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It was cold. 
     Icy.
A dense fog hung low in the air, disguising anything on the ground within a whispery cloud. It sent a haunting vision to all the trees and shrubs in the hills.
The windows of her car began to fog up around her as her breathing got more erratic by the second. 
She was exhausted. 
Stressed and scared. Terrified. She didn’t want to move. She felt like any movement would alert the stranger following her to the outskirts of the city. She dipped the headlights and parked her dark Toyota between two oak trees, hoping that the stranger following her would not notice the vehicle under the veil of the night sky. She could hear herself whimper as tears slowly dripped from the corner of her eyes. She sniffled loudly, rubbing her hand down her cheek. The tips of her fingers had turned numb, tingling with fear. It was a long, harrowing drive trying to escape the dark vehicle following her. She had lost sight of the vehicle behind her when she travelled down a long, winding road. But she felt like it wasn’t over- that the stranger stalking her every movement was hiding close-by ready to strike. 
     ‘Mummy?’ 
She snapped her head to her right at the soft, juvenile voice. She stared down at her son. He appeared confused by what was going on, the fear on his mother’s face, the crying and the whimpering. 
      ‘Yes, love?’ she choked out. She wiped a couple of tears from her cheeks and sighed deeply. 
She reached down and grabbed him by his small delicate hands and held them as tight as she could. They were soft- so soft and gentle. She had to get out of there before she or her son gets hurt. 
Knock. Knock. 
Suddenly, a bright, yellow light shone through the driver’s side window, blinding the young mother. 
‘Excuse me, miss,’ a deep voice called out. She doesn’t move. She remained as stiff as a board, clutching tightly at her son’s hand. 
‘Ma’am,’ the voice says in a calmer tone. ‘It’s the police. Could you please put your window down?’
But she doesn’t move. She knew something wasn’t right. She recognised the voice straight away. She looked up in her rear-view mirror to see if there was an sign of a police car. But no- there was nothing but the trees swaying in the wind. She was in immediate danger but didn’t know what to do. 
‘Ma’am,’ the stranger repeats, ‘the hills are a dangerous place at night. There is a lot of people hunting.’
There was an uncomfortable pause as the man moved the light from the driver’s side window and shone it onto the dashboard. 
She could hear the stranger sigh heavily. 
‘I’m sure you and your son don’t want a bullet between your eyes, would you?’
The words send a chill down the young mother’s spine. She released her grasp from her son’s hand, took in a deep breath and turned the keys in the ignition. 
‘I hate you ignoring me,’ the stranger said over the sound of the engine. His voice got deeper with every word he spoke. 
‘Stop fuckin’ ignoring me!’
The window smashed and glasses flies in every direction. Two gunshots rattle throughout the air. 
‘Mummy!’
‘MUMMY!’








CHAPTER 1




CHAPTER 1







JUNE 23rd 1997

8.22 am







‘You feel that?’
He lay his head against the side of her stomach. A slight gurgle was interrupted by a minor vibration rattling against his left ear, and then- a soft, simultaneous pattering of a small foot pressed up against the womb.
   ‘Wow.’ 
   ‘That’s our little man right there.’
Jack sat up straight next to his partner and removed his head from her heavily pregnant belly. He wrapped his right arm around the edge of her neck. He gave her a quick kiss on the side of her cheek and rested his head on the top of her long, blonde hair. 
Ashley was eight months pregnant and was getting more and more irritable by the day. As she desperately tried to manage day-to-day life while heavily pregnant, she found it almost impossible to look after her four-year-old son, Jamie, and his constant need to attention was making her life unbearable. But she was glad she had her supportive partner, Jack, by her side. 
   ‘That’s our little Theodore,’ Jack said, rubbing her belly. 
Ashley looked up at him. ‘I don’t know if I’m keen on that name, hon.’
