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In the meantime, why not try The Brittle Saga Trilogy. 


In the icy depths of the North Atlantic the Titanic's maiden voyage comes to a tragic end. Amid the chaos and despair of the rescue attempts two star-crossed lovers find themselves drawn together by fate. 
But as their love blossoms a dark and dangerous vendetta is born setting the stage for a deadly game of vengeance that will haunt them long after the ship has sunk.
This gripping tale of love loss and retribution will keep you on the edge of your seat until the very last page.



Click here or on the image below to see more on this 5-Star eBook trilogy.
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REVIEWS


"The Brittle Sea trilogy are the best books I’ve read in a long time.... Keep writing Mr Kane !!!"



"exciting, fast-paced historical adventure, filled with intrigue and romance."



"historical thriller couched in a love story that reads like detective fiction"



"The Brittle Sea is a riveting historical thriller. I'm currently reading The Brittle Land & it's even better!"



For more information on The Brittle Saga please Click Here.







Operation Werwolf
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1945 Nazi Germany is close to defeat in World War 2. Hitler launches Operation Werwolf. Fanatical Nazi soldiers are Hitler's last hope as he instigates a daring plan to destroy London & New York in a firestorm of nuclear destruction. 



REVIEWS





"Great stuff. I really liked the beginning, the letter from Einstein. That definitely set me up for expecting lots of catastrophic action and mayhem to come."





"Well this is a rollicking read! Great stuff mate! Loving how you told the funeral and then her telling the story at the bar! Liking this a lot mate! A lot of realism and blood and guts too. Awesome!"



"I liked the setting, characters and story. I especially enjoyed Geshenko, Jamie and Petra. Wonderful end of Third Reich tale." 



You can see more information on my books by clicking on my website link here.
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Chapter one

The Midnight Lake





The Midnight Lake, French Ardennes, May 1926

“It’s too dark. I don’t like it,” the little girl shouted. 

The girl’s mother clucked as mother hens do. “You can do this, Jessie. It’s only dark water from the peat. It won’t hurt you.”

“It’s too cold, Mummy. And slimy.”

“But you’ve got your plimsolls on. And shorts and a singlet. You can’t be cold, Jessie. The sun is very warm.”

Ruth Fordham’s nine-year-old stood, hands on hips, defiant and not happy with standing in the cold, dark water. 

“It’s not normal. The water’s black,” Jessie shouted.

“Jessie, if anyone is getting cold, it’s me,” Ruth Fordham said, a note of exasperation in her voice. She was beginning to shiver herself. She wore similar clothing to her daughter. She was knee deep in the Midnight Lake’s dark, peaty water. It was indeed cold but wouldn’t be if she could move around. Instead, she had spent the last twenty minutes persuading her young daughter to get in the water and learn to swim. But no. Jessie had made her mind up and there was nothing anyone could do now to change the girl’s mind.

“I’m going back to the house,” Jessie announced, turning, and running away.

“No. No, you’re not,” her mother shouted back. “Stay where you are, Jessie. Wait for me,” Ruth shouted, trying to walk out of the lake with frozen legs and slipping on a few slimy boulders.

She’s right about it being cold and slimy.

By the time Ruth had extricated herself from the lake, there was no sign of Jessie.

“Jessie. Jessie, where are you? Come here and we will walk back to the house together.” Ruth waited for a reply, but there was none.


      [image: ]Jessie had no idea why she ran and no idea where she was going. All she knew was that she desperately wanted not to go into the black water. It didn’t seem natural. So, she ran away. Although he wasn’t there, she could hear her father admonishing her. 

“Always running away, Jessie. Never standing your ground.”

Jessie stopped running and looked about. The gardens round the house and lake were new to the entire Fordham family. It hadn’t been long since her parents had bought the property and this was only the second time they had been to the Midnight Lake. That fact, even at her young age, soon became very evident to Jessie as she realised, she had no idea where she was, let alone how to get back to where she wanted to be.

Even worse, it was getting dark. Jessie was not just a precocious child; she was also easily scared. She was alone, in a strange land, with night falling.

Are there dangerous animals in France?

It was a rhetorical question that had no answer. Jessie didn’t even know if there were dangerous animals at home in England.

She realised she had to find shelter in case it rained and somehow keep warm. Shorts and a singlet were not going to keep her warm during the coming night. And it would be a long and cold night if her mother didn’t find her.

Jessie started walking with all these thoughts running through her head. She was paying little attention to where she was placing her feet, which accounted for her missing her footing and falling down a small gulley. Jessie came to a slithering halt as she hit her head on a rock and lost consciousness. Entangled in weeds, roots, and fallen leaves, these covered her slim body forming a natural barrier against the elements. Jessie didn't know it, but if she had she would have found it amusing that she was as snug as a bug in a rug. 


