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CHAPTER ONE — A Fire in the Fog

London, February 1950.

Winter fog rolled in from the Thames, coiling low and thick over the Battersea riverside. Searchlights cut narrow white cones through the mist, illuminating the hulking silhouette of Hangar 3, home of the Iron Comet — Britain’s fastest and most ambitious jet-powered aircraft.

Jack Falcon stood outside the chain-link perimeter, collar turned high, coat buttoned against the cold. Sparks stood beside him, rubbing his gloved hands together.

“Christ, Jack,” Sparks muttered. “Feels like the river’s trying to crawl into my bones.”

Falcon didn’t answer. His eyes were fixed on the hangar.

Tonight was meant to be a quiet inspection, a formality. But Falcon had learned long ago that the quiet nights were the ones that turned loud the fastest.

A low hum vibrated across the ground — generators powering the Comet’s new experimental engine warm-up sequence.

Sparks exhaled. “Hard to believe we’re lookin’ at the future of flight, right there.
Fast enough to outrun any fighter in the sky, they say.”
“They say a lot of things,” Falcon replied.

A figure crossed the light inside the hangar’s tall sliding doors — Dr. Evelyn Marlowe, her coat flaring behind her, clipboard tucked under one arm. Focused. Determined. Brilliant enough to reshape the next war — or prevent it.

Sparks leaned closer. “She’s lookin’ sharp tonight.”

“Sparks,” Falcon said slowly, “if you comment on her again, I’ll feed you to the river.”

Sparks snorted. “Noted.”

The fog thickened.

A second figure moved — but this one did not belong.

A shadow slipping behind fuel crates.
Quick. Deliberate. Wrong.
Falcon’s hand went instinctively to the inside of his coat — the familiar weight of his revolver.

“Sparks. With me.”

They crossed the perimeter at a jog. Boots silent. Fog swallowing sound.

Inside the hangar, rows of engineers worked around the Iron Comet’s fuselage — a sleek, predatory blade of polished steel and swept-back wings.

Then—

A shout.

A wrench clattered to the floor.

Falcon saw the saboteur place something small beneath the engine cowling.
A flash of metallic casing.
A timing device.
Falcon’s voice tore through the hangar:

“STOP!”

The saboteur bolted.

Sparks sprinted. Falcon followed.

But the saboteur was ready—
He slammed a hand down on a valve control.
Raw aviation fuel sprayed out like a whip.

It struck a heater coil.

The world ignited.

WHOOOOM—

A fireball rolled across the hangar ceiling.
Alarms howled.
Engineers scattered.
Falcon tackled Sparks behind a workbench as glass shattered overhead.

Through the flames, Falcon saw Evelyn Marlowe — pinned beneath a fallen toolbox cabinet, desperately shielding her face.

Falcon surged to his feet.

Smoke. Heat. Flames licking up steel beams.

He rushed forward—

But the saboteur was already gone.

All that remained was the fire...
and the Iron Comet
burning.

CHAPTER TWO — The Woman in Grey

The smoke was still rising at dawn.

Fire crews had contained the blaze hours earlier, leaving Hangar 3 scorched, blackened, and reeking of burnt fuel. The Iron Comet’s silver fuselage now bore streaks of soot like battlefield scars. A temporary cordon kept the press and civilians out, though that would not hold for long — not with gossip already seeping through London like spilled ink on blotting paper.

Jack Falcon stood in what remained of the hangar doorway, coat still smelling faintly of smoke. Sparks sat on a crate nearby, coughing in intermittent bursts.

“We nearly lost her,” Sparks rasped, voice rough from inhalation. “That thing was built to outrun fighter jets, and it was almost taken down by a quarter-inch valve and some bastard with sticky fingers.”

Falcon didn’t answer at first. His eyes were fixed on the scorch mark near the engine housing — the exact place the saboteur had knelt. Whoever that man was, he moved with precision. Training. Discipline. Familiarity.

Not a mad bomber.
Not a political fanatic.
Someone who knew aircraft.

Someone who knew this aircraft.

Footsteps broke the silence.

Dr. Evelyn Marlowe approached, face pale but posture steady. Her ash-brown hair was tied back, no nonsense, though a faint burn mark traced along her right sleeve. She had been lucky — inches closer to the explosion and Sparks would have been fitting her for a memorial plaque.

“Damage report?” Falcon asked.

Her jaw tightened.

“The engine housing is charred but salvageable. Wiring harnesses will need replacement. We’ll be down at least two weeks.” She paused, then added bitterly, “If the Ministry lets us continue at all.”

Sparks whistled low. “Politicians smell smoke and run for the exits.”

“They’re scared,” Evelyn snapped. “This aircraft is the first real leap forward since ’45. Whoever controls it controls the next decade of air superiority. That makes some very powerful people very nervous.”

Falcon noted the shift in her tone — not fear.
Anger.
She turned to Jack. “You saw him, didn’t you? The saboteur.”

Falcon nodded once.

“Tall. Lean. Knew exactly where to place a fuel leak to trigger a flash fire with minimal structural loss.” He paused. “And he wasn’t alone.”

Evelyn frowned. “Meaning?”

