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  Prologue


  Grand Hotel, Park Lane, London

  Thursday 2 January 2014


  As the bath was running, Jeremy Forbes-Wright laid out his toiletries on the bathroom shelf. The room was in the art deco style that he loved, the tiles on the floor were
  black and white and the wall lights above the shelves were mounted with elaborate chrome fittings: sleek, shiny and with a touch of the ostentatious.


  He had chosen to come back to this hotel because it was one of his favourites. It had an old-fashioned class and service about it that made him feel at home and there was a comforting solidness
  about its dark curtains, dark wood, its quiet corridors and the fact that it didnt object to him bringing his dog  there was no way he was leaving him home tonight.


  He caught a glimpse of himself but didnt linger on his reflection. Instead, he went across to the bath and poured in some orange-blossom bath oil and breathed it in deeply  a
  little smell of heaven as it turned the water an apricot colour. He turned off the water and left it to steam gently while he went back into the bedroom. The television was on. The 24-hour news
  channel had moved on to world affairs, wars and massacres, and typhoons; but along the bottom of the screen ran the words:


  Former senior politician drops out of race for top Tory seat.


  He went back into the bathroom and sat on the side of the bath, dangling his hand in the water, checking that it wasnt too hot. As he did so, he looked back into the lounge. He had placed
  the dog basket where he could see it from the bathroom, and now Russell, the Jack Russell terrier, rested his head on the side of his basket and looked at his master with worried eyes as he gave a
  tentative whine.


  Hush now, Russell, youll be all right. Jeremy looked at his reflection in the misting mirror and could see only half of his face. Im dammed if Im going
  to just fade away, Russell, thats for sure.


  The dog seemed to contemplate a reply as it opened its mouth but then closed it again with a sigh.


  Exactly, Russell, no one to blame but myself. Thats the trouble  all I ever had was myself and I turned out to be so bloody unreliable. He laughed and his laughter
  echoed in the bathroom.


  He smiled at the dog as he stood and pushed the bathroom door to. Then he hung the thick white cotton dressing gown neatly on the back of the door. He stepped into the bath and lay back with a
  sigh into the warm scented water; closing his eyes he breathed deeply, felt the sting of a tear as the scented steam filled the bathroom, misting the black and white tiles on the wall, steaming up
  the cold mirror completely.


  He reached for the razor blade and positioned it on the inside of his wrist where he could see his pulse beneath the skin. He pushed and dragged into the vein and pressed his hand beneath the
  water as a ribbon of blood snaked from the wound and turned the bathwater the colour of blood oranges.


  



  Chapter 1


  Greenwich apartment

  Monday 3 February


  Are you okay, baby?


  Lauren Forbes-Wright came up behind her husband Toby and slipped her hands around his waist to hug him; she looked over his shoulder out of the French windows down towards the Thames. Hed
  taken off his jacket but was still wearing the crisp white shirt theyd had to buy him especially for the funeral.


  Yes.


  She felt his body resist her touch as she tightened her arms around him, her chin resting on his shoulder. He stayed where he was, hands in his trouser pockets, gazing out of the window.
  Visibility was down to twenty feet. It was all a mass of grey with the rain sleeting against the window. She knew he wasnt really looking at the view. She knew he was thinking of a million
  things, none of which brought him peace. They had been married three years but she felt she knew less about him than ever. Now, when he had something monumental like the death of his father to cope
  with, was the time she realized how distant they truly were.


  Sure? she asked.


  Of course  why shouldnt I be? He sighed again, shook his head. Sorry, Lauren, that came out wrong. He placed a hand on her arms wrapped around him and
  gave them a dismissive squeeze. She didnt let go.


  Lauren closed her eyes. You dont have to say sorry, she whispered into his ear. Its a big thing.


  She felt Toby shift his weight. She felt his body prepare to move, long to move, but she fought to hold on to it a moment longer. She wouldnt let him run from her and find his cave.


  But Toby managed to unhook himself from her arms and Lauren accepted defeat as she watched him walk away from her and into the kitchen, passing their son Samuel on the way.


  She watched her husbands back disappear out of sight and picked up Samuel, who had started grizzling; then she followed Toby.


  Shhhh. She kissed her sons blond curls as she stood rocking him on her hip.


  From inside a metal cage in the corner of the kitchen, Russell observed the world with the fixed, worried expression hed had ever since theyd brought him home from the hotel.


  Shall we go down to your dads apartment tomorrow  we need to go through his things? she asked.


  Toby picked up his wine and walked past her as he went back into the lounge and sat, elbows on knees, on the sofa. Maybe.


  She followed him. It has to be done. He didnt answer. Lauren put Samuel back down on the floor with his toys and walked towards the window as the sun came out. The glare
  bounced around the room, ricocheted off the glass table, the mirror, the stark white walls. The day outside transformed itself in seconds. She sighed as she stood looking out across the Thames. In
  the distance, the sun hit the sides of the Shard.


  Shall we go to Cornwall instead? She softened her American tones. Now that the sun has come out? What do you think, baby? She had loved calling him baby
  when they first fell in love. He was ten years younger than her. He had been fresh-faced and innocent and so nerdy and earnest. So absolutely shy that it amazed Lauren that he had ever lost his
  virginity. He worked in the Royal Observatory and was a genius when it came to understanding the universe. But he didnt understand other people. He definitely didnt understand women
  or what made a relationship work. He was twenty-nine, she was forty-one. She was fast realizing that Toby really was a baby.


  Thought you had work to finish? He was irritated, anxious to the point that she thought he looked ready to cry or scream or down the bottle of wine hed already had two large
  glasses from since theyd got back from the funeral.


  Yes, I have. But Ill take it with me. Lauren worked for an American drugs company. She was writing up her research project on dementia drugs. We could all do with a
  change of scenery  even the dog, she said. Its funny how he left instructions about the dog, about the funeral, about what he wanted doing with his bloody ashes, but not
  about his estate.