   ‘Theodore?’ Jack asked. ‘We can call him Theo if you want, or Teddy.’
There was a slight pause. 
   ‘Well, what did you want to call him?’ Jack asked, pulling the sheets and duvet closer above his body as a whisk of cold air swooshed in from the hallway. 
   ‘You know what I want to call him,’ Ashley replied, sternly. 
   ‘Yeah, yeah,’ Jack said, shrugging it off. ‘You want to call him Peter.’
   ‘Named after my grandfather,’ Ashley said. ‘I never got to meet him. That’s all.’
   ‘Are you sure you aren’t just naming him Peter to impress your dad?’ Jack asked pulling his girlfriend closer to him. But Ashley tried to pull away from him. 
   ‘What do you mean by that?’
Jack didn’t know how to respond without sounding bitter or hateful towards his father-in-law. Jack had tried his best to get along with him, and so far, he things were tense. But he knew that Gary Brookes was an old-fashioned, stubborn individual who didn’t agree with the choice of men that his daughter had chosen. And Jack was just the latest victim of his. Jack had been married once before, having lost his wife in a car accident only a few years earlier, had been strongly accused of a string of ghastly murders across the city of Auckland, which, to everyone’s relief, he was not involved in- and most recently, he had moved in with Ashley without any commitment and got her pregnant while trying to look after her son. 
   ‘Nothing,’ Jack said, softly. ‘It’s just… I don’t think he’s ever going to like me.’
Ashley pulled herself closer to him, resting her head on his shoulder and inhaling the strong aftershave on his neck. 
   ‘It takes him a while,’ she explained. ‘Don’t worry. And try not to take it personally- he doesn’t get along with a lot of people. You’ll grow on him.’
   ‘Well, what about Tyrell?’ Jack asked, alluding to Ashley’s ex-partner and Jamie’s father. 
   ‘What about him?’ Ashley asked. She reached for a magazine on the bedside table and flipped it open. 
   ‘Did your dad get along with him?’ Jack asked. 
Ashley gave it a quick thought, then softly snickered to herself. 
   ‘Not really,’ Ashley replied. ‘I got pregnant too young in his eyes, and he wasn’t around as much as he should of been trying to support us. That’s why I left him in the end. Speaking of him, he’s coming over this afternoon to look after Jamie for the evening.’
Jack rolled his eyes. 
Ashley noticed immediately. ‘Don’t be like that. You’ll be at work anyway.’
   ‘I guess,’ Jack mumbled. 
   ‘I better get some money put aside for him too,’ Ashley said. She sat upright and pulled open her bedside drawer, shuffling around for any spare cash she had hidden away. 
   ‘Really?’ Jack asked. ‘The man’s a bloody accountant- he makes more than me and he expects some money to take his own son out for the evening.’
He picked up the newspaper on his lap and continued reading the front page of it, trying to ignore what he was just told about Tyrell. 
   ‘Don’t be like that,’ Ashley scowled back at him. ‘Be happy that he is making an effort to see him.’
   ‘Mummy,’ a voice said from the doorway. 
Jamie stood opposite the bed, dressed in his blue and white pyjamas and clutching tightly at a plush dog in his right hand. 
   ‘Come here, sweetie,’ Ashley said gently, gesturing him onto the bed. ‘Come here, love.’
Jamie quickly pulled himself up on top of the mattress and wiggled his way between his mother and Jack. 
   ‘Do I have to go to school today?’ Jamie whispered in his mother’s ear. He wrapped his small hands around Ashley’s neck and hugged her tightly. 
   ‘You do, hon,’ Ashley said. Ashley lurched forward slightly and grabbed at her belly.  
   ‘Whoa!’
   ‘You okay?’ Jack asked, rolling to his right to face her. 
   ‘Yeah,’ Ashley replied, resting her hands on her round belly. ‘Just someone is kicking me.’ 
She turned her neck to the side, trying to limit her movement as much as possible. She did not want to stress her body out any further. 
