estate company that had been involved in some of the city’s most controversial developments. His firm was known for using questionable tactics to secure property deals, often involving backroom deals with city officials and—according to rumors—connections to the criminal underworld.

But the most unsettling part was a meeting log from a few days before Kristensen’s disappearance. The log indicated a private meeting at a secluded hotel on the outskirts of Copenhagen—just a few miles from the Øresund Strait.

“Why was he meeting Lindholm?” Freja muttered to herself. “And why the secrecy?”

Helle leaned forward. “That’s the thing. According to his staff, Kristensen was very secretive about the meeting. There was no official record of it. Nothing in his personal calendar. It’s almost like he didn’t want anyone to know about it.”

Freja looked up, her eyes narrowing. The absence of documentation was unusual, especially for a man as meticulous as Kristensen. The fact that he had gone to such lengths to hide this meeting made it all the more suspicious.

“What else have you got on him?” Freja asked, her tone sharper now.

Helle tapped a few keys on her computer, bringing up Kristensen’s financial records. “These are his last transactions. I don’t know how much of it is legitimate, but take a look at these—small payments to various accounts in the last two weeks. They don’t add up. And most of them were made from his personal account, not his campaign fund.”

Freja leaned in, studying the details. The payments seemed to be to obscure companies—shell corporations, mostly. There was one transaction that caught her eye, a significant sum of money transferred to a Swiss account just three days before Kristensen’s disappearance.

“This is not just about politics, is it?” Freja said slowly, her mind working through the implications.

Helle shook her head. “No, it’s not. This looks like a man who was involved in something much bigger. The question now is whether he was a victim of it—or if he was part of it.”

Freja pushed the papers aside, her mind still spinning. This was no longer just a political murder. There were criminal elements at play here, and it seemed as though Jens Kristensen had been caught somewhere in the middle.

“I need to talk to Lindholm,” Freja said decisively. “Find out what he knows about Kristensen’s dealings. And I want his alibi for the days before Kristensen’s death. We’ll also need to go through his company records—something tells me he’s not being completely honest.”

Helle nodded. “I’ll get on it. But you should be careful. Lindholm’s reputation precedes him, and he’s connected. This won’t be easy.”

Freja stood up, pulling on her coat. “When has anything been easy?”

As she left the precinct, her thoughts were already racing ahead. The meeting with Lindholm would be crucial, but she knew it would be a challenge. Lindholm wasn’t the type to give up information easily, and his connections ran deep in the world of politics and business. Freja’s instincts told her that Kristensen had been tangled in a web of corruption and deceit far beyond what was visible on the surface.

The Øresund Strait still loomed large in her mind. The body of Jens Kristensen had been placed there for a reason. But what was the reason? And who was orchestrating the strings behind the scenes?
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Chapter 3: The Unraveling Threads
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Freja’s car slid through the misty streets of Copenhagen as she made her way to the meeting spot. The city, still shrouded in an eerie fog, seemed to be hiding secrets beneath its polished surface. Every corner, every shadow, now felt like a potential clue, a trace left behind by the unseen hands that had orchestrated Jens Kristensen's murder. Her mind was a blur of possible connections as she navigated through the streets, but one thought kept creeping back to the forefront: Rasmus Lindholm.

The notorious CEO of Lindholm Developments was known for his aggressive business tactics, and whispers of his involvement with organized crime had surfaced more than once in the press. He had the kind of power that made people nervous, and in a city like Copenhagen—where everything appeared so well-ordered on the surface—it was the kind of power that could keep things hidden beneath the veneer of legitimacy. Kristensen’s involvement with him felt like the missing piece to a much larger puzzle.

Freja parked her car in front of the upscale Nørrebro Café, a popular meeting spot for politicians and business tycoons. Its quaint, almost too perfect, exterior hid a backroom where deals were made quietly. She adjusted her coat, stepping out into the cold, crisp morning air. Her boots clicked sharply on the cobblestone street, the sound almost too loud in the stillness.

