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It was an ordinary day. So perfectly ordinary that most people take them for granted.

There’s nothing particularly dreadful or delightful about an ordinary day. They’re just the days that don’t make it into your long-term memory if you’re not the type of person who regularly keeps a diary.

The morning was not too hot and not too cold. The breeze neither too rough nor too gentle.

The sun, however, was warm enough to rest comfortably on Ellie Porterfield’s back, but not so warm she felt a need to take her sky blue cashmere overcoat off.

It was a day like thousands before it, the sort of day Ellie also took for granted.

And it was also the manner of day she would come to long for.

Ellie worked at the Porterfield Department Store.

So far as she knew, she was no relation to THE Porterfields who started the store in 1892.

Her mother had burned up in a nightclub fire when she was five, presumably with her father, though she had no recollection of him.

She could, however, remember the scratchy black suit the man who left her in the orphanage was wearing. The way it felt as she held his arm, begging him not to leave her there.

The way it felt as he wrenched it free of her grip, and the hardness of the tiled floor as she fell to her knees and watched him walk away.

Not looking back even once.

Perhaps because of a succession of unpleasant stints in a long chain of foster homes and care facilities, she blocked the memories of what she assumed was the happiest time of her life that came before.

About all she remembered of her mother was blonde hair piled on the top of her head in an intriguing series of curls, along with the smell of sweat and sandalwood.

As she grew older, she fantasised, not of being a Princess, but of being a Porterfield.

That the Porterfields would swoop in and rescue her. Dress her in clothes worthy of the department store’s windows and feed her food more delicious and more plentiful than she could imagine.

By the time she turned eighteen and found herself outside the last care facility’s door, clutching a single black plastic bag containing significantly less than what she considered her property, she understood at last she was not a long-lost heiress.

If the Porterfields hadn’t claimed her by now, she simply wasn’t related. She was on her own, and would have to fight and work hard to achieve everything she wanted in life.

Given her parents were dead and twenty years had passed since their demise, there seemed little chance of finding out for sure who her parents were now.

Or, to be honest, much point.

In any case, she’d interviewed for a general women’s department sales position at the Porterfield Department Store. Not because she fostered any hope of being claimed by them, but because it was the only place she could think of. But, they placed her in the exclusive high-end fashion department instead.

So exclusive you had to book an appointment and take a private lift to the swipe card protected top floor.

The show room was lit with a soft, kind to wrinkles glow, in which several brightly spotlighted mannequins featured the latest designs.

On receiving notification a customer had arrived, Ellie would escort her female, or somewhat more discretely male, client to the floor. Usher them into a spacious changing room and draw the sumptuous rose gold satin curtains closed behind them.

She’d invite them to sit on a matching velvet Chippendale style chair and lay their bags on a short, wide black lacquered chest of drawers packed with pins, tape measures and other assorted items needed to ensure the correct fit.

Taking a small, refrigerated bottle of sparkling mineral water from the cut crystal tray on the drawers, she’d half fill a matching glass and settle it within easy reach of the chair.

She’d stand before her wealthy customer, hands clasped in front of her and head respectfully bowed as they sipped their water and discussed what kind of garment and occasions they were looking for.

Then leave them alone with the muted sound of classic orchestral music, carefully drawing the curtains back across the changing room to ensure privacy while they disrobed.

In the meantime, she collected together a small selection of suitable clothing on a wheeled rack and brought it back to the changing room.

If they needed a little nip and tuck to ensure the correct fit, Ellie pinned out the garments and whisked them away to a carefully concealed and sound proofed room of sewing machinists.

She’d invite them to take a beauty treatment or have their hair styled in the adjoining luxury salon while they waited.

Or perhaps they’d take a little lunch or an apéritif in the exclusive and mind-numbingly expensive café on the same floor 

Away from the common people.

So while Ellie didn’t know who her parents were, given that the department store called her Miss Porterfield, sent her to the elite salon where they handed her all the difficult customers, she was fairly certain it was because of her name.

Perhaps her exclusive clientele imagined she was learning the roped from the ground up. And perhaps they treated her with a modicum of respect because of that.

