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PROLOGUE

Factory

July 31, 23:50

Homemade bombs are easy to make.
All it takes is some ammonium nitrate and hydrogen 

peroxide. Both can be found in household items such as 
haircare products and fertiliser. Mix the ingredients together 
below ten degrees to form crystals, then combine with water, 
flour, and an initiator, and you’ve got yourself a device 
capable of killing dozens and injuring countless more. On the 
face of it, it’s simple. But both substances are incredibly 
volatile and must be handled with extreme care. It had taken 
Moshat and his brother months to learn the basics, but, for 
Moshat, homemade bombs wouldn’t do. Killing dozens 
wasn’t enough. For their operation, they would need 
professional, large-scale stuff. And they had the training to 
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acquire it.
Moshat stood beside the desk and leafed through the files 

in the ring binder, counting off the seconds until it was time 
to begin, when his colleague entered the room. ‘Come on, 
mate. Shift’s over. You coming?’ Adam said.

Moshat hesitated. ‘I’m just finishing up a few more 
things.’ The light above him flickered, making the shadow he 
cast over the documents he held in his hands more ominous. 
It was important to make it look like he was busy. ‘You go. 
I’ll catch you up or see you tomorrow. I don’t know how long 
I'll be.’

‘You sure?’
Moshat nodded, keeping his gaze fixed on the papers in 

front of him. ‘It’s fine. Just go home, your missus will be 
getting worried. She might think you’re cheating on her.’

Adam chuckled, his oversized belly and sagging jowls 
wobbling with each laugh. ‘Chance would be a fine thing.’ He 
turned to leave the room. ‘See you tomorrow, then. Have a 
good one.’

Moshat grunted as a way of response. Finally. He let a 
deep sigh of exultation. Fucking finally.

Now he could begin.
As soon as he heard the factory shutter door close, way off 

in the distance, he placed his pen on the table. It was exactly 
parallel to the three other pens, two pencils, a small rubber 
and a shatterproof ruler. After a quick readjustment of the 
ruler, he was ready to go. Everything needed to be perfectly 
aligned, perfectly in order, and perfectly well-hidden.

Moshat glanced over at the red clock hanging on the wall 
and then at the digital clock on his desk. 23:50. Ten minutes 
to go. He breathed out and relaxed, allowing the tension in 
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his back and shoulders to ease. As he arched closer to the 
wall, the knots in his muscles loosened. That idiot Gardner, he 
thought, shaking his head. It had been a close call; he didn’t 
think he would shake Adam away in time, like a piece of 
discarded chewing gum on his shoe. It was imperative that 
there were no delays. Delays were costly and could lead to 
further mistakes — or worse, they could lead to nothing 
happening at all. And so far, Adam Gardner had posed the 
biggest threat to the operation.

Moshat sat down on his chair. The wave of pain deep in 
his back returned with a vengeance. The injury hadn't been 
kind to him. It had changed the course of his career, meant 
his dream was ruined, and nearly left him paralysed and in a 
wheelchair for the rest of his life. The discomfort and hurt 
was a constant reminder of those responsible and how they 
now lifted trophies in the youth team for West Ham with 
promising careers ahead of them. Tomorrow he would ignore 
the pain, give in to it, sacrifice himself so he could see the 
operation through to the end and have enough painkillers in 
his system to knock out a horse. He would not let any signs of 
weakness ruin the worst terror attack London had ever seen, 
the attack which he had worked so hard to prepare for.

Moshat found himself transfixed by the second hand on 
the clock making its long and arduous journey around the 
face. He let out a sigh. It was no use. He needed to focus on 
something else.

He jumped to his feet, wincing as a bolt of pain pierced 
through his entire body, and shuffled over to the office 
window with his hand pressed against his lower back. 
Moshat rested his elbows on the ledge and rested his 
forehead against the glass. It was cold to the touch. Dim 



Jack Probyn

4

lights illuminated the factory floor below. Stretching into the 
distance as far as he could make out in the gloom, were train 
carriages — like giant slugs all lined up in a row. Each one 
looked powerful, yet tranquil, and most importantly, 
uninhabited. To many, the stillness of the factory at this time 
of night would have been enough to make their hair stand on 
end. Not him, though; in the two years he had been working 
in the factory, he had grown accustomed to the eerie silence 
during the nights often spent on his own there, and he had 
begun to appreciate what magnificent feats of engineering the 
trains were.

