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  To my family and friends.




  Your support means everything.




  





  




  I thrust my arms wildly above and around me in all directions. I felt nothing: yet dreaded to move a step, lest I should be impeded by the walls of a tomb.






  EDGAR ALLAN POE, ‘The Pit and the Pendulum’
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  PROLOGUE




  17th April – Thursday




  Maggie tried to run, but she couldn’t feel her feet. Her breath felt warm against her cheeks as each step pushed air out of her lungs. He was behind her. She could smell

  him: an earthy, feral scent chasing her through a labyrinth of hedges, trees and bare brick. She saw a door up ahead, its red paint peeling away from the doorknob, as if repulsed. As she reached

  out, it shook, shivered and vanished. She screamed herself awake until she lay panting, her lungs burning.




  She arched her back and let out a low groan, expelling the nightmare. Not even a street light penetrated the inky blackness of her room. Her tongue felt swollen and heavy in her mouth. Memories

  of the previous evening began to flit through her mind like a magic-lantern display. Had she had a lot to drink? She didn’t think so. She had been to his house. They had eaten dinner. He had

  been angry. They had fought. Then nothing: a void. She allowed her muscles to retract and draw her body back into a foetal position as she felt around for the duvet. Her hands felt heavy. Sleep was

  pulling at her, dragging her back under. She wanted to give in, but she was cold and yet she was sweating, her skin clammy beneath her cotton pyjamas. As she ran her hands over the freezing bed

  sheet she became conscious of a familiar odour. It was earthy – the smell of her parents’ front lawn after the rain. Her heart began to beat faster, a pain spreading and gripping her

  throat.




  This wasn’t her bed.




  She sat up, staring into the darkness. She reached up and touched her face. Her skin felt cool, slick, alien. ‘What?’ She turned her head from side to side, but there was no light to

  soften the darkness. ‘I can’t see. Please, help me.’ She stopped, her chest heaving. Her words sounded muted, almost lost by her leaden tongue. She listened. ‘What’s

  happening to me?’ Maggie tasted bile. It filled her mouth as adrenaline flooded her system. She tried to stand, but her head struck something solid above her. Her whole body was shaking, her

  teeth biting down on her tongue. She sat back and reached up, inching her hands higher and higher until they rested against a flat, marble-like surface. She pushed against it: no movement. She

  snatched her hands down and began rocking back and forth. ‘It’s all right. It’s okay.’ She drew her knees up to her chin, put her arms around her shins and held herself. Her

  head ached as she tried to pull her thoughts into focus. This wasn’t real. She was still dreaming. She began to count, slowing her breathing with each number, ignoring the aching in her bones

  and the slur in her voice.




  When her shivering body had settled enough for her to move again, she turned, until she was on her hands and knees in the empty space. God, she hoped it was empty. The counting was helping, but

  she needed more – she needed to break the silence. She began to sing as she crawled, crab-like, to her right. ‘One little elephant came out one day, upon a spider’s web to

  play,’ her voice trembled. She closed her eyes and forced out the words, ‘He – he had such tremendous fun that he called upon another elephant to come. Two . . . two little

  elephants came out one day, upon a spider’s web to—’




  She stopped, her head pulsing in rhythm with her voice as her hip struck something solid. With her palm flat, she crawled forward, running her fingers along the cool surface until she came to

  one corner, then another, and another, until she reached the fourth: the final wall enclosing her. She leaned closer, her nose pressed against the freezing surface. She took a deep breath. Soil,

  mud – it was earth, compacted earth, smoothed to a slick finish. ‘No, no . . . ’ Panic silenced her, like a shard of glass in her throat, tearing at the delicate tissue. An image

  of a grave flashed into her mind. She began to scream, all rational thought lost.




  She screamed until she didn’t know if she was screaming at all.




  





  CHAPTER ONE




  22nd April – Tuesday




  ‘I know,’ she said, waiting for the next line in what was a well-rehearsed piece. ‘Yes, Mother, I’m aware of that.’ Jane looked at the clock on

  the bottom right-hand side of her computer screen. ‘I agree. I’ll call as soon as I leave.’ The seconds ticked by. ‘Yes, clean ones are in his room.’ She resisted the

  temptation to drum her fingers on the desk. ‘That’s right, where they’re always kept.’ Jane could sense other people in the office beginning to tune into her conversation.

  ‘Nothing. There was no tone. Sorry – yes, you’re right. I’ll be home soon.’ Almost there. She hoped. ‘Before eight. Yes. Okay. Yes. Good. Thanks, Mum.

  Bye.’




  Detective Sergeant Jane Bennett put the phone back in its cradle, closed her eyes and let her head drop onto her desk with a thud.




  Her mother didn’t object to looking after Peter. Far from it. She was ‘happy to help’. Jane would have the words engraved on her mother’s tombstone: ‘Celia Bennett,

  beloved wife, mother and grandmother. “Happy to help”.’ The image relaxed Jane’s shoulders and she smiled. The ten-minute ear-bashing she had just endured was routine. The

  caveat to her mother’s favourite phrase was full entitlement to bitch and moan whenever the mood struck. Jane didn’t mind. Her working life didn’t allow for routine, something

  that her son craved. She couldn’t be there all the time. So every pick, veiled dig, subtle criticism or direct assault that her mother levelled against her was worth it.




  She lifted her head off the desk, using her fingertips to pull her fringe back into place. The heat of the day had all but gone. She turned and pulled her jacket off the back of her chair and

  slipped it on. Peter would be eight in June. When Jane looked at him she still saw the chubby, red-faced baby who was always hungry. That was before his autism had been diagnosed, before the

  invisible barrier separating mother and son had been explained. Eight years old. She couldn’t believe it. She would have to organize a party, get his friends over. Her mother would help. Jane

  rolled her eyes. It was an involuntary action, or rather a pre-emptive reaction to what her mother would say. She pushed the power button on her laptop and waited for it to shut down.




