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The drama of the Zeeka Series continues in Zeeka's Ghost: Revenge of Zeeka Book 4.

The book is the fourth installment in the five-book Science Fiction series, Revenge of Zeeka and can be read as a standalone.

Dr. Steven Sharpe is engrossed in inventing a miracle cure for Alzheimer’s disease. Unknown to him he and his wife Mandy are targets of enemies. 

Their lives may be at stake. 

Steven must find a way to hunt down and apprehend ruthless kidnappers and save his beloved wife.

The sudden appearance of Zeeka's Ghost upsets Steven.

Does the ghost have evil intentions?

Is the ghost here to harm or help Steven and Mandy? 

How will Steven deal with a ghost on one hand and kidnappers on the other? 

Here is what an Amazon Reviewer said: 

Extending from her Zeeka and the Zombies trilogy is Mohammed's most nostalgic offering, Zeeka's Ghost. Zeeka is back but not at all how you expect. Unresolved issues, regrets, and love are all splendidly woven together with the right mix of startling plot twists the author is masterful at. Fans of the series will not be disappointed and new fans will be caught up to speed in no time. Another thrilling read! 

ZEEKA’S GHOST: BOOK 4
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A BROKEN URN
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The inhabitants of the Isle of Gosh appeared to have long recovered from the horror that took place two years before when Zeeka and the Zombies had terrorized the island. The island’s chief source of revenue was tourism, and tourists from all over the world flocked to the island to enjoy the white sandy beaches and fun entertainment areas.

However, did they forget?  Three natives were conversing in a dimly lit bar in a secluded part of the beach. It was January 2038, and the bar still maintained the rustic appearance of thirty years ago, unlike the posh modern ones in the city.  

There were two empty bottles of scotch on the table next to an ashtray filled with cigarette butts. Their conversation was muffled. They huddled together speaking in hushed tones. A perky waitress, in a bright red dress, smiled as she went up to them and asked, “Hey, my name’s Jean. Would you like anything else?” Without looking at her, the burly looking one waved his hand backward to send her away. She mumbled, “Bloody drunkards. Can’t expect a tip from them.” 

She stopped at an adjacent table to pick up the empty glasses and eavesdropped on part of their conversation. One of them was saying to the other two, “Those zombies killed my brother in a horrific way. His wife received money from the proceeds of Zeeka’s estate. 

What about me? What do I get for losing a brother? Did they think to throw a bit of money her way was fair compensation? They should be made to pay more.” 

“Criminals,” Jean muttered as she walked away.

Newlyweds, Steven and Mandy, relaxed on the leather reclining chairs in the living room of their brand new home with outstanding views of the sea. The sound of the waves lashing against the shore was most soothing to their ears.

They were discussing how lucky they were to get their posh island villa at a bargain price, just a couple blocks away from Mandy’s sister, Janet, and Raynor, Steven’s brother. The upper floor of the house had three bedrooms, each with its private bathroom, and a large wrap - around porch. 

The kitchen, living room, dining room, utility area, and a vast study area, were on the lower floor. There were living quarters for a helper adjoining the house. An elevator connected the upper with the ground floor, but there were also steps, in the event of a power cut. 

Steven and Mandy were a loving couple with many shared interests. Steven was in charge of medical research at Gosh Central Hospital, and Mandy was a part-time nurse. Neither one could conceive, but they were not disturbed about that. 

Ophelia, the brilliant two-year-old daughter of Janet and Raynor, frequented their home. She had grown into an adorable little girl, with peachy skin, dark brown hair, and dark brown eyes. They loved her, and she loved her aunt and uncle. Whenever Janet and Raynor needed a babysitter, both Steven and Mandy volunteered if they were available. They loved to read stories to her and watch her fall asleep.

While dozing off in each other’s arms, there was a knock on the door. Mandy jumped up to see who it was. It was Janet’s helper, Miranda, a robot, holding Ophelia’s hand. 

Miranda said, “Mandy, can you keep Ophelia here for a short while until I finish my chores? Janet and Raynor are at the hospital.”

“Sure,” said Mandy. “Steven and I are not planning to go anywhere today. It’s not a public holiday, but we have some time off. We’d keep her.”

On hearing that, Ophelia ran into Mandy’s arms and said, “Aunt Mandy, will you tell me the story of Hurricane Katrina?”

“I will, Ophelia,” Mandy said, as she hugged her close to her. 

“Do you know that is a real event? It happened thirty-three years ago. I was a little girl like you when that hurricane destroyed New Orleans.”

Miranda thanked Mandy and left.  Mandy took Ophelia into the study.

The large study had two state-of-the-art computers and bookshelves with Steven’s favorite books on Medicine and Technology. A few of Mandy’s favorite books, which she had read several times, were also displayed. She cherished those books. Mandy was a fan of horror and other genres. She had a wide variety of books for adults and children by many famous authors.  

Close to the window there was a shelf with paraphernalia, and an urn containing ashes. Mandy always meant to ask Steven to do something about the ashes in the urn. Whenever she saw it, it brought back memories of Zeeka and the Zombies. Although she was not present physically at the time they wreaked havoc on the island, she had seen it all on the daily television news.

There were two large comfortable couches in the room, and sometimes Mandy and Steven would relax on them, and read a book or two.

Ophelia pointed to a book on the shelf and said, “Aunt Mandy, can you read me that book please?” Mandy turned to the shelf, took the book down and looked at it. The name was ‘The Ghost of Normandy Road,’ by John Hennessy. She said, “Ophelia darling, this book is not for kids. It is a horror story. I cannot read this book to you.”

Ophelia pointed to another. Mandy checked, and it was “Sam’s Song,” by Hannah Howe. Mandy chuckled and said, “Ophelia, these books are for grown-ups.

Let me get you “Snow-white and the Seven Dwarfs.” 

She looked around. She could not see Ophelia. The window was open. “Ophelia, where are you?” she called out. At that moment, Steven walked in laughing. “There she is,” he said. “She is behind the curtain.”
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