   ‘Are you looking forward to meeting your little brother?’ Ashley said with a bright smile on her face. Jamie’s pout turned to a smile. 
   ‘Yeah,’ Jamie replied, resting his head on the edge of her shoulder. ‘I can’t wait to meet Peter.’ 
Jack looked up from the newspaper in his hand and looked at Ashley in confusion. Ashley unsuccessfully tried to hide the smile forming at the corner of her lips.  
   ‘I may have let it slip,’ she whispered. 
Jack simply shook his head side to side in utter disappointment. 
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‘Jamie? Are you ready?’ 
Jack could hear Jamie rummaging around in his bedroom down the hallway as he stood at the kitchen sink washing the dishes. Despite only living with Ashley and her son for the past several months, he had found himself slowly adjusting to her way of life. Ashley had since moved out of her apartment in central Auckland and into a small house in Grey Lynn as she wanted to start afresh with Jack in a new place. And Ashley was very appreciative of having him in her life. Not only was he a very considerate and caring person, but he was also very supportive of Jamie with his hobbies and school work. 
Ashley sat on the wooden chair at the kitchen table watching the early morning news on the television. 
   ‘Ugh,’ she sighed. ‘What am I going to do all day, Jack?’
Jack continued scrubbing the plates in the sink, trying to remove the stubborn egg yolk latching to the edges of the porcelain. 
   ‘Dunno, Ash,’ he replied. ‘Maybe invite Maria over or something? When was the last time you had a catch up with her?’
   ‘Maybe,’ Ashley sighed. 
   ‘Jamie!’ Jack called out. His voice echoed down the hallway. ‘Get your bag ready! I have your lunch here ready to go.’
There was a minor pause. 
No response from Jamie. Just a slight rustling from his bedroom down the hallway. 
   ‘You know what?’ Ash said as she uncomfortably arched her neck over her shoulder and stared up at her partner. ‘I think I will invite her over this afternoon. It’s been a while since she’s been over, and maybe she can bring her daughter and she can play with Jamie for a bit when he’s done spending time with his father.’
Jack glanced at her as he dried the last of the plates. 
   ‘So… when I’m home then?’ he replied, glumly. ‘So… I have to socialize with your annoying friend?’
   ‘They’re only annoying to you,’ Ashley replied, coldly. 
Jack scoffed. 
   ‘Oh, come on!’ Ashley said in response. ‘She likes you and tries to get along with you. Maybe it’s just the age thing.’
Jack had met Ashley when she was twenty-two and when he was nearing thirty-years-old. Despite the age gap and Ashley’s propensity to behave like a young adolescent on occasion, she could behave like an educated and well-mannered, young woman when she had to, and, since beginning a relationship with Jack, she had grown up quite a lot- although, she felt like it wasn’t much of a choice. When Jack lost his wife in a terrible car crash and then had to deal with the terror of a serial killer known as The Doll Maker trying to target him, Ashley had grown to act, not only as a loving girlfriend of Jack but also a carer and nurturer- someone who would support him throughout his sudden outbursts and breakdowns from simple incidents that would occur in his everyday life. 
But since being with Ashley, Jack’s mental stability and strength had increased significantly. He was a completely changed man. 
   ‘Don’t worry, Ash,’ Jack said. ‘Bring her over. I think I’ll learn to put up with her the more I see her.’
Ashley turned her head back around and looked down the hallway as Jamie slowly stumbled into the living room, dragging his backpack on the floor behind him. 
   ‘Could you say that in a way that doesn’t make her sound like an evil witch?’ she replied. 
   ‘I will when she doesn’t behave like one,’ Jack replied, quickly. He looked down at Jamie who flung his bag on top of the dining room table. ‘Are you ready, bud?’ 
   ‘Yup,’ Jamie replied. 
Suddenly, there were two loud knocks at the front door of the house and Jack heard the door swing open and a couple of heavy footsteps creak underneath the hardwood floor.
