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One

Warm air rushed at Jess, blowing her hair into her face along with a smattering of grit picked up from the platform floor. Blinking, she spat out strands of her blonde bob and wiped at her eyes with the back of her hand as an echoing screech confirmed the tube’s arrival.

Thank God.

It had been an evening.

A small bolt of guilt shot through her at that thought, as she stood to one side to let the trickle of disembarking passengers hurry on their way. She boarded the front carriage, having slunk toward the end of the platform, away from the small waiting group that huddled in the middle. It was nearing midnight, the last tube home, and there were only a few other passengers waiting, but still, Jess wanted quiet – a solace usually guaranteed in an end carriage. She sank onto the thin cushioned seat and pulled her phone out of her trench coat pocket, while the doors beeped their alarm that they would soon close. She stared at it and considered messaging Liv, who’d been working tonight and not been able to join the drinks catch-up Jess had just endured. There was that bolt of guilt again. Maybe she was being too hard on Nicole. No one else from work had bothered to try and catch up with her since she’d left the Met last year. Even Liv, her one time best friend, had seemed to forget about her lately as she’d got wrapped up in her new job in the Modern Slavery and Kidnap Unit. Jess was happy for her, of course, but she missed their chatter, their banter. Their banter, often about Nicole. The train began to move, barrelling into the gaping dark, and Jess tapped on her WhatsApp chat with Liv, their last messages sent a week ago – Liv saying she couldn’t make the drinks but ‘good luck!’ with a winking emoji. Their liberal use of emojis, Jess knew from her eldest daughter, aged them as the millennials they were.

She typed out a string of messages and hit send.

Nicole was very Nicole tonight [image: Face with Tears of Joy Emoji.]

Will fill you in next time.

Hope work’s OK!

Jess slipped her phone back in her pocket, trusting the messages to deliver whenever her phone bothered to connect to the patchy Wi-Fi at one of the next stations, and she gazed around the carriage. She didn’t feel like music or a podcast tonight. Instead, she wanted to self-flagellate and replay the evening over and over, wondering if Nicole was right. That she looked ‘sooo much like a mum now!’ whatever that meant. Or that ‘God, you would never tell you used to be a DI!’

Was that true? Had Jess lost so much of her old self?

Nicole had stayed put in their old command, her brash and no-shits-given personality blending in seamlessly with the boys’ club. So much so she would innocently blink her big blue eyes in the face of Liv and Jess’s complaints about the unbearable misogyny, as if she had no idea what they were talking about. Nicole had faced it all too, of course, but she’d dealt with it by becoming one of the lads, Gillian Flynn’s infamous ‘cool girl’. Liv had channelled her rage into a transfer and promotion.

And Jess … well, Jess had quit.

She shook herself out of it by pulling her phone back out of her pocket and looking at the lit-up home screen. The reminder of what she’d left to do. Two little girls, nine and four, with gap-toothed grins and their father’s penetratingly deep dark brown eyes. They stood either side of a tan Staffordshire Bull Terrier, her panting grin pulled as wide as her human siblings. Jess smiled to herself. It had been worth it. They were worth it. This last year of being by their side for every school drop-off and pick-up, every weekend activity, long leisurely walks with Honey in the middle of the day. It had made up for her previous neglect in the face of a demanding job with an unreliable shift pattern.

She put her phone away again, satisfied with her life choices.

But, as she recommenced her gaze around the carriage, she felt a familiar tug. A tug she’d tried to ignore as it had begun creeping in over the last six months, the honeymoon glow of unemployment starting to wane. The tug of, if she was truly honest, boredom.

An older man in a suit sitting opposite her shifted uncomfortably, and Jess realized she’d been staring right at him, wrapped up in her own thoughts. She smiled a quick apology and turned away, embarrassed. No one wanted to be trapped on a late-night tube with a weirdo staring at them. He had olive skin and thinning grey hair, and from the bags dragging down his eyes and loosened tie at his throat, she could tell he was only just leaving work. Jess recognized the look of a long day and a late night, and the prospect of, most likely, an early start in a few short hours’ time. His brow was damp, and he tugged the knot of his tie lower, stretching out his neck trying to get some non-existent breeze. It was stuffy, and Jess rolled her shoulders in her trench coat, feeling damp patches beginning in the armpits of her Reformation dress she’d got second-hand off an app. Nicole’s words came back to her, and Jess bristled again. She did not look soooo much like a mum.