  She looked at Tobys face  so pale in the low winter sun that was making him squint. He looked like a lost boy. She hated to see him in such misery.


  Youll never get it done there, he said, more to himself than Lauren.


  Lauren watched Samuel playing with his toys on the floor. He was a quiet boy, sensitive, anxious and very bright; a lot like his father. He was so bright but he rarely smiled.


  We should let the dog out; it cant do any harm, said Lauren.


  Were not allowed dogs in the flat. Anyway, we dont know if it will turn on Samuel, he replied.


  Its a tiny dog  not exactly a Rottweiler. Lauren smiled. I feel sorry for it.


  Its a terrier  they can be really snappy when theyre old, Toby retorted.


  But its only four. We have all its papers from the hotel. Anyway, its been with us a month and it still barely comes out of its cage. There we go  the dog needs a
  holiday. Its more stressed than the rest of us . . . Settled! Samuel? Shall we go on vacation? Samuel looked up at his mother and nodded. She got a tissue from a box on the coffee
  table and wiped his runny nose. Shall we build sandcastles? See some little fishes in the sea? Throw a ball for Russell? Have some fun?


  He nodded as he watched her facial expressions and tried to mimic them. She kissed him and reached behind her head to unpin her hair. She rubbed her scalp as her hair unwound itself into a bob,
  short fringe. She didnt wear make-up as a rule. She had one colour lipstick and it was the one shed worn on their wedding day. It was pink. She was wearing it today. Toby didnt
  look at her; he had a frown on his face. Lauren watched his face contort as he grew more anxious. He was chewing the inside of his cheek.


  Toby, shall we just go to Cornwall now? I mean, why wait till tomorrow? What do you think? We only need to pack a few things. Well wash stuff down there.


  Can we think about it tomorrow, please? There was an exasperated, persecuted edge to his voice.


  Yes . . . of course. Lauren accepted the setback, walked across to her desk and opened her laptop, but changed her mind as Toby walked back into the kitchen. She followed him and
  stood watching as he poured another glass of wine. Its a bit early, isnt it?


  Is it? Toby finished pouring himself the large glass of red and took a swig.


  She smiled but her eyes remained watchful. Did you know many people at the service? Toby answered with a shake of the head. I recognized one of the names at the end when
  people came past and paid their respects. I saw that man, Stokes, whos been bothering us about your fathers house. Youd think hed leave us alone at a time like
  this.


  She went to find the letter from her desk in the corner of the lounge. Yeah, here it is  Martin Stokes. He wants to know whether weve changed our mind about letting it out.
  He has to return a lot of deposits, he says. He implies that well have to meet the cost if we do that. I dont see why, unless your dad kept the deposits. I suppose thats
  possible. She sighed. Christ . . . She looked to Toby for a reaction but he didnt speak. He also says that a private purchaser from the village would like to make
  us an offer for the house of five hundred thousand  contents not included. Lauren shook her head incredulously. They must be joking; we know its worth a million? What do
  they want with it?


  I have no idea.


  Lets tell Stokes we want it left empty, she said. We need to go and have a proper look at it. The quicker we sort out your dads estate the better. I have no
  worries about getting rid of the house in Cornwall but we may not be able to afford to keep it, if we have to pay death duties.


  Toby looked her way briefly then turned away as he said, We will have to; it doesnt look like he had any money at all. He gazed out of the kitchen window down the three
  storeys towards the street and the parking spaces below them. A woman was struggling past with a buggy. The wind whipped through the new tower blocks and the ones under construction. There were
  tastefully designed walkways and childrens playgrounds, even a new Waitrose store at the entrance to the complex. It was all very new.


  What do you mean?


  It doesnt look good; I mean, it doesnt look like he had any money. I went to his flat . . . he doesnt have much antique-wise. I saw nothing we can hope to
  sell.


  Lauren knew her husband didnt want to make eye contact with her. He busied himself setting his iPad up.


  We said wed go together.


  I didnt want to bother you. He glanced up as she heard the familiar jingle of the iPad starting. You were at work.


  I think I should be involved. Two heads better than one and all that? Her mouth formed a half-smile. Her eyes stayed cold.


  He shrugged dismissively. The solicitor has all the papers now, hes handling it, not me, so we neednt be concerned. Whatever has to be done, he will do it.


  What did you find there? Whats his place like?


  Toby stopped tapping on the keyboard and looked at her, irritated. Its a plush flat with a hot tub and a sauna. Its the same sort of place as this, a riverside apartment
  with a view, but a hell of a lot more rent than this and a lot more view.


  What about all of his things?


  I dont want anything.


  What? You are kidding me? Those are things that Samuel can inherit. Even if they arent worth anything  they have sentimental value.


  I wasnt thinking about Samuel at the time. I certainly wasnt feeling sentimental.


  I understand. Of course; but we are a family and one day Samuel might want to know about his granddad. She took a step towards Toby, almost reached out a hand to touch him, but
  stopped when she saw the look of hostility in his eyes.


  Can you just leave it, for fucks sake. I told you I would handle it all. My problem, my fucking father. Ill deal with it, all right? This is not about you or
  Samuel.


  Lauren looked stunned. She nodded meekly and retreated to the lounge.


  Tobys phone rang; he looked at the screen and went into the bedroom to answer it. Lauren heard him moving about the bedroom and talking on the phone. After ten minutes he came back into
  the lounge with his coat on. Lauren was back at her desk, Samuel was playing with some Duplo pieces.


  Where are you going? Who was that on the phone?


  It was work. They wanted to tell me my new exhibits are up and running. I thought Id go and have a look. Ill take Samuel out and give you some peace. Well have a
  wander and come back in time for his tea. Samuel will like it up there in the Observatory.


  Really? Okay, if you feel like it, that would be great. You better take him a biscuit. He usually needs feeding after a nap. Hell probably fall asleep for an hour in the
  buggy.


