
  

 

 

Hello and welcome to the latest news from 

Richard Dee. 
  

If this is your first letter, I hope you enjoyed reading your free copy of The Lost 

Princess, please let me know what you thought of it. 

Feedback is always appreciated, whether it's a review on Amazon or Goodreads or a 

quick email. It doesn’t need to be more than a line or two. Thanks in advance. 

 

Don't forget that the story continues in Ribbonworld and Jungle Green. 

 

If you’ve been here for a while, you’ll know how this works. I’ll split the letter into two 

parts, the first will deal with my writing, then I’ll move on to tell you a little bit more 

about me and what I do when I’m not writing. 

 

Don't forget, you can get in touch with me about anything in this letter (or writing in 

general) by hitting reply.  

 

 

 

  



 

Here’s part one, what I’ve been up to in my reading 
and writing. 

 

 

  

The Safety of the Realm will be published on November 1st. 
 

It's the second in the Orphan Detectives series of Steampunk novels, 
following the adventures of Jackson and Jessamine as they battle to 

keep Norlandia safe from all who would do it harm. 
 

  

  

 

 



 

The message was a shock. “Jackson, Jessamine, you are needed. 

The Safety of the Realm is at stake.” 
 

Fresh from their recent adventures, Jackson and Jessamine are on 
holiday, aboard the luxury cruising-liner, the King Leopold. Their 

voyage will take them to the fabled Western Isles, lands of mystery 
and scene of many a recent battle. 

 
After what they have been through, it should be a time of rest and 

recuperation, of seeing the wonders of life in foreign parts. 
They find that their voyage is filled with intrigue, it appears that 

everyone has a secret to hide. 
 

Then there is the visitor in foreign parts, with his devastating news. 
 

They learn that they are needed to fight a new foe, one whose threat is 
born of a new way of waging war. Something against which the might 

of Norlandia will have no defence. 
 

The plans for the destruction of everything they hold dear must be 
retrieved and delivered before they can be enacted. 

 

There will be no rest for the Orphan Detectives until this threat is 

dispatched. 

 

 

You can get an advance copy of the book, with my 
compliments, by clicking this link 

 
https://BookHip.com/ZGWPRXH 

 

 

If you enjoy it, please leave a review on Amazon or Goodreads 

after the publication date. 
 

  

 

 

https://bookhip.com/ZGWPRXH


 

NaNoWriMo 2023. 

 

Although I haven't officially said it yet, my project for this year's 
challenge will be a psychological thriller, this one featuring the 

disappearance of a child. 
 

There's a family with more secrets than M.I.5, an ordinary man stuck in 
the middle of it and all sorts of turmoil as the truth is revealed. 

 

  

  

Here's the latest version of Chapter One. 

  
  

I could see the lights of the garage, this part of Devon at half-past five in the morning was 

dark and starlit, the lights were visible as a glow over the hedges as I walked along the 

edge of the road. Now, there was just one more corner to go. I trudged on in the cold, in 



the dark. Hopefully, there would be someone there who could help me. 

I’d left my wife and my daughter in our broken-down car, we’d managed to get it off the 

road and into a layby about a mile behind me. Lizzie was asleep, at just over a year old, 

nothing much really seemed to bother her. 

Everything had been going so smoothly, we were driving down to Cornwall overnight and 

were approaching Honiton over the Blackdown Hills. We’d just passed into Devon, with 

Rom driving and I was nodding off when I felt the noise and the jolt. Lizzie woke and 

muttered to herself but almost immediately went back to sleep. 

I could feel that something wasn’t right, the car pulled to the left even though the road was 

straight. Just for a second, I could feel myself moving in a different direction to the car. 

Something had been damaged at the front, on my side. 

My wife was fairly sanguine about the whole thing, she brought the car safely to a halt and 

sat shaking her head. She put the hazard lights on. 

“What happened?” I asked her. 

“Not sure, maybe a tyre has blown out? Perhaps we hit a pothole.” 

I got out and looked at the front wheels. Neither of the tyres were flat, but the one on the 

passenger side wasn’t lined up with the car, or the other one. I pushed at the tyre with my 

foot and it moved, I’m no expert but I knew that wasn’t supposed to happen. 

 The road was quiet but narrow. It wasn’t safe to wait where we were.   