She had a tattoo, for Christ’s sake.

She turned her attention away from the businessman and caught sight of a teenaged couple huddled up at the end of her bank of seats, pressed against the curved glass divider before the doors. The boy was white and had a smattering of pink spots along his jawline, his light brown hair worn in curtains, which apparently had come back into fashion at some point. The girl was black, her hair in long braids twisted with bright pink extensions, and she wore platform trainers and flared Lycra trousers – another look Jess had apparently missed coming back on trend. A soft tug of emotion pulled at her somewhere, and she wondered how long it would be before her girls were canoodling with boys on the tube.

Canoodling.

God, maybe she really was soooo like a mum.

Leaving the teenage couple to it, intermittently kissing and giggling at their whispered jokes, Jess looked down the other end of the carriage where there was only one other person. A white man on the middle bank of old-fashioned benches that faced into each other, so close together that at rush hour you had to twist your knees at elaborate angles to stop them intimately rubbing up against the person opposite you. He was spread out across a whole bench, leant back with his legs stretched at a wide angle taking up the entire space. Even though this last tube of the night was not busy, Jess had a feeling this man would sit like that even if a troop of elderly nuns boarded and required seats. His face was pink, and he was scowling into a can of Carling. Jess thought about calling out that didn’t he know you couldn’t drink on the tube anymore, the DI still somewhere inside a stickler for the rules of law and order. But Jess was just a mum now, and she didn’t have the energy to get into a slanging match over a can of lager.

The tube pulled to a stop at the next station, Oxford Circus, and a yammering group of what looked like students spilled on. They ignored the seats to stand by the doors, their breathy cadence reliving the apparently exciting events from the evening.

‘Did you see that pig’s face when Dale shouted at him to go back to the farm?’ A girl with thick black curly hair and pale brown skin laughed to her friend, and Jess noticed they were carrying placards. She gave an internal sympathetic tribute to the poor uniforms who’d been put on protest duty. Twisting her head, she tried to catch sight of one of their signs, wondering what the protest had been about. But the group kept moving and contorting around each other, cackling new memories and stories of their night.

Another woman caught Jess’s eye as she tried to sate her curiosity about the protest, who – there was no other word for it – strutted through the group to claim a seat on one of the benches near the Carling drinker. She was achingly cool with the kind of long and lean figure the body positivity movement said was no longer the ideal, but Jess’s warped noughties upbringing still told her to long for. Her hair was a beautiful deep chocolate, faded artistically into bright blonde ends, her face perfectly made up with strong brows and red lips. She was probably only a few years older than the students, Jess considered, but the way she carried herself, with that oversized vintage-looking leather jacket, heavy gold jewellery and nineties-style jeans hung from her hips, made her seem older. She took out her phone and began taking a selection of selfies, her face perfectly framed against the empty tobacco-stained colouring of the Bakerloo train behind her.

A beeping filled the carriage again, indicating the doors were about to close and, just in time, a final woman jumped through before stumbling sideways on her heeled boots.

‘Whoops!’ she announced loudly to her fellow passengers and pulled herself upright on the rail, her two distinctive yellow Selfridges bags clattering against the glass divider. She seemed to consider the old-fashioned benches for a moment, before tottering with a drunk-looking smile toward Jess’s bank of seats, and falling into one a couple over from the tired businessman.

She was wearing a mid-thigh long sleeved black dress that was tailored so well Jess knew it must be designer. She gave Jess a small grin as they accidentally caught each other’s gaze, and then flung her long, red hair over one shoulder while she twisted in her seat to root around in the taupe leather Celine tote that had got half caught behind her when she’d sat down. A wallet, crumpled box of tampons, Bobbi Brown compact and accompanying brush were all laid on her lap before finally, digging down into the very bottom of the bag, she retrieved her phone. Jess smiled to herself, thinking this woman had clearly had a good night, to have her phone so forgotten in the depths of her bag. Jess’s own phone had been face up on the table next to the wine cooler for the duration of her evening out. Ostensibly to keep an eye on if there was an emergency at home, but Jess knew the girls and Alex would be fine. He’d been their primary carer for most of their lives, he was better equipped to handle them than she was. Really, she’d been praying for an early out, or maybe another message of support from Liv. It had been a long time since Jess had had a night so full of fun and laughter her phone had had a chance to get forgotten and buried.

