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  Author's Note
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When COVID-19 went from something that was happening in China to a global pandemic, we were on holiday in Madeira. I was supposed to be relaxing after re-releasing the Power of Zero books and getting my brain in gear to write rather than edit. Instead, an earthquake woke us on our second night—which is somewhat concerning when you’re staying at the bottom of a 1000ft cliff and only a few feet from the beach—and a few days later Portugal announced it was closing its borders. 
Suddenly, flying home at the end of our holiday wasn’t the certainty it had been before. Thanks to Jet2, who cared about its passengers, we did make it home. But the country we arrived in wasn’t the one we’d left two weeks earlier. The England we came home to was a place of empty supermarket shelves and panic buys, of being unable to chat with the lovely people who looked after our Tiger when we collected him, and of the sick and elderly being told not to leave their homes.
Three days after we came home, and before we’d had a chance to get our bearings, England went into lockdown.
As often when something bothers me, I turned to writing. But tackling one of the unfinished manuscripts on my WiP stack seemed too much of an ask. I wanted to write Jack and Gareth’s next book but couldn’t find the headspace. All I had was a compulsion to read the news and a guilty feeling that I wasn’t writing Jack and Gareth. To help me find my feet and make sense of the mess we suddenly found ourselves in, I decided to document what was happening by keeping a kind of diary. Only… it wouldn’t be me writing daily notes, it’d be Gareth. 
This is the result. Three sets of lockdown notes, setting each day’s news against the lives of the characters from the Power of Zero series.
Gareth Flynn’s Life on Lockdown has been my way of coping with the restrictions, the anxiety, and the myriad of adjustments we’ve been forced to make in the last weeks. It helped me focus on some writing when focus was difficult to come by. The snippets were posted daily in Jackie’s Kitchen, my Facebook reader’s group, and then on the Patreon page I started building, and the comments and responses helped me to keep going.
Gareth Flynn’s Life on Lockdown is fiction anchored in the happenings of England’s lockdowns.  It doesn’t fit into the timeline of the Power of Zero books, even though it references the characters’ likes and dislikes, and refers to events from both the Zero Rising stories and the Power of Zero books.
I hope you enjoy it anyway.
Kindest, J







  
  The First 
Lockdown









  
  In the Kitchen
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24th March 2020


We’re officially on lockdown. It’s supposed to last three weeks, but who really knows at this point. This whole thing has overtaken all of us far faster than we expected. We’re allowed outside to exercise, to shop for food and medicine, and to go to work if it can’t be done any other way. Companies are scrambling to set up remote working facilities for their staff. Fortunately, Nancarrow is ahead of the curve there. I’ve spent the morning on a conference call finalising policies and guidance notes. Frazer, Janet, and Jack are busy helping iron out glitches, but—for the most part—we’re set. 
So, of course, I’m spending the rest of the day in the kitchen. Where else would I be?
It’s about comfort, isn’t it? When we’re unsure, we seek out the things that give us the most comfort. For me that’s always been pottering around in the kitchen, looking after those who are important to me.
Right now, my kitchen smells of lemon and rosemary. Why? Because hand sanitiser isn’t all we have to fight a virus. Herbal disinfectants are much in use around our home and – since we restored the blown-up herb garden – it’s easy to whip up a batch.
Want to follow along? Here you go.
Home-made Herbal Disinfectant
	Bring 2 litres of water to the boil

	Add a handful each of fresh rosemary, sage, and thyme.

	Simmer for 5-10 minutes.

	After cooling, use to wash hands, wipe down counters, and clean floors. Can also be added to washing up water.



Herbal Scrub: great for cleaning chopping boards or the cooker
Mix equal quantities coarse salt and chopped rosemary, and a little finely chopped lemon rind.







  
  Served Cold
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25th March 2020


Based on an article that the CEO of pub chain Weatherspoons told his staff to apply for supermarket jobs as he wouldn’t be paying them while the pubs are closed.

“That’s Weatherspoons off my list, then...” 
It was Jack’s turn to read the news that morning—we have a rota, which is better than all of us going down that rabbit hole—but he’s come down to breakfast fuming. It’s a surprisingly sexy look on him, but... breakfast. And teenagers. I gave his shoulder a squeeze on the way past. “I’m sure you’re not the only one thinking like this.”
“Of course not, but who will remember one arsehole when this whole mess is over? Most people have the attention span of gnats these days.”
“You could start a revenge list,” Nico suggested, quite seriously.
“Yeah. We’re always told to share good things online. Maybe, when this is all over, we can remind people who had their backs and who didn’t.”
“Or you could just hack his bank account and send the money to the nearest hospital...”
It took a while, but when Jack looked up, there was a smile crinkling the corners of his eyes. “I’ll take that under advisement.”







