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Welcome to the second Kiera Hudson prequel book. Here are three more mysteries. The first deals with betrayal, the second revenge and the third the greatest mystery of all - love. 

I wanted to explore Kiera's background a little more in these three stories. The first book (The Kiera Hudson Prequels Book One) examined how Kiera began to develop her skills - to see what others miss. These stories, although all mysteries Kiera has to solve, I have taken the opportunity to look at her personal and inner most feelings. All of the characters we meet in later Kiera Hudson books all have a past and by that, I mean previous lost loves. Luke lost in love, as did Potter and Murphy. But what about Kiera? Did she have a first love - someone she had deep feelings for and an emotional attachment to - before she reached the Ragged Cove? 

Just as Kiera had to learn how to use her special gift of seeing wouldn't she also have to learn a few lessons in love too? I believe love is what makes and defines us. So, I thought I would take the opportunity in these three stories to explore a side of Kiera's past that previously we knew nothing about. Just as Kiera is learning about herself, we are learning more about her too. As a writer that's what makes writing about Kiera so much fun. 

Of all my characters Kiera Hudson is the one who seems to have taken on a life of her own. Just as I hope she leaps from off the page as you read her adventures, she too jumps off the page for me as I write them. And I think too that Kiera's story has become more than just an adventure - it has become a life. 

Without doubt Kiera Hudson is the most popular character with the people who follow my books. I know others have their own personal favourites but on the whole Kiera wins the popularity contest hands down. Why is this? I often wonder. Why is it when I think I can't take her character any further another story - another mystery for her to solve - creeps into my mind? Perhaps it's because just like you, I'm keen to know what the future has in store for her. When and where will her adventure finally end? But I guess just like our own lives the excitement is in the not knowing - we take each chapter of our lives one page at a time just like Kiera does. Perhaps that is the connection we have with her?

Take care and keep turning those pages!

Tim x 
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The Mystery of Father Rochford
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Kiera 

“To my horror, every morning when I wake up, I discover that someone has crept into my house and left a butcher’s knife lying on the carpet outside my bedroom door,” he said. 

Now how could I ignore a statement like that? Even though Tom and I had solved the mystery of Veronica Straw, Sergeant Phillips had warned us one last time to keep ourselves out of trouble. 

“I don’t think you two hear so well,” he had barked at Tom and me as we stood in the dark outside Wendy Creswell’s cottage and watched Ethan Cole being placed into the back of a police van.

“We just caught a killer,” Tom reminded our sergeant.

“And solved a missing person’s enquiry,” I said in the defence of Tom and me. 

“I couldn’t give a damn if you just discovered who Jack the Ripper was...” he huffed.

“His name was...” I started.

“Shut it!” Sergeant Phillips warned me. “You and Henderson just don’t get it, do you?”

“Get what, sarge?” Tom asked right back. 

“You just can’t go charging all over the place like Cagney-and-bleeding-Lacey on speed,” he fumed.

“Who?” Tom raised an eyebrow and looked at me.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I think they were from some old cop TV show.”

Tom looked at Sergeant Phillips’s silver hair. “Was it like shown on TV in the sixties or something?”

“Don’t push your luck, Henderson, or I’ll bust you back five weeks,” Sergeant Phillips warned, jabbing Tom in the chest with his finger. 

The police van pulled away from the kerb, lights illuminating the night sky in pulses of blue and red. Scenes of Crime officers dressed in white papery suits made their way into the back garden where they would start to excavate the grave of Veronica Straw. I looked back at Sergeant Phillips and just wished that he would give Tom and me some credit for finding her killer. But there was a small part of me that could understand his point of view. We were just new recruits and had only been at training school five weeks. I guess he feared Tom and I might go and get ourselves involved in something we couldn’t handle and get hurt, or worse. Perhaps Phillips did just have our best interests at heart.  

“It won’t happen again,” I said, fearing that he was fast losing his patience with us. I didn’t want to be kicked off the force so soon. I wanted to stay so I could investigate the disappearance of my own mother. 

“You bet it won’t happen again, Hudson,” he said, looking at me. “I want you and Henderson to stay apart for the rest of your vacation. If I find out you’ve so much as sent each other a text, I’ll be over the pair of you like a rash. Now get yourselves back to Havensfield, keep away from each other, and keep out of trouble.”

