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			Hushabye

			A Kate Redman Mystery: Book 1

		

	
		
			Prologue

			Casey Fullman opened her eyes and knew something was wrong.

			 

			It was too bright. She was used to waking to grey dimness, the before-sunrise hours of a winter morning. Dita would stand by the bed with Charlie in one arm, a warmed bottle in the other. Casey would struggle up to a sitting position, trying to avoid the jab of pain from her healing Caesarean scar, and take the baby and the bottle.

			You’re mad to get up so early when you don’t have to, her mother had told her, more than once. It’s not like you’re breastfeeding. Let Dita do it. But Casey, smiling and shrugging, would never give up those first waking moments. She enjoyed the delicious warmth of the baby snuggled against her body, his dark eyes fixed upon hers as he sucked furiously at the bottle.

			She didn’t envy Dita, though, stumbling back to bed through the early morning dark to her bedroom next to the nursery. Casey would have got up herself to take Charlie from his cot when he cried for his food, but Nick needed his sleep, and it seemed to work out better all round for Dita, so close to the cot anyway, to bring him and the bottle into the bedroom instead. That’s what I pay her for, Nick had said, when she’d suggested getting up herself.

			 

			But this morning there was no Dita, sleepy-eyed in rumpled pyjamas, standing by the bed. There was no Charlie. Casey sat up sharply, wincing as her stomach muscles pulled at the scar. She looked over at Nick, fast asleep next to her. Sleeping like a baby. But where was her baby, her Charlie?

			She got up and padded across the soft, expensive, sound-muffling carpet, not bothering with her dressing gown, too anxious now to delay. It was almost full daylight; she could see clearly. The bedroom door was shut, and she opened it to a silent corridor outside.

			The door to Dita’s room was standing open, but the door to Charlie’s nursery was closed. Casey looked in Dita’s room. Her nanny’s bed was empty, the room in its usual mess, clothes and toys all over the floor. She must have gone into Charlie’s room. They must both be in there. Why hadn’t Dita brought him through? He must be ill, thought Casey, and fear broke over her like a wave. Her palm slipped on the door handle to the nursery.

			She pushed the door. It stuck, halfway open. Casey shoved harder and it moved, opening wide enough for her to see an out-flung arm on the carpet, a hand half-curled. Her throat closed up. Frantically, she pushed at the door, and it opened far enough to enable her to squeeze inside.

			It was Dita she saw first, spread-eagled on the floor, face upwards. For a split second, Casey thought, crazily, that it was a model of her nanny, a waxwork, something that someone had left in the room for a joke. Dita’s face was pale as colourless candle wax, but that wasn’t the worst thing. There was something wrong with the structure of her face, her forehead dented, her nose pushed to one side. Her thick blonde hair was fanned out around her head like the stringy petals of a giant flower.

			 

			Casey felt her heartbeat falter as she looked down at the body. She was dimly aware that her lungs felt as if they’d seized up, frozen solid. She mouthed like a fish, gasping for air, but it wasn’t until she moved her gaze from Dita to look at Charlie’s cot that she began to scream.

		

	
		
			Chapter One

			Kate Redman stood in the tiny hallway of her flat and regarded herself in the full-length mirror that hung beside the front door. She never left the flat without giving herself a quick once-over—not for reasons of vanity, but to check that all was in place.She smoothed down her hair and tugged at her jacket, pulling the shoulders more firmly into shape. Her bag stood by the front door mat. She picked it up and checked her purse and mobile and warrant card were all there, zipped away in the inner pocket.

			She was early, but then she was always early. Time for a quick coffee before the doorbell was expected to ring? She walked into the small, neat kitchen, her hand hovering over the kettle. She decided against it. She felt jittery enough already. Calm down, Kate.

			It was awful being the new girl; it was like being back at school again. Although now at least, she was well-dressed, with clean hair and clean shoes. It was fairly unlikely that any of her new co-workers would tell her that she smelt and had nits.

			Kate shook herself mentally. She was talking to herself again, the usual internal monologue, always a sign of stress. It’s just a new job. You can do it. They picked you, remember?

			She checked her watch. He was late, although not by much. The traffic at this time of day was always awful. She walked from the kitchen to the lounge – living room, Kate, living room – a matter of ten steps. She closed her bedroom door, and then opened it again to let the air flow in. She walked back to the hallway just as the doorbell finally rang. She took a deep breath and fixed her smile in place before she opened it.

			“DS Redman?” asked the man on the doorstep. “I’m DS Olbeck. Otherwise known as Mark. Bloody awful parking around here. Sorry I’m late.”

			Kate noted a few things immediately: the fact that he’d said ‘bloody,’ whereas every other copper she’d ever known would have said ‘fucking’; his slightly too long dark hair; that he had a nice, crinkle-eyed smile. She felt a bit better.

			“No drama,” she said breezily. “I’m ready. Call me Kate.”

			When they got to the car, she hesitated slightly for a moment, unsure of whether she should clear the passenger seat of all the assorted crap that was piled upon it or whether she should leave it to Mark. He muttered an apology and threw everything into the back.

			“I’m actually quite neat,” he said, swinging the door open for her, “but it doesn’t seem to extend to the car, if you see what I mean.”

			Kate smiled politely. As he swung the car out into the road, she fixed her mind on the job ahead of them.

			“Can you tell me–” she began, just as he began to ask her a question.

			“You’re from–”

			“Oh, sorry–”

			“I was going to say, you’re up from Bournemouth, aren’t you?” Olbeck asked.

			“That’s right. I grew up there.”

			“I thought that’s where people went to retire.”

			Kate grinned. “Pretty much. There’s wasn’t a lot of, shall we say, life when I was growing up.” She paused. “Still, we had the beach. Where are you from?”

			“London,” said DS Olbeck, briefly. There was a pause while he waited to join the dual carriageway. “Nowhere glamorous. Just the outskirts, really. Ruislip, Middlesex. How are you finding the move to the West Country?”

			“Fine so far.”

			“Have you got family around here?”

			Kate was growing impatient with the small talk. “No, no one around here,” she said. “Can I ask you about the case?”

			“Of course.”

			“I know it’s a murder and kidnap case–”

			“Yes. The child – baby – belongs to the Fullmans. Nick Fullman is a very wealthy entrepreneur, made most of his cash in property development. He got married about a year ago – to one of those sort of famous people.”

			“How do you mean?” Kate asked.

			“Oh you know, the sort of Z-list celebrity that keeps showing up in Heat magazine. Her name’s Casey Bright. Well, Casey Fullman now. Appeared in Okay when they got married, showing you round their lovely home, you know the sort of thing.”

			Kate smiled. “I get the picture.”

			She wouldn’t have pegged DS Olbeck for a gossip mag reader, but then people often weren’t what they seemed.

			“And the murder?”

			“The nanny, Dita Olgweisch. Looks incidental to the kidnapping at this point, but you never know. What is known is that the baby is missing and as it – he’s – only three months old, you can imagine the kind of thing we’re dealing with here.”

			“Yes.” Kate was silent for a moment. A three-month-old baby…memories threatened to surface and she pushed them away. “So on the face of it, we’re looking at the baby was snatched, the nanny interrupted whoever it was, and she was killed?”

			“Like you say, on the surface, that seems to be what’s happened. We’ll know more soon. We’ll be there in,” he glanced at the sat nav on the windscreen, “fifteen minutes or so.”

			They were off the motorway now and into the countryside. Looking out of the window, Kate noted the ploughed fields, shorn of the autumn stubble, the skeletal shapes of the trees. It was a grey January day, the sky like a flat blanket the colour of nothing. The worst time of year, she thought, everything dead, shut down for the winter, months until spring.

			The car slowed, turned into a driveway, and continued through formidable iron gates which were opened for them by a uniformed officer. After they drove through, Kate looked back to see the gates swung shut behind them. She noted the high wooden fence that ran alongside the road, the CCTV camera on the gatepost. The driveway wound though dripping trees and opened out into a courtyard at the front of the house.

			“Looks like security is a priority,” she said to her companion as he pulled the car up by the front door.

			He raised his eyebrows. “Clearly not enough of a priority.”

			“Well, we’ll see,” said Kate.

			They both got out of the car. There was another uniformed officer by the front door, a pale redhead whose nose had reddened in the raw air. He was stamping his feet and swinging his arms but stopped abruptly when Kate and Olbeck reached him.

			“DCI Anderton here yet?” said Olbeck.

			“Yes sir. He’s inside, in the kitchen. Just go straight through the hallway.”

