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Dedication


For the quiet heroes. Particularly the ones who put themselves on the line to save others. And for the ones who need saving.






Book Description


Plea Of The Damned

Have you ever done something and immediately wished you could undo it? Jack knows that feeling very well. He’s damned, bound to haunt his old school and help students until he atones for his sins. It’s the last thing he wants to do. But since the alternative is an eternity in hell, he’s not about to say no. 
Book 3: Forgive Me

As the anniversary of her dad’s death approaches, Jena is visited by a ghost who says he’s there to help. All she wants from him is contact with the ghost of her dad, refusing to believe he can’t help and unable to accept her life is in danger. Her life is too ordinary for her to ever be in danger. Things like that happen to others. People, like her father, who put themselves at risk to keep everyone else safe.
*
This story was written by an Australian author using Australian spelling.






Chapter One

Jack


Jack looked out across the school hall, watching the students dance, the music far different than what was played at the dances he’d once attended here. The music might have been different and the clothes certainly were, but the expressions on the faces hadn’t changed. Couples gazing into each other’s eyes, girls laughing, boys nudging each other and giving significant looks to their friends as a way of encouraging them to make a move and other students trying to blend into the shadows, looking uncomfortable with being at the dance. 
It was the year eleven dance and the hall was filled with sixteen-year-olds. Had he ever looked like that guy in the corner, staring longingly at one of the girls huddled with a group that kept sending rather obvious looks to a group of boys not far from them? When Rose had dumped him, had he stared at her like that? With a hopeless, lovesick look. He stepped away from the wall he stood near, sighing heavily. It was best to forget the past and focus on the future. If a ghost could be considered to have a future. He strode through the crowd, about to step outside, stopping when he saw the angel in the doorway. It had been over two months since he’d last seen him. Long months where he’d tried not to complain in case the blasted bird was deliberately making him wait to see how patient he was. It wouldn’t have surprised him if that were the case.
He managed not to speak any of the bitter words that wanted to pour out. “Who is it this time?”
The angel gestured to a girl in the arms of a boy who was a couple of inches taller than her. “Jena.”
He really tried not to ask any questions, already knowing the angel wasn’t about to answer them. “What’s her problem?”
“I’m beginning to think you’re a lost cause.” The angel slowly shook his head, a disappointed tone in his voice.
Jack barely managed not to point out that the blasted bird had always felt that way. “Leaving me in the dark isn’t doing them any favours.”
“Nor would telling you their problems.”
The angel vanished and Jack was left glaring at nothing. Muttering under his breath he faced the dancing students, trying to find Jena. It didn’t take him long. She was dancing with the same boy.
While Jack watched, she laughed at something her companion said and he grinned down at her. She had medium brown hair, hanging past her shoulders and pinned back on one side with a couple of decorative clips. Jack tried to think of a way to describe her face and could only come up with it being both angular and soft. Her brown eyes remained on the boy who held her and her dress clung to her slim figure.
Jack checked over the boy, deciding he didn’t look like he’d be much use in a fight. Although he supposed looks could be deceiving and the boy’s long sleeved shirt might hide a wiry strength, but he doubted it. Neither of them looked to be the sporty type. The boy’s hair was several shades lighter than Jena’s and his blue eyes glinted with humour, his smile remaining in place.
Jack found himself slowly shaking his head like the angel had before. They looked too young. Had he ever looked so naive? He doubted it. At least not after he’d lost his mother. Pain filled him at the thought of Elizabeth as he’d last seen her, tears streaking her face as she knelt beside his dying body, already long dead herself. He tried to pull himself away from old memories, but like the sound of gunshot he’d never been able to forget, they clung to him, playing over and over again in his mind.
One stupid mistake. Well, it had been more than one he supposed. An entire series of them had led up to the moment he’d accidentally shot Rose. He doubted Rose would ever forgive him no matter how much he atoned for his sins, which was why he was stuck at his old school helping students with their problems. He wanted Rose to forgive him. He loved her. Even after all these years. But he knew he didn’t deserve her forgiveness, no matter how much he might wish it.
Forcing the memories away, he focused on Jena. What could she need help with? The chick looked like she hadn’t a care in the world. He guessed he’d soon find out. Hopefully not before it was too late. He didn’t need any more failures to dwell on. There were more than enough of them already. Probably as many as the sins he had to atone for.




