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			Chapter 1

			Abraham Jacobsen, a retired vicar, was sitting on the Metro with a horrible feeling of no longer believing there was a god. A few hours earlier while saying his morning prayers, he had turned his gaze upwards and dared to ask the question: Do you really exist?

			And if you do?

			Why did you let this happen?

			The seventy-two-year-old man looked through the window and heaved a heavy sigh. He let the houses and the trees outside glide past without really noticing them. The world around him seemed grey and drab, meaningless. It never used to be like this. He had been a happy man once, enjoying every part of God’s creation, but these last few years?

			No, things had changed for the worse.

			He had started to doubt.

			Abraham Jacobsen had grown up in a deeply religious home in a small town in Sørlandet so it was out of character for him to set up an alternative study group at the faculty of theology to debate matters they weren’t really supposed to talk about. Such as female clergy, for one. Why shouldn’t a woman be able to lead a congregation? And this business about homosexuality, which at the time had been strictly forbidden at every level of society, not just in the Church. The group had met in secret in one of the furthest rooms in the faculty basement and although their professors soon cottoned on to what they were doing and put a stop to everything, it had been a wonderful and exciting time.

			Because he had met her there.

			Ruth.

			She was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen. The most beautiful person he had ever met.

			Abraham smiled as the Metro stopped at a station and passengers got off and on. Three times a week he made the trip into the city centre and then onwards up to Manglerud.

			To visit her grave.

			She had insisted on it; she had been very clear about this one thing, which was that she wanted to be buried next to her parents, and he hadn’t minded. Making this journey to visit her. The truth was he had very little else to do now that she was gone. She had been his whole life and he missed her so badly that some mornings he could barely open his eyes.

			Do you really exist?

			He glanced through the window once more as a final passenger rushed across the platform and took a seat at the end of the carriage. It was a Saturday morning and normally the train would be packed, but not today; for some reason fewer people were out and about. Other lives. A young couple, the man smiling, his eyes shining as he softly caressed her hair. A mother with a toddler on her lap, a little boy with blond curls who laughed and pointed at a man dressed as a clown, holding a balloon animal, on his way to a children’s birthday party, he imagined. A businessman with a worried face, his briefcase on his lap, gesturing while speaking quietly into his mobile.

			Not too many teenagers, fortunately. Over the years he had grown more apprehensive, bordering on fearful. Once, when Ruth and he had been on their way into town, a young man had stolen her bag; he hadn’t even seemed ashamed of his crime. He had just walked up to them, snatched it from her lap and then strolled out of the door as if it was the most natural thing in the world.

			Excuse me?

			Is that what the world has been reduced to?

			Do people no longer care about each other?

			It was actually Ruth who had asked the question at the time, later that evening.

			Why does God do this?

			If God is benevolent?

			If God is omnipotent?

			Why do people suffer like this?

			War, hunger, want, injustice: what’s the point of it all?

			He had restored her faith at the time, reminded her of the words of Thomas Aquinas that God gave mankind free will, which means people are still responsible for their actions. That good people will be rewarded in God’s eternal kingdom.

			But now?

			Abraham Jacobsen had lived by the Scriptures his whole life, but this?

			No, he couldn’t forgive this.

			The cancer that had come out of nowhere and taken her.

			The manner of her death.

			The illness itself was one thing, God works in mysterious ways, but the amount of suffering she had had to endure?

			No, that was plain wrong.

			Such a good person?

			Who had lived her entire life to serve others?

			A whole year of unbearable pain in a hospital bed while she slowly faded away in front of his eyes.

			Help me.

			Scrawny arms reaching slowly towards him one evening, her desperate eyes, desiccated lips that could barely move.

			Help me, Abraham.

			It had taken all his strength.

			Not to do it.

			Press a pillow over her face.

			Bring her release.

			That was when his doubts arrived in earnest. And the feeling had deepened in the time that followed her funeral. In the evenings by the kitchen window where he now sat alone.

			Do you really exist?

			Why did you let her suffer like that?

			Abraham closed his eyes; he was lost in his gloomy thoughts when someone suddenly screamed from the far end of the carriage.

			‘Bomb!’

			‘She has a bomb!’

			He felt as if he wasn’t really present, as if the scene in front of him was happening elsewhere. He sat there with his mouth open, gawping, as the panic spread around him.

			‘Bomb!’

			The passengers surged towards his end of the carriage. The mother with the toddler with the blond curls. Her eyes wide. A woman his age started limping along, leaning on her walking stick.

			‘She has a bomb!’

			What?

			‘Everyone stay calm!’

			A man this time, gesturing while around him people were screaming and shouting.

			‘Move to the other end of the carriage!’

			A woman in a green dress tripped over a boy, lost her glasses and lay sobbing on the floor right in front of him.

			‘Everyone hold on to something!’ the man shouted. ‘I’m going to count to three and then I’m pulling the emergency stop!’

			His voice only just managed to drown out the screaming.

			‘One … two … three!’

			Abraham gripped a handle and ducked. There was a sudden high-pitched noise of squealing brakes and a jolt so strong his head was slammed into the seat in front of him; he blacked out for a moment before being roused by the man who had shouted, who was now bending over him.

			‘Are you OK?’

			The train had come to a halt. He could see passengers outside.

			‘She has a bomb,’ the man said, grabbing his arm. ‘Follow me. We need to get out of here.’

			The man helped him to his feet and supported him down the central aisle.

			Abraham could see her now.

			The woman everyone was talking about.

			All alone.

			At the far end of the carriage.

			‘Come on!’ the man shouted, dragging him towards the open door. ‘It could go off any time!’

			The man tried to push him outside, but Abraham stayed put.

			Is this it?

			Abraham glanced quickly up at the sky before looking back at the woman at the far end of the carriage.

			Is this my purpose?

			The man was outside now, shouting at him frantically in front of the crowd of screaming people.

			‘Hurry up!’

			Abraham waved him away and took a few tentative steps back down the central aisle.

			He could see her very clearly now.

			She was just an ordinary woman.

			Wearing ordinary clothes.

			Terrified.

			Shaking.

			With something attached to her chest.

			Abraham ignored a final call from the man outside and calmly sat down opposite the woman.

			‘Hello,’ he said cautiously.

			The woman stared at him, terrified.

			‘My name is Abraham. What’s yours?’

			She shook her head frantically.

			‘Can’t you talk?’

			The woman was holding her breath now, her eyes desperate.

			‘Don’t be scared,’ Abraham said.

			The woman let out a mute scream as something flashed on her chest.

			A red number.

			5.

			‘I’m here now.’

			Abraham leaned forward and clasped her hands.

			4.

