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        Days of Our Zombies

        

        Tom and Kelly were always meant to be together, until he left for the police academy, and something occurred. Something so big, that she broke off their budding relationship without any explanation.

        Kelly has a secret. One so big and destructive that it changed the whole path of her life and made it impossible to be with Tom, the one man she’s always loved. And still does.

        Tom is learning a lot about the things that changed his life. About his father, and Kelly. What he now knows would have destroyed him in the past, but now he knows the truth, he’s desperate to find a way to breach the distance between them. Except zombies aren’t going to give them the time Tom needs to fix the shattered trust between them.

        When they learn about the zombie evolution, and how much more dangerous they’ve become to their island community. He’s working right alongside her, and trying to show Kelly that she can both trust him, and his love.

        All they have to do is survive.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        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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      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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      Kelly looked out at the water, the same body of sea that had always soothed her ragged nerves. Nothing was the same. Nothing could ever be the same.

      “Dad, I wish you hadn’t left me.” Tears burned, and nothing took away the pain that radiated deep inside her chest. The sense of aloneness was more than she could bear. Her future here on the island was now a question she couldn’t find an easy answer for. So much had changed in only a couple of years.

      Sand whirled in eddies around her feet.

      Once, she’d have thought she’d have someone to face this with. She’d been so sure in her teen years…well, at least until that fateful day. Now her future was a desolate wasteland.

      It would be so easy…

      The refrain she’d battled with for years, the one she’d been so sure she’d beaten back until her father’s death, gnawed at her. Her wrist itched, and she rubbed it absently. Just as she always did.

      “I will not let you win.” She turned and left the sandy shore, her feet making hushed whoofing noises as she made her way to the grassy edges and toward the cabin where she’d lived most of her life.

      She had tasks to accomplish, a game face to put on, and a life to live.

      ***

      Thomas looked again at the crumpled page on his desk. The same one he’d been looking at for months. He knew the words intimately, having read them so many times. ‘Case closed’ and ‘lack of evidence’ had jumped out at him. It was bad enough his mother had never let on, nor had his father. They’d kept the truth from him, the same way everyone around him who may have known did, and when he returned from the academy, there’d been not a word. Even worse, he couldn’t be sure they hadn’t kept quiet because his father had threatened those around him.

      The day Kelly had handed the missive to him, on the jetty, he’d been so sure, but doubts rose, and he’d decided to look through his parents’ things. The stuff he’d simply shoved into cartons when they’d passed. And the truth was there in black and white. The diaries his father had religiously kept but hidden until after he’d served his time in prison for fraudulently appropriating the retirement savings of his clients.

      The way he’d crowed when he’d returned and the sad look in his mother’s eyes. It was all a kind of truth he’d avoided, even though he’d seen the signs. After he’d been trained to discern truths… His father’s comments every time he and Kelly had gone out. The crass comments about ‘getting some jiggy time.’

      The diary in his hands though, that was damning.

       

      The stupid bitch. I asked her to tell her parents to not press charges. Or at the least to have Tom testify. The whole time she stood there, looking at me like I was some kind of worm. Teasing me with nipples erect under the swimsuit. What was a man supposed to do? Ignore the come-on? The fucking nuns got in the way. I only got a taste of the girl, not even a decent grope. If I get my hands on her again, I’ll teach her a lesson she won’t soon forget.

       

      The contents of Thomas’ gut curdled. He’d let Kelly down on the jetty, the same way he’d let her down all those years ago, even though he’d been too young and immature to understand it.

      “Fuck.” He dropped his now aching head into shaking hands. Facing these truths was nothing short of horrifying.

      A knocking came from his office door and his best friend, Jack, entered the room. “What’s wrong?”

      Thomas squeezed his eyes shut for a second, then looked up. “I’ve been a fool. A blind fucking tool of a fool at that.”

      Jack’s face creased. “I doubt that’s the case, but I needed to let you know that Kelly’s dad died. They’ve taken his remains to the crematorium.”

      He almost reeled. “Kelly’s dad?” He sounded like a fucking parrot, but the words refused to lodge in his brain.

