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The RMS Aquitania slid into New York Harbor under a blanket of dirty fog, her grey hull ghosting past Liberty Island like a silent warship on a mission. The harbour smelled of oil, salt, and the peculiar staleness of too many men working too hard. On the upper deck, standing stiffly at the rail, was Captain Hugh Drummond, formerly of His Majesty’s Royal Loamshire Regiment, currently of no fixed occupation — except, perhaps, trouble.

He lit a cigarette with gloved hands and narrowed his eyes at the vague skyline. New York was rising fast — steel spires stabbing the sky, eager to outpace the smoke belching from tugboats and tenements alike. It looked restless. Dangerous. The sort of city that needed taming.

Drummond exhaled slowly. “Feels like something’s about to go wrong,” he muttered, more to the city than to himself.

Behind him, a tall figure coughed noisily and appeared through the fog. Algy Longworth, bowler hat askew, clutched two bulging suitcases and wore an expression somewhere between seasickness and suspicion.

“Remind me why we’re in America, Hugh? The gin is weak, the tea is weaker, and I’m fairly certain the customs man tried to sell me a tommy gun.”

Drummond grinned. “Adventure, Algy. And because the Foreign Office asked politely — which, in our case, means they’re up to their epaulettes in trouble.”

“And this time?” Algy asked, lowering the suitcases.

“A missing man. British Intelligence’s attaché to the New York Consulate. Vanished two weeks ago. Name’s Hayworth. Clever chap, they say. Worked signals during the War. Left behind one clue — a coded note signed with a bird. A sparrow, apparently.”

“A sparrow?” Algy raised a brow. “Rather dull for a codename, isn’t it?”

“Dull,” said Drummond, “is rarely what it seems.”

They passed through customs with minimal fuss — Drummond’s medals tended to smooth over bureaucratic unpleasantness — and within the hour were seated in the back of a black Packard, a liveried driver holding a placard that simply read: "D".

The driver spoke little, eyes fixed on the road as the city swallowed them. Honking cars. Towering billboards. Stray dogs and bootblacks and hotdog vendors shouting into the wind. Prohibition had been repealed, but the hangover lingered in alleyways and behind shuttered speakeasies.

“Where are we headed?” Drummond asked.

“The Waldorf-Astoria,” the driver said without turning. “Mr. Sinclair’s waiting.”

Drummond smiled. Toby Sinclair — one of the old gang, now apparently working in America on government business. If Toby was involved, things were already deeper than the Foreign Office liked to admit.

As the Packard climbed Park Avenue, Drummond sat back, lit another cigarette, and watched the city. Somewhere out there, a British agent had disappeared. A code had been left behind. And Drummond had been summoned not to investigate, but to prevent something far worse.

He didn't know what yet. But he'd bet his commission it had teeth.
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Chapter Two: The Man from Room 1107
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The Waldorf-Astoria loomed like a palace from some modern kingdom of concrete and ambition. Its Art Deco columns shimmered beneath the midday haze, and inside, its marble lobby thrummed with wealth, whispers, and the low clink of society’s glassware.

Drummond strode through the revolving doors as if he owned the place, Algy trailing behind with the air of a man fully prepared to order breakfast before dinner. They cut a striking pair among the fur coats and bellboys, and more than one New Yorker turned to look — though whether at the uniforms, the accents, or the sheer air of confidence was hard to say.

A bellhop guided them up to the eleventh floor, where a discreet knock brought the door of Room 1107 ajar.

Toby Sinclair opened it, hair slightly dishevelled, collar unbuttoned, tie askew. The Bulldog’s expression flickered with brief concern — Toby didn’t do untidy unless something was very wrong.

“Good Lord,” said Algy. “You look like you’ve just come from a boxing match. With yourself.”

Toby ushered them in, locked the door, and went straight to the sideboard for a whiskey. “I almost did,” he said grimly. “Pour one?”

Drummond nodded. “Talk first. Drink after.”

Sinclair exhaled and handed each man a glass anyway. “All right, here it is. Hayworth vanished two weeks ago. Last seen leaving the British Consulate. No forced entry at his flat, no known threats. Just gone. But—” he tapped a folder on the table, “—he left this in the post, addressed to me, and only me.”