   ‘Oh, shit…’ Jack sighed under his breath.  
   ‘Hello!’ a deep voice called out. ‘You here, Ash?’
Jamie knew who it was instantly. 
   ‘Guess who?’ Ashley whispered to Jack. She adjusted her position in the chair and pulled herself to her feet, holding her pregnant belly as she did. She took short, quick breaths and walked over to the kitchen bench and rested her elbows on top of it for support. 
   ‘Why does he always let himself in?’ Jack mumbled to himself. 
   ‘What was that?!’ Ashley replied, sternly. She looked back at him with a scowl that Jack was all too familiar with. 
   ‘Nothing,’ Jack lied. 
   ‘Poppa!’ Jamie cried out as a tall, middle-aged man entered the living room. 
It was Gary- Ashley’s father who was dressed in a nice, old-fashioned grey and black suit with a red tie hanging from his neck. He got to his knees and hugged his only grandson.
   ‘There’s my little man,’ Gary said with a bright smile. ‘How are you, buddy? Ready for a big day at school I see.’ 
   ‘Yeah,’ Jamie replied, not wanting to let go of his grandfather. Gary picked him up as Jamie kept his arms wrapped tightly around his neck. ‘Oh, you’re getting heavy, aren’t you?’ 
   ‘Hi dad,’ Ashley said with a quick wave. She used the bench to support herself and sighed deeply. She could feel her legs wobbling underneath her body and her head began to feel lighter and lighter as the blood tried to force itself around her body as quickly as possible.  
   ‘What are you doing up?’ Gary said, aggressively. ‘Go and sit down! Now!’
   ‘Dad, I’ve been sitting down so much,’ she replied, softly. ‘I need to move about.’
   ‘No,’ Gary replied, tightly gripping Jamie around his lower back. He looked from her to Jack and then back at her in frustration. ‘No, you don’t! You need to rest and look after yourself.’
   ‘Dad, I’ve been pregnant before,’ Ashley replied as she tried to reassure him of her well-being. ‘I’ll be fine.’
But Gary was getting more aggressive. 
   ‘And you!’ he said, turning to Jack. He took a couple of steps forward. ‘Why are you letting her move around so much?  She needs to rest as much as she can. I don’t want her to be put under any more stress.’
Jack dried his hands with a tea towel nervously. He tried not to look up at his father-in-law, but he saw him out of the corner of his eye. 
   ‘Are you listening to me?’ Gary growled. 
Jack could hear Jamie whimpering in his grandfather’s arms. 
   ‘Yes,’ Jack sighed. ‘I am.’
   ‘And?!’ Gary roared. He turned back to Ashley, not even wanting an answer from her daughter’s partner of the last year. ‘Go and sit down, hon. Do it for me.’
He tried to calm himself down. 
   ‘Could you put Jamie down?’ Jack said gently, trying not to upset Gary. ‘I think he’s getting a bit upset.’
Gary lowered Jamie to the ground and walked over to Jack, towering over Jack’s five foot eight frame. He looked over at his daughter. ‘Please take my grandson to your bedroom, Ash. I want to speak to Jack alone.’
Ashley looked at Jack and Jack rolled his eyes. She sighed deeply and grabbed Jamie by the hand. 
   ‘Come on, hon,’ Ashley said. The two walked towards the hallway. ‘Have you brushed your teeth yet?’
Gary waited for the two of them to be out of earshot and then turned back towards Jack. 
   ‘Listen to me, Jack,’ he began. ‘I know you and my daughter are new to this relationship and all, but I want you to know something.’
Jack knew that Gary was trying to assert his dominance over him, and Jack didn’t particularly mind. Gary had made it very clear that he was disappointed with Ashley that she had gotten herself pregnant with another child so early into such a new relationship. And he made sure  Jack knew that. Despite not planning the pregnancy, Jack knew that things would be fine. He knew how much love and respect he felt towards Ashley, and didn’t care whether Gary could see it or not. 