      “Yeah. Addie was going to stay with her, but she wanted time alone. I thought…”

      Thomas knew exactly what jack was thinking. Only, he didn’t have the right to intrude now. Probably never would again. The invisible knife thrust deeper into his aching chest.

      “I…” Thomas shook his head. “I doubt she needs to see me right now. She told me…” He grabbed the letter and thrust it into his friend’s hand. “My father put the moves on her, and that’s why she cut me dead.”

      Jack’s gaze narrowed. “And you didn’t know?”

      Thomas glared at Jack. “Well, you know, we sat down and planned it…” Realising how childish that outburst sounded, Thomas sighed. “No. I knew nothing until she handed me this. So, I got looking. I found my dad’s diary. He hid them all, I guess to make sure nothing self-incriminating could be found.” Disgust echoed in every word. How he loathed the knowledge that his father was an even bigger sleaze then he’d learned. “He had Mum hide them, and she did.”

      “Your mother was a good woman.”

      “He hit her,” Thomas announced. “When I wasn’t around. She was scared. I found a journal. She never told anyone about it. Wrote down that her counsellor made her keep it. I think she was planning on leaving Dad, then they had the accident.”

      Jack stared at him, the moment stretching out, but his eyes glittered with understanding and empathy. “I’m truly sorry, Tom. I didn’t know. I would have done something if I had.”

      Jack’s sympathy was too much right now, because the bubble in Thomas’ chest kept growing, threatening to suffocate him. “Yeah. Look, I need to do something. Keep busy. I was thinking, we saved one family, and there’s bound to be others who’d benefit from being here. Young families, hiding out. We could…”

      “That’s why I came. Our radio operator got word of some families hiding out near Tirrogerren. They were safe until recently. There’s been incursions. The big bastards are getting closer. We can help them if we can get to them quickly.”

      Thomas squared his shoulders. “Tell me everything you know.”
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      Kelly grunted and lifted the net. Times out here on the water seemed almost interminable, so she’d taken to fishing further afield. Today, she’d crossed the channel and looked beyond to the empty mainland. The sound of the wind, the rock of the boat. If she closed her eyes, she could almost think that nothing had changed.

      “And yet, you’d be wrong.” The tang of salt settled on her tongue, and she reached for the water bottle, taking a swig to wash away the taint.

      A sound caught her attention, a flash of colour following.

      It sounded like, “Help!”

      Sitting up, Kelly squinted.

      A child, maybe ten or so, sprinted down onto the beach, while the harsh dirge of the undead echoed.

      “Over here,” bellowed Kelly, waving her arms frantically. “Swim here.”

      The child looked up and dove into the water, arms churning with untutored moves.

      Out into the sunshine lurched three large creatures. “Shit!” She hit the button to start the motor while screaming, “Swim faster!”

      The child reached the side of the boat as the first creature lumbered into the water.

      Kelly pulled the child aboard then returned her attention to the controls, and the boat shot forward. “Hold on,” she yelled and pulled them away from the beach, aware of the frenetic beating of her heart.

      Loud, long moments passed before she cut the engines. The child stared at her, face scratched and bruised. “Am I safe?”

      “Yes, you are. But what are you doing out there on your own?”

      The girl shrugged. “It’s how I live. Mum and Dad are zombs, and I live where I want. Do what I want and find what I can to survive.”

      Her mouth must have been hanging open at the belligerence in the child’s voice. “On your own?”

      “Yeah? And so what?”

      “They nearly caught you.”

      “Nearly, but not quite. Hey, this is a nice boat. Where do you live?” The little girl cocked her head to the side.

      “On the island. But if you’ve got no parents, how do you survive?”

      The girl’s face shuttered. “I get by.”

      “My name is Kelly. What’s your name?”

      “Why do you want to know?”

      The girl was cagey and angry. Just like Kelly had been in those early days after Jack’s dad. She’d need to tread carefully if she wanted to help the girl. “Because I can help you. I could take you to the island, and you could be safe. Go to school and so on.”