      [image: ]“She’s been out there for hours, Albert,” Ruth shouted down the telephone. “She’s only nine years old,” she added, weeping at the same time as shouting. 

“I know,” Albert’s tinny voice came over the phone. “I’ll be there as fast as I can. But I’m in Paris for this important meeting. You know I cannot shirk this responsibility. There are those who have put a lot of time and effort into this. Me getting this job will be the pinnacle of their achievement.”

All Ruth could do was nod her head and whisper, “I know. I know what’s at stake. But Jessie…”

“Call the local police and the mayor. See if they can do something to help.”

“I will,” Ruth said, placing the receiver quietly on the telephone cradle. Ruth Fordham wiped away the tears and wondered how she could find the telephone number for anyone. She had no telephone directory and couldn’t speak French. No. it was up to her to find her daughter.


      [image: ]Ruth picked up the old rucksack, one belonging to somebody who once lived at their summer home and opened the clips. She looked inside and found nothing but a few crumpled French sweet wrappers. Crushed leaves and cobwebs. She turned it upside down and shook the contents out. 

She then placed inside a battery torch, matches, candles, two boiled eggs, cheese, bread, and a small pottery flagon of water. If she were to get lost, or even find Jessie, but were both then lost, at least they would not starve and would have water.

Before leaving the house, Ruth made sure her twin sons were asleep and ensured the housekeeper and cook, Madame Noaire, knew what to do. She looked about and wondered which way would be the best way to go. Madame Noaire’s husband, Maurice, was already out looking for Jessie. She hadn’t asked him to help and had no idea where he was looking, but she had no choice but to go and look herself. Sitting and waiting was not something she could do.

Ruth Fordham walked down the cinder patch from the front door, turned toward the lake, and tried to retrace her steps.


      [image: ]Jessie woke up, slowly opening her eyes to let in the watery light of a misty Ardennes late evening and screamed. She was looking directly into a skull. She had seen skulls before, in a pirate themed picture book, but this was something else, something real. 

Jessie pushed herself backwards, away from the grinning skull, and realised she was surrounded by at least three gravestones. Gravestones meant more skulls; more dead people and a place where Jessie didn’t want to spend any time. She screamed and then screamed again when a large hand pressed down onto her shoulder. 


      [image: ]“I cannot thank you enough,” Ruth Fordham said as Maurice Noaire handed over a limp, but alive, Jessie to her tender care. “Where was she?” 

“Near the burial site of the original owners. The couple who created this paradise, along with their little boy, all died from an outbreak of plague. They were buried close to the lake. Sometime later, many years later, headstones were added.”

Ruth took Jessie and placed her on the sofa in what was to become her husband’s office.

“How are you feeling, Jessie?”

Jessie looked up at her mother through half-closed eyes. “I’m cold, tired, and hungry. More hungry than cold and tired.”

“What would you like to eat?”

“I have chicken soup with lentils and beans in the kitchen. Would you like a large bowl, with fresh bread and butter?” Madame Noaire asked.

Jessie, a big fan of Madame Noaire’s cooking, nodded her head, giving the cook a look of desperation.

“Very well,” Madame Noaire said, turning to leave.

“And ice-cream.”

Madame Noaire looked over her shoulder and winked at Jessie.

After the Noaire’s had left, Ruth cradled her daughter’s head and looked at the wound at the rear, close to where her ponytail started.

“Looks sore,” she said.

“It is,” Jessie said.

“Well, there’s a bump forming but no skin breakage. You’ll make a good recovery.”

“I like it here,” Jessie said in a matter-of-fact way, sitting up, ready to receive a large bowl of soup.

“We still need to teach you to swim. You’re not getting out of that,” Ruth said.

“I know. I was being silly, running away. And I got frightened by the skull. Who was it?”

“Maurice said it must have been one of the original owners. Maybe a wild dog or cat dug it up. They had been dead a long time.”

“How long?”

“Hundreds of years, Jessie. In the 1600s I think.”

Jessie was not certain when the 1600s where, but it certainly sounded a long time ago.

The door opened and Madame Noaire walked in with a large tray holding two bowls of soup, a plate of freshly cut bread, a plate of biscuits and two small bowls of ice-cream.

“That looks delicious,” Ruth said.

Jessie said nothing, but picked up one bowl of soup, a piece of bread and dipped one in the other, pausing to take a big bite, and winked a thank you to Madame Noaire.

Madame Noaire smiled and winked back.

The door closed and Ruth and Jessie were left alone.