   ‘Go on,’ Jack said, lowering his head. 
   ‘Look at me when I speak to you,’ Gary said, patting down the creases in his suit. Jack immediately looked up at him. ‘I know you love my daughter. But I need you to look after her when she’s like this.’
   ‘Like what?’ Jack asked. ‘Pregnant?’
   ‘Yes,’ Gary responded. ‘I moved all the way from Australia to help look after her and Jamie with all the stress in their lives. I know you think you know what’s best. But you don’t know her as well as I do.’
Jack tried hard to restrain himself from biting back at Gary’s comments. Jack had never been so insulted in his life. He changed his entire life around to accommodate for Ashley and Jamie and was insulted that Gary could even question the way he treats them. He knew Gary was lying about why he moved to New Zealand from Australia. It was because he was kicked out of his house by his wife, Meredith, and wanted to start a new life in New Zealand with a close family member to keep him occupied. He bit the corner of his lip, trying to prevent himself from saying something stupid. 
   ‘I know,’ Jack said, calmly. 
   ‘Good,’ Gary replied. 
   ‘I’m doing my best,’ Jack replied. He threw the tea towel in his hand into the sink behind him. ‘But I’ll make sure she’s looking after herself.’
   ‘Good,’ Gary repeated. He folded his arms. ‘How’s work going anyway? Any new cases?’
Jack shook his head. 
   ‘Just following up a few old ones,’ Jack replied. 
Jack had been working as a detective at the Mount Wellington Police Department for the past year and a half, and already had been very eventful. He had dealt with two cases of fraud, a double murder, one bank robbery, and, most notoriously, the case of The Doll Maker.  But Jack enjoyed what he did- getting criminals off the street and behind bars gave him a sense of purpose in life. 
   ‘What about you?’ Jack asked. ‘Still making sure those freighters are getting in on time?’
Gary snickered to himself. ‘Not quite, Jack. Moved on from that quite recently. But I’ll let you know more about it when things get a bit more comfortable in my role. I’m hoping to surprise Ashley.’
Jack looked at Gary with a confused look on his face. 
What was he hiding?
He glanced down at his watch. 
9.13 am. 
   ‘Oh shit!’ he said. ‘I better get going or I’m going to be late.’
He manoeuvred himself around Gary and took a few steps towards the living room. 
   ‘Jamie! Hurry up we need to go!’
He looked down at his watch again.
9.15 am. 
   ‘Yea, I’m going to be late,’ he sighed. 
   ‘I’ll take Jamie to school if you want,’ Gary suggested. 
   ‘Are you sure?’ Jack asked, turning back to him. 
   ‘Yeah, of course,’ Gary replied. ‘It’s on my way to work anyway. And it’s my way of an apology for upsetting him.’
Jamie appeared in the hallway, his eyes slightly red from crying. 
   ‘Come on, bud,’ Gary said, once again lowering himself to his knees. ‘Time for school.’









CHAPTER 3




CHAPTER 3







JUNE 23rd 1997

10.08 am







The frosty morning had started to ease up and the fog began to lift from the grounds around The Mount Wellington Police Department. Jack sat at a desk within the confines of an empty cubicle, sipping at his black coffee as he read through paperwork from a previous case he was investigating last week. A young woman was attacked as she walked home from work at nine at night for an unmotivated reason. But with Jack’s stealthy and relentless detective work, he managed to find a group of gang members who were in the area nearby who were responsible for the attack. Jack managed to find out the identities of all the gang members who were involved in the brutal attack and they all remain behind bars until their upcoming court appearances. In Jack’s opinion, it was another job well-done. He enjoyed nothing more than seeing these disgusting people caught and put before the courts for their actions. 
