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PROLOGUE

Eila knew she had been chosen because she was a girl. And pretty. It wasn't due to any great insight on her part; she was only six. Anders had told her. He knew these things because he was eight. Not that it made her feel any better. Nothing could compensate for the bewilderment and misery she had experienced at being wrenched from her home and loving parents and hastily despatched like a parcel to a foreign land. From what she could now remember, her life had been happy. Her mother and father had cared for her, though she’d sensed that they’d been behaving differently in the weeks before she’d left their small apartment. There’d been a number of hushed conversations. People called Russians were mentioned a lot. And then they appeared in the sky. And there were the peculiar and frightening sounds of wailing sirens, loud explosions and crackling fires in the buildings not far from their home. The faces of the people in the streets looked different, too. It was her first recognition of fear.

During the nights before the awful day of her departure, lying half asleep in her tiny bedroom, she could hear her mother crying through the thin wall. Her father, who had worked in an office in the centre of the city, usually left in an aging suit after breakfast. One day, he suddenly appeared in a new uniform. Eila had been startled at first but strangely thrilled. She thought he looked ever so handsome. Not that her father seemed pleased – or proud. He wore a glum expression, which wasn't like him at all. The evening before he left, he came into her bedroom to read her a story. When he’d finished, he hugged her like he’d never done before. She thought he might be sobbing, as his shoulders heaved gently as he clasped her to his chest. After saying goodnight, he hung around the door. She could still remember his silhouette hovering there for a good few minutes. The next morning, he was gone. Her mother said he’d been called away to fight the Russians. Again, she didn't understand why these people were being so horrible and why her father had to go and fight them. When they’d gone for a walk in the park later that day, Eila had picked a yellow flower to give to her mother to try and cheer her up. It had only made her weep more. Eila felt awful because she thought she'd done something wrong.

The night before she was taken to the big railway station with the two huge, scary figures either side of the entrance, her mother had packed a suitcase with her things in it, including her favourite doll. Eila assumed that they were going on a holiday, as they’d packed the same suitcase last summer when they’d gone to the lake. That had been fun. Her father had smiled all week, sitting at the edge of the water smoking his favourite pipe. When it came to bedtime, her mother told her to get into the big bed in her parents' room. That was exciting. She’d never done that before. She’d woken up when her mother came in. Her mother had snuggled up to her and she’d fallen asleep in her arms.

When they got to the station, there were lots of other children of all ages gathering with their parents. She was still puzzled as to why her mother hadn't brought her own suitcase. None of the parents seemed to have suitcases – but all the children did. Eila began to panic as her mother shoved her towards the line of children.

A large lady, who smelt of mothballs, grabbed her arm. Her mother was holding a handkerchief to her eyes and her own tears started to flow as she realized something was terribly wrong. She broke free of this woman and rushed back to her mother. They hugged tightly. ‘I’m so sorry, my darling,’ her mother kept saying over and over again. The large lady, in her bulky, hairy fur coat, looking like an ogre from one of the stories her father used to read to her, roughly prized her away. Eila was now screaming, and the large woman told her to calm down and be a good girl. When she turned to call out to her mother to save her, all she could see was her back as she scurried away.

That was over a year ago. Now she was in a place called Sweden. She was living with Anders and Isabell and their parents. It had been so hard at first. They spoke a funny, half-familiar language, but she gradually began to understand it and to speak it herself. She had been taken to the same school as Anders, where some of the other children had said horrid things to her because she was a Finn. They made the word sound as though it was a disease. They laughed at her attempts to speak Swedish. Often Anders joined in. She could feel that he wasn't happy to have her around in their grand home in the country. Eila tried to keep away from him as much as possible. Isabell was totally different. She was just a few months younger than Eila, and they played together a lot. Isabell was Eila's only friend in the world. She was sweet and blonde and had sparkling, blue eyes. Anders often reduced those beautiful eyes to tears with his nasty jokes and bullying behaviour. His parents never seemed to scold him. He was their favourite. His mother's favourite, anyway; Anders' father was rarely at home. He was an important businessman, and he left for work in the nearest town early each morning. Often, he was away for days on end ‘on business’. Eila couldn't understand why he wasn't fighting like her father was having to. Then again, no one seemed to talk about Russians in Sweden.

The most exciting thing to happen in her life was a letter arriving from her mother every two or three weeks. These letters were written in Swedish so Isabell’s mother could read them out to her. Mamma always said the same thing: everything was well; her father was still away, but she was sure he would be fine. She said how much she missed her little girl, which would bring Eila to the edge of tears, though she tried not to cry in front of Isabell’s mother. Then Eila was allowed to keep the letters, though she couldn't really read them. She kept them under her pillow so that when she was asleep, she was close to her mother and father. Then one day, she found that the letters had gone. Later, she found Anders in the garden. He’d lit a small fire and Eila realized that he was burning her mother's letters. As she tried to save them, he pushed her roughly away and laughed. Isabell shouted at her brother, but he ignored her. When the flames died down, he walked off to the house, still laughing. Eila ran and hid behind the wooden summer house and curled up into an unhappy ball. How could he do such a cruel thing? Isabell found her and tried to comfort her, but Eila's sense of loss was deep. Even at six, she felt a great well of loneliness.

Then, the terrible day. It was a month later, just after midsummer. The family had friends over for Sunday lunch, and the children were sent off to play in the garden as soon as the meal was drawing to a close. Eila remembered the flowers were at their brightest and the leaves on the trees were still at their most brilliant green. After her early life in an apartment, she’d learned to love this beautiful garden and the natural world that had only been fleetingly available to her in the park at home and her family’s annual trip to the lake. Here, she could enjoy it every day. Her hobby was pressing flowers, and Isabell eagerly helped her pick them for a while until she grew distracted and ran off to find Anders, who hadn't been in a good mood after the adults had sent them packing from the house. When Eila had finished gathering her flowers, she looked around for Isabell. The afternoon sun was hot, and she wandered over to the shade of the two old oaks in the middle of the garden. One had a tree house built into the branches with a rope ladder dangling from it. It had been made specially for Anders that spring. There was no sign of either Isabell or Anders. Then there was a heavy rustling of leaves above her head. She squinted up. The next moment, a shock of fair curls and a flailing of limbs crashed past her and hit the ground with a thump. She dropped her flowers in fright. They fluttered to the ground, and some of them wafted over the motionless form of Isabell. Eila stood rooted to the spot, unable to understand what she had just seen. Then she sank to her haunches and tentatively reached out for the strands of hair that shimmered on the green grass. She looked around helplessly. Then she felt the first hot tears of despair slipping down her cheeks.