			The woman was hyperventilating, her skin white around her mouth, she continued to stare desperately at him, her eyes widening.

			3.

			Time stopped. Everything stopped. Suddenly he could see Ruth. It was a long time ago. In the garden in the cottage they had rented. Wearing the floral dress she felt was rather risqué, but had put on because it was a present from him. The sun beaming down on her lovely shoulders, bouncing off the beautiful lake in front of them. His hand on her soft back, the pretty smile on her freckled face. Then another place, the terraced house they couldn’t really afford, but which they had bought all the same, their first home. The radio playing in the background while she hummed and put up stripy curtains in the kitchen, the garden hose that had sprung a leak and drenched her as she had run barefoot through the wet grass.

			And then a sudden change, even more vivid.

			Her face.

			Older now.

			Smiling, in a halo of light, filled with serenity.

			Certainty.

			2.

			‘We’re not alone.’ He smiled tentatively.

			The woman opened her mouth and howled.

			1.

			Abraham Jacobsen squeezed her hands as hard as he could.

			And closed his eyes.

		
	
		
			Chapter 2

			Jessica Blomqvist was standing outside Volvat Medical Centre, glowering at her mobile as if that would speed things up. They had agreed nine o’clock. Had he forgotten again? The thirty-four-year-old woman rang the number once more, but continued to get only voicemail. Hi, you’ve reached Rocky, please don’t leave a message because I never check them. But he had promised her this time, hadn’t he? Cross his heart. You will be there, Rocky, won’t you? He had looked at her with that vacant gaze of his that indicated he had other things on his mind, but she had grabbed him by the shoulders and looked hard into his eyes. Saturday. Nine o’clock. At Volvat. OK?

			Jessica sighed and checked the time again. It was five past now and she ought to have gone inside a while ago, no, they ought to have been in there together. There was no point in her going there alone. Because he was the one being tested. His semen quality. To find out if there was enough life in his testicles to give her what they wanted.

			A child.

			She was a journalist with Verdens Gang and several women at the paper had whispered to her that getting pregnant might not be a smart move. Now that her career was taking off. Their lords and masters higher up the organization didn’t appreciate such things. Pregnant journalists who would need maternity leave and then discovered priorities other than their job. That wasn’t the official position, of course, the paper couldn’t afford that type of bad PR, but it was true, wasn’t it? Whatever, she had made up her mind.

			She wanted a child.

			At any cost.

			Damn.

			She shook her head and checked the time again.

			9.06.

			Call him yet again?

			No, there was no point, was there?

			She knew him so well. She could imagine him. In his studio in the cabin on Hvaler. His eyes fixed on the canvas. Music in the background. Not caring if day turned into night, come dawn he had probably passed out from tiredness, forgotten everything else, including her and that she, who hardly ever asked him for anything, had insisted this time.

			You will be there, won’t you?

			Sure, sure, relax, Jessica. Of course I’ll be there. I want a child too, you know I do.

			Jessica let out another sigh and slumped on to a bench.

			Did he though?

			One evening in his studio, after a few too many glasses of red wine, he had finally shared his true feelings. You just want a child because your own childhood was so tragic, Jessica. You want to compensate by starting your own family. She had been pretty drunk herself and struggled to come up with a good answer, but she had woken up the next morning and realized he had been absolutely right.

			Her mother.

			No, that was the wrong word, she hadn’t been that to her, had she? A mother. She had had to fend for herself. Right from an early age. Cooked for herself. Washed her own clothes. Done her homework on her own. Done whatever she could so people would never know she didn’t have a mother who cared for her, but one who spent most of her time blind drunk on the sofa in the living room unless she was out on the town, looking for a guy she could bring home to pay the bills, to make sure she always had something to drink.

			A child.

			A proper family.

			Was that so wrong?

			To want that?

			She had been nominated for an award for a series of articles she had written last autumn about children of alcoholics; her editor had sung her praises, great work, Jessica, seriously authentic, I don’t know how you do it.

			Eh, what do you think?

			She hadn’t said anything, of course, she didn’t want people to know this about her.

			I was one of them.

			Jessica let out another sigh and checked the time again.

			9.07.

			Oh, come on, Rocky.

			What’s keeping you?

			She was about to call him again when a sudden, loud noise caused the windows in the buildings around her to shake.

			What the hell?

			She looked about her.

			What just happened?

			People in the car park where she was had also stopped in their tracks; they looked around, a child in a pram started to cry, windows were opened, curious faces, fingers pointing.

			A young man came running from the back of the building.

			‘The bang came from up there! An explosion!’

			The journalist inside her woke up, she grabbed her bag and ran the way the man had come.

			‘Look, there, fire!’

			She could see it now. Thick, black smoke and flames rising over the roofs up near the Metro station.

			Oh, God.

			What was this?

			She would need to call the news desk.

			Get up there somehow, closer to the scene.

			Jessica looked about her again.

			Which was the quickest way? Take the underpass leading to the Metro at Majorstuen station? Then follow the overground tracks?

			She was running back to the car park when her phone rang.

			Damn it, Rocky.

			You choose this time to call?

			She glanced up at the entrance.

			It was ten minutes past nine.

			They could still make the appointment.

			OK.

			VG had probably dispatched other journalists already.

			She shook her head furiously as she answered the call.

			‘Where the hell are you? I’ve been waiting for almost twenty minutes!’

			There was silence on the other end.

			The caller wasn’t Rocky.

			It was a stranger.

			A man.

			A deep voice, veiled by some kind of metallic distortion.

			‘Hello, Jessica, I’m sorry to disturb you.’

			Jessica sighed.

			‘Sorry, but I really haven’t got time to talk to you now.’

			‘I think you do. It went bang, didn’t it?’

			‘Eh … what do you mean?’

			‘Would you like to be my friend?’

			‘Your friend?’

			The man laughed briefly.

			‘Yes? I like you, Jessica. You’re the perfect fit.’

			‘Is that right? Listen, I don’t know who you are, but I haven’t got time for pranks, all right?’

			‘She was the first,’ the man said in a calm voice.

			The first?

			What the hell was this?

			Jessica stopped and looked about her once more. It was chaos now. People were running around, a woman was crying while her husband tried to comfort her. Distant sirens. A lot of them.

			‘Are you there, Jessica?’ the voice continued. ‘Would you like to be my friend? Or would you like me to call someone else?’

			‘Eh, no, I’m here, I am.’

			‘Good. Would you like to be my friend?’

			Two police cars and an ambulance with flashing blue lights and sirens swept past her out on Sørkedalsveien.

			‘Er, yes. Sure. Yes, I would like to be your … friend. How can I help?’

			Fire engines now, sounding their horns as they carved their way through traffic.