   ‘Jack-o!’ a voice said from behind him. Nikau, Jack’s partner, came up behind him and tapped him on the shoulders. ‘How are ya doing this morning?’
   ‘Not too bad, mate,’ Jack replied, spinning around on his chair and looking up at him. Nikau, with his muscular physique and numerous tattoos on his arms and neck, really made his presence known when he entered the room. Despite having a problem with Jack for quite some time, he had since become very fond of his new partner. 
   ‘Did you find anything out on the Davis case?’ Jack asked. 
He took another sip of coffee, seething at the heat as it passed down his throat. 
   ‘Nah, mate. Something else has come up,’ Nikau explained. ‘We have the body of a young woman found early this morning. She was found dead in her car up near the hills.’
   ‘Oh, shit!’ Jack exclaimed. ‘Suicide or murder?’ 
   ‘Not too sure yet,’ Nikau said. ‘I was going to head up to the scene now if you want to come and join me.’
Jack sighed deeply and spun back towards the computer. He knew he could go to the scene and examine the physical evidence left behind, but he knew that there would be an easier way for him to work out what happened. 
   ‘Do we know the victim’s name?’ Jack asked, not turning back to Nikau. 
Nikau simply folded his arms and impatiently tapped his right foot. 
   ‘Laura Payton,’ he replied. ‘Her ID was found at the scene.’
   ‘And where is she now?’ Jack asked. 
‘Auckland Hospital,’ Nikau said. ‘She was alive when she was found, drowning in her own blood. But sadly she died during the surgery. Do you want to tag along or not?’ 
Jack was quiet. 
   ‘I think I’ll head to the hospital,’ Jack finally replied. ‘I’ll see what I can get from the victim’s wounds. But if you can head out to the hills and get whatever information you can, then we might be able to find out what’s happened.’
   ‘What do you expect to get out of seeing the body?’ Nikau asked. 
   ‘You’re forgetting about what I used to do as a job,’ Jack replied with a smirk.
Before being promoted to the role of Detective at the Mount Wellington Police Department, he worked as a forensic pathologist at the morgue where he would try and find out what exactly happened to each victim who passes through. He, along with his long-time friend, Jackson, had become talented at working out exactly what happened, including pinpointing the exact time of death and how they met their unfortunate end. But Jack had something else- something he kept as a deep secret that only he and his close friends knew about. After his wife passed away two years earlier, the trauma and depression had unleashed an unusual ability- or, in Jack’s experience, a horrible curse. He was able to see and hear things from the dead. He was constantly haunted by visions and hallucinations from those who had died. But since this curse had afflicted him, he had since been able to control it much better, and, with the support of a qualified psychologist and medication, had been able to deal with this problem much better. 
   ‘So, I’ll hunt down what I can,’ Jack continued. ‘And we can meet up for lunch at around… maybe, one o’clock?’
   ‘Sounds like a plan,’ Nikau replied. 
From the front of the office cubicles, where numerous police officer’s and detectives worked away in silence, Nikau saw his boss, Captain Wayne Jefferies, standing speaking to a young, well-dressed man with long, shoulder-length blonde hair that was tied up in a bun on the top of his head. 
   ‘Who is that?’ Nikau asked, turning back to Jack. 
Jack slid back in his chair and glanced at the young man. He didn’t recognise him, but just assumed he was a friend or associate of his new boss. It was then that Jefferies noticed Nikau staring at both him and the young, handsome stranger. Jefferies simply gestured him over towards him. 
Nikau sighed. 
This must be important, he thought. 
He took several steps forward when Jefferies called out towards them. 
   ‘Jack, you too!’
Jack stood from his chair, and power walked up next to Nikau and stood before his boss. 
   ‘Gentlemen,’ Jefferies said in a gruff, rugged tone. He ran his hand through his short, silver hair and turned to the young man next to him. 
   ‘This is William Stewart,’ he continued. ‘A new member to our team. He’ll be working as a detective from here. This will be his first day in the role. I was hoping maybe you two could show him around and teach him how we operate here.’