CHAPTER 1

Bernt Hägg was happy with his pace. Brisk but not flat out. He prided himself on his level of fitness despite the fact that he had slipped into his fifties a month ago. He could pass for someone a lot younger, and many of his female colleagues were genuinely surprised to discover he had reached his half century. And this had pleased him ridiculously. Even more so because he felt his wife of twenty-three years no longer appreciated him as much as he thought she should. And that was another reason why he left their apartment at six every morning to do his forty-minute run; early-morning pleasantries with Petra were becoming more and more of an effort. A quick shower followed by a swift breakfast, and he was out of the family home by half past seven on his way to the office. This routine also meant he could avoid his two teenage sons before they emerged for school. He had been so keen to have a family when he’d first married. But he hadn’t factored in the probability that they would turn from lively, interesting youngsters into self-absorbed, thoughtless, slightly terrifying adolescents. They seemed to swing between listlessness and aggression, and he realized that his control over them was waning. He was no longer the centre of their world, and he felt he was becoming an unwanted appendage in their lives, until they wanted money, of course. Petra undermined his efforts to stand up to them and he invariably ended up forking out just to keep the fragile family harmony from crumbling.

Out on the virtually empty streets of Malmö, he could escape into a world of his own; create his own rhythm. He could resurrect the dreams he’d had as a young man and pretend they could still be fulfilled – a career that mattered; a home life that fitted the mellower Sweden of his youth; even some sporting success. He’d always been a good runner and a passable handball player. In his mind, he could still be someone people looked up to. Admired even. Taken notice of at least. One day...

The route never varied. He always aimed to cross the canal on Fersens bridge at around 6.30. And then it was only ten minutes to the entrance of his apartment block. Today was a crisp, late-March morning, and the sun was beginning to cast early shadows from the buildings he trotted past. Coming up on his left was Kungsparken. The first spots of spring colour were emerging from their winter hibernation, though it would be some weeks before the trees came to life. As a Swede, he was grateful for any signs that summer would eventually return. Bernt Hägg slowed his pace as he approached the crossroads at Regementsgatan. One car glided by before he launched himself over the road and closed in on the bridge. He glanced at his watch – 6.29. Perfect timing. As he crossed the bridge, out of habit, he glanced to his right towards Gamla Kyrkogården cemetery. Beyond the tree-lined avenues, guarding the grave stones of the great and the good of Malmö’s past, was Gustav Adolfs torg. The cemetery was always deserted at this time of day as it didn’t open its gates until 7.15. Suddenly, he broke his stride, and by the time he’d reached the other end of the bridge, he’d stopped altogether. Surely he was mistaken! There was a large bundle of something on a bench next to the high hedge that encircled the maintenance area. But he could have sworn he saw it move! Though he was loath to break his routine timings, he found himself drawn back to the gate of the cemetery. He hopped over the fence and made his way carefully along the pathway. To his right were a couple of family plots surrounded by low, intricate cast-iron fencing. As he approached the bench, he could see that the bundle was wriggling. Bernt now made out a human figure, its face completely covered in a hood of some kind, its ankles bound, and its hands tied behind with black tape. The person was completely trussed up, but renewed its wriggling on hearing Bernt’s footsteps on the cinder path. A mumbling noise emerged from under the dark cloth hood, which resembled a cushion cover.

Bernt Hägg tentatively approached the figure and carefully lifted the hood. A face appeared, the mouth covered in black gaffer tape. The frantic eyes of the man implored Bernt to peel the tape off. Bernt found his fingers shaking as he tried to find the edge of the tape. After a few seconds of fumbling, he ripped it off, and the man gave a sharp cry before gulping in the fresh air. There was something about the man that Bernt found familiar; he racked his brains but couldn’t come up with an answer.

‘Thanks,’ the man gasped.

Bernt could only nod mutely. The experience was so bizarre. They weren’t going to believe this when he got to the office.

‘Could you untie me?’ the man said, breaking Bernt’s momentary reverie.

‘Sure.’ Bernt went round behind him and began to unpeel the tape that was binding his wrists together and to the back of the bench. As he was wrestling with the sticky bonds, he asked the obvious question ‘What happened?’

‘Kidnapped. I was kidnapped.’

It was the voice. That smooth growl that he’d heard on television interviews. And, looking at the face that he now placed from the business magazines he’d pored over in the office, Bernt knew who the man was.


CHAPTER 2

The monotony was broken by Pontus Brodd rustling his newspaper, accompanied by a chuckle. He shook his head. ‘He’s done it again!’ There was admiration in his voice.

Surveillance was bad enough at the best of times, but having to spend hours on end cooped up in a car with Brodd was not Inspector Anita Sundström’s idea of a fun experience. She suppressed a yawn, took off her glasses, placed them on the dashboard and rubbed the bridge of her nose. She caught herself in the rear view mirror and winced. The crow’s feet around her eyes were much more noticeable these days. And they weren’t the only lines that were causing concern. Her neck was no longer as smooth as it had been. She didn’t even want to think about everything sagging south of the shoulders. Things weren’t as firm as they used to be despite regular runs round Pildammsparken. She was feeling old. She’d be hitting fifty in a year and half. Then it was definitely downhill all the way. Sitting here in a stuffy car wasn’t improving her mood. They’d been surveilling the 1950s brick warehouse for four hours and nothing had happened. Nothing had happened yesterday, or the day before that when the supposed raid on the warehouse stuffed with lucrative electrical goods was actually meant to have taken place. The tip-off had been way off the mark. On the first night, Chief Inspector Moberg had turned up himself to oversee the operation. It had occurred to Anita that they’d been deliberately sent on a wild goose chase and that Moberg’s anonymous source was using this as a distraction while the job was happening elsewhere. Of course, this suggestion hadn’t gone down too well with Moberg, who was becoming increasingly irascible of late. His temper had always been quick to surface; now the team were constantly walking on eggshells to prevent the rumblings turning into an eruption. As it turned out, Anita’s theory hadn’t been right either. There had been no reports of any other warehouse raids. Another waste of time.

