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  About The Iron Storm


A deadly race to stay ahead of the Nazi war machine will test them all. 
Tensions are high across Europe in the beginning of May, 1940. Hitler’s forces have overrun Norway, and it’s only a matter of time before his focus turns to France. When Evelyn Ainsworth is sent to Brussels, she understands all too well the risk of remaining too long. The MI6 agent’s goal is to get in, pick up a package, meet with her Soviet contact, and get out again as quickly as possible.
But even the best laid plans can go awry.
Obersturmbannführer Hans Voss knows the stolen blueprints from Stuttgart are in Brussels and is determined to hunt down the courier. But when the German armies invade Belgium, the city is thrown into chaos, complicating his chances of locating the missing package.
Armed with the packet that has already cost men their lives, Evelyn finds herself in another race to safely reach France while Hitler’s army unleashes a storm against the Low Countries. But her flight is complicated by an enigmatic young Belgian who offers assistance—and carries a secret of his own.
Pursued by two of the Third Reich’s most lethal agents, Evelyn must trust her instincts to survive.
Or fall to the Iron Storm.

*This book was entirely written, edited, and published by humans. Research assistance to the author was provided by one very polite and amusing robot. 






  
  Author’s Note


In May of 1940, the world watched as Nazi Germany overran Europe, sweeping across Holland, Belgium, Luxembourg and France. The French and English forces were overwhelmed and outmaneuvered in one of the fastest moving offensives the world had ever seen. Luxembourg fell in one day, Holland in five, and Belgium in eighteen. By the end of May, it was clear France would soon have no choice but to follow. 
In the midst of this turmoil, Winston Churchill succeeded Neville Chamberlain to become Prime Minister of Britain. On the morning of May 10th, Hitler invaded the Low Countries. In the evening, Chamberlain resigned and King George invited Churchill to form a government in his name. With the pugnacious Churchill at the helm, England would rally and become the lone, defiant voice of opposition to Hitler’s Third Reich. 
As the iron storm swept through France, the need for intelligence was never greater. Through all the chaos and terror, heroically brave men and women fought to move information to the English while they still could. If it weren’t for those men and women, and the contacts they made, the resistance networks would never have been able to accomplish all that they did. While they did amazing things as the war went on, and sacrificed their lives to continue to fight, it was all made possible by the few seeds that took root in those early days of May. A few precious men and women made a choice, and that choice would change the course of the world. 






  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Epigraph
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Prologue
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter One
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Two
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Three
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Four
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Five
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Six
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Seven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Eight
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Nine
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Ten
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Eleven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twelve
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Thirteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Fourteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Fifteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Sixteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Seventeen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Eighteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Nineteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-One
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-Two
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-Three
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-Four
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-Five
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-Six
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-Seven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-Eight
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-Nine
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Epilogue
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Author’s Notes
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Also By CW Browning
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Copyright
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  “The battle beginning today will decide the fate of the German nation for the next thousand years.”Adolf Hitler, May 10, 1940  








  
  Prologue


Munich, Germany
A tall man stood at the window overlooking the city. Rain poured down in sheets from thick, black clouds as the storm that had been threatening all morning broke. In the street below, people hurried past the apartment building huddled under their umbrellas, trying to get to their destinations as quickly as possible. He watched them for a moment, unconsciously picking out the ones who would be easy targets from this angle. There were many, at least for him. His skill with a rifle was unrivaled; he never missed. 
With a sudden frown, the man turned from his contemplation of the dreary scene below. That is, he’d never missed until Namsos.
The frown turned into a scowl as he went to pick up the empty suitcase near the closet door and carry it over to the bed. The last thing he remembered from that day was preparing to pull the trigger. He’d had the British agent in range. The shot couldn’t have been better, and he was assured of ending another successful assignment right then and there. Instead, he woke up with a splitting headache, his target long gone. He discovered later that she had boarded a ship bound for Scotland. Jian had slipped through his fingers.
Eisenjager had failed. 
His lips tightened unpleasantly as he opened the suitcase and lifted out the false bottom, setting it on the coverlet next to the case. It was the first time in over three years that he’d been unable to complete an assignment, and he didn’t even know the person responsible. He hadn’t heard or seen anything. Whoever had prevented him from pulling the trigger had moved like the wind, and disappeared just as quickly. After days of searching, he’d finally given up. As far as he could tell, he’d been attacked by a ghost. 
But that ghost had cost him Jian, and placed him in the same position as the blasted Sicherheitsdienst des Reichsführers-SS. They had failed multiple times to apprehend the British agent, earning the Abwehr the job of locating her instead. Now he had failed as well, and Eisenjager did not take kindly to being in the same company as Himmler’s thugs. He had worked too hard to rise above them, only to find himself their equal once again. 
He turned to the desk in the corner and opened the bottom drawer, pulling out a rectangular box. Setting it on the blotter, he opened it to reveal the Browning HP-35 pistol nestled inside. Lifting one of the clips, he checked that it was full, then replaced it and closed the box. Going back into the drawer, he pulled out a locked metal box and dug his keys from his pocket. Finding the correct one, he unlocked the box and rifled through the collection of papers and passports inside. He selected a Swiss identity, then a Belgian one. After checking to ensure they were both in order, he pulled out a codebook and a stack of cash before closing and locking the box once more. He returned it to the drawer and carried both the gun and the paperwork back to the bed, placing them in the hidden compartment in the suitcase. 
Namsos was in the past now. It was done and over. He’d find the British agent again one day, and then she wouldn’t escape. Until then, he had another target. He was leaving tonight for Austria, and then on to Switzerland, where he would change identities before making his way to Belgium. There, he would begin rebuilding his immaculate record. 
His lips tightened once again as he replaced the false bottom, concealing the weapon and paperwork. 
And then he would continue his hunt for the ghost who had attacked him in that alley.