Drummond flipped it open. Inside was a single sheet of thin paper, typed with numbers in tightly grouped trios.

17.03.22 – 06.44.91 – 12.08.31 – 03.15.78

—The Sparrow

Drummond frowned. “Book cipher?”

Sinclair nodded. “That’s what I thought. But what book? No clue. No key. Nothing in his flat matched. And here’s the worst part — we intercepted a cable from Berlin yesterday. They’re hunting the same Sparrow. They think Hayworth knew something — something worth silencing him for.”

Algy whistled. “Well, that’s cheerful.”

“And now you’ve come to us,” said Drummond, “because the Home Office doesn’t want a diplomatic scandal if this turns out to involve another country’s soil.”

“Exactly. And we think it does,” Sinclair said. “There’s been strange traffic between the German Consulate and a local mob syndicate. One of Capone’s old rivals, now operating out of Brooklyn, may be sheltering Nazi agents.”

Drummond’s brow furrowed. “A British code clerk disappears, Berlin sends a message, and gangsters are involved. Jolly. When do we meet this gentleman?”

“Soon,” said Sinclair. “But not before you meet Clara Vance.”

Drummond blinked. “Who?”

Sinclair allowed himself a rare smirk. “Top reporter for the New York Chronicle. And the last person to see Hayworth alive.”
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Chapter Three: A Dame with a Code
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The jazz club was a smoky haze of cigarette tips, piano keys, and half-lit faces. As Drummond and Algy stepped inside, the sound of brass horns and a sultry female voice mingled with the clinking of glasses. It was everything a speakeasy was supposed to be — dark, clandestine, and just above the law.

Toby Sinclair led the way, weaving through tables of well-dressed patrons, their conversation dipping in and out of the music. The whole place felt like a living thing, pulsating with the rhythms of the city. It was the kind of place where secrets were whispered in the dark corners, and everyone had something to hide.

Finally, they reached a corner booth where a woman sat alone, tapping a cigarette into an ashtray. She was elegant, with dark curls framing a sharp face and eyes that missed nothing. Clara Vance. The last person to see Hayworth alive.

She didn’t look up when they arrived, as if she knew they were coming. Drummond studied her for a moment before pulling out the chair and sitting. Algy, ever the gentleman, remained standing.

Clara glanced up, a slight smirk tugging at the corners of her lips. "Mr. Drummond, I presume?" Her voice was smooth, almost too smooth, and her eyes held a hint of amusement. "I’ve been expecting you. You Brits always take your time."

"Miss Vance," Drummond replied, matching her cool gaze with his own, "I don’t usually deal with reporters, but this time... well, I’ve made an exception."

She raised an eyebrow. "A very special case, I take it. Something about a missing agent and some very important codes."

"Exactly. So, tell me what happened the night you saw Hayworth."

Clara’s expression shifted, the playful smirk fading just a touch. "It wasn’t much. Hayworth was nervous, like someone was following him. I met him here, in the back, around midnight. He seemed... dishevelled. His coat was torn. He didn’t order a drink, which was odd — agents usually like their Scotch." She paused and took a long drag on her cigarette. "He said he had something important to deliver, but he never gave me the details. He just handed me a small envelope, told me to hold it until tomorrow. Then he vanished into the crowd."

Drummond leaned forward, his tone more serious. "The envelope, Miss Vance. What happened to it?"

Clara hesitated before pulling a small, carefully folded piece of paper from her bag. "It had this written on it," she said, sliding it across the table.

Drummond took it, his eyes scanning the numbers:

17.03.22 – 06.44.91 – 12.08.31 – 03.15.78

—The Sparrow

He frowned, tapping the paper against his fingers. "This isn’t a standard cipher. It’s not based on any book I know."

"That’s what I thought," Clara replied, her voice lowering. "I don’t know what it means, but I know it’s connected to the Germans. I overheard something. A conversation, in the alley outside. A man was talking to someone about ‘the bird,’ something about a ‘file,’ and the phrase ‘Don’t let the Sparrow fly.’"

Drummond looked up sharply. "The Sparrow is more than a code. It’s a person — or at least, a key to something much larger."

Clara exhaled a cloud of smoke, clearly uneasy. "I don’t know what it all means, but Hayworth was terrified. Before he left, he told me to get the message to you — and not to trust anyone, especially the police."