  Dont worry, Ill get him something. Theres plenty in the caf to eat and plenty of people to make a fuss of him.


  Okay, but hes getting a cold, I think. His face looks flushed, said Lauren.


  The fresh air will do him good. He could do with hardening up.


  Fresh? In the middle of London? As soon as she said it, she wished she hadnt. Toby turned away. Lauren swivelled back round. Ive just emailed the man, Stokes,
  about the house in Cornwall, confirming that we need it left empty for now. Lets go down tomorrow, like I said. I need to finish this piece today then maybe we can have a stress-free
  evening. Are you sure youre happy to go out? I must admit it would help me concentrate enough to get this work done.


  Yes, of course. Its only two thirty. We wont be long.


  All right, baby, if youre sure. Take the dog.


  I cant. Hell be a nuisance and he wont be allowed into work. Ill take him out when I get back.


  Lauren knelt before Samuel and pulled up the zipper on his all-in-one suit. Samuel stared down at his front as he pressed one of the appliqud snow-flakes on the front of the suit.


  Grandma give it to me.


  Yes. You lucky boy. She kissed him.


  And Grandma give me this . . . He frowned and tugged at his snowflake mittens threaded on a string through the arms of his suit. From A-merr-icka.


  Yes. Thats right. She pulled on his hat and then his mittens. Be a good boy for Daddy.


  He nodded enthusiastically.


  Lauren attacked her work with full concentration for an hour. Then she became distracted. The wind got up outside and the day turned stormy and prematurely dark. She reached
  for her phone. Shed just give Toby a call and see that Samuel wasnt too cold out there. There was no answer.


  She stood and went to the window. The view of the Thames was lost in the downpour. She glanced down at the street below.


  She looked at the phone in her hand. He must have gone inside, she reassured herself. Samuel would be warm in the Observatory. Maybe Toby was right  she babied him too much. But, after
  all, there would never be a brother or sister for Samuel.


  Her eyes looked back down to the road below. A woman had stopped and was staring up at her  her face was partly covered with a black scarf. She had a hood pulled up over her head and was
  standing with her hands in the pockets of her long dark coat. She looked immovable against the gusts of wind. One of the plants on the balcony blew over and crashed against the windowpane and
  Lauren jumped. When she looked back the woman had gone.


  Lauren went back to her desk, but deep in her stomach she had the feeling of anxiousness, and it was growing. It was Samuels dinnertime now and after that she would run his bath.
  Hed have so many toys in there that there would be barely room for him. Hed play for ages filling up cups with water, making the waterwheels turn. Then shed get him into his
  pyjamas, give him some warm milk and shed read him stories and lie down beside him and drift off with him. That was her guilty pleasure, falling asleep next to him just for ten minutes or
  so, and then shed creep out and Toby would have made her some dinner, poured her glass of wine and their adult time would begin.


  The phone rang.


  Toby? Where are you? Its a quarter past five.


  Sorry were late. Im coming up the street right now. Its been hell trying to get through the crowds. Theres something wrong with the buggys
  steering.


  She laughed, relieved. Youll get used to it. Ill meet you downstairs at the door.


  No need. I can manage.


  I want to.


  Lauren came out of their flat and took the lift down to the foyer. She nodded hello to the security guard and saw Toby, using his weight to pull the pram inside backwards. He managed to pull it
  so easily, she thought. It was always a struggle for her.


  Lauren wanted to run over to Samuel. She wanted to take hold of him in her arms and kiss and cuddle him. She hated being apart from him but she knew she should be happy that Toby took him out on
  his own. She should be glad that he was showing an interest in his son at long last. She didnt run, she walked across the foyer, past the pebbles and fountain and the reception desk. Toby
  was inside now. He turned the buggy forwards to push it towards her and he kept his eyes on hers. His shoulders were stiff. His gait awkward. She looked at his face and wanted to ask,
  Whats the matter? Her eyes travelled down to his hands, down to the buggy and the loose strap on the seat. She felt her knees begin to give way. She felt her breath stop and
  her heart try to hammer blood round but it didnt move. All time stopped. A heartbeat freeze-framed.


  Wheres Samuel?


  



  Chapter 2


  Detective Inspector Dan Carter watched and waited for the group of officers to form a circle around him. It was seven thirty p.m. and the sky was black. The open doors of the
  police van offered a partial windbreak from the deep cold that skimmed icy breaths across the River Thames and gusted around the police officers searching the park. Carter was standing in the glare
  of the Maritime Museum at the base of Greenwich Park, waiting to address the newest search team. He looked across to where his partner, Detective Constable Ebony Willis, was standing, wearing her
  trademark black quilted jacket, but today she also had a black beanie hat pulled down over her ears. Her ponytail ballooned from beneath it, lifting in the gusts of wind and floating around her
  shoulders like a black shawl. She stood with a map in her hands. He knew she was working out the logistics of the search parties. He saw her taking in the layout of the park that rose above them in
  the darkness, covering nearly two hundred acres. The Royal Observatory was on the brow of the hill, above them. He wondered if shed ever been up to the Observatory. He knew he hadnt.
  It was on his list but one of those things tourists did rather than Londoners. He watched the torchlight of officers as they fanned out along the paths that crisscrossed the park. The noise from
  the busy streets nearby rolled constant in the background. Access to the park was closed to the public. In daylight they would start a fingertip search, for now they were just looking for a
  two-year-old boy who had managed to give his father the slip.


  Carter stood tapping his right foot, without realizing, as the feeling of anxiety, the pressing need to act, made every second he was waiting feel like an hour wasted.


  He pressed his hands deep into the pockets of his dark-grey overcoat as he focused on each one of the officers. Willis came across to join him, laying the map out on the floor of the van.


  The last sighting of Samuel was in his buggy at ten minutes past four when he was seen leaving the Royal Observatory with his father Toby. Carter addressed the hundred officers who
  stood around him.


