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        The Zombiology World… So far

      

      

      The Reset

      A zombie apocalypse is here, but figuring out how to survive in the immediate aftermath is only the first step.

      Elaine is just an ordinary woman, but when the apocalypse occurs, she must find a way to survive in an increasingly hostile world. Enter Liam, the policeman who saves her at their first meeting and provides assistance as they try to cope with the zombie outbreak brought about by an unknown infection that’s spreading out of control.

      Together they form a community, trying to save as many lives as they can, a place where people can be safe. Even in the throes of disaster though, emotions creep up, taking both of them by surprise. Who knows? They might just get their happy ever after…if they can survive.

      

      I Dream of Zombies

      After the apocalypse the world was a different place. Those who survived did so by wits, strength and by banding together. 

      Julia is a soldier—not by choice but circumstance in a world where taking up arms is a necessity. She’s buried the softer parts of herself including her heart.

      Leroy on the other hand is a warrior. An ex-soldier who has to come to terms with what he hides and a loner by choice. 

      Now they have a mission—retrieve those missing from Camp Queanbeyan. Survival is just the first step on a rocky road toward redemption and there’s no guarantee of success.

      

      Six Million Dollar Zombie

      What do you get in the middle of a zombie apocalypse when you mix Canberra, a Priest and Kindergarten teacher?

      Sparks. Lots of red-hot sparks of passion.

      Dove may be a priest, but he’s also a man and he’s been alone for a long time. Rescuing Leonie by the side of the road is just the first step on a journey no one expected to love.

      Leonie is running. Her family is gone, the zombies are chasing her, and she’s rescued by a priest on a motorbike and taken to a community which welcomes her.

      Life should only get better, but the forces who began the apocalypse are building an army of mutated, super-strong zombies. They plan to overtake everything those in the communities have built.

      Times are only going to get tougher until they can defeat those with no interest in survival.

      

      Make Room For Zombies

      The Zombie Invasion—a failed government experiment—continues to spread…

      When Adrienne makes the decision to pack up her infant twins, Leanne and Fiona, and make for an island, she has no idea just how much her life will change. The young widowed mother of two-month-old twins can’t stay where she’s been, because they’re demanding more than she can give. They need her to be a warrior—something she isn’t. The only option is to run to the idyllic island off the coast of Queensland.

      The island might be cut off from the mainland with just one fortified bridge, but Jack knows it won’t take much for the zombies to invade. With a half baked plan to blow up the bridge and the self-proclaimed mayor missing in action, he doesn’t really need more responsibility.

      That is until he meets Addie and the babies. Now, he’s got so much more at stake than just the islanders protection. He’s got a ready made family, if they can just survive the next few weeks.

      Only time will tell, especially when zombies are involved.
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      For my granddaughter. Welcome to the world, little one.

      Grandmere loves you.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        No author is an island and in this instance, I’ve needed assistance from a professional with regards to the demolition of the bridge.

        A huge thank you must go to Aaron (my on-call engineer), who answered questions he never thought he’d be asked (mainly about the best way to demolish a bridge without explosives.)

        I’ve learned more about engineering and physics than I ever expected in this book!

        Thank you also to my family for their understanding, to my handy-dandy editor Sassie and my lovely cover designer Fantasia Frog/Spittyfish Designs.

        Thank you to my wonderful reader group who keep me going by constantly asking for more!

        Lastly thanks to you, lovely reader, for purchasing my book.

        If I could ask one last favour, it’s remember to leave a review of the story.

      

        

      
        Imogene Nix

        Kingaroy

        2021

      

      

    

  


  
    
      Please note:

      

      The UK and USA share the English language, but there are many words that are spelled differently. Some words have extra letters in the British spelling, such as the word cancelled. In American English, it is spelled  canceled. There also words that interchange the letters c or s and sometimes z. For example, in America, you spell offense and in Britain, it is written as offence. We also use the letter u in many words, such as colour and flavour. These spellings are not incorrect.

      We also have alternative words. Nappy, for example, is used in place of diaper and these are not incorrect terms, simply those appropriate in an Australian setting.

      Also, please note:

      Local Government is the term used in Australia to describe a City Council or Municipal Authority and is considered the third tier of government.