She glanced across at Brodd. His eyes were screwed up, reading his newspaper by the light of his mobile phone. How she wished she was with her young colleague and friend, Hakim Mirza. But that had all changed six months ago. The case they’d been working on had involved slave labourers and had ended in an exchange of gunfire resulting in Hakim’s recently engaged fiancée, Liv Fogelström, receiving a bullet wound. It had left her paralysed from the waist down. Hakim had blamed Anita for Liv being at the scene of the shootout as she should have been off duty that night. Anita couldn’t escape the fact that she had instigated it, though Liv had been more than willing, and her professionalism couldn’t be faulted, saving the life of the young man she was there to protect. But that hadn’t washed with Hakim who, Anita realized, needed a scapegoat. He’d hardly spoken to her since, which made it awkward as they were serving in the same team. Now she tended to be paired with Brodd, while Hakim made it obvious he’d rather work with Klara Wallen, the fifth member of the Skåne County Criminal Investigation Squad.

The last six months had been hard for both Liv and Hakim. They were still determined to get married. Confined to a wheelchair, Liv was living with her brother in his family bungalow near Helsingborg, while Hakim had moved back in with his parents. This was so that he could save the money which, combined with Liv’s compensation when it came through, would enable them to buy and adapt a house that would accommodate Liv’s needs. Any of Anita’s offers of help made to Hakim had been rejected. She could understand, but it didn’t make her feel any better.

Anita reached over and picked up her glasses and slotted them back on. She noticed a familiar face in Brodd’s newspaper. It was a presenter from some popular kids’ show, though she couldn’t remember his name.

‘I don’t know why you read a rag like Sanningen,’ she said, staring across the quiet street at the darkened warehouse. ‘The Truth, my arse.’

‘It’s great. Especially The Oligarch. He’s just sown up Jimmy Brantling.’

Now she remembered. He was the over-the-top guy with wacky hair and colourful clothes who enthusiastically leapt about a lot. She had found him profoundly irritating, but children seemed to adore him.

‘Don’t tell me The Oligarch has entrapped him! How did he do that? Half the things he does can’t be legal.’

‘He posed as the commissioning editor for some Lithuanian TV station that wanted to take Brantling’s show. Promised big bucks. Could be syndicated in all the Baltic States; and also claimed he had contacts in Germany: the biggy! Jumping Jimmy fell for it and ended up having too much champagne. Drugs appeared. He’s caught on camera snorting. But the funniest thing is that he told The Oligarch that he hated “bloody kids”.’ Brodd couldn’t help chortling. ‘That’s him finished.’

‘It doesn’t seem fair that he tricks people into doing these things,’ Anita protested half-heartedly.

‘He doesn’t just go after celebs. He’s done some serious investigative reporting. Like that business fella who was caught insider trading. Corrupt. Didn’t entrap him. Just good journalism.’ Anita wasn’t sure if Brodd would recognize good journalism if it leapt off the page and grabbed him by the throat. ‘A number of dodgy types have been caught and put away because of him,’ Brodd concluded firmly.

The Oligarch was well-known in Sweden, though no one had any idea what he looked like. His bye-line photo was a silhouette and he’d never appeared on camera as himself. As far as Anita could gather – though she’d be the first to admit she wasn’t particularly interested – he often posed as a rich Russian of some sort, duping his victims into confessing things that would wreck their careers. Hence his self-styled nickname. Anita assumed he must be Russian or from one of the old Soviet-controlled states.

Anita took out the flask she’d brought along and poured the remains of her coffee. She didn’t offer Brodd any of the dregs; he liked to buy his caffeine fix from a late-night café on the way to the industrial estate to have with his large Marabou fruit and nut chocolate bar. In fact, he’d gone through two bars that night, and the yellow wrappers were stuffed near the gear stick. Anita took a sip, and the warmth in her throat made her feel better. She would give it one more hour then they’d call it a night.

‘I’ve got to go and pee,’ Brodd announced as he put down his paper.

‘Do it quietly,’ sighed Anita. ‘And out of sight.’

Brodd eased his gangly frame out of the driver’s side of the car and shut the door as soundlessly as possible. It still made a metallic thump, which broke the still night air. Not that it really mattered as there was no chance of anything happening tonight. Anita just prayed that Moberg would admit defeat and call the whole thing off. It would be a relief not having to spend another night stuck in close proximity with a shiftless colleague who liked nothing better than to eat Indian food every evening and was prone to fart when bored. (Inevitably, the window would have to be opened, letting in the cold night air and souring Anita’s mood even more.)

Leaning back against the headrest, Anita let her mind begin to wander again. It settled on the other problem in her life – Kevin.

Kevin Ash, detective sergeant of the Cumbria Constabulary in north-west England and long-distance lover. That arrangement suited Anita perfectly. The only problem was that Kevin had flown over to Malmö to stay with her two months before and was still ensconced in her Roskildevägen apartment. Right now, if not fast asleep as she should be, he’d probably be glued to some Swedish TV programme, mindlessly not understanding a single word. His continued presence was causing friction. She had to curb her irritation because she knew it was her fault that he’d decamped into her precious space and showed little inclination to move. The reasons that she hadn’t shown Kevin the door were due to a mixture of wavering affection and growing guilt. The previous year, she’d asked him, as a favour, to go to London and find out information about a man who was running a British slave gang in Sweden. Kevin had successfully unearthed the intelligence that was key to the success of the investigation despite being warned off by a senior detective of the Metropolitan Police. The fallout from the arrest of the gang leader was that a number of Met officers were discovered to have been on the villain’s payroll, and heads rolled. The fact that the process had been instigated by a fellow policeman hadn’t gone down well among the close-knit brotherhood of corrupt coppers. Unfortunately for Kevin, the chief constable of the Cumbria Constabulary happened to be a former senior officer at the Met. Under the pretext that he had mishandled an ongoing investigation into a Lake District hotel scam, Kevin had been put on indefinite ‘gardening leave’. With time on his hands, Anita had asked him over to Malmö. He was still here.