  Willis picked up the photo pack prepared for the officers and handed it out among them. It is crucial that we find him fast, Carter said as he waited until all the officers had the
  pack. You now have a photo of Samuel. He was wearing a navy all-in-one suit, which has two large snowflakes appliqud on the front. This is distinctive and unusual; the makers
  label is Ski-Doo from the States. There are matching mittens, label just inside the cuff. Hes also wearing a cream-coloured knitted bobble hat and red snow boots from GAP. He has blond hair,
  blue eyes. Carter looked around and made sure each officer made eye contact. We know how fast a kids hair can be dyed, how much a change of clothes and buggy can throw us off,
  but check every small child you see. Be polite but be insistent. Samuels only differentiating feature is a small raised birthmark the size of a five pence piece beside his left eyebrow.
  Make-up would have to be quite thick to cover it. We need to find this little boy. If hes been dumped he wont last the night in these temperatures.


  Carter pointed to the map layout on the floor in the back of the van.


  We have divided the route into sections. You will be searching the section just west of the Cutty Sark DLR station  the officer in charge of your unit will divide you into teams
  and Ill hand you over to them in a minute to explain in more detail. But before I do I just want to make sure each one of you understands  no stone left unturned. No bin unchecked,
  every space where a child could be hidden has to be examined. Remember, Samuel is smaller than your average two-year-old. He could have been squeezed into a very small space. I want you climbing
  walls and getting under cars. I want every inch checked. Any problems getting access to an area of interest, alert your commander straight away and well get officers there to assist you.
  Good luck . . .


  Carter picked up his case and he and Willis walked across to his car, the black BMW parked on the approach to the park. Carter started the engine and reversed at speed.


  We need to throw everything at this, Eb. She nodded. She was deep in thought. Carter was used to being the one who chatted. The fathers story is too vague, he
  continued. Sensitive type, isnt he? Doesnt say a lot. Hes really vague when it comes to pinpointing his movements; theres a missing period of almost forty minutes
  after he leaves the Observatory. Have you ever been there?


  Once.


  Im impressed. Was it with that boyfriend who liked train sets?


  She didnt rise to it; shed heard it before. Instead, she reached into her backpack and pulled out her phone. Carter continued, First he attends his famous dads
  funeral, then his son gets abducted. Been one hell of a day. In his head Carter was running through the checklist: ports, trains, motorway cameras. Service station, lorry drivers . . .
  Robbos checking for any history on the father, said Carter, as he looked about him for a way out of the traffic jam they were in and decided to take a different route. Being
  the son of a London cabbie, and spending a lot of his spare time sitting next to his dad, meant that Carters knowledge of the streets of London was extensive. He also knew where to stop for
  the best bacon sarnies.


  Willis had several things on her lap at once. The police radio was the best for receiving a signal no matter where but it wasnt good at downloading data quickly. The smartphone was best
  at that. But for a bigger screen she needed her iPad and then she always had her notebook.


  Carter glanced across at her lap. Sort yourself out, Willis, for Christs sake.


  Theyd worked together for the last four years. They knew one anothers strengths and weaknesses. Carter knew that Willis would have recorded all the facts in her analytical brain.
  But if he asked her what it was like to lose a child, she would look at him blankly and shed struggle to put herself in those shoes. Whereas Carter came from a big part-Italian family.
  Family was everything to them. Willis had grown up with a mother whose cold heart and deranged mind led her to murder easily. Luckily, Ebony had been taken into care for a good part of her
  childhood.


  He had a famous father but I doubt if anyones heard of Toby Forbes-Wright until today, said Willis.


  Have we got Family Liaison in place? asked Carter. Willis made a grab for her lap as Carter did a U-turn and headed back the way theyd come, then scooted up a back street.


  Yes, Jeanie Vincent has gone over already.


  Great, shes the best. Any similar incidences, any attempted abductions in this area? asked Carter.


  No, not so far as we know. We may get someone come forward after the public appeal; its just gone out on the radio, said Willis.


  Were going to need the public on this one, Carter said. If the father left the belt undone on the buggy, and Samuel wandered off, he could have fallen into a gap
  somewhere. Jesus . . . Carter banged his hand on the steering wheel. My Archies just a year older. He wouldnt last two minutes in this cold. We have to find him
  fast.


  Would Archie ever have got out of his own buggy and run off?


  Youre kidding me? First chance he got! You have to have eyes in the back of your head with kids. Tell Robbo well be back in twenty. Im not waiting in this traffic any
  more. Carter put on his emergency lights and swerved into the bus lane.


  The Murder Squad was part of the Major Investigation Team in London. They were based in three locations around the capital and served different areas. From its Archway
  location, tucked behind the tube station and connected to the local police station, Fletcher House housed three MIT teams and served north London.


  It was an inconspicuous concrete box of a building joined by a door linking the buildings at the first floor. The officers in Archway police station said the door marked the entrance to the Dark
  Side. Carter and Willis worked on the third floor of the Dark Side in MIT 17.


  When they got back, they went straight into the Major Incident Room to see if there had been any calls from the public. It was where all the information came in first before being filtered and
  then farmed out to the other departments. Inside the MIR there were four civilians working behind the desks, manning the phones, and two detectives sifting the information as it came in. A
  category-A incident  a missing child  drew a full team of both civilian staff and police officers. All leave was cancelled.


  Carter approached a desk straight ahead.


  Anything? he asked as he waited for the operator to come off the phone. Willis was checking the screens to see what information had been fed into HOLMES, the central program
  designed to coordinate major investigations. She gave Carter a sign that she was heading out. He nodded he understood.


  One sighting of a kid with a snowflake on his jacket, sir, the operator answered. But turned out to be a picture the child was holding on his lap. Several new sightings of
  Toby Forbes-Wright  all confirm the first half of his route. The officer from the desk on the left looked through the pages of notes beside him and said, A woman in a
  caf saw him. A man walking his dog on the park. All of them confirm seeing Toby pushing a buggy but no one looked inside it or noticed Samuel after four fifteen.