Inside the café, she found Rasmus Lindholm sitting at a corner table, nursing a cup of coffee. His sharp features and immaculate dress made him look every bit the powerful businessman he was. His eyes met hers as she entered, and there was a fleeting moment of recognition in them—his gaze assessing her, sizing her up.

"Detective Nielsen," Lindholm greeted her, his tone smooth, almost too polished. "I didn’t expect a visit from the police today."

Freja took a seat across from him without waiting for an invitation. She didn’t need to give him the courtesy. He was a man who thrived on control, but Freja wasn’t about to let him take charge of this conversation.

“I imagine you didn’t,” she replied, her voice steady. “But here we are. I’ve got some questions for you.”

Lindholm’s lips curled into a tight smile. “You’re after Jens Kristensen, I assume? Or maybe you’re just trying to figure out what happened with that little incident in the Øresund?”

Freja leaned forward, narrowing her eyes. “You can save the small talk. I’m here because your name keeps coming up in my investigation. You and Kristensen. You two were involved in something much more complicated than a simple real estate deal, weren’t you?”

Lindholm raised an eyebrow, his expression unreadable. “I’m afraid I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

Freja didn’t flinch. She had already been over the meeting logs, the untraceable payments, the connections between Lindholm and Kristensen. This wasn’t just about business—it was about power, manipulation, and secrets buried deep in the city’s infrastructure.

“You and Kristensen were involved in a project,” Freja pressed, keeping her tone level. “I know about the meetings you had. I know you were both pushing for new developments on the edge of the Øresund Strait. But the question is, what was the real purpose of those meetings?”

Lindholm’s expression flickered for a moment—barely perceptible—but it was enough for Freja to notice. A glimmer of tension, quickly masked. He took a slow sip from his coffee, then set the cup down carefully, his fingers gripping it just a little too tightly.

“You’ve been looking into my finances, Detective?” Lindholm asked, his voice lowering slightly, as if the topic suddenly became more delicate. “I’m afraid that’s not your jurisdiction.”

Freja smiled coldly. “You’re right. But it is my jurisdiction when a politician ends up floating dead in the Øresund Strait, and all signs point to you being connected to it.”

Lindholm’s eyes flashed for a brief moment—anger, maybe, but also a hint of fear. It was subtle, but Freja was trained to read people like him. He was used to intimidation, but something about her presence unnerved him. She’d caught him off guard.

“Look,” Lindholm said, leaning back in his chair, trying to regain some semblance of control. “I had no idea what Kristensen was mixed up in. We had a deal—business, nothing more. He wanted to push through those development projects near the strait, and I was going to help him. But you’re barking up the wrong tree if you think I had anything to do with his death.”

Freja studied him, weighing his words carefully. She had her doubts, but Lindholm was a master manipulator. If he was involved, he wasn’t going to admit it so easily. There was always more beneath the surface.

“I don’t believe you,” she said bluntly. “But I’m not here to argue. What I’m here for is to ask about the Swiss account. There was a large transfer from Kristensen’s personal account, just before his disappearance. It’s traced back to one of your shell companies. Care to explain that?”

Lindholm’s jaw tightened, the facade of confidence beginning to crack. He leaned forward, his eyes narrowing. “You’re going down a dangerous path, Detective. A very dangerous path. That account doesn’t prove anything. Kristensen was a complicated man. If you think I had a hand in his death, you’re mistaken. But if you want to keep digging into the things you shouldn’t, then go ahead. You won’t be the first to try.”

The cold warning in his voice hung in the air like a challenge. Freja’s mind raced as she thought about his words. The Swiss account. The shell companies. The threats. Lindholm knew too much about the power structures in Copenhagen, about the men who controlled the city’s wealth and corruption. This wasn’t just about Kristensen’s death—it was about something much bigger, something Freja had only begun to scratch the surface of.

“Don’t think for a second that I’m backing off,” Freja said firmly, standing up from the table. “I’ll find the truth. Whether you help me or not.”

Lindholm stood up as well, his expression hardening. “You’re treading dangerous waters, Detective. There are people far more powerful than me who would be very displeased if you kept going down this road. You won’t be able to stop what’s coming.”

