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

The Grey Seas of Sorrow
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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 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 is told through the eyes of those that served in one of the most distinguished battleship 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.
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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, but the desire for a new start carried him halfway around the world to Australia, — and fate took him further to the battle fields of Vietnam.

Wings Over the Channel

From the chaos of the 'Phoney War' in France, to the escape at Dunkirk, to the inferno above London, young RAF pilot Jack Carter rises each dawn to meet the enemy when the fate of a nation hung in the balance.
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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.

Fields of Liberty

Campaign of the American Revolutionary War. Through the eyes of Elias Harding—a farmer, husband, and reluctant soldier—the story traces the slow, shattering transformation of ordinary men forced to defend their homes after the fall of Charleston.

From shadowed ambushes in the Carolina backcountry to the bloody disasters of Camden and Stono Ferry, and finally to hard-won redemption at places like Hanging Rock and Blackstock’s Farm, Elias learns that liberty is not born in grand speeches but paid for in fear, loss, and endurance. As British regulars and Loyalist raiders scour the countryside, the war seeps into hearth and field alike, threatening everything Elias loves.

Grounded in historical detail and driven by raw human emotion, Fields of Liberty is a deeply human tale of the American Revolution, told not through generals and grand strategy, but through the hands of a farmer who learns that freedom is not won once on a battlefield, but earned every day in what is rebuilt afterward.
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For the men and women of the American War of Independence

who fought not for conquest, but for the right to live free upon their own land—

the farmers who took up muskets, the families who endured occupation,

and the forgotten patriots whose sacrifices shaped a nation.

Fields of Liberty
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Chapter One: Blood in the Soil
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The land spoke first in the early hours, before birdsong, before the cicadas wound themselves awake. In the red clay of South Carolina, where cottonseed clung to the breeze and the summer sun hardened men’s backs to leather, there came a silence that Elias Harding had known all his life. It was the hush that fell when a plough cut into earth that remembered every footstep, every burial, every harvest. It was the sound of endurance.

Elias leaned into the wooden handles, his shirt already damp with sweat though the sun had barely lifted above the tree line. The mule snorted and shifted, hooves sinking into the soft soil as young Josiah tugged gently on the reins. The boy was nearly twelve now—long-limbed, sharp-eyed, already growing into the weight of responsibility whether he wished it or not.

“Steady,” Elias murmured, more to the earth than to the mule. “Easy now.”

The furrow opened clean and dark behind them, rich with promise. Elias had learned the feel of good soil the way other men learned scripture. His father had taught him—how to read the land, how to know when the earth was thirsty or weary, how to coax life from ground that gave nothing freely. The Hardings had farmed this patch for three generations, and each generation had paid for it in sweat, blood, and bent spines.

But this spring of 1779, the silence was changing.

It was no longer the peace of dawn. It was a waiting silence, brittle and tight, like the moment before a storm breaks. Somewhere far to the east—Charleston way, they said—cannon thunder rolled like distant summer storms. And closer still were the whispers. On porches, in barns, at the edge of churchyards, men spoke low of liberty and rebellion, of King George’s tightening grip, of redcoats marching and Loyalists sharpening knives in the dark.

Elias straightened and wiped his brow with a rough hand. His palm came away streaked with red dust.

Josiah looked up at him. “Pa?”

Elias met his son’s gaze and saw the question that lived there now more often than not. Children noticed more than men liked to admit. “Keep the mule straight,” he said gently. “We’ll be done soon.”

Josiah nodded and turned back to his task, though his shoulders remained tense.

Beyond the field, the Harding farmhouse sat low and solid beneath the oaks. Smoke curled from the chimney, and Elias knew Anna would be inside, moving quietly through the morning—tending Maggie, settling the baby Ruth, setting bread to rise. Anna had not been born to the land. He’d met her years ago when her family passed through from Charles Town, her hands soft, her eyes quick and curious. Yet time and toil had shaped her as surely as it had shaped him. She had grown into the farm, into its rhythms and demands, until she belonged to it as much as any oak or stone.
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