      The girl blinked. “There’s no schools. You’re lying.” It was as if a chink of hunger had opened, and Kelly wondered what kind of background the girl had before today.

      “There are. We’ve got teachers, and nurses, doctors, and police. Babies too. There’s tons of houses and, best of all, no zombies.”

      The girl’s face became bland, but the need to know more was evident in her eyes. “I could go there?”

      Kelly nodded slowly. “You sure could. If you wanted to.”

      “You’re not one of those pervs, are you? Picking up kids and—”

      Laughter shot from Kelly’s mouth. “No. I’m not a perv. I’m just a fishing woman who saw a kid in trouble. I want to help you if you’ll let me.” She softened the words, having seen the girl flinch when she’d laughed.

      “Why?”

      Kelly blinked. “Because I can. Because that’s what most people would do.”

      The girl grunted. “Jessica. My name’s Jessica, but no one uses it these days.” She shrugged thin shoulders in the misshapen t-shirt. When Kelly looked down, she saw that the girl wore no shoes, and blood pooled at her feet.

      “We should get your feet cleaned up and bandaged.”

      Jessica looked down. “Oh. I didn’t feel it.”

      Holding in a sigh, Kelly wondered if the girl was living on nerves, but refrained from speaking. “I’ve got a first aid kit here. Sit down and I’ll get you cleaned up. Have you had something to eat today?”

      “Food? I found a tin this morning. I think it was fish, but it tasted yucky, so I didn’t finish it.”

      “I’ve got a beef stew here or some sandwiches if you’d rather.”

      “Like, home-made?” Jessica’s eyes shone, then she shut down the eagerness, and a layer of cynicism settled on her features. “Sure,” she grunted. “So long as it doesn’t leave you short.”

      Jessica clearly wanted to appear tough, and Kelly felt the burning of tears. At least this time it’s not self-pity.

      Kelly reached down to the large bag at her feet and drew out the heater dish and cutlery, then handed them to the child. “Put your feet on this,” she said and dragged over a bucket. “Eat, while I see to your feet, then we’ll get underway.”

      The girl ate with gulps and quick snatches, like she’d been starved, and given the sparseness of her frame, that wouldn’t be too great a leap of logic. Kelly kept herself quiet and set about washing the deep lacerations on Jessica’s feet, wondering the whole time if she wouldn’t be best letting a doctor look at them. Since Jack and Thomas’ trip to the mainland, they had medical professionals who could do most anything. Except save Dad.

      She swallowed the lump which lodged in her throat. Her dad had been living on borrowed time since his heart attack years ago, and without the medication he needed, they all knew there was a chance this might come to pass.

      “You’re crying. Why?” Jessica inclined her head.

      “My dad died recently, and I was thinking about him.”

      “You said there were no zombies,” Jessica accused.

      “No. He had a heart attack. Dropped dead in the kitchen, and I found him. It was… horrible.”

      Jessica nodded. “My mum and dad both died. Dad got sick and bit Mum. She made me run away, ‘cause she knew what would happen. I’ve been on my own since then.”

      “When was that?” Kelly asked, hoping the girl might tell her more.

      “Last winter.”

      “That’s like over a year.” Kelly fastened the bandage on Jessica’s foot. “You’ve been alone that long?”

      The girl looked away, a sneer on her face, and Kelly knew that attitude. Now wasn’t the time to question anything else. “Look, are we going to get moving or what’s your plan?”

      “Sure. If you’re finished eating, come and hop into the chair and we’ll head home. I’ve only got a light catch today, so we’ll motor into town and unload.”

      “And me?”

      Kelly bit her lip. “Well, I need to talk to the police. Thomas, he’s…” She frowned, wondering how best to attack the situation. “Jack is in charge of the island, and he and Addie, his wife, have twin babies, and another on the way, so you won’t be able to stay with them.”

      “I’m not staying with a guy. I can look after myself if—”

      “I don’t think Jack would allow that. Maybe… You could stay with me at the cabin? Or someone else might be able to take you in while we settle things.”

      “You’re not so bad. At least, I don’t think so. I could stay with you.”