As if reading Jess’s mind, the red-headed woman held the bottom of her phone to her mouth and began recording a poorly whispered voice note. The words had the rasp of effort of trying to keep her voice down, but the volume was not quite as well regulated. Jess smiled to herself.

‘Sorry, babe,’ the woman half hissed, ‘missed your calls. I’ve had a couple of martinis,’ she paused and snickered guiltily to herself and the soon-to-be recipient of her message, ‘I know I shouldn’t, but a few won’t hurt, and I’ve been soooo good lately. Ohbytheway,’ the words spilled out in a manic, drunken rush, ‘I got a present for Sascha and Dan’s wedding, Selfridges cookshop had a sale so I got them a Le Creuset set. Anyway, on the tube now, won’t be long, I know you’re up early tomorrow, so I’ll be super quiet when I get in – love youuuu.’ She elongated the last word with a satisfied flourish and sent the memo. She flashed another guilty-seeming grin in Jess’s direction and began repacking her bag.

The group of protesters dominated the carriage with their continued chatter, speaking over each other and breaking off into side jokes and barks of laugher. The tired businessman had carefully balanced his elbow on top of the useless vertical armrest and slumped his face into his hand, eyes fluttering as if threatening to close. The teenage couple could have been entirely alone on a desert island for all the interest they paid their fellow passengers.

The train slowed in readiness for another stop and, as the doors beeped open, a loud scream rang through the train.




Two

Jess’s head shot up, her neck twinging with the shock of the movement, only to see the teenage couple wheezing with laughter as the girl held out her phone, filming her boyfriend shriek dramatically, before swinging it around to take in the shocked looks of their fellow passengers. Jess felt her heartbeat start to settle in her chest, the adrenaline having taken her by surprise, and she averted her gaze from the teenager’s phone. Was that allowed? Could you randomly film strangers these days? Jess considered that she’d never heard of a law that said you couldn’t. She looked up, checking where they were. Regent’s Park. One more and then she’d change at Baker Street for the Jubilee line to take her northbound and home.

At first, it seemed like the whole crowd of students had disembarked, some throwing patronizingly dirty looks at the teenagers and rolling their eyes as they pushed out the door, laughing as their placards got in the way, tripping each other over. But when the doors pulled closed again, Jess noticed one of them had remained, hanging back and waving goodbye with a slightly put-out expression. Wherever the friends were going on to, the girl with thick curly hair couldn’t, and was already feeling left out. Now the group had filtered out, Jess could read the slogan on the girl’s sign, which she had stood up in front of her as she cast about for a seat. Yes, All Men was written in black marker, ink stripes visible from where the thick letters had been coloured in. The girl was also wearing a black T-shirt with I’m Not Asking For It, printed in clear white text. Jess remembered a rape case she’d worked years ago, back when she’d been a DC. The diligence and hours she’d put into building a rock-solid evidence file, only for the jury to find the guy innocent after the defence had played endless videos and photos of the victim drunkenly dancing with her attacker in the hours before the assault.

Good for these students, Jess thought. Sometimes, despite everything she’d seen in her years on the job, she did have some hope for the world her daughters would inherit.

The loan protester glanced toward the emptiest bank of seats, where the pink-faced Carling drinker was scowling at her sign, mouth slung ever so slightly open as if he had something to say about it. And from the expression on his face, the makings of a snarl in his scrunched-up nose, Jess didn’t think his commentary was likely to be positive. The student met his gaze with a defiant expression, but still chose to sit in the more crowded bank of seats occupied by Jess.

The girl plonked herself down two seats away, on the end of the row so there was space for her placard, and opposite the still mirthful teenagers. The train continued its short journey to Baker Street, the canopy of curved brick flashing by, only briefly illuminated by the tube’s lights.

Jess had just got to her feet, grabbing at the rail above her head, to go and wait by the doors, when suddenly she was rocked sideways. She swung inelegantly backward as her feet attempted, but failed, to keep balance, and fell across a couple of, thankfully vacant, seats.

The tube had stopped abruptly, and Jess rolled her eyes, her bum smarting where she’d banged her tailbone. So close, she thought as she straightened up in the seat, waiting for the train to start again.

