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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

 


April 1944

 


“I’m
pregnant,” I said.

We were
sitting in the living room at Guy’s cottage, me on the settee, Guy
on the piano stool. He was playing Satie’s ‘Gymnopedie Number One’.
Playing the piano soothed him. Listening to his music soothed me.
On hearing my words, Guy didn’t miss a beat. He didn’t miss a note.
My Guy was one helluva cool guy. Nothing fazed him.

“Are you
sure?” he asked.

“I’m
certain,” I said. “I thought something was amiss before Christmas,
but that was a false alarm; my hormones were playing me up. But
this is the real thing; the claxons are blaring.”

“Who’s the
father?” Guy asked.

I scowled and
clenched my fists. “I could slap you for asking that
question.”

Guy laughed.
“Just trying to make light of the situation.” He stopped playing
and turned to face me. “I’m sorry,” he said. “That was a poor
joke.”

“This is no
laughing matter,” I said. “It’s serious.”

He nodded.
“It is.”

“It changes
everything.”

“It does,”
Guy agreed. He studied his fingernails, which were neatly trimmed.
He stared at his fingernails as if searching for the answer to
life, the universe and everything. “You’ll have to return to
London,” he said. “We’ll have to inform Arthur.”

“We won’t
mention this to Arthur,” I scowled. “This is just between
us.”

“Your
pregnancy will soon become evident to everyone,” Guy
said.

“So be it,” I
shrugged. “But I’m definitely not returning to London.”

A silence
ensued. A heavy silence. When we argued, and like all couples who
cared deeply about each other, we did argue, I was the one who
sulked, the one who drifted into moody silences. Guy had the knack
of breaking those silences, with a word, a kiss or a caress.
However, now, he allowed the silence to linger. The stillness
disturbed me. When agitated, my mind demanded action.

“The invasion
is imminent,” I said. “All our intelligence points to the invasion
happening in the next few months. I’m staying here. I’m seeing this
through.”

“You’ll
receive orders to return to London,” Guy said.

“I will
disobey those orders.”

“You could
end up in prison,” Guy said, “or worse.”

“I’m staying
here,” I scowled.

“You’re
stubborn,” Guy said.

I waved a
hand over my shoulder, a dismissive gesture. “You ain’t seen the
half of it,” I said.

Guy closed
the lid on the piano, covering the black and white keys. Actually,
the piano was an ancient instrument and the white keys were turning
yellow. I marvelled at how Guy kept the piano in tune. He had so
many talents. He wasn’t the perfect man – he had a habit of
claiming all the blankets in bed – but even if I lived to be a
thousand, I knew that I’d never find anyone more suitable for
me.

Guy stood by
the window and gazed out at an April shower. He stood with his back
to me, with his hands clasped behind his back. This was his
‘announcement’ pose, the stance he adopted when he was about to
impart something serious, or something I might disagree
with.

“You could
become a security risk,” he said.

“How?” I
frowned. “How could a pregnant woman become a security risk? If
anything, the pregnancy is even better cover. In this condition,
the Nazis won’t suspect me.”

Guy turned to
face me. He caressed the stubble on his chin. He’d been so busy
lately, preparing for the invasion, that he hadn’t found time to
shave.

“Hauptsturmführer
Raab won’t be pleased,” Guy said.

I shrugged.
“Hauptsturmführer Raab can go forth and multiply.”

Guy smiled at
that. I loved his smile.

“Do you want
the baby?” he asked.

“It’s your
baby,” I said. “Of course I want it.”

“I’m relieved
about that,” Guy sighed. “I’m also flattered and
honoured.”

I stood and
walked over to Guy. He was taller than me. Nevertheless, I craned
my neck and looked him in the eyes.

“You’re a
helluva guy, Guy. I didn’t think it would happen. Obviously, it
never happened with Michel.” I turned away now, as though ashamed.
“I thought it was my fault. I thought I was infertile.”

“How will
Michel react?” Guy asked.

“He’ll be
furious.”

“Rightly so,”
Guy said.

I turned back
and glared at Guy. “Don’t defend him. Michel can
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