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  Saint Pancras is the patron saint of children, and is invoked against perjury and false witness.


  —Anonymous


  In the first moment of waking, he had no idea who he was.


  He floated, his mind rising slowly from the dim pool of sleep. The hard ridge of his own knuckles pressed against his cheekbone—he realized he was lying on his side. When he moved his hand, he felt the scrape of stubble. Experimentally, he ran his tongue around his mouth, then swallowed against the fuzziness and the sour aftertaste of beer.


  Sound began to filter in, little bursts like old radio static. Was it girls’ voices? For a moment he thought it was his daughters, giggling with their friends. Was he home? But no, there was urgency in this conversation, not laughter. People were arguing. There was a female voice, then a male. He shifted, feeling his sleeping bag slither against his skin, then the press of the hard boards of the old wooden floor beneath him.


  Not at home, then. Not in his own bed, beside his wife.


  Awareness flooded in. He was in the flat in the Caledonian Road. The smell of frying chicken rose from the takeaway on the ground floor, making his already queasy stomach turn over.


  He realized that the hand under his face was icy. The flat was cold.


  The voices grew louder, nearer. He picked out Matthew, arrogant, impatient, impassioned. Then Paul, protesting, but sullen with it, beginning to whine.


  He would talk to them. Together he and Wren could make them see sense.


  Wren. Oh, God.


  Memory returned, and with it despair so crushing it took his breath away. Wren was gone.


  Now he knew who he was and exactly where he was. He didn’t think he could bear it.


  And then he remembered what he had to do that day.


  London was miserably cold for mid-March. There were a few hardy crocuses showing their heads in the parks and private gardens, but hard frost had nipped the daffodils and turned the early blossoms on the fruit trees crystalline.


  Detective Superintendent Duncan Kincaid walked to Southhampton Row from Holborn tube station, his coat collar turned up, neck swaddled in a wool scarf, gloved hands shoved deep in his overcoat pockets. The sky was as dark as gunmetal, and when he turned east into Theobald’s Road, a blast of wind almost pushed him off his feet. Lowering his head, he trudged on. The weather boffins said the wind was blowing from the Siberian steppes—he wondered if he should consider one of those Russian hats with the earflaps. At least he now understood why the Russians wore the silly-looking things.


  He quickened his pace as the concrete bulk of Holborn Police Station came into view. Although its architectural design might have come straight from the Gulag, it at least promised warmth.


  Holborn station. His home away from home for more than two weeks now, yet he still felt as displaced as he had on his first awkward day. And as angry.


  Returning to Scotland Yard from paternity leave in mid-February, he’d found his office empty. He’d been transferred from his longtime job as head of a homicide liaison team at the Yard to an area major-incident team based here in Holborn. It was a demotion, although he had kept his rank. There had been no warning and no explanation.


  His immediate superior, Chief Superintendent Denis Childs, had been called out of the country on a family emergency. That had added a second worry atop the first, as Kincaid and his family had been letting Childs’s sister Liz’s home in Notting Hill while her husband worked a five-year contract in Singapore.


  Kincaid had come to like Liz Davies, although they had communicated only via e-mail. He hoped that the out-of-the-country emergency didn’t include her.


  With Kincaid’s transfer to Holborn, Doug Cullen, Kincaid’s detective sergeant, had been moved into a data-entry job at the Yard, ostensibly to accommodate his recovery from a broken ankle. Now Kincaid faced adjusting to a new job without Cullen’s capable, nerdy presence.


  Losing a good detective sergeant—a partner with whom you spent more hours than you did with your spouse—ranked, in his opinion, close to divorce on the scale of life disruptions, and there’d been no compensating honeymoon with his new team.


  As if conjured up by his thoughts, he glimpsed his new detective constable, George Sweeney, trotting down the steps of the LA Fitness gym across the street from the police station. Fresh from his morning workout, Sweeney wore a three-piece suit that was too expensive for a constable’s salary, and no overcoat. His short hair was still damp and trendily spiked, his cheeks red from his healthy exertion.


  “Morning, Guv’nor,” Sweeney said, overly hearty, as they both reached the station entrance. “You look like death warmed over,” he added, squinting at Kincaid. “A little too much partying?” Sweeney added with a wink and what came much too close to a nudge. By God, the man was irritating.


  “Sick child,” Kincaid said shortly. Their three-year-old foster daughter, Charlotte, had a bad cough, and he and Gemma had taken turns to sit up with her.


  “Oh, well.” Sweeney shrugged. “That means the day can only get better, right, Guv?”


  Kincaid felt a sting on his cheek, and then another. The lowering sky had begun to spit sleet.


  “I’m not wearing a bloody cardigan,” said Andy Monahan.


  His face was set in the mulish expression Detective Sergeant Melody Talbot had come to recognize in the less than two months they’d been a couple. It had taken all her powers of persuasion to get him into the trendy clothing shop in Soho.


  As Andy studied himself in the mirror, she crossed her fingers behind her back. At least he hadn’t taken it off. He lifted a lapel, his lip curling in distaste. “I look like somebody’s granddad. All I need is a regimental tie.”


  In his late twenties, with rumpled blond hair, dark blue eyes, and a face that might be thought pretty if not for its intensity, Andy looked like a rock star girls would swoon over. “You roll up the sleeves, and wear it with a white T-shirt and Levi’s,” Melody insisted. “And you certainly don’t look like my granddad.”


  He refused the flirtatious bait. “I’ll look like Liberace’s granddad. The damned thing is baby blue.”


  “No rhinestones, though,” she said, grinning. “And it brings out the color of your eyes. Besides,” Melody added, going in for the kill, “you can’t possibly let Poppy outdo you. Trust me.”


  Andy gave her an assessing glance. “You’re the woman who wears Super Detective suits to work. I should trust your fashion advice?” But his mouth had relaxed and there was a hint of a twinkle in his blue eyes. “If I buy it, will you come to the gig?”