			They stepped inside. The hallway was cavernous, tiled in chilly white stone, scuffed and marked now with the imprint of shoes and boots. Kate looked around. A staircase split in two and flowed around the upper reaches of the hallway to the first floor of the house. There was an enormous light shade suspended from the ceiling, a tangled mass of glass tubing and metal filaments. It had probably cost more than her flat, but she thought it hideous all the same. The house was warm, too warm; the underfloor heating was obviously at full blast, but there was an atmosphere of frigidity nonetheless. Perhaps it was the glossy white floor, the high ceilings, the general air of too much space. A Philip Starke chair stood against the wall, looking as though it had been carved out of ice.

			“Mark? That you? Through here.”

			They followed the shout through into the kitchen, big on an industrial scale. It opened out into a glass-walled conservatory, which overlooked a terrace leading down to a clipped and manicured lawn. Detective Chief Inspector Anderton stood by a cluster of leather sofas where a woman was sitting, crouching forward, her long blonde hair dipping towards the floor. Kate looked around her surreptitiously. The place stank of money, new money: wealth just about dripped from the ceilings. It must be a kidnapping. Now, Kate, she chided herself. No jumping to conclusions.

			She had only met the Chief Inspector once before, at her interview. He was a grey man: steel grey hair, dark grey eyes, grey suit. Easy to dismiss, at first.

			“Ah, DS Redman,” he said as they both approached. “Welcome. Hoping to catch up with you later in my office, but we’ll have to see how things go. You can see how things are here.”

			He gave her a firm handshake, holding her gaze for a moment. She was surprised at the sudden tug of her lower belly, a pulse that vanished almost as soon as she’d registered it. A little shaken, it took her a moment to collect herself. The other two officers had begun talking to the blonde woman on the sofa. Kate joined them.

			Casey Fullman was a tiny woman, very childlike in spite of the bleached hair, the breast implants and the false nails. Kate noted the delicate bones of her wrist and ankles. Casey had bunchy cheeks, smooth and round like the curve of a peach, a tip-tilted nose and large blue eyes. These last were bloodshot, tears glistening along the edge of her reddened eyelids.

			“I don’t know,” she was saying as Kate joined them. Her voice was high, and she spoke with a gasp that could have been tears but might be habitual. “I don’t know. I didn’t hear anything and when I woke up, Dita,” she drew in her breath, “Dita wasn’t there. She would normally be there with a bottle and Ch- and Ch–”

			She broke down entirely, dropping her head down to her bare knees. There was a moment of silence while Kate watched the ends of Casey’s long hair touch the floor.

			Anderton began to utter some soothing words. Kate looked around, her eye attracted by a movement outside on the terrace. A man was walking up and down, talking into a mobile phone, his free hand gesticulating wildly. As Kate watched, he flipped the phone closed and turned towards the house. He was young, good-looking and, somewhat incongruously given the early hour, dressed in a suit.

			“Sorry about that, I had to take it,” said Nick Fullman as he entered the room. Kate mentally raised her eyebrows, wondering at a man who prioritised a phone call, presumably a business matter, over comforting his wife after their baby son had been kidnapped. Not necessarily a kidnapping, Kate, stop jumping to conclusions. She thought she saw an answering disapproval in Olbeck’s face.

			Anderton introduced his colleagues. Nick Fullman shook hands with them both, rather to Kate’s surprise, and then finally sat down next to his sobbing wife.

			“Come on, Case,” he said, pulling her up and encircling her with one arm. “Try and keep it together. The police are here to help.”

			Casey put shaking fingers up to her mouth. She appeared to be trying to control her tears, taking in deep, shuddering breaths.

			“Perhaps you’d like a cup of tea?” said Olbeck. He caught Kate’s eye, and she immediately looked away. Don’t you bloody dare ask me to make it. He looked around rather helplessly. “Is there anyone who could , er–”

			“I’ll make it.”

			They all looked around at the sound of the words. A woman had come into the kitchen. Or had she? Kate wondered whether she’d been there all along, unnoticed. There was something unmemorable about her, which was odd because she too was dressed in full business attire, her face heavily made-up, her hair straightened and twisted and pinned in an elaborate style on the top of her head.

			“This is my PA, Gemma Phillips,” said Fullman. There was just a shade of relief in his voice. “Gemma, thanks for coming so quickly.”

			“It’s fine,” she said with a brilliant smile, a smile that faded a little as she surveyed Casey, huddled and gasping. “It’s terrible. I came as quickly as I could. I can’t believe it.”

			“If you could make tea for us all, that would be wonderful, Miss Phillips,” said Anderton.

			“It’s Ms Phillips, if you don’t mind,” she said, rather quickly. “Or you can call me Gemma. I don’t mind.”

			Anderton inclined his head.

			“Of course. We’d like to talk to you as well, once we’ve been able to sit with Mr and Mrs Fullman for a while.”

			He turned back to the Fullmans. Gemma shrugged and began to make tea, moving quickly about the room. Kate watched her. Clearly Gemma knew her way around the kitchen very well. What, exactly, was her relationship with her employers like? Had she worked for them long? Presumably she didn’t live on the premises. Kate made mental notes to use in her interview with the girl later.

			The tea was made and presented to them all. Casey took one sip of hers and choked.

			“Oh, sorry,” said Gemma. “I always forget you don’t take sugar.”

			There was something in her voice that made Kate’s internal sensor light up. Not mockery, not exactly. There was something though. Kate scribbled more mental notes.

			Nick Fullman had been given coffee, rather than tea, in an elegant white china cup. He’d swallowed it in three gulps. Kate noted the dark shadows under his eyes and the faint jittery shudder of his fingers. A caffeine addict? An insomniac? Or something else?

			“I heard nothing,” he was saying in response to Anderton’s question. “I was sleeping. I sleep pretty heavily, and the first I knew about anything was Casey screaming down the hallway. I ran down and saw, well, saw Dita on the floor.”

			“Do you have any theories as to who might have taken your son?”

			Casey let out a small moan. Nick pulled her closer to him.

			“None whatsoever. I can’t believe anyone–” His voice faltered for a second. “I can’t believe anyone would do such a thing.”

			“No one has made any threats against you or your family recently?”

			“Of course not.”

			“Who has access to the house? Do you keep any staff?”

			Fullman frowned. “What do you mean by access?”

			“Well, keys specifically. But also anyone who is permitted to enter the house, particularly on a regular basis.”

			“I’ll have to think.” Fullman was silent for a moment. He looked at his personal assistant. “Gemma, you couldn’t be a star and make another coffee, could you?”

			“Of course.” Gemma almost jumped from her chair to fulfil his request.

			Fullman turned back to the police officers.

			“Casey and I have keys, of course. Gemma has a set to the house, although not to the outbuildings, I don’t think.”

			“That’s right,” called Gemma from the kitchen. “Just the house.”

			“What about Miss Olgweisch?”

			Fullman dropped his eyes to the floor. “Yes, Dita had a full set.”

			“Anyone else?”

			Casey raised her head from her husband’s shoulder.

			“My mum’s got a front door key,” she said, her voice hoarse. “She knows the key codes and all that.”

			“Ah, yes,” said Anderton. “The security. Presumably all the people who have keys also have security codes and so forth?”

			Fullman nodded. “That’s right. There’s an access code on the main gate and the alarm code for the house.”

			Kate and Olbeck exchanged glances. Whoever had taken the baby hadn’t set off any of the alarms.

			Casey pushed herself upright.

			“What are you doing to find him?” she begged. “Why are we sat here answering all these questions when we should be out there looking for him?”

			“Mrs Fullman,” said Anderton in a steady tone. “I really do know how desperate you must be feeling. My officers are out there on your land combing every inch of it for clues to Charlie’s whereabouts. We just have to try and ascertain a few basic facts so we can think of the best way to move forward as quickly as possible.”

			“It’s just…” Casey’s voice trailed away. Kate addressed her husband.

			“Mr Fullman, is there anyone who could come and give your wife some support? Give you both some support? Her mother, perhaps?”

			Fullman grimaced. “I suppose so. Case, shall I ring your mum?” His wife nodded, mutely, and he stood up. “I’ll go and ring her then.”

			He headed back outside to the terrace, clearly relieved to be escaping the kitchen. Olbeck looked at Kate and raised his eyebrows very slightly. She nodded, just as subtly.

			“You two look around,” said Anderton. “DS Redman, I’d like you to talk to Ms Phillips once you’re done. DS Olbeck, go and see how the search is progressing. I want the neighbours questioned before too long.”

			 

			The house was newly built, probably less than ten years old. It was a sprawling low building, cedar-clad and white-rendered, technically built on several different levels but as the ground had been dug away and landscaped around it, the house looked like nothing so much as a very expensive bungalow. Or so Kate thought, walking around the perimeter with Olbeck. They had checked the layout of the bedrooms, noting the distance of the baby’s nursery from the Fullman’s bedroom.