“You must promise me you will never run away again, no matter how bad the situation is. You must stand up, do what needs to be done and do not run away from whatever it is you fear.

Jessie dipped her bread in the soup again and took a large bite. “I wump, mummer. Pumis.”

“And another thing.”

Jessie stopped eating.

“Don’t talk with your mouthful. It’s rude. Now move over, my turn to eat before it all disappears.”








  
  

Chapter two

A Death in the Mist





Ledbury, England May 1926

He cut the engine to his Riley Brooklands and coasted to a quiet stop. It was three in the morning in a misty, fog-bound village square in the Gloucestershire market town of Ledbury. His car creaked as the man got out and closed the door as quietly as possible. 

Quietly! That’s a laugh. 

He pulled up the collar to his black gabardine mac and pulled his black fedora down low on his head. The black theme was completed with black trousers and shoes. He wiped a finger and thumb across his black moustache, looking at the mist crawling between the wooden beams of the centuries old Market House. It was bitterly cold, and he hated being cold. His normal environment was somewhere, anywhere, where the sun shone and winters were not so inclement as here in England. Somewhere warm, exotic, inviting and with plenty of watering holes were high on his wish list. But England in the 1920s had no such inviting places, and he was loath to even be in the country, despite having been born only a few miles down the road from his current location.

“Have you brought the money?”

The voice came from under the Market House, between the pillars of the ancient structure in the town’s high street.

“Come out where I can see you,” the man in black said.

The clip clop of riding boots was unmistakable. Someone was walking towards him from under the building. A figure emerged, swirling fog around his body made it hard for the man in black to discern if he knew who it was. A brief gust of damp air suddenly cleared the fog.

“Well,” the man in black said, “I never expected you.”

“It seems, in our line of work, we least suspect those closest to us.”

“Isn’t that the truth?”

“Have you got the money?”

“Of course. Do you think I’m stupid? Have you got the package?”

“No. I know you’re not stupid, just a little careless. Yes, I have the package, including the wheels from the device.”

“Wheels? From the machine? From an Enigma machine?”

That’s worth a lot more money to my buyer.

“Yes, wheels from the machine.”

“Show me.”

The man in the shadows fumbled in his jacket pocket and pulled out a small package. “They’re in here, along with the microfilm of the manual.”

“Microfilm. I’ve heard of that.”

“I hope your buyers know what to do with the microfilm. As to the device, if they have a working machine, things will fit into place now. It’s worth the money you’re paying us. This German code can only be broken by experts, and people with an engineering background. You will have to build a machine.”

“Paying us? Who is us? I thought you worked alone.”

A sudden echo of footsteps, heavy in the foggy air, could be heard moving closer.

“Into the alley, quickly,” the shadowy man said.

The street was quiet except for the footsteps, the owner of which walked slowly past the alleyway.

Footsteps receded, and the man in black stifled a laugh. 

“This is ridiculous.”

“Not if you are as deadly intent on gaining a lot of money… as I am, my friend.”

“I’m not your friend. Never was. You take too much on yourself and make yourself too important. You’re a nobody.”

“This gun in my hand says otherwise.”

“Snap,” the man in black said.

“But…”

A gun fired, and the echo boomed in the alleyway as another shot rang out, the bullet finding its mark. A long groan and another shot fired.

Out of the alleyway, a man stumbled, crashed against the sports car, pulled himself to the driver’s door and fumbled to open it. He stopped, realised his black fedora was lost in the alleyway. He thought to retrieve it, then thought better of the move. A police officer’s whistle sounded in the distance and it made up the man in black’s mind. He pulled the driver’s door open. With a groan through gritted teeth, he dropped into the seat of the car, slammed the door shut and started the engine. Putting the car in gear, he drove away at speed, away from the Market House and onto the Worcester road.

The alleyway swirled with a foggy sheaf as an overweight local police officer arrived, breathless from his brief run, attempting to blow his police whistle as much as possible. The effort was too much; besides, it was more to scare assailants away as he was sure he had heard at least three gunshots. As he approached the alleyway, shining the light from his battery torch, he saw a pale hand sticking out from the alleyway. The police officer stopped and pulled out his truncheon, just to be on the safe side. The heavy piece of wood felt reassuring in his hand, but he knew it would be useless against a gun. He slowly approached and saw the body lying in the alleyway on his back, his face lit in a ghostly panorama from the policeman’s flashlight and the grey glare of the fog. Next to the hand was a black hat. He assumed it belonged to the man lying in the alleyway. The officer knelt next to the prone man and felt for a pulse. There was none. The officer stood up and tutted. 

