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Prologue
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Redonna

1991

“Hey baby, you looking for a good time?” I mused as I leaned into the passenger window. The car was the typical type coming down Grey Street in St Kilda. Kind of beat-up, older model. It wasn’t one of the usual guys who came down here. Well, not one that I recognised. Not that I’d been out here long. But the more my drug addiction took hold, the more I had to work; I needed the money, and this was the easiest way to get it.

I didn’t enjoy this kind of work. It was shit, degrading and awful. The men weren’t handsome, they weren’t like Richard Gere, they usually were ugly, stinking or had some sort of mental issue. They didn’t treat us like queens. It was no sweet lovemaking. It was hard, rough and awful.

I looked the guy up and down, his dark skin and dark eyes peering at me, carefully taking in every inch of me. I kept his eye as I waited for him to decide whether he wanted my services or not.

“How much?” he finally answered. His voice was rough and cracked as he spoke.

“Fifty dollars for a blow job. One fifty for sex any hole.”

“Condom?” he questioned.

“An extra fifty to go bare.”

“Get in.”

I smiled and nodded, stepping back, I swung the passenger door open and climbed in, holding my hand out as I waited for him to place the money in my hand. It was my rule. You paid before services were rendered. I only had to be robbed once to learn from that mistake.

The guy slapped four fifty-dollar notes in my outstretched hand before he brought the car to life and pulled away from the curb. I didn’t bother trying to make small talk. I didn’t give a shit about their names, I didn’t care if they had kids and a wife. All I cared about was getting the job over and done with and buying more dope to fill my need.

He drove the car through to the industrial centre of St Kilda, toward the edge he slowly pulled up to an abandoned warehouse. I wasn’t afraid, I knew this area well. Most of my jobs brought me down here. It was quiet and secluded, cops didn’t often come down here, so we could get our job done without interruption. 

I reached under my skirt and slipped my panties down, hooking them off my feet and pulled the seat back. The guy opened the driver’s door and came around to the passenger side. He unzipped his pants and pulled his flaccid cock through the opening. 

I looked down at it and then up to him with a raised brow. “What do you want me to do with that? You better get it up or it’s going to be a waste of time.”

“That’s your fucking job, spit on it and get it fucking hard with your hand,” he snarled. From the tone of his voice, I could tell that he could be dangerous if I didn’t back down and do as he asked.

I nodded and reached out, grasping his dick in my hand and spat on the head before sliding my hand up and down the shaft. I leaned forward and licked the tip, as I felt it start to grow in my hand. He grunted as it finally grew to full length and moved his hips.

“Turn around,” he growled.

I turned in the seat and put my knees up and my ass in the air. He grabbed at my hips tightly and spat down over my ass crack. I had no idea what hole he was aiming for, but it didn’t take long before he crudely slammed deep inside my ass. I cried out at the intrusion. 

The guy began to slam harshly in and out of me, and the burn was overwhelming. My eyes blinked shut, and I gritted my teeth tight as my fingers curled into fists. My nails bit into the palms of my hands as the guy continued to slam into my ass over and over.  Tears leaked from the corners of my eyes. Every time I tried to float away, the guy would change his angle and make the pain amp up. 

The guy reached around over my shoulders and pulled me hard against his chest. His heavy breaths washed over my ear as he held me tight against him. Before I could even realise what he was doing, I felt his hands creep across my throat and begin to squeeze.

My air was trapped in my throat as his hands tightened against my neck. My eyes bulged, and I scratched at his hands and kicked as I tried to get away. His hips continued to piston into me as he squeezed tighter. My lungs were burning, and I was desperate for air. I dug my nails into the guy's hands and arms, but he didn’t loosen his grip. I swung my legs and attempted to kick the guy off me. My heart was pounding in my chest, and panic caused goose bumps to cover my skin. 

I felt my life start to dwindle from me. Tears fell from my cheeks and dripped from my chin to the arms of my murderer. I was going to die. Thirty-two-year-old prostitute, mother of one, who was living in the system, a chronic drug user. No one was going to look for me. No one was going to care. No one would probably even learn my name. I slumped in the guy's arms as darkness took over. Somewhere in the recess of my mind, I heard the guy grunt as he filled my ass with cum. Darkness flooded my mind, and my heart came to a stop in my chest. 
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Maverick

“How was your holiday?” Charlee asked as I walked into the SKU. 

I grinned and flopped down in the chair in front of my laptop. “It was perfect. Exactly what I needed.” I glanced over the wall of boxes that we had built up of cold cases and scrubbed my hands up over my face. “But I’m ready to get back into it. What are you working on?”

Charlee had not long come back from maternity leave and was only working part-time, which meant she was tackling some of the cold cases with Paola and Callum, while Landyn had been working a lot with the homicide unit on a case they had come up with.