Moshat marvelled in their magnificence. They had the 
ability to transport thousands of passengers every day. They 
had the power to travel at vast speeds while keeping 
everyone aboard cocooned in a bubble of relative calm. They 
even had the ability to come to an immediate halt or derail at 
any moment and invoke the primal fear of survival in their 
passengers.

As he gazed at the trains below, an odd emotion welled 
up in him. Like an alligator’s eyes breaking the still surface of 
the water, it had risen from the depths of his soul and then 
dipped back down. Was it doubt? He didn’t know. Was he 
nervous? Was he afraid? Was he regretting the path he was 
about to take? Either way, it didn’t matter; he couldn’t let it 
matter. He and his brother had invested too much of their 
time and life, injected copious amounts of hatred and 
animosity into what was going to happen in the next twelve 
hours. It was too late to get cold feet and back out now.

Their lives would change forever. And everything needed 
to be perfect for it.

The phone in Moshat’s pocket vibrated. He dragged it out, 



Standstill

5

unlocked it, opened his messages, and read the most recent 
one.

‘Adil,’ he whispered to himself after reading the text, as if 
to not disturb the trains while they rested. He checked the 
time. 23:55.

He pocketed the phone, made his way down the stairs and 
headed towards the factory’s exit. He approached the 
shutters and pressed a large green button on the control 
panel next to them. With a loud groan, the cogs and gears in 
the mechanism above him engaged, lifting the door and 
letting a torrent of cold air flood in over his feet.

Before him, silhouetted against the backdrop of the 
artificial light in the car park beyond, stood Moshat’s brother, 
his features barely discernible except for the wide smile he 
wore on his face. Adil stepped forward into the factory. He 
wore a woollen hooded jumper with a leather satchel that 
hung off one shoulder and stretched across his body. His eyes 
and forehead were concealed by the low hanging hood. There 
was a commanding presence about Adil. Moshat’s brother 
wasn’t the biggest man, nor the most intimidating. Instead, 
there was something else about him: he had the aura of 
someone with the brains and skills that had the power to 
bring a country to its knees.

‘You read your text messages, then?’ Adil asked, pulling 
the hood from his face. His large, black, deep-set eyes seemed 
to absorb the light of the factory.

Moshat glared at him. ‘You’re early. Why are you early? 
You’re not supposed to be early. You know I don’t like when 
you’re early. We have set times for a reason.’

‘The sooner we begin, the sooner we can finish,’ Adil said.
‘What if Gardner or someone else was still here? What if 
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you were seen? We cannot afford mistakes. Not this late in 
the stage. We have less than twelve hours until our operation 
begins. Can you imagine what would have happened if you 
were caught?’ Moshat said.

‘Relax, Moshat. Don’t you trust me? I made sure you were 
all alone before I made myself visible.’ Adil smiled and 
slapped Moshat on the shoulder. ‘Now, stop complaining 
and let’s get to work.’

The two of them moved over to a small workbench next to 
the stairs. It was littered with the day’s rubbish of wrenches, 
dozens of screws and a hammer. Adil removed his bag and 
slammed it down amongst the carnage.

‘What are you doing?’ Moshat asked, rushing over. ‘Do 
not make more of a mess than there already is, please. They'll 
know if it's been tampered with. I don’t want your 
fingerprints over everything.’

Adil continued, heedless of Moshat’s protestations, and 
picked up the wrench. He bounced it in his hands, gauging 
the density and weight of the tool, and said, ‘What are we 
waiting for?’ 

Moshat nodded and started towards the office. In the 
middle of the room was Moshat’s desk, neatly laden with 
stationary and paperwork. Moshat sat in his chair, and Adil 
grabbed one from the neighbouring desk and sat opposite 
him, placing his bag on the wooden surface.

Adil appeared to observe the room, casting his gaze 
around and taking in its neatness and ordinariness before he 
opened his bag and removed a wad of paperwork. Post-Its 
and scribbles decorated the pages. ‘I have brought all of the 
plans and documents with me.’

‘We won’t need them. I have them all committed to 
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memory,’ Moshat said.
‘Did you learn nothing in your training? Prepare, prepare, 

prepare.’
Yes, Moshat thought. That old credo. The one I heard a 

thousand times while I sat in the mud, aiming down the sites of a 
sniper, rain lashing at my face. Moshat dipped his head. The 
two brothers laid the documents along the table in a row and 
reviewed them yet again for the next five minutes. They 
made sure there were no mistakes, no stones left unturned, 
no possibility that anything could go wrong. Once they had 
finished, Moshat suggested they go downstairs to the car and 
remove the contents from the boot.