			The voice laughed again briefly.

			‘Great, then we have a deal. Thank you, Jessica. That’s it for now.’

			‘Wait,’ Jessica shouted into her phone.

			Her heart was pounding under her jumper.

			Another silence followed.

			‘Yes?’ she heard eventually.

			‘If we’re going to be … friends, I really ought to know who you are, don’t you think?’

			The man laughed briefly.

			‘I can give you a hint.’

			‘OK?’

			Another wave of howling sirens sped past her.

			‘Look in the mirror,’ the voice said calmly.

			‘What? What do you mean?’

			‘Look in the mirror.’

			‘In the mirror?’ Jessica said, puzzled. ‘What’s that supposed to—’

			She never got to finish her sentence.

			The voice on the other end had already gone.

		
	
		
			Chapter 3

			Homicide investigator Holger Munch was sitting on the veranda outside his house wearing beige shorts and a pale-blue Hawaiian shirt and couldn’t remember the last time he had allowed himself a few days off. He leaned back in the deckchair, rested his hands on his pot belly and smiled faintly as he admired the beautifully kept garden. She had green fingers, no doubt about it. The garden at the back of the white house on Røa wasn’t the world’s biggest but she had made it beautiful this year – as she did every year. Marianne, his wife, the love of his life. They had met at sixth-form college and been together ever since. Munch ran a hand over his reddish beard and thought of her fondly. She had put out some breakfast for him with a flower in a vase and a note: Don’t forget Miriam’s performance tonight! Will be back around four, we’ll go there together, OK? Munch stretched out his arms, strangled a small yawn and took a cigarette from the packet on the table next to him. It had been quite a year. Perhaps the most exciting and satisfying in his twenty-year career with the police. A new homicide unit. With its own offices in Mariboesgate 13, far away from the slower pace at Police HQ in the Grønland neighbourhood of Oslo. And who had been picked to head this? Munch smiled again, lit the cigarette and turned his face towards the pale June sun. So far it hadn’t been a great summer in Oslo and Marianne had dropped heavy hints these last few weeks. Why don’t we go abroad this year, Holger? How about the Mediterranean? For a bit of sunshine? He had ignored them for as long as he could, then brushed the idea aside with the same old excuse. His job. He had to be near by. And what was wrong with a holiday cabin in Norway? The one they always went to? He could tell from her face it wasn’t the answer she had been hoping for, but she had stopped asking. She knew him so well. Being crammed like sardines on a package holiday, surrounded by drunks, sitting on overcrowded beaches and eating ‘Norwegian meatballs’ in some noisy restaurant? What was wrong with people? He had been talked into a trip to Gran Canaria once when their daughter, Miriam, was younger and he had hated every second of it. Never again. But the holiday cabin in the middle of nowhere? Not another soul in sight? Now that was his kind of holiday. On the rare occasions he was free.

			Munch took a deep drag on his cigarette and closed his eyes. He still couldn’t get her out of his mind. He had been allowed to organize the new unit as he wished. He had hired the best people and been sure the unit couldn’t get any better when he suddenly got the call. An old colleague who was now the principal of the National Police Academy. I think I’ve found someone for you, Munch. She’s unique. He had been in the middle of a case and reluctant to take time out to meet her. He had hired her only twenty minutes later.

			Mia Krüger.

			The forty-two-year-old homicide investigator was used to people treating him with respect; this young woman, however, had flopped on to a chair across the table, not looking terribly impressed by him.

			Slim. Dressed in black. Dark hair surrounding a pretty face, sparkling bright-blue eyes with a gaze he felt could see right through him.

			Two boys had been found dead in a field with a fox placed between them.

			He had left her sitting in the cafe looking at pictures from the crime scene while he watched her from a distance.

			Twenty-one years old.

			Munch had practically felt a chill down his spine when not long afterwards she had slid the folder back across the table to him as if it had been no challenge at all.

			You’re missing some pictures.

			Munch stroked his beard again, then grunted to himself.

			Well, he hadn’t exactly hired her.

			Because she hadn’t signed her contract yet, had she?

			They had solved the case and he hadn’t seen her since.

			Her twin sister.

			A heroin addict.

			Mia had trawled the city streets at night looking for her; in the end Munch had had to put his foot down.

			You need to sleep, Mia.

			This can’t go on.

			She was finally reunited with her sister and he had been unable to gauge her response the last time he called.

			I’ll think about it.

			Munch stretched his arms up towards the sky again, strangled another yawn then shuffled to the kitchen to make himself a cup of coffee. The note on the table was still there. Miriam’s performance. Absolutely. Of course he would be there. They had worried about their fourteen-year-old daughter’s social life for a while; she spent most of her time alone in her room, didn’t she have any friends? But then this drama group had appeared and now she was hardly ever home. It was very good for her. Munch picked up the note from the table and was about to stick it to the fridge door when his mobile rang.

			He checked the display.

			Anette Goli.

			His right hand and his first hire, he couldn’t imagine what he would have done without the brilliant police lawyer.

			‘Yes, Holger speaking.’

			‘Have you heard?’

			‘Heard what?’

			Goli was clearly stressed and it sounded as if she was on her way somewhere; he heard a car door slam near her.

			‘There has been an explosion on the Metro. Majorstuen station. All units have been called to the scene.’

			‘What?’

			Munch stood as if rooted to the kitchen floor, still holding the note. Marianne and Miriam. Out shopping? Now where had they gone? The city centre? No, Sandvika Shopping Centre. Which lay in the opposite direction.

			Nowhere near.

			‘A bomb,’ Goli continued. ‘A woman wearing a vest. They want us to investigate.’

			‘What? Are we—’

			‘It’s a major incident,’ Goli cut him off. ‘The army, the Police Security Service, the National Security Authority, Oslo Police, everyone has been called up. It’s total chaos down there. The government is holding an emergency meeting, the royal family is being evacuated to a safe place. When can you be at the office?’

			‘A … suicide bomber?’ Munch said; he was already halfway out of the door.

			‘They don’t know for sure. So, are you coming?’

			‘On my way,’ Munch said, snatching the car keys from the hook by the door.

			‘I’ve called everyone,’ Goli went on. ‘Katja is in the Netherlands, I couldn’t get hold of Fredrik, but Ludvig, Anja and that new guy, Larsen, are on their way.’

			‘Good,’ Munch said and then realized he had run outside in his socks.

			Bugger.

			He ran back inside to fetch his shoes and returned to the car.

			‘A woman with a vest – is that all we know?’

			‘Yes, I don’t know any more than that,’ Goli said. ‘Like I said, it’s total chaos. They’re trying to get a clearer picture of the situation. So, are you coming?’