  “I’ll be there. I promised I’d come.” The gig in question was late that afternoon in the main concourse at St. Pancras International, part of a March festival featuring hot indie pop and rock bands. There would be live radio coverage and a throng of rush-hour commuters. It was a mark of the meteoric success of Andy and his new partner, Poppy Jones, that they were headlining the festival.


  Melody knew he was nervous. There were hints that a scout from a major recording label might attend.


  “Up front? By the stage?” Andy asked, the cardigan momentarily forgotten.


  This was not an argument Melody wanted to have. Not here. Not now. Melody’s insistence that she not be seen publicly as Andy’s girlfriend had become the biggest point of dissension in their relationship.


  She had weight on her side. Both Andy’s manager, Tam Moran, and Poppy’s manager, Caleb Hart, wanted to make the most of the duo’s onstage chemistry, and they did not see their guitarist’s romance with a female detective sergeant in the Metropolitan Police as a marketing plus.


  Nor did Melody think her bosses on the job would be thrilled.


  But it went deeper. Since childhood she’d been obsessive about her privacy, for good reason. Only a few of her closest friends knew that Melody’s father owned one of the most successful—and most sensational—national tabloids. If that connection became public, it would mean career suicide for her. Not to mention that she had not told Andy. She was going to have to come clean with him—but not today.


  “Not that I’ll have any trouble seeing you from the back in that.” She gave the sleeve of the cardigan a playful pinch, trying to deflect a row. “Maybe Poppy could be persuaded to color coordinate with a few blue streaks in her hair.”


  Andy rolled his eyes. “Don’t even suggest it.” Poppy was already a flower child gone wild without any encouragement.


  “Well, come on, then. Are you going to be brave?”


  He eyed her speculatively. “Will I get a reward?”


  “There’s always afters.” She gave the sleeve of the cardigan a deliberate caress.


  The shop assistant, who’d been eyeing Andy with interest, gave a little tsk of disgust.


  “Sorry, mate.” Melody winked at the clerk as she slipped the cardigan off Andy’s shoulders. “No joy for you. But at least you made a sale.”


  Detective Inspector Gemma James stared at the report on the computer screen in South London Station’s CID room and tried to resist putting her head down on the desk. The hum of voices, the clatter of keyboards, the ringing of phones were all fading into a soporific buzz.


  Last night had been the first time Charlotte had been ill since she had come to live with them the previous autumn, and Gemma suspected she and Kincaid had both overreacted to an ordinary childhood cough.


  Now she was counting the minutes until she could justify a midafternoon coffee. She stretched, blinked, and tried to refocus on the screen.


  Gemma and her colleagues on the South London murder squad suspected a man of having abducted, raped, and murdered a twelve-year-old girl named Mercy Johnson. It was the team’s most pressing case. So far, however, they had nothing concrete enough for a search warrant, much less an arrest.


  Dillon Underwood was white, middle class, and manipulatively charming, while Mercy had been working class and black. Gemma and her team feared that Underwood’s slick plausibility would help his defense, hence the hours spent going over files for something that might give them enough ammunition to at least search his flat and get a DNA profile.


  Gemma’s detective sergeant, Melody Talbot, had spent the afternoon reinterviewing Underwood’s colleagues in hopes of finding a snippet of information they might have missed.


  Nor would Melody be coming back to the police station—she’d told Gemma she meant to go on to St. Pancras International, where her guitarist boyfriend was playing a concert.


  The thought made Gemma smile. Her tidy, precise, impeccably dressed detective sergeant with a slightly scruffy rock guitarist.


  She glanced back to the computer screen and the details of their suspect’s life. Twenty-two-year-old Dillon Underwood worked in a local electronics store as a shop assistant and was apparently quite successful at it. Especially, according to the other employees, with female customers. Mercy Johnson had visited the store numerous times in the weeks before her death, daydreaming over the computers, one of which she hoped to talk her single mother into buying for her thirteenth birthday. But they had no footage on the store cameras of Mercy being served by Dillon, only the word of her best friends. Again, circumstantial, and the testimony of two twelve-year-old girls could easily be discredited by the defense.


  On the night of Mercy’s disappearance, Underwood had witnesses placing him at a busy club in Brixton Road, although it was the sort of place where it would be easy to lose a friend in the throng for an hour or two.


  Mercy’s body had been found two days later by a dog walker in the scrub on Clapham Common. Underwood had no car, so if he left the club for long enough to meet and kill Mercy, he had done so on foot. And he would have had to agree to meet Mercy on the common.


  When the mobile on Gemma’s desk vibrated, she grabbed it, hoping it was Duncan. She’d been worried about him since he’d started the new job at Holborn. Not that she hadn’t expected it to be an adjustment, but it had been weeks and the situation didn’t seem to be improving.


  But the call was from Kit, her fourteen-year-old stepson, and when she glanced at the time she saw that it was late enough for the children to be out of school.


  Fumbling the phone to her ear, she said, “Hi, love. Is everything all right?”


  But it wasn’t Kit. Her six-year-old son Toby’s voice rang so loudly in her ear that she jerked the phone away.


  “Mummy, Mummy. Kit let me use his phone. We found a cat. In the garden. With babies!”


  “Babies? Where? What garden?” she asked fuzzily, still trying to switch gears.


  “Kittens!” Toby was emphatic. “But they’re really little. Like, like pigs.”


  “Pigs?” Gemma asked. Then she heard Kit’s voice in the background, obviously correcting Toby. “Toby, lovey,” she said, “let me speak to Kit.”


  There was the sound of fumbling and Kit came on the line. “Gemma.” Her heart sank. When Kit was relaxed or teasing, he called her Mum.


  “What’s this about a cat in the garden?” She glanced out the window of the CID room at the leaden sky. The temperature was hovering near freezing and she knew the wind was icy.


  “You know the shed?”


  Their house in Notting Hill backed onto a communal garden, and a small shed in the garden’s center housed the grounds-keeping equipment.


  “We were out with the dogs,” Kit went on, “and they heard something.” Tess was Kit’s rescued terrier; Geordie, Gemma’s blue roan cocker spaniel. Good hunting instincts, both. “When we got the door open—”


  “What about the gardener’s lock?” Gemma broke in.