			“Why wasn’t the baby in their room?” asked Kate.

			Olbeck glanced at her. “Should he have been?”

			“I think that’s the standard advice. Everyone I know with tiny babies keeps them in their own bedrooms. Sometimes in their beds. Not stuck down the end of the corridor.”

			“I don’t know,” said Olbeck. “The nanny was right next door.”

			Dita Olgweisch’s room and the nursery were still sealed off by the Scene of Crime team gathering evidence. Kate stood back for a second to let a SOCO past her, rustling along in white overalls.

			“I’ll ask Mrs Fullman when she’s feeling up to it,” she said. “Perhaps there was a simple explanation.”

			The view from the terrace was undeniably lovely. The ground dropped steeply away from the decking and the lawn ended in a semi-circle of woodland; beech, ash, and oak trees all stood as if on guard around the grass. Kate could see the movements of the uniformed officers as they carried out their fingertip search. Olbeck came up beside her and they both stood looking out on the scene. Kate wondered if he was thinking what she was thinking – that somewhere out in those peaceful looking woods was a tiny child’s body. Her stomach clenched.

			“I’ve never worked on a child case before,” said Olbeck abruptly. Kate turned her head, surprised. “Murder, obviously. But never a child.”

			“We don’t know that the baby’s…” Kate didn’t want to finish the sentence.

			“I know.” They were both silent for a moment. “I hope you’re right. God, I hope you’re right.”

			There didn’t seem to be much else to say. They both had things to do, but for another moment, they stood quietly, side by side, looking out at the swaying, leafless branches of the trees.

		

	
		
			Chapter Two

			Kate found Gemma Phillips in what was clearly a home office, one of the smaller rooms off a corridor leading from the kitchen. There were two desks, filing cabinets, a printer and several swivel chairs. Gemma was typing busily on the keyboard of a laptop. As Kate got closer, though, she could see that all the girl was doing was updating her Facebook status. What was she putting in her update? Kate wondered. Gemma Phillips...is about to be interviewed by the police.

			“Hi Gemma,” she said, grabbing one of the swivel chairs and turning it to face Gemma’s desk. “I’d like to have a chat, ask you a few questions, if I may?”

			“No problem,” said Gemma, but rather uneasily. Her long fingernails clicked on the edge of her laptop.

			“You’ve worked for Mr Fullman for how long?”

			“Um, seven years. Almost eight years.”

			“Quite a while then. What’s he like to work for? Is he a good boss?”

			Gemma looked even more uneasy. “He’s okay. Bit of a slave driver, sometimes, but they all are, aren’t they?”

			Kate repressed her answer, which was something along the lines of no, she wouldn’t know, having never been a secretary, thank God. That was mean and snobbish of her. What in God’s name did she have to be snobbish about?

			“Could you tell me more about him? I know he’s in property development. What sort of thing does he do?”

			“How do you mean?”

			“Well, what sort of thing is he working on at the moment? Any particular project?”

			Gemma frowned.

			“Well, he’s got a big residential building contract on the go. Newbuild flats over in Wallingham. Do you mean that sort of thing?”

			“Yes, well–” Kate tried a different tack. “What sort of work do you do for him?”

			Gemma looked at her laptop screen.

			“I do all sorts. Deal with his diary, deal with his phone calls, arrange his travel. Type up the contracts and deal with the rental agencies.”

			“Do you do any work for Mrs Fullman?”

			“A bit.” Gemma sounded resentful. “Since she had the baby, she’s been asking me to do more and more. That’s always the way. You start off by doing someone a favour and then they take advantage.”

			She’d referred to the child as the baby, not Charlie. Was that significant?

			“Have Mr and Mrs Fullman been married long?” Kate knew they hadn’t, but she wanted to try and draw a bit more from Gemma on her employer’s wife.

			“Not really. Not even a year. She got pregnant before they got married.”

			“She was a TV star, wasn’t she, before she got married?”

			Gemma’s lip curled. “Well, not really. She was in that reality show about the Mayfair hairdressers, that’s all. She did a bit of modelling after that. She wasn’t really famous. Not an A-lister, or anything.” Kate looked her in the eye, and she flushed and dropped her head, obviously aware of the rising tone of her voice. “Anyway, she hasn’t done much since the baby came.”

			“Charlie,” said Kate. He has a name.

			“Yes, Charlie.”

			Kate paused.

			“How did you get on with Dita Olgweisch?”

			Gemma looked stricken. Kate saw her throat ripple as she swallowed.

			“I can’t believe she’s dead,” she said, almost in a whisper. “I can’t - it doesn’t seem possible.”

			“You were close?”

			“No, not really. Well, we were friendly. I mean, we’d chat and all that. I didn’t really see that much of her. She was always out with the baby –with Charlie.” The girl’s hands were shaking. “I can’t believe she’s dead,” she repeated.

			Her distress seemed genuine. Kate observed her more closely, noting with a stab of pity that despite the carefully applied makeup, the ironed clothes, and the elaborate hairstyle, Gemma was undeniably plain. Plain. What a stupid, cruel word – but apt in this instance. There was something forgettable about the girl, something negligible. Was that the root of her resentment against Casey Fullman – the jealousy of the less attractive woman over the prettier one?

			“Are you married, Gemma?” she asked suddenly.

			Gemma flushed again. “No, I’m not. Why?”

			Kate smiled, trying to put her at her ease. “Just being nosy. I’m permanently single myself.”

			Gemma half-smiled.

			“I’ve got a fella,” she said. “We’re engaged. Practically engaged.”

			“Congratulations.” Kate paused for a moment. “Anyway, let’s talk a bit more about Dita, if it doesn’t distress you too much. Are you happy to carry on?” She took the girl’s shrug as assent. “How long had she been Charlie’s nanny?”

			Gemma thought for a moment. “Not long. Only a couple of months.”

			“Did Mrs Fullman need a lot of help with the baby? He’s very young.” In her mind’s eye, Kate could see a small, crumpled face, eyes tight shut, black birth hair in a fluffy corona. She cleared her throat. “Did – did she have a difficult birth?”

			“I don’t know,” said Gemma, looking offended. “She didn’t talk about it with me. I don’t think she even wanted a nanny, to be honest, Nick is the one who got Dita to come. It’s what you do when you’re rich, isn’t it? Get help even if you don’t need it.” She clicked her fingernails on the edge of her laptop, an irritating, scuttering sound. “Nick’s got money to burn. He just spends it for the sake of it.”

			Kate nodded. She eased forward and stood up, feeling that she’d got enough to be going on with for a while. Then she sat down again.

			“What do you think happened last night, Gemma?” she asked.

			“Me?” said Gemma. She looked startled, then frightened. “I don’t know. How would I know?”

			“Do you have any ideas at all?”

			The mascara-laded eyelashes blinked rapidly. Then Gemma turned back to her laptop. Her shoulders were rigid. “Some paedo, wasn’t it?” she said. She didn’t look at Kate. “You hear about it all the time, paedophiles snatching kids.”

			“Very rarely babies, and very rarely are children taken from their own beds.”

			Gemma shrugged, still turned away.

			“Well, you asked me what I thought,” she said, with some hostility.

			Kate stood up again. “And Dita?” she said.

			Gemma shot her a hunted glance. Again, she looked frightened.

			“I don’t know,” she said in a small voice. “She must have just got in – in his way.”

		

	
		
			Chapter Three

			Kate and Olbeck drove back to the station in Olbeck’s car while Anderton followed them in his own vehicle. Kate stared unseeing out of the window at the bleak landscape, her mind running over her conversation with Gemma.

			There was clearly no love lost between Gemma and her employer’s wife, but was that significant? Probably not. So Casey hadn’t wanted a nanny? Why had Nick employed one? Was it just, as Gemma suggested, that he could afford it? She dismissed the thoughts from her mind as they joined the ring road that encircled the town, knowing that they were nearly at the station.

			Kate looked with interest at the buildings and people of Abbeyford. She’d taken a risk, taking a job here – she knew no one, she knew nothing about the town. Her flat was a good hour and a half’s drive from the police station. Would that become a problem? She didn’t want to leave her flat, she loved it, but if it was necessary for her career, then that was a step she was willing to take.

			Abbeyford was a market town that had grown up around a tiny collection of medieval buildings, the last remnants of a vanished monastery that had once provided alms and charity to the poor of the county. Now the high street was lined with the usual coffee shops, charity shops, supermarkets and the odd, struggling independent store. There was a handsome Victorian town hall, a modern library, two secondary schools, and plenty of good and not-so-good pubs.