So, I drove Tom back to Havensfield in my beat up old Mini. We sat together in silence as if we were too scared to speak to each other. It was like Sergeant Phillips was watching us somehow. Pulling up outside Tom’s rented rooms, I looked at him through the hazy morning light that reflected off the windscreen. His chin was covered in stubble, and he looked tired. “I guess I’ll see you next week,” I said. 

“I guess,” Tom said, looking forlorn. 

There was a long silence. 

“What?” I asked, sensing he wanted to say something but couldn’t find the right words. 

He looked at me, then away again. “It doesn’t matter,” he said, pushing open the car door and climbing out.

I sat and watched him walk to his front door and open it. Tom stepped inside. Before closing the door, he looked back at me. I half expected him to wave, but he didn’t, he just lowered his head and closed the door. I drove away from the kerb and back to my flat. After showering and wrapped in a dressing gown, I made a pot of tea and sat in the chair by the window. I watched raindrops race each other down the windowpane. Usually, I enjoyed my own company, but now I felt lonely. It was a horrible feeling, and one I wasn’t used to. I plucked up my iPod and switched it on. I drew my thumb over the screen and selected the track Time After Time by Cyndi Lauper.  Drawing my knees up to my chest, I closed my eyes, resting my head against the arm of the chair. 

It was dark when I woke, and the battery had gone flat on my iPod. My neck was sore from where I had fallen asleep curled up in the chair. Getting up, I dropped my iPod into its charger. My mobile phone was flashing in the darkness. I scooped it up. There was a text message from Tom. 

Hey Kiera, wot u up 2?

My thumb hovered over the screen. Should I text Tom back? I wanted to. But Sergeant Phillips had warned us to keep apart. Trouble and mayhem seemed to follow close behind when Tom and I were together. I couldn’t risk getting into trouble with Phillips again. 

I switched off my phone and went to bed. 
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Tom

I stood with my back to the front door and listened to the sound of Kiera’s heap of a car rattle away up the road. I headed up the stairs to my rooms. I pushed open the door and stepped into the sea of upturned Coke cans and cheeseburger wrappers that covered the living room floor. The thought of eating on my own again was depressing, so I turned around, headed back down the stairs, and left my flat. Pulling the collar of my coat up about my throat, I walked the short distance into town. I would rather sit alone in Mickey-D’s and eat my breakfast than sit at home alone. At least there were other people, even if they were strangers. It was company of a sort. I munched slowly through my breakfast. I tried to take as long as possible, just small bites, putting off the inevitable return to my flat and its four walls.

I could only hang out at Mickey-D’s for so long before the guy clearing the tables thought I was homeless. I got up and left, taking the long route home through the rain. I tried to push thoughts of Kiera from my head, but it was impossible. She lingered at the back of my mind. We had become friends, and the sudden realisation that we had been banned from communicating had rattled me. And I wasn’t quite sure why? Kiera was fun to be with. She was smart and funny. She was exciting. But one thing was for sure, I was pissed off with Sergeant Phillips for telling us we had to stay away from each other. What was he, my mother? Who was he to choose my friends? 

Reaching my flat, I went inside and up to my room. I closed the door and wadded through the ankle-deep crap that covered my floor. I would tidy it up later. Why I bothered I did not know. It wasn’t like anyone was going to pay me a visit anytime soon. Havensfield was miles from my own home and friends. I had only moved to the town to be close to police training school. The only people I knew were those I had met there. And the one true friend I had made in Havensfield, I was now banned from seeing. Kicking off my shoes, and chucking my clothes onto the bedroom floor, I switched on the radio. I stood in the shower and let the warm water run over me as I listened to Oasis sing the song She’s Electric.

Dressing in a T-shirt and tracksuit bottoms, I dropped onto the sofa. I switched on the PS3 and started to play Call of Duty on zombie mode. Every zombie I shot in the face I pretended was Sergeant Phillips. Having been awake all night, it wasn’t too long before I was struggling to keep my eyes open. So, switching off the PS3, I lay down on the sofa. I picked up the brick that was my mobile phone. It was nothing fancy like Kiera’s. Mine was only valuable because it was so old it was probably considered an antique. With Kiera at the forefront of my mind again, I sent her a short text. I know I had been banned from doing so – but how was Sergeant Phillips ever going to find out I had? 