“Oh, this will not do, not on my watch. Nothing like this has ever happened before." He shone his flashlight on the man’s face and craned his neck to get an unobstructed view of the face. “Good god,” the officer blurted out, as he recognised the man. “It can’t be. Lord Hallan?”








  
  

Chapter three

Like Father, Like Daughter





Catterick Garrison, England, June 1926

“Why are we leaving?” The girl’s question, under normal circumstances, would have been valid, but there was nothing normal about the way the British army worked. You did as you were told and you went where they sent you. And if it meant uprooting your family, so be it. 

The girl’s mother smiled at her daughter, in that indulgent way mothers do. “Because the army wants daddy to work in Egypt.”

The girl sighed. She sat next to her mother on the family sofa in their army supplied house in Catterick. She looked up at her mother and smiled back. Then she looked at her father and scowled. “Why don’t you leave the army and then we can stay here.”

“It’s not as simple as that, Jessie. Besides, the army owns this house. So even if I left the army we would have to move.”

“We can live in France,” Jessie said.

“It won’t be for long, Jessie,” her mother said.

“But we liked it in France,” Jessie said, almost pleading.

“The army…”

“It’s always the army, daddy.”

“That’s who pays my wages and lets us buy such a lovely house in France.”

Jessie, thoughts racing through her head, desperately trying to think of something that would make the army see sense and let them stay in Catterick. But nothing came to her.

“When are we leaving?”

Jessie’s mother stroked her daughter’s arm. “At the end of the week. And as a special surprise, your uncle Nev will be joining us in Egypt later in the year.”

Jessie almost squealed with excitement. “Will he live with us,” she shouted.

Albert smiled. “No, he will have his own quarters. But he won’t be far away, so you’ll see a lot of him.”

Jessie clapped her hand excitedly.

“Now, we have almost finished packing everything away,” Ruth Fordham said, “and in a week we will take a train to Liverpool. We sail on 15th June on The Empress and disembark at Aboukir Bay, Alexandria, in Egypt. Then we travel for a few hours overland to Cairo. It’s going to be exciting, Jessie. A new country. New people. And you will make lots of new friends at the English school in Cairo.”

Jessie looked at her mother, then again at her father. The excitement of seeing her uncle again had passed. “I think I want to go to bed. I’m tired.”

After Jessie left the room to go to the bathroom, her father moved over to sit next to his wife.

“Is it me, Ruth?”

“What do you mean.”

“It is so tiring, just talking to the girl. And she always runs away when things get tough. She never stands her ground.”

Ruth Fordham smiled. “She’s single minded, just like her father. As for not standing her ground, she did what any general would do when facing overwhelming odds. Retreat, re-group and fight another day. She never surrenders, just moves sideways away from the issue, for a while.”

“Not at all like you then.”

“No, she’s her father’s girl. And I’ll bet you were the same at her age.”

Albert Fordham kissed his wife on the cheek. “Time for bed, I think. We have a busy week ahead of us.”








  
  

Chapter four

A Family Affair





Cairo, Egypt October 1929

Nev Fordham placed his chips on what he considered the winning number. He just knew the roulette table’s wheel was going to stop on his number, which meant he was about to be rich. Nev didn’t even consider the alternative. If he lost, he would be in debt to the biggest loan shark in Cairo, and Dio Deberge was not known to wait for his money when payments were due. His enforcers were adept at entering any premises, invited or otherwise, and removing items to the value of the debt if there was no money on-hand to pay the debt, well, they were not averse to cracking ribs, heads, even fingers should anyone desire to stop them. 

But Nev Fordham was certain his ship was coming in and nothing would change his mind.

The casino, La Maison d’Or, as it was grandly called, was buzzing and Nev could feel his luck was changing. The croupier span the wheel and Nev, along with three other punters, stood and watched as mesmerised by the wheel as much as their dreams to becoming instantly rich.

Of course, occasionally punters in La Maison d’Or became rich. But if such a thing happened, they were soon relieved of their wealth.

The spinning wheel was slowing and the gaggle of punters each drew in a breath in anticipation.

The wheel slowed. They let out their breath, even more slowly.

Clatter-clatter, the small metal ball noisily announced its path across the various numbered slots on the wheel. And then it stopped and the four punters let out their breath noisily, fingers gripping the roulette table, necks craning, eyes rolling, each trying to see on what number the ball had landed on.

Nev’s number was twelve red. The other three punters had all placed their bets on red as well, twenty-one, thirty and five.

The little metal ball, that giver of hope and destroyer of dreams, had landed on red, but the number was not twelve, twenty-one, thirty or five. It was seven, just two spaces down from Nev’s bet.

“But that’s not possible,” Nev murmured, staring at the young croupier. “Amir, that is not possible.”