“Paola and I decided to work on one of the really old cases, this one dates back to like the thirties.”

“No shit? Good chance then that the killer isn’t going to be alive.”

Charlee nodded. “Yeah, we have figured there is a good chance we aren’t going to be able to bring them to justice, but the family of the victims are pretty keen for us to at least name the killer, so I’m doing my best.”

“How close are you?”

Charlee hummed and leaned back in her seat as she tapped her chin with her pen. “We’ve narrowed it down to potentially three people. Unfortunately, there is no DNA or anything available, even if we were to exhume the bodies, there is nothing that would be usable for us, so trying to find the most evidence for the killer is proving a little more difficult.”

“Yeah, I can imagine, how many victims?”

Four, all teen girls from the age of sixteen to seventeen. They were best friends in high school and were reported missing a week apart. The three that we have managed to narrow it down to were a teacher at the school, the girls had him for science class, and he was later sacked from his job because of a sexual assault against a student. Then there was a classmate who spent a lot of time in and out of jail for a few assaults and one murder, and the other one was one of the girl's fathers.”

“Oh shit?”

Charlee nodded. “I’m not leaning as much toward him, but he was a pedophile who spent time in prison after his daughter was killed, in the forties for a sexual assault against one of the neighbourhood children.”

“All sound like positive potentials,” I mused.

“Yep,” Charlee said with a laugh. “All with about the same amount of access and evidence. All of them had seen the girls on the day of their disappearance, so narrowing it down from these three hadn’t been easy. And I’m not overly sure that we are going to be able to.”

“That’s a shame. It’s always nice when a case leads you to the exact killer.”

“Tell me about it.”

“Have you told the families about the potential father’s connection?”

Charlee nodded. “Yeah, it didn’t go down well. His family of course were pissed, well most of them were, some said they could see it happening. But others said while he might have been a pedophile, he wasn’t a killer. The other families, of course, looked at him with guilt. But then they looked just as hard at the other two as well.”

“The father and the teacher aren’t alive, but what about the student?”

Charlee shook her head. “No. He was killed in prison during the seventies.”

“Damn.”

“Yep. This is going to be only to be able to name the killer to give the families some peace. In a way, I’m kind of hoping that it isn’t the father, because I would hate to have to break that to the family.”

“Yeah, it would be hard enough for them knowing the guy was a sick bastard who liked little kids, but to know he killed his daughter and her friends, which would be hard to hear.”

“I agree,” Charlee said as she looked back over at the computer she was sitting in front of. 

I turned my attention back to the wall of boxes and hummed as I considered what case I would choose. The week away had been great, I’d spent it relaxing on the beach and soaking in the sun. But by the end of the week, I was ready to get back into it and start another case.

As I stood and walked along the boxes, I pondered each name. Usually, it was the name of the first victim and the area. Some of course had nicknames that the media had dubbed the killer, but a lot of the time, those cases tended to be solved fairly easily. I ran my finger along each box as I tried to use my intuition to find the case that called my name. 

Finally, I stopped in front of a box with my finger pressed on the name. Wight. 1991. I wasn’t quite a teenager, still enjoying spending time with Dad over the school holidays, with dreams that one day I would be a cop.

“Did you decide on one?” Harris asked as he stepped in beside me.

I nodded and tapped on the box. “Let’s take it back to the nineties.”

Harris chuckled and nodded before lifting the box that was on top so I could pull out the Wight box. It was heavy, which meant there was likely to be either a lot of evidence or a lot of victims. If it were the latter, I hoped that we would be able to solve it quickly. I needed to bring peace to the families.
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Chapter Two
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Harris

My independence from Maverick was becoming a problem. I had missed him while he was away for a week. It was ridiculous, I found myself pining for him when the girls weren’t with me. Before he’d gone away, I’d been staying at his place when I didn’t have the girls. And even though I was in charge of looking after Thor while he was gone, it wasn’t the same. Even Thor seemed to miss his presence. I was excited to have my best friend back at work. It was getting a bit ridiculous.

“What did you pick?” I asked with way too much enthusiasm in my voice.

Maverick looked up at me with his brow raised and chuckled before shaking his head. He had a box spread out on the desk as he perused the case he’d chosen. 

“Well, I thought at first this was going to be a fairly easy one,” he snorted and shook his head again. “But it’s not going to be so easy, I don’t think. I can’t work out why this first case was lumped with the rest. I can see the connection of the others, but this first one, actually the first three, don’t seem to connect.”

I hummed and moved the first three records over to my seat and opened them up. “There has to be a reason that the original investigators put them together.”

“Yeah, but other than the fact that they were all women who were killed, that is about all I can find.”

“Same MO?”

Maverick screwed up his nose and shrugged. “I suppose so. They were all strangled, but the others all had signs of BDSM being involved. The first three were straight strangled; they were sexual assaults.”

