
[image: cover.jpg]


 

 

 

THE
FINAL
NAIL


 

 

BY STEFAN AHNHEM

THE FABIAN RISK THRILLERS

The Ninth Grave (Prequel)

Victim Without a Face

Eighteen Below

Motive X

X Ways to Die

The Final Nail


 

THE
FINAL
NAIL

STEFAN AHNHEM

TRANSLATED FROM THE SWEDISH
BY AGNES BROOMÉ

 

 




 [image: cover.jpg]
 
 www.headofzeus.com


Originally published in Swedish as Den Sista Spiken in 2021 by Forum

First published in the UK in 2022 by Head of Zeus Ltd,
part of Bloomsbury Publishing Plc

Copyright © Stefan Ahnhem, 2021
English translation copyright © Agnes Broomé, 2022

The moral right of Stefan Ahnhem to be identified as the author and Agnes Broomé to be identified as the translator of this work of this work has been asserted in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act of 1988.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without the prior permission of both the copyright owner and the above publisher of this book.

This is a work of fiction. All characters, organizations, and events portrayed in this novel are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously.

A catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library.

ISBN (HB): 9781801109949

ISBN (XTPB): 9781801109956

ISBN (E): 9781801109925

Head of Zeus Ltd

First Floor East

5–8 Hardwick Street

London EC1R 4RG

WWW.HEADOFZEUS.COM


 

 

 

In memory of Theodor Risk

* 25 March 1996

† 31 July 2012


Contents

By Stefan Ahnhem

Title Page

Copyright

Dedication

Prologue

PART I

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

Chapter 29

Chapter 30

Chapter 31

Chapter 32

Chapter 33

Chapter 34

PART II

Chapter 35

Chapter 36

Chapter 37

Chapter 38

Chapter 39

Chapter 40

Chapter 41

Chapter 42

Chapter 43

Chapter 44

Chapter 45

Chapter 46

Chapter 47

Chapter 48

Chapter 49

Chapter 50

Chapter 51

Chapter 52

Chapter 53

Chapter 54

Chapter 55

Chapter 56

Chapter 57

Chapter 58

Chapter 59

Chapter 60

Chapter 61

Chapter 62

Chapter 63

Chapter 64

Chapter 65

Chapter 66

Chapter 67

Chapter 68

Chapter 69

Epilogue

Acknowledgements

About the Author

About the Translator

An Invitation from the Publisher


PROLOGUE

3 August 2012

ERICA ANDERSSON HAD never been particularly fond of water. She didn’t mind showering. Or spending an hour or two in the bath with a good book. Quite the opposite. What she didn’t enjoy, and had never enjoyed, were lakes and the ocean. Splashing about, swimming, diving, or whatever it was people insisted on getting up to in the water when they were neither hot nor dirty.

She knew how to swim, more or less, though she was certainly in no position to brag about her prowess. In all honesty, four laps in a pool without swallowing a lot of water would be beyond her ability. Not to mention in open, frigid water full of waves, jellyfish, and disgusting seaweed.

And yet she had somehow been talked into squeezing her ample bulk into a tiny kayak that was so narrow and unstable it was nothing short of a miracle she hadn’t tipped over. She was quite literally sitting in the water. The cold, dark water, whose unruly waves seemed to be buffeting her from every direction.

If Mikkel were to be believed, kayaking was a dry endeavour. He had looked her straight in the eye and told her that, at most, her forearms might get splashed from time to time.

His earnest assertions had turned out to be bald-faced lies, however, which was just like Mikkel, especially when he’d struck upon an idea he thought was brilliant. For a month, he’d gone on and on about how amazing it was to greet the sunrise from Copenhagen’s canals, to become one with the water.

One with the water. Jesus…

The things we do for love. Well, she wasn’t exactly beating eligible suitors off with a stick, and Mikkel was decidedly out of her league. He wasn’t just good-looking; he had a real career as a programmer, too, with a salary most people could only dream of.