  One quick meeting with department heads, a briefing with the team and then she should be able to head home. She slipped her laptop into her bag, surveying the files on her desk, deciding what

  she needed to take home with her. She wanted to be ready the second the briefing was over. Peter had already picked out a book for tonight’s bedtime story. A bedtime story that Jane had

  promised to read to him. Her eyes settled on the most current file on the Stevens case. She shook her head. A serial killer in Lewisham. Five women dead. She couldn’t get her head round it.

  The man responsible was behind bars, had been for two months, but it wasn’t over. Not yet.




  She still had one girl to find.




  The young woman’s face had been a shadow, following Jane wherever she went. She picked up the file and two memory sticks and pushed them into her bag. It would take months – years

  – to erase the images that she and the rest of the team had witnessed. The killer’s two-bedroom semi could have been wallpapered with all the photographs found in his home-made

  darkroom. The majority were shots of his victims, names and faces Jane knew well, but there were a handful of pictures showing girls that no one knew. It was her job to identify and find them, to

  make sure they had been photographed – and nothing more. Two girls had been found safe and well, but the third? Only time would tell. Jane looked up and spotted her boss, DI Mike Lockyer,

  walking towards her. He returned her smile, but his pale skin and shadowed eyes didn’t match his expression.




  ‘Jane,’ he said, resting his arms on the partition that separated her desk from the rest of the open-plan office. ‘How are you getting on with the Schofield case?’




  ‘We’re pretty much there, sir,’ she said, reaching for the corresponding case file on her desk. ‘The husband’s with the custody sergeant downstairs. I don’t

  think it’ll take much to get him to talk.’ She watched Lockyer nod, rubbing his eyebrow, his fingers tugging at the skin around his eye. He had lost weight. He had the look of a sheet

  that had been left in the dryer too long: crumpled.




  ‘Are you leaving him for the morning then?’ he asked, no longer looking at her, his eyes no longer engaged.




  ‘Yes, in fact I was going to suggest Chris ran the interview,’ she said, putting the file back in its place, straightening the edges with her palms. She could see that he

  wasn’t really interested. In fact he had just about got by doing the bare minimum, since his return to the office three weeks ago.




  He was shaking his head, staring across the office. ‘I don’t think that’s appropriate, Jane, do you?’ he said. ‘Once Schofield’s admitted it, maybe; but to

  send Chris in at this stage – before we know we’ve got enough evidence to convict, with or without a confession – is just a risk. A risk I’m surprised you’re prepared

  to take, considering the mess the guy made of the wife. Have you even looked at the crime-scene images?’




  Jane sat back in her chair. His words didn’t bother her, and neither did the disapproval and judgement in his tone. But the look in his eyes made her stop and think about how to respond.

  She knew he was struggling to come to terms with what had happened on the Stevens case, but what more could she do? He wouldn’t talk to her; hadn’t talked to her. He hadn’t

  trusted her, and that hurt. More than she was willing to admit. She had always assumed that their relationship went beyond being mere colleagues; that he respected her, considered her a friend. His

  actions had proved her wrong on both counts. Now he prowled the office like some phantom from a horror movie, his eyes black, empty of reason. Most of the staff had taken tongue-lashings. But

  Lockyer was the boss. It wasn’t unusual to hear his shouts reverberating around south-east London’s murder-squad offices. But now he seemed to be going off the deep end about nothing,

  while overlooking something vital. She had been covering for him for weeks, but his behaviour had not gone unnoticed. Roger, the Senior Investigating Officer for the Lewisham squads, had already

  pulled Jane into his office and told her to keep an eye on him.




  ‘Not a problem, sir,’ she said now, her voice quiet, her words measured. ‘I’ll take Chris in with me on the initial interview and, if Schofield confesses, I’ll let

  Chris take over, under my direct supervision.’ She waited for some kind of response, or at least recognition, but there wasn’t any. ‘Are you happy for me to do that,

  sir?’




  He shrugged his shoulders. ‘It’s your case, Jane. Do what you like – you don’t need me to babysit you. I don’t need the details, just get it done. I’ve got

  enough on my plate.’ He ran his hands through his hair before dragging them down his face, his sallow skin pulled out of shape by the action. ‘I’ll see you in the briefing.’

  With that, he turned and walked back across the room, into his office, closing the glass door behind him. The sun was setting outside his window. He sat motionless, his face silhouetted by the

  fading light. Jane couldn’t take her eyes off him. She wondered how long her boss could subsist on anger and regret.




  As she stood to leave, her mobile started to ring. She glanced down at the name on the screen. It was Sue, a fellow copper, albeit a retired one. They hadn’t spoken in months. Jane glanced

  at the clock mounted on one of the pillars in the centre of the open-plan office. It was ten past seven. Peter would be going to bed soon. The ringer on her phone seemed to increase in volume as if

  it could sense her indecision. ‘Oh, all right,’ she said, dropping back into her chair. ‘Sue, hey. How are you doing?’ Silence greeted her. ‘Hello,’ she said,

  straining to decipher the muffled sounds coming from the other end of the line. It was then that she heard a sniff. ‘Sue, are you okay?’




  ‘It’s Mark,’ Sue sobbed, more than said, down the phone. ‘He’s gone.’




  Jane felt a flood of relief that she had answered the call, but a tug of guilt that she wasn’t going to be reading Peter his bedtime story after all. She might just make it home for lights

  out. ‘Oh, Sue, I’m so sorry. What’s happened?’ she asked, sitting back in her chair. ‘I didn’t realize you guys were having problems again.’




  ‘What? No, Jane, it’s not that. He’s just gone. There’s blood, Jane . . . Mark’s gone.’




  





  CHAPTER TWO




  22nd April – Tuesday




  Three hours later Jane was standing in Sue Leech’s kitchen, surrounded by terracotta-coloured walls and ceramic wall hangings from trips abroad. Worktops lined the room,

  but there wasn’t an inch of space. Every surface was covered in ornaments, numerous glass paperweights, cookery books, sunglasses, paperbacks and drawings by the children. There were two

  noticeboards on the wall opposite the fridge overflowing with scraps of paper, receipts and more drawings, all held in place by a few coloured pins. In the centre of the room was a large pine

  dining table with six wheelback chairs. On any other day Sue’s kitchen would have been a perfect representation of a bustling family home.