Freja turned on her heel, walking toward the door. But as her hand reached the handle, she paused. She looked back over her shoulder, her eyes meeting his cold, calculating gaze.

“Maybe that’s true,” she said. “But I’m not afraid of them.”

With that, she stepped out into the cold air, the door slamming shut behind her. The threat lingered in the air like a shadow, but Freja wasn’t afraid. Not yet.

As she walked back to her car, her thoughts were already racing. Lindholm was hiding something—something big. And if she could uncover it, she might finally understand why Kristensen had been murdered. But one thing was clear: This was only the beginning of a much darker journey.
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Chapter 4: Into the Shadows
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The sun had barely risen over Copenhagen, but Freja had already been at it for hours. Her mind was restless, running through every detail of the investigation so far. The haunting image of Jens Kristensen’s body, floating in the Øresund Strait, lingered in her thoughts. The cold, lifeless expression on his face seemed like a final warning: the city’s pristine image was a carefully constructed façade, and beneath it, the rot was far deeper than anyone could imagine.

As Freja sat at her desk in the precinct, the soft hum of fluorescent lights overhead, she sifted through more documents related to the Lindholm Developments empire. She had already met with Rasmus Lindholm, and his cold demeanor had only confirmed her suspicions. He had far too much to hide. She had made no progress in getting him to open up, but the confrontation had given her one important piece of the puzzle: Kristensen had been tangled in a deal involving shadowy figures, and Lindholm seemed to know more than he was willing to admit.

Freja flipped through the papers once more, her eyes landing on a real estate transaction that caught her attention. The deal was an enormous one—Lindholm Developments had purchased land in the Øresund area for a project called the Harborfront Initiative, a development proposal that was controversial in every sense. The area was valuable, but its history and political ties made it a hotspot for conflict. For years, the land had been a battleground for both legitimate developers and criminal syndicates seeking to launder money through the property market.

The transaction had occurred just two weeks before Kristensen's murder, a timing that felt too coincidental. Freja knew she needed to dig deeper, so she reached out to a contact in the Copenhagen Municipal Archives, a source who had often helped her uncover official records that weren’t easily accessible.
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LATER THAT AFTERNOON, Freja met with her contact, Mikkel Sørensen, a quiet archivist who knew the ins and outs of city politics better than anyone. His small office, tucked away in the heart of Copenhagen’s historic district, was filled with piles of documents and yellowed files. Mikkel adjusted his glasses and greeted her with a nod.

“I’ve pulled up some information about Lindholm’s development projects,” Mikkel said, handing her a few sheets of paper. “This one’s interesting—the deal for the Harborfront Initiative was finalized under strange circumstances. It was rushed through with unusual approvals from the municipal council. And here’s something that raised my eyebrows—Kristensen had direct involvement in pushing the project forward. But there’s no record of him being listed as part of the official negotiations. He seems to have been operating in the background.”

Freja took the papers from him, her eyes scanning the contents. Kristensen had been heavily involved, but why had he hidden his role? The transaction seemed too quick, almost as if someone wanted to push it through before attention could be brought to it. And yet, there was no paper trail, no official record indicating Kristensen’s official capacity in the deal.

“What’s this?” Freja asked, pointing to a signature at the bottom of one of the documents. “This looks like a personal endorsement from Kristensen.”

Mikkel squinted at the document. “I’ve never seen that signature before,” he muttered, clearly puzzled. “It doesn’t match anything in his public records. But someone clearly wanted this deal pushed through before he could face any scrutiny.”

Freja’s instincts were on high alert now. There were too many loose ends, too many unexplained connections. She had known Kristensen had his share of political ambitions and had worked with developers before, but this—this was something else. Someone had worked behind the scenes to bury Kristensen’s involvement. And why was the deal pushed through so urgently? What was the real objective?

“You mentioned ‘strange approvals’ earlier,” Freja pressed. “Who signed off on this deal?”

Mikkel rifled through the papers, finding a set of names. “Here’s the kicker. The municipal council members who signed off on the approvals are all heavily tied to real estate investments and have questionable connections with Lindholm. It’s as though Kristensen was acting as a middleman for a much larger network of interests. I can tell you one thing for certain, Freja—this deal was about more than just building condos. The land’s value has always been a hot topic for organized crime.”