			At the police station, a charmless, redbrick sixties building, Anderton assembled his team for a debriefing session. Kate, again feeling like the new girl at school, took a seat and fixed her eyes on the DCI. She was bothered again by that flash of attraction she’d had before, when he’d shaken her hand in the Fullmans’ kitchen. She made an effort to concentrate on what he was saying.

			“We’re assuming the murder took place as incidental to the kidnapping,” he said, gesturing to the crime scene photographs affixed to the whiteboard. “But should we assume that? Is it possible that the real motive for the crime was the murder of Dita Olgweisch and the kidnapping of Charlie Fullman is incidental to that?”

			“It’s possible,” said Olbeck. “But where’s the motive?”

			“Exactly, Mark,” said Anderton. “But I’m trying to make it clear that we can’t take anything for granted here. It could be a kidnapping for money, although as yet there’s been no ransom note or demand that we know of. It could be an abduction with a sexual motive, God forbid. It could be for another reason. Dita Olgweisch could have been killed accidentally. She could have been assisting the intruder. Or she could have been the primary target. How long had she worked for the Fullmans? DS Redman?”

			Kate sat up straighter.

			“Gemma Phillips says not long – two months. It seems to be Nick Fullman who employed her – I mean, it was at his request, rather than his wife’s.”

			“Okay,” said Anderton. “We’ll need to talk to the Fullmans again, in much more detail. DS Olbeck, DS Redman, you’ll accompany me on that trip. We’ll go back this afternoon.”

			Kate watched. As Anderton talked, he had a habit of running his hands through his hair, tousling it roughly. For a man of fifty-plus, he had a good head of hair, grey as it was. He paced the confines of the crowded office and his team watched his every move. Kate was struck with the contrast of the last case in her previous job in Bournemouth, the murder of a middle-aged school teacher by her ex-husband. There, as the DCI had talked, her colleagues had surreptitiously checked their phones, whispered to one another, stared out of the window. Here, every eye was riveted on Anderton. Each officer sat alertly, even if leaning against their desks or straddling an office chair. He has charisma, she thought. Damn.

			She dragged her attention back to what he was saying.

			“Let’s look into Olgweisch’s background. Where did she come from, references, previous work history, does she have a boyfriend, etc, etc. Her parents have been informed and should be arriving from Poland in the next few days. They might be able to tell us more. What else?”

			“The neighbours are being interviewed,” said Olbeck. “As of yet, no one’s seen anything of interest but it’s early days.”

			“Fine. We’ll need to collect statements from all the near neighbours, any other staff, the secretary and perhaps business associates of Nick Fullman.” Anderton paused. “Do a bit of digging into his background, his business.”

			A DC with a head of vivid red curls raised her hand.

			“Are the parents under suspicion, guv?” she asked.

			There was no sound in the room, but Kate thought she could perceive a tightening of shoulders, a raised alertness in the people present. Anderton was silent for a moment. Then he spoke in a slow, deliberate tone.

			“Everyone in that house – everyone with access to that house – is under suspicion. That goes without saying. But I don’t want anyone thinking that it’s an open and shut case. It’s not. We have no idea, at this stage, as to what happened. But.” He paused and looked around the room, looking everyone in the eye, one by one. “I can’t emphasise enough how delicately we must approach this. I don’t want anyone steaming in and upsetting anyone with clumsy innuendo or their own prejudices. We take it very carefully. Do you understand me?”

			“Yes sir,” murmured Kate, part of the chorus.

			“Good.” He took his hand down from above his ear, releasing his hair. “Now everyone go and get some lunch. Redman, Olbeck, meet me back here at two. Thank you all.”

			He didn’t exactly sweep from the room, but there was a sense, when the door shut behind him, that some huge surge of energy had dissipated. Kate turned to her new desk, blowing out her cheeks. All of a sudden, she felt exhausted. An unsatisfactory night’s sleep due to new job nerves combined with the early morning start, the emotional maelstrom of the case, having to present the best side of herself to all her new colleagues... she fought the urge to put her head down on the keyboard and sleep.

			“Canteen?” said Olbeck, appearing at her shoulder and making her jump.

			“Sorry?”

			“Fancy the canteen for lunch?”

			Kate grinned tiredly. “Only if you can show me where it is.”

			“Hasn’t anyone given you the tour yet?”

			“Nope. But it doesn’t matter. I pick things up pretty quickly.”

			Olbeck looked at her appraisingly. “I’m sure you do.”

			They began to walk towards the door. Kate made a mental note to introduce herself to the rest of the team when they got back, as no one had yet done that either.

			 

			When they arrived back at the Fullmans’ house that afternoon, Gemma Phillips opened the door to them. Her elaborate hairstyle was still immaculate, her make-up still a powdery mask across her face. She showed them through to a different room, a more formal type of living room that led off the cavernous hallway.

			“Casey’s lying down,” she said after showing them in. “She took a tranquilliser and crashed out. She’s totally out of it, I’m afraid.”

			“We will need to talk to her,” said Anderton. “But perhaps Mr Fullman could come and see us in the meantime.”

			“He’s on a conference call at the moment.” She saw the look on their faces and said hurriedly, “But I can go and get him.”

			“A conference call!” said Kate as soon as Gemma had left the room. “What’s the matter with the guy? His baby son has been abducted, his wife’s prostrated, and he still has time to take a conference call?”

			“Clearly–” said Anderton but could say nothing more as footsteps were heard coming back towards them through the hallway.

			When Nick Fullman entered the room, Kate was reminded of two things. One, that he was very good looking. He had the cheekbones of a male model, the tall, muscular body of a professional athlete. His height and slimness were emphasised by the excellent cut of the expensive suit he wore. Two, she disliked him. Always one to examine her feelings, she acknowledged the emotion, held it up for examination. Why? He was insensitive and work-obsessed, yes. Was that the real reason? She didn’t think so.

			He was a fake, that was why. Working class origins hidden under a put-on accent and middle-class trappings. She couldn’t have said how she knew that, but she did. You know that you think that because you’re just the same. Kate took a deep breath and turned her attention back to the matter at hand.

			Fullman took a seat in front of the large picture window. With the light behind him, it was difficult to clearly make out his expression. Was that deliberate? Did he really have something to hide? Everyone’s got something to hide, Kate.

			Anderton asked him about the sequences of events of the previous evening, taking him back through the hours before Charlie’s disappearance and Dita’s body were discovered. Fullman’s story was unremarkable. He’d worked until nine o’clock the previous evening, the majority of it spent at the new development’s offices in Wallingham. He’d then had a drink in a nearby bar with a friend, “a business acquaintance” as he’d put it, before returning home at eleven thirty.

			“We’ll need to talk to your business acquaintance,” said Anderton. “Can your wife or someone else confirm the time you arrived home?”

			Fullman looked wary.

			“Dita opened the door to me. Casey was giving Charlie a bottle or something but she came out after she’d settled him and said goodnight.”

			“You didn’t go to bed yourself?”

			“Not for another hour or so. I had some work to do.”

			“A long day,” said Anderton in a neutral tone. As if coppers knew nothing about long days or nights of work.

			Fullman half smiled. “That’s the way you make money.”

			Anderton nodded. “I can see that you’re a wealthy man, Mr Fullman. Do you think there’s a possibility that your son has been kidnapped?”

			“My God, I don’t know.”

			“Has there been any ransom note? Any calls from people claiming to be holding your son?”

			Fullman was shaking his head slowly. “No, no, nothing like that. Nothing at all.” His phone rang suddenly, and he snatched at it, as if it were a reflexive action. After a second of staring at the screen, he pressed a button and the ringing stopped. “Sorry, what were you saying?”

			“Have you received any suspicious calls? Any messages or notes or emails?”

			“No. No, I don’t think so.” He went to the door and shouted. “Gemma! Come in here a second, would you?”

			There was a quick tapping of high heels in the hallway outside, and Gemma Phillips put her head around the door. She looked flushed.

			“Yes, Nick?”

			“The police are asking if there’s been any strange calls.” He looked to Anderton as if for guidance. “About Charlie. Asking for a ransom.”

			Gemma’s eyes widened.

			“Ransom calls? Charlie’s been kidnapped?”

			“No, Miss Phillips,” interjected Anderton quickly. “We’re following up several lines of enquiry. Have there been any strange calls or messages that you’re aware of?”

			Gemma shook her head. She looked half appalled, half excited.

			“No, nothing.”

			Nick Fullman sat down on one of the sofas abruptly and put his head in his hands. Gemma hesitated and crossed the room to sit down next to him and put her arms around him.

			“I’m so sorry, Nick,” she said, rocking him. Kate watched her closely. There was something slightly unsettling about her expression, something slightly too much of the cat that got the cream.