  The forensic team was working in the utility room.




  Initial testing had revealed extensive blood-spatters on one wall. Scene-of-crime lights seemed to illuminate the entire rear of the house, as well as half the garden. Jane could see

  Mark’s herb garden, just beyond a small patio. It was his pride and joy, but somehow it looked spoiled by the glow cast over it. Whether the blood found was his remained to be seen. The lab

  had a major backlog from a gang-related incident that had happened over the Easter weekend. Three young lads had lost their lives, and another four had been injured. The side-street in Camberwell

  where it all happened was still a mess. Baseball-bats-versus-machetes was never going to be a fair fight. Jane turned away from the harsh spotlights and refocused her attention on her friend.




  Sue was sitting at the kitchen table answering questions in a monotone. She had lost weight since Jane had last seen her. The grey jumper she was wearing hung off her frame, her slim-fit blue

  jeans no longer tight. Her face looked gaunt, framed by an unkempt greying bob. Her appearance was understandable, given the circumstances, but Jane couldn’t help wondering what else was

  going on in Sue’s life. She looked like a woman who had been under a considerable amount of stress for months, not hours. The constable conducting the interview was a new recruit to the

  Missing Persons team and couldn’t have been more than twenty-two. She looked pained to be at the centre of such emotional turmoil. She kept reaching over and touching Sue’s arm. The

  gesture showed a vulnerability that Jane wasn’t accustomed to witnessing from her own, more seasoned team. The majority of the DCs and DSs in the murder squad had been recruited by Lockyer

  – herself included. His position was clear: allowing personal feelings into a case clouded your judgement and led to mistakes. Not that he had observed his own rules. His behaviour on the

  Stevens case had made him a poster child in Lewisham nick for ‘what not to do’.




  The sound of the young constable’s voice brought Jane’s thoughts back into focus.




  ‘When did you arrive home?’ the constable asked.




  ‘Today, about six-fifteen,’ Sue said. ‘We spoke last night, Mark and I, about what time me and the kids would be home – what we should have for tea. He was going to cook

  a lasagne.’




  Jane replayed her own conversation with Sue when she had arrived at the house in Bromley three hours ago. On the drive over from Lewisham she had run through as many scenarios as she could think

  of, trying to find an explanation for Mark’s disappearance. In Catford, with the dregs of the rush-hour traffic slowing her progress and horns blaring, she had toyed with the idea that Mark

  might be having some kind of mid-life crisis, arriving home with a new haircut and a Porsche. She had dismissed the idea as stereotypical and stupid. Mark was an ex-copper: ‘rational’

  was his middle name. As she had passed Beckenham Hill and negotiated her way around a three-car shunt, she had thought about the obvious scenario: that Mark had found someone else. Again, it

  hadn’t felt right. Mark and Sue had been together for thirty . . . thirty-five years. They had met on the force in their early twenties, married within two years and then spent the next

  fifteen working their way up in their respective departments. Thomas, their eldest son, had been born on Sue’s fortieth birthday, and George had arrived two years later. By the time Jane

  passed Millwall training ground she was running out of ideas. She knew that Mark had suffered from anxiety attacks since his retirement from the force five years ago. The transition from a

  detective chief inspector in the murder squad to stay-at-home dad and retiree had been tough. Sue had told Jane on several occasions that Mark felt redundant – without focus, emasculated

  somehow. She rubbed her eyes, resisting the urge to shake her head.




  From the second Jane had crossed the threshold into Sue and Mark’s home she had known something was wrong. Despite the welcoming lights in the hallway, the plush Persian rug beneath her

  feet and the warm honey-coloured walls, there had been something ominous, a coldness. She thought about the blood in the utility room. Was it possible that Mark’s mental state was worse than

  Jane, or even Sue, had realized? Could this be a suicide? Sue’s eyes told her that the same thought had more than crossed her mind. It was a potential reality that seemed to be crushing the

  very breath out of her. Jane had pulled out a chair, sat down and taken her friend’s hand. ‘We’ll find him, Sue,’ she’d said, surprised by the assurance in her

  tone.




  ‘Can you take me through what happened after you arrived home, Mrs Leech?’ the constable asked, giving Jane a nod. She recognized the gesture from her own experience as a fresh-faced

  recruit. It was a silent thank-you from a young DC who felt way out of her depth.




  Sue took a deep, shuddering breath. ‘Thomas and George went straight upstairs to play on their Xbox and I came into the kitchen, made a pot of tea and opened my mail.’ She gestured

  to a pile of half-opened post on the table.




  The constable scribbled in her notepad, nodding. ‘And did you notice anything out of place, out of the ordinary?’




  Jane watched as Sue looked up at the ceiling, as if searching for information. ‘No, not really,’ she said, squeezing Jane’s hand. ‘The boys called out when we first came

  in and, when Mark didn’t respond, I just thought . . . I can’t remember what I thought, but I wasn’t concerned. I guess I just assumed he was in his shed or out at the

  shops.’ A single tear rolled down Sue’s cheek and came to rest at the edge of her lips.




  ‘I know this is difficult, Mrs Leech, but anything you can tell us will help.’




  The reference to ‘us’ didn’t escape Jane’s notice. Part of her was tempted to intervene, give the girl a break and push on to the more salient information, but she

  resisted. The constable was right. Even the most insignificant detail could be crucial in cases of disappearance. Given the evidence in the utility room, treating this like a standard

  ‘missing person’ seemed ludicrous.




  ‘It’s all right,’ Sue said, her tone almost soothing. She had been a senior DI before her retirement, working in the family unit. Cases like this would be all too familiar, but

  no amount of experience could help when it involved your own family. Jane knew that she herself would be a wreck if anything happened to Peter, but despite Sue’s tears there was a calmness to

  her demeanour that Jane couldn’t help but admire.