  
  Booze
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26th March 2020


Jack went to work this morning, leaving the house feeling far too silent. And I wasn’t prepared for the wave of relief when I heard the car pull into the driveway. Or when I heard the clink of bottles shortly after. 
Lots of bottles. 
Ginger beer, cream soda, and tonic. Beer and wine. Even a bottle of gin.
“The government says off-licenses are essential businesses. Gotta support them!” Jack’s soft smile clashed with his flippant comment. “According to you, keeping sane is about comfort and not being idle. We have the not being idle well in hand, so… here’s the comfort.”
He offered me a couple of bottles of my favourite whisky.
“You’re keeping busy providing comfort for everyone else. Thought I’d return the favour.”






  
  Potatoes
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27 March 2020


I thought I was fit. My body disagrees. “So, this is what it feels like to get old. One day, you beat the shit out of a heavy bag as if it doesn’t matter, and the next day you do something harmless and you can’t move.” 
“Old my foot.” Jack planted a palm between my shoulder blades and shoved me in the direction of the bed. “All you’ve done is used muscles in a way they are not accustomed to being used. Stop making a mountain out of a mole hill.” 
I fell across the bed with a groan of relief—only partially put on. My lower back was full of knots, and my hamstrings were killing me when all I’d done was dig over part of our garden to plant a few rows of potatoes. Not that we were likely to run out of food any time soon, but I’ve never grown food and the idea appealed to me.
The bed bounced and then Jack held a bottle of massage oil into my line of sight. “Want me to make it better?”  
There was a whole world of wicked in his grin. Of course, I didn’t say no.







  
  Snoozy Morning
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28th March 2020


I won’t ever admit this aloud, but I love to watch Jack sleep. 
He looks softer, carefree. As if he’s never had to fight for anything. As if he didn’t have stuff in his past that would make most grown men recoil in horror. He’s on his side, hugging his pillow as if I might steal it, and he doesn’t stir whether I shift to get comfortable, or tiptoe to get out of the door. 
It’s such a departure from Jack as I knew him first, when he’d sleep with one eye open, and one hand on his knife. And when even the slightest sound would have him up and wide awake. 
It’s like the best declaration he could ever make – and he isn’t even aware of it.
Most mornings I wake him with coffee. But seeing how late we went to bed last night I imagine us all having a lie-in today. Which means I get to wake Jack in… more enjoyable ways.






  
  Zombie Week
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29th March 2020


The older I get, the more I hate it when the clocks go forward. It disrupts everything, makes people grumpy, and multiplies mistakes. It also makes it harder than normal for Jack to get a good night’s sleep. When he started to talk of Zombie Week, I knew what he was on about. 
Maybe it will be easier this year with all of us at home and able to start the day an hour later if needed. But just in case it’s not… I’ve made sure the pots of marjoram got the sunniest spot in the garden. 
Don’t roll your eyes, I know what I’m doing! Pasta with butter, pine nuts, and marjoram is a wonderful way to help the insomniac in your life relax and go to sleep. 
I know, Jack’s the doctor in this house, but trust me on this.






  
  Cocktail Hour

[image: ]
30th March 2020


Jack has a talent for organisation. Not something I spend a lot of time thinking about. To me, it’s as much part of him as his competence on a computer. 
But then, yesterday afternoon, he cornered me in the kitchen. And before I knew it, he’d dragged me into the living room, shoved me onto the sofa, and handed me a drink.
“You’re going stir-crazy, Flynn, and you haven’t even noticed.”
He’d set up additional screens to either side of the TV and—as I watched—every person I see in the course of a week suddenly popped up in a square. From my mum and Jessica to Aidan and Alex, Lisa, Clive, Frazer, and Raf.
I hadn’t been completely cut off from them all, of course. I’d exchanged texts with Aidan and Alex. I’d phoned my mother every day, and Jessica most days. But it’s the actual talking - face to face with people – that does it for me. And Jack, who could easily go a fortnight without talking to another soul, had noticed just how much I was missing it.
For a moment or two, I thought I was going to embarrass myself. Then Jack wandered past and his knuckles grazed the back of my head as he continued out into the kitchen. And I relaxed into the couch cushions, realising how tense I’d really been.







  
  Matches
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31st March 2020


When Nico started to raid the cupboard for all the matches we had, I thought he was going to build some sort of matchstick edifice. But that would have been too easy. Too much like building houses of cards, which Daniel is rather good at, but Nico gets bored with very quickly. 
I had no idea that Jack has a book of matchbox puzzles, but they were just the thing to keep Nico’s mind occupied. 
He’s been at it all day, laying out 10 puzzles on the dining table at a time, and clearing them away as he’s solving them. 
The one in the middle of the table’s been there since this morning and Nico growls at it every time he passes. It will be interesting to see when he gets it, because from where I’m standing, it’s so obvious it’s hilarious.