Anita would leave for work with Kevin curled up on the day bed in the living room with his second mug of Lipton’s breakfast tea clutched on his lap. Every day, he would watch in weird fascination the morning magazine shows with the ever-smiling, clean-cut presenters enthusing over everything from fashion to fancy new recipes. More worryingly, he was also into the kids’ channel and particularly liked Elias och räddningsteamet with its talking rescue boats. He said he watched it because Anita’s one-and-a-half-year-old granddaughter, Leyla, was into it – Anita was pretty sure she wasn’t. Antikrundan, Sveriges mästerkock – nothing passed Kevin by (despite purporting not to like their British counterparts The Antiques Roadshow and Masterchef). Anita had asked him why he watched so much Swedish television. He replied that it was a way to learn the language. The fact that he still only used hej and tak made Anita think that his Swedish linguistic skills had plateaued early. Luckily for him, there were also plenty of British and American programmes to keep him happy (subtitled for Swedish audiences), so he could still catch up with Midsomer Murders, Murder She Wrote and Escape to the Country.

Another unhealthy obsession was for frightening amounts of Offesson’s coffee and, more alarmingly, an addiction to falafels, a popular Malmö dish. To Anita’s horror, he didn’t eat anything else for a fortnight. She’d managed to wean him off with her own far-from-imaginative cooking. While she was at the polishus, Kevin would make a daily pilgrimage into the city centre and park himself in Lille Torg. In Malmö’s hippest square, he liked to sit in its most off-beat café, Folk & Rock. It was cluttered with mismatched furniture and adorned with CDs and posters of a generation of musicians that Kevin grew up with. It seemed to come with its own beggar, whom Kevin had befriended. He said he wasn’t used to seeing people actually begging inside cafés and shops. Anita thought the main attraction was probably the lively group of young women who served behind the counter; the tall one with the John Lennon spectacles being a particular favourite. They all spoke excellent English. Though she didn’t for one moment think that Kevin would stray. He was like a faithful puppy, and she knew he was passionately in love with her. The fact that she couldn’t return that depth of feeling was another barrier between them. Their previous arrangement of meeting up three or four times a year had been ideal as far as she was concerned. It was fun; the sex was lively after prolonged periods of celibacy, and afterwards she could return to the normality of her own space with her family close by. After missing having her son Lasse around when he moved out to live with Jazmin, she had gradually got used to having the apartment to herself. She had total freedom to slob around as much as she wanted. She didn’t have to think about the needs and sensibilities of a co-occupant. Roskildevägen was her haven and symbol of independence. A moping, love-struck Kevin seriously compromised all that. It led to arguments, after which she would feel remorse.

She had even resorted to ploys to get him out more. She’d introduced him to her local pub, The Pickwick (now he spent a lot more time there than she did, having become very friendly with the barman, Matt, a fellow Brit) and, mindful of his pet passion, she’d sent him off exploring local historical sites. She’d even managed to get him up to Stockholm for a few days, which gave her much-needed respite. And it wasn’t as though he didn’t try to help: he was constantly tidying up (he’d put things away in logical places, which meant that she could never find them again – that was profoundly infuriating); he babysat for Lasse and Jazmin and obviously loved little Leyla; and he bonded with Lasse over football and visits with him to the sauna at Kallbadhus. It’s just that he was under her feet at a time when she didn’t want any added pressure to a working life that was stressful enough.

Basically, she knew Kevin was bored. Without his job he felt emasculated. He had no sense of worth. She had spent enough time sitting with shrinks to know that he was depressed, though he would never admit it. And she knew that it was all down to her manipulation of a man who loved her to get a result in an important case. She hadn’t foreseen the consequences. Now she was paying the price.

The car door was wrenched open, and Brodd lowered himself into the driver’s seat, slightly out of breath. ‘Someone’s coming.’

Anita was immediately alert. She sat upright. She gently pressed the button for the window, which slid noiselessly down to about halfway. She could hear a vehicle.

‘Should we call for back-up?’ Brodd whispered, still trying to control his breathing.

‘Just wait.’

Where their car was tucked away, they could only see the warehouse straight ahead and the approach from the right, which was the road into the industrial estate. The oncoming vehicle was coming from the left. Could the gang have laid low somewhere else on the estate for most of the night so they wouldn’t be spotted coming in? Anita could feel Brodd tense beside her.

Then a van appeared. In the subdued light, it looked blue. There was only the driver visible. It slowed down as it passed them, which made it all the more suspicious. Casing the warehouse? Then the driver turned and gave them a cheery wave. Brodd found himself waving back until he caught Anita’s scowl.

‘Someone from a night shift?’ he suggested apologetically.

Anita watched the van disappear round another building. ‘As everybody seems know we’re here, I think it’s time to go home.’


CHAPTER 3

Anita got into the polishus early in the afternoon. After their abortive surveillance, she’d gone home and flaked out for a few hours. When she’d got into the shower, still half asleep, she discovered that Kevin had bought a new shower gel. It irked her unreasonably. It was inconsequential, but she always purchased the same brand. She liked the smell. This one was a strange, slime-green colour, the odour was oddly antiseptic and it didn’t lather smoothly. She knew he was trying to do his bit by getting the shopping in. But it was little things like this that she found trying. Maybe she was just tired after three nights sitting in a car with Pontus Brodd, and frustrated that they’d wasted their time on an unfounded tip-off. She’d found herself criticizing the new shower gel instead of thanking Kevin for preparing a late breakfast for her. That tiny complaint had escalated into a full-scale row about how his help around the apartment wasn’t actually helping. When she tried to apologize by explaining her tetchiness was down to the situation at work, he’d retorted angrily that at least she had fucking work to go to. He’d stormed out of the apartment shortly afterwards.

She’d hardly had time to settle down to write the report on their efforts of last night when Klara Wallen popped her head round the door. To add to the poor atmosphere within the squad, which Anita recognized hadn’t been helped by her own actions, Wallen wasn’t one to lift the mood. Since her move to Ystad with her partner, Rolf, who’d wanted to move back to his home town, Wallen had to cope with a good hour’s commute each way. And that’s if the trains were running to time; they were no longer as reliable as they’d once been. As Rolf was a man who expected to have a meal on the table when he got back from work and didn’t lift a finger to help around the home, tensions had risen. Why Wallen didn’t tell Rolf where to shove his meals was beyond Anita. Needless to say, Anita had coped with a number of tearful sessions in the female toilets. Deep down, Anita suspected that Klara was frightened of Rolf. It made her own gripes about Kevin’s peccadilloes seem rather pedantic.