Instead, the tinny sound of the tube’s intercom buzzed to life and Jess heard the muffled start to the driver’s announcement. Instinctively, she turned her head toward the closed door to his cabin – as if she felt it polite to direct her attention to the man behind the wall.

‘I’m sorry, folks,’ the voice said with practised ease, although Jess thought she could hear a note of frustration in the driver’s tone, ‘we seem to have come to an unscheduled stop. I’m not quite sure what’s going on, but if you’ll bear with me, I’ll get us some information and hopefully back on our way again as soon as—’

The announcement cut off at exactly the same time as the lights, an ear-splitting screech replacing the driver’s professional tone.

The entire carriage was plunged into black.

‘What the—’ Jess jerked her head around, waiting for her eyes to adjust to the impenetrable dark, for the screeching to stop. But they were thirty metres underground, the weight of London pressing down on them – there was no light to adjust to, and the sound bore into her ear canal, drilling its way into her brain.

Jess didn’t panic. Not at first. She felt a pulse of frustration, hoping they’d be in the light and the quiet, and on their way again soon.

The panic took her over slowly. Seconds felt like they dragged into minutes, minutes into hours. Logic told her it could not have been long since they’d stopped, a few moments at most, but without her senses the entire night felt like it was burning away.

And the realization that she might be trapped in this dark screeching tube for God knew how long built inside her until, finally, she let dread take hold.




Three

Jess’s eyes were watering from the sound, hands pressed so tightly to her ears she thought she might crush her skull. Pure, instinctive, chemical, panic surged through her – nerve endings on high alert as her senses were rendered useless. Time became meaningless, and her only notion of it passing was the feeling of her heartbeat racking through her chest. So, when the screech stopped, as suddenly as it had started, she couldn’t have said whether she’d been cowed over in that position for ten seconds or ten minutes. Even with the sound stopped, a ringing in her ears took its place, and Jess wondered if she’d ever hear silence again.

She uncurled herself from where she’d been hunched over her knees and blinked into the multicoloured spots moving across the darkness. It seemed to take her fellow passengers as long as her to recombobulate themselves, but after a few minutes, torchlights from phones lit up patches of the carriage and tentative, scared questions broke through the ringing in her ears.

‘Chloe, babe, you OK?’ She heard the gentle question from the direction of the teenagers, a phone torchlight lighting them up from below so their faces were cast in deep, dramatic shadows. The girl nodded silently to her boyfriend, wide-eyed and blinking, and nuzzled into his armpit, her body language stiff and scared. He seemed moderately calmer, but only in a way that made Jess think it was because he thought he had to be. He glanced around the carriage over Chloe’s head and caught Jess’s eye, as she followed everyone’s suit and pulled out her own phone – holding the torchlight up high so it illuminated a larger portion of the seating bank. She gave him a reassuring look, imagining her own girls trapped down here.

‘Are you two OK?’ she asked, and the boy seemed visibly relieved to have an adult take charge of their well-being.

But still, his answer came with the bravado of wanting to impress his girlfriend. ‘Yeah, we’re fine,’ he said, ‘just a shock, in’t it?’

Jess nodded in agreement.

‘Are you all right?’ A deeper voice spoke from the other side of that bank of seats, in the direction Jess thought the older businessman had been in. For a moment she thought he was talking to her, and she was about to reassure him, when she realized his phone’s light was aimed in the direction of the protester, who had slumped across the vacant seat next to her with her arms over her head. Jess moved her beam in the same direction as the girl unfurled herself, visibly shell-shocked, but nodding.

‘What the fucking hell is going on?’ A louder, deeper voice came closer, and from the edge of her beam Jess saw it belonged to the staggering Carling drinker, his shadow elongated threateningly across the carriage behind him.

‘Obviously none of us know that,’ the businessman said with an audibly forced steady tone, not allowing himself to be riled by the Carling drinker’s hostility. His worry seemed to still be focused on the student, and he got to his feet and approached her, sitting down on the seat next over but one. ‘Are you sure you’re all right?’ he asked softly. ‘You don’t look it.’

‘Yeah,’ the student replied, not sounding convinced of her own response, her eyes flicking up to the imposing figure of the Carling drinker a foot away. ‘I’m, I’m fine. I get migraines, I thought that was one coming on.’ She shook her head as if trying to clear it. ‘It’s taken me a minute to realize it wasn’t just in my own head.’