  
  Good Vibes
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1st April 2020


“You need to grab some photo paper and printer ink,” Jack informed me over breakfast as I got ready to head to work. 
Most of the staff at Nancarrow work from home, but – of course – the building still needs watching and IT problems had to be dealt with. Jack and Frazer handled most of the IT remotely, and we had a rota going that had three people from our department on site every day of the week. One on the gate, one in the lobby, and one upstairs in the office. No chance of breaking social distancing rules, but we covered what needed covering. This morning, it was my turn to babysit Nancarrow Mining. Given the date, it was also my turn to be weary of pranks.
“Why do we need printer ink?”
“I’m making mood boards,” Nico told me, a little pink in the face. I just tilted my head in enquiry and waited. “Like… like a gallery of good vibes.” He pointed the remote control at the screen in the corner. Image after image appeared of us as a family, doing things like moving in, painting, having a barbecue in the garden. “It’s so we remember that this won’t last and that there are good things, either side of it.”
“PMA,” Jack added laconically. “You’ll see.” 
I wasn’t convinced until I got to work, opened my briefcase, and came face to face with a photo print showing the four of us tired, wind-blown, and red-cheeked on top of the shingle in Norfolk, with nothing but an endless sky above and the sea behind us. And yes, that had been a good day. One to remember and look forward to.
I headed for the stationery cupboard.







  
  Midnight Run
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2nd April 2020


I’m used to Jack coming to bed in the middle of the night. I’m also used to Jack waking at the drop of a hat and rolling from under the covers when Nico and Daniel need help. What I’m not used to is Jack rummaging in the dressing room at 2:00 am. Not without being woken by a phone call first. 
“Nico can’t sleep,” he told me when I asked. “We’re going running.”
Right now, the lockdown is hitting Nico the hardest. I’d thought that Jack, who hates any kind of restraints, would struggle the most, but he happily spends his days in his turret, glued to screens and keyboards. He works, he hunts, and – for most of the time – he seems able to ignore the outside world. 
Nico isn’t like that. He’s scared of losing his family, and he’s trying to put a good face on it. So much so, that he’s as twitchy as a squirrel on ice.
“Want us to come with?”
Jack shook his head. “No need. But food wouldn’t go amiss when we come back. Something heavy enough to knock him out after I’ve run him ragged.”
I shoved the quilt aside and stood. “That I can do.” Making comfort food for Nico or Daniel in the middle of the night isn’t anything new. It isn’t a hardship, either.






  
  Pushups
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3rd April 2020


I’m convinced the little shit let me win. 
Going running with Jack made him sleep, but once he was awake again Nico was hyper. He just wouldn’t shut up until even Jack had had enough of 50,000 questions a minute. 
How sending Nico to the heavy bag followed by a hand-to-hand session morphed into Jack and I fighting out a push-up contest… I really have no idea. Can’t remember the last time I had a go at something quite that evil, either.
I’m fit, but the truth is that I’m getting a little soft in my cushy corporate job. While Jack—with more rage to redirect—is in excellent form. 
So how come that I won our contest by a single push-up?
Jack sparing my blushes is my thought.
Maybe a case can be made for apple and cinnamon cake for pudding.






  
  Decluttering
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4th April 2020


It’s amazing what you find when you’re not looking for it. After we came back from Sweden and got ready to move, I more or less threw everything I owned into boxes and relocated them from Richmond to Kingston Hill. Nothing like Jack, who sorted through his already low-clutter life for weeks before even putting his house on the market. 
So, while we’re safe at home, I’ve decided to go through all my stuff and make room for new memories. It turned into a bit of a journey, from clothes so embarrassing I refuse to remember wearing them, to music I haven’t listened to in ages. 
The music drew Jack as if it were catnip. And, of course, he had an old cassette player lying around!
The really surprising bit? I used to take far more photos when I needed to lug a camera about than I do now, when all I have to do is hold up my phone. And some of those old photos – like the ones of Jack aged eighteen – are pure blackmail material.






  
  Memories
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5th April 2020


They always looked so bloody young. I turned the pages of the photo album and remembered standing at the window in my office, watching as the newest batch of squaddies piled out of the bus and lined up on the parade ground. Eager faces, serious faces, casual challenges, goofy insults, and a lot of posturing. And one guy who immediately made me think of a cat. 
He kept distance between himself and the others. He didn’t let himself be drawn into any of the banter. He was as curious as the proverbial cat, too. While he wasn’t obvious about it, his gaze quartered the place as if he expected an attack and needed cover and egress options. 
The others would learn to be watchful. This guy had it down to an art already.
“What have you there?” 
Jack climbed onto the bed beside me and I held out the tattered album. “Been doing some decluttering. Found this.”
Jack took the book and turned the pages. His gaze lingered on some faces, skipped over others. There was history here. A beginning. Even if these were a different kind of memories than the ones we shared now.
“You’re not goin’ to toss those, are you?” Jack had a smile on his face as he closed the book. “They were good times.”
“You think so?”
“I do. And I’m serious. Keep them. If you don’t want to keep the book, we can digitise the photos
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