  No one saw him on the walk back from the Observatory to his home?


  Not so far.


  Carter followed Willis down to the Enquiry Team office. Long desks housed detectives working diagonally across from one another, their monitors back-to-back. He negotiated his way across the
  busy office. The commotion of a full team working flat out made the room squawk and yell like a stock market on a boom or bust day. All officers who had been working on other cases
  were now focused on Samuel Forbes-Wrights disappearance. Everything else could wait. Carter stopped at the second of six desks from the left and looked over Williss shoulder at her
  screen. She was looking at CCTV footage from the camera outside the Cutty Sark.


  Anything?


  It was very busy, thats one thing. She tapped her pen on the list of names next to her: Looking at the sex offenders register. Each name was accompanied
  by a duo of mug shots and a brief resum. All the addresses were around the Greenwich area. Number four on the list looks interesting  Malcolm Camber. Hes only just come
  out of prison and he went inside for child abduction  he kidnapped and assaulted a four-year-old boy, released him after four hours.


  Where did he let him go?


  Parkland near his home.


  Does he work alone? asked Carter.


  He did then. We have no idea what friends he might have made in prison.


  Have you been in touch with his parole office?


  Yes, his parole officer said he called in sick the last few days.


  Did she go round to see him?


  She went round this afternoon but he wasnt there.


  Put a warrant out  pick him up urgently. Anyone else?


  Ebony pulled out three files.


  There are seven more living in the same area who are high priority.


  Get someone round to their houses with a search warrant now. Ill head down to talk to Robbo.


  Yes, guv.


  Across from Willis was an empty chair, that of Jeanie Vincent, the Family Liaison Officer.


  Jeanie been in touch yet?


  Not with me, maybe with Robbo? answered Willis.


  Robbo looked up from his desk as Carter walked in. Robbo had worked in the force for over twenty years and sat next to his work-wife Pam. Hed had a
  lifelong affair with Haribo sweets and great coffee but he was really addicted to work and had to be reminded that the purpose of work was to enjoy a better life and not the other way round.


  Hows the fathers background looking? Carter asked Pam.


  Pam looked over her leopard-print reading glasses as she answered: Private education, the best. He went on to study Physics and Astronomy at Oxford. Hes been working in the
  Observatory, full time, sourcing and making the interactive exhibits for the last seven years. Hes extremely bright. The Observatory job is almost a volunteer post. He gets paid less than
  twenty thousand a year.


  Its a hobby then, said Carter.


  Hes capable of a lot, on paper. Pam scrolled down her screen and made notes as she went. I mean, Im not being funny, but if my kid had gone to Eton I would
  have wanted him to aim a bit higher, at least earn a good salary. Thats a hell of a lot of investment. She glanced up and over her glasses. Not keen on living in the real
  world, maybe?


  And what about her? asked Carter.


  Lauren Forbes-Wright works for an American drugs company with a research department over here in east London, answered Pam. We are guessing thats how they can afford
  to live in the middle of Greenwich; its the usual thing for Glastons to pick up the tab on their overseas workers. Toby and her married in 2011 and they produced Samuel bang-on nine months
  later.


  Theres a twelve-year age difference, added Robbo.


  So she could have been looking at a ticking baby clock when she married him. And what about him? What was he looking for, do we think? Carter asked.


  The mum he never had, maybe? answered Robbo. She ran away to live in Argentina with a boyfriend when Toby was seven. His dad packed him off to boarding school soon after.
  Seems like Jeremy Forbes-Wright concentrated on his career, for all the good it did him.


  Thats the trouble when you set yourself up as Mr Traditional Values and spotless, said Pam, and then caught with an underage escort.


  That was denied, and a long time ago, said Carter.


  Maybe he just couldnt pay his way out this time, said Robbo. But is that enough to kill yourself over? Politicians have survived worse.


  I think he was banking on getting back into the Cabinet. He must have known he had no chance, Pam said.


  The missing forty minutes, Robbo? asked Carter. Any nearer to solving it?


  Robbo stood and used a marker to draw a balloon shape on the whiteboard behind his desk. This is his verified route. Robbo drew in the Cutty Sark and the Royal
  Observatory. Heres his house. We know that Samuel and his dad Toby left the Riverview apartments on Thames Street at two thirty. He wrote the times on the map as he talked.
  They were seen by a neighbour as they left. He was seen passing by the Cutty Sark and then he headed up to the Royal Observatory. We know Samuel was still inside the buggy at this
  point because work colleagues saw him in there. After Toby leaves the Royal Observatory at approximately ten past four and makes his way home we lose any sightings of the buggy until we pick him up
  again at just before five in the middle of Greenwich, here, and then again here. But we do not know whether he still had Samuel in the buggy then. At twenty past five he arrives
  home without Samuel.


  What about the internet? Carter continued. If hes with a paedophile there will be footage being circulated on the net, Im sure.


  All being monitored, sir, so far as we can, answered Hector, a detective who had been seconded in from the Exhibits Room. Hed helped out in Robbos department before
  and was needed again now. Weve distributed Samuels photo to every officer looking at tapes.


  Theres an alert out to all Special Branch officers within a three-hundred-mile radius of here. Robbo went back behind his desk. You could get far in that missing
  forty minutes. And, what if it wasnt a random abduction? What if it was planned?


  Then there are a few areas we are looking at, Carter said. The father is socially inept. He seems to have a touch of Aspergers to me. Hes shy and awkward and
  he didnt have the kind of childhood that involved any parenting. He was abandoned soon after his mum left. I doubt very much if he wanted Samuel.


  So we step up the search for a body in the park.


  Yes, and all around the Royal Observatory. He could have killed and hidden his sons body there. He knows the place back to front.