      This book is written in UK English to reflect my Australian/English background.
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      Adrienne Goolem kept up the pace, her ancient car reliable though not beautiful, rolled along the pitted asphalt, dodging the wrecks here and there. In the backseat, she could see the twins, Leanne and Fiona, sleeping the day away.

      “Keep at it,” she muttered. The worst and most dangerous time were yet to come.

      The fuel gauge was moving close to red, and she knew she’d soon have to find somewhere to fill up. It meant stopping. Getting out of the car…

      Leaving the babies unprotected.

      But what other option is there? No, she’d have to chance it. There’s no way she’d reach her destination without that last top up.

      A dilapidated sign ahead beckoned. Carefully she angled the vehicle in, up against the bowser, and took a moment to look.

      Quiet.

      She turned off the engine, waiting another heartbeat. Eyes scanning wildly, looking for signs of shuffling creatures.

      Adrienne tugged the keys from the ignition and slid out. “Stay here. Stay quiet,” she murmured to the sleeping babies.

      She ran now, around the back of the car, slipping open the cover and snatching up the nozzle, hoping like hell it was unlocked.

      The fuel sputtered out, and she gave silent thanks, shoving it into the tank, hearing the thrum as it flowed.

      When the handle clicked, she shoved it back, reached into her pocket for a note, and slid it under the rock before closing the lid and running back to the door. She, like many others, had taken to leaving money out on the bowsers. Who or if anyone collected it, well, that was a matter for the owners, wasn’t it? At least she’d done the right thing.

      She slid into the seat, inhaling deeply, and closed the car door. Not a second too soon either, as the dirge she knew well filled the air. It terrified her, because she knew what would show itself all too soon.

      The engine sputtered when she tried to start the car, then died. Her blood pressure spiking. So much at stake. It wasn’t just her, but two innocent babies in the backseat. “Come on,” she entreated, feeling the sting of tears, and tried once more. This time the engine caught.

      On a whispered ‘thanks’, Adrienne—or Addie, as anyone who’d known her before the plague called her—steered the car onto the road, letting the thunder of pumping blood and organ settle back into a usual rhythm.

      When she’d set out for the island, it had been with the knowledge she was leaving the relative safety of the hospital behind. For a settlement only whispered of by other survivors. 

      All she knew for certain was that the long bridge between the island and the mainland was going to be severed. Keeping their ability to get back to the mainland by boat. “I can live with that,” she told herself. 

      Whatever it took to protect the two in the backseat.

      They were all she had left.

      ***

      Jack looked at the bridge. “And when do you want me to drop two sections?” The long, nearly kilometer stretch that joined them to the island was an imposing structure of concrete. He still thought the plan was as crazy as the first time he’d heard it two weeks ago.

      “As soon as possible. Our temporary fencing is doing the job for now, but the creatures are becoming more focused on reaching the island. Yesterday, Tommy shot one who made it through the first barrier.” The self-proclaimed mayor shook his head. He was the councilor for the island region and the most senior elected person locally to survive the initial wave. “Said he was a huge bugger.”

      Stripping his boots and socks, he made his way onto the soft sand and squatted, looking up. “It’s not going to be easy. Those girders up there? They’re huge and solid concrete. Not going to be easy to move. I’ve got to work out what we have that will do the job, Sir. I might be an engineer, but it’s got to be safe and effective. Not half-assed.”

      The man gasped like a fish. “But—”

      “If I’m going to ask people to risk their lives, I need to minimize those risks. They aren’t dispensable.”

      The mayor harrumphed and Jack turned away, heading for the road.

      At the car, he brushed the sand clinging to his feet, slid on his socks and shoes and climbed into the car, waiting for the mayor to follow. “If there're any drawings at the office, I’ll have a better idea. I need to think, chat to my guys. See what equipment we can come up with.”

      The car slid away from the curb, smoothly, as Jack considered the situation they now found themselves in. The country abandoned by the world. Small enclaves of safety springing up here and there. As a result, safety, availability of foods and healthcare had become priorities.

      Being the only engineer on the island, a lot of the infrastructure issues had fallen on his shoulders. He needed to ensure there was a long-term plan for water and sewerage. Investigate ways to boost and maintain the electrical infrastructure, while also stopping further incursions of zombies onto the island. Not much. He had to hold back the snort that rose.

      “Drop me off here,” the mayor demanded as they came upon the police station. “I have a meeting with the Sargent next.”

