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Chapter one

Introduction





When I started writing the Midnight Series, I had a plan. That, in itself, is unusual for me. I rarely plan my stories. But for some unknown reason, I felt the need to have an idea of where Jessie Fordham was going. 

I have so far published three books of the planned nine-book series. Book four has been completed a month early and will be published at the end of November. Books five to nine will be published at the rate of two per year from 2026, perhaps more quickly if I’m fortunate.

However, as with most of my stories, there was a twist. When I finished writing book four, Midnight’s Crisis, I realised I needed more depth to my heroine, Jessie Fordham. And so, the idea for this prequel was born.

Midnight’s Shadow is a novella, only fifteen thousand words long. My main novels are usually eighty thousand words or more. But in those fifteen thousand words I have packed a great deal of meaning. This book sits just before Jessie’s graduation in Cambridge, and it explores what drives a young woman to become a spy.

I hope Midnight’s Shadow succeeds in filling in the spaces that were once invisible.

Enjoy.

For more information on The Midnight Series and my other books, please visit my website HERE. 

Tom Kane, Paphos, Cyprus 9th November 2025








  
  

Chapter two

Cambridge Shadows





Cambridge, England March 1939 

The river moved like glass beneath the low morning light, the surface broken only by the occasional ripple of a punt’s oar. Across the water, the willows had begun to green, their pale leaves trembling in a wind too cold to be spring. The air held that peculiar mix of chalk dust and rain that belonged only to Cambridge.

Jessie Fordham stood on the edge of King’s Parade, watching the students spill out of the college gates, laughing as though the world would never change. Their laughter echoed faintly between the stone facades and spired roofs. Somewhere beyond the rooftops, the chapel bells tolled the hour.

To anyone watching, Jessie looked like one of them, an educated young woman in a dark coat, notebook under her arm, late for a lecture. The illusion faltered in her eyes. She was not thinking of lectures or essays. She was thinking of her father’s latest letter and the sense that her life, so carefully arranged, was no longer hers to control.

She had read the letter three times that morning. The first line was ordinary enough:

My dearest Jessie,

I hope you are well and working hard. I have a small favour to ask. Would you come to London on Friday? There’s a matter of some urgency that requires your discretion.

A

The words "favour" and "discretion" lingered like smoke. Her father’s letters were usually full of small comforts, reminders to eat properly, news of her siblings, an enclosed ten-shilling note folded neatly at the bottom. This one carried a different weight.

She had known for years that Albert Fordham’s work at the Ministry of Supply was not the whole story. There were the unexplained absences, the private telephone calls at odd hours, and the way her step-mother’s tone hardened whenever his name came up.

Jessie tucked the letter back into her coat pocket and turned away from the parade. The sun caught the windowpanes of King’s College, scattering white light across the paving stones. She walked briskly towards Trinity Lane, shoes clicking against the cobbles. A newspaper lay on a bench by the gate, abandoned and fluttering in the wind. The headline read:

"Hitler demands Poland corridor. Europe waits."

She stared at it for a moment, then walked on.

The world felt poised on a knife-edge, and she was tired of pretending otherwise.


      [image: ]In the library that afternoon, Jessie found herself unable to read. She sat at the long oak table surrounded by towers of books, Goethe, Hegel, Virginia Woolf, and realised that none of them held what she was looking for. The clock above the doorway ticked, heavy and indifferent. 

"Jess, are you coming to Hall tonight?"

It was Rose Sinclair, her closest friend, leaning over the table with an impish grin.

"I might give it a miss," Jessie said.

"Still sulking over that letter from home?"

Jessie smiled faintly. "How do you always know?"

"Because you always look like someone has just offered you a job you don’t want." Rose lowered her voice. "Your father again?"

"Yes." Jessie closed the book in front of her. "He wants me to come to London."

"For what?"

"He didn’t say. Only that it’s urgent."

Rose frowned. "Perhaps he’s ill."

"No. If it were that he would say so. This is different."

Rose’s expression softened. "You worry too much. You are clever, Jess, but you think like a soldier. Always planning for the next battle."

Jessie laughed quietly. "Maybe that’s what he has made of me."


      [image: ]By the following morning, she had made up her mind. The porter at the college gate called after her as she crossed the courtyard with a small valise in hand. 