  Then the Royal Observatory stays shut until we also know it back to front, said Robbo. What else do you have?


  Theres always the possibility it has something to do with Jeremy Forbes-Wright, said Carter.


  Best to talk it through with Toby, Pam said. See what paperwork hes got on his dads finances, everything. Get his permission to contact the solicitor holding
  all the probate papers.


  Has Laurens family got money? asked Carter. Have they got any dubious connections that might stretch this far over the sea?


  Hector answered: Im talking with Interpol but so far there are no skeletons in Laurens closet.


  If its a ransom, theres still time for them to come forward, Carter said.


  Theres no doubt that without her wage they could not enjoy their current lifestyle. But they dont own a property, said Pam. We know her company pays for the
  flat they live in. No one could have thought they were worth a ransom.


  We dont know what other secrets JFW might have been concealing? Pam added, already amassing intimate details of the former politicians life.


  We need permission to search his fathers flat, said Carter.


  Where was it?


  Canary Wharf, replied Carter. Its a rented flat. Were not going to have long before it has to be vacated.


  Revenge then? Robbo said, as he rocked on his chair and laid out his Haribo in a line. After all, politicians piss people off, especially ones who specialize in having
  underage sex and getting away with it. He must have committed suicide for a reason.


  A missing child and a dead politician  the press will think all their Christmases had come at once.


  The door opened.


  Sir? A mans been detained at Folkestone trying to board a ferry with a young boy answering the description of Samuel Forbes-Wright.


  



  Chapter 3


  Folkestone


  The reversing vehicle backed noisily, spreading its flashing orange glow across the wet tarmac. Carter pulled over and parked.


  Jesus Christ! The wind almost took the door from Carters hand as he fought to hold on to it. He slammed the door shut and started walking.


  To their right, the black water was a bitter-cold backdrop to the bright lights of the ferry as it was being cleaned ready for the next passage to France.


  We could be in luck here, he said to Willis as she marched across the tarmac, slightly ahead of him, head down. Williss eyes were watering. She wiped her nose with the heel
  of her hand and dried it on her trousers as they walked together towards the terminal building. Carters metal-tipped shoes scraped as he walked smartly across to the harbour masters
  office.


  I sent a photo to the parents, she said, taking out her phone to check for a reply.


  And?


  Its come back as a Negative.


  Shit. Well, we need to check it out anyway. Kids can be made to look very different very fast.


  A dark-haired man of about fifty looked up at them as they entered the office, a small blond boy asleep on his lap. A police officer was sitting between the man and the door. He stood as Carter
  and Willis entered the room. Carter took out his badge; Willis did the same.


  PC Littlemore, sir. This is Mr Mancey and his son Drew.


  Sorry to put you through this, Mr Mancey. Carter came to perch on the corner of the desk next to them.


  The man blinked red-eyed at them as he held tightly on to the sleeping child, who looked a lot like the pictures of the Forbes-Wright child. Carter reached forward as he studied the boy.


  Do you mind? He went to sweep the childs hair away from his eyes so that he could see his eyebrow. Mancey raised a hand to stop him and then withdrew it with a disgruntled
  nod.


  Carter lifted the lads hair and moved in to look at the left side of his face. Willis stepped in close beside him. Carter looked at her; she confirmed what he was thinking with a small
  shake of the head.


  I hear you didnt have the right documentation to take Drew on board the ferry? Carter said as he withdrew.


  I didnt know he needed a passport to cross the Channel. Since when?


  You wouldnt be able to get back into the UK without a passport for the boy. Hes your son?


  Yes.


  Do you have any form of ID for him?


  No  like I said to the idiot who stopped me  if Id realized things had changed I would have brought it. Weve missed our ferry. What are we supposed to do
  now?


  Apologies, Mr Mancey, we have to be very cautious these days. We can let you go now, if you wish to continue your journey. Sorry to have troubled you.


  On the way out Carter called Robbo. Any luck with the searches?


  We have hundreds of people out there, dogs and helicopters. The public have really rallied for this. If hed got out of the buggy by himself, I think we would have found him by now.
  We are definitely looking at abduction. Chief Inspector Bowie says hell head up a press conference tomorrow.


  Okay. Makes sense; theyre going to want to see some brass. Ill have the release ready for him to deliver in the morning. What about Jeanie, has she phoned?


  Yes. She says shell see you back here. I guess well all be working through the night?


  I dont think you even have a home, Robbo.


  Yeah, yeah, dont let my wife hear you say that. He laughed.


  Jeanie was waiting for Carter and Willis when they got back at eleven. Willis had made Carter stop and pick up supplies for the night. The smell of kebab filled the inspectors room.
  Carter shared an office with two other inspectors but they were both out coordinating the search for Samuel.


  Any muffins? asked Jeanie as she joined them in the office. No wonder youre hiding in here, you two. Theyre a hungry pack of wolves out there.


  Ive ordered pizza for the office. Its on its way, just Willis wanted extra, Carter said.


  Here, Jeanie. Willis handed her a bag. Carter said youd go for a blueberry with a lemon-curd centre.


  Jeanie stood and blinked at Carter and then chuckled, embarrassed.


  Perfect, thanks. She looked genuinely touched.


  Carter grinned smugly. He could have added that you dont have a long relationship with someone and not know what kind of muffin they like but he didnt. They were both with
  different partners now, both had kids. The fact that they still worked together was difficult, but not impossible.


  What are your thoughts on them, Jeanie? he said, opening the takeaway containers on his desk and trying to fend Willis off as he ate his chicken. What kind of things are
  they saying to one another?


  Theres definitely more than a hint of blame creeping in now. Only Toby has the answers and hes out with the fairies most of the time.


  Are we completely discounting her as a possible suspect? Willis said with a mouth full of food as she attacked her large doner kebab in pitta, extra chilli sauce and mayo.


