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Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction. While certain towns, locations, and geographical areas mentioned in this book are based on real places, the depiction, layout, descriptions, events, businesses, landmarks, and inhabitants have been altered, fictionalized, or created entirely from the author's imagination for storytelling purposes.

Any resemblance to actual persons, living or deceased, or to actual events is purely coincidental and unintentional. The characters, dialogue, incidents, and narrative elements contained within this work are products of the author's imagination and should not be interpreted as representations of real individuals or historical events.

The author has taken creative liberties in the portrayal of locations to serve the needs of the story.
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PROLOGUE

Summer, 1975
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Karen Montgomery zipped up her suitcase and looked over at her son, who was looking at her with disgust. 

She didn’t particularly care what he thought about her. In her own mind, she had been locked away in the same damn house for twenty years, completely at the mercy of her late husband, who had been an abusive, controlling alcoholic. 

Karen had squandered her youth, time and energy, catering to his every need which was never appreciated, not even a thank you would pass through his lips the whole time she had known him and now, she had found someone else who thought she was worthy, someone who could take her out of her prison. 

As far as Karen Montgomey was concerned, she had a right to leave and to start living again and no one was going to take this opportunity away from her. Not even her son. If she could call him that.

Unfortunately, her son had become a younger version of his father, but worse. Scott Montgomery thought he could step into his father’s shoes and run the show, right down to telling her what she could and could not do. He had shown her the same contempt toward the female race her husband had but more in the extreme. He despised women. Karen often thought of him as being psychopathic, even. 

“I’m giving you the opportunity to come with me and to change your life. Are you going to go and pack, or not?”

“No. We’re not going anywhere,” Scott replied, glaring at her dangerously. 

Karen sighed with frustration. Ever since his father had died, Scott had been a handful. If the controlling behaviour wasn’t bad enough, the drinking was worse. All her teenage son seemed to do these days was to ditch school and drink with his no good friends and get into trouble with the police. When he drank, he became violent and all of his pent up rage was always directed at her. 

“Suit yourself. If you want to stay here, that’s fine with me.”

Scott snorted. “You’re going to abandon your own son for another man? Wow. Mother of the year, right there.”

Karen ignored the insult. “I’ve been a prisoner in this house because of your father for a long time and I’d be damned if I let you do it to me, too.”

“Speaking of which, what about Dad? You seemed to have forgotten about him pretty quick,” he snapped, getting up off the chair he was sitting on and coming up into her face.

She could smell the alcohol on his breath and it made her want to gag. 

“Your father is dead,” Karen told him quietly, “Staying here isn’t going to bring him back.”

Scott was already taller than her, stronger than her and intimidating. Because of his violence, Karen had recently decided to protect herself and that protection came in 

the form of a gun, which was tucked into the back of her pants. 

“Your father is dead,” Karen told him quietly, “Staying here isn’t going to bring him back.”

“You’re a bitch,” Scott said. 

“Don’t call me that,” Karen told him coldly. 

Scott pushed her and in that instant, all of her own pent up fury, frustration and resentment began to course through her body and she pulled out the gun. 

Scott looked down at it in shocked surprise, before he started laughing, mocking her. 

“What are you going to do with that? Shoot me?”

“I’m leaving and you are going to leave me alone.”

Scott moved over to the bed, unzipped the suitcase and spilled the contents onto the floor, tossing the empty suitcase across the room, before he turned to her. 

The only purpose of him doing that was to mock her, to make her angry enough to react. It was his way of being in control of the situation.

Well, not anymore, Karen thought. 

Karen didn’t think, she could only act and she pulled the trigger. Scott stood there, staring at her in a stunned silence, before he looked down at his chest. A bloom of red had started to spread across the front of his shirt and he slumped to the floor onto his knees. 

Karen dropped the gun on the floor. She couldn’t breathe, She couldn’t talk. All she could do was watch, in silent horror as Scott slumped forward onto the floor. 

Run! Run, run! A voice screamed inside her head and Karen ran. 

For Karen, there would never be the happy ending she envisioned. She would spend the rest of her life running. 
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Heather Arnold sat down on the side of the road and closed the novel she had been reading. 

Heather was hitching her way to Sydney. She had to get away from Melbourne, away from her family and her friends who weren’t really her friends. There was nothing in Melbourne for her but a run down government rental and two parents who cared more about heroin than their own daughter.