Freja absorbed this, her mind racing. It was clear that the death of Jens Kristensen wasn’t just a political assassination—it was a game of power, a struggle over resources, influence, and control. If Kristensen had been involved in a deal that linked Lindholm to organized crime, then he had become a threat to those forces. But who exactly was involved in these shadowy dealings?

As she left Mikkel’s office, a sense of foreboding settled in her chest. The pieces were beginning to form a disturbing picture, but the closer she got to the truth, the more dangerous it became. And the more she thought about the connections between Lindholm, Kristensen, and the real estate development, the more she realized that this was only the beginning of a much larger web of corruption.
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TWO DAYS LATER, FREJA found herself back at the precinct, staring at her laptop screen. The city had become increasingly tense as whispers of Kristensen’s death spread through the political and business circles. Some were calling it an accident, others a political killing, but Freja knew the truth was much darker.

Her phone buzzed with a message from Helle Jacobsen.

Helle: I’ve found something. It’s about the Swiss account. Meet me at the office.

Freja’s heart skipped a beat. The Swiss account was the key. If she could trace the money, she would find the people behind this. She grabbed her coat, slamming the laptop shut, and headed out to meet Helle.
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AT THE PRECINCT, FREJA met with Helle, who looked anxious as she handed over a thick folder. “I’ve been digging into the Swiss account, as you asked. And I found something interesting. The account wasn’t just a one-off deposit from Kristensen’s personal finances. It’s been receiving payments from multiple sources, all directed to a shadow company registered in Luxembourg.”

Freja’s pulse quickened. A shell company. A money-laundering operation. It was all starting to make sense. Lindholm, with his shady deals, had connections to something far more dangerous. But who else was involved? And why had Kristensen been getting pulled into it?

Helle pointed to a new set of records. “The Swiss account is tied to several criminal organizations operating in Eastern Europe. We’re talking about human trafficking, arms deals, and money laundering. These operations have been running under the radar for years, and now Kristensen’s name is showing up in their financial transactions.”

Freja’s mind raced. The stakes had just escalated exponentially. What had Kristensen gotten himself into? And what did Lindholm have to do with it?

“I need to get a meeting with Lindholm again,” Freja said, her voice steely. “I need answers. And I’m not leaving until I get them.”
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Chapter 5: The Depths of Corruption


[image: ]


The winter chill clung to Freja as she stepped out of the car, the city around her bathed in the muted light of early afternoon. The streets of Copenhagen, usually bustling with life, felt strangely deserted as if the city itself was holding its breath. It had been a week since her meeting with Mikkel Sørensen and the unsettling discovery of Kristensen’s connection to Lindholm Developments. Every lead she had uncovered since then had only deepened the mystery and the danger. The Swiss account, the shell companies, and now the evidence of organized crime operating right under the city’s surface—it all pointed to a much larger conspiracy.

But with each new revelation came an increasing sense of dread. Freja knew she was walking a fine line. The people she was investigating had the power to silence her, to make her disappear into the shadows of the city’s underworld. Yet, as a detective, her duty was clear: the truth had to come out, no matter the cost.

Freja’s destination was the Harborfront Initiative—the development project Kristensen had been so involved in. Lindholm had claimed that Kristensen’s role was minimal, but the evidence said otherwise. If she could understand the full scope of the project and its connections to the city’s criminal networks, she might find the smoking gun that would expose everything.

As she entered the office of Lindholm Developments, Freja couldn’t shake the feeling that she was walking into the lion’s den. The sleek, modern building had the air of untouchability—glossy glass windows, polished marble floors, and an interior that screamed wealth and power. But Freja wasn’t intimidated. She had long learned that beneath the polished exterior of powerful men like Rasmus Lindholm, there was always something darker lurking.

Freja was ushered into a meeting room with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city. As she sat down, a tall, sharply dressed man entered the room. It was Lindholm. His presence was as commanding as ever, but there was a hint of tension in his posture, a slight narrowing of his eyes as he regarded her. Freja could sense that something had shifted—perhaps he knew she was getting closer to the truth.