			Kate cleared her throat. “Can I get your wife, sir? Do you need a moment?”

			Nick looked up and then got up, dislodging Gemma’s arms. She sat back, clearly trying to appear unruffled.

			“I’m all right,” he said. “This is just such a nightmare. I can’t believe it’s happening.”

			Anderton nodded.

			“We won’t keep you much longer, sir. Could you just tell me whether Charlie has a passport?”

			Nick stared. “I don’t know. I don’t think so. He’s only three months old.”

			“Of course, it’s not very likely, but we just have to ascertain the facts. Would your wife know?”

			Nick nodded and shrugged at the same time. He sat back down on the edge of the sofa, some feet away from Gemma, staring at the floor.

			“I’ll check,” said Olbeck.

			“No, don’t worry,” said Kate, quickly. “I’ll talk to her.”

			 

			Kate found the bedroom, knocked gently at the door, and then entered the room without waiting for an answer. Given what Gemma had said, she expected to find the woman inside fast asleep, but Casey was awake and sitting up. Kate sat on the edge of the bed; it was enormous, an acre of white linen and silk coverlet and scattered pillows.

			Casey Fullman sat against the padded headboard, the sheets bunched and crumpled around her raised knees. She still looked like a child, something of the pallid Victorian waif of old-fashioned Christmas cards. She was hunched forward, her shoulders rounded, her hair tucked messily behind her ears. Every so often, she took a breath that was deeper, one that was almost a groan, as if a sudden pain caught her unawares every few minutes.

			Kate, keeping her face blank, was wrenched with pity for this bereft mother. Someone who’d only been a mother three months. Was that all the motherhood she’d ever know? Kate took a deep, shaken breath, suddenly stabbed with pain herself. Get a grip. She sat up straighter and pushed, for the umpteenth time, those memories away. She reminded herself that, despite Casey’s genuine distress, there was the possibility that she was somehow involved in her son’s disappearance.

			“Casey,” she said gently. “This must be very distressing for you so I’m sorry to have to ask you, but I have a couple of questions.”

			Casey hunched her shoulders even more, pulling the duvet cover closer. “Okay.”

			“Are you able to talk for a few minutes?”

			Casey sniffed and nodded.

			“Firstly, could you tell me whether Charlie–” \

			At the sound of his name, Casey groaned again.

			Kate hurriedly went on. “Whether Charlie has a passport?”

			Casey shook her head, wiping her hand under her nose. “No. No he doesn’t.” She started to cry again. “Oh, Charlie...”

			“Casey, I’m sorry–”

			The room was filled with the sound of sobbing. A few minutes passed, and Casey seemed to struggle to pull herself together. She took a few shuddering breaths.

			“Sorry,” she said eventually. “I’m okay now. I know you have to ask me things.”

			“Thank you,” said Kate. She glanced down at her notes. “Can you just take me through what happened this morning, again?”

			Casey kept her eyes downcast. Her long nails picked at a loose thread on the bed throw. “I woke up about eight o’clock. The light woke me. I knew something was wrong because it was too bright. I got up and went to see where Dita was with Charlie. She normally wakes me up when he wants his first bottle.” She stopped, cleared her throat. “I could see she wasn’t in her room, so I went to Charlie’s room and pushed open the door. I could see she was – she was – on the floor and her face was all – all wrong. And then I saw Charlie was missing.”

			“What happened then?”

			Casey shot a quick look at her. “I screamed. I just kept screaming. I think Nick came running and he saw Dita – he shouted out something but I can’t remember what – I just kept screaming for Charlie over and over again.”

			“What did you think had happened?”

			“I don’t know.” Casey put a hand up to her eyes. “I wasn’t thinking anything, I was just so upset, I couldn’t stop screaming.”

			“Okay. What did Nick do?”

			“Then?”

			“Yes, immediately after he realised Charlie was missing – what did he do?”

			“He got his phone and called the police, I think. He must have done.”

			“He did that straight away?”

			“Yes. Yes, I think so.”

			Kate pulled her shoulders back, stretching out the ache in her neck. Casey’s statement tallied with the one she’d given earlier. The time of the emergency call from the Fullman’s house corresponded with the time Casey had given. It all seemed quite straightforward.

			“You and Nick haven’t been married long, have you?” asked Kate, changing tack.

			Casey looked at her in surprise. “Almost a year. We got married last April.”

			“How did you meet?”

			Casey almost smiled, her bunchy cheeks blossoming outwards. “At a party. I was in this TV show, and Nick came to the wrap party afterwards.”

			“That was the show about the hairdressers, wasn’t it?”

			“That’s right. Did you see it?”

			Kate would rather poke her own eyes out with a fork than watch any kind of reality TV show, but this was probably not the time to mention this. “Um, I think I may have seen it once or twice. I don’t get time to watch much television, to be honest.”

			“Oh, right. Yeah, I guess so. Anyway, it was pretty big, lots of media attention, you know. I got quite a lot of work after it, modelling and that.”

			“Have you done much work lately? I don’t suppose you’ve had time with Charlie being so young.”

			Casey’s face clouded. “Not much. We did the Okay shoot after he was born. That was about the last thing.” She pointed to the bedside cabinet. “There’s a copy in there.”

			Kate retrieved the magazine. Casey took it from her and leafed through it, fairly pointlessly, as the magazine quickly fell open at the required page. Kate guessed that the article had been looked at many, many times already. Casey handed it to her.

			“Very nice,” said Kate. She folded it up again, not wanting to see Charlie’s little pink face in the photographs. “May I keep this?”

			“Sure. We’ve got several copies.”

			I bet you have, thought Kate.

			She began to gently question Casey again about her relationship with Nick, their first meeting, the quick progression of their romance, their marriage. From Casey’s rather hesitant answers, she gathered that neither Nick nor Casey had been exactly footloose and fancy-free when they’d got together. Still, what could you expect from these sort of people – a Z-list model and a social climber? She inwardly grimaced as soon as the thought had crossed her mind. What was the matter with her? What had Anderton said? I don’t want anyone steaming in and upsetting anyone with clumsy innuendo or their own prejudices.

			There was a knock at the door and Anderton poked his head into the room.

			“Mrs Fullman, I hope you’re feeling better.”

			“Yes,” said Casey, unhappily.

			“We’ll be off now, but we’ll be in touch very soon. There’ll be a family liaison officer staying behind to support you and of course, if there are any problems, don’t hesitate to get in touch. DS Redman, could you come with me?”

			“Of course, sir.” Kate got off the bed. Casey clutched at her arm suddenly.

			“Will you find him, find Charlie? Please.”

			Kate sat back down. “We’re doing all we can, Mrs Fullman. I know it’s hard to wait, but you must believe that we’re doing absolutely everything we can.”

			Casey sagged back against the headboard. She was quiet for a moment and as Kate watched, her eyes filled with tears. She made no attempt to wipe them away and they trembled on the edge of her eyelids before sliding down her cheeks. She gasped. “Who could have taken him? I can’t bear it. What if I never get him back?”

			Kate leaned forward. She fought down the impulse to take Casey into her arms and rock her like the baby she was missing. “We’ll get him back, Casey.” She fixed the crying woman with her eyes. “We’ll get him back for you.”

			I don’t care what it takes, she added mentally.

			 

			It was nine thirty at night by the time Kate unlocked her front door. She kicked off her shoes and considered collapsing face down in the hallway before deciding to at least make it to the sofa. She sat back against the cushions, dropping her head against the back of the couch. She was so tired that if she sat there for more than a minute, she would fall asleep.

			After thirty seconds, she got up, got undressed and into her pyjamas and stood by the fridge, contemplating what was inside it with little enthusiasm. Another ready-meal heated up, then. She made herself a hot chocolate and cradled the cup in both hands, feeling the steam gently heat her face. So comforting, like a memory of childhood, although not her childhood. She picked up the phone, glancing at the clock. A bit late to call, although there was always a fighting chance that her mum would still be fairly sober. She dialled.

			“Hello?”

			“Mum, it’s Kate.”

			“Who?”

			“It’s Kate.”

			There was silence on the other end of the phone.

			Kate sighed and gave in. “It’s Kelly.”

			“Oh, hello love. What you doing calling me so late?” Her mum’s voice had a trace of a slur, nothing too bad yet. Perhaps she’d even remember her conversation with her eldest daughter in the morning. Kate never knew whether her mum genuinely forgot that she’d changed her name when she was eighteen, or whether her refusal to remember was a way of signalling her disapproval.

			“Coppers treating you well, are they?” Mary Redman always said that.

			“Fine, thanks Mum.”

			“So, what’s up? Why you calling me so late?”