‘He wants to see you.’ Anita didn’t need to ask who he was. Not another night’s surveillance! She would have to conjure up a mystery illness if she was forced to spend any more time trapped in a car with Brodd.

‘Sit down, Anita,’ Chief Inspector Moberg growled at her when she entered his office. Hugely overweight and with a mop of badly dyed hair, Anita had noted that Moberg’s face seemed redder in hue these days. His mammoth appetite was legendary in police headquarters, as was the fact that he’d gone through three wives and at least two live-in partners. Each new relationship produced an ephemeral invigoration before inevitably hitting the rocks, and he would sink into the same self-destructive pattern – eating even more food and drinking even more beer. In the latter capacity, Pontus Brodd played his one useful role within the team: he accompanied the chief inspector on his after-work binges.

‘I’m convinced that there isn’t going to be any robbery down at the electrical warehouse,’ Anita started before Moberg could begin planning any more night-time operations.

‘It was a bum steer,’ Moberg agreed with a dismissive wave of hand. That was it! No apologies for the interminable hours spent on a pointless exercise. ‘No, forget that one; we’ve got something more concrete to occupy our time. A kidnapping.’

‘A kidnapping?’

‘Yes.’ Moberg was surprisingly relaxed about it. The last time there had been a kidnapping some ten years before, there had been frantic police activity. However, the perpetrators had been amateurs, and they’d been easily caught.

‘Who is it?’

‘Mats Möller.’ The name rang a vague bell, but in what context Anita had no idea. ‘He’s one of the new breed of sexy business people who make their money confounding ordinary folk like us with technology.’ Exactly the type Moberg would normally have no time for.

‘Dot com sort of thing?’

‘Not exactly. Came up with some clever computer software program that can be used as a diagnostic tool in trucks and vans and things like that. He’s made his fortune from the motor and haulage industries. I don’t really understand it other than it makes running fleets of vehicles more efficient because they can identify any faults very quickly, fix whatever and get them back on the road. Saves millions. And it’s made Möller millions.’

‘Which makes Möller a juicy target.’ It now dawned on Anita who he was, and she remembered that she’d seen him on the television talking to a group of young entrepreneurs. The gist of the discussion had centred around Möller’s genius, and he’d said nothing to contradict that assessment.

Moberg leaned forward, which had the effect of putting an enormous strain on his shirt buttons. ‘Exactly.’

‘When was he taken?’

‘Friday night.’

‘Why haven’t we heard about this before? He must have been missing for four days.’

Moberg spread his chunky fingers out on his desk top. ‘No, he’s not missing. He turned up yesterday in Gamla Kyrkogården, tied to a bench. His ransom has already been paid.’

‘So, what are we meant to do?’

‘The commissioner wants us to investigate. But quietly. No fuss. No press. And that’s how Möller wants it, too. Something like this is bad for the reputation of the city. Doesn’t look good if one of our most high-profile businessmen gets kidnapped. As it’s obviously been carried out very slickly, the worry is that whoever is behind it might strike again.’

Anita nodded. She could see the logic.

‘So, we’re going to see him now.’

‘We?’ Anita queried. It was rare these days for Moberg to get off his large backside and move from the sanctuary of his office.

‘Yes, we,’ Moberg barked. ‘I’m still capable of asking a few bloody questions!’


CHAPTER 4

Anita drove, though she found it difficult to manoeuvre the gears as Moberg spilled out of the passenger seat and invaded her driving space. It was only a short journey, but it made Anita realize how much Malmö had changed in a relatively short time. They passed the Central Station, recently transformed into a modern transport hub with an airport-like concourse of shops and eating places. Anita followed the road round to the left. On her right was the Inner Harbour. What she still thought of as the new university building had once stood alone. Now it was wedged in among a phalanx of contemporary structures. Many were part of the expanding university while others were office blocks. To the left was Malmö Live, described as an Event Centre. This strikingly modernist interconnected group of red, gold and white cuboid blocks of differing heights and orientations – consisting of an impressive concert hall, home to the Malmö Symphony Orchestra; a conference centre; an hotel, offices and housing – had changed the city’s skyline. Not all the designs were to her taste, but she was proud of the way Malmö was growing up and starting to replicate its sophisticated cousins, Copenhagen and Stockholm.

Another quick right turn, and Anita took the car beyond yet more university buildings and into Bassängkajen before parking it facing Södra Varvsbassängen, the southern basin. This large expanse of water had been the centre of the famous Kockums shipyards. Years ago, this mainstay of Malmö’s commercial activity was a place of industrial bedlam. Now the cranes were long gone from the basin and massive redevelopment was taking place. Across the water, some of the old, mid-19th-century, red-brick buildings still stood, as did the Kockums headquarters towering behind them, keeping a paternal eye on the operation below. Opened in 1958, it had heralded an exciting new age that would be curtailed by the swiftly assembled Japanese and Korean ships of the 1970s. Coming from Malmö’s most famous business family, Frans Henrik Kockum had closed down the original tobacco factory in 1825 because he had seen the potential of the new railways. He started producing wagons. This expanded into ships in 1870. Sadly, the last vessel left the basin in 1987. The company returned to its core railway wagons business before eventually leaving the city for Trelleborg only a handful of years ago. As Anita looked along the waterfront to the funky, tall glass building that housed Mats Möller’s enterprise, she realized that it was men like him who were perpetuating Kockum’s legacy.

Before leaving the polishus, Wallen had quickly filled them in on what she could find out about Mats Möller after a quick internet search. He was a thirty-five-year-old bachelor who had come from Eslov in Skåne. He’d gone to university in Lund for a couple of years before dropping out when his ‘great idea’ was turned into a fledgling venture. He’d started out with two employees and now had over a hundred, all housed in the glass complex that Anita and Moberg were now walking towards. He’d had MM Hus purpose built and had incorporated a penthouse apartment at the top, so he lived above the shop. Despite making occasional appearances on television, he’d managed to keep his private life out of the press, though it was rumoured that he had a house in Morocco, where he would escape the clutches of the Swedish winter.

As they approached the five-storey MM Hus, Anita and Moberg could see people at workstations on the first few floors through the wide, plate-glass windows. The fifth floor, however, though mainly glass, reflected the day’s dull light without exposure to the outside world. Möller guarded his privacy.