I feel asleep clutching my phone in my hand, waiting for Kiera’s reply.  

––––––––
[image: ]


Kiera 

I knew that if I spent the rest of the week hanging out in Havensfield it wouldn’t be too long before I was drawn in Tom’s direction. He had already sent me one text, and another would follow. The urge to reply to the first was gnawing away at me like an out-of-reach itch. No, I had to get away from Havensfield or risk getting myself into trouble with Tom again. I didn’t want either of us to be kicked out of training school. 

But where could I go and what should I do? I hadn’t visited my father’s grave recently. Not since his death a year ago. My father had requested in his will that he be buried in the grounds of a church called the Sacred Heart, which was on the outskirts of a town called Ripper Falls. I didn’t know why that particular church and town, but maybe it had something to do with his past. There was a small inn named the Railroad Inn. It was out of season, so I would have no trouble getting a room. I had stayed there just once before, the night of my father’s funeral, and the place had been like a ghost town and that had been during the height of the holiday season. 

So, taking a scrap of paper, I sat in the chair by the window and made a list of all the things I could do to keep myself busy over the next week. 

Visit Dad’s grave at the Sacred Heart. 

Stay at Railroad Inn

Go shopping

Revise for police exam

Keep away from Tom (although I don’t really want to!). 

I looked down at the list I had made. My week ahead was planned. Tom had said he thought I was suffering from OCD. Perhaps he was right. I placed the list on the coffee table and went to my bedroom, where I packed a small bag with enough clothes to last me for the next few days. I took my phone and buried it at the bottom, ridding myself of any temptation to message Tom. 

Within the hour I was heading out of Havensfield and toward the town of Ripper Falls that was nestled amongst the coves further along the coast. Rain spat against the windscreen, and the wipers screeched as they slid back and forth. My ancient red Mini lurched and bounced over the uneven country roads as I left Havensfield and Tom behind me for the rest of the week. No more adventures – no more mysteries to solve – and no more getting into trouble with Sergeant Phillips.

I had been driving through the wind and rain for just over two hours when in the distance I could see the spire of the Sacred Heart Church through the leafless trees that lined the roads. Seeing it up ahead made me think of the last time I had been to the church. I had been dressed all in black and standing at the side of my father’s open grave. It had been raining that day, too. There had been very few people at my father’s funeral, just a small gathering of friends from the pathology department where he had worked. I didn’t really know any of them. They all promised to stay in touch, but not one of them did. I guess life just moves on and the dead get forgotten. I hadn’t forgotten and never would. I had made him a promise as he lay dying of cancer. I had promised him I would find my mother. That’s why, however unfair Sergeant Phillips’s orders that me and Tom should keep apart might seem, it was important that I obeyed it. I couldn’t risk being kicked off the force. I needed to stay in it if I ever stood a chance of finding out what happened to my mother and fulfilling that promise I had made my father. 

I parked my car next to the slate wall that surrounded the church and the graveyard. There was a narrow path that led through a set of wrought iron gates and amongst the slanting headstones. The church loomed ahead, and it looked very old. Some scaffolding had been erected against one side of the spire, as if stopping it from tumbling down. Pulling my coat about me, and my long, black hair billowing about my shoulders, I made my way across the graveyard in the direction I remembered my father’s grave to be. His headstone was easy to find. It was the only one that didn’t look like someone had been leaning against it. It stood straight, and unlike the others, it wasn’t broken, smashed, or cracked. But there was something else that made it stand out. My father’s grave was the only one that had a small posy of flowers lying on it. They had been placed there very recently, as the flowers still had their petals bright with colour. There was a small, white card attached to the flower stems. I picked up the flowers and read the card. Miss you, brother. Love, Jim. My father didn’t have a brother, and I didn’t know anyone called Jim. So, suspecting that perhaps the posy of flowers had been blown by the wind onto my father’s grave, I laid them to one side in the grass. 

I stood beside my father’s grave. With my hands clasped together in my lap, I said, “I’m still looking for her, dad. I’m in the police now, but I guess you already know that as I’m sure you’re watching over me. I will find mum. I won’t stop until I get to the truth of what happened to her that day she went to the shops and never came back. It’s strange because sometimes I get this feeling inside – deep down inside – that there are lots of secrets I have yet to discover. But I will see the answers in time. I see everything in the end, right? That’s what you always used to say. You said I had a gift.” I wiped away the tears that were stinging at the corners of my eyes. “I’ve made a friend. His name is Tom Henderson. We’re alike in a lot of ways. He loves to figure things out...”