Jack looked at Nikau and saw him roll his eyes in frustration. Nikau Benson was not one to shy away from being completely honest about how he felt, even if he knew it would stir up trouble. So, before Nikau could say anything, Jack chimed in. 
   ‘Yeah, I guess so,’ Jack said, reluctantly. ‘So… William, eh?’
He held out his hand and William limply shook it as he kept his head low, avoiding eye contact. Jack could tell he was nervous, so he tried his best to make things easier for him. 
   ‘Are you an Auckland boy, are ya?’ Jack asked with a smirk. 
   ‘No, sir,’ William responded. ‘I’m actually from Christchurch. Born and raised. And please, just call me Billy.’
   ‘Sir,’ Nikau butted in with a harsh tone. ‘We do have an urgent case that came up this morning. We need to get a move on.’
Jefferies looked back at Nikau in silence, almost taken aback as to how Nikau was speaking to him. 
   ‘That young woman found in the hills,’ Nikau explained. 
   ‘Oh, yes,’ Jefferies exclaimed. ‘You better get onto it. Just let Billy tag along to see how you two deal with things.’
He turned back to Billy. 
   ‘I hope you don’t mind being thrown into the deep end,’ Jefferies said with a glistening smile, his pearly whites shining. 
   ‘Not at all,’ Billy replied. ‘I would love nothing more than to work alongside these two men.’
   ‘Sir,’ Nikau interjected. ‘Caine would never-’
   ‘I’m not Caine,’ Jefferies replied, softly. ‘Just look after this young man. Please.’
Jack thought back to his old boss, John Caine, who unfortunately died of a heart attack late last year. It was something that he found very hard to deal with, but he was glad all of his co-workers were there to support each other throughout the unfortunate event. Unfortunately, for most of the staff at The Mount Wellington Police Department, Caine’s replacement was someone who didn’t seem nearly as professional and hardworking as Caine had been. With his tan skin, silver hair and fancy suits, he seemed more like a billionaire who would much rather be spending his time sunbathing in the Caribbean than managing a police department. And everyone agreed, but no one had a choice in the matter. 
   ‘We’ll look after him,’ Jack said. ‘I’m off to the hospital if you want to chill with me for a bit. I just need to evaluate what happened to this victim.’
   ‘I’m fine with that,’ Billy said.  
Jack clapped his hands together. 
   ‘Great! Let’s do it!’
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‘I remember where I’ve seen you before.’
It was words that Jack had heard before- from numerous people who have just stopped him in the street, just to get a better look at shy, young detective. He had become a minor celebrity in Auckland.
But he wasn’t fond of it. 
Oh God, Jack thought. Is this what I’m going to get from the new recruits now? 
Jack and Billy had parked up at the Auckland City Hospital high-rise car park, exited the car and headed for the nearby elevator. 
   ‘Yeah,’ Jack replied to Billy, hoping he wouldn’t have to hear anything more about the subject that had, unfortunately, become such a large part of his life.
   ‘Doll Maker?’ Billy asked, raising his eyebrow.
There was a brief moment of silence. 
   ‘Am I right?’ Billy asked. His face was gleaming with curiosity, like a puppy waiting for a snack. ‘Jack Slater? The Doll Maker tried to kill you?’
   ‘Yes, yes,’ Jack replied. He waited impatiently for the elevator door to open before a loud ding! occurred.
The doors slowly slid open. 
The elevator was empty and they both entered the large space. Jack pushed the button for the Basement Level.
   ‘Wow!’ Billy said, not taking his eyes off Jack. He was star-struck. He appeared a lot nicer and friendlier than how the media had portrayed him. ‘That must have been a scary thing to deal with.’
   ‘Yeah, well…’ Jack began. But he stopped himself. ‘Listen. I don’t want to sound like an asshole, but I’m just trying to move forward from all that. It’s a time of my life I’d rather forget. Got that?’