      Unsure quite how to take that, Kelly smiled. “Well, I have a spare room. We just need to organise you some clothes and get you enrolled in the school. Maybe also a doctor’s visit—”

      “I don’t know about that.” Now, for the first time, there was a glimmer of something in the girl’s features that pointed to terror.

      “He’s a nice guy, or there’s his wife. She’s also a doctor. Just let them check you out, see if there’s anything you need, and we can head on over to my home. It’s by the sea.”

      “I like the sea. I spend days there sometimes. I was heading for my usual spot when they found me.”

      Kelly waited as the girl stood and padded over to the seat. “Fasten up, this goes pretty fast once I’m moving.”

      Jessica obliged and Kelly restarted the motor, checked the compass, and turned toward the island. The child stayed quiet for the trip, and Kelly used the time to consider the circumstances and what she’d learned. Jack would likely want to talk to the girl, see what information he could gather about the zombies.

      ***

      Thomas watched the boat cleaving through the water. After talking with Jack, he’d thought long and hard, and finally decided that Kelly needed to hear what he had to say. It wouldn’t be pretty, but he’d spill his guts. Maybe she’d understand. Maybe she wouldn’t, but he needed to tell her what he’d learned. He owed her that much.

      Adjusting his sunglasses, he frowned as he scanned the rapidly approaching craft. Two people, not one. “What the…?”

      His heart thud, his guts clenched. Someone else? Who?

      Jealousy. It wasn’t an emotion he would normally attest to, but this was Kelly. The woman he’d loved for a long time. The one he’d thought had done him wrong, until now he knew it was the other way around. His casual disregard for what was before him had been his undoing all those years ago. Had he finally realised it, only to lose her when a second chance was unfurling?

      He strode down the jetty as the craft slowed then came to a halt. She slid from her seat, and he watched the precision of her movements. The way she grabbed the lines and fastened the boat spoke of years of practice, as if every action was like a well-oiled routine.

      Beside her bobbed another head. Now he could clearly see it was a child. A girl.

      He moved swiftly, legs eating up the distance. “Kelly? Who’s that?”

      The grace of her movements was replaced with a wariness he hated, noting the way her actions became jerky. “Thomas. Hi. This is Jessica. She was being chased by zombies.”

      “On the island? Where?”

      Kelly shook her head. “No. I was near the mainland, looking for fresh fishing grounds and about to set some crab traps, when she headed in my direction. She was being chased by big zombies. Like, huge. Muscled and without the usual decay.”

      Thomas frowned. She knew that area was out of bounds, but he kept that thought firmly chained. “I don’t…?”

      “We need to see Jack, but first Jessica needs to see the doctor.”

      “What, she’s been bitten?” He glanced down at the girl who’d shrunk in beside Kelly, and he noted the way Kelly slid a hand back, as if keeping her shielded. That hurt, cut right through him.

      “No. She’s hurt her feet, and I want the doctor to look and see if she needs stitches or a tetanus shot.”

      “I’m not getting a needle,” the girl growled.

      “We’ll see what the doctor says, then we can talk about it, Jessica, okay?” Kelly stated, ushering the girl forward but sliding her on the side away from Thomas.

      “Jack needs to know,” Thomas ground out, and Kelly nodded.

      “He can come to the medical centre then, because that’s where we’re headed. You can either take us or we’ll walk,” Kelly declared.

      He eyed the boat. “What about the fish?” He knew the hold was refrigerated, but he also knew she didn’t like her catch to wait.

      Kelly sighed and glanced at him. “It’ll wait until the guys get here to unload it. They usually do that for me anyway. Let’s go.” She ushered the young girl forward and up the jetty.

      Thomas felt like a fool. He’d asked the kinds of questions only an idiot would ask, and yet, she’d answered him, all the while letting his fury at the situation simmer. The opportunity to talk about what felt super important mere moments ago had melted like ice-cream in the sun. He felt adrift—a feather on a breeze—and Thomas was discovering he didn’t really enjoy that situation.