			Kate was silent for a moment. Why was she calling? All of a sudden, she felt like crying.

			“Just wanted to make sure you were all right,” she managed, after a moment.

			“I’m all right, love.”

			In the background, Kate heard the clink of a bottle as it chimed on the edge of the glass. She sighed again, inwardly. She really needed to get some sleep. “Well, it is late,” she said. “I’ll let you go, Mum. Sorry if I disturbed you.”

			“Come’n see me soon.”

			“Will do. Night night.”

			After she hung up, Kate drank the rest of her cooling chocolate. She had her second shower of the day, dropped her clothes into the laundry basket, cleaned her teeth and her face, patted in moisturiser. She made the last round of the night, checking everything was neat and ordered and clean and tidy. She set her alarm for the morning. There was something to be said for going to bed dead on your feet – it stopped you thinking so much.

			In her bed, clean and ironed duvet cover drawn up to her face, she remembered Casey, marooned on her giant white bed. Her last thought was of the photographs of Charlie in Okay magazine, his little face wrapped in sleep, tiny fists clenched. I’ll find you, she murmured.

			Unconsciousness broke over her in a grey and smothering wave.

		

	
		
			Chapter Four

			The post-mortem of Dita Olgweisch took place the next morning. Kate attended with Anderton, minus Olbeck who had the unenviable task of gently questioning Dita’s grieving parents. The Olgweischs had arrived on the first available flight from Warsaw that morning. Kate was heartily glad not to have that particular job – watching a corpse being dissected and examined would be the easier option.

			The pathologist was a young woman of almost ethereal fairness; her white-blond hair was drawn back severely from a central parting, a hairstyle which emphasised her wide forehead and long, narrow nose. With her pallor, her colouring and her extreme thinness, she looked a suitably macabre doctor of the dead. But Doctor Telling, despite her bizarre appearance, was deft and gentle in her examination, explaining her findings in a quiet, measured tone. Her skilled fingers had repaired some of the damage to Dita’s face, and Kate was glad, knowing her parents would soon be seeing the body.

			“The blow to the head is what killed her, as you can probably see,” said Doctor Telling. “Someone swung something hard into her right temple. I’m not sure what yet. Whatever it was fractured her skull and caused severe traumatic damage. It would have been instantaneous.”

			“I’m assuming that it was a deliberate blow?” said Anderton.

			“You would assume correctly. Of course, we can’t possibly know that it was meant to kill. It could quite easily have been meant to disable. It’s impossible to say.”

			Anderton raised his hand, hefting an invisible weapon.

			“Kate, face me for a sec.”

			Kate hurried to comply, a little unnerved at how intimate it felt to be called by her first name. Anderton pretended to strike her across the face, quite slowly, stopping his hand about an inch from her face. He struck with one hand, then the other, forehand and backhand. Kate tried not to flinch and then tried not to smile. Doctor Telling watched them impassively, the shrouded body of Dita Olgweisch between her and the police officers.

			“Hmm,” said Anderton, eventually. He dropped his hand and nodded at Kate. “Thanks Kate. Well done, you’ll live.” Kate did smile at that. He looked at the pathologist. “Seems easy enough to do – to strike a hard blow, I mean, without trying hard.”

			“Easy enough for a strong man,” said Doctor Telling.

			“So a woman couldn’t have done it?”

			“No, either gender could do it, given enough force. It would just be easier for a man to – to overdo it accidentally, is what I meant.”

			“Right.”

			The traffic was heavy on the drive back to the station, and the car was stationary for minutes at a time. Kate found the silence between her and Anderton awkward, although she hoped that feeling wasn’t mutual. She struggled to think of an appropriate topic of conversation, either case-related or small-talk line. She opened her mouth and shut it again. Anderton glanced over.

			“We’ve thrown you in at the deep end with this one, DS Redman, haven’t we?”

			Kate smiled, a little uncomfortably. What happened to “Kate?”

			“I’ve never worked a child abduction case before, sir, that’s true.”

			“Always hard,” said Anderton. “You never get used to the kid cases. Never.” He indicated to turn right. “I’ve got three myself and you always find yourself thinking, well, what if it was one of mine?”

			“Yes, I can see that.”

			“You don’t have any kids yourself?”

			Kate looked down at her hands folded in her lap. “No. No, I don’t.”

			“Still hard,” said Anderton, briefly. The police station car park gates were opening for them. Anderton swung the car into an empty bay.

			Olbeck was shepherding a middle-aged couple through the foyer of the station as they came into the building. The couple looked bludgeoned, stunned into silence; the woman clutched her husband’s arm as if it were the only thing keeping her from collapse. Kate and Anderton stood back, letting Olbeck steer the murdered girl’s parents out towards his car, on their sad journey to view the mortal remains of their only daughter. Kate felt the first welcome surge of anger towards the perpetrator, the first real pulse of rage at whoever had done this; they had wrecked lives and shattered dreams for whatever selfish reason of their own.

			They were approaching the front desk when Anderton was intercepted by a uniformed officer, who drew him aside and muttered something in his ear. Kate watched as Anderton raised his eyebrows. He looked over at her a second later and jerked his head to the right.

			“Developments?” asked Kate, as they made their way down the corridor to the interview rooms.

			“Certainly.” Anderton stood back courteously, holding a door open for her. “We have a witness, apparently. Someone who saw something on the night of the abduction.”

			“Who is it?”

			“A local wino, apparently. What makes it interesting, though,” Anderton stood back again to let Kate go first and this time she felt a spasm of irritation. Just get on with it. “Our witness was once accused of sexual assault. No conviction, to be fair.”

			“And?” said Kate, stampeding ahead of him through the last doorway.

			“The accusation was that he sexually assaulted an eighteen-month-old baby boy.”

			Kate stopped the door from swinging back into her superior’s face. “Are you saying – what are you saying? Is he a suspect?”

			“I don’t know. All I’m saying is that we need to hear what he’s got to say. It’s probably nothing – but then again, it could be an extremely effective smokescreen.”

			They had reached the interview room. Kate reached out and lifted the flap that covered the peep-hole in the door. She could see the edge of the table, a leg clad in dirty denim, the edge of a filthy leather jacket.

			“Why would someone like that draw attention to themselves?” she murmured, almost to herself.

			“Good question.”

			Anderton put a hand on her arm and gently pushed her out of the way, opening the door. Kate felt herself beginning to blush. She forced the heat down by an extreme effort of will and entered the room with a face she felt was as blank as she could make it.

			“For the tape, this is Detective Inspector Anderton interviewing Nicholas Draker, at two forty-nine pm, Monday sixteenth January 20—. Detective Sergeant Kate Redman is also present.”

			Nicholas Draker was younger than Kate had anticipated. He didn’t look much more than forty-five, which, given his homelessness and general air of squalor, meant he was probably no more than thirty. He had a rounded face, long fair eyelashes and an upturned, piggish nose, all of which jarred with the greasy dark hair falling over his high forehead and the heavy stubble darkening his chin.

			“So you admit to being on the grounds of Mr Fullman’s estate on the night of Saturday the fourteenth of January, Mr Draker?”

			“Yeah, I was there. I needed a place to kip.”

			“So in fact you were trespassing on Mr Fullman’s land?”

			Draker scoffed. “You can call it that if you want. Weren’t doing any harm, was I?”

			“Weren’t you, Mr Draker? That remains to be seen.” Anderton leant forward in his chair. “The Fullmans’ baby son is missing, as well you know. A young woman has been killed. Did you have anything to do with these two events?”

			“Course I fucking didn’t.”

			“But you admit to being on the scene on the night of the crime?”

			“I just said so, didn’t I? Didn’t mean that I had anything to do with it. I was there a week before all this happened and the night after it too. That’s where I stay at the moment, or at least I did until you bastards moved me off. Where’m I going to go now?” No one answered him. “Look, I’m helping you out. I didn’t need to say anything, did I? Fact is, I saw someone, like I told your man out there when they brought me in.”

			Anderton leant forward again.

			“So what did you see, Mr Draker?”

			“A man in a hood. Black hoody-type thing. He was walking towards the house.”

			“Did you see his face?”

			“Nope. He was kind of side on, his back to me, you know.”

			“This was on Saturday night? What time exactly?”

			“I dunno, exactly. Don’t have a watch. But it was late, midnight or thereabouts.” Draker put his hand up to his stubbled jaw and rubbed it. “He was moving kind of – dunno, kind of carefully. Watching where he put his feet, you know. That’s kind of what drew my eye.”

			Anderton was silent for a moment and Kate took the opportunity.“It was dark, Mr Draker. How could you see this man?”

			Draker gave her a look of outrage.

			“You saying you don’t believe me?”

