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The Small Bites series grew from a simple, personal aim: to create stories that could be fully experienced in a single sitting. Written for readers with little time to spare—for moments stolen on trains, buses, or during lunch breaks—each piece delivers a complete, emotionally resonant narrative without demanding a long-term commitment. The stories are immersive yet concise, distilling the depth and power of a novel into a form that respects the reader’s time while never diminishing its impact.
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  The Last Thunder of the Plains

A young Native American warrior at the crossroads of tradition and survival as the Plains erupt in violence. 

  Tides of Glory

In the age of sail, when empire and honour rode upon the wind, two young men stand on opposite sides of history during the terror and chaos of Nelson’s greatest victory, Trafalgar. 

  Coal Dust

Britain’s 1984–85 Miners’ Strike. In a northern English mining town, a family fractures under economic ruin and divided loyalties.

  Storm over the South Atlantic

The Falklands War told through the eyes of those who fought for the pride of their countries.

  The Grey Seas of Sorrow

The Battle of the Atlantic rages, and survival rides on fragile steel hulls crossing storm-lashed seas.

  Ashes of The Empire

In the dying light of Imperial Russia one man bears witness to the birth of a new and broken world. From the shattered walls of Port Arthur to the streets of revolutionary. 

  Beneath The Armour

From the WWII mud of France to the burning sands of North Africa, one man's war is fought not just in steel armour, but in spirit.

  Beneath the Banner of Autumn Leaves

A sweeping, deeply human tale of courage, loss, and awakening in the crucible of China's darkest hour, the war of resistance against the Japanese.

  Bismarck

In May 1941 the most powerful battleship ever launched by Germany is hunted across the Atlantic, shattered in battle, and dragged toward her fate.

  HMS Warspite

A story told through the eyes of those that served in one of the most distinguished battleships in history, serving with distinction in both World Wars across nearly every major naval theatre.  

  Liberty's Flame

From the storming of the Bastille to the frozen ruins of Moscow, Liberty's Flame follows one man's struggle to hold onto hope amid revolution and war.

  The Falling Shadows

WWII German paratroopers plunge into the brutal battle for Maleme Airfield, where chaos, courage, and devastating loss decide the fate of Crete.

  The Last Winter of War

In the final months of WWII, Alexei Petrov fights across the frozen east into the shattered streets of Berlin, facing fanatical defenders and unimaginable loss. 

  The Long Way Home

Daniel McLeod never expected to leave the quiet streets of England for the sweltering jungles of Vietnam, the desire for a new start in Australia took him further than he expected.

  Wings Over the Channel

From the chaos of WWII’s 'Phoney War' in France to the inferno that was to be London, the story of a young RAF pilots struggle to push back the enemy when the fate of a nation hung in the balance.
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  Fields of Liberty

A farmer turned fighter, drawn into the brutal Southern Campaign of the American Revolution, a vivid tale of war, loss, and the quiet courage required to endure—for freedom.


  HMS Ark Royal

A newly minted officer comes of age aboard one of Britains most famous aircraft carriers during the dark days of WWII through to the bitter end.

  The Last Light of Byzantium

1453, the Ottoman cannons shatter the walls of Constantinople, a young father is forced to fight for a dying Byzantium empire—and for his family’s survival.

  The Last Walls of Christendom

Christian knights defend Vienna from the Ottoman siege of 1683, facing hunger, doubt, and death as faith and endurance are tested in the war that would shape Europe.



The Last Walls of Christendom

The Sound of the East follows the life of Matthias von Hohenfeld, a seasoned knight of the Holy Roman Empire, as he confronts one of the most harrowing sieges in European history—the Ottoman siege of Vienna in 1683. Born beneath the tolling bells of his family’s Austrian estate, Matthias is raised in strict religious devotion and martial discipline, learning early that faith, courage, and duty are inseparable.

After twenty years of service on scattered fronts—defending borders, confronting rebels, and enduring wars of both glory and quiet agony—Matthias is called once more to the front, to a trial unlike any he has faced. The Ottoman army marches with terrifying might and methodical precision, leaving burnt villages and fleeing civilians in its wake. Matthias and the defenders of Vienna must endure relentless bombardment, tunnel assaults, and starvation, holding the city’s walls while confronting the moral and spiritual weight of command, witnessing death and suffering in ways that test both faith and reason.

Through nights spent in prayer and days of unyielding toil, Matthias leads his men in desperate defence, countering sappers beneath the walls, rallying troops at the breach, and sustaining morale even as hope wanes. When relief finally arrives from the Imperial and Polish forces under King Jan III Sobieski, Matthias leads a coordinated counterattack that shatters the Ottoman lines, securing not just the city, but a symbol of Christendom itself.

Yet the story is not only of battle. It is of endurance, of the quiet heroism of soldiers and civilians, of personal loss and reflection. Matthias returns to his estate, older and tempered by grief and experience, aware that the victory has preserved a fragile inheritance rather than delivered final triumph. In the end, the tale is a meditation on duty, faith, and the courage required to stand even when the world demands despair.