They both started out of the office and left the factory 
through a side door to avoid patrolling security. The air 
outside was warm. When they reached the car, Adil opened 
the boot. Inside were three black duffel bags with the zipper 
only three-quarters of the way done. The outline of the bags 
was jagged, as if they were packed full of bricks.

‘I will take two,’ Moshat said stoically. The pain in his 
back had disappeared, and he would not let his brother know 
he was in any discomfort.

‘Be careful,’ Adil said. ‘We don’t want anything to explode 
now, do we?’

As Moshat hoisted the bags onto his back, he winced. 
Ignoring the hurt, Moshat carried the bags to the factory, 
maintaining a steady but brisk pace. If one bag were to fall 
from his shoulder and crash to the ground, he, his brother, 
and everything else within the factory, would be obliterated. 
Moshat entered the building, beads of sweat dribbling down 
his forehead and into his eyes in the summer heat. With a 
wipe to his eyes of the back of his sleeve, he strolled through 
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a myriad of corridors, and placed the bags on the concrete 
ground.

As Adil joined Moshat by his side, he turned to his brother 
and said, ‘You ready?’



9

1

Email

July 31, 17:14

Detective Constable Jake Tanner burst out of New Scotland 
Yard into the busy streets of London feeling a mixture of 
apprehension and excitement. He was hot and a thin film of 
sweat, like a coat of dust resting upon a bookshelf, coated his 
forehead. The suit on his back stuck to his skin, and he felt 
damp every time he swayed his arms. He should have used 
the Yard’s showers in the gym, but then he would have to 
explain to his wife, Elizabeth, why he smelt so fresh. Instead, 
I’ll have to explain why I’m so hot and sweaty. If she asked, he 
decided, he would blame his perspiration on the weather.

Jake made it five yards out of the door before he was 
accosted by someone behind him.
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‘Tanner!’
Jake turned on the spot.
‘Luke. To what do I owe the pleasure?’ Jake asked.
‘You left this in the briefing room.’
DC Luke Matthews raised his arm brandishing Jake’s ID 

card and handed it to him. Jake thanked him.
‘Hey,’ Luke said, ‘before you go, I wanted to say good 

luck. You did well in there, and no matter who gets the 
promotion, no hard feelings, right?’ 

‘No hard feelings,’ Jake lied and turned away.
He had been gunning for the promotion to Detective 

Sergeant in Counter Terrorism Command for the past few 
weeks. An email had popped into his inbox explaining to him 
someone had put him forward and that he needed to respond 
within the day if he wanted it. That meant there was no time 
to consult Elizabeth, so he put his name forward and hoped 
for the best. He knew what she would say anyway: that the 
workload was too much for him and that he needed to 
consider it thoroughly before applying.

First, he underwent a series of mental and physical 
examinations. All of them had gone well. But he wasn’t the 
best; DC Luke Matthews had bested him at everything so far, 
sitting there smugly as he was told his position. And today, 
Jake had just endured the most exciting afternoon of the year: 
the firearms training. It was the first in a series of more 
developed and robust daily firearms exercises. In a few days’ 
time, he’d find out the results. And then I’ll have to break the 
news to Elizabeth, Jake thought, trying not to get his 
aspirations up. He respected Luke, but he wanted nothing 
more than to get the promotion. Despite the increased 
workload, it was the increase in numbers in his bank account 
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that was the greatest prospect of succeeding. Money was a 
constant struggle for Jake and Elizabeth and the kids, and this 
promotion was the best opportunity they would have at some 
financial stability.

Even if Elizabeth didn’t realise it yet.
Jake strolled along the street towards his car. The sun 

burned high in the sky, showing no signs it was turning in for 
the day. Meanwhile, the busy sounds of the city reverberated 
through the buildings. Sirens, beeping car horns and the 
general hubbub of people in conversation filled the streets. 
He stopped by an unmarked BMW X5. For the past couple of 
years, he had had the privilege of cruising the streets of 
London in it.

He started the engine and pulled away. Rolling up to a set 
of traffic lights, he looked at the clock on the dashboard and 
smiled. It was 17:17, the earliest he had left the office in 
months. The drill officer had sent them home early, and Jake 
was straight out of the door; he had a family whom he missed 
and loved more than anything waiting for him.

On his way home, Jake pulled the 4x4 into the local 
supermarket and purchased milk, beer, orange juice, and four 
pizzas. He and his family lived in Croydon, in the south of 
London. They rented a tall, slim house that had recently been 
refurbished. The area was peaceful most of the time, with 
good schools and bus links for the children. The only 
problem was it was now too small for them all. Not to 
mention the drive into work every morning was long and 
monotonous.