			“Not at all. I just wanted to get the full picture. How clearly could you see this man?”

			“Clear enough,” said Draker, sulkily. “Look, when you live rough, you get used to the dark. I can see in the dark much better’n you can, you know? I’m telling you, I saw a man, a bloke in a black hoody, that night. He was walking towards the house, looked like he knew exactly where he was going.”

			He blew out his cheeks. “Fucking coppers. Why am I doing your job for you?”

			“Yes, thank you, Mr Draker,” said Anderton, not sounding upset in the slightest. He looked down at the file on the table as if checking a fact. “You have a police record yourself, don’t you? The fact is that you yourself have been accused of the sexual assault of a child.”

			If they had expected Draker to look ashamed, or shocked, they were disappointed. He scoffed, sitting back in his chair and rolling his eyes.

			“That was the ex-missus, that was, stirring up shit for me. There weren’t no conviction, was there? It was nothing. It was that bitch trying to make trouble for me. If you think I’ve got anything to do with what happened to the baby that night, you’re dead wrong, right?”

			 

			“Charming character,” said Kate afterwards, back in the office. “Do we believe him?”

			Anderton was prowling before the whiteboards again. He stood before the picture of Dita Olgweisch spread-eagled out on the nursery carpet.

			“Probably,” he said. “I think his offence record is something of a red herring. Just because he was once accused of the abuse of a toddler doesn’t mean he suddenly decided one day to bypass all the security, get past the CCTV, break into a stranger’s house, kill the nanny and abduct a pretty much newborn baby. No, if there was an intruder, then it’s someone who knew what they were doing, who knew the house.”

			Kate noted the emphasis. “If,” she said, carefully.

			Anderton glanced at her. “If,” he confirmed.

			Kate hesitated. “So, do we believe that Draker saw someone in the woods on the night of the crime?”

			Anderton resumed his pacing. “Again, probably,” he said. “He most probably did see someone. Was it someone intent on the crime, though? Could have been a poacher.”

			Kate raised her eyebrows. “Do we still get poachers, sir?”

			Anderton shot her a quick glance.

			“This is the country, DS Redman. Perhaps it was a dogger.” Kate tried not to smile. Anderton went on. “Could have been another tramp. Perhaps Draker even imagined it or conjured it out of a meths bottle.”

			Kate swung her office chair back and forth, tapping a pen on the edge of the desk.

			“Sir,” she said eventually. “I’d like to interview Casey Fullman again. And Gemma Phillips as well. Particularly Gemma. I think there’s something…” She hesitated, unsure of what to she was trying to say. “I’m not sure but I think there may be something she’s not telling us.”

			“Good. Get onto it. We need to see them – the Fullmans – anyway. Always important to support the parents in a case like this until we – well, until we know more.”

			“I’ll go first thing tomorrow.”

			 

			Olbeck returned from his visit to the coroner’s office looking tired. He stopped by Kate’s desk and perched himself on the corner of it.

			“You knocking off soon?” he asked.

			Kate nodded her affirmative.

			“Fancy a drink?”

			Kate blinked. She considered refusing as politely as possible – it was late, she was tired and she barely knew him – but after a second’s consideration decided that she may as well. The last thing she wanted to do was start to foster a reputation of being completely standoffish and unfriendly with her new colleagues.

			They walked a few streets to the “coppers’ pub.” Kate knew there was one near every station – the quietest, least conspicuous place where you could sink copious amounts of alcohol was where you were going to find the off duty men and women trying to rejoin the real world after their shift. This pub – The Queen’s Head, how anonymous – was exactly that: sticky carpet, a few old men at the bar, some battered leather booths and no background music.

			“Good God, is that all you want?” said Olbeck, when she asked for an orange juice and lemonade.

			Kate half smiled. She wasn’t going to explain that after a lifetime of watching her mother hop on and off the wagon, the appeal of alcohol had long since receded.

			“I’m thirsty,” she said, which would do as a sort of half-truth. They took their drinks to one of the booths.

			“God, what a day,” said Olbeck. He slugged half his pint down in one go.

			“How did it go with the Olgweischs?”

			“About as well as you can imagine.”

			Kate grimaced.

			“Dita did have a boyfriend,” Olbeck continued. “He’s been out of the country for the last couple of days. Bit of a shock for him when he came back, poor bastard. Anyway, he’s coming in tomorrow.”

			His phone, which he’d left on the table next to his pint glass, started to vibrate. They both regarded it for a second.

			“Don’t you need to answer that?” said Kate, after a few moments.

			Olbeck shook his head. “It’ll keep. Anyway, how are you finding it? Everyone said hello yet?”

			“Yes, not that I can remember any of their names, unfortunately.”

			“Theo is the handsome one, Jane’s the redhead, Jerry’s the old one and Rav is the whippersnapper.” Olbeck grinned. “Does that help you?”

			Kate pretended to write in her notebook. “Immensely, thanks.”

			She got them another drink. “What’s Anderton like to work for?” she asked, sitting back down again.

			Olbeck took a sip of his pint. She got the impression he was picking the words of his answer carefully. Was that because of loyalty – or something else?

			“He’s steady,” he said eventually. “Once he’s got your back, he’s got it for life, so to speak. But he doesn’t suffer fools gladly. He’s got his own way of doing things, and it doesn’t always go down too well with the high-ups.” Kate nodded. Olbeck continued. “He can be…what’s the right word? Hard. Ruthless, maybe. You don’t want to get on the wrong side of him.”

			Olbeck’s phone rang again. With a suppressed sigh, he picked it up. Kate got the impression that this was something of a recurring argument.

			“No, I won’t be late. It’s just a quick drink.” A pause. “With our new DS. Yes, I will. Yes. No, I won’t.” Kate caught his eye and he mimed a throat-cutting gesture with one hand. “No, I won’t. Yes, all right. Sounds good. See you soon.”

			He cut off the call and placed the phone back on the table.

			“Trouble?” said Kate.

			“Just my other half.” He didn’t volunteer any more details.

			“Do you need to go?”

			“Yes, but I’m not going to. Have another drink?”

			Kate didn’t want to be the cause of any domestic strife. Besides, she had stuff to do and honour had been served with two drinks. She shook her head, trying to sound regretful.

			“I’ll pick you up in the morning,” said Olbeck. “We’re going back to the Fullmans’ place with Anderton.”

			“Thanks for the drink.”

			“My pleasure.”

		

	
		
			Chapter Five

			There was a small crowd outside the gates of the Fullmans’ house when the officers arrived back the next morning. Kate thought they were curious onlookers until she spotted the cameras. Clearly the story had broken, and now the paparazzi were staking out the house, hoping to get a glimpse of the distraught parents.

			“Vultures,” said Olbeck, echoing Kate’s thoughts. As they drove carefully through the gates, a fusillade of flashes went off. Kate turned her head away from the window. How anyone would want to be famous and actually seek out this kind of crap was a total and utter mystery. Inevitably, her thoughts turned to Casey. How was she coping?

			As they drew up outside the house, she caught a glimpse of movement in one of the front rooms, the one they’d interviewed Nick Fullman in yesterday. She watched as Anderton parked the car. It was Nick with his arms wrapped around this wife, his dark head bent down to her blonde one. He seemed to be rocking her back and forth. Kate frowned. There was nothing more natural than a man in his situation comforting his wife but...well, she’d got the impression yesterday that he was not an affectionate man, not one to be patient and loving and kind. Perhaps she was wrong. She hoped she was.

			Her first glimpse of Casey up close almost shocked her. The woman’s skin was grey, her pupils huge and dilated. Her long hair hung in matted clumps. What was worse was her look of desperate hope.

			“You’ve found him?” she gasped as the officers came into the hallway. She sagged as Anderton began to explain that they hadn’t, that he was so sorry. Nick Fullman caught her and picked her up bodily.

			“I’ll take her into the bedroom,” he said over his shoulder as he walked away with Casey sobbing in his arms. “Go into the kitchen and I’ll be with you in a minute.”

			There was an older woman already in the kitchen, sat at the table with a steaming mug in front of her, flipping though a magazine. She was so like Casey, so much an older, more brittle copy of her daughter that Anderton didn’t even bother to ask. He merely said, “You must be Casey’s mother,” and introduced himself and his team.

			“Pleased to meet you,” said Sheila Bright, shaking hands with them all with a vigour that belied her tiny frame. She wasn’t as old as Kate had thought – either that, or she’d had plastic surgery. Probably the latter, thought Kate. The apple doesn’t fall far from the tree. Then she castigated herself for being a bitch. What did it matter anyway?