Apart from the fact that her home life wasn’t too great, she also had a reputation she wanted to hide from. Too many people here knew too many of her secrets and she needed a fresh start. No, this was the beginning of a new life for her. She was going to make sure of that, even if she didn’t really have a sound plan, yet. 

Heather took her hair clip out of her hair and let the long, jet black curls fall over a skin tight shirt which left little to the imagination. She also wore a leather jacket tied around her waist, a black mini skirt and knee high boots. Around her neck, she wore a necklace for every boy she had been with and there were many. 

At seventeen, Heather was an attractive girl, who got a lot of attention from men, and she was often mistaken for being much older than she actually was. 

She sighed heavily in boredom, before she went through her bag for her cigarettes. When she found them, she lit one up and took a long draw from it, as though her life depended on it. 

In the distance, she could see a car approaching on the deserted road and she quickly jumped up off the ground and stuck her thumb up. It was an unusually hot day and she did not fancy sitting on the side of the road all afternoon. 

The car was approaching fast and for a moment, Heather didn’t think it was going to stop, until it skidded to a halt and backed up until it was in front of her. 

“Where are you going?”

Heather eyed the driver and thought about how attractive he was. He had the brightest green eyes she had ever seen, dark hair, an olive complexion and a smile that you could die for. Heather smiled back, flashing perfect white teeth.

“Sydney. How far can you take me?”

“Well, what do you know? I’m heading there myself. Jump in.”

“That’s great!” Heather exclaimed and then she jumped in without a second thought. 

“I’m Heather. What’s your name?”

“Scott. Scott Montgomery,” he said, flashing a broad smile. 

Heather returned the smile again. To her, Scott was gorgeous and he seemed nice enough. Stranger danger was one thing that Heather never really considered in her short life. Up until now, she had always been pretty lucky when it came to her risky behaviour, having met others who she could use or abuse for her own purposes and getting away with it. 

Most of the time the people she met weren’t too strong in the confidence department and most had virtually let her walk all over them. 

Heather was generally good at spotting who she could twist around her little finger and who she could not and to her, Scott looked like easy prey. 

“I’m sure we’re going to get along fine, little lady,” Scott told her, eyeing her up and down. 

“Well, I hope so,” Heather told him, still smiling. 
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TWO

Perth, Western Australia
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Heather woke up in a private hospital room, with no recollection of how she had come to be there. The last thing she could remember was leaving her house and making her way to Sydney. 

Heather looked up at a nurse, who was standing at the foot of her bed, checking her chart and she tried to speak, but it was too painful. It felt as though she had a brick thrown in her face. Everything hurts. 

The nurse glanced at her and when she saw that Heather was awake, she put the chart down and came to her side. 

“How are you feeling?”

“My face hurts... where am I?” Heather asked slowly, her voice coming out in a hoarse whisper. 

“You’re in a hospital in Perth. Do you remember what happened to you?”

Heather shook her head. 

Perth? How did I get to Perth?

“Do you remember who you were with?” the nurse asked, putting a blood pressure cuff around her arm. 

“No. I was on my way to Sydney...what happened?”

The nurse took her blood pressure and returned to her chart to write down the results before she spoke. 

“Someone attacked you. Quite brutally. Do you remember anything at all?”

Heather shook her head and winced. 

“Are you in pain? I can ask the doctor if you can have some pain relief.”

Heather nodded.

“I’ll page the doctor for you. He can tell you what has happened and he can check you over, ok?” the nurse told her gently, as she took her temperature. 

“Ok,” Heather managed hoarsely.

Once the nurse was done with taking her obs, she smiled at Heather with what looked like pity before she walked out of the room. 

It took over an hour for the doctor to arrive, while Heather lay on the bed in agony, scared and confused. As he entered the room, he looked her over with concern. 

“How are you feeling? Are you in any pain?” he asked, coming to a stop beside her bed.

“Yes... how did I get here?”

Heather had done a little thinking while she had waited for the doctor and had desperately tried to remember how she had come to be on the opposite side of the country. Heather remembered leaving her house, she remembered hitchhiking out of the city. She remembered a car approaching her and then... nothing. 

“Could you tell me your name, please?” he asked, ignoring her question. 

Heather thought the doctor looked strangely familiar to her, but she couldn’t place his face. Her mind was foggy and everything felt surreal and confusing. She looked at his name tag, which read, Scott Montgomery.  She even thought his name was familiar, but she couldn’t be sure. 

“My name is Heather... Heather Arnold.”

“Do you know where you live?”

“Broadmeadows...Melbourne.”