Anita surveyed Möller’s kingdom. For the time being, it stood alone, though she suspected that wouldn’t remain the case for long with the massive amount of development going on all around the basin and the surrounding streets. Soon there would be no gaps between MM Hus and the large Lantmännen flour mill with its cylindrical silos further along the quay. In front of MM Hus’s main entrance, a few expensive cars were parked, and there was the usual rack of bicycles. But this wasn’t Moberg and Anita’s way in. Moberg had been given instructions to go to the back entrance and press the buzzer. Möller wanted to see them in his apartment. Anita thought that if this was the spot where he’d been snatched on Friday evening, then it was quite possible that nobody would have been around to witness it. The plain metal door looked like a service entrance and not one leading to a luxury apartment. The buzzer didn’t even have a name next to it, though the visual intercom was obviously of the highest spec. Moberg poked the buzzer with his finger and spoke brusquely into the grill.

‘Chief Inspector Erik Moberg and Inspector Anita Sundström.’

They heard the door click and Moberg pushed his way into a corridor. At the far end was a set of metal doors and a lift button. To the deliberately drab exterior of the corridor, the lift was a complete contrast. It felt light and airy with its mirrored walls, light-oak hand rail and carpeted floor. There was only one button – the lift only stopped at the top floor.

There was a hint of a hiss when the doors opened and they found themselves walking into a spacious room with massive picture windows. You might not be able to see in, but you could certainly see out. The vista wasn’t spectacular, as too many apartment blocks had sprung up in Västra Hamnen to see the Sound properly, but it had an uninterrupted view of Malmö’s iconic Turning Torso. This was the beating heart of modern Malmö. The décor, however, didn’t entirely conform to the cool Swedish image. The room did possess some of the spare design that was regarded as a Scandinavian trademark – stark white chairs and low-backed sofas – but in sharp contrast with the contemporary look were rich, heavily patterned Berber rugs on the floor, brightly decorated tin-glazed pottery on the shelves and a hand-carved, intricately detailed, wooden screen dividing the room; evidence of the owner’s visits to Morocco.

The owner himself, who came to greet them, was tall with light-brown hair scraped back into a man bun, a neatly clipped hipster beard and dark, piercing eyes. He wore blue jeans and a casual green shirt. His smile showed a gleaming set of teeth. Anita thought he’d recovered from his ordeal rather quickly.

‘Thank you for coming.’ Möller firmly shook each of their proffered hands.

They took their places on a sofa. Anita wondered if the thin legs would support Moberg.

‘Can I offer you a drink?’ Möller asked as he went over to a sleek white table sporting bottles of spirits on an Arabic silver tray.

Anita could see that Moberg was tempted before gruffly declining. Möller poured himself a whisky.

He gave a shrug as he came back over to them. ‘I’ve needed a few of these since yesterday.’ He sat down opposite them in a low-slung chair, his knees drawn up like twin peaks in a mountain range. He placed his glass on the right-hand peak.

‘I need you to take us through everything that happened to you from Friday until you were found in the cemetery,’ said Moberg, getting straight down to business.

Möller took a thoughtful swig of his whisky.

‘It was about half past nine, Friday evening. I took that lift,’ he said, indicating the one from which they had just emerged. ‘That’s for the apartment. I have another one that goes to the offices below. As I came out of the back door, I was approached by two men. I thought they were lost and were going to ask for directions. The next thing I knew, they had grabbed me and hauled me over to a van—’

‘Colour?’ Moberg interrupted.

‘Erm... green, I think. It was difficult to make out in the dark.’

‘And the men?’

‘It was so quick. One was totally bald. The other... short cropped hair.’

‘Ages?’

The eyes opened wide as though appealing for help. ‘Anywhere between thirty and forty. Then again...’

‘We can show you photos later,’ Anita put in helpfully. ‘You might recognize them.’

‘And then what?’

‘I was bundled into the back of this van and they put a hood over my head and tied my hands behind my back.’

‘Did they speak to you?’

Möller shook his head. ‘Not then. Later on. One of them spoke in English.’

‘English?’ Moberg queried.

‘Yes. But he wasn’t English. It was with an accent.’

‘Where from?’

‘I’m not good at that sort of thing. If he’d spoken Swedish with an accent, it would have been easier to pinpoint. He might have been Slavic or something like that. Definitely not Scandinavian.’

‘Eastern European?’

Möller rolled his eyes hopelessly. ‘I’m sorry. I was shaken. And frightened. Before the hood went on, one of them had a gun.’

‘What sort of gun?’

‘To me a gun’s a gun. A handgun of some sort.’

‘Right, so you’re being driven in the van. How long were you in there for?’

Möller retreated into his whisky. He’d seemed so calm when they’d entered his apartment but as Moberg probed, Anita could see that he was finding it hard to revisit the events of the last few days. ‘It seemed like a long time. In truth, it may have been only fifteen to twenty minutes.’

‘So, somewhere in the city or very close?’

‘I suppose.’ Möller drained his whisky and winched himself out of his seat and went over to the tray for a refill.

Anita could sense that Moberg was itching to take up Möller’s offer of a drink, but he kept himself in check.

‘What kind of place did they take you to?’

‘I think it was old. It smelt old; you know like a deserted place. It echoed. After they’d left me for a while, I called out. My voice echoed. And, yes, it stank of oil. As though it was in the very fabric of the building; oily and musty.’

‘Could be a warehouse,’ suggested Anita. ‘Or a disused workshop or garage.’

‘I did hear traffic. Heavy vehicles mostly.’ Anita could see Moberg weighing this up. An industrial estate or perhaps the docks? There would be a great deal of searching ahead for the team.

‘So, you’re trussed up in this place. Did they make clear what they wanted?’

Möller returned to his seat. ‘Not straight away. I was losing track of time. They fed me at least four times before anyone spoke to me.’

‘What did you eat?’

‘Pizzas... falafels...’

‘Did you get a better look at them when you ate? Someone must have brought in the food?’

‘No. I think the two guys that picked me up came in. They wore balaclavas. Black. One held a gun while the other untied me and they watched me eat.’

‘You must have got a view of your surroundings then,’ said Anita.

‘It was dingy. No light was coming into the room. I wasn’t aware of any windows. The place just felt big; as though I was in a corner.’

‘How did you see to have your food?’

‘The guy with the gun had a torch in the other hand. He made sure I knew he was armed. Then he pointed the light at me while I was untied and ate. And while my hands were loose, I was allowed to pee and shit in a bucket. They kindly emptied it for me,’ he added sarcastically.