Dedication

To those who stood when retreat would have been easier.

To the men whose names were written in dust, smoke, and prayer rather than in chronicles.

To the faith that sustained them, the fear that tested them, and the walls they refused to abandon.

And to all who know that what is preserved in victory is not triumph alone, but memory.
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Part I – The Early Years
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Chapter One — Bells and Steel

I was born beneath the ringing of a church bell.

It tolled as my mother laboured, a slow iron voice rolling over the fields of Lower Austria, calling the faithful to Prime. My father always said that was an omen—that my life would be measured in bells: the bell of baptism, the bell of alarm, the bell of the dead. I did not understand him then. I understand him now.

I am Matthias von Hohenfeld, knight of the Holy Roman Empire, sworn man of the Cross, and soldier of a Christendom that has grown old and weary of war even as war has never tired of us.

I write these words in the aftermath of the greatest battle of my life, with Vienna still standing behind me and the crescent banners of the East torn and trampled into the mud before its walls. My hands tremble as I set down ink—not from fear now, but from memory. The dead will not let me rest unless I speak for them.

I was reared on my father’s estate, a broad sweep of land where the Danube caught the morning light and the orchards stretched like green oceans across the hills. My father, a man as stern in doctrine as he was in the raising of horses, believed the body was a servant of the soul, and the soul, in turn, a servant of God. He would awaken before dawn, summoning me to follow him through corridors lit only by flickering candlelight, to hear the first prayers whispered across the cold stone floors. We knelt there until the sun burned the frost from the fields, and the bells of the chapel called the workers from the village to the day’s toil.

Religious observance was absolute. There were no idle moments, no laughter allowed to linger in the hallways without acknowledgment of the Lord’s will. The catechism was learned by heart, the Psalms recited until my tongue ached, and every sin—real or imagined—was catalogued in the quiet hours before I dared close my eyes. My mother, gentle yet unyielding, would read from scripture as I fell asleep, her voice a trembling thread of light against the dark of the chamber, until the late hour when even she would leave the room, and I would be alone with my prayers.

Those nights were long. I would kneel at my bedside or the small prie-dieu my father insisted upon, counting each bead of the rosary, murmuring the litany of saints, seeking some small measure of grace to carry me through the coming day. At times, I would rise and pace the hallways, listening to the wind sough through the oaks outside, imagining the armies of heaven gathering over the hills, the archangels wielding swords of fire. My dreams were filled with both dread and devotion, for sin was ever near, and virtue demanded vigilance.

Even the estate itself seemed consecrated to God. The stables, immaculate and fragrant with hay, became a place of meditation; the fields, orderly and ploughed in straight lines, were a testament to divine providence; the small chapel tucked between the orchard and the kitchen garden, with its worn pews and carved altar, was my sanctuary and my gaol in equal measure. Here, I first understood the weight of responsibility, the sense that life itself was a trial and the world beyond our walls both temptation and test.

I recall the first time my father brought me to witness a knightly exercise. The clatter of hooves, the sharp ring of steel on steel, it stirred something in me that prayer alone could not touch—a yearning for purpose beyond the hearth, for glory measured not only in devotion but in courage. Yet even then, he reminded me: all strength without God is vanity, all courage without faith is folly. My nights of prayer became intertwined with dreams of battle; the two were inseparable, one guiding the other, one justifying the other.

It was this life—the bells, the prayers, the rigid regimen—that shaped the man who would ride to Vienna, sword in hand, beneath the shadow of the Ottoman crescent. I learned early that discipline and faith were inseparable, that the night spent in devotion could steel a man for the horrors of day, that the sound of a bell could summon courage as easily as fear. And it was that lesson, drilled into me beneath candlelight and frost, that I carried into the storm of battle, even as the world around me threatened to fall apart.

Chapter Two – Learning my Trade

The years that followed my childhood passed like the slow turning of the great cathedral clocks. I grew tall in the shadow of the estate’s stone walls, my hands calloused by work yet unaccustomed to real labour, my muscles taught from the exercises my father demanded: lifting, carrying, climbing, and the endless drills with staff and sword. By the age of fourteen, I had learned to ride a horse as easily as I breathed, to guide a stallion through the narrow lanes of the orchards or across the frozen Danube flats without faltering, my body obeying instinct more than thought.

Yet my father’s eyes were never satisfied. Strength, he said, was nothing without discipline; courage without humility was sin. I was taught to bow my head in prayer before the dawn and again as the moon rose, to carry a prayer book at all times, to offer small acts of penance for every misstep, every rebellious thought, every flicker of pride.

And still, I longed for more. I remember the first time I struck a target with a lance, the way the wood hummed through my arms as the point struck squarely in the bull’s-eye, the surge of triumph that made my chest swell. My father watched, and though his expression remained solemn, I could see a flicker of something behind his stern gaze: approval, perhaps, or pride. But even as I revelled in the strength of my arm, I felt the weight of expectation pressing down: to wield skill in service of God, to measure victory not in the fall of enemies but in the glory of the Lord.
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