‘Of course it’s not just in your own head,’ the Carling drinker snapped. ‘The whole world doesn’t fucking revolve around you.’

‘All right,’ Jess said, slipping back into the tone of her old profession with an ease she’d thought had abandoned her. Authoritative, calming. ‘Let’s not make snipes at each other, that’s not going to make any of this any easier.’

‘Exactly.’ This voice came from the direction of the red-headed martini drinker. She too was directing her beam toward the Carling drinker, so her face was shadowed behind it, but Jess saw her direct a conciliatory nod in Jess’s direction.

‘Is …’ Another voice now joined the group from the direction of the old-fashioned benches. ‘Is this normal?’ She had an American accent, and she came to stand next to the Carling drinker, one hip leant coolly against the pole. ‘For the subway, I mean?’

‘No,’ Jess sighed, raising her eyebrows and closing her eyes as she exhaled slowly. ‘Well, it’s not happened to me before.’ She looked around at her fellow passengers, all now gathered around the final bank of seats in front of the driver’s cabin, illuminated in patchy white light and deep, contrasting shadows from the positions of the various phones.

‘It’ll be a glitch,’ the businessman said confidently, with a reassuring smile to the student whose colour seemed to be coming back. ‘We’ll be on our way soon. These lines are old, these things happen sometimes.’

Jess liked his confidence and didn’t want to worry if it was misplaced or not. She tipped her head back on her neck and tried to steady her breathing, feeling the rising humidity of the train build around her. She shrugged off her coat as she recognized the film of sweat that had sprung up all over her body.

‘I hope you’re right,’ the redhead said, ‘it’s boiling down here, I don’t much like the idea of being trapped for too long.’

‘Why haven’t we heard anything from the driver?’ the teenage boy asked, one hand motioning in the darkened direction of the driver’s cabin.

‘I think that sound’ – Jess gestured above her – ‘was a glitch in the intercom. He might be trying to figure out what’s going on.’

‘Hope he does it soon,’ the teenage girl said.

And as if she’d summoned it into being, the darkness flitted away as a buzzing yellow light filled the strip bulbs. But it was dull and low, as if it didn’t quite have the energy to burn as bright as its potential.

‘Ah,’ the American said with a smile, ‘there we go. All sorted.’

But to Jess it didn’t seem like it was all sorted. The lights weren’t as bright as they should be, and the train wasn’t showing any signs or sounds of starting to move again. She caught sight of the businessman, who was frowning.

‘That’s the emergency lights,’ he said, now seeming deeply worried.

The Carling drinker grunted loudly in frustration and staggered toward the door, pounding on it with his fist in frustration. Jess got to her feet, her hands held up in front of her, that authoritative, calm demeanour shrouding her again like the familiar old hoodie that reminded her of her brief success on a local under-18s football team.

‘All right, let’s not get agitated,’ she said. ‘I’ll go and ask the driver what’s going on, and if he has any updates for us, OK?’

No one said anything outright, but she was greeted by a chorus of accepting mumbles.

She walked the couple of metres toward the driver’s door, and as she raised her hand to knock on it, she noticed that the latch was out, holding the door ever so slightly open against its frame.

‘Um, excuse me,’ she said, pulling it toward her and sticking her head around the opening, ‘sorry, but we were just wondering if you had any information?’

Jess frowned, and pulled the door a little wider, stepping over the threshold and into the small cab.

The cab was totally empty.




Four

Jess contemplated what an empty cab could mean, and a wild theory began to develop, the driver abandoning them during the blackout. But why? As she considered this more, she couldn’t help but stare ahead out of the wide windows that took over the front of the train. She’d never seen a tube tunnel like this before, from the point of view of the driver. The endless dark, the imposing curved bricks that seemed to be in constant motion falling in on themselves like one of those infinity spiral optical illusions. The tunnel was mostly pitch black. The rails in front, and the walls around were only dimly illuminated from the dull emergency lights that had seeped so half-heartedly through the train. As for the rest of it, she could have been staring out of the International Space Station into deepest space. The hairs stood up on the back of her arm.

She didn’t like that thought.