‘Basically, they waited before making any demands?’

‘I presume they were trying to disorientate me. It sure as hell worked. And with no one actually speaking to me, it freaked me out. I didn’t know whether I was coming or going. I just wanted to get out of there with my life. Sod the cost.’ The whisky came to his aid again. He dried his lips with the back of his hand. ‘All the time I was in there, I pretty well knew what they were after. I’m a rich guy.’

‘And then they made their demand?’

‘They came in. Three of them. The two originals and some new guy. Still had their faces covered. It was the new one who spoke, again in accented English. He made me a very simple offer. I pay them money or they would kill me. He didn’t beat about the bush. He had a computer with him. Either I sign money over to them or his friend would put a bullet in my head. There was none of this “we’ll leave you in the dark for a few more days and you can think it over” nonsense. I had five minutes. If I didn’t pay up, they weren’t going to waste any more time on me.’

‘So you paid up?’

‘What do you think?’ The first flash of anger. ‘Of course I bloody did! I wasn’t going to call his bluff. Would you?’

Moberg wasn’t going to give him the satisfaction of an opinion.

‘Carry on.’

‘I was to use the computer to transfer money from my various accounts into one single account. Then he gave me a number and a code to transfer the money to him.’

‘How much?’

‘I’m not telling you that.’

Moberg sat upright and stared hard at Mats Möller. ‘Look, if you want us to retrieve your money, we need to know how much we’re looking for.’

Anita was nonplussed by Möller’s reaction. ‘You’ll never find it,’ he scoffed. ‘What do you think I’ve been doing from the moment I got back here? These guys knew exactly what they were about. They nearly cleaned out my personal funds, but it wasn’t an amount that I would have had to dip into more complicated sources for, like through the company. They weren’t in the business of hanging around. The account that I paid the money into – and I made sure I memorized the details – was emptied within minutes. Dispersed to a number of other accounts and then swiftly moved on until it became untraceable long before I was released. These were professionals.’

‘In kronor?’

‘No. Dollars. It’ll be tucked away in the Cayman Islands or Switzerland or Panama. These guys work so quickly that you end up chasing your tail. I won’t see that money again. Which is why I don’t want this getting into the press or being generally known. It doesn’t look good. I have lots of international business contacts. It’s all about trust. It might look like someone is targeting MM Data. That would hardly inspire confidence. And all the people downstairs. Good people who don’t want to worry about their jobs.’

Moberg pursed his lips. ‘That’s all very well, herr Möller, but it might be someone “downstairs” who tipped off the kidnappers about your movements.’

‘I can’t believe that. In any case, I wasn’t snatched during business hours. I was going on a social date.’

‘What was the social date?’

‘Well, not a date as such. But, when I’m in Malmö, I often go over to Copenhagen on a Friday night. Get the train, have a meal, go to a club. Usually stay overnight. Sometimes I meet up with friends, though I hadn’t planned on seeing anyone in particular that night.’

‘That explains why no one reported your disappearance.’

‘No. It was all done over the weekend. All very neat.’

‘What about when they released you?’

‘I was asleep when they came in. Without a word, they dragged me up, put some tape over my mouth and bundled me into what I assume was the same van and off we went. When we stopped, they took me out. I could hear birds, so I thought it might be in the country somewhere. They tied me up to a bench and then I heard them leave. The crunching on the path. I was aware of some traffic nearby. I tried to shout for help. It was useless with the tape on, of course. I was feeling the cold too, so it was lucky that jogger came to the rescue.’

Möller took another sip of his whisky.

‘The kidnappers must have been watching your movements for some time,’ said Anita. ‘From what I gather, you’re often away on business.’

‘Yeah. I spend a lot of time in Germany, France and the UK among others. Starting to make inroads into the States as well. I was in Detroit last month.’

‘Surely some members of your staff, your PA for example, would know roughly your whereabouts. Certainly when you’re around in Malmö.’

‘Harriet, my PA, knows my movements for obvious reasons. But she’s the only one who does. And I trust her implicitly. No way would she have divulged information like that to another party. She knows I like to keep myself to myself. I have to make public appearances for the sake of the business, but I’m basically a very private person. Harriet respects that.’

‘We’ll need to talk to her,’ said Anita. Möller twisted his face. He didn’t like the idea. ‘Does she know?’

He shook his head. Then, with great reluctance, he agreed. ‘OK. But I’ll speak to her first. No one else downstairs, though. I want to keep a lid on this. I know Harriet will be discreet.’

‘All right,’ Moberg acquiesced. ‘Inspector Sundström will come back tomorrow and speak to her.’

‘Eleven?’ Anita suggested.

‘Fine. Make sure you come up here to the apartment. Not the office.’

‘No problem. Could there be a personal element to this? Someone you’ve crossed? An enemy?’

‘Business can be cut-throat, but I don’t think I’ve upset anyone enough to warrant them kidnapping me.’

Moberg slowly lifted himself off the sofa with an undisguised groan. Anita also stood up. The chief inspector had obviously got as much out of the conversation as he wanted, or thought useful.

Möller put down his almost-empty glass and followed them towards the domestic lift.

‘I believe you have a house in Morocco,’ Anita said. ‘Do you spend much time there?’

‘Quite a lot. It’s my escape from work. I’ve got a place in Essaouira on the Atlantic coast. I do a lot of windsurfing. I kitesurf, too.’

Anita turned to Moberg. ‘Maybe that’s where herr Möller was spotted as a potential target.’

‘No,’ Moberg waved her suggestion away before pressing the lift button. ‘Herr Möller is well-known here. This is where his profile is highest.’ He raised his eyebrows to the young entrepreneur in a manner which suggested that his colleague didn’t know what she was talking about. ‘My guess is it’s some Swedish-based, Eastern European gang behind this.’


CHAPTER 5

‘What did you make of that?’ Anita asked as they headed back to the polishus.

Moberg grunted. ‘Some people have too much money.’ It was a typical Moberg comment. It didn’t help either. He remained silent until they returned to headquarters, where Anita dropped him off. Since the building of the prosecutors’ office and courts next door, the car park had gone, and Anita needed to find a nearby street. It was annoying, and she had started to walk to work more often. At least the exercise was beneficial, though on cold mornings, she jumped on a bus.