  There was a pause, then Kit said, “I used a hammer. We heard crying. We thought it might be a baby or something.”


  Gemma let it go for the moment. “And?”


  “There was a pile of sacking. I made Toby hold the dogs outside. There was a cat in a sort of nest. With four kittens. Gemma, she’s so thin. And the kittens are so tiny. I’m afraid they’ll die.”


  “But, Kit, she’s not our cat. Maybe she belongs to one of the neighbors—”


  “She’s starving, Gemma. She can barely lift her head. We have to do something.”


  Kittens. Oh, heavens. “Okay, Kit, wait a minute,” Gemma said, trying to collect herself. “You can’t just move her into the house, not with Sid and the dogs, even if she’d let you.” She bit her lip, thinking. “Bryony,” she said. “Call Bryony.”


  Bryony Poole was their vet, the very one who had talked her into adopting Geordie. “Bryony will know what to do.”


  “Will you be home soon?”


  She heard the slight quaver in Kit’s voice. He tried so hard to be grown-up, but he couldn’t bear anything to be helpless or hurt, or worse, abandoned.


  “Yes, love,” she said. “I’ll be home as soon as I can.”


  Nothing Paul Cole did was ever good enough according to his parents. Nor according to his teachers when he’d been at school. And now, not according to anyone in the group. Not according to Matthew, who thought he was God’s gift to the entire world.


  And especially not according to Ariel.


  She hadn’t believed he’d go through with things today, but he was going to prove her wrong.


  He shifted his backpack, feeling the sweat break out under his arms even though it was frigging bloody freezing in the upper concourse of St. Pancras International. He stood near the top of the escalators at the north end of the concourse, so that he had a good view of the length of both upper and lower levels. Moving to the glass guard wall, he looked down at the thickening rush-hour crowd. People were pushing and shoving, intent on getting their shopping and making their commuter connections. They were like scurrying rats, never looking up, oblivious to the glory of the sky-blue station vault.


  Nor did they care anything about the trains. Beyond Searcys, the yuppie champagne bar that straddled the center of the upper concourse, two sleek yellow Eurostar trains bound for Paris idled on their platforms. The bespoke-suited men and women sipping their after-work bubbly had no clue as to how incredible these trains were or what it took to keep them running. They took everything in their overindulged lives for granted. Well, they might not be quite so complacent when they went to their beds this night.


  Paul drew his eyes from the trains and checked his watch, then scanned the lower concourse again. The others should be here soon. Directly below Searcys, he could see musicians setting up for a concert. It was the first act of the station’s March music festival. That was one of the reasons they’d chosen this particular day—the crowd gathering to watch the band would concentrate more people in a small area, and the press coverage of the band would be an added bonus.


  A slight girl with spiky ginger hair knelt and lifted a bass guitar from a case, while a blond bloke fiddled with an amp. Passersby were starting to stop and watch. Showtime.


  Then he saw the group, coming in from the direction of the tube station at the far end of the concourse. Matthew, unmistakable with his height and loping stride, even with a watch cap pulled over his dark curly hair. Cam. Iris. Trish. Lee. And Dean, pulling the flat suitcase that held their placards, ready to be assembled. They wouldn’t have much time.


  He searched for Ariel but didn’t see her with the rest of the group. But she would be there somewhere, he was certain. As would Ryan.


  Paul frowned. There was something about Ryan Marsh that had never seemed quite right. And after what had happened with Wren, there’d been a look in his eyes that frightened Paul. Not that he could blame Ryan, God, no. He felt sick just thinking about it. But still, sometimes Ryan made him uneasy. He’d tried to talk to Matthew about it, but Matthew had blown him off, just like Matthew had blown him off that morning. Bloody Matthew always knew bloody best. Except maybe this time he didn’t.


  The big station clock over the sculpture of “the lovers” ticked round to five thirty. The musicians played a few sound-check bars on their instruments. The crowd in the center of the lower concourse seemed to move and swell like a living thing. The group had separated and wandered into adjacent shops, not wanting to be noticed until the band was in full swing and media cameras were rolling.


  Then, after a last tuning of their instruments, the ginger-haired girl spoke into the mic, and the guitarist hit the first bar.


  Showtime, indeed.


  Heart thudding in his throat, Paul shifted his backpack to one shoulder and stepped to the top of the escalator.


  Melody took the tube straight from Brixton to King’s Cross/St. Pancras. There was no way she could have crossed London at rush hour in her car and got to the station in time for Andy and Poppy’s concert. Even so, when “person under a train” came over the speaker as the train pulled into Oxford Circus, she felt a moment of panic. She hated being stuck on the tube. When a second announcement advised all passengers on the Central line to reroute, she breathed a sigh of relief.


  The accident wasn’t on her line. There was nothing she could do, and she couldn’t help feeling relieved that the mess wasn’t on her watch. She’d dealt with a jumper once, when she was still in uniform, and there weren’t many things worse.


  She shivered at the memory, in spite of the bodies packed against her in the back of the train car. But she was determined not to let work interfere with her enjoyment of Andy’s moment in the limelight—the first of many, she felt sure. And she couldn’t wait to see if he had actually worn the blue cardigan.


  Seeing her smile, the middle-aged woman squashed beside her smiled back. Nodding, Melody took the small contact as a good omen. Most Londoners weren’t too bad, given half a chance. And bless London Transport—they did their best to keep things running.


  But when the train idled far longer than normal at Warren Street, then again at Euston, Melody’s anxiety rose. Andy would be crushed if she didn’t make it. She’d almost decided to get out at Euston and walk the rest of the way when the train doors closed and the train moved out of the station.


  When the train pulled into King’s Cross, Melody was first out the doors. She sprinted for the Underground ticket barrier, then started for the St. Pancras concourse at a jog. Good thing she’d worn boots that day because of the cold, she thought, rather than her work heels and one of the suits Andy loved to tease her about. Warm and red-cheeked by the time she entered the south end of the station, she stopped a moment to catch her breath.