			‘I’m on my way,’ Munch said.

			And stuck the key in the ignition.

		
	
		
			Chapter 4

			Mia Krüger was sitting behind the wheel of her father’s jade-green Jaguar feeling happy for the first time in as long as she could remember. True, she was a little apprehensive, of course – the last few days had been hell – but at least they had been together. Her twin sister whimpering in the big bed in the new flat, drenched in sweat, desperate; she just wanted to get out, but Mia had stopped her in the doorway.

			Please, Sigrid.

			We have to get it out of your system.

			For my sake, yeah?

			It had been a close call, but her sister had reluctantly surrendered. Allowed Mia to usher her back to the bedroom. Fresh bed linen. Curtains closed. A full fridge. No need to go anywhere. Just be inside. Just do this.

			Get the heroin out of her body.

			The first twenty-four hours had been the worst.

			Mia had seen it in films, but never experienced it in real life, this extreme cry from somewhere deep inside as if her sister was no longer human, but an animal, frothing and raging because the body wasn’t getting what it absolutely had to have.

			Drugs.

			The next hit.

			Please, Mia.

			I can’t do this … 

			And there had been moments when she had come close to giving in. The desperation in her sister’s tired eyes. Twins. She could almost feel her sister’s pain in her own body, as if she was the one lying there, howling in bed.

			I can’t do it, Mia.

			It’s no good … 

			Finally she had fallen asleep.

			Soaked in sweat, utterly exhausted.

			Mia had watched over her all night, never left her bed for a second and when her sister finally woke up, she felt slightly better.

			A cold cloth on her forehead.

			A little soup.

			Two days later and she had been well enough to almost joke about it; the soft, beautiful gaze of hers came back – she was her old self once more under the blonde fringe.

			Not bad, Mia, but it’s lacking a bit of flavour, how about adding some spices, have you thought of that?

			Mia Krüger changed gears, stepped on the accelerator and finally managed to overtake a truck that had been sitting in front of them and going at a snail’s pace for far too long. The city was behind them now, only beautiful nature all around them, open countryside, a glittering river winding its way down the sunny hillside. Valdres. That was where she had found the best place. A private rehab facility. Expensive, but money didn’t matter, of course not.

			A quick, secret phone call to her grandmother and then to her father, although she had promised Sigrid not to say anything.

			I need your help.

			Can you lend me some money?

			And do you mind if I borrow the Jaguar for a few days?

			Of course.

			The two girls had been adopted by a childless couple, but Mia had never felt that the family wasn’t her own.

			Her paternal grandmother.

			Her mother.

			Her father.

			Her childhood in the big house by the edge of the Oslofjord, Åsgårdstrand had been a perfect place to grow up. Their mother might have been a little strict, but she meant well, she just wanted her daughters to have a stable home, a good life.

			Sigrid and Mia.

			Mia and Sigrid.

			One dark, the other fair.

			Snow White and Sleeping Beauty.

			You’ll take mine and I’ll have yours?

			A moment she would never forget, in their bedroom upstairs after their confirmation, where each of them had been given a silver bracelet with an anchor, a heart and an initial.

			M on hers.

			S on Sigrid’s.

			So we can belong to each other for ever?

			They had slept in the same bed that night and it had felt that way.

			This is for ever.

			So it had come as a shock to her.

			Yes, they had developed different interests as they grew older. For Sigrid it was horses and handball and friends wherever she turned. Mia had kept more to herself. She preferred being in the garage tinkering with her moped.

			Want to come, Mia?

			Her sister about to head out, a bottle of white wine in her bag.

			No, I can’t be bothered.

			Why not, everyone from our year will be there?

			She had felt it early on, even at that stage.

			That she wasn’t like everybody else.

			She couldn’t put her finger on it, but it was as if she was already done with it, being a teenager – it didn’t really interest her.

			You’re like me, Mia.

			Her grandmother who wasn’t her biological grandmother and yet they were so alike. With a glass of whisky in her hand, chomping on a cigar, laughing at the sky in the back garden, perfectly aware that people regarded her as crazy, but she couldn’t care less.

			‘You see things other people don’t, don’t you, sweetheart?’

			Her beautiful, wise eyes, the warm hand on her cheek.

			Mia Moonbeam.

			Sigrid had been asleep for a while, but woke up as the landscape around them changed again: a village, a petrol station and a small supermarket, a sign indicating they were going the right way.

			‘Where are we?’

			Sigrid stretched towards the ceiling of the car and looked through the window.

			‘Not far to go now.’ Mia smiled, took the exit and drove up the winding road through the valley.

			The Valdres Clinic.

			A four-week treatment programme.

			Far away from people.

			Fresh air.

			Nutritious food.

			Physical activities.

			Sigrid had been sceptical, but she had given in at last.

			I just need to tell Markus first, all right? So he doesn’t worry about me?

			What?

			Have you lost your mind?

			There’s no way I’m letting you out of the house to talk to that waste of space.

			No.

			And you’re not calling him either.

			Forget it.

			Markus Skog.

			Sigrid’s awful boyfriend. Some kind of musician, supposedly, but he was really just a junkie; he was the one who had got her into this mess, he had changed her completely.

			She hated him.

			Mia could feel her knuckles tighten around the steering wheel for a moment, but she controlled herself.

			Be nice now.

			These last few moments before Sigrid’s admission.

			Sigrid shifted a little in her seat, inched closer to her and rested her head carefully on her shoulder as she saw the sign further ahead.

			A large, milky-white building, surrounded by several small red houses. Large trees dotted around, a Norwegian flag flying.

			And then it was time to say goodbye. The therapist who had met them outside had stepped away to give them one last private moment.

			Sigrid glanced furtively down towards the entrance, and she almost looked a little scared now, like a child who worried what the future might hold.

			‘Do you think I can do this?’

			She chewed her lip and blew her fringe aside.

			‘You’ll do really well, Sigrid, I’m so proud of you.’

			‘I don’t know,’ her sister said, picking up her bag from the ground.

			‘Oh, yes, you can do this.’

			Sigrid looked about her briefly, then came closer to her and gave her a big, long hug. She whispered into her ear.

			‘Thank you so much, Mia.’

			‘I’ll pick you up in four weeks, all right?’ Mia whispered back.

			Sigrid flashed a cautious smile and then she was gone.

			Somewhere inside the white building.

			Rehab.

			Mia could feel the tears sting her eyes on her way down the valley; all she wanted to do was turn around and drive back, give her sister another great big hug and never let her go.

			Together for ever.

			She was some distance down the main road before she had to stop and get out of the car for a break.

			A bit of fresh air.

			Damn it.