  ‘At what time, approximately, do you think you entered the utility room?’




  ‘About six-thirty,’ Sue said, looking down at her hands. ‘The cat needed feeding, and I wanted to put the boys’ football kit on to wash. That’s when I saw the blood

  on the floor.’




  ‘What made you think the substance was blood, Mrs Leech?’ the constable asked, her pen poised over her notebook.




  ‘I’m a retired police officer, not to mention a mother. It’s a familiar site in a house full of boys.’ The carefree comment seemed to catch her by surprise. Jane could

  almost feel the atmosphere shift in the room, as if the normality of Sue’s words had disturbed some negative ether surrounding them. ‘I just knew it was blood.’




  ‘Could you describe it, Sue?’ Jane asked, before she could stop herself.




  ‘It was about the size of a ten-pence piece,’ Sue said, holding up her thumb and forefinger to demonstrate. ‘It was to the left of the doormat. I was bending down to put the

  boys’ clothes into the machine. At first I thought it might be from one of the boys: a nose-bleed, or Mark had cut himself in the garden, but there was something – I don’t know

  what – there was just something about it that scared me. I didn’t even notice the marks on the wall until you guys got here.’




  Jane turned to look at the doorway to the utility room. There seemed to be a constant murmur from the SOCOs as they photographed and documented the scene. She wondered what she would have

  thought in the same situation. Sue wasn’t prone to panic, any more than Jane was. The job gave you gut instincts. Time and experience taught you how to interpret them. If Sue felt frightened

  when she saw the coin-shaped drop of blood, it was because somewhere deep inside she already knew what was to come.




  Jane listened as the constable changed tack with her questions, steering Sue back to the more mundane aspects of her discovery. It would be a technique she had been taught, to keep the witness

  talking, to keep them calm. Jane waited for Sue to respond, before standing and walking over to the utility room where all the activity was centred. She leaned into the small side-room.




  It was no more than eight foot by six. She stared at the nearside wall, above the peninsula where the washing machine and tumble dryer were kept. It looked as if someone had loaded a paintbrush

  with red paint, flicked it at the wall and then tried, in vain, to wipe it off. The result was numerous brownish smears. There were a few spots on the countertop, but the concentration of the

  staining was on the wall. As Jane looked, she wondered again about Mark’s mental state. Sue and the boys had been to Sue’s parents for the Easter weekend. They had only arrived back

  tonight, which meant that Sue must have taken the boys out of school for the extra day. Mark had chosen to stay home. Why? Sue hadn’t said. Could the amount of blood fit with a suicide? She

  shook her head. Mark was an ex-copper. He would have been to his fair share of suicides over the years. They were, without exception, horrendous. Not because of the body; the blood, vomit, faeces

  and urine. That was expected, part of the job. It was because of the face of the wife, mother, child, brother or whoever had been unlucky enough to discover the body. Jane couldn’t imagine

  Mark doing that to Sue or his boys. But it might explain why the blood had been washed off.




  She walked further into the room so that she could look at the wall face-on. She closed her eyes and imagined Mark standing next to the peninsula, maybe even leaning on it, cutting into his own

  flesh, testing the sharpness of the blade. Most suicide victims showed evidence of numerous cuts: nerves, uncertainty about the pain or how deep they needed to go made practice incisions common. If

  Mark had thrown his arm out, in shock at the pain or the resultant bleeding, he might have created a blood-spatter consistent with what Jane was looking at. It was possible.




  ‘We’re almost done in here, Jane,’ one of the Scene of Crime Officers said. It was difficult to tell exactly who was who on the SOCO team, when they were working on-scene. They

  were in the full get-up: hooded white paper suits, boots and face-masks. One of the team flicked off the lights and turned on the four UV lamps positioned at each corner of the room. The smears of

  blood on the wall were unmistakable. They stood out like black scratches across the paintwork.




  Sue’s sobs dragged Jane from her thoughts. She walked out of the utility room. Sue was sitting alone at the kitchen table now, crying into her hands. Thomas and George had been taken back

  to Sue’s parents. Thomas was thirteen, George only eleven. They were both too young to see this – too young to support their mother or be exposed to this amount of grief. Jane thought

  about Peter. She had missed putting him to bed this evening, like so many other evenings. Then she thought about Lockyer. She needed to call him, to let him know what was happening. Since

  Sue’s call, Jane had only been able to brief him with the bare essentials. Mark and Lockyer were close, or had been, and given his current demeanour she knew Lockyer wouldn’t let up

  until Mark was found.




  She let her head fall back, relishing the pinch as her neck muscles pushed against her tired shoulders. It was then that she realized she wanted the blood to be Mark’s. She wanted his

  wounds to be self-inflicted. She was trying to force a suicide to fit the scene in front of her because the alternative was worse, much worse.




  





  CHAPTER THREE




  22nd April – Tuesday




  I can’t feel my legs. The numbness is spreading.




  At first it was just my feet. I reached down with cold fingers, stroking the soles, pinching my toes, but I felt nothing. It was like touching someone else’s freezing flesh. Even now

  the thought makes me shudder. I don’t know how long I have been here, but at the beginning – at the start of this nightmare – I would have given anything not to be alone. I

  screamed and cried out, hoping to hear an answer. Someone else in the dark with me. Someone to save me. But there is no one. I am alone. I don’t cry any more. There isn’t enough

  moisture left in my body to create tears. I’m empty.




  I curl up in a ball, reach down and run my hand over my left thigh. Nothing. I try the other leg. No feeling at all. Death is leaching under my skin, sliding into my bones, slithering up

  towards my heart. I roll my head back and forth on the hard ground. Coloured lights dance behind my eyelids. I think about my routine. Routine – it feels like an alien word down here, but it

  is the only thing I have to stop the madness. Before the numbness started I would crawl back and forth, my hands searching every inch of the space, touching the smooth mud, feeling for any

  inconsistency. I know the layout of my tomb better than I know my own face. The thought comforts me, though I don’t know why. I have tried to dig my way out. I dug until my fingers ran with

  blood. To know you are bleeding, without being able to see. A sensory game I am unaccustomed to playing. The pain familiar, but dulled by the cold. The smell metallic and sweet. The sensation as

  the slick warmth bathes my hands, dripping onto the floor of the space. There is no way out.