      ***

      The feel of Thomas’ gaze on her back burned. Kelly was still super aware of Thomas. Hell, she’d expected to have been married to him now, if not for the curveballs life had tossed her way.

      In a different life, perhaps there may have been a chance for them to overcome all the obstacles, but not now. Hope had faded away, and she was an empty shell. Oh, she put on a good show, so no one really knew the emptiness inside her. Funny, saving Jessica today had done something to awaken emotions long forgotten. Made her feel like she had a chance to change. Kelly bit her lip, feeling the bitter sting of regrets and wishes. She needed to get her head back in the game, because she had a feeling Jessica would test all her limits.

      “Where are we going?” Jessica demanded, and Kelly couldn’t contain the smile at the girl’s query.

      “Just across the road here.” At the road’s edge she checked more from habit than any expectation of traffic. When Jessica made to step out, Kelly stopped her. “We still have cars, so you have to check.”

      The girl grunted, and Kelly smiled again, then ushered her across the road, after being assured they’d not get run over.

      At the door, Kelly stopped. “If you need to talk to the doctor alone, you tell me, and I’ll leave. She’s honest and nice.”

      Jessica nodded, and they entered the building. Kelly was well aware that Thomas was trailing them. She stopped at the desk and peered around the corner. “Is there a doctor in?”

      Cherie Neilson, one of their newly installed medical team, popped around the corner, smiling, then stopped. “Well, I don’t think I’ve met you before,” she said, her gaze on the young girl.

      “Jessica, this is Doctor Cherie.” Looking at the little woman, Kelly smiled. “Jessica has just joined us. She was escaping some nasties when I found her on a beach. Her feet are a little the worse for wear, and I’d feel a whole heap better if you’d give her a quick check-up.”

      Cherie nodded, her short hair only moving slightly with the action. “Of course. Well, Jessica, it’s up to you if Kelly joins us—”

      “I’m not going in without her.”

      Cherie’s gaze clashed with Kelly’s. “Okay. That’s not an issue. Come through to my room and we’ll start with your feet, shall we?”

      Once Jessica was perched on the side of the bed, Kelly took a chair beside the desk and Cherie got to work.

      “Before we begin, I have to get some information,” Cherie said. “I know your name is Jessica. Do you have a last name?”

      Jessica answered the questions, including her age—ten in three weeks, as it turned out—and where she’d lived. Some questions she had ready answers for, but others like vaccinations she couldn’t answer. Cherie simply smiled and said they’d see what they could find out and the consultation rolled on.

      Finally, Cherie reached out and unbandaged Jessica’s feet. “Well, that’s nasty. Kelly’s done a good job with cleaning the wounds, but I’m going to prescribe some antibiotic pills for you to take. They’re as much a precaution because we don’t know what you might have stepped in. This one,” she said and reached into a drawer, “is a broad spectrum. Take one tablet three times a day, with food.”

      Jessica screwed up her nose. “I don’t like taking pills. Mum used to say…” Then she stopped.

      Cherie moved closer. “It’s really hard as an adult to lose everything you know. I can’t even imagine how hard it is for you. If you want to talk about your parents, I doubt anyone would have an issue with that. Sometimes, the talking alone will make you feel better.”

      Jessica’s chin wobbled. “But they’re dead.”

      Cherie nodded. “Yes, they are. But that doesn’t have to mean forgotten. We can keep them alive in our memories and thoughts.”

      To Kelly, it was as if Cherie was talking directly to her, and the wave of grief she’d ignored since finding Jessica almost swamped her.

      Cherie turned now and looked at Kelly. “I heard about your father, Kelly. If you need anyone…?”

      Kelly could only nod, because right now, they were here to focus on Jessica’s needs.

      “I mean it, Kelly. And if you need a top up of your script—”

      “I’m all good. Thanks, Cherie. If there’s nothing else?”

      “Well. I have a couple of delicate questions to ask.” She turned back to Jessica. “You want Kelly here for them?”

      The girl tensed up. “What?”

      “I know living on your own is difficult. I need to ask if anyone tried to take advantage of you. Sexually.”

      The girl paled. “Nooooo…. Why?”