“Start up and see if the car is drivable,” I suggested. At low speed, the steering wheel 

wobbled in her hands and it was obvious that we wouldn’t get far but, after about a quarter 

of a mile, we found a layby. There was a café, it wasn’t open. I tried my mobile, no signal. 

“What are we going to do?” asked Rom, “wait here until the café opens?” 

“We passed a garage, on the corner, the lights were on, I’ll walk back.” 

She looked at me. “Be careful, it’s still dark” 

“I’ve got a light coat, I’ll keep in, close to the hedge. Will you be OK waiting here?” 

“Sure,” she said, “I’ll lock the doors, Lizzie’s asleep, we’ll be fine.” 

 So I had set off back to the garage. There had been no traffic to disturb me, just a 

lightening in the sky and the smell of fresh farmland. Now I was here. I pushed the door 

open, waking up the attendant sitting behind the desk. 

“Good morning,” he said. “You’re early.” He looked up at his CCTV feed. “Where’s your car, 

I never heard you pull up.” 

“I've broken down about a mile down the road,” I said. “Hit a pothole and the steering’s 

gone. Can I call someone from here to come and tow me to a garage?” 

“Sure,” he said. He picked up a phone and dialled. Spoke briefly for a couple of minutes. 

“George will be along,” he said. “Give him half an hour. Do you wanna wait here or are you 

going to go back to your car?” 

“Better if I wait here,” I said and he muttered a few more words. The call ended, “George 

will see you right,” he said, “he has a garage just down the road.” 

“Thank you.” 

“It’s not a problem, is there anyone in your car?” 

“My wife and my daughter. She’s asleep. She's only one.” 

“Right,” he said, “well you’d better take them a drink when you go. The coffee machine’s 

over there. Have one on us.” 

I pressed buttons and made a coffee, made him one too, and we sat and chatted. Outside 

it was quiet, there was no traffic. 

“Do you get much business here overnight?” I asked. He shrugged. “It depends. In the 

summer, it's really busy. Now, February? Not so much. The A303 is not the busiest of 

places, although after about six o'clock in the morning it'll perk up. But we make a few 



pounds, enough to keep us going. It's a shame the restaurant next door shut down though, 

we used to get each other’s customers. Did you have to walk far?” 

“Only about a mile,” I said. “We managed to move the car into a layby. There's a small cafe 

there, but it was shut, obviously.” 

“I know the place,” he said. “Used to be called Annie's. It’s called something else now. 

Somehow it keeps running. The Council took away their toilets so they had to put their own 

in. It'll be open at seven.” 

There was a noise in the distance. Suddenly a car shot past, heading the way I’d just 

walked, the lights blazing. 

“Someone’s in a hurry,” he muttered. I was relieved that we had got the car off the road, at 

that speed, he’d never have missed it. Or me if I’d been walking. 

With a grumbling growl, a breakdown van appeared outside, with a huge crane on the 

back. A man in a stained boiler suit, heavy boots and a woolly hat came in. 

“Morning, Terry,” he said. He looked at me. “Good morning, Sir.” 

“Hello, George,” said Terry. “This is the gentleman. His cars stuck down by Annie's old tea 

hut.”   

“I know the place,” he said. “My garage is about half a mile past it. Just down in a dip, you 

probably wouldn't have seen it from where you were. We’ll soon have you down there, we 

have a good workshop. With a bit of luck, we can have you on your way again today.” 

I thanked him. “Don't forget a coffee for your wife,” said Terry. I made her one and grabbed 

a juice drink for Lizzie. “How much do you want?” I asked him. “Don't be silly,” he said. “We 

help each other out around here. It's what we do. I hope you get it sorted.” 

 I went outside with George, clutching the coffee cup and put the carton of juice in my 

pocket. Close up, his truck, with its crane on the back, was bigger than I had realised. 

There was an array of lights bolted onto the top of the cab. 

“Jump in,” he said and I pulled myself up into the seat. 

We set off down the road. The view from higher up was quite different, I could see over the 

hedges across fields that were starting to come to life as the sky lightened. George asked 

me what had happened. I explained it all again. 

“Probably a pothole,” he said. “There's plenty of them about. They’re a nightmare. Some of 

them you could plant trees in, we tell the Council, but nothing much ever seems to get 

done. Where were you going?” 