“Detective Nielsen,” Lindholm said with a slight smile, though there was no warmth in it. “I assume you’re here to discuss something more than the weather?”

Freja cut straight to the chase. “I’ve been looking into the Harborfront Initiative, Rasmus. Kristensen was deeply involved in the project, wasn’t he? You say it was just a business deal, but I don’t believe that for a second. There’s more at play here, something you’re not telling me.”

Lindholm’s eyes flickered briefly, a brief moment of unease. But it quickly disappeared as he leaned forward, his voice smooth. “Kristensen was a pioneer in real estate, Detective. He saw potential in the Harborfront that most others didn’t. I helped him realize that vision. That’s all there is to it.”

Freja’s gaze never wavered. She had learned not to trust his carefully constructed words. “That’s not all. You know as well as I do that the land there isn’t just valuable because of its location. The area has been a hotbed for criminal activity for years. And you and Kristensen were both aware of that. That’s why you pushed for the project, isn’t it? To launder money, to consolidate power. To protect your interests.”

Lindholm’s demeanor shifted, but only slightly. “You have no proof of that,” he said, his voice now just a shade less confident. “You’re reaching, Detective. If you want to make accusations, you’ll need more than speculation.”

Freja took a deep breath, her hand resting on the file in front of her. The file was full of evidence—documents she’d gathered from various sources. But one piece of information stood out: a detailed series of transactions between Kristensen’s company and several offshore accounts linked to Eastern European criminal syndicates. These weren’t just run-of-the-mill developers; these were groups with ties to arms smuggling, money laundering, and human trafficking.

“I don’t need to speculate, Rasmus,” Freja replied. “I have the proof right here. And I’m not leaving until you tell me the truth.”

For the first time, Lindholm’s mask cracked. His fingers tightened around the armrests of his chair, his knuckles whitening. Freja could see the calculation in his eyes—he was weighing his options, deciding whether to continue the charade or to silence her once and for all.

“I don’t know what you think you’re going to uncover,” Lindholm said, his voice low, barely controlled. “But you’re digging in dangerous territory, Detective. You’re dealing with people who don’t care about the law, people who don’t care about your investigation. If you continue down this road, you’ll find yourself in over your head.”

Freja stood up, her expression unwavering. “That’s a risk I’m willing to take.”

As she turned to leave, she felt a coldness in the air, as if the walls of the room were closing in. Lindholm didn’t try to stop her. He didn’t need to. The real danger was out there, waiting.
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LATER THAT EVENING, Freja met with Helle Jacobsen once more. The information she had uncovered was too explosive to keep to herself, and she needed Helle’s expertise to help her piece together the connections between Lindholm, Kristensen, and the criminal syndicates operating in Eastern Europe.

“Helle,” Freja said as soon as she walked into the dimly lit café where they had arranged to meet. “I need you to look into Lindholm’s political connections. If we’re going to take him down, we need to know who’s protecting him. We need to find out how deep this really goes.”

Helle nodded, her expression grim. “I’ve been looking into Lindholm’s financial dealings. You’re right about him being connected to organized crime, but there’s something else. I found leaked documents that suggest Kristensen was part of a covert operation aimed at taking down rival syndicates. He wasn’t just a businessman—he was being used as a pawn in a much bigger game. And Lindholm’s the one who was pulling the strings.”

Freja’s heart sank. If Kristensen had been used as a pawn, it meant he hadn’t just been a victim—he had been set up. Someone had manipulated him, pushed him into the middle of a deadly game, and when he became a threat, they had silenced him.

“Kristensen wasn’t just killed because of the development project,” Freja muttered to herself. “He was killed because he knew too much.”

“Exactly,” Helle said. “And now you’re in danger, Freja. You’ve got too many people watching you. The deeper you go, the more enemies you make.”

Freja’s gaze hardened. “I’m not afraid of them. I’m not going to stop until I find out who killed Jens Kristensen. And why.”
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THE NEXT MORNING, FREJA received a call that would change everything.