      “Well, Jessica, girls on the streets and unprotected are open season to those with sick and twisted needs. If you have been touched, or more, then sometimes you need help. Someone to talk to, medical exams, stuff like that.”

      “There was this one guy. He tried, but I bit him, and kicked and scratched. I ran away. He told me I had to touch him. You know, like down there.” She pointed to her midsection.

      Cherie nodded, her face a mask. “Did he hurt you?”

      Jessica shook her head slowly. “No, he just tried to touch me, and I kicked him. Between the legs, really hard, like my dad always said to do. He screamed like a girl.” She sniggered then subsided with a long, drawn-out sigh. “I ran away and hid.”

      “You did well,” soothed Cherie while Kelly fumed. No girl should have to deal with these kinds of predators, and now especially, lone girls were a serious target.

      If only you could do something about it.

      A quick glance at Jessica reminded Kelly that she was. On a small scale.

      But is it enough?

      Kelly rose from the seat, uncomfortable with the mental argument her brain had decided was the way to sort this out. “Thanks for seeing us at such short notice, Cherie. I’ve got fish in the hold, so Jessica and I should get going. If you want some, follow me down to the boat and I’ll load you up before the guys empty everything out.”

      Cherie laughed and screwed up her nose. “I’m not a big seafood eater, so I’ll pass today. Next time though, just drop me off some fish and maybe crabs?”

      “You’ve got it,” called Kelly as she and Jessica left the room. “So, that wasn’t so bad, was it?” She glanced down at the girl’s hands. “Good, you’ve got your pills. We’ll head home and you can have a rest while I moor the boat and clean it, then I’ll change, and we’ll come into town and meet with Jack.”
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      Thomas seethed. Kelly and the girl—Jessica—had taken off in the time he’d spent making his way up to his office to let the sergeant know what had happened and returning to the jetty. He’d seen the boat chugging off into the sunset.

      “Bloody hell,” he grouched, “you could have waited for me.”

      He climbed into his aging police car, and it rocked as he settled into the driver’s seat. The car moved down the street and he turned, heading for Jack’s office. “Might as well kill two birds with one stone,” he muttered.

      In truth, he felt the need for a buffer because his every interaction with Kelly since she’d handed him that letter had scoured him, and he guessed more than likely both of them. Even now, on the jetty, the first flush of jealousy was followed by fury that she’d put herself in danger to save the child. Not that he’d have done anything different, but still…

      Pulling up at Jack’s, he was pleased to see the newer model vehicle sitting outside. Dragging himself from the car, he loped to the door and entered the building. “Jack? Addie?”

      “In the office,” called Addie, and he followed the hallway to the small office area at the rear.

      In the room outside, a playpen was set up and two crawling toddlers raised themselves up and babbled at him. “Hey Leanne and Fiona. Keeping busy, huh?”

      Addie popped her head around the corner. “Come on in. We’re looking at the finalised housing allocations.” She grinned widely. “It’ll be good to have your input too.”

      She laid her hand on her rapidly expanding belly as she spoke, and when she hugged him, he would have sworn there was a decided pump to his belly. “Was that…?”

      “He or she is active today. Punching me black and blue.” But she laughed as if it were the highlight of her day.

      “Yeah, I’ll bet.” He followed Addie into the office, lowered himself into the chair beside her, and looked across the desk at his friend, Jack. “We have a problem. Kelly went too far out. Actually, she was basically on the mainland, and while she was there, a child turned up, being chased by zombies. She saved the girl and brought her back here.”

      “A child. Oh no!” Addie’s mouth nearly dropped to her chest. “Is she okay?”

      “Oh yeah. I guess she’s in the region of around nine or ten? By the looks of it, she’s been on her own for some time. Kelly’s taken the girl home with her. Jack, she’s putting herself in danger by leaving the safety of the channel.”

      Jack watched him. “While I agree, I’m pleased to hear she helped the child. A girl, you said?”

      “Jessica,” Thomas corrected. “But Kelly knows the boundaries. You need to talk—”

      “She’s a big girl. Old enough to make decisions for herself,” Jack interrupted.