Parking at the side of the road, Jake switched off the 
engine, exited and walked towards the front door, balancing 
the pizza boxes in the crook of his left arm, the shopping bag 
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from his left thumb, and fumbling in his pocket for his door 
keys with the other. ‘Girls? I’m home!’ he yelled as he threw 
his shoes off next to a piece of skirting board. Using his heel, 
he closed the door behind him.

The living room door to his left burst open. Exploding 
from within it were his two girls, Maisie and Ellie. Ellie, 
Jake’s youngest daughter, was the first to reach him and she 
hugged his leg. Maisie followed behind, hugging the other.

‘I’ve bought us pizza for dinner,’ Jake said, lifting the 
cardboard boxes in the air. The two girls cheered in 
excitement.

‘Walk us, Daddy! Walk us to the kitchen!’ Ellie said, 
clinging herself round Jake’s ankles like a koala, her innocent 
brown eyes looking up at Jake. He smiled.

‘Not today, Darling. Daddy’s back is hurting,’ Jake said. 
The girls let out a collective groan and hung their heads low. 
‘Come on, go to the kitchen and put the dinner on. Maybe we 
can watch a film tonight as well.’

This seemed to perk the girls back up again, for their eyes 
glistened in the light and their faces reddened with 
excitement. They released their grips on Jake’s legs. He 
handed the shopping bags to Ellie, the pizza boxes to Maisie, 
and ordered them both to the kitchen. They darted. Jake’s 
gaze followed them as they went, and then his eyes stopped 
at the figure stood in the doorway, resting against the frame, 
arms folded.

‘Thought we already had dinner prepared for tonight?’ 
Elizabeth said. She spoke calmly and deeply, which Jake 
knew meant she was unimpressed.

‘I know,’ he said, advancing closer to her. ‘But I wanted to 
treat us. Plus, I got to finish work early, so I thought, “why 
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not?”’
Jake bent down to her level, kissed her on the lips and slid 

his hands round her tiny waist. She kissed him back.
‘Hmm. How come you’re home early?’ Elizabeth asked, 

pushing him away.
‘Charming. I’ll go back if you want.’
‘You know that’s not what I meant. You’re not usually 

here until eight.’
‘Mamadou said we could slack off a few hours early. It 

was his birthday, and they wanted to go for some drinks,’ 
Jake lied. He stared into her eyes, waiting for a response, 
hoping she would believe him.

‘And you came straight home? Why didn’t you stay?’
‘I stayed for one, but then came home.’
‘Christ, how early did you finish? Anyway, I’m glad 

you’re home.’ Elizabeth gave him another kiss and the two of 
them entered the kitchen. Recipe books and months-old 
receipts littered the island in the centre. The rest of the 
kitchen was also messy, an insight into their chaotic lives.

Jake told the girls to head upstairs and get dressed for bed 
while Elizabeth cooked the pizzas in the oven. Once the girls 
had returned, and the pizzas were crispy and bronzed, they 
sat around the family table in the adjoining room.

‘How was school today, girls?’
‘Boring. Miss Robertson was teaching us science, and it 

was rubbish,’ Maisie said.
Insightful as ever, Jake thought. ‘Do you not like science?’
‘No, it’s boring. I don’t care about the things in my body 

and what they do.’
‘You should, Maisie. It’s good to know what happens 

inside your body. You’ll understand that when you get older, 
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and then you’ll be able to live for a very long time.’ He took a 
mouthful of pizza. ‘What else happened? Were there any 
lessons you enjoyed?’

‘Geography.’
‘What’s so good about geography?’ Jake scoffed.
‘I know!’ Ellie shouted, her mouth sending morsels of 

cheese and pizza base to the table.
Maisie stopped eating her food and told her younger sister 

to shut up.
‘Maisie Louise Tanner, do not talk to your sister like that, 

or you will go straight to bed without watching the film!’ 
Elizabeth said, dropping her knife and fork on the plate.

Maisie cowered back into her seat.
After deeming it safe to continue his investigation, Jake 

continued. ‘Ellie, you were saying?’
‘Oscar’s in her class and I saw them talking today,’ Ellie 

said, calming down.
Maisie’s face became red with embarrassment, highlighted 

more prominently by her brown hair.
‘Who’s Oscar, Maisie?’ Jake asked.
‘A boy in my class.’
‘Is he a nice boy in your class?’
‘Yes.’
‘Do you sit next to him?’
‘Sometimes.’
‘Is he just a friend? Or is he a boyfriend?’ Jake asked the 

girls, first looking at Ellie, then Maisie.
‘We’re not supposed to have boyfriends just yet,’ Maisie 

said shyly.
‘That’s correct,’ Jake said. ‘And don’t you two forget it.’ 

