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Prologue



Kerry started shaking.
She couldn’t believe she could have been so stupid. Sat in the back
of the police car, her hands pressed together and held between her
knees, Kerry bit down on her bottom lip and kept silent, not
attempting to converse with the two young constables in the front
of the vehicle.

It had started
out so innocent, so ordinary, just a night out and a few
drinks.

Kerry had been
feeling a little down, she hadn’t been out in ages. It had been so
busy at work for so long. It hadn’t helped being one person short
for such a length of time. Sure, they had had help, but no-one
permanent to replace the late lamented Tony. It had been tough
losing Tony; the workload had piled up, but more than that, the
death of a colleague depleted morale.

Also, Kerry’s
love life was non-existent. She had been keen on one of her
workmates, James, but it had been a one-sided affair, with only
friendship offered by James and when he married Tony’s widow, Kerry
knew she was wasting time and effort.

So finally,
with a night off and nothing planned, she dressed to kill and
headed to Northbridge for a bit of fun and a drink or two. Ending
up having a counter-meal in a sidewalk cafe and then finding a
nearby bar to have a drink, Kerry found herself quite lonesome and
struck up a conversation with the young woman working behind the
bar. As trade was fairly slow, she had a drink with Kerry and they
started chatting about men and the usual disappointments and lack
of social life. The girl was easy to talk to and by the time Kerry
was onto her third drink, the invitation to a party seemed like a
chance too good to miss. Rosemary, the barmaid, informed Kerry she
finished at 10 o’clock and she would drive them both to a party she
knew was happening.

Just after ten,
they walked to the carpark, Kerry a little unsteady on her feet,
but feeling in control. Rosemary unlocked the car and let Kerry in
the passenger side, both of them giggling and joking, ready for
some serious partying.

Rosemary headed
east over the Causeway. Kerry, not having to drive, chatted on, not
taking much notice of where they were headed. Rosemary pulled off
the main road into a driveway that led to a house well set-back
from the road, and surrounded by trees. They stopped around the
side of an older house that looked like it had seen better days.
Although it was dark, the single bulb that glowed on the outside of
the house above the front door, showed the lack of garden and the
knee-high weeds.

Kerry felt a
little uneasy and threw Rosemary a questioning look. “You sure this
is the right place?”

“Yep,” replied
the girl. “I’ve heard they have lots of great parties here.” She
climbed from the car, urging Kerry to do the same. “C’mon, it’ll be
fun.”

Kerry could
hear voices and laughter coming from inside the house. Rosemary
grabbed her arm and escorted her to the front door. She waltzed
into the house and announced, “Hi everybody, this is Kerry.”

Kerry was
immediately sober. Sitting around in furniture that was probably
the same vintage and condition of the house, were several scruffy,
jean-clad men. Kerry’s glance went from one to the next. Some had
long greasy hair, some had beards; she saw tattoos and chains. She
noticed a couple of women amongst them, similarly dressed in dirty
t-shirts and jeans; smoking and clasping half-empty bourbon
bottles. Hung on one of the vacant chairs was a worn leather jacket
with the words Highway Warriors and a picture too faded for her to
decipher exactly what it was. Her stomach churned and her palms got
clammy. That little voice inside her screamed Get out, now!! She
had walked into a bikies’ party.

Kerry turned to
go but the door was blocked by a pimply youth with long greasy hair
pulled back into a ponytail, holding a stubby beer bottle in his
hand.

“Hi Kerry,” he
greeted in a sleazy tone. “Why don’t you stay and party for a
while?”

The rest of the
gang laughed and she whipped around to face them. She was in a jam.
She could maybe take on one of them, but not all. She would try to
stall for time and then make a bolt for it.

Rosemary had
disappeared.

“Where’s
Rosemary?”

“Who?”

“Rosemary, the
girl I came with.”

“Don’t know who
you mean, babe. Have a drink and relax.”

A hand shot out
from the arm chair closest to her and grabbed her wrist. “You’re
not being too sociable; perhaps you need something to loosen you
up.” The owner of the voice gave her a grin. He had teeth missing,
making his face look macabre.