      “Jack…”

      “Look, immaterial, she’s out there, and she did the right thing as far as she’s concerned. I’m not going to rake her over the coals for saving a child’s life.” His friend sighed. “I know you’re struggling and want to keep her safe, but your situation isn’t one I’m going to get in the middle of. You need to talk to her.”

      Thomas hated the truths but couldn’t argue. Jack’s right. I do need to talk to her, to clear the air.

      Clearing his throat, Jack stared at him. “I do think we should pay a visit though. Find out more about this girl and see what needs to be done. Addie, fancy a drive? It’ll take your mind off these lists, and the girls would no doubt like a chance to stretch their legs.”

      Addie rose up. “I’ll grab them—”

      “No, not when you’ve got two strong men who can’t resist the wiles of our daughters. Rest your back for a while, sweetheart.”

      Addie smiled at Jack, her features soft and lover-like, and Thomas had to look away, rather than act the voyeur, especially given that they radiated the intention to kiss. He moved back into the main room, picking up one of the twins. A tiny necklace with an ‘F’ informed him she was Fiona. “Come on, kiddo. Your parents are doing the suck-face thing, and you’re too young to watch.” It was a moment of remembered mirth, the comments about other couples kissing a left-over from their teen years.

      The sound of sniggering drew his attention, and he looked up to see Jack watching from the doorway. “One day, my friend, you’ll join the ranks of the ‘suck-face brigade.’ Then I’ll remind you.”

      Jack scooped up Leanne, who giggled at the grunting sounds he made as he did, and Addie appeared with the ever-present bag of baby paraphernalia slung over her shoulder.

      “Ready to go?” Jack asked.

      Thomas nodded and they trooped out, Addie locking the building while Jack placed the two little girls into their car seats. “I’ll follow,” Thomas muttered, aware as always that space was limited with the large seats filling the backseat.

      “Suits me.” Jack grinned. “Then I can talk dirty to my girls.”

      Thomas rolled his eyes and headed for his own car. He’d go on ahead and meet Kelly before Jack and his entourage appeared.

      The drive was silent, though not soothing. His mind whirred at a million miles with the ‘what could have gone wrong’ scenarios only his brain could conjure up.

      What if the engine failed?

      What if the zombie could swim?

      What if the girl had been bitten and didn’t realise she was going to turn?

      Every thought was more horrifying than the last so that by the time he turned into the driveway, his guts were tied into knots, roiling on a greasy sea.

      He got out of his car, slammed the door, and stalked to the front of the cabin. Knocked and waited. Silence.

      Jack’s car pulled up beside his and the two adults climbed out. “What’s wrong, Thomas?” called Addie.

      “She’s not here.”

      “Have you tried the mooring?” Jack prompted. “She’s probably cleaning the boat down before heading inside.”

      Thomas turned and stomped toward the sands, but not before he heard Addie asking, “What’s wrong with Thomas?”

      He scowled but swallowed the ‘nothing’ answer. He’d sound like a petulant bear… which was probably the most accurate description of his mindset at this point, he concluded morosely. It wasn’t that he didn’t want Kelly to get on with her life, he just…wished he were part of it.

      He crested the sandy hillock and looked down to the mooring. She and the girl were hosing the boat deck and using a broom to clear the fish scales and slime from the wood. Taking a moment, he let his gaze roam over her form. Noting that she was even more toned than he’d remembered, and the way her actions were swift and well-practiced.

      In the past, she’d given up her dreams of interior design and come home to help her father, at first claiming it was because of the heart attack. Later, she’d never raised what she wanted to be again, and he wondered if she’d been hiding in the aftermath of his father’s actions. Yet another possible revelation to shake his world. For a self-assured man of the world, you’ve been a dimwit.

      He should have known, seen the changes in her. The way she kept her distance.

      Now, he moved forward and down, heading to the pontoon. “Need help?”

      She whirled, wobbling with surprise, and lost her footing. He reached out, caught her as she fell. “Damn it, Thomas, what the hell were you thinking sneaking up on me?”
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