The voice on the other end was unfamiliar, deep, and cold. “Detective Nielsen. I suggest you stop your investigation into Rasmus Lindholm. If you continue, you’ll regret it.”

The line went dead before she could respond, the message hanging in the air like a tangible threat. Freja had been warned before, but this time it felt different. The warning was no longer a vague threat—it was a clear, deliberate statement.

The pieces were falling into place, but so were the dangers.

Freja realized that she had no choice but to confront the criminal syndicates, the political figures, and the hidden forces controlling the city from the shadows. The stakes were higher than she had ever imagined. And now, the investigation was no longer just about solving a murder. It was about surviving it.
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Chapter 6: Beneath the Surface
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Freja Nielsen’s office was quiet, the soft buzz of the computer the only sound breaking the silence. Her phone sat on the desk beside her, its recent threatening call lingering in her mind. She replayed the deep, cold voice over and over, its implications growing heavier each time. The warning was clear: stop investigating Rasmus Lindholm, or face the consequences.

But Freja wasn’t the kind to be intimidated. If anything, the threat only fueled her determination. She had seen too many powerful men slip through the cracks of justice, and Lindholm wasn’t going to be another name on that list. The pieces were falling into place—Kristensen’s hidden dealings, the Swiss accounts, and the connections to organized crime—but there were still too many unanswered questions. Who was pulling the strings? And how deep did the corruption go?
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The Underground Connection

FREJA’S NEXT MOVE WAS risky. She knew that to uncover the truth, she would need to go straight to the source: the criminal networks tied to the Eastern European syndicates. Her instincts told her there was someone in Copenhagen who could provide answers. His name was Milan Draganov, a mid-level operative rumored to be connected to the Balkan Mafia. He had been on the police radar for years but had always managed to evade serious charges, thanks to his careful dealings and the protection of powerful allies.

Reaching Milan wouldn’t be easy, but Freja had a plan. She contacted Jonas Falk, an undercover officer in the Organized Crime Unit who had spent years infiltrating the city’s criminal underworld. Jonas was a grizzled veteran, his face lined with the weight of the lives he had led during his covert work. He agreed to help her set up a meeting with Milan, but his warning was clear.

“Draganov is dangerous,” Jonas said, his voice low and firm. “He doesn’t give information freely, and he doesn’t take kindly to being cornered. If we’re going to approach him, we need leverage.”

Freja nodded. “I’ve got leverage,” she replied, pulling out the folder containing the financial records tied to the Harborfront Initiative. “He’s linked to these transactions. If he doesn’t talk, I’ll make sure the whole city knows about it.”

Jonas gave her a wary look but agreed to set up the meeting.

The Meeting

THE MEETING TOOK PLACE in an abandoned warehouse near the industrial docks, a location chosen by Milan himself. The air was thick with the smell of saltwater and rust, and the sound of distant waves crashing against the harbor created an eerie backdrop. Freja arrived with Jonas by her side, her hand resting on the gun holstered beneath her coat.

Milan was waiting for them, leaning against a stack of shipping containers. He was tall and wiry, his sharp features accentuated by the dim light filtering through the warehouse’s broken windows. Two of his men stood nearby, their expressions unreadable but their presence intimidating.

“So,” Milan said, his voice laced with a heavy accent. “The famous Detective Nielsen. I’ve heard about you. You’ve been poking around in places you shouldn’t.”

Freja stepped forward, her eyes locked on his. “And you’ve been doing business with people who have blood on their hands. I’m here to talk about Jens Kristensen and his connections to the Harborfront Initiative.”

Milan chuckled, a cold, humorless sound. “You think I’m going to give you answers? You’re either brave or stupid.”

Freja didn’t flinch. She pulled out the folder and held it up. “I have records linking you to offshore accounts and money laundering schemes tied to Kristensen’s death. If you don’t start talking, this goes public. I’m sure your friends in the syndicate won’t be too happy about that.”

Milan’s smile faded, replaced by a sharp glare. For a moment, the tension in the room was palpable. Then, he raised a hand, signaling his men to stand down.