Amir, the teenage croupier stared back, being used to destroying all punter’s dreams. “Sept, rouge,” he said. “I’m sorry Mister Nev. But you have lost, again.”

It was a finality that left each of the punters feeling empty, bereft of anything worthwhile in their lives, their stomachs doing somersaults.

Nev felt sick.

Amir gave a brief, sorrowful smile, as he collected in the winnings for the house.

A shrill whistle blew and the entrance doors to La Maison d’Or crashed inwards, glass and wood shattering. “This is a raid on an illegal gambling house,” a man in a British military uniform shouted. His cap had a red covering which singled him out as Military Police. “Stay where you are and nobody leave.”

People began running, trying to escape the Military Police.

Nev looked at the croupier, then looked across at the bellowing officer. “Oh no, not you. Of all the people. Better scram, Amir.”

“Scram? What is scram,” the confused young man said.

“Run for it,” Nev hissed. “It’s my brother.”

But it was too late. A burly army sergeant had made his way behind Nev and managed to grab both his and Amir’s arm. “And where do you two birds think you’re flying to,” he said in a gruff voice. 

Hearing the commotion, the officer looked across to the roulette table and recognition formed on his face, followed by a scowl and a soft groan. 

“Nev. Why oh why, Nev?”

The officer walked across the brief space between the doors and the roulette table. He grabbed Nev by the left arm and pulled him toward the doors at the rear of the gambling floor.

“Come with me, Nev.”

“Albert,” Nev spluttered, “you cannot walk in and ruin…”

“Shut up, Nev, or I will arrest you and throw you in the slammer for a few days. You’re a British officer, for heaven’s sake, man. Doesn’t that mean anything to you anymore?”

“But…”

“Shut up, Nev,” the officer said, dragging him across the floor, between the poker, baccarat, and blackjack tables. Past the cashier's office, which seemed empty of any staff suddenly, and into the house manager’s office. Again, the place was strangely empty. The British officer gave out a brief murmur as he closed the door. “Nobody at home, it seems.”

“Of course not. They knew you were coming. I wish you had told me, Albert.”

“Sit down, Nev.”

“If only you had…”

“Sit down, Nev, or I will knock you down for putting me in such a fix.”

Nev sat down. “Some brother you are.”

“Nev, don’t act all innocent as the driven snow. You know how it works. I only knew myself an hour ago, and I had no way of contacting you. And yes, I am supposed to be your brother and I’m about to do something that could cost me my career. And that would not please some particularly important people, would it?”

“No, I suppose not. Very well little brother, get it off your chest.”

“Where did you get the money from to gamble here? And how much of it have you lost?”

Nev realised there was no way out. “Dio Deberge. Twenty thousand.”

“Good.”

Nev looked at his brother. “Good?”

“That’s what I said. I want you to go along with whatever Deberge has in mind for you to pay him back, then offer to sell him military secrets. Our military secrets.”

“And then put the hangman’s noose around my neck, I suppose.”

“Nev, as you rightly pointed out, I am your brother, and I would not let any harm come to you. Dio Deberge is a dealer in secrets. He lures people like you…”

“People like me. Meaning suckers.”

“If that’s what you want to call it. I prefer an undercover operative, playing his part in routing out a nest of spies. The lady next to you at the table. Did you not recognise her? No, of course you didn’t. You were too intent on feathering your own nest. She works as a secretary for the Military Attaché at the French embassy. Next to her, a German spy and next to him an Italian spy. All selling their secrets to fuel their gambling habits. You want to end up in a Cairo gutter with your throat slit?”

Nev shook his head.

“Didn’t think so. I’m up for Captain soon and that will soon be followed by Major. I’m moving up in Military Intelligence and I will help you, if I can, this one time. After that, Nev, dear brother, you are on your own. You get caught again and there will be little I can do for you, and those in high places will deal with you, not me. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” a sullen Nev Fordham said.

“Good. Now, back to this minor problem. Here’s what I propose we do…”

“There is another aspect to this sorry mess.”

“Tell me it isn’t another huge loan.”

“No, not a loan,” Nev said, his face flushing with embarrassment.

“I can see a showstopper here, Nev.”

“I sold something for money.”

“What? The Crown Jewels?” Albert said with a slight hint of humour in his voice. “You’re not smiling, Nev, and that worries me.”

“I sold a state secret. And yes, that makes me a traitor.”


      [image: ]Albert literally dragged his elder brother out of the casino, and into a waiting Super Snipe staff car. 

The driver didn’t have time to open the door for his passengers and could see the anger on Albert’s face. “Where to, sir.”

“Nowhere, Thomson. Take a walk and make it at least a thirty-minute walk.”