Drummond stood slowly, his thoughts churning. "The situation’s bigger than we thought. Nazis in New York, gangsters on the take, and a missing agent. There’s only one thing I know for certain."

"What’s that?" Clara asked.

"This Sparrow — whoever or whatever it is — has our attention now," Drummond said, his voice hardening with resolve. "And I’ll follow it to the ends of this city if I have to."

"Good luck, Mr. Drummond," Clara said, offering him a faint, cryptic smile. "You’ll need it."

As Drummond and Algy left the jazz club, the weight of the situation hung in the air. The night was thick with fog, the streets stretching out before them like a labyrinth. Somewhere, someone was pulling the strings — and Bulldog Drummond was ready to find out who.
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Chapter Four: The Shadow of the Sparrow
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The streets of New York felt colder as the night deepened. The fog had rolled in from the docks, thick and suffocating, draping the city in a heavy, impenetrable cloak. Drummond’s trench coat flared out behind him as he walked briskly, his hands jammed deep into his pockets. Algy, ever the reluctant sidekick, trailed behind, muttering about bad whiskey and too many unanswered questions.

“This entire affair smells worse than a summer in the East End,” Algy said, glancing nervously at the darkened storefronts. “Gangsters, Nazi agents, cryptic ciphers... and now we’ve got a bloody bird to worry about. Why is it always birds?”

Drummond didn’t answer. His mind was working over the cipher again. There was something about it that didn’t sit right. The Sparrow wasn’t just a code — it was a message. But what was the key?

“We’re meeting a contact in the morning,” Drummond said after a moment, breaking the silence. “A man from the Consulate who knows the territory.”

“Terrific,” Algy said. “Another mysterious contact. Should I be worried that every time we meet one of these people, the word ‘disappeared’ comes up?”

“Always.” Drummond smirked, but his eyes were focused, scanning the shadows. “That’s the game, old chap. They vanish, we find them. And then we follow the trail.”

Algy grunted. “Right. Well, let’s hope we’re not following a trail that leads straight into the Hudson.”

As they rounded a corner onto 10th Avenue, the sharp rattle of gunfire cut through the night. It was distant at first, like the sound of a fist against a door — but then it grew louder, closer, like a warning. A moment later, the crack of another shot rang out, this time accompanied by a screeching car engine.

“Stay close,” Drummond muttered, instinctively reaching for the holstered pistol beneath his coat.

They ducked into the shadow of a brownstone, watching the street ahead. The sounds of the chase grew louder — car tires screeching, a distant voice shouting orders, the flash of headlights slicing through the fog.

Drummond motioned to Algy. “Stay here. I’ll check it out.”

Before Algy could protest, Drummond was already sprinting toward the source of the commotion, moving fast but silently. His years of military training kicked in, and he moved like a predator on the hunt.

The fog swallowed him as he rounded a corner. In the distance, the black shape of a car raced down the street, its headlights illuminating the broken forms of two men sprawled on the pavement.

One of them was still moving.

Drummond closed the distance quickly, crouching behind a parked car and edging toward the fallen men. The other figure — a thin, wiry man in a dark suit — was already dragging himself away, blood streaking down his face. The man turned, locking eyes with Drummond for a split second before scrambling to his feet and sprinting into the alleyway.

"Not today, friend," Drummond muttered.

He dashed forward, pulling his gun from its holster, but before he could catch up, the alley swallowed the man. The sound of his footsteps was drowned by the screeching of car tires and the thunderous roar of a distant engine.

Drummond hesitated, assessing his options. The man he was after was quick, and this wasn’t just a street brawl; it was part of something bigger. A part of the web he was now entangled in.

As Drummond turned to look at the two men on the ground, he saw they were both in uniforms. British intelligence.

Algy was already at his side, puffing heavily from the sprint.

“Well, that was a bit of a disappointment, wasn’t it?” Algy asked, surveying the scene. “Do we know if they were carrying anything useful? A little notebook or—”

Drummond cut him off with a sharp gesture. He knelt by the nearest man, checking his pulse. Dead. His eyes scanned the body quickly. Nothing on him except a cigarette case and a torn wallet.

The second man wasn’t so lucky. He was still alive but barely. Drummond leaned over him, shaking the man’s shoulder gently.