The only problem was that he was Danish, which meant she’d had to leave Helsingborg. Though in the grand scheme of things, that wasn’t much of a problem. At least, not compared to her struggle to keep the kayak from capsizing.

It seemed like the tiniest ripple might tip it over; her stomach and back muscles were already aching from the effort of keeping it steady. And they were doing far better than her shoulders and arms. The real question was if they would fall off before they reached the end of Mikkel’s overly ambitious route.

‘Look around, take in the beauty of it all!’ he called back over his shoulder.

She nodded. It really was beautiful. Kayaking genuinely did let you see Copenhagen from a different angle. But she was having a hard time enjoying it. Especially since leaving the calm, idyllic Wilders Kanal for the harbour, where there was a lot more traffic and consequently much larger waves.

She couldn’t understand why he’d forced her out onto the open water. She supposed he wanted to show her everything, now that he’d finally managed to coax her into coming out with him. Or did he have some kind of ulterior motive?

That was a line of thought she would have preferred to ignore, but apparently it wasn’t up to her. The idea had already taken on a life of its own and was rapidly unfolding.

Mikkel had been unusually on edge recently, and it had been almost a month since they’d last made love. At first, she’d figured it was a rough patch that would blow over. But things had continued to deteriorate. They were in the middle of their summer holiday now, and things had honestly never been worse between them.

Was he sick of her? Was that what this was about? Was that why he had forced her to come on this kayak trip from hell? To make her so unhappy she’d break up with him, saving him the trouble? Because he was too chicken? God, what a coward.

But then, he’d always been too good to be true. She’d known that from the start. What possible reason could he have had to choose her, of all people?

She could be hard work. She was very well aware of that. Especially when she got hung up on something. She was routinely unable to let whatever it might be go before it was too late. Like the time she’d been convinced Mikkel had been seeing someone else and hadn’t hesitated for a second before going through both his computer and his phone.

If she’d just dropped it when she didn’t find anything, everything would have been fine. But no, she’d obviously thought it was a great idea to follow him two nights later, like in a grainy old spy film, to make sure he really was just out with a friend. And then he’d spotted her, of course, and been really angry. No, he’d been furious. Just like that time when she asked one too many questions about his ex-girlfriend, who had apparently died in a car crash.

‘And that’s the new opera house!’ He pointed with his paddle towards the magnificent building.

‘Lovely,’ she called back. ‘But hey, would you mind if we turned back now?’

‘No, come on! Look, the water is so calm and still this morning.’

‘I guess, but maybe we could call it a day anyway? My arms are getting tired.’

‘Well, just think of it as a good workout.’

‘But Mikkel, I don’t feel safe. Can you understand that? I’m scared and I’ve had enough. All I want now is to get back to dry land.’

‘Erica, I promise. There’s nothing to be scared of.’

And then that smile that invariably made her melt and say yes to anything. It was like kryptonite to her, and she had no choice but to heave a sigh and keep going, past the opera house and further out into the harbour.

He’d worn that exact same smile that night when he’d come over and asked if he could buy her a drink. She’d been in Copenhagen for a night out with some friends and had instantly fallen so head over heels that two weeks later she’d quit her job and moved to the Danish capital.

She’d ignored her mother’s worrying about how things were moving too fast and how she barely knew the man in question. Maybe she should have listened.

‘When we reach Reffen, we can turn back,’ Mikkel called out after a few minutes. ‘Okay?’

‘I just don’t know if I want to keep going,’ she called back. ‘Seriously, Mikkel. This thing is going to tip over any second, and…’

‘No, it’s not. Just relax and keep paddling, nice and calm.’

Why couldn’t he just break up with her and tell her to move out, if that’s what he wanted? Sure, she’d be sad and almost certainly angry. She would yell and accuse him of all kinds of things. She might even throw things.

But in the end, she would accept the inevitable and move back to Helsingborg, though she’d contact him a few more times before completely giving up. That was all he’d have to endure, if getting rid of her was what he wanted.

He just didn’t have the guts. That was the only explanation. And granted, she did have a temper, there was no denying it. But it was really nothing compared to his.