  Jeanie nodded thoughtfully as she picked at her muffin. Yes, almost definitely, she had neither the motive nor the opportunity. She has nothing to gain and everything to lose. We know how
  hard this is for her. Jeanie looked to Carter for confirmation. He nodded.


  Its the worst possible thing you can imagine.


  Right then. Carter opened one of six files on the desk. Here are the photos taken of Tobys walk. I want us to look for people passing by who appear more than once. We
  need to double-check all this footage. There is no such thing as plain careless, lots of people are not the most watchful parents and they dont have their child snatched out of their buggy.
  Someone must have been following, must have hovered, must have looked like they were ready to snatch.


  



  Chapter 4


  Tuesday 4 February


  Detective Chief Inspector Bowie stood on the stage at ten the next morning. Behind him was the bold blue backdrop flag of the Metropolitan Police.


  Yesterday afternoon, between the time of four ten and five fifteen, two-year-old Samuel Forbes-Wright went missing from his buggy while out with his father Toby. Before I bring in
  Samuels parents I will give you an update on the investigation so far.


  Carter studied the audience from his seat on the stage behind the long desk. Willis stood at the back of the room. DCI Bowie looked a little more groomed than usual. Someone had bothered to tell
  him that just wetting his hair and plastering it back wasnt the same as washing it. His uniform had replaced the cheap work suit: starched and pristine with shiny buttons. His watery blue
  eyes seemed fixed on a horizon above the press.


  As soon as we received a phone call from Lauren Forbes-Wright telling us that her son was missing we immediately began a detailed search of the area. Hundreds of officers have been
  deployed. We have brought in every resource at our disposal, no expense has been spared. This includes helicopter and river-boat searches and analysing CCTV footage as we piece together the last
  hour of Toby Forbes-Wrights movements with Samuel. Yes?


  How large is the area being searched?


  We are searching a substantial area of Greenwich Park and the town itself.


  Do you have any idea how long the Royal Observatory will remain closed? Is it considered one of the most important sites?


  I cant tell you how long it will remain closed. It is of interest to us, thats all.


  Have you any suspects in custody?


  No.


  Any recent incidents that are similar?


  No one has come forward with any information as yet, no.


  Any paedophiles operating in the area?


  A thorough investigation is taking place into anyone known to the police. We are committing huge resources to enable us to put as many feet on the ground as necessary.


  What about Jeremy Forbes-Wright? Could it be connected to his suicide?


  Carter watched Bowie preparing for the question. That was the only reason Bowie was up there now. He wasnt the Senior Investigating Officer on the abduction case  Carter was
   but he was giving the press what they expected when such a high-profile family hit the news. Bowies job was as a spokesman.


  We do not know what the motive was for taking Samuel. We are urging whoever has him to release him safely now. We need the publics help to find him. Look in your garden sheds, look
  in any outbuildings, get outside today and search for us. I will bring in Mr and Mrs Forbes-Wright to make a personal appeal now, thank you.


  Jeanie led Toby and Lauren into the room. She showed them to their seats centre stage and sat down on the far side of Lauren. The room filled with camera flashes and the sound of digital
  shutters clicking furiously.


  Jeanie leaned across to adjust Laurens microphone. Before turning it on, she whispered: I will draw back from you and Toby when they start asking questions. Its going to be
  a mass of flashes and noise, dont let it get to you. Remember  when you read your statement, make sure you look at the cameras.


  Lauren nodded. Toby Forbes-Wright sat, head bowed.


  Willis stayed at the back of the room and watched them. Lauren didnt seem to want to offer any comfort to her husband, thought Willis. She wasnt leaning towards him, or including
  him. She looked like she was dealing with it on her own. Lauren turned back towards Jeanie.


  Are you ready, Lauren? asked Carter.


  She nodded.


  Lauren Forbes-Wright will read a statement, Carter said. The room went quiet.


  Lauren took a deep breath. She had her statement on a sheet of paper in front of her but she didnt read from it. She looked around the room helplessly.


  When did you first notice that Samuel was missing, Mrs Forbes-Wright? asked one of the broadsheet journalists.


  Jeanie looked at Carter and he nodded that they should run with it.


  I was finishing off some work . . . She stopped and fought back the tears. I was waiting for them to come back. Toby had taken him for a walk. She looked across at
  Jeanie. Willis wondered why she didnt look at her husband. She was alienating him. He sat with his head bowed. They did not look like a united couple. The press had already picked up on it.
  The cameras clicked continually in his direction. I met them downstairs. I was going to open the door for him, to help with the buggy. Then I saw that Samuel was gone. Lauren turned
  to Jeanie.


  Jeanie gave her a smile that said: Lets go back to the script.


  Toby. A journalist at the front addressed him directly: Was your father, Jeremy Forbes-Wright, close to Samuel?


  Toby looked around the room as if seeking help from anyone who might give it. He opened his mouth but nothing came out.


  Jeanie intervened. She picked up the statement in front of Lauren. Lauren and Toby are finding it difficult to cope with the events that happened yesterday. They are living through a
  nightmare. They have no idea who would want to do this to their son, to themselves or to anyone connected with their family. Lauren and Toby want to appeal to everyone out there to look for
  Toby. Jeanie turned to Lauren.


  Lauren nodded in response. She lifted her head up and fought back tears. Please dont hurt him. Please tell us what you want and give me my little boy back. Samuel . . . Mommy and
  Daddy love you very, very much.


  



  Chapter 5


  Carter came to find Willis at her desk after the press conference. She looked up from studying the CCTV footage of Toby walking past the Cutty Sark.
  Jeanies still here, she says the Forbes-Wrights want to be on their own for a while, she said.


  I bet they do. They were pretty convincing, I thought.


  Willis nodded warily. They looked numb.


  I thought Lauren would manage better than that, Carter said as he pulled up a chair beside Willis. She seemed to crumble, didnt she? You never know how youre
  going to react, I suppose. Must be a living hell.