“Who did this to you?” Drummond asked, his voice low but urgent.

The man blinked, his breath ragged. He mumbled something, but the words were slurred. It wasn’t until Drummond shook him again that the man’s eyes cleared, and he rasped one final phrase.

“The Sparrow... He knows.”

Before Drummond could ask more, the man collapsed, his head lolling to one side, lifeless.

Drummond stood up, a dark frown clouding his face. “It’s not just a code,” he muttered. “The Sparrow is a person. And he’s here.”

Algy glanced at Drummond, his face pale. “So, what now?”

Drummond didn’t answer immediately. He was already scanning the alleyway, his mind racing. The man had died with a warning on his lips. But what did it mean? Who was the Sparrow? And why was someone willing to kill to protect him?

“We go after him,” Drummond finally said, his voice hardening with resolve. “We track down whoever's pulling the strings, and we find out what they know. But we do it carefully. There’s more at play here than we’ve realized.”

Algy nodded grimly, but the weight of what lay ahead was already heavy on both of them.

The game had just begun. And Drummond was determined to win.
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Chapter Five: The Speakeasy's Secret
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The next evening found Drummond and Algy in a dimly lit speakeasy tucked away on the far side of Brooklyn. The city had been on edge since the night’s earlier events — the death of two British agents, the cryptic warning from a dying man, and the lingering question of who this "Sparrow" really was. Drummond’s instincts told him they were getting close, but the pieces of the puzzle were still too scattered.

They sat in a booth at the back, a safe distance from the jazz band playing softly on the stage. Algy, as usual, had ordered a gin and was eyeing the glass with suspicion.

“I’ll be glad when we’re done with all of this and back in England,” Algy muttered, swirling his drink. “I’ve had enough of American gin to last a lifetime.”

Drummond barely heard him. His eyes were on the man at the bar — a wiry fellow with slicked-back hair and a face that screamed "danger." He was talking to a well-dressed woman, gesturing occasionally with his hands. The woman looked familiar, but it wasn’t until she glanced toward their booth that Drummond realized who she was.

“Clara Vance,” he muttered under his breath.

Algy raised an eyebrow. “You didn’t mention we’d be meeting her here.”

“We’re not,” Drummond said, though his eyes never left Clara. “Not yet, at least. She’s too close to this. If we’re going to find out what Hayworth knew, we need to be cautious. She's still playing her cards.”

Clara stood from the bar and excused herself, walking toward the back door of the speakeasy. Drummond motioned for Algy to follow.

The alley outside was bathed in a sickly yellow streetlamp glow, casting long shadows. Drummond moved swiftly, keeping to the edges of the building as Clara disappeared into a side entrance of a nearby brownstone. He waited a few moments before approaching the door.

Just as he reached for the handle, Algy grabbed his arm.

“Hugh, I’m telling you, there’s something not right about this. What if she’s in league with—”

“Shh.” Drummond cut him off. “Just watch and learn.”

They slipped inside just as the door clicked shut behind Clara. The staircase creaked under their weight as they moved up the stairs and paused at the landing. Drummond motioned for Algy to stay put, then moved quietly down the hall to the door labelled “Private”.

The conversation inside was muffled at first, but Drummond could hear the edge of Clara’s voice.

“You were right to be cautious, but you know as well as I do, the message had to get to them,” she was saying. “Hayworth had the cipher on him. The Germans want it, and we can’t let it fall into the wrong hands.”

There was a pause before a gravelly voice responded. "And you’re sure this Drummond is the man to follow this through?"

“I’ve met him. He’s sharp. He’ll follow the leads, just like he always does. He’ll be after The Sparrow next, and once he’s on the trail, he’ll lead us straight to it.”

Drummond froze. The Sparrow. The man, or the message, was the key to everything. But why had Clara betrayed them so quickly?

The door creaked open, and Drummond had only a split second to step back into the shadows before Clara emerged with the man who had been speaking. They exchanged hurried words and disappeared down the staircase.