  The music came to her faintly, in intermittent bursts, but she recognized it instantly. Before she met Andy, she’d have been hard-pressed to tell a guitar from a banjo, but now she would know the distinctive sound of Andy’s guitar anywhere. And there, on another wave of sound, was Poppy’s unique, rich vocal, with Andy singing harmony.


  If she stood at the back, perhaps Andy wouldn’t notice how late she’d been.


  As she came into the concourse proper, she glimpsed, beyond the glass elevator, the crowd gathered round the small temporary stage. Moving closer, she saw the duo clearly—Poppy, in a floaty white top over a short flowered skirt and her usual tights and boots; Andy, resplendent in the sky-blue cardigan, the light glinting from his tousled fair hair and his brilliant red guitar.


  Andy hadn’t seen her. He and Poppy were into a new song now, both of them playing and singing, their focus intense. Melody felt the same thrill of excitement she’d had the very first time she’d heard them perform. They had something electric together, Andy and Poppy, the whole bigger than the parts, and Melody could feel the energy move through the gathered crowd.


  Under the edge of the café arcade to her left, she saw Tam and Caleb, Andy and Poppy’s respective managers. They were standing, holding their coffees and watching the stage intently, grinning from ear to ear.


  Then something else caught her eye. On her right, near the Marks & Spencer food shop, half a dozen protesters raised placards in unison. As they were facing away from her, she couldn’t read the signs, but the group looked harmless enough. Still, she didn’t want anything spoiling Andy and Poppy’s moment. Looking round, she saw a female uniformed British Transport Police officer walking towards them, radio in hand.


  Good. The last thing she wanted was to have to act in an official capacity here. She turned back to the stage as Andy and Poppy’s voices rose to a crescendo in the last verse of the song.


  She’d raised her hands, ready to applaud, when she heard a whoosh, then a high, keening wail. Voices rose in frantic screams as Melody whirled round.


  She jerked back instinctively, gasping. There, in the open space where the arcade led out to the western taxi rank, burned a ball of fire as bright as a flaring match. And in its center was a human form.
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  St. Pancras Old Church is a Church of England parish church in Somers Town, central London. It is dedicated to the Roman martyr Saint Pancras, and is believed by many to be one of the oldest sites of Christian worship in England.


  —Wikipedia, St. Pancras Old Church


  Blinded by the flare of light, Melody instinctively threw her arm up to protect her eyes. Then, even as she was blinking and trying to focus, her training kicked in. She yanked her phone from her coat pocket and punched the preprogrammed direct number to Emergency Services Control. The 999 lines would be lighting up like Christmas trees and she couldn’t afford to be put on hold. When the dispatcher answered, Melody shouted to make herself heard over the rising clamor in the concourse. “Detective Sergeant Melody Talbot. Emergency. St. Pancras International. Main concourse. A man on fire—possibly a bomb.” The music shuddered to a stop and suddenly she could hear herself shouting. “All services on the doub—”


  Then, before her eyes, the figure inside the ball of fire collapsed. A wave of hot, chemical smell singed her nose. She realized that the screams weren’t only from panic—there were other people on fire, batting frantically at themselves. “Make that multiple victims,” she said to Control. “All services. Hurry.”


  “Stay on the line, Sergeant,” said the female dispatcher. “You’ll need to keep us updat—”


  “I’ve got to help. Look, I’ll put you on speaker.” Before the dispatcher could argue, she dropped the phone back in her pocket and fumbled her warrant card out, holding it aloft. Looking round, she couldn’t spot the British Transport Police officer she’d glimpsed earlier. She was on her own.


  The screams grew louder. Smoke began to billow through the concourse. Andy and Poppy were still on the makeshift stage and Andy’s voice reverberated over the sound system. “What the—”


  “Andy,” she shouted, and saw him searching the crowd for her. She waved her arms, then cupped her hands into a megaphone to make herself heard over the chaos. “Andy! Use the mic. Tell everybody to get out. Then go!”


  She saw the relief on his face as he spotted her; then he hesitated. “But you—”


  Melody shook her head. “Do it! Get everyone out.”


  Moving on, she heard Andy an instant later, shouting into the mic, “Get out! Everybody evacuate! Find the nearest exit! Out, now!”


  Melody kept on towards the burned figure, still holding her ID up, an ineffective shield. The smoke turned to white fog. People she couldn’t see clearly banged into her, making her stagger. Disembodied voices cried and swore. Her foot slipped on something. Looking down, she saw a spilled cup of AMT Coffee, the brown liquid seeping into a trampled supermarket bouquet of pink carnations.


  Poppy’s voice now echoed Andy’s over the sound system, repeating Andy’s exhortations. They both sounded impossibly distant. Then she heard Andy growl a response to some unseen punter, “No, it’s not a fucking joke, you moron.”


  The smoke grew thicker. Her nose and eyes were streaming and she began to cough. She caught glimpses of people smacking at blobs of fire on their clothes, in their hair. “Roll!” she shouted. “Smother it. Use your coats, anything.” Coughing, she tripped over an abandoned suitcase, banging her shin, fell, then got up again. Her throat burned.


  Then, even through the chemical blanket of smoke, the smell hit her. Burned hair. Fat. Meat. Human flesh.


  Suddenly there was a man beside her, shouting hoarsely, “Get back! Everybody get back! Don’t breathe the smoke!” He pushed at her, a hard shove out of the fog. “I said get the fuck back!”


  She grabbed at him, catching his jacket. “I’m a cop! Help me, for God’s sake!”


  Through a break in the haze she saw his face, soot smudged, now inches from her own. Light brown hair, red-rimmed blue eyes. “Cover your face,” he said, nodding an acknowledgment. She saw that he had a blue handkerchief in his hand. “The fire—it’s bloody phosphorus.”


  Holding the handkerchief to his face like a mask, he grabbed her elbow with his other hand. Together they pushed forward, through the knot of people jostling the other way. With her free hand she followed his example, pulling her coat up over her mouth and nose.


  Then suddenly the smoke was above them, rising into the pale blue height of the concourse, and Melody saw clearly what lay ahead.