“Fine,” he said, his tone begrudging. “What do you want to know?”

Revelations

THE CONVERSATION THAT followed was a turning point in Freja’s investigation. Milan confirmed what she had long suspected: the Harborfront Initiative had been a front for laundering money from the Balkan Mafia’s operations in Europe. Kristensen had been recruited as a middleman, someone who could grease the wheels of the project by leveraging his political connections. But things had gone wrong when Kristensen began to have second thoughts.

“He wanted out,” Milan explained, his voice bitter. “Said he didn’t want to be part of it anymore. Thought he could walk away clean. But you don’t just walk away from people like Lindholm. They made an example of him.”

Freja’s stomach churned at the thought. “Who gave the order?” she demanded. “Was it Lindholm?”

Milan hesitated, his gaze darting to the ground. “Lindholm’s just a puppet,” he muttered. “The real power is higher up, in the syndicate. There’s a man they call The Broker. He’s the one who manages the money, makes the deals. If Kristensen was killed, it was because The Broker wanted it.”

Freja’s mind raced. The Broker. A shadowy figure pulling the strings behind the scenes. If she could identify him, she could unravel the entire operation.

“Where can I find him?” Freja asked, her voice steady.

Milan shook his head. “You don’t find him. He finds you. And if you’re asking these questions, it won’t be long before he does.”

The Warning

AS FREJA AND JONAS left the warehouse, a sense of unease settled over her. She had gained valuable information, but the risks were growing. The Broker was now on her radar, but it also meant she was on his.

Jonas looked at her as they walked to her car. “You’re playing a dangerous game, Freja. Milan’s information is solid, but if The Broker gets wind of this, he won’t just sit back and watch. You’ve seen what they’re capable of.”

Freja nodded, her jaw set. “I know the risks, Jonas. But this isn’t just about me. Kristensen deserves justice. And if The Broker thinks he can operate in the shadows, he’s wrong.”

Jonas sighed, his expression a mix of admiration and concern. “Just promise me you’ll be careful. These people don’t play by the rules.”

“I will,” Freja said, though deep down, she knew the road ahead would be anything but safe.
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Chapter 7: The Broker’s Shadow
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Freja Nielsen couldn’t shake the unease that had settled over her after the meeting with Milan Draganov. The name The Broker haunted her thoughts, a ghostly figure pulling strings from the shadows. If Milan’s information was accurate, The Broker was not just a middleman—he was the mastermind behind the financial operations that connected Lindholm, the Harborfront Initiative, and the Eastern European syndicates. Exposing him could unravel the entire operation, but it would also mean stepping into dangerous territory where allies were scarce, and enemies were everywhere.

Freja sat in her office, the dim glow of her desk lamp casting long shadows on the walls. The evidence she had gathered was spread out before her: financial records, photographs, confidential reports. She stared at the tangled web of connections, her pen tapping against her notebook as she tried to make sense of it all. She had to find The Broker, but Milan’s warning echoed in her mind: “You don’t find him. He finds you.”

A Lead in the Dark

AS FREJA SIFTED THROUGH the evidence, her phone buzzed. It was Helle Jacobsen, her tech-savvy journalist ally who had been working tirelessly to dig up information on Lindholm’s network.

“I found something,” Helle said, her voice urgent. “It’s not much, but it’s a start. There’s a name that keeps coming up in connection to Lindholm’s accounts: Johan Richter. He’s a mid-level banker with ties to several offshore firms. I think he might be one of The Broker’s proxies.”

Freja quickly jotted down the name. “Where can I find him?”

“That’s the tricky part,” Helle replied. “Richter doesn’t stay in one place for long, but I tracked his movements over the past month. He’s been seen at an exclusive club in the city—The Meridian. It’s a known hotspot for politicians, businessmen, and other elites. If anyone knows how to get to The Broker, it’s him.”

