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      London, Monday the 15th, 12.32 p.m.
      

      
      The car missed the bus by inches.

      
      There was a high-pitched scream of rubber on tarmac as the Renault skidded past. The driver of the bus sounded his horn angrily,
         the sound adding to the cacophony already filling the air.
      

      
      Detective Inspector David Birch gripped the wheel of the car more tightly and drove on, pressing his foot down harder on the
         accelerator. Ahead of him, his eyes fixed like laser sights upon it, the silver-grey Nissan he was pursuing also speeded up,
         scraping the side of a Mini as it pushed and barged through the traffic on Jamaica Road.
      

      
      More horns blared as the two cars hurtled along the thoroughfare, Birch keeping the Renault as close to the fleeing Nissan
         as he could. There was perspiration on his face. His shirt was sticking to his back.
      

      
      ‘Where the fuck is he going?’ Birch muttered, aware that they were approaching another set of traffic lights.

      
      The Nissan showed no signs of slowing down and shot through the junction with the lights on red.

      
      Birch followed without hesitation.

      
      Beside him in the passenger seat, Detective Sergeant Stephen Johnson glanced at his watch.

      
      ‘We’ve been chasing the bastard for thirty minutes,’ he remarked.
      

      
      Birch glanced down and saw that the fuel tank was half empty. He accelerated as he saw a short stretch of clear road.

      
      ‘Maybe he’ll run out of petrol,’ Johnson offered, hopefully, nodding in the direction of the Nissan.

      
      ‘Where’s our fucking support?’ Birch demanded. ‘We’ve been on him all the way from Canning Town.’

      
      ‘There’re marked units moving parallel with us. Others up ahead.’

      
      ‘Tell them to cut off all routes across the river.’

      
      Johnson lifted the two-way to his mouth.

      
      ‘This is Unit Seven,’ he said, gripping the side of the seat as Birch sent the Renault veering around another car, the wheels
         slamming into the kerb. ‘Heading up St Thomas Street towards Borough High Street. Suspect must be prevented from crossing
         the river. Close London Bridge.’
      

      
      After a second or two a metallic voice rattled into the car. ‘Closing A3 on approach to London Bridge,’ it said before disappearing
         in a hiss of static.
      

      
      More lights ahead. They were on green this time. Beyond them Birch could see a pedestrian crossing. There were people waiting
         on either side of the street.
      

      
      ‘Shit,’ he murmured, watching as the Nissan bore down on the black and white lines across the road.

      
      A man stepped on to the crossing, jumping back hurriedly when he realised the Nissan wasn’t going to stop.

      
      The silver-grey vehicle hurtled past him then turned sharply left and right, cutting across the path of several other cars.
         Up ahead of the Renault, two vehicles collided, momentarily blocking the street.
      

      
      ‘Moving into Southwark Street,’ Johnson said into the two-way.

      
      Birch saw a police motorcycle swing out from a side street. It roared after the Nissan.

      
      From above he heard another sound. The police helicopter swooped as low out of the sky as it dared and hung there like some
         massive metallic bird of prey. It followed the two speeding vehicles for a moment then once more rose high into the air.
      

      
      Birch gripped the wheel more tightly and drove on.
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      There was an unedifying jolt as the Renault momentarily mounted the pavement to avoid the damaged cars blocking the thoroughfare.
         Both policemen grunted as Birch swung it wildly back on to the road again.
      

      
      Up ahead, the uniformed motorcyclist was less than twenty feet from the rear of the speeding Nissan.

      
      ‘Just stay with him,’ Birch muttered under his breath.

      
      The bike was gaining by the second.

      
      ‘Moving down Stamford Street,’ Johnson said into the two-way. ‘All units converge.’

      
      More traffic lights.

      
      The Nissan shot through the next set, narrowly avoiding a collision with a Mercedes. There were more blaring horns and the
         shriek of tyres, and as the Renault sped onwards after its prey Birch could smell the stink of burning rubber strong in his
         nostrils.
      

      
      The police motorbike was now within ten feet of the Nissan. The rider suddenly accelerated, coming up on the inside of the
         vehicle.
      

      
      Birch shook his head. ‘Tell him to stay back,’ he snapped.

      
      Johnson had the two-way to his mouth when the Nissan suddenly swung violently to the left. It hit the motorbike and sent it veering out of control.
      

      
      The two wheels mounted the pavement, and the rider managed to control the bike long enough to guide it back on to the road.

      
      ‘No,’ snarled Birch.

      
      The Nissan lurched left once more, its driver wrenching the wheel violently, slamming into the bike with even greater force.

      
      This time, the motorbike was shunted towards a line of parked cars. It struck the side of a Vauxhall. The impact sent the
         bike rider flying from his seat. He hit the bonnet of the Vauxhall, skidded across it and landed on the other side. The bike
         crashed on to its side and ricocheted back into the road, tyres still spinning.
      

      
      Birch twisted the steering wheel to avoid the obstacle, his offside tyre clipping the bike.

      
      There was a sound of shattering glass. Pieces of the bike’s windscreen and portions of one Renault headlight skittered across
         the tarmac like crystal shrapnel.
      

      
      Somewhere behind he heard screams but his eyes never left the road. Never left the Nissan that he was still pursuing.

      
      Johnson turned slightly in his seat and saw the injured police motorcyclist lying motionless on the pavement, people running
         towards him, some to help, others to merely gaze in bewildered fascination at his body.
      

      
      On the right, the gaunt edifice of the National Theatre appeared.

      
      Up ahead, traffic on the roundabout was heading straight for them.

      
      ‘He’s going for Waterloo Bridge,’ Birch said.

      
      ‘All units,’ Johnson repeated into the two-way. ‘Suspect is crossing the river at Waterloo Bridge.’

      
      Birch twisted the wheel left and right, intent only on not hitting anything. In front of him, the Nissan wove in and out of the heavy traffic, ignoring the blaring horns, somehow finding a path through. It finally swung left on to the
         bridge.
      

      
      Birch followed, narrowly avoiding a taxi whose driver gestured angrily at him.

      
      ‘Get out of the road,’ the DI roared as he drove on, his teeth gritted as he saw people ahead crossing.

      
      Ahead, the Nissan ploughed on.

      
      It hit a woman and sent her careering backwards on to the pavement. She flopped down on to the flagstones, cracking her head
         hard on the concrete.
      

      
      ‘Close the far end of Waterloo Bridge,’ Birch rasped.

      
      The police helicopter, seeing the open space over the river, suddenly swooped down again, dropping to within a hundred feet
         of the fleeing Nissan.
      

      
      ‘All units converge,’ Johnson ordered. ‘Strand and Aldwych.’

      
      ‘Bastard’s got nowhere to run now,’ hissed Birch and pressed down harder on the accelerator.
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