  
  Chapter One


Lancashire, England
April 27, 1940
The gunshot echoed across the meadow, startling a group of rooks out of their chattering cluster high in a tree. They launched into the sky in a panic, swarming around in a black cloud before disappearing over the horizon, heading away from the noise. 
“Well done!” The groom grinned in approval. “You haven’t lost your eye, miss.” 
“I should hope not, Barnes. My father would turn in his grave if I did.”
The groom chuckled fondly. “That he would, miss. Very proud of your shooting, Mr. Ainsworth was. He used to say that there was no better shot in the county.” 
Evelyn Ainsworth swung the shotgun up to her shoulder and nodded to the stable hand standing some distance into the meadow. He fired a stone disc into the air and she followed it with the gun for a second before squeezing the trigger, blowing the disc apart. 
“He only said that when my brother wasn’t within hearing,” she said with a laugh, lowering her gun. “I’m no better than Robbie.” 
“Master Robbie—Mr. Ainsworth, that is, certainly has his moments,” Barnes acknowledged, “but you’re more consistent, miss. Always have been.” 
Evelyn reloaded and lifted the gun again, nodding to the boy. A moment later, another shot rang out, and another disc shattered in mid-air. She’d been home for two days now, and this was the first chance she’d had to steal away from her mother and Auntie Agatha. The morning was crisp, and the fresh air was better than anything the London doctor had prescribed for her. After spending five days in the house on Brook Street being molly-coddled by a nurse, she’d finally been cleared to go home for a few days before returning to Northolt, and to work. 
The ordeal in Norway had taken more out of her than she’d thought. Evelyn freely admitted that now as she lined up the next clay target before squeezing the trigger. While she had protested being forced to rest for five days, she acknowledged now that it had been desperately needed. Not just for her body, which had been strained with the flight across the mountains of Norway, but also for her soul. Or what was left of it. 
Evelyn lowered the shotgun to reload again. The nightmares were beginning to lessen, but the hollow ache was still there. She suspected that it would never leave. How could it, when she had been directly responsible for Peder’s death? It was something she would carry with her forever. That, and the memory of walking away from Anna and Erik, leaving them for the safety of her own home while they were stuck there, fighting for the freedom of theirs. 
She raised the gun again and motioned to launch another target. Bill had told her repeatedly that she had done all that was possible, and that she could do more to help them from here than she could from inside Norway. Evelyn knew he was right, that every scrap of intelligence that she could gather and bring back would get them one step closer to defeating the Nazis. But it didn’t make her feel any better when she considered that Anna might well already be dead. Despite Erik’s promise to get Peder’s radio fixed and contact MI6 with news, they’d had no word out of Norway since she arrived back. She had no way of knowing if they were even still alive. 
Evelyn’s eyes narrowed and she squeezed the trigger. This was the war she had signed up to fight. It was one fought in the shadows, where the only certainty was that she would be unlikely to live long enough to see the end of it. And that was the fate Anna and Erik had accepted as well. She had known this from the beginning, since that day Bill had proposed that she come work with him at MI6. It was hardly a new development, but after Norway it was suddenly very, very real. 
The target blew apart, but instead of clay shards, Evelyn saw a nameless German SS soldier with a hole in his chest sliding down a tree, illuminated by the dancing lights of a dozen flashlights. Swallowing, she blinked and refocused on the second target before squeezing the trigger again. She’d killed a man. Probably more than one. Her father had liked to say that she was the best shot in the county, had bragged about it to his friends. Little had he known that that skill would end up saving her life, and costing others theirs. 
The disc shattered and she lowered her gun. Her breath was coming quickly and she felt hot and cold at the same time as she forced away the memories. Taking a deep breath, Evelyn reached in her pocket for more shells. 
She would get over this. She would become comfortable with a gun in her hands again, and she would conquer these feelings of panic and horror — even if it took weeks of shooting. She had to. 
Jian had to go back into the field, and she had to leave these memories and their baggage behind.