Shit. How could
she have made such a huge mistake? The adrenaline starting pumping
and she could hear her heart pounding, but as it got louder, she
realised it was the sound of a motorbike.

Toothless had
also heard the sound, and had slackened his grip on her, so she
wrenched her hand away. They were all pretty well gone, with
drinking and smoking, but the sound seemed to sober them up.

Kerry stood
stock still. Reinforcements. Even if she made it through the door,
she would encounter more. She felt like a fox, a very terrified
fox, surrounded by baying hounds. The atmosphere had become
charged, almost electric.

Kerry’s chance
of escape was snuffed out as a huge leather-clad bikie filled the
doorway. He was over six foot tall, with long black hair and
flowing beard, wearing mirrored sunglasses on his face. He was ‘in
uniform’: black leather jacket, torn jeans, black boots with
chains. His only other adornment was a diamond stud which he wore
in his left ear lobe, the light catching it as he moved forwards
towards Kerry.

The girl was
terrified, she gulped and he saw her mouth open, trying to
breathe.

“Hey Shadow,”
called one of his cahoots. “We kept the party going for you. Wanna
beer, or maybe something else?”

There was
laughter all round, as he looked at Kerry, stood not an arm’s
length away. He made a grab for her and pulled her to him, trapping
her arms, as she let out an ear-piercing scream. He walked her
backwards, through the cheering, boozy mob, towards a closed door
as Kerry screamed again and tried to wrestle free. Her small frame
was no contest for him as she writhed in his grip, her feet trying
to kick him; tears of fright and helplessness running down her
face.

With one arm
still holding her, he twisted the doorknob and shoved the door
open, flicking the light switch on and hustling her through,
shutting the door with the heel of his boot.

“Shut up,” he
growled at her.

The room was
bare except for an old iron bed with a dirty mattress that was
well-worn. Kerry’s eyes grew wider and disbelief and horror filled
them.

“No,” she
screamed.

He still held
her helpless as he pushed her backwards towards the bed. The backs
of her knees found the bed and she fell back and onto her side.
Scrambling onto the bed with her, Shadow looped one leg tightly
over hers to prevent being kicked and grabbed both of her wrists in
one hand and yanked them above her head, pulling her long red
hair.

Kerry saw red.
She was scared, hurt and out of breath, fighting for her freedom.
Shadow had pulled the shirt from her skirt waist band and had
started unbuttoning her shirt, when she sunk her teeth into his
hairy chest. She tasted blood. He bellowed in pain and clamped the
hand he was using over her mouth.

Kerry went
still. Unbutton? He had unbuttoned her shirt? Why not just rip it
off? She frowned, confused. She wished he would take those stupid
sunglasses off so she could see his eyes.

Shadow had
started pushing the foot of the bed frame with the toe of his left
foot, making it squeak. With his hand still covering her mouth,
Kerry could not protest as he increased the rhythm of the squeaking
and then finally stopped and let out a huge groan. Comprehension
came to her immediately and she closed her eyes, feeling the hot
flush of embarrassment cover her face. Outside the door, cheers,
obscene comments and raucous laughter filtered through into the
room. He took his hand away from her face and snaked it behind her,
into her open purse that was somehow still with her.

Kerry’s eyes
flashed open as he drew out her identity card and flipped it open.
She froze. Without a word, he returned it to her purse and released
her wrists. His expression didn’t alter as he rolled off the bed
and beckoned her to do the same. Before he turned away from her,
towards the door, she saw the blood and bite mark on his chest,
which she had inflicted.

Kerry heard,
rather than saw, the zipper on Shadow’s jeans being lowered.
Looking over his shoulder to make sure she was right behind him, he
pulled the door open and stepped out, re-zipping his fly for all to
see. The mob let out applause as he emerged, supposedly
victorious.

Kerry was in
shock. Her red locks were a mess, her shirt loose and partly
unbuttoned. She didn’t know what to think; it was
incomprehensible.

As she stumbled
out of the room, some creepy little bikie with dirty fingernails,
greasy hair and bad breath grabbed at her.

Leering close,
he called out, “Hey Shadow, can we party with the pretty lady
now?”