Drummond’s heart pounded in his chest. Clara was involved in something far deeper than anyone had imagined, and now it was clear: the cipher wasn’t just a code. It was a key to something far more dangerous — and Drummond had to stop it before it was too late.
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Chapter Six: The Missing Link
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The next morning, Drummond found himself sitting across from a man whose face he had come to recognize: Captain Werner Lang, a German diplomat with ties to the Consulate. Lang was dressed sharply in a dark suit, his cold eyes scanning Drummond with a look of quiet disdain. The man was an expert in diplomacy and deception, and Drummond had no doubt Lang’s involvement in this affair ran far deeper than anyone had suspected.

“What do you know about the Sparrow?” Drummond asked bluntly.

Lang raised an eyebrow, offering a tight smile that didn’t quite reach his eyes. “Sparrow? I’m afraid I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

Drummond didn’t buy it. “I’ve seen your men in the streets, Lang. I know your connections to the gangsters, and I know you’re protecting someone. So unless you want to play this game with your life on the line, you might want to tell me what’s going on.”

Lang’s gaze flickered for a brief moment, and Drummond saw something in his eyes — fear, or maybe recognition. But just as quickly, it was gone.

“The Sparrow is a myth,” Lang said flatly. “A name used by several operatives in the German intelligence service, nothing more. But we have no dealings with him. You’ve been misinformed, Captain.”

Drummond leaned forward. “The only thing I’m misinformed about is your lies, Lang. You’re hiding something — something you’re willing to kill for.”

Lang’s expression didn’t change, but his hands gripped the edge of the table just a little too tightly. The silence stretched between them, thick and suffocating. Then, at last, Lang spoke.

“You don’t understand the stakes, Drummond. We are not the only ones searching for the Sparrow. If you value your life, you should walk away now. It’s too late for you. Too late for anyone in this city.”

Drummond’s jaw clenched, and he stood abruptly. “It’s never too late. I’ll find him, Lang. And when I do, I’ll make sure everyone involved pays the price.”

With that, Drummond turned and left the office, his mind whirling. The pieces were falling into place, but there was still one last puzzle to solve: Who was The Sparrow? And what did they know that was so dangerous?
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Chapter Seven: The Hidden Lair
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The day dragged on, but Drummond couldn’t shake the feeling that he was being watched. The city’s pulse seemed to be in sync with his own, a constant hum of tension that made the air thick and oppressive. The shadow of The Sparrow loomed over everything — who was this elusive figure that had so many scrambling to find him? Was he a double agent, a mysterious informant, or something far more dangerous?

Drummond didn’t know, but he was getting closer.

The next lead came unexpectedly. Algy had been busy trying to dig up any connection between the local gangsters and the German consulate, and when Drummond returned to their safe house, Algy greeted him with a stack of notes.

“I’ve got something,” Algy said, his face lighting up. “I went through some of the old papers from Hayworth’s briefcase. There’s mention of a warehouse on the docks. It’s listed as a front for a shipping company, but it doesn’t show up on any official records. I think we’ve found our next move.”

Drummond nodded, his expression hardening. “Good work, Algy. Let’s go.”

The warehouse was located at the farthest end of the docks, beyond the reach of the usual patrols. It was the perfect place for a clandestine meeting or a hidden operation. As Drummond and Algy made their way toward the building, they noticed the eerie silence surrounding them. The usual bustle of dock workers had all but stopped. It felt like the calm before a storm.

They approached the entrance, a large iron door set into the side of the warehouse. Drummond motioned for Algy to stay back as he moved closer. He reached for the handle, only to find it slightly ajar. He pushed the door open slowly, the creak of the hinges echoing in the quiet.

Inside, the space was massive, filled with crates and stacks of crates, many of which were clearly marked with foreign labels. The smell of saltwater and old wood filled the air. But it wasn’t the crates that drew Drummond’s attention — it was the man standing near the far wall, surrounded by shadows.

He was tall, with a sharp, angular face and a dark trench coat. His back was to them, but Drummond knew immediately who it was.

“The Sparrow,” Drummond whispered under his breath.

Before he could move closer, a voice echoed from behind them.

“You shouldn’t have come here, Drummond.”

Drummond turned, his eyes narrowing. Standing at the entrance of the warehouse was none other than Clara Vance. She wasn’t alone. A man with a scar running down his cheek stood beside her, holding a gun casually at his side.

Drummond took a step forward, his voice calm but firm. “I was wondering when you’d show up, Miss Vance. But it seems I’ve found more than I bargained for.”