      [image: ]Evelyn looked up in surprise when a shadow fell over her corner of the back terrace. A man stood on the other side of the low, stone wall that surrounded the patio. He had a hat pulled down over his brow and, as she looked up, he took it off and nodded to her. 
“Afternoon, Miss Ainsworth,” he said politely. “I’m sorry if I’m disturbing you.” 
“Not at all, Hanes.” Evelyn closed her book and smiled at him. “It’s Rex, isn’t it? Your first name?”
“Yes miss, but I really don’t think it’d be proper for you to call me as such,” Rex said with a flash of surprisingly white teeth. “Best to keep up the appearances.” 
“All right, if you wish,” she consented. “I do feel silly, though. You may be playing a gardener, but I know we owe you a much larger debt for agreeing to be here. Have you settled in all right? Bill said you seemed to be enjoying it.” 
“I am. It’s a lovely corner of the world you have here.” Rex rubbed his neck. “It’s been very quiet. I’ll be surprised if our mystery man returns to cause any trouble.” 
“I agree, but Bill seems to think there’s some danger of another break-in.” Evelyn tilted her head and studied him. “If he does return, what are your orders?” 
“To detain him,” he said promptly. “He’ll get a nasty welcome if he comes sneaking around again, that’s for certain.” 
“Well, I’m very grateful that you’re here to keep an eye on things,” she said. “If my brother knew, I know he would add his thanks. We were both very worried about leaving my mother here alone.”
“I understand.” Rex hesitated, then grinned. “I saw you out shooting this morning. If you were here, I don’t fancy anyone’s chances, not with your eye.”
“Yes, well, I can’t be here so I’m very glad that you are.” Evelyn smiled. “I hope Auntie Agatha isn’t harassing you too much. I heard her complaining about the south lawn this morning.” 
Rex chuckled and settled his cap back on his head. “Your auntie doesn’t bother me one bit. Reminds me of my old Nin. I’d best be getting back before someone notices me talking to you. No sense in drawing attention to myself.” 
Evelyn watched as he walked away and then turned her gaze to stare out over the rolling lawns. In the autumn, while she was being chased from Oslo to Stockholm by the SS, someone had broken into the study here. Nothing was missing, which was odd enough, but there was no sign of anything having been touched either. Upon hearing about the strange incident, she’d immediately become suspicious. William Buckley, her handler, had also been disturbed by the break-in. So much so that he’d placed one of his men undercover as the new gardener at Ainsworth Manor to keep an eye on things. 
Well, to keep an eye on the box, she qualified to herself, setting the book aside and getting up to walk restlessly over to the low wall. It was all about the box that her father had left her right before he had the temerity to up and die in Switzerland. 
Late afternoon sun drenched the rolling, manicured lawns as she gazed unseeingly into the distance. She had been trying to get the Chinese puzzle box open since Christmas, visiting home every chance she got to work on it. So far, it had all been for naught. Yet inside that box lay something that was worth breaking into the house to find, and she had to get it out. 
Oh Father, what if it’s finally the one I can’t figure out? She wondered, glancing up at the cloudless sky. What if I never find what it is you hid inside?
Evelyn turned her head sharply as something caught her attention to the left. There, in the distance, a black car was speeding up the long driveway on its way to the house. Frowning, she watched as it flew along, then gasped when she recognized the Lagonda. 
Turning, she strode across the terrace and into the house, almost running through the drawing room until she reached the main hall. She skidded to a sudden stop in the vast, marbled hall when she almost ran into her aunt.
“Auntie!” she gasped, grabbing her arm to steady herself. 
“Good grief, child! Where are you tearing off to?” The tall woman steadied her and stared down at her in astonishment. “You came out of there like a bat out of Hell.”
Aunt Agatha stood just shy of five foot eleven inches tall, and was as solid an Englishwoman as had ever been. Dressed in a tweed skirt and a matching brown tweed jacket, she looked every inch the English countrywoman. There could never be any doubt about her heritage as a member of one of the oldest families in England. She was militant and terrifying, and Evelyn and Robbie were extremely proud to call her Auntie.
“I’m sorry, Auntie. It’s Robbie! I saw him driving up to the house from the back terrace.” Evelyn laughed and turned towards the front door. “Did you know he was coming?” 
“Robbie!” Agatha set down a basket of freshly cut flowers. “No. He mentioned in his last letter that he might get a few days next month, but not a word about coming this soon. I’ll go and fetch Madeleine. She’ll be so happy!” 
Evelyn nodded and ran to the door, pulling it open and stepping onto the front porch. The low-slung sports car that she and her brother shared was just rounding the curve to pull in front of the house. When she emerged, it beeped and she laughed, waving gaily. As soon as it stopped, she ran down the shallow steps. 
A tall man got out and the sun caught his light brown hair, glinting against the golden highlights. As Evelyn ran towards him, he laughed and met her halfway, grabbing her by her waist and swinging her around. 
“Evie!” he exclaimed, his handsome face laughing into hers. “What are you doing here?” 
“I could ask you the same!” she retorted, kissing his cheek as he set her down. “I’m home for a few days of unexpected leave. You?” 
“I only have a few hours, more’s the pity,” he said, turning to walk with her towards the steps. “I’m on my way to Catterick to pick up Slippy; one of the other pilots, y’know. He ran into engine trouble this morning and had to make an emergency landing up there.” 
“Is he all right?” 
“Oh, he’s fine! The kite’s rather a mess, but he’s right as rain.” Rob looked down at her. “It’s really good to see you, Evie. Do you know I think Miles sees you more than I do!” 
“That’s because he drives to meet me for dinner or drinks at the pub,” she retorted, tucking her arm through his as they started up the steps to the door. “You’re more than welcome to join him, you know.”
“And be the odd man out? Good God no!” Rob looked up and nodded with a smile to the aging butler who’d appeared to stand ready at the door. “Hallo Thomas!”
“Welcome home, Mr. Ainsworth,” Thomas replied, his stoic face relaxing into a smile. “It’s very good to see you again.” 
“Is Mother in?” 
“I believe she’s in the library, sir,” Thomas told him, taking his hat from him. 
“Will you have Wallace look at the car while I’m here?” Rob asked, stepping into the house. “It was making a bit of a knocking noise on the way up just now.”
“Very good, sir.” 
“Robbie, if you’ve broken the car, I’ll have your head,” Evelyn said, walking with him across the hall. “When did you come and get it, anyway?” 
“A couple of weeks ago. I took the American on a tour of the Cornish coast. Why? Did you want it?” 
“No, that’s all right. I’ll take the train back to Northolt.” 
“When are you due back?” 
“Wednesday. I want to go into London for some shopping before I go, and I thought I’d see if Maryanne wants to have lunch. I miss the Gilhursts.” 
“I saw Tony just the other week at the Savoy,” Rob said. “A few of us went into town for dinner. He asked after you. He says it’s terribly dull in London these days.”
“Sometimes I miss dull,” she murmured. 
“What was that?” 
“Nothing.” Evelyn smiled brightly as they went into the library. “Mother, look who I found loitering in the driveway!” 
Mrs. Ainsworth got up from her chair and flew across the room, her arms outstretched. 
“Robbie!” she cried. “How lovely! Agatha told me you’d arrived. Why didn’t you call to say you were coming?” 
“And ruin the surprise?” he demanded, grasping her hands and bending to kiss her cheek. “Actually, I didn’t know I was. I’m on my way to pick up one of the boys at Catterick. Thought I’d stop in on my way.”
“Can you stay for dinner?” 
“Yes, if it’s not too late.” Rob turned to cross the room. “Auntie Agatha! How are you?” 
She smiled and accepted a hug from him. “Very well, thank you.” 
“I’ll go talk to Thomas about moving dinner forward,” Mrs. Ainsworth said, but Agatha clucked her tongue, stopping her. 
“Nonsense,” she said, moving towards the door. “You sit and visit with Robert. I’ll go talk to Thomas.” 
Rob grinned. “Don’t argue, Mother. She’s got that look in her eye.” 
“Oh don’t be ridiculous. I’m not going to argue. Come and sit and tell me all about what’s happening at Duxford,” Mrs. Ainsworth said, going back to her chair. “Evelyn, come sit with us.” 
Evelyn shook her head, smiling at them fondly. “I’m going upstairs to rest for a few minutes, if you don’t mind. If you’re staying for dinner, Rob, I’ll see you then.” 
“Rest?” Rob repeated, staring at her, aghast. “What on earth do you want to do that for?” 
But Mrs. Ainsworth was looking at her in concern and she spoke before Evelyn could. 
“She’s getting over a bout of the flu,” she told him. “She looked terrible when she arrived the other day.”
“I’m fine now,” Evelyn said in exasperation. “I’m just a little tired.”
“How in blazes did you manage to get the flu?” Rob asked, watching as she went to the door. “It’s been gorgeous weather!” 
“If I knew that, I wouldn’t have got it, would I?”
Closing the door behind her, Evelyn exhaled silently. She hated lying to her mother, but when she arrived on Thursday, there had been no concealing her drastic weight-loss or the dark rings under her eyes. Both her mother and Agatha accepted the flu story without hesitation, and had been coddling her ever since. Leave it to Robbie to be the one to question it. Crossing the hall to the stairs, Evelyn had to admit that it had been lovely to relax and be waited on again. While her dreams still kept her up at night, at least during the day she was surrounded by love and peace, and it was going a long way towards healing the wounds that no one could see.
She started up the stairs, her hand on the banister. She had no intention of going upstairs to rest, of course. There was a box hidden in her wardrobe that needed her attention. Speaking with Hanes had only served to remind her that the sooner she discovered its secrets, the sooner they would have some clue as to who was trying to find it. 
And the sooner they’d have some clue to the identity of the spy who was so well hidden in London.