“Are you okay?” I heard someone suddenly ask over my shoulder. 

With a gasp trapped in the back of my throat, I spun around to find a man dressed all in black standing behind me. 
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Tom 

I rolled over, my phone spilling from between my fingers and landing amongst the cheeseburger wrappers and old pizza boxes covering my living room floor. Sunlight spilled in through the windows and I covered my eyes with my arm. I felt blindly for the phone, picking it up. Peeking from beneath my arm at it, I checked to see if I had any missed messages from Kiera. There wasn’t any. I dropped the phone amongst the litter again and rolled over. She had really taken Phillips’s warning to heart. Could I blame her? Kiera had explained how much she wanted to be a cop, and if she lasted the distance then I knew she would make a great one. She wanted to be one as she believed that working from the inside, she would be able to investigate her mother’s disappearance. Her mum had been a cop, too. I think Kiera had said her mum had been called Jessica Hudson. So perhaps if I valued Kiera’s friendship as much as I knew in my heart I did, then perhaps I should leave her alone for the rest of the week. I didn’t want to be the reason she failed police training school. 

Dragging myself, I swung my legs over the edge of the sofa and padded into the bathroom and took a leak. My tongue felt as stiff as an old piece of carpet, so I stuck the toothbrush in the corner of my mouth and left the bathroom for the kitchen. I checked the fridge for milk. What was left in the bottle had gone sour. I would be having my coffee black. I couldn’t face another Mickey-D’s. I was gonna end up looking like Ronald-freaking-McDonald if I carried on eating takeout. I went to the window and looked out at the dreary sky. It was raining again. The week seemed to stretch out before me like a bleak and featureless road. There must be something I could find to do that didn’t involve eating junk food, killing zombies, and... and thinking about the fun I was missing with Kiera. What had I found to fill my life before I’d met Kiera Hudson? Oh yeah, I remember now, I had spent it eating junk food and killing zombies. 

After showering and changing into fresh clothes, I went back to my phone. I pretended that I hadn’t checked it for messages from Kiera before stuffing it into my trouser pockets. I paced back and forth across my flat. I could always tidy my flat. Nah, I wasn’t that bored. Not yet anyway. What was the time? Instead of checking the watch strapped to my wrist, I checked the clock on the front of my phone: 11:10. While I had it in my hand, I thought that perhaps I should check it for any missed messages. My mother could have tried to call. 

Still no message from Kiera nor my mother even. 

Blowing out my cheeks and pacing the room again, I went back to the window. 

Still raining.

I know, I would take a drive out into the country. Get some fresh air, blow the cobwebs away. Clear the mind a bit. Snatching up my keys and throwing on my coat, I left my flat. I climbed into my car and set off toward the coast. The music coming from the radio melted into the background and the sound of rain beating off the windscreen drowned it out. I don’t know how long I drove around for, but it was as if I were functioning on autopilot. The scenery whisked past me in a blur, the trees, sky and houses melting into one. I gripped the steering wheel and tried to force myself out of the stupor I had sunken into. It was then I realised I was turning onto the street where Kiera lived. How had I ended up here, I wondered. But in my heart, I knew how. I swept passed her apartment. Glancing up at the window where she sat and looked out, there was no sign of her. At the end of the street, I parked. I sat in the car, my fingers strumming against the steering wheel as the rain beat against the roof of my car. I opened the car door to get out, but then quickly closed it again, Sergeant Phillips’s warning now very loud in my ear. I turned the key in the ignition and drove out of the street. 
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Kiera 

“I didn’t mean to startle you,” the priest said with a smile. “Perhaps I should leave you...”

“No, it’s okay,” I said. “I was just talking to my father, if that makes sense,” I said, looking back at his grave. 

“It makes, perfect sense,” the priest said, coming to stand beside me. He wore a black shirt and trousers. The only spark of colour was the white dog collar about his throat. “He can hear you; you know.”

“I hope so,” I said. “I should’ve come sooner.”

“You don’t have to come here to speak with your father,” the priest said, looking down at the grave. 

“No?” I said, glancing sideways at him. He couldn’t have been any older than thirty-five. He had black hair
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