“We’re going down for a family reunion,” I told him, “in Cornwall. I thought we'd come down 

this way. I hate driving on motorways. It's so boring.” 

“Yeah,” he said. “Motorway driving is so monotonous, it makes me tired, especially at night. 

It's a lot nicer journey this way, there're enough corners and roundabouts to keep you 

awake. Once you get past Plymouth though, the roads are all lanes.” 

I recognised the corners, there was hardly any distance to go now and we'd be back at the 

layby. He pulled in, beside the still-closed café. 

The car was gone. 

“Thought you said you left it here,” he said. 

“I did. It was barely drivable. It can't have gone far.” I didn't know what else to say. 

“We haven't passed it,” he added. It wouldn't be going that way anyway, I thought. It almost 

sounded like he didn’t believe me, which got me angry. 

“My wife’s not stupid,” I snapped. “She knows to wait here.” Even as I said it, I wondered 

what had happened to make her leave. There would have had to have been a good 

reason. “Sorry,” I added, “I’m getting concerned.” 

“That’s OK, I can understand. How long have you been away from the car?” 

“About an hour and a bit.” 



 

“Maybe someone else spotted her and offered to help, she might have been towed away, 

Have you had any calls?” 

It seemed unlikely; how would anyone know to stop? I tried my phone but there was still no 

signal. "Can you call her for me," I asked. 

"Sure," he dialled the number as I called it out, then passed me his phone. It rang for a 

while and went to voicemail. “Where are you, Rom?” I said after the bleep, “I’m in a 

breakdown lorry. Call me on this number, please.” 

"No joy?" he asked. 

“I think we need to report it to the police and organise some sort of search” I suggested. 

He nodded, “right enough. I'll take you on down to Honiton.” 

I was starting to panic as we set off again. Very quickly, we passed a big garage on the left. 

“That's my place,” George said. There was no sign of our car waiting outside the fence. A 

bit further and we started to descend. The road closed in, there were steep banks and 

trees on either side. 

Then there was a blue car. Off the road. On the verge. Its front end was up against a large 

tree.   

“Stop,” I shouted. “That's my car.” George stopped the truck. He put the flashing hazard 

lights on and reversed back up until we were level with it. We both jumped out and raced 

towards it. 

There was a black line on the tarmac, showing where it had swerved and left the road. And 

it had hit the tree hard. The bonnet was crumpled. Steam was coming out of it. The front 

windscreen was shattered. I couldn't see inside with the tinted windows and gloom. 

George touched the bonnet, “still warm,” he said. “It hasn't been here long,” He pulled open 

the driver’s door. The seat was empty. “Is that your wife?” he asked. I peered past him, 

Rom was slumped in the passenger seat. The passenger airbag hadn’t deployed. I realised 

that I’d turned it off for the child seat and never turned it back on. Her face was bloodied. 

“Yeah, but I don't understand why she's on the passenger side?” And what about Lizzie? I 

wrenched at the back door. “My daughter. She's in the child seat in the back.” “Lizzie,” I 

shouted,” don’t worry, daddy’s here.” There was no answer. 

No matter how hard I tried to pull the passenger door open, it wouldn't move. In a panic, I 

went round the other side. After a struggle, I got it open. The back seat was empty. There 

was no child seat, no bags, no Lizzie. Where had she gone? 

“We need to call the police, and an ambulance,” said George, reaching for his phone. I 

heard a groan and moved back around to the passenger door. I was relieved to see that 

my wife had regained consciousness. 

She shook her head. “Keep still, Rom,” I told her. “We're getting an ambulance. What's 

happened? Where's Lizzie?” 

She looked at me, the blank look of someone who had just woken up and didn't know what 

was going on. 

“Who are you?” she said. “And who's Lizzie? What am I doing here?” 

 

  

 

That should keep me busy, my editor is already booked for the 
beginning of December, there will be more news on how I got on in my 

next letter. 



 

 

What I've been reading. 
 

I've read an ARC of the second part of The Day the World Turned, 
by Chantelle Atkins. 

 
I absolutely loved this continuing story. 

It's a post-apocalyptic dystopian tale about the beginning of a new 
world. 

 
It's released on October 27th. 