			Her mobile was ringing somewhere inside the car.

			She let it ring.

			It rang again.

			Mia opened the door and retrieved her mobile from the back seat.

			She cleared her throat and steeled herself before she replied.

			‘Yes, Mia speaking.’

			‘Hello, Mia, it’s Munch.’

			‘Hello, Holger, how are you?’

			He sounded stressed. As if he wasn’t present at all, like his focus was elsewhere, on his surroundings.

			‘There has been a major incident, have you seen the news?’

			The news?

			No.

			She had paid no attention to the world for days.

			‘A bomb went off this morning on the Metro, at Majorstuen station. Every available service has been drafted in, are you able to join us? Where are you?’

			Mia looked about her.

			‘I’m not really sure.’

			‘Are you far away?’

			‘A couple of hours.’

			‘OK. If I text you an address, can you meet me there?’

			‘An address? Where?’

			‘In Smestad. When can you be there? Couple of hours you said?’

			‘Yes … but—’

			‘Good. I’ll see you there, OK?’

			Munch rang off without waiting for her to reply.

			A bomb?

			What the hell?

			Mia Krüger stuck her phone in her pocket, got back behind the wheel and quickly pulled out into the main road.

		
	
		
			Chapter 5

			Jessica Blomqvist ran inside the VG building in Akersgata, got into the lift and hit the button frantically. It had never been the world’s fastest lift, but today it seemed especially slow. It refused to come. The glowing numbers above the doors moved at a snail’s pace. Hurry up, I haven’t got time for this. Jessica was used to being in the eye of the storm, in a world that was pretty much always on fire, an expression favoured by VG’s editor, William Wold. It’s on fire, Jessica. It’s red hot! Whatever the nature of the crisis. And Jessica is first at the scene, right? She had started in the arts section, but quickly moved to national news after writing a series of articles about attacks on refugee centres. She had received a tip-off from a friend who worked in one of them. You wouldn’t believe how many twisted people are out there, Jessica, you’ve no idea. But oh, she did know. The arts section had been a very different environment, obviously, though there had been quite a few twisted people there as well, often celebs looking for attention. Daily phone calls from various PR agencies trying to convince her it was a really big deal that some author had published a book or essential that a TV personality got the chance to tell all about their divorce. How about they come over to take pictures? Conduct an interview?

			No, national news was better. Finally she felt a sense of purpose. Even if her consumption of red wine in the evening had gone up considerably, a protective membrane against all the misery. She was currently working on a story about children in care and Wold had been on her back again, most recently last night. It’s red hot, Jessica, I thought you would have got it done last week?

			That was on hold now, for obvious reasons.

			Her editor’s favourite expression had never seemed more pertinent.

			The entire city had changed in an instant.

			She had run from the scene back to her bicycle.

			Anxious faces, people who would normally hurry past each other in the street, had now stopped to talk.

			What has happened up there?

			Do you know anything?

			Howling sirens everywhere.

			At last the lift pinged and Jessica entered as one of her colleagues came running through the lobby, Annika Jørgensen from the crime section. She had the same gawping expression that Jessica had seen on her way from Majorstuen.

			Annika slipped in just as the doors were closing, pressed the button for the third floor, looked at her with horror and shook her head.

			‘Is it true?’

			‘Is what true?’

			She lowered her voice and looked about her although it was just the two of them in the lift.

			‘He called you?’

			Jessica felt a surge of irritation.

			Wold?

			Had he told people?

			Already?

			No, it was way too early to … 

			Annika could see it in her eyes.

			‘Calm down, it’s not official. Wold wants to assemble a small, confidential team in the war room. You, me, Konrad and Michael. No one must know. That we know something no one else does.’

			She smiled and punched Jessica’s shoulder lightly as the lift finally reached the third floor.

			The war room.

			It was just an ordinary meeting room in the far corner of the editorial office, but Wold loved stuff like that. Drama. She had often thought he would have made an excellent actor. Or a politician, for that matter.

			They had already gathered in there.

			The most important.

			The people who set the agenda, who were in charge in this building.

			Jessica couldn’t help but feel a touch of satisfaction as she entered the large room and the door was closed behind her.

			The attention.

			From everyone.

			‘Jessica,’ William Wold said loudly and practically gave her a hug. ‘Good. Good, good, good. What a morning, this is huge. Tell us everything. Every word. In detail. He called you … and then what happened?’

			Jessica set down her bag on the floor and flopped on to a chair.

			She had a quick look around before she began.

			‘OK, hold on,’ she said, raising her hand. ‘We can’t be sure it was the bomber. We have to consider that—’

			‘It could be some lunatic, we know.’

			Konrad, a grey-haired man in his fifties, the political editor, her superior, just had to open his mouth, of course, but Jessica let it slide. She could see it in his eyes. She had a scoop. And he knew it.

			‘Precisely,’ Jessica said in a measured voice. ‘We need to keep our cool here. I’m a well-known journalist. Anyone could have called me. And, yes, it could be a lunatic looking for attention, just like you said.’

			She looked at Wold, who was standing next to a whiteboard, shifting eagerly from foot to foot.

			‘Yes, yes, absolutely, but he called you right after the explosion, didn’t he?’

			‘Just one minute after.’ Jessica nodded.

			‘Right,’ Wold smiled and pointed to her with the pen in his hand.

			‘Timeline.’

			He wrote quickly across the board.

			‘9.07, was it?’

			Nodding across the room.

			‘OK. 9.07. A bomb explodes in a Metro carriage.’

			He carried on writing.

			‘9.08. The bomber calls Jessica.’

			‘If indeed it was—’ Konrad interjected, but Wold dismissed him with a wave of his hand.

			‘And then, what did he say?’

			All eyes on her again.

			‘He asked me if I wanted to be his friend,’ Jessica said.

			‘OK? Friend? As in … ?’

			Jessica shrugged.

			‘I don’t know. Only that he wanted to contact someone. And that he had picked me.’

			Murmuring across the room now.

			‘Did he say anything about why?’ Wold wanted to know. ‘I mean, why you exactly?’

			Jessica mulled it over for a moment.

			Look in the mirror.

			No, it was too early.

			She decided to keep that to herself.

			Until she had worked out what he meant.

			Look in the mirror?

			She had done so in the lift, stared at her own face.

			What the hell was it supposed to mean?

			Did he look like her?

			Where they related?

			There was restless drumming of fingers against the oval table now because she had yet to respond.

			‘I’ve no idea,’ she said with another shrug. ‘Perhaps I’ve written something he liked.’

			‘Or he has been involved in some of her stories?’ Annika Jørgensen said and looked around.