Shadow turned,
the line of his mouth grim as he roughly took Kerry’s arm and
shoved her in front of him and through the open door. There were
sniggers and comments that Kerry closed her ears to.

The air outside
was blessedly cool and soothing. She was befuddled, confused and
should have still been terrified, but she wasn’t. This giant of a
man had saved her, probably from the most horrendous night she
would ever experience, in the most bizarre way.

“Stay here,” he
commanded softly.

Kerry couldn’t
have moved if she had wanted to.

He sat her on a
motorcycle seat as her knees began to buckle and he disappeared,
re-appearing two minutes later with a helmet. He helped her
straddle the bike and adjust the strap on the helmet before
climbing on the bike himself and hitting the starter with his heel.
The motorbike roared into life and he took off gently, so she had
time to grab at his jacket, now zipped up.

Kerry didn’t
have a choice; whatever plans he had, she had to go along with.

Turning out of
the driveway and onto the bitumen, the motorcycle picked up speed.
Kerry’s long hair snapped and tangled behind her as she pressed her
face against the broad, leather-clad back. Her arms were bare and
cold, but she didn’t care. Despite what she had just encountered,
she was exhilarated by the ride.

Shadow turned
onto a major highway and Kerry realised where she was. Two
kilometres along he slowed down and pulled into a designated
parking bay. Unfurling her arms from around him, he stepped off the
motorbike and turned to help her off. He unstrapped the helmet with
steady hands and slung it over the handlebars before remounting and
kicking the beast into life. He gave her one last look from behind
those god-damned mirrored glasses before roaring off up the road.
In all that time, no more than a few words had been uttered by her
Harley-riding hero.

 


Kerry didn’t
know what to do. She had just been through an earth-shattering
experience, her mind being unable to comprehend the reality of it
all. She listened to the distant noise of the motorcycle in the
still night air as it moved further away from her.

A new noise
came to her. A car appeared over the hill, the moonlight reflecting
off the blue and red lights atop the police car. As it pulled in,
the front passenger window was wound down and a fresh-faced
constable in a uniform stuck his head out the window and asked,

“You
Kerry?”

She nodded
dumbly. “How did you know?”

“We had a call
to come and collect you.”

Kerry opened
the back door and climbed in. Neither the driver nor his front seat
passenger asked any more questions. They took her home.


 CHAPTER ONE

3 months later

 


Kerry walked in through
the door of her workplace. Vanessa, her workmate and dependable
friend, was already sat at her desk, typing reports. She looked up
at the younger woman and smiled.

“Hi Kerry.”

Kerry returned
the greeting and threw herself into a chair.

“Good news,”
continued Vanessa. “We’ve got a permanent replacement for
Tony.”

Kerry looked
up. “Oh yeah?” She wasn’t at all enthusiastic.

Vanessa frowned
a little. She was worried about Kerry. The girl had almost become a
workaholic in the last three months. She had known about the crush
Kerry had had on James, and also aware that Kerry didn’t have a
steady boyfriend, but James’ marriage to someone else hadn’t broken
her heart. Maybe it was a combination of things; Tony’s death,
James’ marriage, too much work, too little time for
socialising.

Vanessa
remembered the morning Kerry had arrived early at work, and had
been irritable and jumpy all day, looking up expectantly when
either Greg, the big boss, or Bryan, her immediate boss, had made
an entrance. Vanessa had tried to talk to her, but Kerry had
brushed the matter aside, making the excuse she was tired.

Vanessa had
asked Kerry about the bruise on her wrist.

Kerry had
shrugged. “Must have hit it on something.”

There had been
identical marks on the other wrist, but Vanessa hadn’t
commented.

Now looking
into stormy eyes, Vanessa continued her story;

“He’s
transferred from the Drug Squad. Supposed to be top notch, one of
the best.”

She sounded
enthused, Kerry noted. It would take the pressure off the married
members of the squad, give them a bit more family time. She, Kerry,
was the only one who was single. She felt mean talking to Vanessa
as if she didn’t care, when Vanessa had been a staunch ally to
Kerry amongst the mainly male staff.