The doctor frowned. “Do you remember how you got here? You’re a long way from home.”

“No. I don’t remember anything,” Heather said, beginning to feel frustrated now. 

The doctor busied himself checking her drips and her vitals on the monitor before he turned to her, his expression hard and cold. There was something in the way he looked at her that made Heather want to shrink away from him in fear. 

“You were found in the parking lot outside, unresponsive. Your injuries are consistent with assault. You have several broken ribs, a few of your fingers are broken and you had severe bruising, swelling to the face and a couple of contusions to the head. The police were informed and they would like to follow up with you when you’re ready.”

Heather nodded, slowly and painfully. 

“Is there anyone we can contact for you? Your parents, maybe?”

“No.”

“Any family who may be looking for you?”

“There’s no one,” Heather snapped, just wanting him to leave.

There was something odd about him, something horrible that she could sense, but it was something she couldn’t explain. His presence just felt horrible. 

“Alright. I’ll give you something for the pain and then you can rest.”

The doctor reached into the pocket of his white overcoat and produced a syringe. Heather thought it was odd, that he already had a syringe in his pocket prepared for her, but she didn’t protest when he added it to her drip. 

As he pressed the plunger down, his mouth curled into a cruel smile, but before Heather could think of saying anything else, she began to drift into a deep sleep. 

When Heather awoke for the second time, the room was dark. Too dark for a hospital room, and what was even more unusual was the deafening silence. 

The usual hospital sounds of machines beeping, nurses walking to and from their stations, the idle chatter, it was all absent. It was as if everybody had just decided to shut the lights out and leave, taking everyone with them.

Heather tried to sit up, but she couldn’t move. She felt as though she were completely paralysed, but what was worse is that she knew she wasn’t alone. Someone or something was in the room with her, watching her through the darkness. 

There was a stench in the room, sort of like meat that was beginning to decay, mixed with the odour of sulfur and she could hear something breathing, a rasping, rattling noise, a sound that didn’t sound human. 

At the corner of her eye, she saw a dark shadow race past her bed and then she heard it speak, in a rasping, hoarse whisper that filled her with terror.

“Heather... Heather, it’s time to go.”

Heather tried to move, to scream, or do anything to get herself out of this situation, but she couldn’t. She could only watch in silent terror as something moved toward her, slowly and deliberately, as though it were hunting prey. 

She heard something sharp and metallic slide along the protective railing on the bed next to her, something that was perhaps a knife and then, Heather saw what the thing in her room was and inside her mind, she began to scream. 
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THREE
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Detective Shane Kapalski made her way down the corridor, toward Heather’s ward. She entered the room and stopped for a beat, temporarily shocked at what had confronted her. 

The small, private room looked like the scene of a massacre and there was a stench of decay that Shane had not been expecting, since the victim had been an alive patient less than twenty four hours ago.

There was blood everywhere, on the bed, the floor, the walls, even the ceiling for Christ’s sake and to Shane, it looked as though the victim had been flung from one corner of the room to another. On the bed lay a body, crumpled up into a foetal position and was cut up badly enough to be unrecognisable. 

Shane had spent two years in homicide and the scenes still affected her, still made her feel sick to her stomach and in all of that time, she had never seen anything this bad. 

“Jesus Christ. What in the hell happened here?” Shane exclaimed. 

Gus Taylor, Shane’s partner, was standing next to the bed, peering down at the victim and when he heard her, he beckoned her over to him. 

“The victim's name is Heather Arnold, seventeen years old. She was found in the parking lot by a visitor, unconscious and severely beaten. No I.D had been found on her. She had been comatose for three days, before she woke up yesterday morning and ended up like this,” Gus told her, gesturing toward the body with a gloved hand. 

Shane noticed Heather’s body was covered in dark bruises and deep lacerations and for a moment, Shane had to avert her eyes before she lost her breakfast. 

“How does this happen without anyone noticing? As far as I could see, this floor was pretty busy.”

“None of the nurses saw or heard anything,” Gus said, not sounding too convinced himself. 

“Nothing at all?”

“Trust me, it gets stranger,” Gus replied. 

“How so?”

“The approximate time of death was between twelve and two a.m.”

“It took them four hours to discover her and to call it in?” 

“The nurse believes she checked in on her every hour until this morning. She even said she took Heather’s vitals during that time, right up until six this morning. Obs were recorded on her chart before and after her death,” Gus said, handing Heather’s medical file over to Shane. 