Clara smiled, though it was a cold, calculating expression. “You’ve been chasing ghosts, Drummond. The Sparrow isn’t what you think. It’s a symbol. A warning.”

Drummond’s mind raced, trying to piece together her words. “A warning for what?”

Clara’s eyes flickered to the man beside her. “For the coming war. The Germans are preparing something big, something we can’t stop. The Sparrow is the one who holds the key to their plan, and we need to find him before they do.”

Drummond's eyes hardened. “And you’ve been working with them all along, haven’t you?”

Clara didn’t flinch. “I’m not working with the Germans, Drummond. I’m working for something bigger. Something that will ensure Britain doesn’t get caught off guard when the war comes. You don’t understand what’s at stake. But you will. Soon enough.”

The man with the scar stepped forward, and Clara motioned for him to take Drummond’s weapon. “We can’t have you causing trouble now, can we?”

Before Drummond could react, Algy stepped into view behind Clara, holding a revolver in his hand. The situation had just turned into a standoff.

“I’m afraid it’s too late for all of you,” Algy said, his voice steady. “Drummond’s not alone, and neither am I.”

Clara’s smile faltered for just a moment, but she recovered quickly. She stepped back, her hand brushing against the scarred man’s arm. “Do you really think you can stop us? You have no idea what you’re up against.”

Drummond’s voice was low, almost a growl. “Maybe, but I know one thing for certain. You’re not leaving this warehouse alive.”

Just as he spoke, a sharp, high-pitched whistle pierced the air. The ground shook beneath them as an explosion erupted from the far side of the warehouse. The walls cracked, and the sound of shattering glass echoed through the building.

The Sparrow had made his move.
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Chapter Eight: The Explosion
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The blast sent Drummond and Algy tumbling to the floor, their ears ringing from the force of the explosion. The air was thick with smoke and the acrid smell of burnt wood and chemicals. For a moment, everything was chaos — the world spinning, debris falling in all directions, the sound of shuffling feet, and distant gunfire.

Drummond pushed himself up from the floor, his vision blurry but sharp enough to see Clara and the scarred man scrambling for cover behind a stack of crates. The man’s hand reached for his gun, but before he could draw, Algy’s revolver fired a warning shot, causing the man to hesitate.

“Algy!” Drummond shouted through the smoke. “We need to move, now!”

The explosion had blown a large hole in the side of the warehouse, creating a jagged opening that led outside. Drummond was already on his feet, scanning for the best escape route. Algy, who had regained his footing, moved quickly to cover Drummond’s back as they sprinted toward the opening.

But just as they were about to reach the gap in the wall, a shadow darted across their path. The Sparrow — or at least, the figure that Drummond assumed was him — appeared from the smoke, his silhouette indistinct against the flames and wreckage. In his hand was a gleaming black briefcase, the kind that could easily hold the secret they had been chasing for weeks.

“Stay where you are!” the Sparrow’s voice rang out, cold and commanding. It was distorted by the sound of the explosion but carried an unmistakable authority. “If you value your lives, don’t follow me.”

Drummond didn’t hesitate. His instincts screamed that this was the moment he had been waiting for. This was the man — the one behind everything. The cipher, the death of Hayworth, the mysterious shipments, the hidden war plans. Everything pointed to him.

Drummond bolted forward, his hand reaching for his gun. Algy, hot on his heels, shouted, “Hugh, don’t—!”

But it was too late. Drummond was already in pursuit, his mind focused on nothing but catching the elusive figure before he disappeared into the night.

The Sparrow was fast, his movements fluid as he darted between crates, vanishing into the thick smoke. But Drummond was close now — so close he could almost feel the man’s breath.

Suddenly, the Sparrow stopped and turned to face Drummond, a cruel smile tugging at the edges of his lips. The briefcase was gone, concealed beneath his coat, but he wasn’t running anymore.

“You’re persistent, Drummond. I’ll give you that,” the Sparrow said, his voice calm, almost mocking. “But I’m afraid you’ve already lost.”

Drummond took another step forward, his gun aimed squarely at the man’s chest. “We’ll see about that.”

Before either of them could make another move, the ground beneath them rumbled again — not from the explosion, but from the unmistakable roar of an approaching vehicle. The sound grew louder, a deep, menacing growl that echoed through the warehouse, and then a black sedan skidded to a halt just outside the warehouse door.