She dredged up
a smile for her friend. “That’s great, Van, Jeff might be able to
remember you again!”

As the remark
left her lips, Bryan appeared, a dark haired stranger following
him.

“Girls, I’d
like you to meet your new workmate, Strahan Haines. Strahan has
just transferred from the Drug Squad. Strahan, this is Vanessa, and
Kerry ..... and James,” he concluded as James strode in.

Strahan nodded
in the girls’ direction, barely acknowledging them, and not making
eye contact, preferring to shake James’ hand.

Kerry’s lip
curled as she ‘assessed’ Strahan. The word ‘geek’, followed closely
by ‘Neanderthal’ came to mind. He was taller and broader than
either Bryan or James, wore an ill-fitting dark suit and black
horn-rimmed glasses. Kerry hadn’t had a chance to see his eye
colour, but that wasn’t going to be an easy thing to determine
behind those thick lenses. His pale face was a stark contrast to
his black hair.

“C’mon, I’ll
show you around,” offered James.

As Strahan
turned away with James, he stroked the back of his neck at his
hairline. Kerry noticed the tanned hand against the white skin.

New haircut,
new job, she thought to herself. Out loud to Vanessa, she said,
“Sparkling conversationalist.”

Vanessa shook
her head. “Give him a chance; he’s probably just a bit out of
sorts. You know what it’s like when you’re new.”

“Yeah,” was
Kerry’s non-committal reply.

She settled
down to her endless paperwork. Her mind was now straying from the
task as the image of a man on a motorbike appeared. She blinked
furiously and tried pushing the image away. It had been three
months since that night. She couldn’t shelve the memories, try as
she might. Burying herself in her job had helped; there was always
plenty of that, but she couldn’t help wonder of her ‘rescuer’.

Kerry had gone
home that night, courtesy of the Traffic Squad. She had hardly
slept at all and had arrived at work early the next day, fully
expecting the wrath of her boss’s anger to descend on her.
Unbelievably, nothing had been said. Not a word. Not a murmur. That
had puzzled her even more. How many times did the squad car get
called out to pick up abandoned female officers? As the days
slipped into weeks and no mention of the incident arose, Kerry
stopped looking up expectantly at Bryan when he walked over to talk
to her. But the image of the man, Shadow, stayed with her. The feel
of his bare skin against her face, before she bit him, the
sensation of hugging him close on the back of the motorcycle while
the wind rushed over her.

“Kerry?”

Kerry looked
up. James was saying something, she hadn’t heard.

“What?”

“I said you and
Strahan can check out that witness from Thursday night’s burglary.
He was pretty positive with his ID.”

Kerry nodded.
“Oh goody, I get to work with Neanderthal Man.” She stood up and
grabbed her purse.

“C’mon Carrots,
time’s a-wasting,” demanded Strahan, already walking out the
door.

“Carrots?” she
repeated. Kerry hadn’t been called that since she’d left school.
She had hated it then, and she hated it more now. The blood
suffused her face, turning it almost the colour of her flaming
hair. “Carrots? You egotistical, self-centred, narcissistic,
pri...” She paused, catching the look of amusement on James’ face
and one of surprise on Vanessa’s. She changed her mind quickly and
spat out, “Prat.”

Kerry was
furious, her dander was up.

“I hope he’s
got his flame proof suit on,” commented James mildly.

 


Kerry raced
down the stairs after Strahan. She caught up with him and jerked
his arm around. Little daggers flew from the grey eyes as she
vented her anger on him.

“Don’t you
ever, ever, call me that again, do you hear, you,
you...Neanderthal!” she yelled at him.

“Okay,” he
replied, straight-faced.

Kerry brushed
past him and headed for one of the squad cars, de-alarmed it with
her set of keys and opened the driver’s door. She slipped behind
the wheel and clicked her seat belt on. Kerry waited for her
passenger to fasten his belt before taking off out of the car park.
She glanced out the rear vision mirror, then across to Strahan. He
slouched in his seat, looking ahead of him, not making
conversation.

Kerry sighed
inwardly. The Drug Squad didn’t have a very good reputation; there
were rumours of bribery and corruption, maybe that’s why
Neanderthal Man had transferred. She shrugged. As long as he kept
his remarks to himself, she really didn’t care.