With great effort, she pulled herself back to where she was, which was not floating aimlessly through space. She was at home, in London. She was just stuck beneath it for a little bit, that was all. Perhaps this last year had made her soft after all – she’d spent her years on the beat dealing with far scarier things. Jess exhaled slowly, still wrapped up in the void of the tube tunnel, and closed her eyes for a moment to centre herself.

She took in the driver’s console, an old-fashioned lever at its centre, and her eyes took a moment to recognize what she was looking at, as unexpected as it was. There seemed to be blood splattered across it. She leant forward and looked closer at the window too, seeing that there were dark spots of red also hiding against the blackness on the other side.

Her eyes continued downwards, and then her heart stopped and felt like it would never start again. Directly underneath the driver’s console, on his side, curled around the base of his seat – Jess found the driver.

His neck was exposed above his navy uniform vest, but it was not the same colour of pale white skin as his unmoving face. Instead, it was drenched in scarlet, still spilling from a mess of wounds that had been pounded into the right hand side of his neck. Jess allowed herself a moment to understand that she was looking at a series of stab wounds, and then instinct began to move her body. She bent low toward him and, knowing already it was useless, pressed two fingers against his wrist. But there was no pulse. Of course there wasn’t.

She stayed over the driver for a moment longer, her fingers still pushing into his lifeless wrist. She closed her eyes and breathed in slowly through her nose, taking in the scent of the dead man’s stale sweat and blood. She tried to settle her thoughts, which were careering around her head, questions laced with panic darting through her synapses. A sudden urge told her to let the panic rule, to run out of there screaming to her fellow passengers that someone had been murdered. To flee down the train away from the body and hole up in another carriage and forget about what she’d found. But Jess knew, as she released her grip on the driver’s wrist, that she could never leave a scene like this be.

Straightening up and feeling oddly foolish to be doing this in a button-up blue midi dress, she assessed the driver’s console again. There was an old style phone to the right of the console, its wire cut through. There were only a few other bits of equipment that had exposed wires, and all of these had been cut through too. But the entire console was dark – even the controls Jess was sure would not have been powered by the cut wires. So, if the tube was down anyway – why bother cutting the wires?
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Jess scrutinized the vandalized console for a moment longer. But then she remembered the screeching, and how it had stopped as suddenly as it started. For a blissful moment she forgot the dead man at her feet and concluded that the driver must have cut them to stop the noise.

And then stabbed himself in the neck?

The voice that had asked the acerbic question had not been her own. It had been Nicole’s. And Nicole was right, Jess wasn’t a DI anymore. She was just a mum now. It wasn’t her job to find out what happened to this poor man – and why, the old DI in her raised her finger again. Jess forced it back down. But, while that might not be her remit anymore, she could at least keep everyone calm and keep the murder scene clear until the proper authorities did show up. Which surely would not be too long now. The control centre would have a notification of a tube stuck in a tunnel, and the transport police would be on their way to see what was going on if they couldn’t get through to the driver. These systems were monitored – the passengers wouldn’t be left to their own devices down here for too long.

Giving a nod of respect to the fallen driver as she backed out of his cabin, Jess returned to the carriage proper.

‘Well,’ the redhead asked at once, urgency splayed across her features, ‘what did he say?’

Jess didn’t answer but closed the door properly behind her, waiting to hear the latch click into place. ‘Give me a minute,’ she said, and strode down toward the opposite end of the carriage, through the group of perplexed-looking passengers.

The Carling drinker had returned to his seat and opened another can from his stash in a polythene bag on the bench opposite him, and Jess weighed up what would make the situation worse – allowing him to keep drinking or trying to get him to stop. Sweat patches were now sticking Jess’s cotton dress to her armpits and underneath her bra strap as she made her way to the connecting door to the next carriage. They were on one of the old stock of train that only barrelled underneath London on the Bakerloo line. It was all seventies brown, with seventies mechanics to match; these doors operated with only a simple latch to pass through, half the window lowered by the silver catches on either side. Through the open window she peered into the next carriage along and found that it was entirely empty. Jess’s mind flashed to the platform at Piccadilly Circus when she’d boarded. Most people had huddled around the centre, immediately where they’d been spat out onto the platform from the escalators, and only a few people, like her, had assumed it would be quietest in the very end carriage.