  The charred body lay in the pugilist position, arms and legs drawn up in an obscene parody of a boxer. Wisps of smoke still rose from the blackened and tattered skin and clothing. Along the body, little spurts of fire ignited randomly, then winked out, like fireflies on a summer evening.


  “Oh, God.” The man beside her tightened his grip on her arm until it felt like a vise.


  Melody dragged her gaze from the corpse. She met her companion’s eyes and saw not just horror, but anguish.


  “What the— How did—” His voice was a croak. He shook his head, tried again. “Shit. There’s nothing—nothing we can do for him now. Nothing anyone can do for him now.”


  Duncan Kincaid stood at the door of his office in Holborn Police Station, looking into the CID room and surreptitiously stifling a yawn.


  He thought of Scotland Yard with an almost physical stab of longing. There had been slow days in Homicide Liaison, yes, but still there had always been a hum of purposefulness in the building. And he missed having his own office, occupied so comfortably for so long that it had felt like a second home.


  He hadn’t even bothered moving his books into this one. He felt temporary here. Displaced. Yet the result was a sterile environment that didn’t inspire him to spend one moment longer than necessary at work.


  So he entertained himself by examining his new detective inspector. Jasmine Sidana was thirty-five years old, and single. This he knew from her personnel file. It also told him that she had a degree from University College London, and that she’d worked her way quickly through the ranks, from uniform to CID, until she’d reached her current position.


  She wore the same starched white long-sleeved blouse to work every day, and the same dark knee-length skirt. She apparently didn’t drink alcohol, and was conspicuously absent from any after-work fraternizing within the department. She was neat, efficient, and organized to a fault. It was also apparent that she had badly wanted his job, and the promotion that would have gone with it. Sidana made no secret of her resentment, or of the fact that she felt she’d been discriminated against on gender and racial grounds.


  “Sir?” said Sidana, even more frostily than usual, looking up from her desk, and he chided himself for having been caught staring.


  “Nothing, Detective.” Kincaid had yet to solve the problem of what to call her. With most officers in his command, he’d felt comfortable addressing them at least by their surnames, if not their given names. But with Sidana even that felt awkward, and yet he couldn’t go round calling her “Detective Inspector” unless it was in a formal meeting.


  He sighed, and for the barest instant he thought he saw a flash of concern in her expression. If so, it was quickly replaced by a frown that drew her dark brows together in a formidable line. Point for Sidana, he thought.


  He’d slipped his phone from his pocket, intending to ring Gemma, when he heard Sweeney’s phone’s distinctive text tone—the pop of a bottle opener. Then Sidana’s postman’s bell, and as they were reaching for their phones, the other mobiles in the room began to chirp and chime and whistle.


  Then his phone began to vibrate in his hand.


  His was not a text, but a call, and his caller ID informed him it was the borough commander, Chief Superintendent Thomas Faith. “Bugger,” Kincaid muttered under his breath, straightening automatically, suddenly wide awake.


  “Sir,” he answered.


  Faith’s voice was tight. “Possible bombing. St. Pancras International. SO15 is on it, and the brigade, but I want CID there in full force as well. You’ll be liaising with DCI Callery from SO15.”


  SO15. Counter Terrorism Command. Shit.


  Kincaid saw that his team was already on their feet, grabbing jackets and bags. “Any other information, sir?”


  “No. Just get there. Report as soon as you know anything.” Faith clicked off.


  It was only then Kincaid remembered that his friend Andy Monahan was meant to be playing a concert in the St. Pancras concourse.


  Taking an involuntary step back, Melody coughed and wiped her streaming eyes. For the first time, she was aware of the wail of sirens above the sounds of the crowd.


  “Thank God. Help’s coming.” She turned, wanting reassurance from her companion as much as she wanted to reassure him.


  But he was gone. She could still feel the imprint of his fingers above her elbow where he had gripped her arm. “What the—” She shook her head. Later. She’d think about it later. And he’d been right, there was nothing anyone could do for the poor sod in front of her.


  Melody stood for an instant, staring at the burned form on the polished concourse floor.


  Suddenly she was transported, once again a green PC at the scene of her first major car crash. The occupants screamed as the car burst into flames, and she caught the scent of singed hair and burning flesh on the hot wind. The smell seemed to lodge itself in her nostrils and on her tongue with a greasy permanence. Bile rose in her throat and she lifted a hand to her mouth.


  The gesture, instinctive, brought her back to reality with a jolt. The screams were real. That was a child wailing, a woman sobbing. And that squawking sound was the phone in her coat pocket—she’d left it on speaker and the dispatcher was shouting at her.


  Fumbling the phone to her ear, she heard, “... situation report! Sergeant Talbot, can you—”


  “I’m here.” Melody made an effort to take stock of the chaos around her. “One fatality. Some kind of explosive device. Multiple injuries. I need—”


  “Are there any other incidents?”


  Melody scanned the crowd. “Not that I—”


  It was then that she saw Tam. He was rolling on the floor beside one of the overturned café tables, and he was on fire. Caleb Hart was beating at the flames with his coat.


  “Hold on,” Melody told the dispatcher.


  As she ran towards them, a young woman came through the doors from the glass-walled interior of the café. She wore the distinctive black uniform of the café’s waitstaff, and she carried a fire extinguisher.


  “Here!” Melody shouted as she reached her friends. She registered the waitress’s white face and pinched lips, but the girl wielded the extinguisher like a pro. The chemical foam covered Tam’s midsection and the last of the flames sputtered out.


  “Good thinking,” Melody told her, kneeling quickly beside Tam. Looking up, she added, “Can you see who else needs help?” The girl nodded and ran towards another victim.


  Turning her attention to Tam, Melody touched his shoulder gently. She couldn’t judge the extent of Tam’s injuries, but he was pale and sweating, his eyes glazed with shock. His familiar battered cap lay on the floor beside him.


  “It just splashed on him, from out of nowhere,” said Caleb, his voice rising. He looked frightened but unhurt. “I threw coffee on him. It was cold. I didn’t know what else to do.”