"Miss Fordham, you will miss the Easter dinner!"

"I dare say they will survive without me," she replied, smiling as she hurried on.

At the station, a drizzle had begun. The platform seemed to be full of steam and everywhere glistened with wetness from the steam as it settled. She boarded the London train, found a corner seat, and opened a notebook on her lap. The first page bore the neat beginnings of an unfinished essay: "The Role of Conscience in the Tudor Age."

She stared at the title for a long time, then shut the book.


      [image: ]The city met her with a downpour of rain. London in 1939 seemed to have lost its charm and grace, instead a raw edge permeated the city as it waited for war to unfurl its banners. It hummed with tension and speed. Posters urged "Prepare for Air Raids" and "Women! Train as Nurses Today." 

Jessie took a cab to her father’s office near Whitehall, a grey building with a brass plate that read "Ministry of Supply: Restricted Access." The guard at the entrance nodded her through once she gave her name.

Albert Fordham was standing by the window when she entered his office, a medium height man with thinning hair and an expression that had learned restraint. He turned and smiled, though it did not reach his eyes.

"Jessie, my dear. You made good time."

"I came on the early train."

"Good girl. Sit down. Tea?"

She shook her head. "You said this was urgent."

"It is. But let’s not rush."

Jessie sat down as did her father, the desk between them a metaphor for the emotional divide between the two of them. It wasn’t that they didn’t like each other, they didn’t see eye to eye in the ever-changing world they lived in.

Albert Fordham opened a drawer in the desk and drew out a small brown envelope sealed with wax. He placed it between them.

"This needs to be taken to Paris," he said.

Jessie blinked. "By me?"

"You speak French well enough. You will draw less attention than one of my colleagues."

"What is it?"

"Papers. Nothing you need to concern yourself with."

Her eyes narrowed. "You are asking me to carry a sealed envelope across the Channel in the middle of a European crisis, and you will not tell me what’s in it? You may live under this sham of working for the Ministry of Supply, but you and I both know you’re an officer in Military Intelligence. So why the cloak and dagger? Cloak and dagger, I might add, you’re happy to draw your innocent daughter into and place in perilous danger."

He sighed, rubbing the bridge of his nose. "Jessie, there are times when knowing less is safer."

"Safer for whom?"

"For everyone."

They stared at each other for a long moment.

"Father," she said quietly, "you are doing this for the government, aren’t you?"

He hesitated. Just a flicker. It was enough to make Jessie understand she would get no more out of him.

"I am doing what I’m told to do," he said, "for King and country. It’s necessary."

Jessie sighed, knowing full well she was getting no more out of her father. "Who is it for?"

"It’s for a Mr. Aedler Glanz, you are to deliver it to him, and him alone," Albert said, smiling faintly, and without warmth.

"Sounds very dubious to me. Who is this man?"

Albert Fordham rolled his eyes. "You know I cannot say anything. Suffice to say, for now, the documents will help in the coming war effort. This envelope and other… items, already on their way, are of the utmost importance to the war effort for both us and the French."

Jessie shook her head. "But we aren’t at war."

"Jessie, don’t be naive, we are always at war. Britain is a country built on war. It’s what we do."

Jessie sighed. "Let me get this straight. This envelope contains secret documents."

Albert smiled.

"I’ll take that as a yes. The envelope, and other mysterious, items, are already on their way to France. These, items, will end up in the hands of the French government and all will be well with the world… and we have won the war, before it’s even started."

"Jessie, if you weren’t so flippant, you would make a great spy one day."

"No!" Jessie said. "We have had this conversation before. When I graduate in June I’m taking on a career in…"

"The Foreign Office."

"No! No! No! And never, dad. I want some adventure in my life, not the stuffy foreign office."


      [image: ]Outside, the rain had turned to sleet. Jessie walked to the Embankment, the envelope, despite being thin, felt heavy in her coat pocket. She watched the Thames as it rolled past, grey and relentless, and wondered whether she had just agreed to something that would change her life. 

She thought of Cambridge and the quiet safety of her college room. The river there had been calm, the sky open. Here, the world felt smaller, darker, closer to the edge.

She took a breath, squared her shoulders, and turned towards Victoria railway station.

Whatever her father had drawn her into, there was no going back now.
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