Elizabeth rolled her eyes at him from across the table.
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For the rest of the evening the family ate the pizza, 
decided on the film to watch, and sat in front of the television 
on the sofa, until it was time to send Ellie and Maisie to bed. 
The girls went to their rooms with no sign of incipient 
argument, leaving Jake and Elizabeth alone with one another. 
Elizabeth rested her head on Jake’s chest, and his fingers 
weaved through her blonde hair as he stroked it.

‘How was your day, honey?’ Jake asked, ignoring what 
was on the television.

‘All right. Took the girls to school. Came home. Did some 
chores around the house. That was about it.’

‘No new clients today?’ Jake asked.
‘No,’ Elizabeth said. ‘It seems no one wants professional 

looking headshots anymore. They’ve all been taken.’
‘I’m sure things will pick up soon. Once we’ve saved 

enough money to get your advertising going, you’ll be busier 
than ever.’

Elizabeth was a freelance photographer, and had been 
ever since she graduated from University of Central London 
with a photography degree. Many of her classmates had gone 
into corporate jobs and found successful lives for themselves. 
But not Elizabeth; she had stuck to what she believed in and 
allowed her passion for art and creativity to hopefully one 
day manifest itself into a flourishing career. So far, she’d only 
had a few clients, and the revenue generated was barely 
enough to offset the expense of the job. Another reason Jake’s 
promotion was so important.

‘Your mum goes away tomorrow, doesn’t she?’ Jake 
asked, changing the subject.

Elizabeth nodded.
‘Where’s she flying from?’
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‘Heathrow. She’s getting the train from somewhere in 
London.’

‘What time’s her flight?’
‘Two o’clock, I think. Why?’
‘Just asking.’ Jake yawned. He looked at his watch, saw 

the time, and suggested they disappear to bed.
Elizabeth agreed and together they headed upstairs. A few 

minutes later, they were both under the duvet in the same 
position they had been on the sofa, resting gently in one 
another’s arms.

Elizabeth stroked Jake’s chest. ‘Jake...?’ she asked quietly.
‘Yeah?’
She said nothing for a few moments. ‘Never mind. It can 

wait for another night. I love you.’
They fell asleep together without knowing what the next 

day would bring.

The low light cast from the computer monitors filled the 
room. A cup of coffee rested against the right-hand screen. 
The sound of silence deafened Adil. He needed a distraction, 
something to accompany his thoughts. He rose out of his seat, 
meandered over to the record player that hugged the wall 
next to the kitchen, and picked out his favourite. Moments 
later he relaxed as the soft sounds of classical music danced 
around his ears.

For the past few hours, he had been alone. Moshat had left 
for work late, and since then Adil had been drafting up the 
email.

At first, he hadn’t known whether to send it. Between both 
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of them, they had decided on something, but it wasn’t 
enough. It wasn’t anything he wanted to say. It wasn’t going 
to garner everyone in the world’s attention and focus it on 
him. It wasn’t going to make him infamous, create a legacy in 
his name. If he wanted that to happen, the email would need 
serious adjustments.

As Adil sat at his desk and read the words on the screen 
for the tenth time, he smiled. At last, he had done it. He 
leaned back in his chair and pasted the text into an encrypted 
email server. He typed in the email address he had obtained 
illegally weeks in advance and scheduled it for delivery at 
07:00 tomorrow morning.

In just over twelve hours’ time, DC Jake Tanner, the 
owner of that email address, and the rest of Counter 
Terrorism Command would experience their most difficult 
adversary and the worst terror attack their city had ever seen.

Adil had been insistent on that point.
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Debrief

August 1, 05:00

The morning alarm clock buzzed next to Jake’s head, jolting 
him from an otherwise peaceful sleep. He begrudged the fact 
he was awake early. Sleep deprivation always made his job 
harder. He needed to be alert all the time and pay constant 
attention to what he was doing.

Jake took another glance at the numbers on the clock. 
05:00. Early. Too early. Not even the birds are awake yet, he 
thought as he rolled himself out of bed, showered, and 
readied himself for work. Despite his best efforts not to 
disturb Elizabeth from her sleep, he bumped into the 
wardrobe multiple times, causing her to stir and roll over to 
the other side.

