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My debut novel Prisoner was released at
the end of November 2019, after a lengthy
writing, re-writing and editing process
that spanned nineteen years in total. Yes,
you read right - nineteen years.
The first draft was handwritten and
started in 2000 - when I sat on a quiet day
on a car sales site I owned at the time. I
came up with the basic premise and realised
that I had a start, middle and end, so
started writing. The opening scene of Max
the dog fishing the arm of victim three from
a stream was more-or-less fully formed
and some of the main characters came to me
pretty quickly.
After three and a half years, the
first draft was completed. Then life took
over, career, divorce and bringing up two
youngsters took priority over writing. I
still wrote poetry and some short stories,
but I didn’t have the head space to edit
and rewrite Prisoner, so it was shelved,
literally.
Since getting it transcribed a few
years later, Prisoner has undergone five
re-writes, each time getting better, as I
learned more and got better at writing.
Even some of the character names have
changed since that first draft to make them
fit with the story. There are also a few
chapters that never made it into the final
rewrite.
At the end of 2017 I approached a
fantastic copyeditor, Richard Sheehan,
who, after reviewing some sample chapters,
agreed to work with me on Prisoner. I
received the copy-edited version of
Prisoner, from Richard in May 2018 and set
about working through his suggestions.

Most of which made it into the final draft.
This was another huge learning curve and
some of the things I learned from working
with Richard have informed the way I have
written since. Pace and flow are really
important when trying to tell a story in
a way that has people wanting to turn the
page or read just one more chapter; and
sometimes my desire to over-describe slowed
the pace.
Along with a great edit, Richard did a
timeline for me to track events throughout
the novel helping me to make sure the
chronology flowed. There were parts in
the early draft that didn’t marry-up and
Richard pointed out places where, for
example, it should have been a Saturday and
I’d started a paragraph saying it was a
Tuesday morning.
While all this was going on I realised
that I needed to learn much more about the
indie-publishing world, as I’d decided I
wanted the control that comes with going
the indie publishing route. For me it was
about wanting to decide what my title was
going to be, how my book cover was going
to look and having the freedom to decide
when I was going to publish, none of which
you completely control in the traditional
publishing world. I also spoke to lots of
authors who’d had really poor experiences
with traditional publishers, having the
initial excitement of getting a contract
only to still be unpublished two or three
years later.
So, I enrolled on Mark Dawson’s 101
Self-Publishing Course and started learning
how it all worked, as an indie-author. The
more I read and learned, the more the dream

of being a published author was starting
to look like a reality. The encouragement
of other writers who’d been on the same
journey and were ten, fifteen or even twenty
books further down the road and writing for
a living, made me see that it was do-able.
Next was the cover, Stuart Bache, is the
genius behind the cover of Prisoner and
crafted a front and back cover, together
with the image that now symbolises my
story. Suddenly, Prisoner looked and felt
real!
The Images……
The scenes in Prisoner are sometimes
graphic and the places, I hope, conjure up
images in the minds of my readers, that
transport them to the destinations in the
story; help them to live out the scenes
with the characters and immerse them in the
world of DI Lomas Baxter and his team.
As a writer you can’t help but writein some of the traits of people you know
or have watched and observed, together
with places you know and can describe in
enough detail to set a scene in someone’s
imagination.
The images contained in this collection
are of some of the places and buildings,
that inspired some of the scenes in
Prisoner. I will tell you the story behind
each, why it was used and how it influenced
me. I’ll also explain what part it played
in my life at the time I came across it
and more importantly how it became part of
Prisoner.
I hope you enjoy it
Heath
P.S It may include a couple of spoilers
if you’ve not finished Prisoner yet.