  I sleep, but there is no rest. Hours, or maybe days, ago I awoke to find I couldn’t crawl any more. I couldn’t move. My body had become a dead weight, pinning me down. I wailed

  and pleaded with the darkness. My routine was gone. Without it, madness would return and envelop me. As I rocked myself, I pushed my tired mind to find another escape, another regime I could

  follow. The numbness has been my answer. I use it to mark the time. Like the hours on a clock, it creeps inch by inch over my body.




  My time is running out. I can see the hourglass in my head. I can visualize each and every grain of sand dropping through the centre, as if in slow motion. Each grain is a nerve ending, an

  electron, a neuron – a basic-level gene that makes up my life. It is pouring away faster and faster. I remember my bed. I can almost feel the warmth of my duvet, thick and heavy on top of me.

  It’s pulled up over my head, my breath heating my face. I know I should get up. I know I need to get on, keep living, but the heat keeps me there, fixes me to the spot. I feel a pain

  in my stomach, dull and cramping. It travels up to my chest, squeezing my lungs.




  The numbness is spreading.




  





  CHAPTER FOUR




  23rd April – Wednesday




  Jane stared across the open-plan office at Lockyer. He was hunched over his desk studying something on his laptop. He hadn’t spoken all morning, not since she had told

  him about Mark’s disappearance. She had prepared herself for a barrage of questions, but instead he listened and nodded, before returning to his bubble of apathy. He didn’t even react

  when she told him that the DNA results on the blood wouldn’t be back until Friday, at the earliest. ‘You’ll just have to be patient,’ he had said in a monotone. Patience

  – a word no one in this office would associate with Lockyer, let alone hear him say aloud. She shook her head and put her hands over her ears, trying to block out the revving of engines and

  car horns invading the office from Lewisham High Street. She wasn’t sure she had the capacity to be patient as well as dealing with her caseload, her boss’s bad attitude and the

  constant noise of Lewisham traffic.




  She turned in her chair and looked out of the window. The station car park was the only view that greeted her: police vans and squad cars lined up in precision-spaced rows. The sun bounced off

  the windscreens, creating disco-ball patterns over the expanse of concrete. It wasn’t a green field with oak trees swaying in the breeze or an ocean view, but, like a lot of other things, she

  was stuck with it and it could be worse. She rubbed her eyes, remembering too late that she was wearing mascara. She peered into her computer screen and attempted to wipe away the black smudges on

  her cheeks. She felt like crying. There was still no movement on the missing girl from the Stevens case. The girl whose photograph Jane had memorized, though not from choice. Missing Persons were

  yet to come back with anything, and no one had called in after the press release. Cases were piling up around her: half-started, half-finished, half-arsed. She slumped in her chair and spun back

  around and resumed checking her emails. When she saw one from Lockyer, she pressed ‘Delete’ without thinking. He had withheld evidence relating to his brother – evidence that

  might have a serious impact on the Stevens case. That was bad enough, but it was the brother part that really stung. All the years they had known each other, worked side by side, Lockyer had never

  even told her he had a brother, let alone that he was autistic, like Peter. Didn’t he trust her? Her phone started ringing.




  ‘DS Bennett,’ she said, snatching up the receiver.




  ‘Hi, Jane, it’s Dixie. I’m working the front desk today and wondered . . . ’ There was a pause. ‘I wanted to see if . . . Are you dealing with Mark Leech’s

  disappearance?’




  Jane sat back and pushed her fringe off her forehead. ‘Well, officially it’s not a disappearance yet, Dix,’ she said, ‘but I guess the jungle drums are working. What can

  I do for you?’ This was the first call about Mark, but given how long he had worked in Lewisham, Jane knew it would be the first of many. In fact she was surprised it had taken this long for

  word to get around.




  ‘A call just came through. I thought it might be . . . relevant.’




  ‘Hang on,’ Jane said, reaching across her desk and snagging a pad and pen. ‘Go on.’




  ‘Derek Small, phone number: zero, double seven, three, nine . . . four, one, three, six, seven, eight. He lives at the southern end of Elmstead Woods. He’s found a trainer –

  brand unknown – in the woods. He thinks there might be blood on it.’




  Jane noted down what Dixie was saying. ‘Right. Anything else?’ She wanted to ask why this would be of interest to her, but sensed that Dix had more to say.




  ‘I told Mr Small to leave the item where it was and that an officer would be in touch. His dog picked it up, tried to take it home apparently, so Mr Small can’t be positive where in

  the woods the shoe was. Anyway he’s gone home now, but he said he’s happy to come back out whenever we can get a squad car over there.’ Dixie paused, it seemed, for Jane to say

  something, but what could she say? A call-out about an unidentified trainer – blood or no blood – was a bit beneath Jane’s rank. ‘Anyway, I know you’re probably

  wondering why I’m bothering you with this,’ she said, as if Jane had spoken aloud, ‘but I just thought you ought to know that . . . I thought you might not know that Mark used to

  walk his dog in Elmstead Woods. He went there a lot. I mean, it would be a while ago now, as Barney died a few years back, but . . . I’m sorry, you must think I’m nuts. Mark was so good

  to me when Jason was ill. I wanted to help, if I could?’




  Jane took a deep breath and looked down at her pad. She had doodled crazy S-shapes all around Mr Small’s name and phone number. ‘It’s fine, Dix, I understand. I’ll get a

  car sent over there.’ She paused. ‘I’ll let you know if anything comes of it.’ She listened to Dixie apologize several more times, before hanging up and dialling through to

  Despatch. She relayed all the information and was about to hang up when the officer stopped her.




