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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

 


November 1943

 


Guy’s bed was
not as comfortable as my bed at the Le Roux farmhouse. However,
with Guy at my side it did have its compensations...

I awoke after
a restful night’s sleep. I stretched my legs, and raised my arms
above my head. The blankets shifted and I caught sight of my naked
belly. It looked bloated. Maybe I’d put on weight.

Guy entered
the bedroom, whistling. In the mornings, he was always bright and
cheerful. In my humble opinion, as a morning grouch, no one had the
right to be that bright and cheerful before noon.

Guy walked
over to the bed and kissed me. Then he opened a small suitcase and
examined its contents. At noon, he would travel to Marseille to
meet up with other network leaders.

I sat up in
bed and Guy glanced over his shoulder. “Good morning,” he
smiled.

“If you say
so,” I groaned.

“Sleep well?”
he asked.

“Very well,”
I said.

“Then why so
grumpy?”

“I’m not
grumpy,” I said. “The problem is, you are excessively
cheerful.”

“I can’t help
it,” he shrugged. “I’m a morning person.”

“You’re also
a night person,” I said, recalling the pleasures of the
night.

Once again,
Guy shrugged. “Life offers so many exciting possibilities; it’s a
shame to waste too many hours on sleep.”

“When you
sleep,” I said, “you sleep like a log.”

“Maybe that’s
the secret,” Guy said, “quality over quantity.”

I ran my
fingers through my hair and stumbled out of bed. “I need a shower,”
I said.

“I’ll make
you some coffee.”

“Make it a
pot,” I said, “a large pot.”

Naked, I
walked towards the bathroom. Guy watched me go. We’d reached the
point of total familiarity. We were comfortable with each other in
every aspect of our lives. On the one hand, that was a blissful
thought, on the other it was scary because it meant that I had so
much to lose, should Guy decide to call time on our
affair.

Guy’s shower
was a hit and miss affair; sometimes the water was hot, most times
it was cold. Nevertheless, I completed my ablutions, slipped into a
bathrobe and joined Guy in the kitchen.

“Feeling
better?” he asked.

I nodded.
“I’m nearly awake now.”

Guy poured me
a cup of coffee and I sipped it with glee. We’d acquired some
genuine coffee on the black market; it tasted so much better than
the tar that passed for coffee these days.

The coffee
satisfied, but my morning cravings demanded more. “I could murder a
cigarette,” I said.

“You still
have cravings?”

“Uh-huh. But
only when I wake up.”

“You need
something to distract you,” Guy said.

I toyed with
my bathrobe in sensuous fashion and shimmed over to him. I could be
such a hussy at times. Who was I kidding? I could be such a hussy
all the time.

“Why don’t
you distract me,” I said.

“I’d love
to,” Guy said, taking me into his arms, holding me close, “but I
have to pack.”

I loved the
feeling of Guy’s arms wrapped around me. I loved placing my head on
his shoulder. I loved the way his fingers caressed my hair and
back. I loved him. I loved everything about him. This sensation
should have created feelings of absolute joy, of bliss. However, I
was married, so that bliss was tempered with guilt. Also, I was
scared of the intensity; literally, I’d never felt this way about
anyone before.

“You’d better
get dressed,” Guy said.

Reluctantly,
I nodded and we broke our embrace.

In the
bedroom, I slipped into a blouse then struggled into a pair of
slacks. “I reckon these slacks have shrunk,” I said.

“Or maybe
you’ve put on weight.”

“Do you think
I’ve put on weight?” I frowned.

Guy circled
me. He studied me, appraised me in scholarly fashion. “Hmm. I’m not
sure,” he said, “but you do look a bit full around the
middle.”

“Full?” I
scowled.

Guy smiled.
“It seemed a kinder word than fat.”

“How can I be
fat?”

I walked over
to the bedroom mirror and appraised myself, swaying gently from
side to side. “I mean, I eat frugally; we have to. And I’m forever
on my bicycle; I complete the Tour de France every day.”

“Maybe it’s
middle-aged spread,” Guy said.

“I’m not
middle-aged,” I
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