Once dressed, he kissed her on the forehead before going 
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downstairs for his first coffee of the day and leaving the 
house. It was a glorious morning. The sky was a sweet pink 
colour, streaked with white contrails left in the wake of 
overnight airplanes soaring through the air. He closed the 
house door behind him at precisely 06:00 and started the car 
to begin the hours journey into the centre of London. As 
usual, the roads and car park were empty.

He parked up and walked into New Scotland Yard, his 
second home, with his stomach rumbling and his eyes still 
heavy. His first destination was the canteen which was open 
but deserted. He grabbed his usual breakfast: a yoghurt, two 
pieces of toast, and an orange juice. He entered the lift just 
outside the canteen. Counter Terrorism Command, or SO15 
as it was now called, was the amalgamation of the Anti-
Terrorist Branch and Special Branch, and was on the fifteenth 
floor. Jake’s stomach somersaulted as the lift vaulted 
skywards. On his way, he acknowledged the few other life 
forms who entered the small capsule with a cursory nod.

Jake pushed open the door into CTC. A row of computer 
monitors faced him, and the hum of their fans was his only 
company while he ate his breakfast. At the head of the room 
were a series of large television screens, surrounded by an 
area of carpet that looked as though someone had eaten 
Rainbow Drops and vomited on it. On the televisions, the 
local news channels scrolled along the bottom. Jake paid little 
attention to them. Ever since his promotion into SO15 two 
years ago, his hours had doubled, and his sleep halved. In his 
previous life, he had been a top homicide detective in the 
Criminal Investigation Department, but his performance in 
the Haversham kidnapping case changed everything for him. 
He was given a new opportunity, a new role, and a new sense 
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of fulfilment. And he hadn’t looked back. Targeting and 
defeating terrorists on the streets of London was what he 
wanted to do more than anything, especially because it meant 
he could protect those he loved most.

‘Good morning, Detective Dick!’ a voice called from 
behind him. The door slammed against the wall. Jake looked 
down at his breakfast, struggling to keep a smile at bay.

‘Morning, Tyler,’ Jake said, keeping his head down. He 
took another bite of his toast and checked his watch. ‘You’re 
early, shouldn’t you still be in bed? Whether it be your own, 
someone else’s, or the hospital’s?’

Tyler was Jake’s partner. They had sat next to one another 
when Jake first joined the department. Tyler had an extra 
years’ experience over Jake, and Tyler didn’t mind reminding 
him of the fact. On their first week together, they had formed 
a bond surprisingly fast. Tyler’s sense of humour combined 
with Jake’s, and they shared banter with one another to no 
end. They were inseparable, and sometimes they would go to 
the pub on a Friday night, or whenever there was football on, 
and spend the evening talking, discussing the job, marriage, 
relationships, life.

‘Not today. That's saved for the weekend. Work hard in 
the week, and play even harder at the weekend,’ Tyler said, 
slapping Jake on the back. He set his bag on his desk next to 
Jake’s.

‘You sure you didn’t get lucky? You’re in a good mood 
this early... and you were last Wednesday, too.’

‘They don’t call it a hump day for nothing, Tanner,’ Tyler 
said. He shot Jake a wink, and leaned back in his chair, 
resting his feet on the table. Tyler’s freckled skin made him 
look younger than he was. Jake envied him for it; only a few 
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years separated them, yet Tyler looked as if he were in his 
early twenties, a commodity most men dreamt of.

‘It is a truth universally acknowledged that Wednesdays 
are the days of Satan,’ Jake said. His computer system booted, 
and an image of his family appeared. Every day, it was a 
constant reminder of why he worked and what he had to live 
for.

‘Don’t start with that literature bullshit on me, Jake,’ Tyler 
said, his smart shoes glistening in the fluorescent light.

‘What are you talking about?’
‘You know, the ones you read at university or something.’
Jake chuckled. His friend’s ignorance baffled him. ‘Wrong 

degree, Ty. I studied psychology, remember?’
‘Oh, yes. I forgot you can read peoples’ minds.’ Tyler 

removed his feet from the table and leaned closer to Jake’s 
face, with his index fingers pressed against his temples.

Jake smiled. ‘Give me half an hour and I’ll have you 
confessing all your deepest, darkest secrets.’

‘If I told you those, you’d have nightmares.’
‘On second thoughts, I’ll pass.’
Jake inched himself closer to his desk and opened his 

emails. To his surprise, there was only one there, hanging at 
the top. Before he could read it, Tyler spoke again.

‘So where were you yesterday then? I didn’t see you for 
the entire afternoon.’