  “You did great, Caleb, just right. Now keep him warm while I get help.”


  She pulled off her red coat and laid it gently over Tam. He looked up, and she saw recognition flare in his eyes.


  “Melody, lass.” The words came out in a croak. “Hurts like the devil.”


  “Shhh.” She touched his cheek. “Don’t talk. I’m going to get hel—”


  She started as a hand grasped her shoulder.


  “Melody!” It was Andy, with Poppy right behind him. “Thank God you’re all right. I was afraid—” He froze as he saw Tam. “Tam. Oh, shit, man. He’s hurt. Is he—”


  “He’ll be fine,” Melody said with more assurance than she felt. She gestured to Poppy. “You two, stay with Tam and Caleb.” She knew she should make them evacuate. But she knew she’d be wasting her breath if she tried and she didn’t have time to argue. “I’ve got to deal with this.” Involuntarily, she glanced at the corpse, and Andy and Poppy followed her gaze.


  “Jesus,” Andy whispered.


  The color drained from Poppy’s face and she swayed.


  Melody grabbed them both roughly. “Andy. You’ve got to help Caleb with Tam. Poppy, listen to me.” Poppy’s eyes came back to hers and the girl swallowed hard. “Poppy.” Melody gave her a little shake. “You help with the injured. If they’re mobile, gather them there.” She pointed to a clear space near one of the concourse pillars. “I need you. Okay?”


  Poppy nodded and moved to help the girl from the café, who had set down her fire extinguisher and was trying to comfort the victims.


  Andy gave Melody a long look. “You’re the boss.” He squeezed her shoulder, then knelt by Caleb and Tam. He tucked Melody’s coat gently around his injured friend.


  The concourse had begun to clear as the panicked crowd moved towards the exits. Most of those that remained were helping the injured or seemed too shocked to function. A few flames still spluttered here and there.


  Melody knew she had to secure the scene and move any uninjured witnesses out of the station and into some kind of containment area. Where the hell was assistance?


  The big station clock in the south end of the upper concourse caught her eye—had it really been less than ten minutes since this had begun?


  She realized she still held her phone in her hand. As she was about to ask Control for aid once more, she saw two officers wearing the yellow safety vests of the British Transport Police jogging towards her from the south end of the concourse.


  She held up her ID and shouted, “CID!”


  The younger man reached her first. “You’re the detective sergeant?” He was blond and pink-cheeked, a little short of breath.


  “Melody Talbot. Look, where the hell is—”


  “Oh, Christ,” said the Transport officer, echoing Andy, his eyes fixed on the body beyond Melody. “Control said a fatality, but—”


  Melody cut him off. “Give me a report. Where’s the bloody fire brigade? Uniformed backup?”


  “Brigade’s on their way,” said the older officer, having caught up. “Traffic’s completely shut down with the evacuation from the station. We’re on lockdown. Transport’s armed unit is gearing up while we wait for SO15.”


  SO15. Counter Terrorism. The enormity of what had happened began to hit Melody. She’d been reacting, not thinking. Now she drew a breath. “Any other incidents?”


  “Nothing reported. We’re still clearing the station. But we’ve had to shut down all services, here and at King’s Cross as well, including the tube station. It’ll be a hell of a mess.” His glance strayed back to the corpse. “The bugger blew himself up?”


  “Not a bomb. Some sort of incendiary device. Someone”—she thought again of her vanished companion—“mentioned phosphorus. We’ve got burn victims that need treatment as soon as possible. I’ll secure the scene until the senior investigating officer arrives.” It was a bit tricky, she knew, as British Transport had jurisdiction in the station. But she was the only CID officer on hand, and she wasn’t turning the scene over to anyone but an investigator.


  She just hoped that whoever landed the case knew what the hell they were doing.
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  The [St. Pancras Old Church] church is situated on Pancras Road in the London Borough of Camden ... Largely rebuilt in the Victorian era, it should not be confused with St. Pancras New Church about a kilometer away, on the Euston Road.


  —Wikipedia, St. Pancras Old Church


  Even though the March days were lengthening, the drizzle and heavy gray skies had drawn the dusk in early. The flashing blue lights from the phalanx of emergency vehicles gathered round St. Pancras International threw a pattern on the dark red brick of the great Victorian train station that might, under other circumstances, have seemed festive.


  To Duncan Kincaid, it looked like disaster.


  It had taken nearly half an hour to mobilize cars and drive the short distance from Holborn Police Station. It was rush hour, and the exodus of evacuees from the railway station, combined with the arrival of the emergency vehicles, had slowed traffic to a standstill. The flood of adrenaline in Kincaid’s system made the lights look sharp and jagged round the edges and he drummed his fingers on the car’s armrest.


  Seething with frustration, Kincaid jumped from the car when they reached Euston Road, taking Jasmine Sidana with him and leaving DC Sweeney behind the wheel.


  “Park it somewhere,” he snapped to Sweeney. “Up on the pavement if you have to.”


  Sidana stayed close to his shoulder as they crossed Euston Road and began pushing their way through the crowd on the pavement. Kincaid had been told to meet his SO15 counterpart at the station’s east entrance. As they passed the King’s Cross/St. Pancras Underground station, he saw uniformed officers blocking access.


  Turning the corner into Pancras Road, they passed the Costa Coffee and another guarded Underground entrance. The north wind hit them full in the face and Kincaid felt once more the stinging of drops of sleet. The east side of the station stretched ahead of them. Kincaid quickened his pace, dodging pedestrians. Sidana broke into a jog in order to keep up with his long stride. They passed the Eurostar taxi drop-off, which was guarded as well.


  Ahead, Kincaid saw two fire brigade engines, another cluster of blue-and-yellow-liveried Met cars, and three ambulances. As they drew nearer, he saw people huddled on the pavement, some sitting on their suitcases, watched over by more uniformed officers. They’d reached the station’s main entrance.


  The press had got there first. Already reporters shoved against the police cordon, video and still cameras held high, microphones to mouths. Good luck with getting any decent sound in this wind, Kincaid thought, but he wondered if they already knew something he didn’t.