  ‘Actually, looking at the system, we’ve just had another call relating to Elmstead Woods,’ he said.




  ‘About the shoe?’




  ‘No. A caller – no name given – phoned in to say that a man . . . Hang on a second, let me get into the full phone log.’ Jane waited, drawing her pad closer to her, with

  her pen poised. ‘That’s right. A man, mid- to late fifties, dark hair, well built, about six foot, was hanging around the park and, quote, “walking funny”; seemed to be, and

  again I quote, “injured”,’ the officer said, with an air of disinterest. Jane figured he was angling for her to take both calls off the sheet. An image of Mark flashed into her

  mind. He wasn’t far off six foot. His hair was dark; thinning, but still dark. And he was certainly well built.




  ‘Assign the call to me,’ she said, logging on to her computer. ‘Email me the full sheet and I’ll deal with both calls.’




  ‘Doing it now,’ he said without hesitation.




  As she hung up the email pinged into her system. She opened it, pressed ‘Print’, pushed away from her desk and walked over to the printer. Until the DNA came back from the Leech

  house, Mark’s case would be in limbo between her and Missing Persons. She could waste days waiting, or she could follow up on the calls. There would probably be some grumbles from the MISPER

  contingent, but Jane could handle that. If two unconnected calls did, in fact, relate to Mark, then any aggro would be worth it. She went back to her desk, filled in a decision log, shut her laptop

  and headed for Lockyer’s office.




  As she approached she wondered whether it was worth disturbing him. He was in the same position, but his eyes were closed. He could be thinking, but Jane was pretty sure he was sleeping, sitting

  up, in his office, in the middle of the day. ‘Sir?’ she said, hoping the rest of the office hadn’t noticed Lockyer resting his eyes. He stirred and then jolted awake, his arm

  jerking, scattering paperwork all over the floor. ‘Sir,’ she said again, trying to act as if nothing had happened. ‘Despatch have had a couple of calls about Elmstead Woods. Old

  guy’s dog found a shoe, possible blood-splatter. Another caller saw a man who seemed to be unsteady on his feet, possibly injured. Thought I might head down there and check it out . . . just

  in case. Description sounds a bit like Mark. He used to walk his dog there, apparently.’ She finished and looked at Lockyer, who was staring back at her. ‘Tenuous, I know, sir,’

  she said, feeling a blush start at the base of her neck. ‘But I think it’s worth a look.’ She tried to put as much confidence into her last statement as she could muster. He

  didn’t look impressed but then he didn’t look unimpressed, either. He just looked.




  ‘Want some company?’ was all he said.




  ‘Sure,’ she said, restraining the shrug in her shoulders. ‘I mean, yes, sir. Thank you.’




  





  CHAPTER FIVE




  23rd April – Wednesday




  Jane stepped over a fallen branch and followed the line of officers in front of her. Twenty of the outdoor unit were walking, a few feet apart, their heads bent, each wearing

  an all-in-one, white disposable suit. They had been searching Elmstead Woods for the past four hours, but so far had found nothing. Nothing but the bloodied trainer. It belonged to Mark. His name

  was written in black felt-tip pen inside the heel. A remnant from his days on the force, before anyone bothered with lockers for their personal items. She looked over the officers’ heads at

  Grove Park Cemetery. It was only twenty yards away: lines of headstones nestled in the grass. What were the chances that today’s search would end with a cemetery and a grieving family? She

  fell into step with the final officer in the line.




  The indoor unit was at the station in Lewisham, trying to piece together a timeline to establish how Mark might have ended up in Elmstead Woods – or at least how his trainer had. Eighty

  per cent of the woods had already been searched, although it was difficult. The undergrowth was thick and overgrown. Finding anything in such a wilderness was going to be difficult. She pushed a

  stone over with her heel. It felt odd to be surrounded by grass and trees, rather than concrete and a plethora of takeaway shops, like the ones that lined Lewisham High Street. She tipped her head

  back and let the waning sun warm her face.




  She tried again to imagine Mark taking his own life. It wasn’t unusual for people to return to a familiar place. The fact that Elmstead was an old haunt – a place Mark used to come

  to when he was still on the force – could have a bearing on his motivation. It wouldn’t be the first time an officer, retired or not, hadn’t been able to cope with the pressures

  of the job. Some cases ate you up and spat you out. For the most part you had to suck it up and move on, but some officers weren’t that lucky. Jane had already taken a look in the archives at

  some of Mark’s old cases. A couple stood out. There was a house fire in Peckham: a mother and three children had died in the blaze; a fourth child, aged ten, had been left badly burned. Mark

  arrested the father, Stanley Pike, after his fingerprints were found on two oil canisters. The canisters had been thrown in a skip two streets away, but the case fell apart during the trial. The

  defence was able to prove that the chain of evidence relating to the oil canisters had been compromised. Mark and his team were publicly reprimanded for the error and it delayed his promotion by

  two years. The other case was one that Mark handled a year before his retirement. The victim was a young girl, Amelia Reynolds. She was raped, beaten and then strangled, before her body was dumped

  in an allotment shed. She wasn’t found for two weeks. The evidence trail was non-existent. Her killer was never found.




  Jane remembered both cases. The first because Lockyer had told her about it on a number of occasions, and the second because she had been in the unit at the time. Both cases were traumatic. Both

  could have affected Mark’s emotional state – along with many others, she was sure – although she still didn’t believe it. She ran her hands through her hair and closed her

  eyes. It didn’t matter how she looked at it. Suicide just didn’t feel right.