Once or twice, he’d frightened her. Especially that time when she’d threatened to file a rape claim unless he let her sleep. He’d punched the wall just inches from her head, so hard his hand had gone through it.

But that was then. Now, he never wanted to have sex any more.

Just minutes later, when she spotted a cruise ship pulling into port less than a mile ahead, she suddenly realized what this kayak trip was really about. It dawned on her that Mikkel had a plan.

And with that realization came panic.

‘Look!’ he called back as she cast about for some way out, away from this nightmare. Away from him and back to Sweden. ‘Those white sculptures!’ He pointed towards a number of snow-white sculptures standing in a line at the end of a pier.

He must have sensed that she’d seen through his ruse and decided to try to distract her. The sculptures were probably lovely, gazing out across the sea in all their splendour, defying wind and weather. But a quick glance was all she could spare them. Her attention was firmly on the cruise ship.

It was probably docking at Langelinie, rather than going all the way into the inner harbour. But the waves it made would spread inward, and even though she couldn’t see them right now, she just knew they were coming closer by the second.

She would capsize, she knew it, every part of her body knew it, and once she tipped over, she’d be doomed. And he knew it, too. What kind of psychopath was she living with? Was this what he did when he got tired of a woman? Just arranged a bizarre accident to get rid of them?

It was the only possible explanation for why he’d pushed for them to head out on virtually open water where there would be no witnesses. It would look like an accidental drowning. Just another reckless idiot who couldn’t swim well enough to save herself, another datapoint added to the statistics.

‘Help!’ she screamed, and she started paddling frantically towards land. ‘Help!’

‘Erica, what are you doing?’

Still paddling, she looked over her shoulder and now she could see the wave. Or waves, actually. There were three of them, spaced about thirty feet apart. From a distance, they didn’t look too alarming, but they were approaching fast, at a speed that was terrifying in its own right.

‘Erica!’

She put her back into the paddling, but the kayak refused to obey. Instead of gliding forward, it insisted on veering left or right. Fuck, fuck, fuck! Why hadn’t she just listened to her mother? How had she missed all the red flags? How could she have been so naive?

And there it was.

Just like she had known it would be.

She could feel it now, how big it really was, as she and the back half of the kayak sank diagonally down, only to be heaved upwards a second later. Holy fuck was her last thought before everything began to spin.

She closed her eyes. As though she were safe so long as she couldn’t see what was happening. But no matter how hard she squeezed her eyes shut, she was now in the water, the cold, dark water, upside down, hanging from the kayak. She’d heard you could get back up by doing an Eskimo roll, but she didn’t have to even try to know that was impossible. And her knees were stuck.

So this was how it was going to end. Hanging upside down under water. Strangely, she felt pretty calm. It was as though the panic that had gripped her just moments before had suddenly subsided. Maybe because she’d given up all hope and somehow accepted her fate.

She didn’t know how long she’d been under water, but it couldn’t have been more than seconds because she wasn’t struggling to breathe yet. Maybe that’s what it was like just before it was all over. That the seconds slowed down as time stretched out.

And for the first time in her life, she opened her eyes under water. She had always been too scared to do it before, but now she had nothing to lose. She was going to be dead in a minute, and she might as well face death with her eyes open.

It didn’t hurt nearly as much as she had thought it would. It barely hurt at all. And it wasn’t particularly dark, either. If anything, it was fairly bright. Light green. And blurry.

Then she ran out of oxygen. And as she did, she tilted her head to look down and spotted a car a few feet below her, and just like that, the panic returned.

The back part of the car rested against a large lump of concrete while the front hung suspended a foot above the sea floor. The windows were down, and a naked woman with long dark hair floated in the back seat. It might have looked like an advertisement, if it hadn’t been for her open mouth and staring eyes.

Just then, the sun peeked out from behind a cloud far above her, improving visibility, and she realized there was a man in the driver’s seat, dressed in a tuxedo, his head against the steering wheel.

She didn’t have time to see much else before she was yanked up towards the surface. Only that the back of the man’s head was one big, bloody crater.