“What about a DNA match?”

Maverick sighed. “I’d love to tell you, but I can’t find any paperwork about DNA on the first three victims. All the others matched.”

“Oh, goodie, this one is going to be just wonderful,” I growled sarcastically. “Fucking sloppy policework, it seems to be the story of our lives.”

Maverick chuckled. “Yeah, I guess things happen just a lot better now.”

I hummed again. “Alright, so what have you got?”

Maverick grabbed the whiteboard marker and moved the board to the desk. “All in all, there are seventeen victims associated together, however, I can only see exact connections between fourteen of them. The first three, Redonna Wight who was killed in 1991 and dumped in an empty warehouse on Barkly Street in St Kilda, then a week later cops found the body of Gardenia Powell who was dumped in an empty house on Punt Road in Richmond, not far from the Golden Eye Brothel and then Shannel McLoughlin who was found on the foreshore of St Kilda Main Beach.”

“Where were the others found?”

“All in abandoned houses.”

“Okay, so the only one that sticks out is Shannel McLoughlin, who was found on the beach. Do we know what they all did for jobs? Or their lives?”

Maverick picked up the list he’d made. “Redonna, Gardenia and Shannel were all prostitutes. Gardenia worked at the Golden Eye Brothel, but Redonna and Shannel worked Grey Street in St Kilda.”

“What about the others? Were they all prostitutes too?”

Maverick shook his head. “No. That’s the weird thing about this. Out of all seventeen victims, there were only ten who were prostitutes. There was even a cop.”

My eyes widened, and my mouth dropped open. “And they let this case go cold?”

Maverick shrugged. “I don’t know why they did. But yeah. She was a uniform and had only been on the job for a month or two. Her name was Tamecia Perry.”

I hummed and frowned as I slowly shook my head. It wasn’t like the police force to drop a case or let it go cold when one of our own was involved. There had to be more to this story, and I was nervous about where it was going to take us. 

“I reckon we need to focus on Tamecia first,” Maverick said as if he was reading my mind.

I nodded. “I was just thinking that. I want to know everything about her. All of her background and who she was working under and who she was fucking.”

Maverick hummed. “Fuck, I hope this isn’t some kind of cover-up.”

“Me too,” I replied with a sigh. I stood and clasped Maverick’s shoulder. “But I’m glad you’re back to work with me.”

Maverick laughed. “Did you miss me that much?”

“I missed you more than even Thor did.”

Maverick threw his head back and boomed a laugh. “I missed you, too, Harris.”
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Chapter Three
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Tamecia

(1992)

“What are you doing tonight, Tam?” Rory asked as he leaned against the locker beside me. Beneath my clothes, I had tight-fitting lace underwear. Some of the guys at work knew about my extracurricular activities, but I tried to keep them off the job as much as possible. I hadn’t even meant for them to find out, but when I first joined the St Kilda precinct, one of the guys had walked in on me while I was changing out of uniform and saw the leather brace I had been struggling to put on. It didn’t take long, and it was around most of the station. Guys like Rory picked up on it and decided to attempt to make life hell.

“None of your business,” I grouched as I reached into my bag to pull my perfume out and spritz some on my neck.

“Let me guess, you are going to the club? What will be tonight? Whips, chains? A little choking?”

I rolled my eyes. He was right. I was going to Freya’s, the kink club I was a member of, but I wasn’t about to admit it to him. Rory was an asshole. He tried to do something every day to remind me what a bastard he was.

He reached out his hand before I had a chance to stop him and slid it up under my shirt, crudely grasping my nipple through the thin layer of lace, making me wince in pain.

I slammed my hand down on his arm and jolted backward. “Fuck off, Rory. Don’t fucking touch me,” I snarled with venom.

Rory shook his head and chuckled. “You let every fucking guy in the club touch you and then here you pretend like you’re some kind of pariah. Bitch, you’re nothing but a fucking slut. I know it, half the fucking guys here know it.”

Rory encroached on my face, and I took another step back, which made him chuckle darkly. “You know they are trying to get you kicked out of here.”

I tried to keep my face straight at the news, but I was too slow, and Rory saw my reaction. “Why?” I questioned.

“Because you’re a slut. You’re a cock tease. You walk around the station like your shit doesn’t stink, but every night we all know you have your ankles up around your ears and being fucked in every hole.”

“My sex life has nothing to do with my job,” I argued.

“It does when the public realise one of their protectors is a degenerate and into weird kink-like bestiality.”

My eyes widened. “What the fuck? Rory, I have never been into bestiality. That’s fucking sick.”

Rory laughed. “Is it? Is it really that far of a stretch to think that a woman who likes to be chained up and fucked, beaten, whipped and hot wax dripped on her wouldn’t fuck a dog?”

I growled and slammed
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