“Yes, sir,” a bemused Thomson said. He patted his camouflage jacket to make sure he had his cigarettes and matches and exited the car. As he shut the car door, he whistled a ditty he had learned on a drunken spree with an American sailor. Whistling was always an excellent choice if, like him, you could never remember the words.

Albert pushed Nev into the rear seat of the car and followed him in.

“Talk to me,” was all Albert said.

“It’s quite simple. I needed money to pay my gambling debts.”

“Debts? How much in total?”

“Thirty thousand pounds.”

“And you raised that selling British Army secrets?”

“No. I raised that, and more, selling upgrade plans for the Browning M1919A2 Medium Machine Gun. Specifically, for use with cavalry units.”

“And when did you sell these plans?”

“Six months ago, and before you ask, it was to parties unknown, but I suspect they were Italian.”

“So, you have been a busy bee stacking up your gambling debts. And you selling other countries’ state secrets. Secrets, I might add, that will amount to nothing, as that upgrade was less than useless if memory serves.”

“Correct.”

“Don’t look so happy about it. You’ve still committed an act of treason, even though it was selling secrets belonging to the Americans.”

“Yes, I know. But it has a certain synergy to it, don’t you think?”

Albert, twisted round on the back seat and the car’s springs creaked in response. His movement made the old leather give up the aroma of Capstan full strength cigarettes. Albert made a mental note to bring that up with Thomson.

“How many times have you done this, sold secrets to pay your debts?”

“Three times. Twice, the third would have been tonight.”

“Now, you are going to carry on with this transaction, but we will be listening in and we will nab Dio before any damage is done. You are officially on my payroll now, but don’t expect to get paid. So, give me the lowdown.”

“I’m not taking orders from you. Hallan’s my boss.”

“Not anymore, he’s dead.”

“Dead? How?”

“I don’t know the full ins and outs, but what has transpired is Lord Hallan was on the pay of German intelligence.”

“No. Never, not him.”

“Yes him. He was trying to sell secrets to do with a new German cipher to an independent spook he thought was MI5.”

“Sounds complicated. “

“It is. But not for you, not anymore. You’re in my team now, brother. And we do this my way.” 








  
  

Chapter five

Dio Deberge





Cairo, Egypt, October 1929

Nev, for the first time in his new career as a purveyor of other people’s secrets, was nervous. Even more so when he knocked on Dio Deberge’s door. The guard, eyeing him up as if he was measuring Nev for a coffin, kept a respectful silence, but was obviously ready for any eventuality. 

A small window in the heavy black metal door slid to the left. A slit opened. Two eyes, like a chameleon, looked left, right, crossed back and looked at each other. Nev, fascinated, watched the eyes of Jules Mornair, flicking back and forth.

“Yes,” Mornair said with some urgency.

“I need to see Dio.”

“Why?”

“Mind your own business, Jules. You’re his bookkeeper, not his nanny.”

The small slit disappeared as Mornair shut the metal panel with a clang. The door’s bolt was opened, locks were unlocked and eventually the full door opened with a squeal, reminiscent of a mouse caught in a cat’s mouth.

Nev stepped into the room and the door squealed once more as it shut behind him.

“This way,” Mornair said as he passed on Nev’s left. 

Nev nodded and followed the diminutive Mornair, who limped his way slowly through the labyrinth of corridors and rooms that were Dio’s private rooms and public meeting places. An eclectic mix of pleasure, danger, and downright peril pervaded the building. The clientele, workers, entertainers, and other offshoots that made up Dio’s entourage were scurrying around, making sure they did their jobs adequately, and that nobody had any reason to complain to Dio about them. One complaint usually meant the person lost their job, if they were lucky, or lost their life if they were not so lucky.

“Nev! My dear friend, how are you?” The voice boomed out and unmistakably showed an Egyptian attempting to create a clipped English accent. It didn’t work, Dio Deberge had been told this many times. But still he persisted. It was his only affectation. He maintained his attempts at becoming that which he was not born to be. Part of the British aristocracy.

Nev followed Mornair into Dio’s inner sanctum where the big Egyptian was sprawled across the biggest throne room chair Nev had ever seen outside of Britain.

“New throne, my friend. What do you think? Biggest you have seen, I bet.”

Nev nodded. “Impressive, Dio. Where did you find it?”

“Find? Not find, dear Nev. I saw it at my friend’s place. He had brought it in from a German loot stashed somewhere in the desert. I give ‘im a decent price. He happy. I’m happy.”

“Everybody is happy,” Nev said with a smile.

“Maybe, maybe not. What ‘append at the tables yesterday, Nev. Why you try to cheat me?”