PART I

35 August 2012

A lot of us hope good will vanquish evil in the end. A lot of us wish humanity will eventually understand that we are stronger together. That despite our different skin tones, cultures and religions, we are one, and that with joint effort we can fight the big injustices, save the planet, and eventually even achieve peace on Earth.

Sadly, that’s a utopian notion. The world, as we know it, wasn’t built on the dream of a happy ending. Reaching out to help the weak is a beautiful concept. In theory.

In reality, other forces inevitably come into play. As soon as we gain something of value, someone tries to take it from us. Whenever anything is healthy, something else seeks to make it sick. This is true of everything, from the cells in your body to stars that collapse and turn into black holes.

According to a team of Chinese researchers, the explanation behind humanity’s destructive behaviour can be found in the size of our brains. Simply put, the human brain is large enough to invent the atomic bomb. But it is not large enough to comprehend the consequences of that invention.

Another theory holds that goodness is by no means the guarantor of existence and survival. It is not what drives natural selection, constant evolution, the refining process that helps a lion survive on the savanna and spurs a tree to reach just a little bit further towards the light.

In other words, goodness is not to thank for us evolving from plankton to fish and from there all the way to our current form.

Evil is.

We have evil to thank for everything.

Evil in its purest form.


1

THE RAMSHACKLE OLD brick building on the western edge of Sankt Jørgen’s Lake in central Copenhagen was full of contradictions. On the one hand, it was so unassuming that only a handful of the countless locals who had ever strolled around the lake had noticed it. On the other hand, it was, despite its modest size, grand in its own way, screaming out for attention.

Not least with its southern wall, which was painted black and adorned with a large relief in the shape of a chess pawn. Or with its tin roof, which had also been embellished with a black pawn in each corner. Exactly why and what they signified was unknown. The building had never housed a chess club. Nor had it been owned by a chess enthusiast. Perhaps the pawns symbolized that even the lowliest could, against all odds, grow strong enough to turn into a queen one day.

The interior was equally contradictory. Apart from a few nooks and crannies, a bathroom and a tiny kitchen, it consisted of a single room. A room that, with its white wooden floors, bright open floor plan, ample ceiling height and large atelier windows, seemed considerably larger than the building itself.

That said, for the past month the feeling had tended towards the claustrophobic because the room was filled with so much technical equipment it was more reminiscent of a recording studio crammed into a cockpit than an airy artist’s studio.

Side-by-side worktables lined the street-side wall beneath a mullioned skylight, each laden with computers, screens, countless rack mounts full of flashing diodes and exposed circuit boards, connected to other devices by thin wires of every conceivable colour.

Whiteboards covered the walls on either side of the workstations. Someone had written Kim Sleizner in big letters on one of them. Underneath was a collection of photographs, all taken from afar, all zoomed in on the same man, on his way to and from the Copenhagen Police HQ, or talking on the phone, or sitting in his car, waiting for a light to turn green.

On another whiteboard was a jumble of diagrams, bars and curves, and a long list of phone numbers, each marked with a letter and various timestamps. Next to a large map of Copenhagen was a bunch of tiny flags, also labelled with letters.

To the uninitiated, it probably looked like chaos. But there was a system, a strategy dictating how all the notes, with their arrows, abbreviations and symbols, were meant to be used, or exactly where all the different electronic gadgets were to be placed and how to link them together to achieve optimum oversight and control.

As usual, this early in the morning, a kind of controlled calm reigned. As though all the equipment in the room constituted one giant, sleeping body with a resting pulse so slow it was barely measurable. Granted, several of the hundreds of diodes were flashing, but not with any real urgency. On the contrary, they took their time, slowly lighting up and fading, as though they were in a state of electronic meditation, in which they, together with the screensavers, could live out their dreams, each more inventive than the last.

Everything was idle but poised, ready for anything.

Anything at all, at any time.