From the shadows emerged several men, their faces masked and their weapons raised. The Sparrow didn’t flinch. Instead, he gave Drummond a pitying glance.

“I told you. It’s too late,” the Sparrow said softly.

The masked men closed in, surrounding Drummond and Algy. There was no escape. They were trapped.
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Chapter Nine: The Choice
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The masked men didn’t speak. They moved with military precision, their hands quick and firm as they disarmed Drummond and Algy. Every move they made was calculated, rehearsed. These were no ordinary thugs — they were soldiers, operatives trained for situations like this.

Drummond stood still, his body tense but calm, calculating his next move. Algy, on the other hand, looked furious. He was already trying to reason with the men, his voice sharp.

“What is this? Who are you people? The Germans? The Russians? What’s the meaning of all this? You’re playing a dangerous game, you know!”

The Sparrow watched with amusement, his arms folded as he leaned against a crate. His expression was almost bored. “Algy, you talk too much. You should have kept your mouth shut. You might have walked away from this.”

Drummond ignored him, his mind already working on an escape plan. The men who surrounded them were too well trained, too organized. There was no getting out of this unless they had help — help that was still somewhere within the chaos of the warehouse.

“I suggest you listen to me, Drummond,” the Sparrow continued, his voice suddenly cold and businesslike. “I don’t want to kill you. Not yet. But you have to understand that you’re in way over your head. The war is coming, and there are forces at play that you cannot begin to comprehend. You’re just one man. And I’m sorry, but one man can’t stop what’s already in motion.”

Drummond’s jaw tightened, but he said nothing. He was waiting for the right moment, the opening that would allow him to strike.

“Let me make this easy for you,” the Sparrow went on, his smile fading into something darker. “You have a choice. You can either walk away, forget everything you’ve learned, and live out the rest of your life in peace. Or you can refuse, and I promise you, the next time you cross my path, you won’t walk away at all.”

The masked men stepped forward, pressing their guns to Drummond and Algy’s backs. For a moment, it seemed as though the choice was clear. But Drummond knew better.

He knew that this wasn’t over. Not by a long shot.
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Chapter Ten: The Escape
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The pressure of the cold metal against Drummond’s back was almost unbearable. Every muscle in his body screamed for action, for movement, but he knew better than to make a rash move. The masked men had him and Algy cornered, and the Sparrow seemed more than willing to let the situation play out as he wanted.

Drummond’s eyes darted around, scanning for any opportunity — any opening that could turn the tide in their favour. The warehouse was full of crates and debris, but it was also a maze of shadows. In the distance, the fire still burned, casting flickering lights and creating pockets of darkness that might conceal a way out.

The Sparrow’s voice interrupted his thoughts. “I’ve always admired your persistence, Drummond. But persistence alone doesn’t win battles. Strategy does.”

Drummond kept his gaze locked on the Sparrow, his mind racing. "What is it that you want? What’s your plan?"

The Sparrow gave a small chuckle, shaking his head as if Drummond had asked an obvious question. "What I want is simple. Control. Power. The war, as you so ignorantly call it, is already here. We’ve merely been laying the groundwork for years, and now, the pieces are in place." His tone was chilling, distant — as though he truly believed the outcome was inevitable.

Drummond refused to let the conversation distract him. The key to escaping wasn’t in words. It was in action.

As the masked men tightened their grip on the two of them, Drummond made his move.

In a split second, he lunged toward one of the crates nearest him, knocking it over with a sharp bang. The sudden noise startled the guards for a moment, and that was all he needed. Without warning, he dropped to the ground, rolling away from the man who had been holding him. The gunfire that followed missed him by inches.

"Algy, move!" Drummond shouted.

Algy, who had been frozen in place, snapped out of his trance and ducked low, diving toward a stack of crates nearby. They were no longer just pawns in this game. They were going to fight back.

The Sparrow’s face twisted into a snarl. He wasn’t expecting this. His plan was failing, unravelling before his eyes. “Fools!” he spat. “Kill them both.”

At his command, the masked men charged forward. But they weren’t prepared for Drummond’s speed. He dove behind a stack of crates and, using the element of surprise, fired off a quick shot that took one of the attackers down. The others scattered for cover, but they were too slow to adjust.