      [image: ]Stuttgart, Germany
Obersturmbannführer Hans Voss stepped out of the small, cement room and closed the steel door behind himself. Sweat had beaded along his hairline and he reached up to wipe it away with a grimace of distaste before striding down the narrow corridor, his jacket draped over his arm. It had taken more exertion than he’d expected to get the traitor to talk, but in the end, the truth had come pouring out. It always did once Hans got his hands on someone.
On either side of him, cells just large enough for a single metal bed and a toilet were visible behind iron bars. Each cell was separated by a three-foot thick cement wall, and none of them had windows. The only light came from the row of bare bulbs hanging above his head as he strode past the bars, but it was enough to catch a glimpse of pale faces silently watching him pass by. Some were terrified, some resigned, and one had gone beyond both emotions to something close to madness. Seven men and one woman, all stripped to their underwear, and the only things they had in common were the daily interrogations to which they were subjected. They had all been betrayed by someone close to them. The woman had been turned in by her husband. Some were suspected communists, and some, like the woman, were there because they had been caught with illegal materials in violation of the state. In her case, multiple copies of a London newspaper had been discovered in her possession. One of the men had a copy of a book written by a Jew, along with several recordings by Mendelssohn. Only one of the detainees had been brought in for being an active traitor, and he was behind the steel door Hans had just come through. 
The man’s name was Dieter, and he was a mechanic at the Daimler plant. As Hans went towards the guard at the far end of the corridor, he tightened his jaw. Two nights before, blueprints for the new extension of the plant, and that of three other munitions factories in Stuttgart, had been stolen from the back of a staff car. Dieter had been the one to take them, but when they arrested him, the plans were nowhere to be found. After four hours of interrogation, the man had finally cracked, giving Voss what he wanted. The plans were on their way out of the country, bound for France and, ultimately, MI6. 
Hans passed the last cell and joined the guard at the end of the hall. 
“He’s dead,” he said shortly, jerking his head towards the steel door at the other end. “I’ll send someone down to clean up.”
“Yes, Obersturmbannführer,” the guard said smartly, saluting. 
Hans nodded and pulled on his coat, straightening it in silence. Once he had it laying perfectly, he opened the door and started up the winding steps to the upper level of the townhouse. Before succumbing to his injuries, Dieter had informed him that there were also photographs of the Daimler plant, both from the air and from the ground, included with the stolen plans. Hans frowned. All of it was heading straight into the enemy’s hands. Not only that, but Dieter had no idea where or how the package was getting to France. Only the courier knew the routes. No one else. He didn’t even know the name of the courier, or of the people he’d given the information to. All he did was gather it and pass it on. 
Reaching the top of the stairs, Hans opened another steel door and stepped into a hallway lined with wood paneling. He may not know the names of the agents carrying the information, but he knew where it was going. He could alert the men at the borders, but he knew it was useless now. The package had probably already left Germany. If he wanted to prevent it from falling into the hands of the English intelligence service, he would have to track it down immediately, and preferably before it made its way to France. Once it reached France, the likelihood of finding it before it went to England was slim. It was best to stop it before it crossed the French border. 
Dieter had said the couriers traveled through Holland and Belgium. Voss had several agents in both countries. He would alert them to increase the surveillance on all known Allied agents. One of them would have to pass the package on, and when they did, Voss had a very real chance of getting it back. Even if it had already made it to Holland, it still had to go through Belgium.
That was where he would start.