“Cheat,” Nev said in mock outrage. “I’m no cheat. I lost money on that roulette table. Money that is now gathering dust in your safe, of that, I’m sure.”

“Not me, Nev. I didn’t get nothing from that transaction. Your brother saw to that. He is a rotten apple in a barrel, Nev. In your barrel Nev. So, what you do about ‘im?”

“Not a lot I can do, is there, Dio? Unless you want me to shoot my brother.”

“Naw, Nev. That is unnecessary. We carry on with our little business transactions, keeping an eye out for your brother and others like ‘im. What is it you have for me to sell?”

Nev sat in the seat to Dio’s right and dropped his briefcase onto his lap. He flicked through the small number combination lock and opened the deep brown briefcase. Nev retrieved the contents, a sheaf of foolscap papers and a set of draughtsman's plans. Nev unfolded the plans and held them up for Dio to see. Mornair moved around to Dio’s left side so that he too could get a good look at the plans.

“This is worth a few hundred thousand,” Nev said, holding the plans high and wide.

“What is it?” Dio said, peering closely at the drawing on the plan.

“It’s a plane.”

“But it’s only got one wing. There should be at least two.”

“That’s the beauty of this fighter plane. Its design is revolutionary.”

“What it called?”

“She’s called a Spitfire.”

“I like the name, but not the design.”

“Dio, you are not, in any stretch of anyone’s imagination, an aircraft designer. I’m telling you now, this aircraft is a potential war winner. A world beater. A British designer created it especially for the RAF.”

“How much?”

“One hundred.”

“Fifty.”

“Seventy-five.”

“Done,” Dio said with a grin. “That will pay off your debt to me.”

“I hadn’t finished haggling. Eighty-five.” 

Dio frowned, ground his teeth and a rumble of anger gurgled up from his belly. Suddenly, Dio broke into a broad grin and burst into laughter.

“You drive a hard bargain, Nev. You are cheeky and best of all, you are a true English gentleman. I will agree on one condition.”

Nev smiled. “What condition?”

“You introduce me to your king.”

“George the fifth!”

“Is that a problem?”

Nev digested the request. Realised he had no choice but to agree. This deal must stand if his brother was going to get his evidence.

“Very well, Dio. I’ll make the arrangements when I get home.”

Dio sat back on his throne and grunted, another big smile creasing his face. “We have a deal,” he said.

At that precise moment, when Dio Deberge believed, he was finally going to get a chance at joining the British aristocracy, the British Military Police broke into Dio’s inner sanctum and entered through smashed doors and windows. Thirty Military Police and several other ranks from the Durham Light Infantry, rifles, and handguns at the ready, closed in around Dio, Jules, Nev and Dio’s ten guards. All of whom tried to make good their escape, only to find themselves blocked, cuffed, and led away to a waiting military convoy of camouflaged British Army trucks. 

Dio sat, stood, sat again. He shifted his weight left, then right as his face deepened into a reddish hue that would look good spurting from a volcano.

“Call the police! Call the Police!”

“That won’t do any good, Dio,” Nev said, calmly staying in his seat and watching the turn of events.

“I own the police,” Dio said with a growl.

“But you don’t own the British Army. If this is my brother’s doing, don’t worry. I’ll sort it out.”

Dio frowned but sat back on his throne and awaited his fate, knowing there was little else he could do.

Nev looked at the mass of British khaki uniforms. He could only see one junior officer, who was not his brother. The officer turned and spied Nev and Dio, smiled with a somewhat malicious demeanour. He sauntered over to where Nev and Dio sat.

“Dio Deberge and Nev Fordham, I take it.”

“Correct,” Nev said. “Where’s my brother?”

“On his way back to Catterick, Captain Fordham. You and Mr. Deberge are to follow me. Oh, and you are both under arrest on various charges.”

Nev, for the first time that night, looked worried.

“What happening, Nev? Who this man is?”

“Lieutenant David Samson, Mr. Deberge.”

“Why is my brother on his way to Catterick?”

“I do not know, Captain. All I know is that he was relieved of command of this MP unit and told to report to the barracks at Catterick. I’m now in charge, and you two will follow me.”

Nev stood and looked around, a forlorn hope his brother may be pulling a sick joke on him. Dio followed suit, also looking around, but with no idea what it was he was looking at or looking for.

Outside, Nev and Dio were hustled into a staff car by two burly Military Police corporals, each sitting alongside Nev and Dio. Handcuffs were produced, and the two men were now firmly cuffed to the MPs. Nev realised they were taking no chances of either of them escaping and the night had taken a serious turn for the worse.