Freja frowned. Gaining access to The Meridian wouldn’t be easy. The club was notorious for its strict membership policy and heavy security. But if Richter was the key to uncovering The Broker’s identity, she had no choice but to find a way in.
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Undercover at The Meridian

THE NEXT EVENING, FREJA stood outside The Meridian, her appearance transformed. Gone was the practical clothing of a detective; in its place, she wore an elegant black dress that blended seamlessly with the club’s high-society clientele. Her hair was styled, her makeup flawless, but beneath the polished exterior, she felt a simmering tension. She hated playing the part of someone she wasn’t, but it was a necessary disguise.

Using a borrowed ID and Helle’s connections, Freja had managed to secure a one-night pass to the club. The interior was as opulent as she had expected: crystal chandeliers, plush velvet seating, and a low hum of conversations that hinted at deals being made in hushed tones. She scanned the room, her eyes settling on a man who matched Richter’s description—a sharp suit, graying hair, and the air of someone who knew he was untouchable.

Freja approached the bar, ordering a drink and positioning herself within earshot of Richter. She listened carefully, picking up snippets of his conversation with another man—something about “moving assets” and “keeping the books clean.” It was enough to confirm he was involved in something shady, but Freja needed more.

After a few minutes, she approached him directly, her expression friendly but confident. “Johan Richter, isn’t it?” she asked, feigning recognition. “I thought I recognized you. I’ve heard a lot about your work in finance.”

Richter turned to her, his eyes narrowing slightly. “And you are?”

Freja extended her hand. “Sofia Andersen,” she said, using the alias she had prepared. “I’m in real estate. I’ve been looking to expand my network, and your name came highly recommended.”

Richter relaxed slightly, a faint smile tugging at his lips. “Well, Sofia, it’s always a pleasure to meet someone in the industry. What brings you to The Meridian?”

Freja leaned in, lowering her voice. “I’ve been hearing whispers about some... exclusive opportunities. High-stakes investments, offshore accounts. I was hoping to meet someone who could point me in the right direction.”

Richter’s expression shifted, his interest piqued. “You’re bold,” he said, chuckling. “But boldness can be dangerous in this business. Are you sure you know what you’re getting into?”

Freja smiled. “I wouldn’t be here if I wasn’t.”
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The Interrogation

THE CONVERSATION CONTINUED for nearly an hour, with Freja carefully steering it toward the information she needed. Richter eventually suggested they move to a private lounge, where they could talk more freely. Freja agreed, but as they walked through the club, her heart raced. She was venturing into enemy territory, and one wrong move could blow her cover.

Once inside the lounge, Richter poured himself a drink and leaned back in his chair. “You seem ambitious, Sofia. That’s good. But ambition without caution can lead to trouble.”

Freja decided to take a gamble. “Trouble doesn’t scare me,” she said. “What does scare me is missed opportunities. Like the ones you’re managing for The Broker.”

Richter froze, his eyes narrowing. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Yes, you do,” Freja said, her voice firm. “I know about the offshore accounts, the shell companies. I know about Kristensen and Lindholm. You’re part of this, Johan, and if you don’t start talking, I’ll make sure you’re the one who takes the fall when it all comes crashing down.”

For a moment, the room was silent, the tension thick. Then Richter leaned forward, his voice low and dangerous. “You don’t know what you’re playing with,” he said. “The Broker is more than just a name. He’s a system, a network. You can’t touch him. And if you try, you’ll regret it.”

Freja didn’t back down. “We’ll see about that. Now tell me where to find him.”

Richter hesitated, his gaze darting to the door. Finally, he relented. “There’s a warehouse near the Øresund Bridge. It’s where the big deals happen, where the real players meet. But you didn’t hear it from me.”

A New Target

FREJA LEFT THE MERIDIAN with her heart pounding. The information Richter had given her was a breakthrough, but it also meant she was stepping into the lion’s den. The warehouse near the Øresund Bridge was likely a hub for The Broker’s operations, and if she wanted to bring him down, she would need to tread carefully.

As she drove back to her apartment, the city lights blurring past her, Freja felt the weight of what lay ahead. She was no longer just investigating a murder; she was unraveling a network of power and corruption that stretched far beyond Copenhagen. And now, with The Broker in her sights, she knew the most dangerous part of the journey was yet to come.
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