Shane gloved up before taking the file from him and she quickly glanced at the chart to confirm that Heather’s vitals had indeed been taken, before she slammed it shut. 

“Either she’s lying and didn't check on her at all or someone deliberately delayed calling this in,” Shane mused. 

“She’s pretty spooked and she’s adamant that Heather was fine until six and when she wasn’t, she raised the alarm.”

“Who called it in?” 

“The doctor,” Gus said, simply. 

“I’ll talk to them both, as well as the day nurse who was looking after her. Maybe her attacker came in and murdered her to keep her quiet?”

Gus looked down at Heather thoughtfully before replying, “Maybe.”

“Who’s the doctor?” Shane asked, as she took out her note book and a pen. 

Gus consulted his own notes before he replied, “Scott Montgomery... he was the one who called it in.”

“What is that awful smell?” Shane suddenly asked, fighting to keep her breakfast down now.

Gus looked at her and shrugged. “I haven’t located a source for that, yet.”

“Detective,” a forensic technician, who was examining the scene called out, “Looks like we found the murder weapon.”

He pulled out a large knife from under the bed and held it up.

“Can we have that rushed through to the lab? The killer may be travelling,” Gus said.

“Has the girl’s parents been notified?” Shane asked.

“Yes. Her mother is flying in from Melbourne. Heather has been missing for nearly two weeks. She ran away from home, apparently.”

“So, what was she doing and who was she with in the first week,” Shane said, more to herself than her partner. “Where is the nurse who found her?”

“At the nurse’s station, with an officer. The day nurse from yesterday has already been called back in, by the way,” Gus told her distractedly, as he looked at the knife through the plastic bag.

“Great. I’ll hunt down the doctor,” Shane replied and then she hurried out of the room. 

Shane took her gloves off and shoved them into her coat pocket before she took a minute to compose herself before she made her way to the nurse’s station, where she found the traumatised nurse, sitting with a uniformed officer.

“Can I have a moment?” Shane asked him.

He nodded and got up off the chair he was sitting on, looking relieved to be finally on his feet and away from the nurse, before he stepped away from the station and out of ear shot. 

Shane took his seat and brought out her pen and notebook out of her jacket pocket again. 

“I’m detective Shane Kapalski. I just need to ask you a few more questions, miss...?”

“Pavey. Alex Pavey,” the nurse replied shakily, staring down at her feet.

Alex’s eyes were puffy from crying and to Shane, she looked tired, scared and uncertain. 

“Right. Miss Pavey, just a couple of questions and you can go home and rest.”

Alex nodded.

“You had stated you checked in on Heather around three and noticed nothing unusual?”

“No. She was asleep. She was fine, I took her obs, recorded them and left. She was asleep, nothing like I found...” Alex trailed off and started quietly sobbing again.

“The coroner puts her death at between twelve and two a.m. Are you sure of the time?”

“Yes, it was three a.m. I don’t know how to explain that, but she was not dead when I last went into her room.”

“Maybe you made a mistake?”

“No,” Alex replied, with authority. “I am telling you, it was three o’clock when I went in. I also checked on her at eleven and at one in the morning and she was alive then, too.”

“Are you sure?” Shane asked again, pressing harder. 

“Yes.”

“If Heather’s estimated time of death is between twelve and two, then how was she fine at those hours? How can you explain that?”

“I can’t. It’s not possible,” Alex promptly replied. 

“Maybe you didn’t check on her at all? Maybe you got held up? Took a long break? Or maybe you found her dead much earlier and someone told you to keep it quiet?” Shane asked bluntly. 

Alex looked at Shane with an expression of disbelief at the accusation. 

“Excuse me, detective,”  she said firmly, “Absolutely not. I checked on her at eleven, one and three. Ask my superior, if you like. She knows exactly when I did my rounds.”

“Who was the last person to see Heather alive, apart from yourself? Did she have any visitors? Did anyone come in and enquire about her?”

“No. No one visited her, called her or enquired about her. The last person to see her alive other than me would be her doctor.”

“Scott Montgomery?”

“Yes. Doctor Montgomery,” Alex replied icily, glaring at her. 

“Sorry. Doctor Montgomery was the last to see her. What time?” Shane asked, unbothered by the icy glare and trying to keep the sarcasm from out of her voice. 

“Around one o’clock.”

“Is he still here at the hospital?” Shane asked.

“Yes. I will have him paged for you.”

“There was a knife found in Heather’s room. Would you know how it got there?”