  She walked away from the line-up and leaned her back against a tree. As she pushed her fingers into the base of her spine she wondered when spring had been replaced by summer. The Easter weekend

  had been a blur. Her mother and father had taken Peter on an Easter-egg hunt over in Blackheath on bank-holiday Monday. Jane remembered cooking roast lamb with all the trimmings, but she

  couldn’t recall eating it. She had been working flat out for so long that even the seasons were passing her by. As she moved her head from side to side the sun heated her face. Peter loved

  sunshine. As soon as the sun shone he would be out in their tiny back garden, sitting cross-legged on the lawn, running his hands back and forth over the blades of grass, as if hypnotized. It was

  the warmest April that Jane could remember. Her shirt was sticking to her back beneath her light jacket. She listened to the murmurs of the team as they talked back and forth. She wondered if they

  felt out of place in such a rural setting. She listened as they joked and laughed, taking the mick out of Ashford, who seemed to be today’s target. It broke the tension, helped them to

  concentrate. Jane understood that. As long as the press weren’t watching, she didn’t mind. How the murder squad’s presence there had been kept quiet this long was a miracle. Mind

  you, while they were just searching, there wasn’t much to see; but if, and when, a white tent was erected, every journalist within a fifty-mile radius would sniff them out and be camped out

  for the duration, their zoom lenses invading every inch of the investigation.




  ‘Boss?’




  She turned as Chris, one of the team’s younger DCs, waved her over.




  ‘What have you got, Chris?’ Jane asked, pushing herself away from the tree trunk and walking towards him.




  ‘We’ve got some electrical wire, boss,’ Chris said, pointing a gloved finger at two lengths of black cable resting amongst the grass and leaves.




  ‘Okay. Track it and see where it goes,’ she said.




  ‘Hold up.’ Chris shouted to the rest of the team. A shuffling noise drifted through the air as twenty paper suits rustled to a stop. Jane watched as Chris passed the wires to the

  officer next to him, who then passed them on to the next officer and the next, each pulling gently to release the wires from the soft earth. ‘It’s partially buried,’ Chris said,

  ‘but not that well. Might just have been dropped here and sunk in over time.’




  ‘See where it ends,’ she said, looking over Chris’s head to see where Lockyer had secreted himself now. He hadn’t said a word in the car on the drive over. Not even the

  traffic on the South Circular had penetrated his stupor. People had cut in front of them more than once, but Lockyer had just stared out of the window, as if he couldn’t see or hear the

  shouts of the frustrated commuters.




  ‘Boss.’ Chris called. ‘Take a look at this.’




  She turned and walked along the line of officers. ‘So, what have we got?’ she asked.




  ‘These sections appear to go underground,’ Chris said, with a shrug of his shoulders, ‘but the other end was free. One wire has an AV receptor, and the other isn’t a

  cable at all. It’s a tube – polyethylene, I’d guess – about a quarter-inch wide.’




  Jane took a pair of gloves from her jacket pocket and pulled them on. She stepped forward and Chris handed her the wire and the tubing. She pulled both, but there was no give. She thought for a

  moment, trying to decide how much time the cable and tube warranted. ‘Chris, can you give Natasha a call, over at the SOCOs’ office, and see if they can bring down the GPR?’ Chris

  nodded in response and made a quick note on his report pad. The GPR was a ground-penetrating radar they sometimes used to locate clandestine graves or buried evidence. It should be able to pick up

  the wire and track it to its source. ‘Leave this for now – move on,’ she said to the rest of the team, who obliged by dispersing, bowing their heads and resuming their shuffled

  walks, moving forward in unison. It was then that she spotted Lockyer.




  He was standing with the perimeter officer. He wasn’t talking, just staring into space. This was getting beyond a joke. She walked over to join them. Lockyer took a step back.




  ‘How’s it going?’ he asked.




  ‘Nothing so far, sir,’ she said, trying to catch his eye, to see if he was really listening. ‘We’ve found a wire with an AV receptor and some hollow tubing. I’ve

  asked Chris to get the GPR down here. It might turn out to be nothing – fly-tipping – but we have to check, don’t you think?’




  ‘Sure,’ Lockyer said, ‘anything else?’




  Well, at least that confirmed what Jane suspected: that her boss was barely listening to a word she said, let alone computing the information. ‘No, sir,’ she said with a sigh. They

  both turned in unison, and in silence watched the team making their way slowly towards them. ‘Sir,’ Jane said, searching for the right words. ‘It’s not looking good.’

  If she expected some emotion, some clue as to how Lockyer felt about his friend’s disappearance, she was wasting her time. He just shrugged his shoulders and continued to stare off into the

  distance. ‘Sir, are you all right?’ Even as the question left her lips it seemed ludicrous. ‘We haven’t really had chance to talk properly, since you . . . since

  you’ve been back in the office.’




  Lockyer turned to look at her, his eyes finally meeting hers. Jane found herself wanting to look away. There was so much pain there. What was she meant to say now? She had asked the question,

  but now she didn’t know what to do next. He was her superior. This wasn’t, and had never been, how their working relationship functioned. Without realizing it, she was seeing his face

  the night after they had slept together. His haunted expression the next morning had both attracted and repulsed her. She had spent years keeping her life as simple as possible. No boyfriends, no

  lovers beyond a few weeks – nothing that could potentially distract her from Peter or the job. In those brief seconds she had envisioned a different kind of relationship with Lockyer, and it

  had frightened her. She felt that same fear now. He was standing in front of her, his face open, his grief hers for the taking. But she didn’t want it. He seemed to sense her discomfort and

  turned away. Jane felt the weight of her cowardice settle on her shoulders.




  Forty-five minutes later Jane was looking at the screen of the GPR machine, her brow creased, her head cocked to one side. Lockyer was standing behind her, his face unreadable.

  ‘What is it?’ she asked Jared, the SOCO who had brought the equipment down from headquarters.




  ‘It’s an underground space – a cave of some sort.’




  Jane moved her head to block out the sun and squinted at the screen, trying to see the lines: the edges of whatever lay no more than a yard or so beneath the ground. ‘Natural?’ she

  asked.




  ‘No,’ Jared said, shaking his head. ‘Look at the edges here and here,’ he said, pointing to two black lines on the screen. ‘It’s been excavated . . . shaped.

  It’s been done well. There’s nothing supporting the roof, no struts of any kind that I can make out. The pressure from the compacted earth is all that’s keeping the structure

  intact.’ He sounded impressed.