In the opening Chapter of Prisoner,
Tom Anderson’s dog, Max, retrieves
an arm from a stream. The arm turns
out to be the first body-part of
Titia Matthews, victim number three
in the hunt for a serial killer
that DI Lomas Baxter and his team
are already involved in.
Over the course of the next few
days, multiple parts of Titia’s
body are given up by the stream
and a picture of a sadistic and
calculated killer starts to emerge.
The pictures above are of the
water meadows in Wickham, a small
village in Hampshire with a 13th
century village-square and a pub

called the Kings Head.
One of the other things I do
outside my day job, is singing in
the rock-covers band, Rapid Tranq.
In the thirteen years we’ve been
playing pubs, clubs, festivals and
Army gigs, we’ve had many-a-great
Christmas night out here, after
having a curry around the corner.
The Church of St Nicholas,
which dates back to 1126AD, is
just outside the village, on an
original roman road that still
forms the basis of the road running
from Wickham to Petersfield through Southwick and over the
back of Portsdown Hill.

My two children both went to
school in Wickham and we spent
loads of fun afternoons at the
water meadows after school,
dropping sticks into the water,
watching them wind their way around
the twists and turns of the stream.
I also lived in a village,
called Knowle Village, nearby and
worked in a Medium Secure Unit,
on the outskirts of Wickham from
late 2005.

Some of the locations that
inspired scenes in Prisoner are a
combination of places I’ve been.
When I’m describing them as part of
the story, sometimes they converge
in my head to form brand-new
places.
An example of this is the road
and entrance to Hundred Acres
Wood, in the Forest of Bere, near
Wickham.
This tree-lined road and dense
woodland,
where I used
to go off-road
mountain
biking with

friends, became the setting for DI
Lomas Baxter’s arrival on the scene
where Titia’s arm was discovered.
The woodland and the stream, I
mentioned earlier, are a couple
of miles apart, but when brought
together it gave me the perfect
scene for this first gruesome find.
When I saw this picture it in
black and white, it set a very
different tone to the woods I’ve
known for so many years and
transformed it from being a place
teeming with all that
nature has to offer, to
one where a murderer
could dispose of a
corpse, undetected.
There are many places
to get from the road,
into the woods unseen
and I’ve spent hours
riding in there, sometimes
without seeing another
soul.

On a sunny day beams of light
pierce through the dense canopy and
cast a warm glow over the paths
and green, clearings. The woods
are often occupied by dog-walkers,
families and people on mountain
bikes, but when my mind turned to
the secluded areas and tree-lined
paths, it quickly became a place
where this opening scene could play
out.

Tall, imposing gates stand at
the entrance to Louis Matthews’
long driveway - hiding his home
from the view of passers-by and
giving the retired stockbroker the
seclusion he sometimes craved.
The husband of victim three, is
a tortured and confused soul and
without giving too much away, if
you’ve not read it yet; throughout
the course of the novel, his
story unfolds, like no other.
This house, or at least what I
assume is a house, as I’ve never
seen it, is tucked away, a little
further down the road from the
secluded entrance to the forest,
on the last page.
I’ve driven past it many times
and always imagined what kind
of house sits at the end of the
driveway and who might live in
such a home.
When it came to imagining
a home for Louis and Titia
Matthews - the idea of the

mystery house hidden from view,
helped me create a place where
readers could experience the
wealthy, dysfunctional pair living
their estranged life and bubbling
dislike for each other.
Inside their house, I pictured,
a grand staircase, painting covered
walls and acres of space for Louis
to rattle around in, while trying
to reconcile his feelings for
his missing wife, with the guilt
amassed through his selfish and
lust-driven desires.
As the story of Louis and Titia
unfolds, the reader gets dragged
into the sub-plot, that is Louis
Matthews’ life. While grieving
for his murdered, wife, Louis’s
life unravels in a series of plottwists.
The theory behind the Louis
Matthews’ story came about after
imagining some of the worst things
that could befall someone living in
the lap of luxury.