      Jack pulled over and waited for the portly man to clamber from the car, beads of sweat rolling down his face; heaving a sigh of relief as the mayor tottered inside the building. Not that he didn’t like the man, it was just that the guy didn’t understand the realities of Jack’s job. 

      “And if, by some chance, we do once again form a united government, then we could all become accountable for our actions.” No, I won’t take shortcuts. Whatever I do, I’ll make sure to do it right.
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      Abandoned vehicles dotted the entrance to the bridge, and even worse, rats and rabid dogs circled certain vehicles. Looking too closely wasn’t in her plan.

      Large mounds of earth were evidence that the inhabitants of the islands had disposed of the remains of the zombies, and the more unfortunate few who’d been their prey.

      Her hand shook, but in the distance, she spied hastily erected towers. “Makes sense,” she whispered, pleased the babies remained asleep.

      It wouldn’t last long if the tingling in her breasts was anything to go by. They’d slept well for the last three hours, but they were only two months old and feed time was quickly coming upon her. 

      She needed to get across to the island before they woke and demanded her attention.

      Her fingers gripped the wheel, eyes darting left to right as she slowed and steered over toward the bridge. The sign proclaiming ‘Harbor Island Estate, 5km ahead’ was bent and covered with brown… Is that dirt? 

      Blood. Old, dried blood spatter. The knowledge crashed into her mind, and she gulped as nausea rose in her belly, greasy and sour.

      Once the vehicle stopped, she waited, wondering if someone would come out to greet her. The chains wound multiple times around the enormous gates, and she noted the large padlock. The gates themselves were topped with what appeared to be wickedly sharp barbed-wire and again the knowledge that she was now unprotected in no-man's-land with two tiny babies cut through her.

      I should have stayed at the hospital. At least we were safe there.

      The refrain she’d been fighting off looped through her mind. But she hadn’t been able to stay, not really, or at least not long term. The guy in charge had made that clear. She wasn’t a cook or a cleaner. Neither was she a doctor or nurse, and with no idea how to shoot, she’d been a liability. One day soon, they’d expect her to take up arms. The idea of that had her stomach sinking again.

      Even now, looking around for any sign of the horribly mangled gray shufflers was more about staying safe than getting rid of them. The private religious school she’d attended had driven home the ‘thou shalt not kill’ too well, she mused.

      A clanking sound echoed, and she turned back to the bridge. “Hey, you want in?”

      “Yes,” she called, feeling suddenly lightheaded. 

      “Move the car out of the way then, grab your stuff and—”

      “I… I can’t! I’ve got babies in the car. All their things.”

      The man sliding through the reinforced metal archway stared. “Babies?”

      Her stomach knotted. “Twins. Two months. I can’t carry all their stuff.”

      The man on the other side of the gate stared. “Damn it.” He screwed up his face, as if thinking rapidly. “Alright then. I’ll open the gate and you’ll have to squeeze the car through. Once you’re all inside, I’ll radio across to let them know a car is coming.”

      Adrienne started the engine. The first baby woke and whimpered. “It’s okay, sweetie. Mummy’s here and I’ll feed you soon.” Of course, it wasn’t like there was time to stop now, and she knew soon that whimper would become a cry. Wake the other twin, and the cacophony would begin.

      The man opened the gate and the many locks hanging off it rattled loudly. She slid to a stop once she’d cleared the metal, and he closed it with a clang.

      Turning off the engine, she slid from the car, aware that Fiona was now awake alongside Leanne and demanding her attention.

      The man blinked again. “I need to radio ahead, as we aren’t allowing cars on the bridge. They’re getting ready to drop it.”

      “What?” Adrienne couldn’t contain the squeak. “That means...” She must have looked like a gasping fish, mouth wide open.

      “Not today, I mean. But in a few days. Planning. It’s why they want no more cars coming this way. Don’t want anyone to get caught up.” He held up a handheld radio and began talking while advancing as the wails of the babies grew louder.

      “Hush, my darlings,” she whispered, opening the doors. 

      Even as she did, a dirge of moaning horror began, and the man looked to the gates. “You go. I’ll let the other side know why. Now get those babies out of here, they’re like bloody beacons to the undead.”