In the same room, a few feet above a pile of toppled wooden chairs, hanging from a steel pipe that rested on several of the ceiling beams, Dunja Hougaard was inching her way into a one-armed pull-up. Hurrying just to get it over with was pointless. Endurance was the name of the game. Without it, she would have been lost, would have given up on this project months ago. She would have convinced herself there was nothing to find that would see Kim Sleizner, the Head of the Copenhagen Police, convicted.

But she was never going to give up. Not only because he was the exact opposite of what a senior police officer ought to be. Nor because he had relentlessly undermined her every attempt to do her job as a detective in the homicide unit, regardless of how many innocent people had had to pay for it with their lives. Nor because he had pushed his grimy fingers into her, tried to rape her, and then had forced her out into this cold that kept her fire burning. It was because of all the things they hadn’t uncovered yet. All the things she was certain were there, just waiting to be discovered and dragged into the light.

Once her chin was above the steel pipe, she lowered herself as slowly as the lactic acid pumping through her muscles would allow. It hurt, but that was where she was going. All the way in, to the point where ninety-eight per cent of her wanted to let go, and the other two per cent clung to the certain knowledge that the ten-foot drop onto the upside-down chairs would hurt a lot more.

She grabbed the pipe with her other hand and once again began pulling herself up as slowly as she was able. She had four more slow pull-ups to get through, then her two-hour workout was over.

She had never been stronger. But then, she had been doing two long strength-training sessions and an hour of yoga every day since last spring. In just a few months, her body had undergone a transformation she wouldn’t have thought possible. She had put on several pounds but was noticeably slimmer. She knew exactly where her body’s limits were, and every day she pushed them a little bit further.

It had started as a necessary evil. If she wanted to stand a chance against Sleizner, she had to be both stronger and faster than him. A point she had likely already reached and passed, if the pictures of him were any guide. They clearly showed that he had neglected his own health to hunt her.

He had recently resumed his morning yoga, but even without it, Sleizner was not a man to be underestimated. For that reason, she didn’t mind that working out had become something she had to do in order to keep from bouncing off the walls.

The surveillance was a different story. That had been futile so far. They hadn’t found a single thing of interest. Nothing concrete enough to take him down.

And yet they had kept him under more or less constant surveillance for the past few weeks. They had listened in on every phone conversation he’d had. They had read and analysed every text and email he had sent or received. They had scrutinized his financial activities, and with the help of the GPS transmitter in his phone, they had logged his movements so they could, with very few exceptions, home in on the smallest detail and see what he was doing, where he was doing it, and, above all, when he was doing it. Often, they could predict with a large degree of precision all three factors in advance of them taking place.

In other words, the prick was completely mapped out, and she had been surprised by how regimented and unexciting his life seemed. The most titillating part was that he regularly visited Jenny Nielsen, or Jenny Wet-Pussy Nielsen as she called herself, on Nøjsomhedsvej 4.

It was the same prostitute he’d met up with in the back seat of his car on Lille Istedgade almost three years earlier. The meeting had caused a minor scandal when it was leaked to the media. Especially since it turned out he had been on the clock at the time and had, as a direct consequence, missed an important call from the Swedish police in Helsingborg.

Fareed Cherukuri had, on his own initiative and without consulting Dunja, leaked the information to the tabloid Ekstra Bladet, which had in turn drummed up a media storm that led to Sleizner being humiliated on primetime TV and on the front covers of virtually every newspaper for weeks. Which had in turn led to, among other things, his wife leaving him and the National Police Commissioner himself, Henrik Hammersten, ordering him to take a leave of absence.

It didn’t take a genius to figure out the whole thing must have been a devastating blow to a media whore like Sleizner, and for some reason he’d decided to blame her and her alone for it, which was why he had subsequently done everything in his considerable power to destroy her.

And that power had only grown after he somehow worked his way back in from the cold; now he seemed to have loyal friends in practically every part of the Danish elite. Bouncing back the way he had was implausible in the extreme, and how he had pulled it off was a mystery to her.

That he spent his free time frequenting a prostitute long past her prime was, unfortunately, neither scandalous nor remarkable, and not even illegal any more in Denmark. It may be sad and pathetic, but far from enough to bring him down. If anything, it would probably humanize him in the eyes of a lot of people.