Chapter Two

Jena


Jena stepped outside, holding onto Korbin’s hand, the cool night air making her wish she’d worn something warmer. But then she’d have been too warm, during the dance, with the heated building and the students all crowded together in the hall. “Wait here for me. I won’t be long.” She started to move away from Korbin. 
He took hold of her hand, drawing her back. “Where are you going? My brother will be waiting out the front to pick us up. You know how he hates waiting.”
His brother was a pain, but at least he had a licence and could be bribed to give them lifts. “I forgot some stuff in my locker that I need for an assignment that’s due next term.”
“The one due on the first day back at school?”
She grinned. “Yeah. That’s the one.”
“If you get caught they’ll give you detention. That wouldn’t be something to look forward to after the June-July holidays. No wandering around the school during the dance will include getting something from your locker.”
She shrugged. “I’ll blame forgetting it on the upcoming anniversary of my dad’s death.” It had taken her a lot of years to be able to speak about it like that. As if it didn’t matter and was unimportant. Eleven years. A pity the way she felt didn’t match her tone.
“I’ll come with you.”
“Not likely. Then I would get in trouble. They’d think we’d snuck off to make out.”
Korbin chuckled softly. “As tempting as that sounds, my brother would kill me for making him wait so long.” He took his phone out of his pocket, checking the time. “I’ll tell him you won’t be long so he doesn’t drive off without us.”
“Okay.” She started to pull away again.
Korbin drew her back to him, kissing her before he let go. “Five minutes.”
“Plenty of time.” Turning away, she broke into a run, stumbling slightly in her high heels. She slowed, not wanting the night to end with her sprawled across the ground because she’d tried to run in the wrong footwear.
It didn’t take her long to reach her homeroom and take the papers out of her locker that was situated out the front of the classroom in the middle of the row. Luckily all the lights were on throughout the school grounds, making it easy to find what she needed. Closing and locking it, she turned away to stop at the sight of a boy standing not far from her. She didn’t recognise him. He had dark eyes and black hair, wore a white t-shirt with a black leather jacket and blue denim jeans. There was an old fashioned look about him, like he wished he could have lived in the late 50s or early 60s of the previous century. She took a step back and her shoulder collided with the lockers.
“You don’t have to be afraid. I don’t plan to hurt you.”
As reassuring as he sounded, she didn’t believe him. “Then walk away.” He was between her and the direction she needed to go in.
“Let’s see if I can manage this without freaking you out.”
She stepped away from the locker, taking another step back to put more distance between her and the boy. “I have to go. People are waiting for me. My boyfriend and his brother.” Should she kick off her high heels and run? Her mum had told her they were impractical to wear in winter. It looked like that wasn’t the only reason why they were impractical.
“Maybe one day I’ll figure out how to say this without sounding completely off the wall. I’m Jack Richards and I died in 1963 on my eighteenth birthday. I was killed here, at this school.”
Just her luck. “You seriously need some help.” She remembered her mum talking to her stepfather about a shooting when she’d first started high school here. “Why would you want to pretend to be some shooter from the 60s when there’s more than enough school shootings in the world without some lunatic glorifying them.” She tried to remember all the details of the story. The guy had shot his girlfriend and her new boyfriend, but she couldn’t remember how he’d died. She hadn’t really paid much attention.
He looked surprised. “You know about me?”
She half shrugged, eyeing the distance between them. “My mum’s a bit of a history nut. She’s got to know the history of everywhere we go.” Her five minutes had to be up. The last thing she wanted was Korbin to come looking for her and try and be a hero. Images of her dad in his uniform came to mind. At best, heroes got hurt. Usually they died.
“Well, that’s good. You won’t need me to tell you what happened.”
“I have to go.” She glanced over her shoulder, wondering which would be the best escape route.
“I’ve been sent to help you. And judging by my previous assignments, there’s a good chance your life will be in danger.”
She nearly laughed. “You’re the only danger I can see around here.”
“I already told you, I’m not here to hurt you.”
Before she could say anything, she heard Korbin call out her name. She was torn. Did she call out a warning? Try and run past Jack? Before she could decide, Korbin came running towards her, straight through Jack.
“I hate when they do that,” Jack said.
She couldn’t stop staring at Jack.
Korbin stopped in front of her, resting a hand on her shoulder. “Are you okay? You look like you’ve seen a ghost or something.”
Jack chuckled. “I wonder how many times people have said that without actually knowing how true
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