      He didn’t have to tell Adrienne again. Slamming the door shut, she scurried around and hopped into the driver’s seat. “Thanks!” She started the ignition and rolled the car forward. It wasn’t until she’d travelled some distance that she finally settled, and once she’d safely cleared the bridge, a waiting committee had gathered.
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      Jack didn’t know why he was here. The rotund little Mayor had insisted on his presence, along with a nurse and one administrator–—a woman in her fifth decade. “I’m an Engineer,” he growled.

      “Yes, yes.” The mayor’s head bobbed up and down like a puppet working overtime. “Even so, you are the most senior surviving member of the council staff. The Executive is dead.”

      In the distance, he could see the little car moving slowly across the bridge, as if the driver was concerned about speed limits. The garbled message from Lucas was a woman with kids in the car… The zombies heard the grizzling and had converged en masse. But he had it under control. The cracks of shots echoed over the water. So here he was, a welcoming committee along with the mayor and a nurse.

      When the car was within hearing distance, on a section of the bridge still some distance away, a sound—squalling, his mind told him—made itself heard. Now he could make sense of the message as the wails of infants in distress reached his hearing. “Shit! Baby.”

      The nurse—Sheila — a woman in her mid-thirties, grinned. “Babies,” she corrected Jack.

      He spun to stare at her. “What?”

      “Multiples. That wail is more than one. And hungry. No wonder it attracted them. Even a whimper from an infant would do it. They’re attracted to the sound, and I guess it’s evolutionary.” She glanced up the road, spying a shady park. “We need her to pull up over there. That sounds like hunger to me.” Then she marched in that direction, and Jack rolled his eyes this time.

      “Like, I’m a parking inspector?”

      The mayor hee-hawed like a braying ass. “That’s so funny, Jack. Yes, well, perhaps the formal welcome would be better coming from you.” On that note, the little man scurried away, dragging the vacuous administration officer after him.

      “And where do I house…?”

      But if the mayor heard, well, he gave no sign. Neither did the woman with the fake black hair almost hidden beneath a bright orange emergency services cap, her pants a headache inducing lime green along with her turquoise y-neck tee.

      Jack stomped up as the car came to a stop with a jerk. The woman behind the wheel, face stark white and drawn, stared at him. “I was told…”

      The angry screams from the back of the vehicle had him peering inside the car. “Oh my god, new babies.”

      “Look, they’re hungry and I need somewhere…”

      His wits gathered. He pointed to the tree where the nurse waved. “Park in the shade and we can talk while you feed them.”

      The woman bit her lip and maneuvered to the spot indicated. As she climbed out, he didn’t miss twin wet spots on her shirt. His mind whizzed on autopilot.

      She grabbed a folding chair and set it up before grabbing first one then the other baby, which she deposited in the nurse's waiting arms.

      “Oh dear, you’re leaking,” the woman murmured, and the driver glanced down at her shirt, before blushing a deep crimson. “Settle yourself and I’ll change the first while you get started. Do you tandem feed?”

      The woman blinked and nodded. “Normally, but I don’t think…”

      “That’s okay, get yourself ready,” soothed the nurse.

      Before his surprised gaze, the young woman was unbuttoning her shirt, and he wondered if he’d entered the twilight zone.

      With no concerns, she tugged on her bra, exposing a creamy breast interlaced with dark blue veins. The nipple rosy and distended. When the nurse handed the first baby over, it rooted for and found the nub, opened wide and took it within its mouth. The wailing slowed then as the nurse fished around in a large bag and settled to attend to the baby she still held.

      Jack couldn’t believe what he was seeing, neither could he look away. The woman, totally unconcerned now, cooed over the suckling child.

      “Well, it seems like your feeding is established,” Sheila commented, and this time, when the mother looked up, she clearly noted Jack staring.

      “Oh…  Sorry, you had questions.”

      Jack startled. “Oh, uh yes. My name’s Jack… But maybe you’d like me to wait until you’re done there?” He waved a hand at the baby.

      “Fiona. She’s older by fifteen minutes and always the first to make her presence known.” With a smile, she nodded to the now quieter babe being rocked by the nurse. “That’s Leanne. She’s quieter, but already quicker to grasp onto what’s happening. Look, I don’t know the protocol here, but I came because I was told you’re establishing an island for those who cannot fight. I need to be somewhere I can raise my babies. Somewhere safe. The hospital I left this morning…” She gulped. “I have to be prepared to fight if I’m there. I can’t. It’s not what or who I am.”