  
  Chapter Two


Evelyn set down the highly polished box and got up impatiently, crossing over to her bedroom window and throwing it open. She leaned out and took a deep, calming breath of fresh air. After working on the box solidly for over forty minutes, she was no closer to opening it than she had been last Christmas when she’d begun working on it in earnest. She had figured out some of the mechanisms, but couldn’t get past a certain point, despite trying all the tricks she’d learned from years of opening both Chinese and Japanese boxes. 
What if this really is the one I can’t figure out? What then? 
She supposed they could always destroy the box in order to get to the contents inside, but she hated to do that. It was the last gift her father had given her before he died. She didn’t want to destroy it. 
Exhaling, Evelyn watched as a crow glided across the side lawn, heading for the trees. Perhaps she was trying too hard. Sometimes her father would say that she had a tendency to become trapped by her own tunnel-vision when she was working on something. Perhaps that was the problem now. Because she knew it was so important to get the box open, perhaps she wasn’t seeing anything else. Her lips curved suddenly as she remembered Sifu telling her the same thing. He had defeated her repeatedly with a single move for weeks before she finally saw her way out of that particular tunnel. Once she had, however, it was as if a flood-gate had been opened, and she quickly became the top student in the Wing Chun school. But that was in the distant past now, and did nothing to help her with her current predicament. 
With a sigh, Evelyn turned from the window and looked at the box sitting on her desk. Unfortunately, this puzzle was nothing like learning a Chinese martial art. It was a test of her patience in a way that Wing Chun never had been, and she was very much afraid that it would be a test that she failed. 
A soft knock fell on her bedroom door and it opened without waiting for an answer. Rob stuck his head in, peering around the edge of the door. 
“Oh you’re up!” he said, stepping into the room. “I’m glad. I didn’t want to wake you if you were sleeping.” 
“No. I’ve been playing with that box,” she said, motioning towards the desk. “Father gave it to me before his last trip.” 
“Did he?” Rob walked over to the desk and picked up the box, examining it. “It’s very pretty. You know, I never could figure these things out. Don’t have the patience.”
“I’ll admit this one’s trying mine. I’ve been fiddling with it since Christmas, to absolutely no avail.” 
“That’s not like you,” Rob said, putting it down and looking at her. “You usually had these open before anyone could blink. Are you sure you’re all right?” 
Evelyn laughed and nodded, walking over to sit at her desk again. 
“Yes. I think Daddy finally found one that’s a devil to open, that’s all.” She watched as Rob sprawled across the foot of her bed. “How’s the flying?” 
“We’re up every day now, flying patrols over the Channel and North Sea. Lots of flying, very little action.” He propped himself on his elbow and studied her. “Mummy’s right. You look awful.” 
“Well thank you very much!” 
He grinned. “Not to say that you ever looked especially good.” 
Evelyn picked up a pencil and chucked it at him. “Miles doesn’t seem to have any complaints,” she retorted. “And neither does Fred.” 
“Fred?” Rob raised his eyebrows in interest. “Is that the Hurricane pilot you’ve been so chummy with?” 
“Yes.” 
“Should I meet him? I rather thought you were fond of Miles.”
“I am fond of Miles, and no, you don’t need to meet Fred. It’s not that kind of friendship.” She picked up the box absently, turning it over in her hands. “Not that you need to meet any of my male friends. I’m quite capable of choosing my own mate, thank you very much.” 
“I know you are, but you know Mummy expects me to play head of household now. That involves keeping an eye on any prospective family members.” Rob tilted his head and, for once, the carefree smile was missing from his face. “It’s rather a heavy load, actually. I can’t fill Daddy’s shoes. I’m having a hard enough time keeping this estate running while serving King and Country. Thank the good Lord for that steward Daddy hired two years ago, Damien. I’d be lost without him.”
Evelyn looked up in surprise. “I had no idea you were struggling. Everything seems to be running the same as it always has.” 
“I’m still finding my way. You wouldn’t believe how complicated everything is.” Rob exhaled and flopped onto his back, staring at the ceiling. “Miles has been a shocking amount of help, actually. He’s got a real head for estate management, believe it or not. He’s been helping his father for years. Of course, it helps that they’re in the sheep business as well, so Miles has been able to give me some advice. Lord Lacey has nothing to worry about when he leaves his estate to Miles. He’ll be a good Baron, when the time comes.” 
“It’s funny, I don’t even think of him as a future Baron,” she said slowly. “I just think of him as…well, as Miles.” 
“Not as one of the Yorkshire Laceys?” he asked teasingly. “Mummy would be very disappointed.” 
Evelyn laughed. “I have no reason to go social climbing. Not unless you manage to muck up our estate. So please, do try not to.” 
“In all seriousness, Evie, are you very fond of Miles? He seems to be of you, but if you’re not, you’d best halt it now. I don’t want another Marc Fournier on my hands.” 
Evelyn dropped her gaze to the glossy box in her hands, still turning it over absently. 
“I am fond of him,” she said quietly, “but with the war going on, it makes it very difficult. None of us know where we’ll be from one moment to the next, so there’s really no point in looking ahead.” 
“‘Course there is! If there’s no point in looking ahead, then what the bloody hell are we fighting for?” Rob sat up and shook his head. “Well, that’s all between you and Miles. As long as I don’t end up with him crying in my ear, I’ll leave you to it.” 
“You never had Marc Fournier crying in your ear!” she exclaimed. “I never encouraged him even a bit!” 
“You didn’t have to! He fell as soon as he clapped eyes on you. Ridiculous thing, that. I suppose it’s because he’s French.” 
“We’re half-French,” she pointed out with a grin. 
“Yes, and look at you with Miles,” he retorted. “I’ve never seen you take to someone so fast.”
“Well, if it’s the French blood in me, then you’re doomed. Perhaps I’ll start looking for nice young WAAFs to throw your way.” 
The smile he gave her was decidedly wolfish. “No need, m’dear. I’m meeting quite enough of them on my own.” 
Evelyn laughed and flipped the box in the air before moving to put it down. As it landed in her hands again, her fingers gripped one of the panels and it slid to the side. Hearing a click, she looked down and gasped as a tiny compartment slid open, revealing a catch. 
“I’ve done it!” she cried, jumping up in her excitement. “Look!” 
Rob stood up and glanced at the box in her hands. “Well done. What’s inside?” 
“I’ve no idea.” She pressed the catch and watched as two more panels slid aside. “There’s still more to do, I think.” 
“Well, I’ll leave you to it,” he said, turning for the door. “Dinner should be ready soon, thank God. I’m starving.” 
“You’re always starving,” she said absently, dropping back into the chair as she slid one of the new panels over. “I’ll be down in a little bit.” 
Rob left the room and Evelyn pressed another panel. All of a sudden, there were a series of clicks and another panel slid aside, revealing a velvet-lined compartment. Her heart surged into her throat as a feeling of elation went through her. There, nestled in the center compartment of the box, was a folded piece of paper.
She pulled it out and set the box down on the desk. Across the paper, in her father’s distinctive hand-writing, was a single line. She stared at it, her forehead creasing into a frown. It looked like an address. 
An address in Blasenflue, Switzerland. 