“No.”

“Did you see anyone else other than your colleagues on the floor between eleven and five?”

“No.”

“One last question and then you can go. Who was her day nurse?”

“That would be May Green.”

“Okay, thanks for your time. I’ll keep in touch if there is anything else,” Shane replied, before she stood up again. 

Alex gave her another icy glare before she got up and moved toward the desk to page the doctor. 

While Shane waited, she took a look around her, at the scene in its entirety. Heather’s room was fairly close to the nurse’s station, maybe less than two hundred meters, by Shane’s quick estimation. To get there, someone had to pass the nurses in order to reach Heather’s room, assuming there were no other entrances, which there was not. 

The corridor Heather’s room was on ended in a dead end, where there was a fire escape. Shane noted all of this in her notebook. 

Even if someone had entered through the fire escape, the nurses would still know. Shane knew that once the doors opened, it would trigger an alarm. Designed to stop anyone unauthorised coming in or to stop patients from escaping.

Shane decided that in order for someone to enter the room during the night, they had to have been someone who wouldn’t draw attention to themselves or raise any suspicion, such as a nurse or a doctor. 

As Shane stood in the corridor, writing her observations down in her notebook, the hair on the back of her neck began to rise and her whole body came on full alert, as though she had suddenly crossed paths with a dangerous predator. 

“Detective.”

Shane spun toward the voice, startled and she almost reached for her gun, before she stopped herself. 

Scott Montgomery was tall, much taller than she had anticipated and he was standing close enough to her that Shane took two steps backward to keep a comfortable distance between them. 

Shane noted that he was handsome but not in a nice way. There was a certain coldness about him that Shane felt was unnerving, especially for a doctor. 

He stared down at her with hard, cold eyes, before he smiled and when he did, his whole demeanor rapidly changed, becoming friendly, warm and open. Alarm bells immediately rang in Shane’s mind. There was definitely something off about this man, something that could not be trusted and strangely, Shane thought that he knew she felt this way about him. 

“You wish to ask me some questions, detective?” Scott asked, smiling a charming smile. 

For the second time that morning, Shane had to collect herself again. 

“Yes, just a few questions about Heather Arnold,” Shane began.

“Sure. Let’s go somewhere quieter. The other patients are already distressed about what has happened, I wouldn’t want them to overhear us.”

Before Shane could reply, Scott turned and walked down the corridor, quick enough that Shane almost had to jog to keep up with him. He took her through a series of corridors until he stopped in front of a small office, where he opened the door and gestured for her to enter with his hand. 

“After you, detective.”

The office was small, sparsely furnished and neat. It gave Shane the impression that no one spent a lot of time here. 

Shane remained standing, while Scott closed the door behind him and sat down behind the desk, where he leant back in his chair and waited for her to speak. 

Scott almost looked as though he was silently mocking her and Shane decided his whole demeanor didn’t quite fit the circumstance. She felt as though she were here for a consultation rather than a murder investigation. He just didn’t appear as though he had grasped the gravity of the situation. He looked comfortable and maybe a little too confident. 

“How was Heather when she woke up yesterday morning?” Shane began.

“She was fine. She couldn’t remember how she came to be in Perth, but she remembered leaving her home back in Victoria.”

“Did she tell you anything at all about herself? Who was she with? If there was anyone who wanted to cause her harm?”

Scott smiled and looked down at his desk briefly, as though he had just decided he was talking with an idiot, before he looked back up at her and said, “Like I said, she couldn’t remember anything. It’s quite common with victims who have experienced a severe traumatic event. The mind  doesn’t want them to remember.”

“You are a trauma doctor, correct? Do you specifically deal with trauma related incidents?”

“Yes,” Scott said, again in a tone of superiority. 

“You were the last-”

“Only to get an update on her status,” Scott interrupted. “And to prescribe her some morphine for her pain. She had a few broken ribs and was finding it hard to sleep.”

Shane looked at him intently. Not only had he taken control of the interview, but Shane also sensed that he was lying. But why?

“A knife was found in her ward. Do you know how it got there?”

“Not a clue.”

“Did you put it there, under the bed, Scott?”

Scott laughed, before he shook his head and replied, “No. Why would I do that?”

“Did Heather have any visitors while she was here?”

“That I wouldn’t know. I’m not on the ward most of the time, I’m usually called to other areas of the hospital. You’ll have to ask the nurses that.”

“Did you know Heather previously? Before she was found in the parking lot?” Shane asked, steering the
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