  He and Sidana showed their IDs to the closest uniformed officer, who let them through.


  “SO15?” Kincaid asked.


  “Just inside, sir,” said the constable, motioning towards the glass doors under the main entrance arches.


  The first thing that struck Kincaid as they entered the station proper was the warmth. The second was the emptiness. This central part of the station, bisecting the long north-south concourses, was normally filled with people rushing to and fro between train lines or grabbing food from the various kiosks and markets.


  Now there were only British Transport Police, several in full armed-response gear, firefighters, and a few plainclothes officers.


  Kincaid picked out Nick Callery, the DCI from SO15, without an introduction. Silvery-blond hair, cut almost to a buzz. Silvery-gray suit, expensive, no tie, no overcoat. He was trim and moved lightly on his feet, like a boxer. As he saw Kincaid, he broke off his conversation with another officer and came towards him, hand out.


  “Callery. Counter Terrorism.”


  Kincaid introduced himself and Sidana, then said, “What’s the situation?”


  “Far as we can tell, one nutter burned himself to a crisp. White phosphorus, according to the fire brigade. Nothing else suspicious in the station so far, but we’re still clearing.” Callery had a trace of a northern accent.


  “Other injuries?” Kincaid asked.


  “Quite a few. The medics are doing triage now.”


  “Any ID on the victim?”


  “Ha.” Callery shook his head. “Not bloody likely. You’ll see for yourself. I’ll take you—he’s up by the Marks and Sparks.”


  Kincaid felt a clutch of dread. That was where the station set up the temporary concert stage. “Was there a band playing? A duo?” Jasmine Sidana gave him a puzzled look.


  Frowning, Callery said, “I saw some equipment. Nothing looked damaged. Can’t say about any musicians. They may have been evacuated.”


  Kincaid had not seen Andy or Poppy among those gathered outside the east entrance, but surely people had left by other exits.


  “Luckily, there was a DS on hand who secured the scene until we could get here,” Callery added. “The fire brigade will have hazmat gear for us.”


  “Right.” Kincaid nodded. “Let’s see what we’ve got.”


  The main concourse looked as eerily empty as the market and ticketing area. The glass-fronted shops were lit but deserted. Here and there, a dropped coat or scarf, bits of food stall debris scattered like confetti, a spilled bag of groceries. Outside the Peyton and Byrne tea shop, a chair had been left overturned.


  “No luggage left behind?” Kincaid asked Callery.


  “There were a few pieces, but we’ve had the dogs go over them before we locked them in the station manager’s office. Funny how good people are at holding on to their belongings in a crisis.”


  “You were remarkably quick.”


  “Most of that’s down to British Transport. The dogs were already on hand for the Eurostar luggage.” Callery gestured towards the upper concourse, where Kincaid could just glimpse a sleek yellow Eurostar train on the departure platform. “The station manager is already pulling her hair out,” Callery went on. “It’s not just that it’s prime time for international arrivals and departures. Any delay on the domestic lines can back up rail traffic all over the country, but we can’t reopen the station until we’ve cleared the crime scene and made certain there are no other mad buggers hiding in the woodshed. A cluster fuck.”


  Glancing at Sidana as she walked beside him, Kincaid saw her pinch her lips together in disapproval. He wondered how someone who couldn’t tolerate profanity had lasted so long in police work. Callery seemed oblivious to her discomfort.


  A uniformed British Transport Police dog handler came towards them, his springer spaniel straining at the end of its lead. The dog worked methodically, checking doorways and left or dropped objects.


  “Second pass,” the dog handler told Callery, stopping for a moment. “Clear so far.”


  “Can the dog detect phosphorus?” Kincaid asked.


  “She’s not trained on it specifically,” answered the handler. “But she is trained on fertilizer-based explosives, so I think she’d pick up something. And we want to make sure there are no other nasty surprises.” As the dog whined in impatience, the handler moved on.


  Ahead, Kincaid saw figures in protective gear, moving around a temporary screen. Then, he caught the first whiff of a strange smell. Burned matches and ... garlic?


  A firefighter came to meet them, pulling off his hood and respirator. “Detective.” He nodded at Callery and gave Kincaid a questioning glance.


  “Detective Superintendent Kincaid, Camden CID.” Kincaid still hesitated when he introduced himself. It seemed odd to say “Camden” rather than “Scotland Yard.” “And DI Sidana,” he added.


  “John Stacey, crew manager,” said the firefighter, a burly man with short, thinning hair. “The good news is that I don’t think we have too much of a hazmat issue here, with the air moving through the station. Most of the smoke has already dissipated.”


  Kincaid realized that even in the heated lower concourse, the station was bitterly cold.


  “I would recommend that the crime scene techs and the pathologist wear protective gear since they are going to have prolonged exposure to the victim. And you three as well if you intend to get up close and personal.”


  “That smell,” Kincaid said. “Was there an explosion in the café as well?”


  “You mean the garlic odor? No, that’s a component of the white phosphorus. But I don’t think you’ll want to get too close to the victim without a respirator, contamination or no.”


  Now Kincaid detected a hint of nauseating oiliness beneath the phosphorus.


  “I’ve got the DS who contained the scene into a suit,” Stacey continued. “Is she one of yours?”


  “She?” Kincaid shook his head. “No, I don’t think so.”


  “Good job, anyway. Look, I’ll get you some suits. You can gear-up by the cash point, just this side of the temporary stage.”


  The square center of Searcys champagne bar spanned the upper concourse just ahead, and beneath it Kincaid saw the freestanding vertical oblong of one of the station’s cash machines. The stage must have been really close to the incident, then, but he held his concerns about Andy and Poppy until he could see for himself.


  Stacy spoke into his radio and another firefighter brought them three Tyvek suits.


  When they had done the always-awkward dance of slipping into the suits and booties, Stacey handed them the respirators and led them forward.


  Beyond the stairs leading up to the upper concourse, he could see firefighters and ambulance service medics assisting the injured and setting up stretchers. Then he saw what lay behind the temporary barrier and all other thoughts fled.