 


The morning crawled by
as Kerry, with Strahan in tow, trailed from one place to another;
seeing witnesses, taking statements, tying up loose ends to a dozen
different cases. In all that time, Strahan had hardly said a
word.

Back at the
office finally, Kerry confided in Vanessa.

“He’s used to
working nights, maybe he’s struck dumb during the day, you know,
scared of the light, like a vampire.”

“He seems okay
now,” Vanessa nodded towards Strahan and James, sharing some sort
of joke, as they both laughed.

Kerry shook her
head. “Moron.” She moved back to her desk.

That afternoon,
Strahan walked past her desk at least a dozen times, to ask Vanessa
about something or someone. It started to irritate her. What, was
she too dumb to know the answer to any of his questions? She buried
her nose in her work and ignored them all.

 


Around five o’clock,
Bryan came in and asked who was going to the pub for a drink to
welcome Strahan. All agreed except Kerry. It may have been
compulsory to work with him, but she didn’t have to drink with
him.

“Sorry,” she
apologised to Bryan. “I’ve got stuff here that’s got to be on
Greg’s desk tomorrow morning, first thing.”

Bryan nodded.
“Okay.” He knew there wasn’t anything urgent, but let it go. Kerry
was spending far too much time here, and now with Strahan here
things would hopefully get easier. He threw Vanessa a querying
look. Vanessa shrugged. She would tell him later about the
‘carrots’ incident, now wasn’t the time.

They all
trooped out, saying goodnight to Kerry. She kept her head down and
murmured her goodnights. Having the place to herself, Kerry sat
back and relaxed. She pushed her chair away from the desk and stood
up. Walking over to the window, she looked out across the river and
the traffic slowly moving across the Causeway, over the bridge.

She returned to
her desk, and sat. Undecided, she fiddled with the keys on the
keyboard. Here was the first chance in three months to be by
herself in the office. She knew if she keyed the words in, there
would be a response. She also knew it would be traced back to her
sign-on. Kerry rubbed her eyes and procrastinated. Should she,
shouldn’t she? Maybe this would be her only chance. What if alarm
bells went off somewhere? Her indecision made her angry. Shit! Just
do it!

She typed a few
words into her computer and waited. She repeated it again and
waited once more. A third menu appeared and she selected what she
wanted. So far, so good. No restrictions. She typed in Highway
Warriors and immediately a list of names appeared, all with
aliases. Scanning quickly through the list, she couldn’t find the
name she searched for. She returned to the beginning of the list
and looked more slowly this time, taking her time.

But the name
Shadow wasn’t there. She was disappointed, unbelievably so. Why
wasn’t he there? Had he been removed? Had the gang found out he’d
duped them and snuffed him out? That thought had Kerry cringing.
No, no, there had to be another explanation, surely.

She slowly
exited from the screens and signed off. It just didn’t figure.
Clicking the ‘off’ button, she watched the dot of light disappear
into itself. How long she sat there, she didn’t know, but when the
noise of the cleaner in the hall finally got through to her, she
picked up her purse and walked out of the office into the cool
night air.

 


That night, after she
had gone to bed, Kerry dreamt of her leather-clad hero, but instead
of only simulating sex, he had made wild passionate love to her.
She awoke frustrated and irritable. How could this man she hardly
even knew have such an effect on her? She was angry and upset, and
irrational. She had to find out who he was once and for all, before
it drove her crazy.

 


 



CHAPTER TWO

 Strahan stood staring at himself in the mirror. As he
watched, the water dripped off his chin into the basin. It was a
face he hardly recognised, apart from the eyes. Those eyes were a
give-away; maybe if he could bear putting his fingers in his eyes,
he could have worn contact lenses. The water trickled down the side
of his temple, and onwards to his chin, joining the droplets
already there.

“You’re a
coward,” he told his reflection. “A coward and a fraud.”