			Gemma Phillips was also there, typing furiously into a laptop at the other end of the table. She was fully made up, dressed today in a light grey suit. Plain or not, she had an excellent figure, and it was clearly on show in her tight pencil skirt and fitted jacket. Kate frowned. There was something inappropriate about her dress, given the circumstances. But perhaps it was the only kind of wardrobe she had.

			Nick Fullman had come back into the kitchen. He took a kitchen chair and swung it backwards, straddling it. There was something about the gesture that was a little familiar, and it took Kate only a few moments to realise that she’d seen Anderton do the same in the staff room just yesterday. Fullman had the same quality of dynamism, a palpable energy that seemed to radiate from him. Gemma Phillips was watching him intently. She fancies him, thought Kate, and knew she was right. She must talk to her again; it could be important.

			Anderton was talking.

			“Mr Fullman, we’re doing all we can to find your son. I know we’ve ascertained that Charlie didn’t have a passport, but we’ve still alerted all of the airports and ports. We’ve interviewed the neighbours to see if they can give us any information that might be helpful.”

			“And have they?”

			“We’re still going through their statements at this time but I have to say that nothing has particularly stuck out as suspicious.” Kate wondered whether he would mention Nicholas Draker and what he had or hadn’t seen. Anderton didn’t. “Is there anything else that you might be able to tell us that might be pertinent to this enquiry?”

			Nick Fullman frowned. “No. I don’t think so.”

			Anderton changed tack.

			“The other thing we’re coming up against, sir, is the fact that none of the alarms on your property were activated last night.”

			Fullman blinked, as if this had only just occurred to him.

			“They weren’t?” He seemed to recollect himself. “No, of course they weren’t. My God, I hadn’t realised, I didn’t think of it.”

			“Do you change the codes for the alarms often? How many alarms are there?”

			Nick got up from his chair.

			“There’s only two alarms. One for the garage, one for the house.”

			“Do you change the codes often?”

			Fullman looked a bit sheepish. “No, I don’t think I’ve ever changed them. It’s the same code for both.”

			“Who would know the alarm codes?”

			Fullman was pacing up and down, clutching his mobile phone like a talisman. He didn’t appear to have heard the question.

			Anderton prompted him.

			“Mr Fullman?”

			He came to with a start. “Sorry, I was – sorry. Um, Casey and I know them, Dita, Gemma...”

			“I do, love,” said Mrs Bright. Nick turned to stare at her.

			“Yes, you do too,” he said.

			“Anyone else?”

			“I don’t know...” Fullman stared out of the window at the leafless trees and frosty lawn of the garden. “We’ve had cleaners and gardeners and so on. I guess they might have had them... I don’t know.”

			Olbeck and Kate glanced at each other. Anderton said, with a touch of severity, “I’ll need a list of everyone who might have had access to the alarm codes, sir. Especially if you’ve never changed them. Can you do that for us straightaway?”

			Gemma sat up in her chair.

			“I can do that for you, Nick, don’t worry,” she said. Nick glanced at her and nodded slightly. He went back to staring out of the window. Anderton’s slight admonishment apparently barely registered.

			 

			Dita Olgweisch’s boyfriend, Tom Spencer, was a twenty-something young man with a pleasant freckled face and a thatch of thick brown hair. He worked as an IT consultant and had been working in Frankfurt when Dita died. Olbeck and Kate interviewed him in one of the more pleasant rooms on the first floor of the station.

			“I can’t believe it, I just can’t,” he kept saying. A cup of cooling tea sat untouched before him. “It just doesn’t seem possible. Dita was the last person…”

			Olbeck murmured something about being sorry for his loss and then asked whether Dita had enjoyed her job.

			“She thought it was okay. I mean, it was just a stopgap. She was just doing it to earn some money. She’d done some work in a nursery back in Warsaw, while she was at university, and so I guess that’s why they took her on. She had experience. But it wasn’t her career. She wanted to go back to studying. She wants to be an architect. Wanted, I mean.” His voice shook for a moment and he cleared his throat.

			“Did she like her employers?”

			Tom looked uneasy. “Well, I suppose so. They were okay.”

			“Only okay? Can you elaborate?”

			“Well, I got the impression that the mother – that’s Casey – didn’t really want Dita there. So she could be a bit – a bit standoffish, I suppose. Dita always said she was really touchy about anyone else picking Charlie up while she – Casey, I mean – was in the room. If he cried.”

			“So, from what Dita said, Casey didn’t really want a nanny? It was all Mr Fullman’s idea?”

			Tom nodded. “That’s right. He had Dita start before the baby was even born, just helping out with housework and stuff.”

			Olbeck looked at Kate. She nodded very slightly.

			“Do you know if Mr Fullman ever, well, looked after his child? Did he ever take over the care of Charlie when Dita or Casey wasn’t there?”

			Tom looked mystified. “I don’t think so. I don’t know.”

			Kate paused for a moment.

			“Did Dita ever mention anyone who’d ever made any threats to the Fullmans? Any strange notes or incidents?”

			“Threats?”

			“Well, anything that might be construed as a threat. Anything out of the ordinary.”

			Tom looked down at the table. Kate didn’t push him; she could see he was thinking deeply.

			“There was one thing,” he said eventually. Olbeck nodded encouragingly. “A guy came to the door one time. An Asian guy in a flash car. Dita knew because she’d opened the door to him. Casey came out and took him into one of the rooms, and they had a huge argument. Shouting and screaming and all that.”

			“Really? What were they arguing about?”

			“I’m not sure. Dita took Charlie away because he was getting upset because of the noise. It’s just that afterwards, Casey asked her not to mention it to Nick.”

			“Mrs Fullman didn’t want her husband to know about this?”

			“That’s right. That’s what Dita said.”

			“When was this?”

			“Not that long ago. Maybe a month? I remember because we actually saw the guy again, Dita and me.” Tom brushed back a lock of hair that had fallen over his broad forehead. “We were out having dinner in Wallingham, and Dita saw him, pointed him out to me. She said, ‘There’s that man, the one that Casey had such a fight with. The secret one, the one I couldn’t tell about.’ I remember because he was getting out of his car, and it was a nice car, an Audi RS.”

			Kate tapped her fingers on the edge of the table.

			“Did this man ever come to the house again?”

			Tom shrugged. “If he did, Dita didn’t see him.”

			 

			They watched Tom walk away down the street from the window of the incident room on the second floor.

			“Poor bugger,” said Olbeck.

			“Mmm.” Kate put a hand up to her head, checking the neatness of her ponytail. She tucked in an errant wisp. “So who is the mystery man and is it important?”

			“We’ll have to ask Casey Fullman.”

			“But not in front of her husband.”

			“Good point,” said Olbeck. “Not right now, anyway. How about a bit of lunch?”

			Kate grinned. “Are you always hungry?”

			For a moment, she wondered whether it was a bit too early on in their professional relationship for teasing. Luckily, Olbeck was smiling.

			“You sound just like Joe,” he said. “Always nagging me about my weight.”

			“I wasn’t!”

			“Teasing.”

			“Oh.” Kate paused a moment, flustered. “Is Jo your partner?”

			“That’s right.” There was a brief moment of silence. “Anyway, now we’ve established that I’m a greedy bugger, can we go and get some lunch?”

			They were coming back from the canteen when they spotted Theo waving at them across the incident room.

			“We’ve got something on the CCTV,” he said. “The same car, seen in the vicinity of the house several times over the past two weeks. Pretty flashy car, it’s an–”

			“Audi RS?” said Olbeck.

			Theo gasped. “That’s right. You’ve seen the footage?”

			“Not yet.” Olbeck leaned over Theo’s desk. “Let’s see.”

			They all watched the grainy footage of the road outside the Fullmans’ house, the flickering image of a powerful car moving slowly along, its headlights dimmed. Once, twice. Parked across from the gates for several minutes before moving off with a wheel spin. Driving past once more.

			“It’s definitely the same car,” said Theo. His slim brown fingers manipulated the keyboard, bringing the image of the number plate up in close-up. “Whoever’s driving it isn’t making much of an effort to be discreet.”

			“What date was this?” said Kate. “Or dates?”

			“I’ll check. Give me five minutes.”

			“Run the plate number too, please.”

			Theo began to access the various databases needed for the information. Olbeck muttered something about getting hold of Anderton and walked off. Kate waited, holding each elbow in the opposite hand, tapping her foot. Don’t get too excited, Kate, it’s probably nothing.

			“Here we go,” said Theo after a few minutes. “Car’s registered to an Ali Saheed, 15 Canterbury Mansion, London, SW7.” He handed Kate the piece of paper he’d scribbled the details down on.

			“Thanks.” She looked down at the address. SW7 was Knightsbridge, wasn’t it? Somewhere like that.

			Olbeck had returned. Kate showed him their find.