In all honesty, she had expected to find something far more egregious, extravagant and decadent. A kind of double life with one foot in the police and the other in… And that was exactly where the big problem lay. She had no idea. The only thing she had was a distinct feeling that something was off. That despite all the time and energy they’d expended on this, despite all the equipment they’d purchased and put to use, they had barely scratched the surface.

That Kim Sleizner was the embodiment of pure dyed-in-the-wool evil was beyond doubt as far as she was concerned. Let him walk around, playing at being an upstanding copper. She could see right through the polished façade and was fully aware it was just a performance.

Which was why they simply had to keep looking until they found something. Keep listening, tracking and analysing his every move. Because somewhere, there was an entire cupboard full of skeletons that wouldn’t survive a second in the light of day.

But time was growing short. Sleizner wasn’t the type to rest on his laurels. He spent every waking minute shoring up his defences, pushing to grow powerful enough that no scandal in the world could bring him down, and from what she could tell, he was close to succeeding.

She pulled herself up again, defying the pain ripping through her muscles, oblivious to what was happening below.

It had started a few minutes earlier, with a diode on one of the many patch modules. Its flashing had suddenly changed. Not a lot, but enough to set it apart from the rest. Insistent and irregular. As though it had been roused from a peaceful slumber and realized it had overslept.

And like some highly contagious virus, the anxious flashing had quickly spread to fifty more diodes, and then several of the computer screens woke up from screensaver mode, displaying programs full of audiographics, controls and timelines that started up and began to record.

One of the many screens showed an opulent crystal chandelier above an unmade double bed. A naked, balding Kim Sleizner was sitting on the edge of the bed, stretching.

From a speaker next to the screen came the sound of him groaning and cracking his neck and vertebrae into place, then he stood up and walked out of the frame.

The sound made Dunja prick up her ears and drop down to land on all fours next to the pile of chairs. On her way to the screens, she glanced at her watch and noted that it was ten past five in the morning.

Sleizner hadn’t come close to waking up this early at any point during their surveillance, which suggested something out of the ordinary was finally happening.


2

FROM A DISTANCE, the white Mercedes looked almost new, dangling in the air, about to be lowered onto the concrete pier. Fresh from the factory, ready to roll out onto the road. But the water leaking out of the open windows and the seaweed clinging to the bonnet, coupled with the outlines of the two bodies inside, gave the lie to that impression.

Jan Hesk was cheered up by the sight as he drove down the gravel road to the pier on the Refs Peninsula and parked at a safe distance from the mobile crane.

Granted, it was an ungodly hour, and he’d been forced to cancel a family trip just as they were about to pack themselves into the car and set off towards Jutland and, to the children’s untold delight, Legoland. They had waited their whole lives to go, so he had no problem understanding their disappointment. What had surprised him was that Lone had flown off the handle and started a loud row right there in the driveway.

He, for his part, had managed to stay relatively calm, playing along with the others’ dismay, blaming the circumstances, never for a second letting on that in his heart of hearts, he’d been counting the days until he could go back to work.

Ever since the first week of his leave, during which he’d held the fort at home while Lone did inventory in her shop, where she sold plastic-free baby things, he’d itched to get back to the station and get to work. But he had kept that to himself, set his jaw and built a treehouse, made pancakes, and cycled to Amager Beach Park whenever Benjamin grew sick of being in the house.

Now, he was finally back, and he had a brand-new title, too. A title he’d coveted since his first days on the homicide unit. The reason behind his elevation was the terrorist attack at Tivoli a month earlier. It had changed everything. For the world at large, it had been a terrible tragedy, and the victims’ loved ones were, understandably, in a place so dark he couldn’t even imagine it.

But for him, the event had proved a turning point. Never had he experienced a clearer before and after. Before, he’d been something akin to a loyal pooch for his boss, Kim Sleizner, to kick around, but now, he suddenly had his respect.