Shit, Jake thought. He had been dreading this moment. 
Tyler didn’t know Jake was opting for a promotion, and he 
couldn’t bear to tell him either. His partner would be upset 
and hurt. Every other time Jake had needed to disappear for 
one of his examinations, he had always got away with it; 
Tyler neither realised nor appeared to care. But now he did, 
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and Jake didn’t know what to tell his friend.
‘Dentist,’ Jake murmured, hoping that if he gave 

monosyllabic answers, it would end the interrogation.
‘I see. Elizabeth been kicking your teeth in for being shit in 

the sack?’
Jake exhaled deeply, relieved Tyler had moved the 

conversation onto the one thing he was obsessed with: 
Elizabeth.

‘Not quite. If she hated it that much, she would have left a 
long time ago.’

‘Well if she ever gets bored with you, send her to me. I’ll 
be able to treat her right.’

‘She doesn’t go for boys with small toys,’ Jake said and 
laughed, his voice carrying throughout the whole office.

‘Fuck you.’
Jake smiled. His and Elizabeth’s marriage always seemed 

to perplex Tyler. In Tyler’s eyes, Elizabeth was a beautiful, 
stunning blonde who should have had a successful catwalk 
career, and Jake was a police detective with a receding 
hairline who had let himself go. The two didn’t add up, and 
he didn’t mind reminding Jake of the fact almost every day.

As the minutes rolled by, more bodies filtered into the 
office. The smell of cheap coffee wafted through the air, and 
the frantic noise of keyboards tapping drowned out all 
conversation.

Jake turned his attention back to his computer. He clicked 
on the email. He paid no attention to the email’s title and got 
as far as the first line before the sound of a door slamming 
against a brick wall distracted him. Silence fell on the office.

‘All right, team!’ a deep voice bellowed. Jake spun round 
on his chair and saw it was his boss, Detective Chief 
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Superintendent Mamadou Kuhoba. ‘Debrief room, two 
minutes. Be there or you’re all fired.’

‘Wonder what mood he’s in today,’ Tyler said as the two 
of them rose to their feet, grabbed a handful of documents 
and a notepad each, and started towards the debrief room. 
‘Adolf Hitler tyrant or Josef Stalin tyrant?’

‘I think it’s more Donald Trump,’ Jake said.
Jake and Tyler entered. Light flooded the room through 

seven floor-to-ceiling windows, and twenty or so chairs 
surrounded a large, oval table in the middle. At the head of 
the room was a large flat screen television. Seated in front of 
it was Mamadou, his wide shoulders and large head 
dwarfing the surrounding table. A plastic cup of coffee and a 
pile of paper and a ring binder, all covered in tiny rings of 
brown and orange coffee stains, were atop the surface. 
Despite being meticulously punctual, Mamadou was an 
organisational mess.

‘Morning, Mam,’ Jake said, taking a seat at the chairs 
nearest to the entrance. He and Tyler were first to enter.

‘Sit down and shut up, Tanner.’
Jake did as he was told and waited for his other colleagues 

to filter in, his mind racing with justifications for Mamadou’s 
mood. It wasn’t unusual for Mamadou to act like an arsehole 
in the mornings, especially during their daily debrief, but 
Jake had never been ordered to sit down and shut up in the 
same sentence.

Less than a minute later, the rest of Counter Terrorism 
Command entered and found themselves a seat. As soon as 
the door shut, Mamadou jumped to his feet and stood in 
front of the television.

‘Morning, team,’ he began. ‘You know the drill. Update 
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me on everything that’s going on. I want none of you sat on 
your arse doing nothing all week. There’s always something 
to do, and if you’re not doing it, you and I’ll be having 
words.’

Mamadou stared at Jake as he spoke, putting him on edge. 
His boss’s eyes seemed to bore into the cells of his skin.

‘Edwards!’ Mamadou continued, turning to the woman on 
his left. ‘You can begin today.’

A small woman spoke. Her blazer was wrapped tightly 
around the upper half of her body, and her voice was nasally. 
She updated the room on the ongoing plan to thwart a 
potential terrorist plot in south London.

‘A raid was carried out in the early hours of this morning, 
and there were three arrests,’ DC Edwards finished.

‘All confirmed perps?’ Mamadou asked.
‘Yes, sir.’
‘Good.’
Mamadou continued around the room, prompting the 

next person to disclose any updates they had. When the time 
came for Jake to speak, he was tight-lipped. He had nothing 
to share. He had just closed a case and now he was going 
through the paperwork. Not to mention, Mamadou knew the 
real reason his workload was sparse — his interviews and 
tests for the promotion — so why was he trying to humiliate 
Jake in front of his colleagues?