He grabbed a
towel from the rack and wiped the remaining moisture from his
features. He had just shaved; a novelty to him for the last week.
His skin was so white where the facial hair had grown. It had
freaked him out the first time he had looked in that mirror at the
hairdresser’s. She had done a marvellous job, taking her time to
trim everything away before that final shave removed his beard and
moustache. He had watched as she had clipped his long dark hair,
seeing it fall in heaps around the chair. When it was
collar-length, she had asked again, “How short?” He had pointed to
a print of some young dude on the wall of her salon.

“That
short.”

She had shaved
his neck, back and front, leaving him feeling naked and
vulnerable.

He had then
left the hairdresser, knowing full well that by three o’clock that
afternoon he would need to shave away the shadow of stubble on his
chin again.

Moving along to
the optician’s, three doors up, Strahan had bought himself a pair
of heavy horn-rimmed spectacles; it didn’t cover his eye colour
completely, but if he kept his glance down and tried not to look at
anyone directly, he would probably get away with it.

After those
little indulgences, he had finally faced his boss. Sam was one of
the good guys. When Strahan had walked into his office, Sam had had
to look twice to make sure it was him.

“Well, I’ll be
buggered,” were his exact words.

Coming around
from the other side of the desk, he clapped Strahan on the shoulder
and shook his hand. He grinned and pumped his hand.

“I would have
passed you in the street and not known you.”

“So I pass
muster?”

“Sure do.
Anyone see you coming in?”

Strahan shook
his head. “No, I did my best to avoid them all.”

“Good. Don’t
want to take too many risks.”

Strahan felt
he’d been pole-axed by Sam’s words. Seeing his reaction, Sam
strolled over to his office door and closed it.

He perched on
the corner of the oak desk and looked Strahan straight in the eye.
“Son, I know how you feel, how you’ll feel for a long time to come,
but believe me, there was nothing, no, not even you, could have
done.” Seeing Strahan start to protest, he continued, “No ifs or
buts, the bust was successful. Sometimes they get out of hand,
things go wrong. You can’t blame yourself, it comes with the
job.”

Sam preached
softly to him, doing his best to explain away the mistake, but
every time Strahan closed his eyes, he saw the body of the young
woman.

“It’s no use
flogging yourself over it. Work through it by all means, but don’t
carry the guilt with you for the rest of your career.”

Strahan nodded.
He knew Sam was right, but it was a bitter pill to swallow. He had
let an innocent life be taken.

 


So now here he was. He
had survived the first day with his new squad, survived a drink in
the bar, surrounded by colleagues, and survived a day with the
delectable, fiery Kerry McIntire. His hand moved down his bare
chest and he felt the circular scar. He smiled and then another
young woman’s face came into view and the smile evaporated.

He tossed the
towel back onto the rack and picked up a comb, running it through
his short hair. He deliberately switched off from his negative
thoughts and dressed, ready for work. There was a back log of work;
not just reports, but things to follow up on. The opportunity for
him to switch squads had come at the right time. He had stepped
into the job to hide. Sam had told him a change of pace would be
good for him, but in the long run he knew he was just hiding.

The job had
been vacant for some time. The squad member, Tony, whose place he
had taken, had been killed in a car accident. Nobody had wanted to
fill his shoes permanently.

Strahan
buttoned up his shirt and fought with his tie on the second day of
wearing a suit. There was one advantage of going undercover:
comfortable clothes. He grinned wryly, pulling on his suit jacket.
If only the guys in the Drug Squad could see him now.

 


The next couple of days
slipped by, Kerry keeping up the tempo she had set herself,
avoiding contact of any sort with Strahan. He kept his distance,
spending most of his time with James, barely acknowledging that she
was in the office.

Friday, Kerry
had returned from a late lunch to find Strahan and James moving
furniture. Strahan had removed his jacket and was leaning over her
desk, his back to her, as he strained to reach something that had
fallen onto her chair. Kerry got a full view of his butt. It looked
pretty good. Because of that stupid jacket he always wore, she had
never noticed it before, and she couldn’t help but stare.

James was
making some comment to Strahan, so neither of them had noticed her
return.

“We’d better
get this straightened up before Carrots gets back, otherwise we
might get consumed by fire,” joked Strahan.

“What are you
doing with my desk?” asked a tight, icy, in-control
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