Sleizner had been so impressed by the way he’d acted and handled himself during the crisis that he had given him not only a raise and his own office, but, more importantly, increased responsibility as well. He was finally going to assemble and lead his own team.

Crime scene technician Torben Hemmer was already on the scene, busy unloading his equipment from the van, even though the crane operator hadn’t even had time to undo the straps around the dripping car.

So far, he and Hemmer had only spoken on the phone, but he was already convinced the new guy was an asset. The focused energy he radiated as he organized and prepared his equipment for the impending investigation was exactly what they needed. A man who was here to work. Not drink coffee and shoot the breeze.

He was not, on the other hand, all that sure about Julie Bernstorff, who was walking towards him. He couldn’t put his finger on why. Maybe she was simply too good-looking, with those almost unnaturally clean features, that dark, advertisement-curly hair, and those long legs.

She looked as though she worked in fashion or some other trendy industry, not here, where the slightest wobble in those high heels entailed a considerable risk of falling and getting hurt. The fact that it was Sleizner who had hired her and suggested she join his team did nothing to recommend her to him either.

‘Hi, Julie Bernstorff,’ she said, pushing her hair behind her ear with one hand as she extended the other. ‘I’m the one who’

‘I know.’ He cut her off and nodded. ‘We’ve met.’

‘Oh, that’s right, I remember now,’ she said with darting eyes that belied her statement.

‘Last spring, before your interview with Kim Sleizner,’ he said, to help jog her memory. ‘We met in the hallway, but I’m sure your mind was on other things.’ He was at least going to give her an honest chance before he put his foot down and had her transferred.

‘Oh yes, that’s right.’ A smile brightened her face.

‘Anyway, welcome to the team.’ He took her hand, shook it curtly, and continued towards the Mercedes. He didn’t care how attractive she was; on his team, looks would get her nowhere.

‘I’m sorry, but there was something I wanted to’

‘Maybe it could wait until after we’ve dealt with the most urgent things,’ he cut in without stopping.

‘I don’t know, you see, the thing is that…’

He stopped and turned to her. ‘Listen, Julie. I’m not a complicated person. All I ask is that everyone do what they’re supposed to, and when it comes to you, who, I’m given to understand, have no experience, the first order of business is to keep a low profile. Listen and take everything in without taking up space.’ He gave her a tight-lipped smile and resumed walking.

The last thing he wanted was to become like Sleizner, the boss from hell, whom everyone smiled at and sucked up to but in secret hated more than anything else. But this wasn’t the time for mentoring, discussing leave, or any of the other things that were part of his job description. Right now, a case involving two bodies fished out of the harbour was waiting for them.

Granted, it seemed pretty much like an open-and-shut case, from what little he’d been told. He considered this a great advantage. They had everything to gain from solving this quickly and efficiently, thereby proving to themselves, and even more importantly to Sleizner, that they were up to the challenge. Which was a prerequisite for being assigned more complex cases in the future.

‘Hi, Torben.’ He held out his hand to Hemmer, who was just about to zip up his protective overalls. ‘I can see you’ve hit the ground running and just wanted to say hi and welcome to the team.’

‘Thanks, but no thanks.’ Hemmer nodded towards his outstretched hand. ‘I don’t know where that thing has been, and the last thing I want is to be contaminated in the middle of a crime scene investigation.’

‘Of course.’ Hesk nodded and held both hands up in the air. ‘Though there’s no need to fret. These fellows have been sanitized enough to get me nicked at a traffic stop.’ He chuckled. ‘Because they’d set off the breathalyser, you know.’

‘Sure, but maybe we can talk more later, when we don’t have two decomposing bodies to deal with, bodies that those people over there will want access to as quickly as possible.’ Hemmer nodded towards an approaching ambulance.

‘Of course, of course.’ Hesk backed up a step and felt a wave of self-loathing crash over him. ‘You get to it. I’m going to talk to the witnesses.’ He looked around. ‘But where are they?’ He turned to Bernstorff. ‘I thought there were two of them? A man and a woman.’

‘Yes, that’s
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