The Pines, which is the restaurant
where Louis and Titia Matthews
dine and entertain their friends
and families, was based on a place
called The Radcliffe.
The Radcliffe was a private
members club, just outside Fareham.
In one of the parts of my career,
I was a partner in an electrical
contracting business. During this
time, we did a whole range of
electrical work to convert, what
was a large house, into a private

members club. Complete with themed
rooms, kitchens and bars.
As the contractors who carried
out the bulk of the work for the
refurb, we were invited to the
opening night, which was attended
by the likes of Chris Evans and
Katie Price.
At 7.00pm, on opening night, we
were still connecting the lights
behind the mirrors in the toilets,
due to a last-minute request by the
owners, as the guests were arriving

at the front door. Then it was a
quick change into our suits and out
to enjoy the night, which was a
late one.
On a quieter, more private
evening, we sat in the annexe,
which you can see to the right of
the main building, and had a few
too-many, with Nick-the-Greek, from
the Guy Ritchie Movie, Lock Stock
and Two Smoking Barrels. Steve
Marcus, who played Nick, was a real
gent, and a pleasure to have a few
beers with, even of it was until
five in the morning.

Nearly twenty years ago, when my
kids were much younger, and I was
in the early stages of writing
Prisoner, we lived in an area
called Locksheath, just outside
Southampton. I would drive past
the end of this quiet-looking culde-sac, daily, either on my way to
work, popping round to the shops or
when I was out for a walk - pushing
a pram.
It always looked so quiet and
calm. Just the kind of place
Virginia Appleby would have
brought up, Anna-May. In the story
I describe Anna-May’s road as
having picket fences, instead of
the high wooden fences you see in

the pictures above. They also had
pretty, well-tended gardens, which
may be there but are hidden from
view in real-life. This was an
image that I thought more fitting
for the peaceful and sheltered
existence Anna-May may have had;
before she became victim four.
Anna-May’s house was at the
bottom of this quiet close and
weirdly, although I always liked
the look of the road, I never
ventured down there until I took
these photos. It actually bends
around a little to the right,
which I didn’t imagine at all when
looking down it on my walks, or
when writing about it in Prisoner.

I grew up in a village called
Brinsworth, just outside Rotherham,
in South Yorkshire. Like all kids
who grew up when I did, in the 70s
and 80s, we knew the back-alleys
like the back of our hands.
There’s a twisty hill that runs
through the middle of Brinsworth,
called Whitehill Road. Growing up
it was known as Windy-Whitehill.
We used to race down it - first
on bikes, then on motorbikes and

in cars. Behind the houses that
outline the hill is a big park,
with paths that link exits, on all
sides.
The one in the picture aboveright comes out of the park,
between two houses and out onto
Windy-Whitehill. When I was writing
the scene where the killer attacks
Anna-May and bundles her into
the back of the van, this is the
alleyway and road I pictured, as I
was writing.
At night this hill and the alleys
leading from the park always had an
ominous feel to them and although
me and my mates didn’t stray over
this way very often, when we did it
always felt like we were a long way
from home.
The arrows on the birds-eye view,
show how these two spots interplay, to make the scene come to
life.
The killer watching and waiting
for Anna-May to take her usual
route to work and come out of the
alleyway and down the hill, to
unknowingly meet her fate.
The last person to see Anna-May
alive is a paperboy, who also sees
the van she’s thrown into, although
he doesn’t see the abduction
happen.
I’ve delivered papers on this
hill.

The heading on this page is a line
used by the wife of convicted sex
attacker, Gordon Dawson.
In this scene I describe his wife
answering the door to DI Baxter and
DC Taylor when they come to his
home to check his van, which is one
from a list that match the killer’s
vehicle.
The house I imagined him living
in was one in a row of terraced
houses like the ones in the
picture.
This is Mill Lane in Treeton,
which is a mining village my mates
and I used to knock about in, in
our teens. Once we could drive and
get a bit further out than the
alley-ways I mentioned earlier.
Behind these houses, as described
in the scene at Dawson’s is some
land where people have always
parked their cars and vans; and
in the Google-earth image you can
see some of them parked around the
back.
It was this layout that was in
my head when I was writing this
chapter.