But, as Porterfield had an excellent employee discount program, and she was required to wear more sophisticated clothing, she was not about to complain.

What Ellie didn’t know was the years of living in care had given her abilities so precious few people ever master them.

Including the ability to sit quietly and unobtrusively, barely noticed by those not looking specifically for her. To keep her thoughts to herself, not showing them on her face, nor gossiping about them.

But, with her long black hair and strikingly handsome square face, dressed in her expensive clothes, there was a bonus. People were in awe of her, a little afraid of her, and often scared to think about approaching her.

Also, thanks to her early years, she lived a self-contained life, rarely impacting on others. No real friends, just larger-than-life characters from movies and television shows who walked, in her imagination, by her side.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

2


[image: ]


Ellie lived in a tiny studio apartment in an outer suburb of Melbourne.

In a former life, the building had been a large, imposing, private house. Developers swept up the derelict house and converted it into an apartment building.

Thanks to the bus and train ride required to get to the city, the rent was cheap, despite the beauty of the building’s façade and period features.

So cheap Ellie could afford it because despite the generous employee discount, or perhaps because of it, Porterfield doesn’t pay much.

And so we find her at the bus stop, on her way to work, on this unremarkable Autumn day.

The stop sits on the edge of a four-lane highway lined with small shops and offices.

Ellie walks an extra fifteen minutes to reach this stop because more buses going to the train station stop there than the one closer to the studio attic apartment she calls home.

She waited patiently, make-up as immaculate as you’d expect from someone using (discounted) luxury skincare.

Under her overcoat, she wore a short-sleeved fitted real silk dress with an abstract red, blue and yellow pattern that reminded her of stained glass windows.

And incredibly soft and comfortable low-heeled black shoes that are well out of most people’s price range.

The air was still, the cold biting pleasantly in her face, and the reason she wore the soft, warm overcoat with its handy, deep pockets too.

Plus, the lightweight black and white paisley merino scarf wound around her neck and tucked under the coat collar. Where it partly covered her chest and kept out the chill.

And to top it, a small, soft black shoulder bag from the company that produced the shoes.

Her black sunglasses had gold coloured lenses that literally coated everything she saw with sunshine.

As she waited for the bus, she listened to the latest episode of her favourite mystery podcast with her wireless ear buds. Her phone and hands thrust deep into her pockets.

It was never her attention to stand alone at one end of the bus stop while everyone else stood at the other, but her well-dressed appearance and expressionless face were enough to make them nervously stand well back of her.

Even though they have seen her in exactly the same place, at exactly the same time, every single working day for as long as any of them can remember.

Ellie had not slept well.

The property agent had informed her the rent was going up, and she’d spent most of the night lying awake, trying to work out how to pay for it.

So unfair.

It was looking a lot like she might have to move even further out.

Or worse, get a new job.

Despite the difficult customers, she loved her job, and the luxuries she could afford because of it.

She closed her eyes and turned her face to the sun, hoping for a recharge.

So, she didn’t notice the man with blood dripping down his face as he staggered towards the bus stop.

Nor hear her fellow passengers whispered comments and speculation.

Was completely oblivious when they sidled away from him like a flock of starlings as he reeled by the stop.

As if his target was the flawlessly dressed woman.

The man reached toward her, grabbing her precious coat as he fell, pulling her down on top of him.

She saw him say, “help me,” before he passed out.

She looked around for help, seeing the other people at the busstop take a few steps back

Ellie, took an ear bud out so she could hear what they were saying.

A man reaching into his pocket grimaced, shook his head and retreated a little further.

Ellie, bit her lip, perplexed.

Admittedly, a man literally falling at her feet was unusual, but she’d expected a little more help.

She didn’t want to get involved either, but looking down at him, she really had no choice, and not knowing exactly what to do, fell back on her First Aid training.

Porterfield didn’t want any of their VIP customers actually dying in store, so like the other high-end departmental staff, Ellie was a trained First Aid officer.

Though Porterfield’s concern only extended to their business premises; no matter how important a customer was, once they’d left, they were someone else’s problem.

Ellie sat up and spoke to the man, “Sir, are you all right?

“Sir?”
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