  She blames him. Thats why she cant bear to look at him, said Willis. The press picked up on it.


  Samuel is the same age as Archie. I can imagine that Cabrina would be the first to blame me if it happened to us, replied Carter.


  It wouldnt.


  It can happen to anyone.


  No, guv, it wouldnt happen to you. You constantly check on Archie. You would have noticed anyone coming too near him. I feel sorry for Toby  hes not a natural dad. I
  dont think they are a united couple in any way. They should be clinging to one another right now, not pushing one another away. This isnt just to do with Samuels disappearance.
  I dont think they have a strong marriage, said Willis.


  Maybe . . . something in that press conference definitely wasnt right. Somethings not being said between them. I want his phone checked and I want their flat bugged if
  Samuel isnt found tonight.


  We could move them out to a hotel  tell them its to give them some privacy. Hotel rooms are easier to bug, suggested Willis.


  No, Id rather leave them where they are. How did the searches on sex offenders homes work out? Carter asked. Anything promising?


  Willis stood, her chair grating as it pushed backwards on the wooden floor. She picked up the half-eaten doughnut shed bought from the canteen much earlier that morning.


  Nothing so far  three down, two to go.


  Dont get that on my coat, Carter said as Willis came too close to him with the doughnut. Jeanie walked in just as they were about to leave. Willis smirked.


  How are the Forbes-Wrights after the press conference? Carter asked as Jeanie sat down at her desk.


  My hunch? There will be a few angry words being exchanged, I think. This is when the major cracks in their relationship start to appear.


  Whats the deal with them? asked Carter. Shes much older.


  She seems to have put her career first, replied Jeanie. She left it late to find a partner and then they met and married within six months. Hes difficult to fathom. I
  can see what hed find to like in her  if hes into older women, that is, but Im sure she could have bagged a fifty-year-old divorcee to give her a child and some
  security. He must have hidden depths  hes not my type. He seems so young, even younger than his twenty-nine years.


  Hes sensitive, arty, said Willis. Lauren obviously likes mothering him. If it works, it works, I suppose.


  Until it stops working, Carter said. Until he wakes up and decides its not what he wants and hes not enough of a grown-up to say I want
  out.


  Jeanie looked deep in thought as Willis said, Were sending officers round to interview the staff at the Observatory this morning. We should know more about him then. Willis
  shoved the last of the doughnut into her mouth, screwed up the bag and lobbed it at the bin. We have a call logged on Tobys phone at two sixteen yesterday. That was from one of his
  co-workers, Gareth Turnbill. He phoned him before his walk with Samuel, Willis continued, looking at her notes. He lives in Blackheath. Hes a lad of nineteen. Well talk
  to him first.


  What have the couple said to you about Jeremy Forbes-Wright? Carter asked Jeanie.


  Very little. Lauren never met him. He didnt attend their wedding. Toby said he hadnt seen him in ages.


  Where was the funeral? Carter asked Willis.


  Ladywell and Brockley Cemetery. Carter looked at it over her shoulder as she brought up a link on screen: Friends of Ladywell and Brockley Cemetery homepage.


  I know it, he said. I have a relative on my dads side buried there. Its a beautiful old cemetery. What did they say went on after the funeral,
  Jeanie?


  They came back to the flat, they had a discussion about who was there, well, more just agreeing that they didnt know anyone, and then they talked briefly about his fathers
  affairs. I think there was some tension over Toby having gone to look at his fathers flat without Lauren. They were considering leaving this morning to go to Cornwall. Jeremy Forbes-Wright
  had a house there but its let most of the time. That was one thing Lauren did say  that the man who was responsible for letting that house was at the funeral.


  We had to send a few officers to the cemetery to keep the press at arms length, said Willis. But its useful for us to see who actually went inside. There were
  several news companies filming. Some say Jeremy Forbes-Wright had a chance of being Prime Minister one day, Willis added as she watched some footage of the funeral on her screen.


  He was expected to run for one of the vacant seats in Kent, prime Tory country, but he was reported as having dropped out of the race at Christmas, said Jeanie.
  Theres been speculation about it but no real reason given.


  Carter was watching the screen with Willis. He turned back to Jeanie. What about Lauren, whats in her past?


  Shes super-bright . . . very academic. Only child. Parents are professors. She has a great job; earns about eighty grand at the moment but shes still working her way up the
  ladder.


  I think were right to count her out. That leaves Toby and his dad, which doesnt seem a hell of a lot of good. The public will want to know how a kid can be snatched from his
  fathers buggy in broad daylight and then disappear.


  Jeanie nodded. Okay, give me an hour to write up my notes and Ill head back over to see them.


  Well join you there at their flat. We need to put some pressure on Toby now to start remembering things.


  



  Chapter 6


  Willis stood in front of the French windows, looking out at the Thames. Pots of herbs battled against the odds on the small balcony. One was upturned, rolling around in its own
  dirt. There was a small dog turd getting turned over in the wind. Today the Thames was the colour of slate. She could see the river police  she knew they were still looking for
  Samuels body. It was twelve noon but already the day was getting dark. Storms were on the way.


  She and Carter were alone in the lounge  a large through space with white walls and pictures of Manhattan. Jeanie was talking to the couple in the kitchen. Carter took the opportunity to
  look at the photos on the walls, the knick-knacks on the shelves. There werent many in the minimalist rented apartment. There was a desk in the corner, which had a laptop on it. Carter could
  guess which pieces of furniture each half of the couple had conceded to the other. The desk had to be Laurens: neat, bundles of papers. A lot of things carefully managed. Compartmentalized.
  A white-framed portrait of the three of them was on the wall above her desk. The sofa looked like it had come out of Tobys bedsit. It was ropy and had been covered loosely with a green and
  white Lauren-type throw. One wall was given over to gadgets and systems: 3D TV, docking stations, CDs and films, mainly sci-fi, in alphabetical order. This
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