Nev and Dio were going to face a military court and Nev knew he was in serious trouble with his only source of help having left Egypt, blighty bound.








  
  

Chapter six

All Things Will Pass





Cairo, November 1929

Jessie’s Childhood could not have been more idyllic. From a precocious child not wanting to leave England, she became a precocious child not wanting to leave Egypt. But someone, somewhere, once decreed that all things in our lives must eventually pass us by and leave our lives forever. Her childhood was ending, her beloved uncle Nev had disappeared, and nobody wanted to talk about it. All she had come to know, come to love, seemed to pass before her and away from her life. All except Amir. The boy turned youth who was almost the same age as her, though nobody really knew his age, least of all Amir, was coming with them, back to England. Amir would gain an education and he would work for the Fordham household. 

Jessie had grown up in many ways and she no longer questioned the army desire to move families about like pieces on a chessboard. She no longer questioned her mother’s unstinting loyalty to her father. But she wasn’t fully grown in all things, especially where her father was concerned. She still questioned him and his authority over her more often than Albert Fordham would have wanted.

“Why?”

Albert shook his head, not for the first and certainly not the last time in his lifetime where his eldest daughter was concerned. His twin sons, Kit and Jimmy and the recent addition, Molly, were sparkling examples of childhood conformity. Jessie was exactly the opposite.

Albert Fordham sat in his favourite chair in a small room he used as a study. “Because I say so. Or rather…”

“Because the army says so. Yes daddy, you’ve said that so many times before. But why can’t mummy look after us?”

“Your mother does look after you, but she needs a little help sometimes and Armel will be a great help to your mother.”

“She’s not British.”

“No, she’s French, and you should be used to French people. You like Madame and Maurice Noaire, don’t you?”

Jessie nodded. “But I don’t like Armel. She looks too much like mummy.”

Albert sighed heavily, again. “That’s not Armel’s fault.”

Jessie didn’t have an answer to that. “I’m going to my room,” she blurted out and turned and left her father’s study.

Albert gave another sigh and shook his head. “Jessie, Jessie, Jessie,” he muttered, before turning back to proof reading his report on Nev’s arrest and the plan he had of ensnaring Dio Deberge. His colonel wanted Deberge out of his hair and out of Egypt, and Albert’s plan was to be approved, based on the report he was about to file.


      [image: ]Leaving Egypt was expected, but Albert Fordham didn’t quite expect it to happen so soon. He wanted to implement his plan to close Dio Deberge’s operation in Cairo and get his brother off scot-free. It hadn’t happened in the way he had planned and he and his family were moved back to Catterick with only 24 hours’ notice. Their belongings were packed and shipped for them and the Fordham’s and their children were suddenly on an RAF flight to Britain, as opposed to the usual transport of a slow boat back to Britain.

Back in Catterick, Albert received news through unofficial channels, via Britain’s Secret Intelligence Service headquarters, that he had been spotted for the job of Military Attaché to the British Embassy in Paris and with it an unprecedented promotion to full colonel. The news came as a surprise to Albert and Ruth but was greeted by a shrug of all the children’s shoulders, all except Jessie. She was now not only precocious, but soon to be a teenager. A combination that was sure to leave both the adults in the Fordham household truly exasperated and stressed.


      [image: ]“I have no news, Lieutenant Fordham. Your brother, Captain Fordham, has been tried and found guilty. That is all I know. I know nothing of the sentence.” 

“And the Egyptian? Dio Deberge?”

“He was shot and killed trying to escape.”

“Thank you, sir. I appreciate this information is classified.” Albert Fordham stood to attention and saluted. He turned and marched out of the adjutant's office. Turning left down the wooden corridor of the regimental offices, he marched to the end. He opened the door, stepped out, and quietly shut the door. A look of anguish crossed his face, and Albert swore. “Hellfire and damnation!”

Lieutenant Albert Fordham walked away from the offices. It was quite cold in Catterick, not at all sultry and warm, as would have been in Egypt. He wondered where his brother was and what his conditions were like. Then he realised the British Army was trying to keep his brother's fate a closed secret, in order for Albert’s career, at least, to flourish. Captain Nev Fordham had his chance in the army and blew it, big time. Nev Fordham may have been executed for treason, for all he knew. Albert’s plan had been approved by his colonel in Egypt and the plans for the spitfire, suitably doctored and useless, were approved for use as bait.

Now he knew that all involved in the trap had been moved on, himself included. And those at the very pointy end of the trap, his brother Nev and Dio Deberge, were left to their fate.

All Albert could do was carry on surreptitiously trying to find out what Nev’s fate was and hope he could try to put things right. His only genuine hope was that Nev was still alive and had not been left in the hands of the hangman.
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