Algy, picking up on the change in momentum, pulled out his revolver and joined in, firing with precision. It was clear they were outnumbered, but they were also far more agile, accustomed to the chaos of a fight. Drummond knew they couldn’t win this battle with guns alone — it wasn’t about brute force anymore.

He needed to think strategically.

In the chaos of the gunfire and confusion, Drummond spotted a door leading to the back of the warehouse. It was slightly ajar, offering a narrow escape route.

“Algy!” Drummond shouted, motioning toward the door. “This way!”

They broke from cover, moving quickly through the maze of crates and shadows. The masked men followed, but they weren’t fast enough. The moment Drummond and Algy reached the door, they threw it open and dashed through into the night.
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Chapter Eleven: On the Run
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Outside, the cool night air hit Drummond like a wave, clearing his head. They didn’t stop running. They couldn’t afford to. The Sparrow’s men would be on their tail, and the briefcase was still out there — the one thing that held all the answers.

Drummond and Algy raced through the dark streets, zigzagging between alleys and over fences, trying to lose their pursuers. The sound of footsteps was growing fainter, but Drummond knew better than to relax.

“We can’t stop until we’re sure we’ve lost them,” he panted, glancing over his shoulder.

Algy, equally out of breath, nodded. “Agreed. But what now? We’ve got the Sparrow, but what about his people?”

Drummond’s mind was already at work. “We head for safe ground. There’s a contact of mine in the city — a friend who knows the underground better than anyone. If we can get to him, we’ll be able to figure out what’s going on.”

They kept moving, ducking into the shadows at every corner, and eventually, they arrived at a small, nondescript apartment building. Drummond knocked on the door in a specific pattern — three short knocks, followed by two long ones. After a few tense seconds, the door creaked open, revealing a tall, wiry man with dark hair and a weathered face.

“Drummond? Algy?” the man asked, his voice low but steady. “You two look like you’ve had a rough night.”

“We need to lay low,” Drummond said quickly. “We’re being followed, and we need answers.”

The man nodded and stepped aside to let them in. “Come in, quick. I’ve got a place where you can hide out for a while.”

As they entered the small, dimly lit apartment, Drummond took a deep breath. They had escaped for now, but the real battle was just beginning. The Sparrow had led them into a dangerous game, and the stakes had just been raised. There was no turning back.
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Chapter Twelve: The Betrayal

[image: ]


The apartment was quiet, too quiet. Drummond sat at the small wooden table, his mind racing over the events of the past few hours. The Sparrow was no ordinary criminal mastermind. He was a man with a plan, and Drummond had a sinking feeling that it was much larger and more dangerous than he could ever imagine.

Algy paced restlessly, clearly agitated. “We’ve got to do something, Hugh. We can’t just sit here. The Sparrow won’t stop until he has what he wants.”

Drummond didn’t look up. His fingers tapped rhythmically on the edge of the table as he mulled over his next move. “I know. But we need more information. Right now, we’re flying blind.”

The man who had let them into the apartment — a former intelligence officer named Jack Raynor — was sitting on the couch, quietly observing the two men. He had been one of Drummond’s most trusted contacts in the city, though Drummond had always been wary of the murky nature of his business. Raynor wasn’t a man who could be trusted fully, but in situations like these, he was invaluable.

Raynor broke the silence. “I know where you’re headed, Drummond. You’re looking for a lead. And I’ve got one for you.”

Drummond looked up, his interest piqued. “Go on.”

Raynor leaned forward, his voice low. “There’s a warehouse on the outskirts of the city. It’s not marked on any maps, but I’ve seen it. I’ve heard rumours about it. The Germans, they’re using it to smuggle goods — sensitive, highly classified materials. It’s a front, and I think the Sparrow’s involved with it.”

Algy’s eyes narrowed. “And how do you know all this?”

Raynor gave a shrug. “I’ve got my sources. And some people are willing to talk when you have the right incentive.”

Drummond stood up, his decision made. “We’re going there. Algy, get the car ready. Raynor, you’re coming with us.”

Raynor hesitated, glancing nervously at the window. “You don’t know what you’re walking into. The warehouse is heavily guarded. They’re expecting you.”

Drummond locked eyes with him, his tone unwavering. “Then we’ll be ready.”
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