  ‘And the cables?’ Jane asked.




  ‘There,’ Jared said, pointing to two tiny dots on the screen. ‘They both end at the point of entry to the area. Here,’ he went on, using a pencil to indicate two small

  dots, one slightly larger than the other.




  ‘What’s that?’ she asked, pointing to a shadow to the left of the screen.




  ‘Hang on. I need to move the sensor – it’s almost out of range,’ Jared replied, already unplugging leads and shifting the machine a few feet to the left. Jane felt

  Lockyer step back. ‘Here,’ Jared said, ‘look at this.’




  ‘Oh God.’ she said, her heart thudding harder in her chest, her pulse loud in her ears.




  ‘It’s a body,’ Jared said, his voice hollow.




  





  CHAPTER SIX




  24th April – Thursday




  Jane stood in the shower, debating how long she could delay getting out. She had managed to stay in a warm bubble since 5 a.m., when her alarm had woken her. In a

  semi-conscious state, curtains still drawn, she had tiptoed around the house in her fleecy dressing gown, making tea and toast in a daze. Peter was still out for the count. He didn’t stir

  when she kissed his warm forehead. She wouldn’t be here when he woke up. It was becoming a bit too familiar: seeing her son only when he was sleeping. Her mother was snoring in the spare

  room. Jane would see how the day turned out, before asking her to stay another night.




  She closed her eyes and turned up the temperature of the shower. As she soaped her body she couldn’t help but notice the differences she felt. Time and a crappy diet of late were taking

  their toll on her skin. Her breasts sagged more than she remembered. She would be forty soon. Well, not soon, but she was closer to forty than thirty, and the thought of middle age terrified her.

  She didn’t want grey hair, bad eyesight and wrinkles – or, in truth, more wrinkles. A line from a film came into her head as she covered her face with a flannel: ‘Time marches on,

  honey, and eventually it marches right across your face.’ The water was beginning to cool. The tank was almost empty. If she stayed there any longer, the pipes would start to wheeze and

  cough, filling the system with air. She hung the flannel over the soap dish and turned off the shower.




  As she stepped out, a chill raced over her skin. She wrapped her dressing gown around her and opened the door to the bathroom. The sun was making its way across the landing. She tiptoed into her

  bedroom and over to her wardrobe. Everything in her bedroom was white. Her own piece of New England in Lewisham. Ikea’s clever marketing seemed to mock her, wherever she looked. The store in

  Croydon was too close. A quick trip to stock up on pillar candles and nightlights for a pound turned into a battle to find the last Hogbo mattress in their labyrinth-like warehouse. She picked out

  her most user-friendly outfit from the array of black, grey and brown in front of her. A silk camisole, a pale-blue shirt and a pair of tan trousers. Today wasn’t a skirt day.




  Once she was dressed, she took her jacket off the hook on the back of her bedroom door and padded down the stairs and into the kitchen. She kept all of her make-up and hair stuff downstairs. It

  aided a quick getaway, but it also meant she didn’t have to sit in her room in silence for any longer than was necessary. Late nights on the job had never bothered her, but the early mornings

  still grated. To be awake and active when half of London was still sleeping just felt wrong. It was an eerie time of day, as if some great disaster had wiped out the population and she was alone.

  Lewisham was either too loud or too quiet. There was no happy medium, it seemed.




  She flicked on the radio to break the silence; banging pop music filled the room. She shook her head, turned it off and opened her make-up cupboard. There was a mirror stuck to the inside of the

  door, not that Jane needed it. With practised movements she applied moisturizer, concealer under her eyes and foundation over her face and neck. A swipe of pinkish lipstick and a brush of bronzer

  and she was done. She glanced at her handiwork. She didn’t look much different. With her paddle-brush she pulled her dark bob into some semblance of order, and tried in vain to get her fringe

  to stay down. She shrugged into her jacket, picked her keys out of the bowl that Peter had labelled ‘Keys’ and walked to the front door. She debated about her windbreaker for a second,

  before shoving it under her arm and sneaking out into the morning sunshine. As she climbed into her car she looked up at Peter’s bedroom, his X-Men curtains still drawn. This was probably the

  best she was going to feel all day.




  Jane stamped her feet, trying to encourage blood into her toes. She had been standing in the same spot for over an hour, watching the excavation team. The sun was out. It was

  hot and clear, only the jet-streams of passing aircraft breaking up the expanse of blue sky. She had left her jacket and windbreaker in the car. If only she had brought her sunglasses with her. She

  could see them now, on her kitchen counter in a bowl labelled ‘Glasses’. Peter liked his bowls.




  It had taken the excavation team two hours just to decide where to start the dig. They had been on site since six-thirty. There had been lots of talking and nodding, but very little action,

  which further convinced Jane that her decision had been right. Once Jared had confirmed no signs of life with the GPR last night, she had postponed the dig until this morning. The thought of trying

  to manage all of this at night, blinded by dozens of floodlights and observed by London’s press contingent, had not appealed. At least this way everyone had been able to get a good

  night’s sleep. It was going to be a very long day – of that Jane was in no doubt.




  A twelve-foot-square area had been cordoned off, screens put up, a white tent erected waiting to be put in position, another fingertip search completed and pictures taken. Only then had the team

  begun the excavation of an entrance hole. As she walked into the cover of the trees she thought about all the evidence that would have been lost already. Yesterday’s search, walkers –

  in fact anyone who had visited Elmstead Woods in the past few days – would have disturbed fibres, footprints and any evidence relating to the underground cave, or tomb, as it had turned out

  to be. A camera flash caught her eye. The press were here. She counted four, then five lenses pointed her way. She turned her back.




  ‘It’ll be about five or ten minutes, boss,’ Chris called, from his position next to the hole.




  ‘Great,’ she said, shifting from foot to foot, before rocking back and forth on her heels. She caught sight of Dave. He was attending as the on-site pathologist. She waved him over

  to join her. ‘They’ll be ready soon,’ she said when he was within earshot.
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