He sighed deeply. He looked at each of the numbers of the side of the elevator counted down. 
12.
11.
10.
   ‘Understandable,’ Billy responded as he cleared his throat. He felt as though he had hit a nerve with his comment. 
 There was an awkward silence between the two of them. Billy fumbled with the cuff-links around his wrists, folding them back and forth while mumbling incoherently under his breath. Jack simply stared forward at the doors waiting for them to open, wishing he was back at home with Ashley and Jamie. 
The elevator came to a gentle stop and the mechanics above them grinded loudly but stopped when the doors slid open.
   ‘Where are we?’ Billy asked. He saw the dull, empty hallway before him. No lights were on. The only natural light coming into the long, endless looking hallway was from the narrow, high windows running down the hallway to, what appeared to be a small, closed-off room at the end of the corridor. 
   ‘Is this still the hospital or have we entered some kind of mental hospital now?’ Billy asked with a nervous chuckle. 
   ‘This is where they keep the deceased,’ Jack explained, calmly. He walked forward down the hallway. ‘Can you hear that noise?’
Billy stopped still in his tracks as Jack continued to walk. He could hear a loud humming coming from the room down the end of the corridor. 
   ‘I think so,’ Billy replied. 
   ‘That’s the cooling system,’ Jack explained. ‘It keeps the morgue as cold as possible to prevent the decomposition of the bodies and the horrible smells from the heat.’
Billy slowly walked up behind Jack, unsure of what to expect. 
   ‘Uh…’
   ‘Trust me, mate,’ Jack began, ‘nothing smells worse than a heated up body. It attracts all sorts of critters too.’
Billy slowly crept up closer towards Jack, his breathing getting heavier. He had never seen a dead body before and didn’t know what lay in that room. 
Jack slowly pushed the heavy door open and ushered Billy in. 
   ‘Uh, I’m not so sure about this,’ Billy gulped. 
Jack could see him physically begin to shake. 
   ‘Are you going-?’ Jack began. 
   ‘Jack! Is that you?’ a voice said from in the room. 
Jack swung around, releasing the door with his hand which slammed into his shoulder. 
   ‘Ugh!’ he growled in frustration. He turned back to Billy. ‘Wait here then! I won’t be long.’
He entered the room and the heavy door swung shut behind him. 
Before him lay the lifeless body of a young woman, covered from the neck down in a white sheet on the steel necropsy table. Her eyes were closed and her dark hair covered across her cheeks. At the far end of the table with a clipboard clutched in his hand, was Jackson, a long-time colleague of Jack’s and an even better friend. 
   ‘Jackson,’ Jack said. He bolted quickly towards the table. ‘How are you doing?’ 
   ‘Not too bad, my friend,’ Jackson replied. ‘Who’s that who was out there with you?’ 
He nodded towards the door. 
   ‘I could hear someone else’s voice.’
Jack exhaled heavily and rolled his eyes. 
   ‘Just some new detective,’ he explained. ‘A young guy. So, who do we have here?’ 
Jackson placed the clipboard on the side of the table and pulled down his face mask. 
   ‘This is a Miss Laura Payton,’ he explained. ‘Found shot in her car early this morning. From what I can see there are two gunshot wounds to the body. One to the side of the head- and from what I can see, it got lodged in the skull just missing the brain. And the other to the neck. I believe she bled to death from the loss of blood.’ 
   ‘Shit,’ Jack sighed. He brushed back the side of her hair, revealing how much blood she had lost. ‘And what caused these?’ 
He pointed at some minor scratch marks on the side of her face, just above her left eyebrow.
   ‘Yes, I noticed them,’ Jackson said. ‘I believe they are from the glass.’
   ‘Glass?’ Jack asked. 
   ‘When she was attacked, the side window was smashed- either from the gunshot or just with an object of some kind,’ Jackson commented. ‘I think these just scraped against her in the struggle.’
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