			‘Good, Annika,’ Wold said, pointing with the pen again. ‘You look into that. Everything Jessica has written in the last, let’s say, three years? Or should we go further back? Five?’

			Konrad nodded.

			‘All right, so everything she has written these past five years. Anyone there? Anyone who stands out?’

			‘Me?’ Annika said, looking at him. ‘Wouldn’t it be better if Jessica herself—’

			‘Jessica has other things to do. Last five years, OK?’

			Annika let out a small sigh, but she nodded.

			‘OK,’ Wold said again. ‘So tell us about your conversation. Word for word. What did he say?’

			‘Well, like I said, he started by saying he wanted us to be friends. I pretty much told him to get lost. But when he said bang, I felt I had to let the guy talk.’

			Wold’s brow furrowed.

			‘That was what he said? Bang?’

			Jessica nodded.

			Wold turned to write it on the whiteboard.

			‘And then … ?’

			‘She was the first,’ Jessica said.

			More mumbling in the room around her now.

			‘What? The first? So there will be others?’

			‘We have to contact the police, don’t we?’ Annika interjected, throwing up her hands.

			The others looked at her.

			‘What?’ Wold said. ‘No, no, it’s far too early. You’re not seriously suggesting we should give this away? This is gold?’

			‘Sure it is, but don’t we have a responsibility to the public here?’ Annika continued, looking around. ‘I mean, it’s an act of terrorism. The whole city is in turmoil, people fear for their lives, extra security measures for the royal family? Doesn’t that tell us something about how serious it is?’

			‘But they’ll find out anyway,’ Jessica said. ‘When we run it.’

			‘Exactly.’ Wold nodded happily. ‘We’ll put it online and the police can come to us.’

			‘Now or later?’ Konrad said, looking at her. ‘Or is now too risky. If it’s just some crackpot, I mean.’

			Wold considered it for a moment; Jessica could practically see the number of clicks counting up behind his eyes.

			‘Let’s think about it for a minute. He was supposed to call you again?’

			‘Yes.’

			He looked at the clock above the door.

			‘We’ll sit on it for a little while, but if he hasn’t called us by, let’s say quarter to eleven, then we run it. Who’s writing the story?’

			‘I guess I’ll be—’ Jessica began.

			‘No, no, you’re staying here. Annika.’

			‘What? Me? Again?’

			She looked around irritably.

			‘Yes, you. Write an article and get a photographer to come here to take some pictures of Jessica. No, wait, we ought to take some up by the scene, don’t you think?’

			He tapped the pen against his chin.

			‘No, OK, forget it. We’ll do it here. Make sure to get the VG logo in the shot.’

			Annika sighed, picked up her things and headed for the door.

			‘And one more thing. Tell the news desk to run the headline past me this time. I’ll want to approve it. Write the article, take a picture of Jessica and run the headline by me, understood?’

			‘Sure, sure,’ Annika muttered and left the room.

			‘Right. Good,’ Wold carried on enthusiastically. ‘Any other news by the way? Do we know who she is? The woman with the bomb?’

			The head of the crime section, Michael Linden, a man with a well-trimmed beard and slim metal glasses, flicked through a notepad in front of him and spoke.

			‘According to my sources at Police HQ, they know who she is.’

			‘Oh, yes?’ Wold said eagerly. ‘So who is she?’

			Linden shook his head wearily.

			‘I couldn’t get a name out of them.’

			‘How frustrating.’ Wold sighed.

			‘I know,’ Linden said. ‘That place normally leaks like a sieve, but not today. My contact seemed almost scared. Said he had never seen the like. Everyone has been gagged, it would appear.’

			‘OK,’ Wold said and tapped the pen against his chin again. ‘If they know who she is, they’re probably on their way to her home, unless they’re already there. Check the scanners, OK? Find out what they’re doing, where they’re going. We need to be first with this story. A bomb vest on the Oslo Metro on a Saturday morning? She wasn’t …’

			He made a gesture towards his face.

			‘No,’ Konrad said, shaking his head. ‘According to the witnesses we’ve talked to she wasn’t of foreign origin, if that’s what you mean. Apparently she was a white woman. Early forties. Wearing … now what did they say?’

			He glanced quickly down at his notepad.

			‘A skirt and a blazer. And pumps. As if she was going to work. An accountant or something like that.’

			Wold opened his mouth and was about to say something when Jessica’s mobile on the table suddenly started to ring.

			The room fell completely silent.

			Everyone stared at her.

			Jessica looked about her.

			‘No caller ID. Should I answer it?’

			Wold looked as if he wanted to tear out his own hair.

			‘Duh, yes!’

			Jessica picked up the mobile, stepped out into the corridor and closed the door behind her.

			She took a deep breath.

			And then she pressed the green button.

			‘Jessica speaking.’

			There was laughter on the other end.

			The same deep, hoarse voice.

			‘Hello, Jessica, are we still friends?’

			Jessica glanced through the windows of the meeting room and nodded.

			It’s him.

			She walked further down the corridor.

			‘We’re still friends, of course we are. Listen, I’ve taken a look in the mirror and I—’

			The man interrupted her.

			‘No. Not now, Jessica. We can do that later. I don’t have all the time in the world. They’ve already started to look. The chance of them finding me is small, but you can’t be too careful, isn’t that what they say?’

			The voice laughed a little.

			‘So I have to take precautions. Are you recording me?’

			Jessica chewed her lip for a moment.

			‘No.’

			‘Are you sure?’

			‘Yes.’

			‘OK, I believe you. But it won’t be long, will it? And it won’t be up to you to decide, am I right?’

			Wold stuck his head out of the door further down the corridor, but Jessica waved him away.

			‘Yes, you probably are,’ Jessica said. ‘We’ll have to contact the police soon, I don’t know what you’ll do … ?’

			He laughed briefly again.

			‘It’s fine. I’m calling from Uganda.’

			‘Uganda? But—’

			‘Or Nepal. Or Sinsenkrysset. You never can tell these days, can you?’

			There was a scraping sound in the background now.

			Jessica listened, she tried frantically to form an image of what she was hearing, but then the sound disappeared.

			‘So a short, simple message, that’s all. The bomb that went off on our dear T2000 today, was mine. And, as I’ve told you already, it was the first one. The next one will follow soon. Exactly twenty-four hours after the first one. 9.07. Tomorrow morning. Understood? Did you get that?’

			What the … 

			OK, Jessica.

			Breathe.

			It felt as if someone had suddenly turned up the heating in the building; she could feel the sweat running down her back under her top.

			‘Yes,’ Jessica said as calmly as she could manage. ‘But there’s just one thing – can you tell me more about, well, where it’ll be?’