      [image: ]Evelyn walked down the thickly carpeted corridor towards the stairs, smoothing a hand over the soft fabric of her skirt. She was wearing a dress that she’d bought in Paris in March but never got the chance to wear. It was part of the Spring Collection, and she’d wondered at the time if she would have the opportunity to wear it at all this year. It may only be for dinner with her family, but she was glad to be wearing it now. It was a flattering shade of blue that made her feel pretty, even if she looked as awful as Robbie had said.
She knew she wasn’t looking up to her usual standards. She’d lost quite a bit of weight in her flight across Norway, and the emotional strain had left its mark as well. Yet Evelyn was very conscious of how lucky she was to be alive, never mind at home. If the SS had had their way, she would have been captured in a ravine in central Norway. Captured, or worse. 
An involuntary shudder went through her and she resolutely pushed the memories aside. There was absolutely no point in dwelling on the past and what might have been. It hadn’t been, and that was that. She’d lived to continue on, and to fight another day. 
Reaching the top of the stairs, Evelyn started down, her hand on the smooth banister. Coming to Ainsworth Manor for a few days hadn’t been her choice. She’d wanted to get back to Northolt and some sense of normalcy. Perhaps go out for a meal with Fred and laugh at his ridiculousness. Bill had been the one to insist that she come home for a few days. He said she needed the time to relax and be herself again. As much as she hated to admit when she was wrong and anyone else was right, Evelyn admitted now that Bill had been correct. She had needed this. The past few days had gone far to help her settle and think clearly, and now she could face the thought of going back onto the continent, or wherever they sent her, with much more composure and much less anxiety than before. She felt more like herself again. 
The telephone on the little table in the hallway suddenly rang, startling her, and Evelyn let out a gasp. Her heart thumped before settling down again and she sucked in a deep breath, laughing to herself. Perhaps another couple of days wouldn’t be amiss. Obviously her nerves were still not quite right. 
She watched as Thomas appeared from the back of the house, moving towards the telephone with his steady, ponderous stride that never appeared to rush, yet always placed him exactly where he needed to be when he needed to be there. It was one of those mysteries of the serving class, how they were never in a hurry and yet were always on hand precisely when you needed them. It was one of the many things that made them absolutely invaluable.
Evelyn had just reached the bottom of the stairs when Thomas turned to look at her. 
“You have a telephone call, miss,” he announced, setting the receiver down on the table next to the telephone. 
“I do?” Evelyn asked, surprised. “Thank you.” 
He inclined his head and returned to the back of the house as she went over to pick up the receiver. 
“Hello?” 
“Hello, Evie? It’s Bill.” Bill’s voice came through the receiver, strong and steady. “How are you?” 
“I’m doing well, thank you. How are you?” 
“We’re all well, thanks. How’s the holiday? Are you enjoying yourself?” 
“Yes. Robbie showed up unexpectedly this afternoon! It’s lovely to see him again. I feel like it’s been an age!” 
“I told you it would do you a world of good to go home for a spell.” 
“It has, but that’s not why you’re calling, is it?” she asked. 
“No.” Bill cleared his throat. “Can you come to London on Tuesday? I’m in Paris now. I was supposed to return today, but something's come up and I won’t be back until Monday now.”
“Tuesday?” Evelyn frowned. “Yes, of course. I’m not due back at Northolt until Wednesday. I can take the train down. Is everything all right?” 
“Yes, yes, but I’ll need to see you as soon as I return. I really am sorry to interrupt your holiday. I know I said I wouldn’t.”
“It’s quite all right,” she assured him. “I’m doing much better now. You were right. This was exactly what I needed, even if I didn’t realize it myself.” 
“I’m very glad to hear that. You had me worried there for a few days.” Loud static broke into the line and Evelyn grimaced, pulling the handset away from her ear. “Oh Lord, what now? Evie? Evie, are you still there?” 
“Yes, I’m here.” 
“It sounds like the line is getting interference. I’m going to ring off. Shall we say ten o’clock Tuesday? In my office?” 
“Yes, all right. I’ll be there.” 
Evelyn heard the same screeching static and suddenly the line was dead. She pushed the button on the phone a few times, but the connection had been severed. Setting the receiver back in the cradle, she turned away from the table with a shrug. Hopefully Bill had heard her confirmation before the line cut out. 
Moving across the hall towards the drawing room where she knew Robbie and the others would be having drinks before dinner, her brow creased into a frown. Bill was in Paris, and he wanted to see her as soon as he returned. That could only mean one thing. 
She was going to France.