Just at the top of this picture
is a bridge that narrows and has a
brick wall at each side. It passes
over a railway line and the way the
bridge is constructed means that
if you come down the hill from the
other side, the bridge is flat and
then drops away quickly.
This feature was exploited fully
by me and my mates in our cars as
we would regularly get our car
wheels off the ground as we came
down the hill and over the bridge.
The right angle turn at the
bottom off the hill, turns into

Treeton Lane and is a long straight
road that goes along the side of a
slip of water.
I’m sure you’re getting the
picture by now - but much of my
youth was spent racing cars and
bikes with my friends and this
road, along with more locally,
featured regularly.
My apologies to the local
residents of the late 1980s...

The school in this picture always
struck me as a quaint-looking
little school. The way schools used
to be.
Between 2002 and 2005 I worked
for Southampton City Council, doing
electrical testing in all their
schools and civic buildings. I
wrote lots of poetry during this
time and in the first half of
working there was finishing the first
draft of Prisoner, which as I said
earlier, was written long hand and
now lives in three folders.
Anyway, this school is in
Bitterne in Southampton and was one
of the many schools that I worked
in during the three years or so
that I worked for the council.
It was always a happy place, with
lots of coloruful hand drawn
pictures on the walls and lots of
noise, the way a school should be.
We used to get into the schools
early, about 7.00 a m, working our
way around the building usually

managing to clear the
classroom-based work well
before the kids and even most
of the teachers got there.
Then we’d grab a cuppa and
maybe a biscuit as they all
filed in for their day’s lessons.
This was the place I had in
mind when creating the character
of Christina Marley and her prickly
head teacher, Mr Irons.
From the place this picture was
taken, just over the road from the
main entrance, you can imagine the
killer sitting, planning and
watching the clockwork punctuality
of Christina as she came into
school every day; oblivious to her
impending abduction.

When I was a little way through
writing Prisoner a friend of mine,
Tony, and I were in the pub, having
a couple of well-deserved beers on
a Friday after work.
The Titchfield Mill, pictured
here, is a lovely pub just over the
road from the village of Titchfield.
The village dates back the 6th
century. St Peters Church that sits
in the middle of the village is
recorded as being established in

680AD making it one of the oldest
in the country.
If you get chance, it’s a lovely
little village to visit.
I digress. On this particular
‘beer o’clock’ evening, Tony and I
had made our way along the road
from the Fisherman’s Rest, another
great pub opposite the ruins of
Titchfield Abbey, into the Mill.
We were served by a young woman
wearing a name badge letting

customers know that she was called
Elinor-Mary Clarke (I may have
changed the spelling over the
years).
The way her name flowed struck me
as being perfect for one of the
characters in my book. I told Tony
this, who thought it was hilarious.
After another beer or two, I
remember asking Elinor if I could
use her name for a character in a
novel I was writing, after first
assuring her that I wasn’t being
weird and wasn’t trying to hit on
her.
(If you knew Tony you would know
that he found this conversation
more amusing, the more it evolved)
She didn’t agree at first. When
she asked what character her name
would be used for and I told her
she would be a murder victim, I
thought she was going to say no, or
refuse to serve me anymore beer.
But to my surprise, after a little
thought, she agreed, and as a
result she is mentioned inside the
front cover of Prisoner.

DI Lomas Baxter and DC Drew Taylor
have been really popular among
readers of Prisoner and I’ve had
some lovely comments about what you
think of them as characters.
As you’ve hopefully gathered,
Prisoner is set in and around
Southampton, as is my second novel,
Khan. Which will be out in late
2020. (Shameless plug!)
There’s so much going on in this
city and the places that sit
alongside it on the south coast
that I can’t help but be inspired
to come up with new plot lines and
colourful characters. (I do love a
bit of people watching…)
So when I was thinking about the
structure of Lomas’s character and
those of his team, this building
just outside the centre of town and
close to the docks was the obvious
place for them to be based.
There’s one scene where Lomas and
Drew leave the station and the
hotel across the road is mentioned.
In my earlier car sales day, we had

a particularly rowdy Christmas
party (one of many) in the Novotel
that is opposite what is now the
police station (it wasn’t there
then).
I really enjoyed creating Lomas
and Drew. I didn’t want a tortured
soul as my lead police officer, as I
think there are few of them around
in crime fiction and they’re written
so wonderfully that I didn’t
want to replicate any of them.
His strength, determination
and sense of purpose are what
drives him and Drew is using
both Lomas and his boss, DCI
Marie Carlton as her rolemodels.
I’m looking forward to
seeing how they grow and
develop in the DI Baxter
stories that follow Prisoner.