  “Jesus.”


  Beside him, Sidana gave a little gasp, audible even through the respirator, but this time it was not because she was offended by his language. They both stared at the thing on the floor.


  “Told you,” said Callery, but without satisfaction.


  It was not the first time Kincaid had seen a body consumed by fire—the blaze in the Southwark warehouse flashed through his mind, as well the horrible events in Henley the previous autumn. But there seemed something particularly obscene in the contrast between the charred corpse and the gleaming perfection of the station.


  Callery had referred to the victim as male, but Kincaid wasn’t sure anyone but the pathologist could be certain of the gender.


  A smaller, suited figure moved away from the body and came towards them. “Here’s your sergeant,” said Callery.


  Beneath the suit hood and the respirator, Kincaid glimpsed dark hair and familiar blue eyes. He shook his head in disbelief. “Melody?” His voice was muffled by the respirator.


  Grasping his arm, she squeezed it, relief visible even beneath the mask. She motioned back the way they’d come and the others followed.


  When they reached the cash point, Melody yanked off her respirator and pulled back her hood. Her face was smudged, her eyes red rimmed. “Duncan! I’m so glad it’s you. Somehow I hadn’t realized—”


  “I take it you two know each other,” broke in Nick Callery, as they all removed their masks.


  “Mel— DS Talbot works on a South London team with my wife.” Kincaid turned to Sidana. “Melody, this is my DI, Jasmine Sidana.”


  Melody started to extend a gloved hand, thought better of it, and gave Sidana a shaky smile instead.


  “You were here for the concert,” Kincaid said, light dawning.


  “I saw it happen.” Melody’s eyes were wide. “I mean, I saw him burn. I tried to help but it was too late.”


  “You’re sure it was a man?” asked Kincaid.


  Melody hesitated, frowning. “I think so, yes. I saw his outline in the flames. It never occurred to me to think otherwise.”


  Checking a text on her phone, Sidana said, “We’ll know soon enough. The pathologist and the SOCOs are here. Sweeney’s bringing them in.”


  “Melody,” Kincaid said. “Andy and Poppy, they’re all right?”


  “They’re fine. They were great—they helped clear the crowd. But, Duncan—” She swallowed and went on. “Tam and Caleb were here. Standing outside the café, not twenty feet from him. People got splashed with phosphorus. Tam got burned. The medics are getting him ready for transport now. I think it’s pretty bad.”


  As Gemma drove down St. John’s Gardens, she saw their friend Wesley Howard’s white van parked across from their house. He’d left her the empty parking space nearest the front door, bless him. And she had to admit, as she pulled up and got out of the car, that the weather was too miserably cold for humans and animals alike. Even in her puffer coat, she shivered and pulled the collar up to her chin. It was already dark, and the lights gleaming from the front windows of the house radiated welcoming cheer.


  But when she unlocked the front door and stepped in, the house was remarkably quiet. No dogs barked or came to greet her, nor were there any of the expected childish shrieks. Usually—especially when Wes was there—everyone would be gathered in the kitchen and something good would be cooking. Were they all still out in the garden, in the dark, trying to rescue the cat?


  Then she heard a sound, and Toby came round the corner from the central hallway in an exaggerated tiptoe, finger to his lips.


  “Shhh, Mummy. Bryony says we have to be really quiet, and only one person at a time can go in to see Xena or she’ll be scared.”


  “Xena? Who’s Xena?”


  “The mummy cat. I named her,” he added proudly. As Toby neared his seventh birthday, his fascination with pirates had mutated into an obsession with old episodes of Xena: Warrior Princess.


  Gemma sighed. “Where’s Charlotte?”


  Just then their foster daughter came running from the hall and wrapped her arms round Gemma’s legs in her usual greeting hug. Gemma picked her up and kissed her cheek.


  “How’s my favorite girl?” Gemma whispered into her curly hair.


  “Mummy, there are kittens!” Charlotte squirmed down and grabbed Gemma’s hand. “Come and see.”


  “Shhh,” said Toby, scowling.


  “Wes says Toby is bossy.”


  “If they gave medals for bossy, Toby would get one,” Gemma agreed, but she kept her voice to a whisper. “Okay, where’s Xena?”


  “In the study with Bryony,” said Kit, coming into the room with Wesley. Gemma had yet to get used to the fact that in the last few months, Kit had grown almost as tall as Wesley, who was now in his mid-twenties.


  “I’ll take you, Mummy,” whispered Toby.


  “Gemma’s perfectly capable of finding her own way to the study,” said Kit.


  “Kit, don’t snipe,” she scolded, but gently. He still looked pale and strained about the eyes. “Why don’t you all go into the kitchen and make a pot of tea?” she suggested, thinking that what she would really like was a nice glass of wine, feet up, and the telly on.


  She let Toby and Charlotte lead her to the study, then very gently nudged them back and eased herself in the door.


  “Hey,” Bryony said softly, smiling up at Gemma from where she knelt on the study floor. Her deep auburn hair gleamed in the light from the shaded desk lamp. Beside her, tucked partway under the desk, was a large pasteboard box.


  “Hey, yourself.” Gemma knelt beside her. Bryony was not only their veterinarian but a good friend. “What have I got myself into?” She looked into the box, then breathed, “Oh. My.”


  The cat was a brown tabby. A white blaze ran down one side of her nose and splashed onto her chest and belly. All four paws were white as well. She lay on her side, looking contentedly up at Gemma and Bryony with gold eyes. Four tiny kittens were lined up to her belly, nursing, like a row of little mice.


  “She’s so thin,” Gemma whispered. “And the kittens are so young.”


  “I’d say they’re not more than a couple of days old. And that mum here was close to starving. The boys did a good thing. I’m not sure she’d have lasted the night.”


  “She just let you pick her up?”


  Bryony nodded. “I took a carrier and put the kittens in first. She’s very tame. She must have been someone’s pet.”


  “Well, she got around a bit, didn’t she?” said Gemma, examining the kittens more closely. One was a tabby, like its mother. One was black and white, one as black as
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