      “And do you have a name?” Jack asked, noting that she swallowed.

      “Adrienne Goolem. I’m a single mum. My husband, Darcy, died in the first wave. Because of my advanced pregnancy, I’d been sent to the hospital to wait out delivery and the all-clear. Except it didn’t come.“

      Jack considered what she’d just shared. A widow. A young one at that. With twin girls. Soft, with a cloud of russet hair and bright blue eyes. 

      “Okay. I’m not the one who’s in charge. That’s the mayor—or self-styled, if you will. He sent me over to greet you but didn’t make any arrangements for where you’ll stay, and it’ll be night soon.”

      She nodded, the baby releasing her breast, and she hefted it over her shoulder, rubbing until a tiny belch erupted and handed that baby to him. In his hands it felt… breakable. Fragile.

      She adjusted her bra before exposing the other breast, accepting the second infant, then the nurse retrieved from his meaty hands. Fiona, he reminded himself again.

      The feeding continued, and she cooed at the baby in her arms. 

      In his mind, Jack turned over the possibilities of where she’d stay while the nurse asked some questions he didn’t really understand. Postpartum, vaccinations and testing, which the beauty, Adrienne, answered quietly.

      The nurse placed the baby into the carrier after a nappy change, and as soon as Adrienne finished, she did the same with Leanne. Meanwhile, once the small folding chair was stashed, she raised herself up. Stared at him. “Where do I need to go? Do I need to find someone?”

      “No. It’s too late to be travelling far. I’ve got a beach house close to here, so come home with me.” Truthfully, he did not know where that had even come from, just that on some level, it made sense.

      “But the babies…”

      He shrugged. “I’m not much of a sleeper anyway, and you’ll be safer this way. Otherwise, we’d have to go to the police station, arrange accommodation and so on. We can sort all of that out tomorrow or the day after. When you’re all rested, and I’ve had time to check in.”

      The nurse smiled. “Well, looks like everything is sorted for now. Given today’s Saturday, there won’t be anyone easy to contact tomorrow. Come down Monday if you can, get Jack here to bring you down to the clinic, so I can grab the babies’ records and some of your details.”

      She retreated, and Jack watched her wander off to her car. 

      “Should I follow you?”

      Jack shook his head. “No. I only live down the road, so I walked. If you’re okay, I’ll drive us there and we can get you settled.”
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      She didn’t know who the man Jack was. He seemed nice enough, except for staring at her while she’d been feeding the babies. Not that unusual, she told herself. Before having babies, she’d also found the act both interesting and intimate.

      “Umm, so why not put me up in a hotel?”

      He quirked a brow. “Electricity and water. We’re planning to move people from the further flung areas into the apartment blocks and houses, so we can keep used infrastructure to a minimum. So, currently, the buildings are full of workmen and people wandering in and out. Until I can get to my office on Monday, I can’t say which buildings and apartments are available. And I’m guessing with the two in the back, you won’t want lots of noise waking them during sleep time?”

      The thoughtfulness threatened to undo her. “I’m… Gee, it’s been a long time since anyone asked me what suited. I mean, the hospital was great. Safe. But there were rules, and I knew, soon enough, I’d need to fight…” Tears pricked her eyes. “It’s why I left. I’d heard about the farms down south and nearly went there, but it was a long way and I’d have to travel by myself. With the babies. The stuff I heard.” She shuddered. “I couldn’t take the risk, so instead when I heard about here, I made plans.”

      “It takes bravery to do something like that. But we’re making plans too. Going to drop sections of the bridge so we only have to monitor the beaches. We can protect ourselves, and the island is big enough we can be self-sufficient. There're cattle being trucked in next week from the farms in the hinterland. We’re getting paddocks ready…”

      Her eyes widened, taking in the plans he was describing. “Wow. So, you think this shouldn’t be an issue? Me and the babies staying?”

      Jack turned, and the burn of his sapphire blue eyes shot right through her. “No. We’ve laid in supplies already and we’ve only got a few thousand people here. But the flip side is there isn’t enough to look after everything all the time. If we play it clever, we can work on keeping the main lines for water, sewerage and so on in good repair so those living here have a decent standard of life.”