They say you should write what you
know and in the case of Lomas being
a gym-rat this couldn’t be truer.
I started throwing weights around
in my late teens and by the time I
was twenty/twenty-one I’d entered a
handful of bodybuilding
competitions and not done too
badly. I came second in each one,
only beaten by guys on steroids,
which I wouldn’t take.
I’ve been addicted to the gym
ever since and have had the
privilege of training with some
great people over the years,
including members of British
Powerlifting Squad. I still throw
weights about today, but after a

motorbike accident in 2019 that
resulted in me having a broken back
amongst other injuries, I now do so
in a very different way. Although as
a side note the broken bones have
now healed.
In the pictures above is Fort
Fareham, built in the 1860s it’s
one of the original coastal defence
forts. In its prime it carried
forty-nine seven-inch RBL guns, for
the military history buffs out
there.
It was sold by the Ministry of
Defence in 1965 and is now an
industrial park. Burrowed into each
of the arches is a separate
industrial unit, each with their

own use and character.
As you can see from the
pictures, it’s still
active today.
Back in about 1991, one
of the units, just beyond
the motorbikes in the
picture on the right used
to be a gym that I went
to pretty much every day.
This was during a time
when I was in the Royal Navy, as a
helicopter engineer based just down
the road at HMS Daedalus, in Leeon-the-Solent.
The family atmosphere created by
the two brothers, Calvin and Ady
Turner, who owned the gym was one
that has stuck with me for years.
This not only meant it was a great
place to train, it also meant I
hung around longer than I have in
any other gym since, chatting to
friends or spotting people with
their lifts.
When I was writing the scenes
involving Lomas in the gym, there
was only one place that was in my
head; a proper spit-and-sawdust gym
at Fort Fareham.

You may have gathered from the
places I’ve shared and the life
experiences they relate to that
I’ve had quite a varied career to
date. My view is that life is about
experiences, and I’ve experienced
quite a lot so far. So, by way of a
quick potted history - by no means
a CV - here’s a quick summary.
I left home in Yorkshire at
eighteen and joined the Royal Navy
as a Helicopter, Electrical
Engineer, or Pinky-WAFU as they’re
‘lovingly’ referred to. Had my
knees chopped up at Haslar Hospital
and was told I couldn’t climb on
aircraft anymore at twenty-one.
Came out on a Wednesday in November
1992 and started selling cars on
the Friday – which I did in one way
or another for about the next ten
years.
I then went back on my tools
doing electrical testing for
Southampton Council in 2002, where
I put myself through college on an
electrician’s course and was a
partner in an electrical company.
In late 2005 I made the jump out
of both the motor and construction
industries when I knocked on the

door of an NHS - Medium Secure
Forensic Unit and asked if they had
any jobs. I started as a support
worker on the intensive care ward
of this 78-bed hospital and so
began my journey in health and
social care. Ten years and a
Masters Degree later - working in
the NHS, in mental health and
learning disability services; I
moved over to the charity sector
and Enham Trust - a 100 year-old
disability charity, based in the
village of Enham Alamein, near
Andover in Hampshire, where I’ve
been the CEO since October 2016.
Alongside all of this, when I’m
not writing, I am the lead singer
in a rock covers band called Rapid
Tranq, which I’ve been doing since
2007. We were formed from a group
of staff in the Medium Secure Unit
to entertain the patients and have
been playing together ever since.
So, there you go, a little bit of
an insight into what goes on, on
the other side of my eyes. I hope
you’ve enjoyed the images and
stories I’ve shared.
I’d like to finish by thanking you
for reading my scribblings and

leaving some lovely reviews. I hope
I can continue to entertain you with
my stories for many years to come.
Heath