      [image: ]“Oh, must you go so soon?” Mrs. Ainsworth cried as Rob set down his cup of coffee and stood up. “You’ve just finished your coffee!” 
After dinner, instead of moving into the drawing room for after-dinner drinks, they had all come outside onto the terrace to enjoy the mild evening. While the rest of them had an evening cocktail or wine, Rob had insisted on coffee before he continued his drive north. 
“I really do, Mother. I have to get up to Catterick and collect Slippy before he starts a revolt.” Rob smiled down at his mother. “I’ll get a weekend off soon and I’ll motor up and spend some time with you.” 
“It really was lovely to see you again,” she said as she set down her glass and stood up. “Such a nice surprise. Having both you and Evie here was almost like Christmas again.”
“You would think the RAF would let you both come home more often,” Aunt Agatha said as Rob hugged his mother goodbye. “It’s downright disgraceful how little time off you get. Why, Evelyn was at death’s door after being overworked!” 
Evelyn set down her wine glass and brushed a stray lock of blonde hair out of her eyes. 
“Oh Auntie, I was nowhere near death’s door,” she protested with a short laugh. “I was ill for a few days, that’s all.”
Agatha snorted and stood to accept a hug and a kiss from Rob. 
“You’re a bag of bones, child,” she retorted. “You need to come home more often where we can make sure you’re fed properly. Obviously the RAF isn’t doing a good enough job.” 
“Auntie, there is a war on, you know,” Rob said with a grin. “We’re not idle persons of leisure anymore. We have to do our bit.”
“Yes, but do you have to kill yourself doing it?” she demanded. 
Evelyn swallowed and an awkward silence suddenly fell over the group. Realizing her poor choice of words, Agatha cleared her throat and patted Rob’s cheek. 
“Do try and get back again soon,” she said. “It’s lovely having you both here.” 
“I will, Auntie. You just keep Mummy out of trouble.” 
“Me?” Mrs. Ainsworth made a sound as close to a snort as her delicate manners would allow. “You’ve got it backwards, Robbie. I’m the one keeping her out of trouble!” 
Rob winked at Agatha. “No upsetting the Vicar this time, Auntie.” 
Agatha harrumphed but a twinkle came to her dark eyes. “Madeleine told you about that, did she? It was all a misunderstanding.”
“Misunderstanding or not, Robert had to smooth things over,” Mrs. Ainsworth said with a reluctant laugh. “He never laughed so hard, though.”
“My brother knew me well enough,” Agatha said easily, taking her seat again and picking up her glass. “I do miss him.” 
Evelyn stood up and tucked her arm through Rob’s. “I’ll walk out to the car with you.”
“All right.” He looked at the two older women sitting at the table. “I’ll see you both soon.”
He and Evelyn went through the opening in the terrace wall and followed the path to the corner of the house. Once they were out of sight, Rob blew out his cheeks and exhaled. 
“God I hate saying goodbye to Mummy,” he confessed. “She always makes me feel as if I’ll never see her again.” 
Evelyn looked up at him. “You may not,” she pointed out. “It’s something we’ve all had to come to accept.” 
“Bollocks,” he muttered crudely. “I’m no more likely to pop my clogs than you are. Does she make you feel this way when you leave?” 
“No, but our situations are a little different. I’m not up there flying against the enemy.” I’m only facing him on the ground, in person, where if I make the wrong move, I’ll be shot. 
“Neither am I, yet. It’s getting rather old, to be honest. Every day we go up, and every day we come back down without ever having sighted so much as a wing tip.”
Evelyn thought of the hordes of Luftwaffe planes that had taken complete control of the skies over Norway, bombing the cities and villages with abandon. 
“You will,” she said quietly, her voice even. “Don’t be in such a hurry to face them, Robbie. It’s not going to be pretty when Hitler turns his attention west. Right now, he’s distracted with Norway, but that won’t last long. The weather’s improved and he’ll move towards France soon.” 
“I know.” Rob was quiet for a moment. “I think we all just want to get the first scrap over with, then we’ll settle down. Right now we’re just waiting, but we don’t know what we’re waiting for. Once we have our first fight, we’ll have a better idea of what’s coming.”
They rounded the front corner of the house and stepped onto the crushed gravel driveway. Ahead of them, the chauffeur was just closing the hood of the Lagonda and, as their feet crunched on the gravel, he turned around, wiping his hands with a rag. 
“How is she, Wallace?” Rob called. “Will she get me back to the war?” 
“She’s right as rain, Master Robbie,” Wallace replied, nodding. “A clamp had worked loose. It’s all fixed now.” 
“Wonderful! Evie was going to have my head if I’d broken her.” 
Wallace looked at Evelyn, a grin on his face. “No need for that, miss. She’ll run all right now.” 
“The next time I visit, I’ll bring her back and leave her for you,” Rob said, looking down at Evelyn. “Are you sure you don’t need it?”
“Positive. If I have to leave Northolt, the train will take me anywhere I need to go. And if it doesn’t, there’s always Fred willing to ferry me around,” she assured him. “I had it for two months. It’s your turn.” 
“I don’t care who has it or when, but she’ll need an oil change in another few weeks, so make sure to bring it back so that I can do it,” Wallace said with the familiarity of a man who had watched them both grow from toddlers into the adults they were today. “It can probably use some new plugs as well.” 
“You’re too good to us, Wallace.” 
“Well, I can’t have either of you breaking down at the side of the road while there’s a war on, now can I?” Wallace said gruffly. “What would the late Mr. Ainsworth say?” 
“Not much, I’m afraid,” Evelyn quipped, only to receive a stern look from the chauffeur. “Oh Wallace, don’t look at me like that. You know I miss him dreadfully.” 
The stern look softened and Wallace grunted. 
“You be careful out there, Mr. Ainsworth,” he said, nodding to Rob. “I’ll see you when you come to visit again.” 
“Thank you. Take care of yourself.” 
The chauffeur nodded and picked up his tool box, turning to walk in the opposite direction back to the garage near the stables. Evelyn watched him go, then looked up at Rob. 
“What would we do without him?” she asked. 
“God knows!” he exclaimed, releasing her arm and walking towards the door of the sports car. “Do you know I had to assure him that I had no intentions of letting him go after Father died. He actually thought I’d want to bring in someone younger. Can you believe it? As if I’d ever replace Wallace!” 
“Heavens no! He’s taught us everything we know about cars!”
“Exactly!” Rob opened the door and leaned down to toss his cap onto the passenger seat. “I’m glad that it wasn’t anything serious, though. It would have been a nuisance when I’m on my way to collect Slippy.” 
“Why do you call him Slippy?” Evelyn asked. “Miles has mentioned him as well, and I’ve always wondered.” 
“Lord, I don’t know,” he confessed with a grin. “That’s what the others call him, so I just followed suit.” 
Evelyn smiled and looked up at him, leaning against the car carelessly. A wave of panic suddenly gripped her, tightening her chest as she gazed into his grinning face. 
“Oh Robbie, I’ve missed you,” she blurted out, the words surprising her almost as much as they surprised him. “It feels like it’s been years since I’ve seen you.” 
“Well, it’s been a few months, but hardly years,” he said. “This is nothing new for us. I didn’t see you for two years while you were in China and I was at Oxford.” 
“Yes, but that was different. I was younger and we weren’t as close as we are now. I suddenly feel as if I’m losing everyone. First it was Daddy, and now I’m afraid I’ll lose you as well.” Evelyn swallowed painfully, thinking of Peder being gunned down in a ravine outside of Steinkjer. “Life seems to be getting shorter, somehow.” 
Rob studied her soberly for a long moment, his eyes probing hers. 
“Evie, what’s wrong?” he asked finally. “Something’s happened, hasn’t it?”
“What? No. Why do you say that?” 
“You’ve changed.” He held up his hand when she opened her mouth to protest. “And no, it’s not just that you look half-starved these days. It’s something else. What is it?” 
Evelyn suddenly wished she could tell him about Peder, and the nameless man — or men — that she’d killed on that dark mountainside. She wished she could tell him about the German assassin who was looking for her, or the spy in London who was keeping the SS apprised of her every move. But she couldn’t. He could never know what she was really doing for her country. No one could. 
“I don’t know.” She shook her head, trying to find something that was close to the truth. “I suppose I’m just beginning to realize that we’re in for a long, hard time of it with this war. So many people have already died, and more will follow. It’s inevitable. Hitler won’t stop, not now. And I don’t think it will be as easy to keep him out of France as everyone seems to think. The Maginot Line isn’t even finished, and the Germans aren’t stupid. They know they can’t attack it directly.”
“No, but they still have to go through it,” Rob said. “I don’t know if it will hold, but the Huns will still be up against both the French and British armies. It would take a miracle for them to just walk into France.” 
Evelyn was silent and he sighed, straightening up and setting his hands on her shoulders. 
“We’ll get through this, Evie. It might not be pretty, but we’ve never backed down from a fight, either of us. We’ll make it through this one too.” 
She raised her eyes to his, her lips trembling briefly before she took a deep breath and nodded. 
“You’re right. We will,” she agreed, her voice a mere whisper. 
“That didn’t sound at all convincing,” he said. “Don’t you back out on me now. I’m not about to go down fighting alone, especially when my sister is lethal with her hands.” 
Evelyn choked on a laugh and shook her head. “Not just my hands,” she murmured. 
“Even more reason to stay in the fight!” he said promptly. Then, with a smile, he pulled her into a hug. “We’ll see each other more often,” he promised over her head. “You’re right about that. There’s no reason we can’t meet for drinks or dinner every few weeks. I’ll make a better effort to make it happen.” 
Evelyn pulled away and smiled up at him. “I’d like that. You remind me that I’m still me, somehow.” 
Rob tilted his head and looked at her curiously. “Well who else would you be?” he demanded. “You say the strangest things lately.” He looked at his watch and shook his head. “I really must go. I’ll see you soon, all right?” 
“All right. I meant it when I said you can come along with Miles sometimes.” She grinned. “Perhaps not every time, but certainly once in a while.” 
He laughed and got behind the wheel, closing the door. “I promise.” He started the engine and looked up at her through the open window. “Take care of yourself, Evie.” 
“You too.”