Moberg squeezed himself out of the passenger seat and then, with one hand on the roof, he leaned over and shoved his head back in the car. ‘I want you to give a briefing to the rest of the team in an hour.’

‘What are we going to do?’

‘It’s up to you. I’m going to get onto Stockholm and see if they’ve come across any gangs doing this sort of thing.’ With that, he slammed the door so hard it nearly came off its hinges. It made Anita start. She stared resentfully after the man mountain waddling towards the polishus entrance. Thanks a million!

The occupants of the meeting room exuded little enthusiasm. Wallen appeared anxious: Anita knew she was worrying about missing her train back to Ystad. Brodd was looking vacant: he was waiting to snaffle Moberg for a drink as soon as the meeting finished. Hakim was just sullen. Since Liv’s shooting, the spark had gone out of him; he always seemed preoccupied. Anita thought it was only natural. She had hoped that throwing himself into his work might take his mind off his worries. It didn’t. Maybe because the bright future he had planned for them both had been shattered by the very job they had loved. Moberg was the last to join them. He sat down at the head of the table before nodding to Anita.

She stood in front of an enlarged map of Malmö. She briefly took them through the events as described by Mats Möller and pointed out the locations of the snatching and the dumping. On the map, she had drawn two circles – the inner one indicated locations within a fifteen-minute radius from Mats Möller’s apartment and the outer one represented a twenty-five minute journey.

‘From what Möller said, he thinks that he was probably held in a disused warehouse or workshop. Now, we’ve got a number of industrial areas here, from Fosieby and Elisedals on the south side to the docks in the north, and everything in between. Of course, it might be somewhere closer by and they just drove around to give the impression of distance. So, one of our first jobs is to check out all these sites. Find where Möller was held, and we might be able to piece together who used the premises.’ She turned to Moberg. ‘As for the people who did this, the chief inspector has his own theory.’

Moberg brushed down his wide shirt front. As it settled back against the contours of his stomach, he began: ‘My gu... my instinct,’ he quickly stopped himself saying gut as he didn’t want to prompt unwanted sniggers, ‘is that it’s an Eastern European gang. Or even Russian mafia. This has their stamp on it. I’ve been onto Stockholm. They’ve been monitoring gang activities, especially by foreign groups. They agree that this is the type of operation that some of those gangs have carried out in the past. However, the boys up there say that, in their experience, such kidnappings have mostly been internal jobs. That is to say, the victims have belonged to rival groups. It’s highly unusual for them to pick on an outsider... an upright citizen with nothing to do with criminal gangs.’

‘So, what we also need to do is concentrate on Mats Möller himelf,’ Anita carried on when it became obvious that Moberg wasn’t going to contribute any more information on the Swedish gang scene. ‘Why was he targeted? Is there some reason other than the obvious one – his wealth? If the group behind this isn’t one of the chief inspector’s gangs, are they simply after the money for themselves, or are they raising funds for a cause? ISIS springs to mind, and Möller does have a home in Morocco, though the man who spoke to him didn’t sound Arabic. If it wasn’t a specific group behind this kidnap, was it a personal attack on Möller? Has he any enemies? He claims not. We need to look into his business, his finances—’

‘He won’t have any left!’ chipped in Brodd.

Anita ignored him. ‘Who has he been dealing with? Is there anything in his personal life that might raise suspicions? What about the Moroccan link – what dealings go on there?’ She glanced across at Hakim. ‘I think this might be up your street, Hakim.’ She gave him a smile, which wasn’t returned. ‘It won’t be easy. He’s very private, or so he claims. He doesn’t want the kidnap to become public knowledge. His staff don’t even know about it. So, no talking to the press.’ This was accompanied by a glare at Brodd, who was the most likely to blab.

‘The commissioner wants this done with the utmost discretion,’ added Moberg fiercely.

‘I’m going to see his PA tomorrow,’ continued Anita. ‘Now, before we go tonight, we’ll sort out where to start searching for the kidnappers’ hidey-hole.’

‘How much ransom did he pay?’ This came from Hakim.

‘He wouldn’t tell,’ Moberg said with some disgust. ‘Says he doesn’t want it getting out. Bad for business confidence.’

There was half a twinkle in Hakim’s eye that Anita was glad to see. ‘That’s rubbish. It’s more likely that he paid most of the ransom out of money salted away in some tax haven. He probably doesn’t want us looking into his finances because we might bring in the tax authorities and they’ll uncover all his skeletons.’ After a pause: ‘It’s only a thought.’

‘It’s a good one,’ said Anita. ‘It might explain his reticence. And if the kidnappers knew about his financial arrangements, it would make their job easier. He did pay up very quickly.’

‘He claims that he had a gun to his head.’ Moberg even managed a half chuckle. ‘That can be very persuasive, too.’

When Anita got home, there was no sign of Kevin. She found herself at a loss: usually he had something organized for an evening meal – making it himself, ordering a carry out, or going out for something. She checked the fridge: not much there. The cupboard was stocked well enough. Kevin had been in charge of the shopping over the last few weeks and had created his own storage system, which was anathema to Anita. With a sigh, she decided it was too much trouble to start anything from scratch, and she took a pizza out of the freezer. It was big enough for two so, if Kevin deigned to return, there would be enough for him. She put the pizza in the oven on a low heat so she had time for a glass of Rioja from the half-empty bottle next to the sink and she retreated into the living room. She switched on the television without even thinking what might be on. It was the usual mindless game show that played in the background most evenings as a substitute for Kevin’s endless chatter. She realized that he didn’t have many people to talk to and that she was the obvious target for his verbal frustrations. Often, when he started waxing enthusiastically about some historical item that had caught his imagination or some crappy television show he’d just seen or some political shenanigans that were winding him up, she found herself tuning out. Yet, even at his most infuriating, he could find a way to make her laugh, which in itself was annoying. She gratefully took a long sip of wine. This was what normality should be like.

Anita put down her glass and picked up the free paper that loudly clattered through her letterbox each morning at an ungodly hour.
OEBPS/styles/page-template.xpgt
 

   

     
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
            
            
            
            
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/images/map2.png
SOUTHERN SKANE

coods

© towns ond cities

0 villages

BALTIC Sep






OEBPS/images/map1.png
00000 poo)

CENTRAL MALMO






OEBPS/images/cover.jpg