			‘Nice try, Jessica. You’re a clever girl. I’m glad I picked you. Twenty-four hours, OK?’

			‘Wait, I just want—’

			But his voice was gone again.

			No.

			Jessica Blomqvist stood there shaking for a moment before she steeled herself and ran as fast as she could down the corridor, back into the big meeting room.

		
	
		
			Chapter 6

			The address Munch had given her was that of a red house in a residential area opposite Vestre Gravlund. An attractive, quiet street with lush trees and tall, green hedges. She imagined happy people lived here. Families with plenty of money, just the right proximity to the city centre, child friendly, swings and trampolines. A boy with a skateboard had stopped by one of the drives and was staring at the many police cars across the street. Mia had been listening to the radio on her drive back to the city. Extra news broadcasts on all stations. Grave voices. Total confusion. No one could say for sure what was happening. People had been asked to stay at home. Mia parked the Jaguar and walked the last stretch down towards the house where she was stopped by a uniformed police officer, who raised the palm of his hand to her.

			‘I’m sorry, but I’m going to need you to step away.’

			Only a few months ago she had still been a cadet at the National Police Academy, determined to be the first woman to meet the tough entrance requirements for the police force’s tactical unit.

			Delta.

			She had trained hard the whole winter.

			Read up on the entrance requirements.

			Seriously, was that all they were asking?

			No worries.

			Easy.

			She had been the only woman to attend the information meeting, the others who had turned up were all men, almost twice her size, and many had glanced at her surreptitiously, tittered and whispered, but it had only made her even more determined.

			She was going to do this.

			But then she had turned up.

			The secretary.

			The principal wants to see you.

			Now?

			Yes, right away.

			Mia had left the auditorium reluctantly, convinced she was about to get another reprimand.

			She had fallen asleep during several lessons after nights spent in the city looking for Sigrid, but the principal hadn’t been cross at all, more like a proud rooster, strutting around his office, his hands behind his back and a big smile across his face.

			A test.

			Developed by UCLA.

			Photographs from a crime scene.

			What do you see?

			Her scores had been through the roof.

			No one had ever come close.

			OK, whatever.

			So what?

			She was going to join Delta.

			A few hours later she had sat down in front of him at a cafe in town.

			Holger Munch.

			He was heading a new homicide unit.

			And he had persuaded her.

			No, the photographs had persuaded her.

			Two dead boys, one of them naked.

			She couldn’t explain it, but it was almost as if they had been talking to her.

			‘Please,’ the police officer said again. ‘I’m afraid I’m going to have to ask you—’

			‘Is Munch here?’

			‘Eh?’

			‘Holger Munch, is he here?’

			She could see men and women in coveralls now, out on the veranda, in the garage that belonged to the house, milling around the garden.

			‘Please tell him Mia Krüger is here.’

			The young officer frowned and was about to say something when Munch appeared from behind a corner of the house and hurried across the gravel towards her.

			‘Mia, there you are. She’s with us.’

			He nodded to the officer and raised the police tape for her.

			‘Didn’t you bring your warrant card?’

			Munch was wearing old, faded beige shorts and a light-blue shirt with a pattern of palm trees.

			‘No. I left it behind at the office. Because I didn’t know if I, well, you know.’

			Munch offered her a brief smile behind the reddish beard.

			‘If you wanted to carry on? Working with me?’

			‘Something like that, yes.’

			‘I won’t let you get away that easily. Your gun. Is that at the office as well?’

			‘Yes.’

			‘You’ll need it. The commissioner has issued orders for us to be armed.’

			Mia nodded and followed him towards the entrance as one of the people clad in white appeared on the doorstep and pulled down his face mask.

			‘We’re done, over to you.’

			‘Did you find anything?’

			The man shook his head.

			‘No explosives or any signs that the bomb was made here. She must have done it somewhere else. The house is all yours, it’s safe for you to enter.’

			The man flung out an arm and took a step to the side.

			‘Thank you, Roger, make sure no one disturbs us, will you?’

			Munch walked in front of her inside the house then closed the door behind them.

			‘So?’ Mia said once they were inside the hallway.

			‘Maria Simonsen,’ Munch said. ‘Aged forty-one, a lawyer, a partner at the law firm Wiik, Aalborg, Simonsen.’

			He pulled out two pairs of the blue latex gloves he kept in his pocket and handed her a pair.

			‘Didn’t turn up for work yesterday. Last seen by a friend of hers at the gym Thursday evening.’

			Mia put on the gloves and walked softly into the living room.

			‘And we’re one hundred per cent sure it was her?’

			‘Yes,’ Munch said, following her.

			‘How?’ Mia was curious to know.

			‘The train had CCTV. A partner from the law firm had reported her missing. And one of the passengers who survived recognized her. A neighbour who lives down the street here.’

			Who survived.

			The grave voices on the radio.

			The number of fatalities had yet to be released.

			But more than fifty people had been injured and several were critical.

			Mia looked around.

			Maria Simonsen.

			A lawyer.

			She had money, that was obvious. And good taste. The house was elegantly furnished. Tidy. The living room could have featured in an interior-design magazine. A low, beige sofa in front of an oval glass coffee table. A pink orchid. A cream-coloured bookcase with a slightly futuristic look, not many books, more magazines. A large, gaudy painting covered most of one wall.

			‘That wasn’t cheap,’ Mia said.

			‘What’s not?’ Munch said.

			‘The painting. It’s an original Bjarne Melgaard.’

			He gave her an odd look.

			‘My mother is into art,’ Mia said and walked across to the pile of magazines on the bookcase.

			Your Money.

			Fortune.

			Vanity Fair.

			Maxim.

			Yoga Life.

			‘What are we really doing here?’ she said, turning to him.

			‘Good question,’ Munch said, running his hand over his hair. ‘We’re looking for something that will …’

			‘… that will tell us why a lawyer who was interested in money, fashion, fitness and interior design, one day decides to put on a suicide vest and get on the Metro on a Saturday morning?’

			‘Something like that,’ Munch mumbled.

			Mia left the living room and entered the kitchen.

			The same story.

			Tidy.

			Ordered.

			Total control.

			The kitchen counter was clean.

			Japanese kitchen knives lined up over a white sink that looked as if it was hardly ever used.

			Mia opened the fridge. Here, too, everything had a place of its own, it was nothing like her flat where the fridge was either pretty much empty or so full of old leftovers that she dreaded opening it. Unless Sigrid was staying with her.

			‘Found anything?’ Munch said, popping his head round the door.

			‘Not that I know what we’re looking for, but no,’ Mia said and was about to return to the living room when something caught her eye.

			How odd.

			‘Munch, come in here for a sec.’