She turned around from the interconnecting door, the smell of burning rubber in her nostrils coming through the open window, and thought as she walked back. There wasn’t enough time for someone to have made their way down two whole carriages during the blackout, into the driver’s cabin, kill him and then leave the same way again. Although time had seemed to stretch and knot around itself as she’d been sitting with her hands over her ears in the pitch black, when she’d finally pulled her phone out again it had told her only about five minutes had passed by.

Which meant, she concluded with a sinking in her stomach, one of the group of people she was now approaching at the other end of the carriage was a killer.

‘What did the driver say?’ the redhead asked again, this time having got to her feet to demonstrate her sense of urgency with the question.

‘Yeah, what’s going on?’ The student looked up from her seat with wide, innocent eyes.

Jess passed through them again and came to a stop with her back to the driver’s door, protecting what she had now fully come to understand was a crime scene.

‘Look,’ she said with a slight exhale. ‘I need everyone to try and stay as calm as possible, given the circumstances.’ She took in all of their faces, everyone’s skin having taken on a slightly greenish tint from the weak emergency lights. ‘There is nothing for us to immediately worry about,’ she lied. ‘The driver is’ – she paused and plucked a neutral-sounding word from her DI-life vocabulary – ‘incapacitated at the moment.’

‘What does that mean?’ the businessman asked gruffly, also getting to his feet.

‘It means he’s incapacitated,’ she repeated, and gave the businessman a meaningful look. She hoped that everyone, except presumably the culprit, would interpret it half correctly – that the driver was dead – but not assume that he’d been murdered and that any of them might also be in danger. She wanted to convey the idea of perhaps a tragic heart attack.

‘Is that why the tube stopped?’ the teenage girl, Chloe, asked, sitting forward now, away from her boyfriend’s embrace.

Jess didn’t quite know what to say to that. She couldn’t conceive of this murder being anything other than premeditated. But – how the hell does someone take down a whole train?




Saul

The woman with the bob seemed to have put herself in charge, despite, evidently, not knowing anything about the situation at hand. She looked flummoxed in the face of the teenage girl’s question about why the tube had stopped so dramatically, and Saul almost felt sorry for her. Almost. But she had taken it upon herself to take control of this situation.

Saul shifted uncomfortably in his suit and shrugged off his jacket, the heat seeming to rise even more now they were stationary. Logically, he knew, that was impossible, it was only the psychological effect of feeling like he was stuck. Although, it wasn’t only a feeling. He really was stuck.

And Saul knew something that none of the other passengers did – that they would be stuck there for a good long while. This thought comforted him a little, knowing the length of time that stretched out into the distance before him could allow him to prepare himself, to mentally make the reserves he needed to get through the night. It was how he imagined marathon runners embarked on their race. Not that Saul had ever completed the distance himself, although he had watched the London Marathon a couple of times with his son perched on his shoulders years ago, cheering on the people who had undertaken the mammoth task.

But Saul was not going to tell anyone what he knew.

They did not need to know quite yet that the emergency lights were powered by a backup power station in Greenwich. And that, if that had been activated, they were not going anywhere any time soon.

Especially with an incapacitated driver.

He looked more closely at the woman standing outside the driver’s cab, and scrutinized her expression carefully. She seemed calm enough – but worry certainly bled its way through the cracks in her composure. Saul knew she was hiding something from the rest of the passengers.

The truth about what lay past the door behind her.

But Saul was hiding something from the passengers too. Presumably for the same ends. To avert a panic. The last thing Saul needed tonight was a frenzied rampage of people trying to get off the carriage.

No, better to let this woman, whoever she was, take control. She seemed, so far, intent on keeping calm and keeping everyone in place. And that was good, that was what Saul wanted.

Taking stock of his marathon preparation, Saul looked down at his illuminated phone and screwed his mouth to one side, analysing the narrow yellow bar left on the battery icon, telling him he had just 8 per cent left. That would not last long. Saul’s gaze floated up to the dull emergency lights. They wouldn’t last forever either. At some point the blackness would come again. Dark and impenetrable, laying a cloak of invisibility over them all. Saul would not be taken off guard by that. His phone might not last long enough to light the way, but Saul was always prepared. He had another option. One Nicky had handed him with a proud, gleeful smile one Father’s Day morning. Saul couldn’t remember which Father’s Day, but he knew it must be over five years ago. He sighed to himself as he considered the passed time – the wasted time. Half a decade without even so much as a Father’s Day card. Had he really messed it up so badly?

Well, he was making up for it now. He hoped at least.