      Adrienne blinked. “That makes sense, but you’ve clearly done a lot in a few short months.”

      His generous mouth flattened. “We had to. Once people started dying and turning, there wasn’t much else we could do. We have to keep everyone else well and healthy.”

      Considering his words, she could see the truth in them. But, given all that, it obviously couldn’t be easy for anyone. 

      “Lots died here?”

      “Yeah.” Adrienne wondered if he realised how much that single word revealed.

      He made one last turn then stopped in front of a high fence. Before she could hop out, he’d opened the gates and was back in the vehicle. They drove in and he parked the car in the yard.

      Taking a moment to scan the house, she breathed deeply. It was a large, old-fashioned colonial structure. The high veranda sweeping around, freshly painted, the ornate fretwork the kind you saw on the grand old ladies of Brisbane. The ones where the rich lived.

      “It’s beautiful,” she whispered.

      “It was my parents' home. Now it’s mine.” 

      Once more, his tone revealed pain. She wondered if they’d been casualties of the plague that swept the nation, but kept her mouth shut. If he wanted to tell her, he would. 

      “Let’s get you and the babies inside, then I’ll ferry your stuff.”

      Jack reached down and gathered the nappy bags, leaving her to release the catches on the babies’ seats, which also doubled as capsules.

      He opened the door for her, and she stepped through the gate at the bottom of the steps, then shadowed him up. On the verandah, she turned and gasped, noting the view. The sea, now a dense blue-green, appeared to stretch forever and in the distance, and the bridge was illuminated by lights. “That’s so pretty!”

      “It’s a bloody beacon, but until we can demolish part of it, we have to be on our guard.” His words were terse.

      She whipped around, almost dropping one baby carrier as she digested his words. “What do you mean?”

      “As far as we can tell, zombies have terrible sight, though they aren’t blind. They’re attracted to sound and brightness. Smells as well. The babies are a huge beacon. But the lighting out there? It calls to them too. They mass and attack in bigger numbers when the lights comes on, wanting to get across to the island. They see the street lighting, and sometimes the sounds of people carry on really still days. It’s why we fortified that section at the start of the bridge. It’s also why we don’t actually let cars on… especially at night. The sound travels and of course, newer models have automatic lights.”

      “Are we safe?” Nausea churned deep in her belly. 

      “At the moment, we appear to be. We think we’ve tracked down all the walkers on the island, though being sure is an entirely different thing. Some hide… It’s like they’ve got better brain capacity than others. But the bridge… Until we sort it out, there’s always going to be danger.”

      Have I left relative safety for something else? For less security in my stubbornness? For a moment, blind panic coursed.

      He must have seen it on her face. He reached out, took the capsules from her grip and steered her toward a deep chair.

      “We’re safe in here. Now sit down and I’ll get you a drink. Coffee? Tea? Water?”

      “Water’s… Water would be great thanks.” Her gaze settled on Fiona and Leanne, and she exhaled. Working hard to get a grip on herself. “I’m sorry. I—” 

      He returned and squatted down beside her, handing over the cool glass. “It’s okay. Really. This whole situation is… It sucks.” 

      “Yeah. It really does.”

      “Just take a moment,” Jack offered, “then I’ll show you to the bedroom. Okay?” He disappeared for a moment before returning with a large glass in his hand.

      She nodded. “Thanks. I’m… This is really kind. I mean, you don’t even know my name.” She thrust out a hand. “I’m Adrienne. My friends all call me Addie. These are my daughters, Fiona and Leanne.” Addie pointed to the capsules. 

      He gazed at her, the look determined. “Welcome to my home, Addie. My parents…” now Jack shook his head. “My parents left the house to me, when they passed. It’s big and empty and it’s nice to have someone else in it.”

      She bit her lip. “Did they pass recently?”

      A shadow crossed over his gaze. “Yeah. They were victims of the water plague.”

      “I’m so sorry. That would have been hard.”

      “It… It was.” 

      She didn’t miss the guilt that swept his features, and she knew, in that instant, he’d done what was necessary to give them peace. She reached out, gripped his icy hand. “You can’t have had it easy.”

      He smiled. “No. Well, drink up. I’ll go get the rest of your stuff.” He pushed up and retreated, leaving her sitting there contemplating the mess they were all in. 
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