The debriefing had finished by 09:25. As soon as 
Mamadou gave a wave of his hand, everyone in the room 
stepped out of their seats and on their feet.

‘Not so fast Tanner, Stuart,’ Mamadou barked, clearing his 
throat.

Fuck sake, Jake thought. What is it this time?
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‘Sit back down please, gentlemen.’
Tyler and Jake did as instructed. Mamadou stepped 

towards them and sat on the table.
‘What is it, boss?’ Tyler asked confidently. The way he 

spoke was an act, a façade, and Mamadou saw straight 
through it.

‘Your attitude, Stuart. That’s what.’ Mamadou pointed his 
chubby fingers at Tyler. ‘Now, I’ve been having a few 
discussions with the CID, and they’re a little understaffed at 
the moment, and since you two are surplus to fucking 
requirements, I’ve offered your services to them.’

Tyler moaned, leaned forward in his chair, and instantly 
sat back after he saw the fiery stare Mamadou gave him. Jake 
didn’t like this. He didn’t like it one bit, but if he was going to 
stand any chance of getting the promotion, he needed to 
prove he was willing and competent enough to work well 
within the different departments of the Metropolitan Police.

‘What’s the case, boss?’ Jake asked.
‘The Emery kidnapping case.’
Jake had heard of it. The entire office had. A teenage girl 

and her boyfriend had been abducted in the afternoon and 
had been missing for four days. The kidnapper had filmed 
themselves and post a live stream of them raping the girl. The 
nation was shocked at what they saw, and the feed was 
immediately cut off by internet providers and search engines. 
Since then the entire country was out looking for them, but 
still they had found nothing. The Senior Investigating Officer, 
DCI Michaels, had made an arse out of himself on national 
television by explaining to the public a vital piece of evidence 
had been lost in transit from the crime scene to the 
laboratory. It was apparently now up to Jake and Tyler from 
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CTC to save their jobs.
‘Should be easy for you,’ Mamadou said, smiling 

sarcastically. ‘You’ve had a case like this before.’
It was true, Jake had experienced something similar. The 

case before he joined CTC. A barrister and their family had 
been brutally murdered in their own home, and their eldest 
daughter had been kidnapped. But with no murder weapon 
nor suspects, Jake had to use all of his instincts and 
determination to save the girl. In the end, he did, but it had 
almost cost him his life.

‘What do we have to do?’ Jake asked.
‘Get down to CID and speak to your old boss, Darryl — 

he’ll instruct you further.’
‘Is that everything?’
‘What do you mean, Tanner?’
‘That was all you wanted to hold us back for? There’s 

nothing else?’
Mamadou’s eyebrows raised. ‘What do you want me to 

tell you, Tanner? That there are budget cuts bigger than the 
department has ever seen before coming our way? That last 
night my cat ran away on my birthday? That my mother has 
cancer and has only a few weeks to live, if that?’

Jake said nothing. Tyler remained silent next to him, his 
mouth agape. Neither of them knew what to say. For a 
moment, Jake was hoping Mamadou would tell them he was 
joking, that none of what he had said was true. But when that 
moment didn’t come, Jake knew something serious in 
Mamadou’s personal life was taking place.

‘I’m so sorry, boss,’ Jake said, keeping his eyes fixed on 
Mamadou, who now hung his head low and looked to the 
ground. The three of them had been close friends ever since 
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Jake joined CTC, but Jake had never seen his boss and friend 
in the position he was in now. ‘If there’s anything we can do, 
just say the word.’

‘You got a cure for cancer?’
Jake didn’t respond.
‘Then no, you can’t fucking do anything.’ Mamadou 

looked out of the window, as if searching for answers. ‘Jesus, 
I’m sorry, guys. I don’t mean to be like this. It’s just...’

Mamadou trailed off, unable to continue and ran his 
fingers through his grey hair and then brought them down to 
his face. Jake understood. Mamadou didn’t need to say 
anything more. He had told them enough.

‘Now,’ he said, making eye contact with them, ‘get your 
dicks out of your hands and get down to CID before I have to 
fire you or before you have to do what you’re paid to. 
Whichever comes sooner.’

Just like that, Mamadou was back to his usual brutish self. 
But Jake knew deep down the man was hurting and in a lot 
of pain and emotionally unstable. Jake nodded to Mamadou, 
turned to face Tyler, and gesticulated for them both to leave. 
Tyler was first out the room, closely followed by Jake. They 
walked onto the lift at the end of the hallway, both 
completely unaware that the time to do their job would come 
sooner than expected.


