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His mind swirled. 
Shapes were forming and falling to pieces like a bizarre jigsaw puzzle with no end to it. 
The pieces didn’t connect. They broke, snapped and disintegrated in the void of his mind. 
He could hear a few different voices around him. 
	‘Wake the fucker up!’ 
	‘-drag him out.’
	‘-the shed’s open. C’mon!’
A shutter door grinded open. 
Sunlight flooded in, blinding him. 
Detective Jack Slater was wrenched by his ankles and dragged out of the vehicle where he landed hard on his ribs on the ground. 
As a police detective, his skills in the field immediately kick in. He tried to take note of his surroundings. He was in a backyard of some kind at the back of a row of terrace houses. He saw cars driving past at the end of the driveway. 
He was somewhere in the suburbs- hopefully still in the city of Auckland. 
He turned his head and saw a child’s swing set. It was bright pink and was in good condition. The lawn was long, unkempt and out of control.
Jack could see old clothes strewn all over the place, children’s toys littered everywhere and… 
	‘Oh fuck…’
Needles. 
Used needles. One was a few feet away from his face. He was in a drug manufacturing home. 
	‘Get up!’ a voice growled. Jack was lifted by his belt to his feet. 
He wasn’t defeated- not yet. 
He was prepared to fight. 
He took a mental note of the men around him. 
One of them was a tall, thin Samoan gentleman with slicked back hair, a narrow scar under his right eye and a brass ring hanging from his septum. He was a police sketch artist's dream. There was no way Jack was going to forget this man. 
Another one of the men was an older caucasian male with a tattoo of a viper running down his left forearm. On his right arm, slightly obscured under the lower part of the sleeve was an image of low horned skull arm with the pencil thin lettering of the year 1997 underneath in. Underneath that was the number 55 in bolder lettering. 
It seemed familiar to Jack but he didn’t know why. 
His goatee was neatly trimmed and his sky blue eyes glistened down on Jack with pride and joy. In his right hand he tightly gripped the handle of a cricket bat where his fingers twirled around it, waiting to use the bat in a game of Beat The Poor Police Officer. 
Jack couldn’t tell who was behind him and holding him upright. 
But he didn’t care. 
He had enough information on the two men in front of him. 
	‘Get the pig out of here,’ the older man said. 
	‘Fuck you!’ Jack cried out. 
He spat at the man. 
Before any of them could react, Jack pushed himself off the man restraining him and launched forward at the man with fury, head-butting him in the face. 
Blood sprayed from his nose like a fire hydrant exploding. 
	‘Help me!’ Jack screamed. He knew he was in a residential area and hoped and prayed someone would hear his cries for help. ‘Help me! Please!’ 
But, before Jack could get any more solid hits on these men, he stumbled to his knees after a swift kick to the upper left leg. 
He lurched forward onto his palms like a beaten down dog fighting to stay alive. 
Jack felt a solid bang on the back of his skull and he fell to his knees before losing consciousness. 
Lights out. 






Chapter 1


1999


Mount Wellington Police Department.

10.32 am



Billy Stewart sat in a slouched position on his chair in his office cubicle. He had his feet raised up on the desk with a bagel in his left hand and awkwardly trying to hold a manila folder open in his right. 
He was too relaxed in his job. His police scanner was going in the background, but it was being overshadowed by The Backstreet Boys playing on the radio next to his computer screen. He hummed along to the tune as he finished off his bagel and clutched the folder in both hands and began to skim through the police report that landed on his desk yesterday morning. 
He knew he could put it off. His boss, Captain Wayne Jefferies, was on vacation down in Queenstown for a couple of weeks so he knew he wasn’t going to get in any serious trouble. The only trouble he might find himself is if his work colleague Nikau Benson caught him and-
-a jolt ran down Billy’s spine as a pair of hands pulled his back up against his chair, causing him to drop the report on his lap. 
	‘Geez!’ 
He instinctively put his hands above his head. 
	‘What are you up to, bro?’ a voice said from behind him. 
It was Nikau. 
Although Nikau was not his boss or superior in anyway, he definitely had seniority over the young Billy Stewart. 
Oh shit!
	‘Don’t shoot,’ Billy joked before lowering his arms. 
The staunch, overwhelming presence was something that has always been admired by Nikau’s peers when he was police officer operating out on the streets. But now, as a detective, it was his strong, no-nonsense attitude that made him well-respected not only amongst his peers, but by the general public too. 
	‘Just going through a report that Sandra gave me,’ Billy said. 
He cleared his throat, lowered his feet and spun around in his chair to see Nikau, dressed up  in a black and white suit with a silver tie. It was quite a contrast to his usual jeans and t-shirt. 
	‘The one that was put on your desk yesterday morning?’ Nikau replied as he rolled up the cuffs on the suit. 
Billy stared back at him blankly. 
	‘I saw Sandra put it there,’ Nikau said with a smirk. 
	‘Where are you off to anyway?’ Billy asked. He quickly changed the conversation. 
	‘A funeral,’ Nikau replied. He patted out the creases above the breast pocket. ‘How do I look?’ 
	‘Pretty good,’ Billy said. ‘At least you can pull that look off. I just look like a fuckin’ muppet wearing something like that. I can almost guarantee that, even at a funeral, you’ll be fighting off the women. Who’s funeral is it anyway?’
	‘An old friend’s mother,’ Nikau responded. ‘Aunty Babs. She was 95. So she did quite well.’
	‘Was she actually your aunty?’ Billy asked.
	‘Nope,’ Nikau replied sharply. ‘We just called her that.’
Billy simply nodded his head. 
	‘Where’s Slater anyway?’ he asked. 
	‘Not sure,’ Nikau responded. ‘He’s probably running late.’ 
	‘I want to go over that Schaffer and Johnson incident before it hits the courts,’ Billy explained. 
	‘Just don’t forgot about that thing,’ Nikau said, pointing at the brown folder sitting on Billy’s lap. 
	‘You know me,’ Billy said slyly with a wink. 
Nikau couldn’t help but smirk at Billy’s demeanor. 



                                                           ***


'C’mon- c’mon sweetie.’
She tried to coax the spoon into her youngest child’s mouth. 
But he wasn’t budging. The taste of mushy banana’s was something that both she and her oldest child, Jamie, had in common. 
Ashley wasn’t about to back down. The 33 year old mother was just as stubborn as her youngest boy, Gary. She stared down at him in his high chair, waving the silver spoon back and forth in his eye line. 
	‘Come on, sweetie,’ Ashley said. ‘Just a little bite- a quick nibble. Jamie loves it!’
	‘Nah-ah,’ the six year old said from the couch in the lounge. 
Ashley jumped back. She forgot her oldest son was home from school. It was only three days into the second term of school holidays but it was stressful enough for her having both her children at home that it made her regret working a 9 to 5 job. 
	‘Yuck, yuck, yuck!’ Jamie said, throwing his hands in the air. 
	‘Jamie,’ Ashley said.  She took a deep breath in as she tried to calm her