  
  Chapter Three


Broadway Street, London
April 30
Evelyn paid the cabbie and climbed out of the back of the taxi, glancing up at the drab, nondescript building before her. As many times as she’d been here, it never failed to make her inwardly cringe. A small brass plaque next to the door read Minimax Fire Extinguisher Company, but there was no such firm within the building. Instead, the shabby exterior concealed the entire might of the British Secret Intelligence Service, or MI6. Of all the locations in London, this was not the one she would have picked to be the hub of England’s intelligence. Yet she had to admit that its close proximity to the St James’s Park Underground across the street did make it very accessible when cabs were scarce. 
She went up to the door and pulled it open, glancing over her shoulder as she did so. The cab had already pulled away and was moving down the street, and none of the people hurrying along the sidewalk were paying her any attention at all. In a glance, she took in the scene before stepping into the building and closing out the London morning. Looking over her shoulder was becoming second-nature, even here at home. Evelyn wasn’t sure how she felt about that. 
The young man behind the desk looked up as she entered and nodded in recognition. He didn’t speak, but returned his attention to the book in front of him. He had no work to do, as such. His sole purpose was to monitor every person who came into the building, and to provide the appearance of a receptionist to those who were not MI6 employees. He looked innocent enough in his plain suit, but Evelyn knew that he was fully capable of forcibly removing any unwanted visitors from the premises. 
Walking past the front desk, she headed to a door in the back, glancing at her watch as she went. She was a little early, but she didn’t suppose that would make a difference to Bill. If she knew him, he was already in his office working, regardless of what time he’d arrived back from France yesterday. She shook her head as she opened the door and went through, moving down a long, narrow corridor with doors leading off on either side. She really didn’t know how his wife, Marguerite, dealt with it. When the war came, it had brought with it long hours and even longer absences. Still, she supposed it was same for everyone. If she were married to Miles, she wouldn’t see him for weeks at a time. At least Marguerite had her husband overnight. 
The thought of Miles brought a smile to Evelyn’s lips as her heels clicked along the tiled floor towards the stairs at the end. He had surprised her yesterday with a telephone call. Robbie had told him she was home for a few days, and he called to arrange to meet her for dinner. They were meeting tonight at The Savoy, and she really couldn’t wait to see him. The need to hear his voice and see his sparkling green eyes had been almost overwhelming since she boarded the HMS Cardiff at Namsos to return home. After her ordeal in Norway, the one thing that she knew would give her strength was Miles. She didn’t question why, but accepted it for what it was. He had become a rock for her, something to remember and hold on to when everything seemed hopeless.
Strange, really. They hadn’t known each other very long at all, but she felt as if he’d been there all her life. When Robbie asked her if she was fond of him, it was all Evelyn could do not to laugh. Fond was a wholly inadequate word to describe her feelings for the pilot who had strode into her life unexpectedly last fall. 
Evelyn climbed the stairs, her hand on the railing, and reluctantly turned her mind to the reason for her visit. Bill had another assignment for her, that much was obvious. Her time to recuperate was coming to an end, and she would have to go back out there again. It was time for her to get back to work. While the rest had been welcome, and had done her a world of good, Evelyn had been conscious of a growing feeling of restlessness. Perhaps a quick jaunt into France was just the thing to get
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