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The
characters in Eve’s War are fictional. However, all the stories and
the incidents within these stories, from the personal to the
public, are based on real events.

 


The series is
structured into twelve books, each of approximately 20,000 words,
set roughly two months apart. Within the back matter of each book,
you will find potted biographies of the real heroes and heroines of
the SOE, the people whom Eve Beringar, Guy Samson and Mimi Duchamp
are based on. It’s been an honour to read about these incredibly
brave and principled people. I hope you will enjoy their stories
and the exploits of my characters in Eve’s War.
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Chapter One

7 September 1944

 



Marseille, liberated. The happy, smiling faces of
its citizens was a beautiful sight. However, not everyone was
smiling. As I strolled past the zoological gardens on my way to my
old apartment atop the Canebière, I noticed a number of unhappy
women, women with shaven heads. Collaborators. The locals had been
quick to enforce their retribution.

Via the lift
– at nine months pregnant, there was no way I could take the stairs
– I made my way to a penthouse apartment, an apartment I’d shared
with my husband, Michel.

That
existence seemed a lifetime ago. I could barely recognise the woman
I’d been back then. So much had happened during the war years. I’d
grown so much during that time, physically due to my pregnancy, and
mentally as well.

I reached
into my shoulder bag and produced a key. It slipped smoothly into
the lock. At least some things hadn’t changed. The door eased open,
and I stepped into the apartment. The stillness suggested that no
one was at home. I’d entered so many rooms and buildings in
clandestine fashion that I’d developed a sixth sense – I knew
instinctively if a room was occupied, or if I was alone.

In the
lounge, I looked around. I noticed the gramophone. Before the war,
Michel and I had danced to jazz records. During the war, Wagner had
smothered the sound of the BBC broadcasts, keeping the plummy
British accents away from the keen ears of the Milice, the
home-grown army of cutthroats, psychopaths, criminals,
collaborators and fascists. I wondered what would happen to the
members of the Milice. I reckoned that right now they were wearing
extremely uncomfortable shoes.

In the
bedroom, I recognised the bedding, which looked worn and tired now
– home management had never been Michel’s forte – but not the
black, lacy female underwear. The perfumes on my dressing table
also offered a strange scent. Was I surprised? No. Was I angry or
disappointed? If our relationship still meant anything, I should
have felt a degree of agitation or hurt. However, I looked around
with a sense of calm detachment.

I was
examining a German label on a perfume bottle when our maid,
Isabelle, entered the bedroom. She’d changed little over the past
three years. These days, she wore her dark hair a little longer,
which suited her, and sported a bulging waistline, which didn’t. In
terms of waistlines, I guess I was the pot calling the kettle
black. An exercise regime was in order after the birth. I wanted to
look good for Guy. Plus, I had my vanity to assuage.

Isabelle
placed a hand to her mouth and sucked in her breath. “Madame,” she
said. “You are back.”

“Hello,
Isabelle,” I smiled. “Indeed, I am.”

Isabelle
frowned, canted her head to her left and offered me a curious look.
“You are...”

“Indeed, I
am,” I said, caressing my bump.

“Does the
master...”

“Not yet,” I
said. I glanced
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