Saul patted his pocket, looking for one of the last Father’s Day presents his son had ever got him. His mind was fuzzy from the stress that had wound itself so tightly around this week – all of it leading up to tonight, apparently. His mouth was dry, and heat and tiredness stung his eyes as he tried to remember where he’d put it.

It was not in his trouser pockets.

He bent over to where he’d slung his jacket on the back of the seat next to him but felt nothing in those pockets either. Frowning now, panicking slightly, he leant forward and unzipped his leather laptop bag, checking every pocket with shaking, sweaty hands. But he couldn’t find it.

There was no cool feel of chunky metal, no distinctive flash of Swiss Army red. His penknife, top of the line complete with an LED torch, was not in his possession.

He looked up slowly to catch the eye of their appointed leader, watching him curiously as he’d rummaged so desperately through his bag.

Shit, he thought to himself. Where the hell did I leave it?




Six

‘I-I don’t know,’ Jess answered Chloe’s earnest question honestly, blinking away from the businessman who had suddenly seemed to need to find something so urgently in his bag. ‘Look, I don’t want anyone to panic. I’m a detective.’ She’d debated whether to say this or not. Her job title usually brought calm to innocent people – and panic to the guilty. And the last thing she wanted was for them to be trapped underground with a panicked killer. But she also wanted to establish her authority, to keep the crime scene clear for forensics, and to keep everyone on board and calm for when the transport police arrived. ‘But what I do know is that the best thing is for us all to stay calm, stay in our seats and wait for the authorities to arrive.’

‘Aren’t you the authorities?’ the Carling drinker shouted over to her mockingly. Apparently, he’d been listening despite having made a show of trying not to.

‘I’m not on duty, but I do know how these things go. And you need to just trust me that the best thing to do is wait for the authorities.’

The Carling drinker rolled his eyes scornfully and shook his head, but he didn’t say anything. Instead, he tipped his head back and drained the last of his can down his throat. Everyone else seemed to hover for a moment, as if not quite sure what to do, but eventually, the businessman sat back in his seat, and the others seemed to follow suit and relax a little. Generally, in Jess’s experience, most people were happy for someone else to take charge and tell them what to do during difficult times. The redhead also sat back down, folding one expensive-looking leather knee-high boot over the other. The only person who remained standing was the American, who was still leaning against the divider at the end of their bank of seats, her thumb scrolling her phone screen up and down.

‘There’s no service down here,’ she said with frustration, wiggling the screen with even more vigour, as if that might somehow connect her to the outside world.

‘You’re’ – the teenage girl sat even more forward in her seat now, her tone timid – ‘you’re Jenna Pace aren’t you?’

The American looked up from her phone toward the teenager and gave a small smile. ‘Yeah,’ she said, sounding almost rueful at having to admit it.

‘I followed you,’ the teenager said, sitting back with a satisfied smile. No more information was exchanged, and Jess waited patiently for some kind of further questioning from fan to idol, but no more was shared. Perhaps that was how it was with influencers, which it now seemed so obvious to Jess that this American was. They weren’t quite celebrities, not quite worthy of full fawning, just enough to let them know you’re one of their cohort who pays their bills with your likes. Jess wondered what kind of influencer this Jenna was. Probably fashion, she concluded from looking at her.

Jess plucked the fabric of her dress away from her again and used the back of her hand to wipe the sweat from her hairline. How long had passed now? How late home would she be? She thought of Alex and the girls, all tucked up in bed by now.

‘I won’t wait up for you,’ he’d laughed as she’d bent low to kiss him goodbye where he was sitting on the carpet getting a glittery purple manicure from their eldest. ‘Have fuuun!’ She’d laughed and groaned exaggeratedly, though really, she’d been excited to be heading into London on a Friday night for drinks – even if they were with Nicole. The only greeting she’d get when she got back home tonight would be the soft padding of Honey’s paws on the wooden floorboards as she came to greet the returning wanderer, tail wagging the whole of her bum, no matter what time it was. She checked her phone again and realized that almost twenty minutes had passed now since the screeching had first stopped. Where the hell were the transport police?

She was not the only person concerned by how long this was taking it seemed; the redhead was glancing agitatedly at her phone, jerking her head around the carriage and allowing her breath to be become shallow – on the verge of hyperventilating.

‘Hey
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