Falcon stepped toward the hangar doors and pointed out through the clearing fog toward the perimeter.

There, beyond the fence and across the railway siding, stood a row of warehouse rooftops. And on the nearest one — barely visible through the thinning mist — someone watched.

A woman.
Coat grey.
Silhouetted against the rising sun.
She did not flee when Falcon saw her.
She simply stepped back into the fog, vanishing from view.
Evelyn followed his stare. “Who was she?”

“I don’t know,” Falcon said quietly. “But she was there before the fire started. Watching. Maybe signalling.”

Sparks exhaled through his teeth. “So we’ve got at least two of these ghosts poking holes in our future glory.”

Falcon turned back toward the wrecked aircraft. The Iron Comet seemed almost to glare back at him — wounded but defiant.

“This wasn’t sabotage for profit,” Falcon murmured.
“It was a message.”
Evelyn folded her arms, frustration sharpening her voice. “Then what message?”

Falcon’s answer came before he had time to soften it.

“That the enemy isn’t across the ocean anymore.
They’re already inside.”

Later — Whitehall, Department 7

Colonel Harrington’s office smelled of coffee, dust, and cold cigarette smoke. A half-open window let in the sound of traffic and the Thames, restless as ever.

Harrington stood behind his desk, reading a preliminary incident report. His moustache bristled — always a bad sign.

“A demonstration prototype nearly destroyed, a research team thrown into chaos, and half of London Fire Brigade called out to watch the proud future of the Royal Air Force go up like a Guy Fawkes lantern.” Harrington set the report down with a sharp slap. “Tell me, Falcon — should I be offering congratulations?”

Falcon didn’t rise to it. He never did.

“It was deliberate. And it was professional.”

“Professional?” Harrington echoed. “Professional suggests trained personnel. Trained personnel suggests intelligence services. Intelligence services suggests—”

“Another state,” Falcon finished.

Harrington leaned back, hands steepled. Lines at the corners of his eyes looked deeper than Falcon remembered. The post-war years had not been kind to anyone who worked in secrets.

“MI5 is already whispering about Soviet interference,” Harrington muttered.

“What do you whisper?” Falcon asked.

Harrington sighed. “I whisper that we cleaned house after the Burgess and Maclean disasters — but I don’t know how thoroughly.”

That hung between them.

Falcon broke the silence. “There was a woman. Grey coat. Observing. No attempt to interfere or assist.”

Harrington’s gaze sharpened. “Describe her.”

“Tall. Sharp features. Moved like she didn’t fear being seen.”

Harrington’s jaw set. “We’ve heard rumours of a woman fitting that description. Codename: The Whisper. Ex-RAF liaison. Disappeared during Berlin blockade operations.”

Sparks blinked. “So she’s ours?”

Harrington’s expression cooled.

“She was.”

Falcon felt the shift — one he recognized from the war.

A ghost had returned.
And ghosts never came back for anything less than blood.

CHAPTER THREE — Harrington’s Ultimatum

Harrington closed the office door himself — a courtesy he rarely extended and a warning in the same gesture. The corridor’s hum of typewriters and clipped heels died with the latch.

“Sit,” he said.

Falcon didn’t. Sparks perched anyway, nervous energy in human form.

Harrington drew a stiff sheet from a buff folder stamped with the kind of red that meant prison for anyone who read it without clearance.

“By instruction of the Permanent Secretary and with the knowledge of the Minister for Air,” he read, “Department Seven will assume quiet custodianship of the Iron Comet investigation. Objective: recover missing materials, identify hostile actors, prevent program delay and—” he flicked the page with two fingers, “—avoid panic in Parliament.” He lowered the paper. “The last clause is the only one they truly care about.”

Falcon waited. Harrington’s moustache bristled again — the second time today.

“There’s more,” Harrington said. “The maiden voyage isn’t cancelled.”

Sparks blinked. “You’re joking.”

“I’m not.” Harrington’s tone was iron filings. “The Prime Minister intends to greet a NATO delegation with a successful taxi and test flight, to reassure certain allies that Britain hasn’t forgotten how to lead. Political theatre, yes, but theatre that buys us funds and influence. The date is set. Ten days.”

“Ten,” Sparks repeated faintly. “With half the wiring melted like toffee?”

“London Aeronautics will work shifts,” Harrington said. “They’re motivated.”

Falcon turned the word over. Motivated could mean many things: pride, duty, coercion, fear. He thought of Evelyn Marlowe’s steady hands amid smoke.

Harrington slid a second document across the desk. “Inventory of what’s missing. Not just paper. Two magnetic tape reels, a batch of handwritten notes from Dr. Marlowe’s private lab book, and three microfilm cassettes that were stored in a locked cabinet the night before the fire.” He tapped the final line. “The cabinet wasn’t forced. Someone had a key.”

Sparks whistled under his breath. “Inside job, then. Or a very friendly visitor.”

“Inside









































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































	Barometric Trigger — explodes if altitude changes past second threshold.

	G-Force Trigger — detonates under sudden manoeuvring or turbulence.

	Manual Trigger — remote detonation by ground signal.”
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