			‘What is it?’

			She pointed to some objects on the kitchen table that looked as if they were on display.

			A troll with the word NORWAY painted on its base.

			A figurine: a lynx with a yellow ear.

			A book: The American Civil War.

			‘Yes?’ Munch said with a light shrug.

			‘Don’t you see it?’ Mia said eagerly.

			‘What? No?’

			She picked up the small troll from the table.

			‘Do you see anything else that looks like it? It’s a cheap little wooden figure. The kind of tat tourists buy. It doesn’t belong here.’

			‘Sure, sure, but …’

			She carefully returned the troll and pointed to the book.

			‘And she doesn’t really read books, does she? Did you see any on the bookcase? The American Civil War? That doesn’t belong to her. Someone left it here. For us.’

			‘What?’ Munch said with a frown. ‘Do you think so?’

			‘I don’t think so,’ Mia said, her eyes on the small display on the table in front of them. ‘I’m one hundred per cent sure.’

		
	
		
			Chapter 7

			Fredrik Riis had never ever been so hungover in all of his twenty-seven years. He was struggling to stay upright as he hauled his trembling body down the pavement towards Mariboesgate 13. What a nightmare. And then today, of all days? The young homicide investigator hardly ever drank now; he might enjoy the occasional glass of red wine, but this much? No, never. Feeling nauseous, he stopped outside a 7-Eleven for a few deep breaths. He found one of the painkillers he had stuffed into his shirt pocket as he left the flat and washed it down with the last gulp in his water bottle. What had got into him? And the after party? He couldn’t remember when he had last stayed on for one of those. Brief memories of the taxi ride up to somewhere in Sagene. A tiny, crammed flat. People dancing on the table and on the sofa. Missy Elliott. Get your freak on. He had woken up still in his clothes, his tongue sticking to the roof of his mouth and the song still going round his head. He found another painkiller in his pocket as he stumbled on towards the office building. It was seriously unprofessional. The first day in years that he had woken up in such a wretched state was the day Goli had called him to say Hi, your weekend has just been cancelled, it’s all hands on deck now.

			An explosion on the Metro?

			He had crawled into the living room and watched the breaking news on TV, shocked. The incident felt unreal. Thick black smoke, twisted metal, flashing lights across crying faces. The cameras refrained from zooming in, of course, out of consideration for the poor people who just happened to have been in the same carriage. Dear God. It could have been him, couldn’t it? His aunt lived up there, in Østerås, the only member of his family he really cared about, he visited her as often as he could and had caught the Metro there many times.

			Fredrik stopped again and took in his own reflection in a window. He couldn’t see very much, but at least he was wearing a suit. Sod it. There was nothing he had wanted to do less, but there was no way out. Once a year. Celebrate his father’s birthday in his parents’ enormous house on Bygdøy by the fjord. He had gone straight to a bar afterwards. Downed one beer and two Fernet-Brancas. He had left home when he was seventeen. No, that was untrue – he had been told to move out. Never mind, it was ultimately a relief. It hadn’t exactly been a loving home. Not two normal people who loved their child. The whole thing had been a performance. But, of course, the son had to be there. At the big birthday party. It would have looked strange otherwise. If he hadn’t been there, all the upper-class friends they spent their time with would start to ask questions. The scandal some years ago had been bad enough. They had hushed it up as best they could, of course, thrown money at one of the city’s best lawyers to make it go away, but it was still lurking under the surface, wasn’t it? His father was a leading plastic surgeon with clinics in Stockholm, Copenhagen and Oslo. Fredrik didn’t know the details, but something had gone wrong. So, yes, appearances must be kept up and it was important that the son played his part. He had stuck it out for as long as he had to, right up until his mother had signalled that yes, he could leave now, mission accomplished.

			And then.

			Straight to the nearest bar.

			He had lost count towards the end, didn’t really know the order in which the evening had unfolded or why he had ultimately ended up where he did.

			He felt truly awful.

			He took another deep breath, put on his work face and pushed open the door as a man his own age came jogging down the pavement towards him. Stocky. Bald. He looked like a bulldog. Fredrik’s first thought was that if this had been school, he would have made sure to stay as far away from this guy as possible during breaks. He stepped aside to let the man enter, but the man stopped in front of him and smiled.

			‘Hi, you’re Posh Guy, aren’t you?’

			The bulldog stuck out his hand.

			‘Jon Larsen, also known as Curry. I’m new to the team. What a day to start, eh?’

			The bald young man grinned and punched Fredrik’s shoulder lightly.

			‘Fredrik Riis,’ Fredrik said, still trying to suppress his nausea.

			‘Oh, I know. You’re the guy who fell for that prank down at Police HQ, aren’t you? When someone told you the dress code was suits?’

			He laughed, then walked in front of Fredrik through the doors and pressed the button for the lift to take them to the third floor.

			‘Hilarious. I heard your shoes creaked like hell.’

			‘Yes … it was side-splitting.’ Fredrik cleared his throat and followed the man into the lift.

			The Posh Guy.

			Sadly this was a true story.

			However, he had decided to roll with it.

			Deprive them of their victory.

			Every single day afterwards he had turned up wearing a suit and the same Italian shoes until the joke wore thin.

			Except for his nickname, evidently that was still funny.

			‘Have you heard anything else?’

			The bulldog practically bounced in front of him down the corridor, he was bursting with energy, a constant grin on his face, his arms going in all directions and he never stopped talking.

			‘No, but I expect we’ll get some news now.’ Fredrik nodded with great care.

			‘How exciting. I can’t wait.’

			Fredrik was desperate to nip to the loo, splash some water on his face and check that every limb was still where it was supposed to be, since it didn’t feel like it, but there was no time – the others were waiting. He followed the bulldog into the incident room and took a chair at the back.

			‘OK, everyone, welcome.’

			Munch was already standing by the large screen with the projector turned on. He had been caught on the hop like everyone else, it would appear, as he was dressed in summer clothes and his hair and beard were a mess. Fredrik took a quick look around the room and felt a small smile form at the corners of his mouth when he saw that she was there.

			Mia Krüger.

			They had worked together on a case a few months ago and he had fallen for her hook, line and sinker – no, not in that way, it was just, well, he had never met anyone like her before.

			Sparkling blue eyes, a gaze that suggested she knew what you were going to say long before you opened your mouth. Slim and agile, and yet still strong somehow. Wearing dark clothes. Always. Today a black T-shirt, tight black jeans and black trainers. A rucksack on her back as if she was merely passing through, as if she didn’t care where she was. Straight dark hair framing a face without any make-up, her hair was cut as if she had simply taken a pair of scissors and snipped bits off at random.

			I don’t care.
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