 

You can pre-order your copy here and I'd recommend it. 
 

My review will be coming soon, suffice it to say, it's a good one. 
 

 

 

  

  

 

 

 

https://www.amazon.co.uk/gp/product/B0CHW7FLH7


 

I've also read and reviewed The Apprentice Thief by Guy Gardner. 
This was a great tale of life in Victorian London and beyond, of a boys 
search for his identity. A fantastic story, with realistic characters and a 

great plot. 
 

Read my review here. 
  

  

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/book-review-apprentice-thief/


 

Finally, a short story called Time Lines, from Karen J. Mossman. 
 

This was a time travel adventure and was intriguing enough to warrant 
expansion into a full novel. 

 
See my full review here 

 

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/book-review-time-lines/


 

Bookfunnel Promotions. 

 

Here are some new promotions, all with a great selection of books. 
Just click the links below the pictures. 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

https://books.bookfunnel.com/slayerssaints/92hudxuihp 

 

  

 

 

 

https://books.bookfunnel.com/sci-fi-adventure-sale/l87ar4ksjo 

 

  

https://books.bookfunnel.com/slayerssaints/92hudxuihp
https://books.bookfunnel.com/sci-fi-adventure-sale/l87ar4ksjo


 

 

 

https://books.bookfunnel.com/octobercozyforyou/izezo1f360 

 

  

 

 

I 

https://books.bookfunnel.com/octobercozymysterysalesevent/5clzsfs1u
t 
 

  

https://books.bookfunnel.com/octobercozyforyou/izezo1f360
https://books.bookfunnel.com/octobercozymysterysalesevent/5clzsfs1ut
https://books.bookfunnel.com/octobercozymysterysalesevent/5clzsfs1ut


 

 

 

 

https://books.bookfunnel.com/sffbundlesale/dqqvb69oql 
 

  

 

Finally, get FREE books with this newsletter 
promotion. 

 

  

 

 

 

https://books.bookfunnel.com/free-fantasy-sciencefiction-
ebooks/6rjoh4t7r2 

  

https://books.bookfunnel.com/sffbundlesale/dqqvb69oql
https://books.bookfunnel.com/free-fantasy-sciencefiction-ebooks/6rjoh4t7r2
https://books.bookfunnel.com/free-fantasy-sciencefiction-ebooks/6rjoh4t7r2


 

 

Now on to part two. 

  

 

In this part of the letter, I tell you a little bit more about my life.   
 

  

 

 

Since the last letter, I’ve been out selling books at The South Hams 
Literary Festival, in Ivybridge. 

 
I had quite a successful day, met a few old friends and got myself 

invited to the next meeting of a writer's group. 
 

I also made a couple of contacts for possible retail sales. 
 

  

  



 

Yvonne and I also visited Polperro, where the seagulls seem to have 
become even more brazen in their quest to eat our pasties. 
 

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

We had the first picking of this year's Apple crop, a mixture of cooking 
and eating Apples, destined for winter crumbles and pies. 

 

  

  

 

 

  
And, of course, there has been baking. 

 
Along with all the usual rolls and loaves, I made some pizza bases, 

most of which are stored in my freezer. 
 

I’ve cooked one so far, topped with tomatoes, peppers and cooked 
chicken, on a green pesto base. 

  

  

  



  

 

More details about my cooking adventures, including selected recipes, can be 
found on my website, https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/ and social media. The links are 
at the bottom of this letter. If you want to know more, just ask by replying to this 

letter.  

 

All the recipes that feature on my website have now been put under 
one tab, 

Food and Cookery  
 

More are being added all the time. 
 

  

Don’t forget that you can still find my original Devon life blog at 

 

 

https://goingmyownway-moontide.blogspot.com/ 

 

or my Well Bread blog, from the time I was baking commercially, at 

 

https://brixhambread.blogspot.com/ 

 

As well as lots of pictures, both blogs feature recipes and all sorts of other things. I don’t 

update them now, but all the posts are available, from 2011 to 2017. Please take a look. 

 

If you want to see any of my previous newsletters again, you can find them here. 

 

Letter 1  Letter 2  Letter 3  Letter 4  Letter 5 

 

Letter 6  Letter 7  Letter 8  Letter 9  Letter 10 

 

Letter 11  Letter 12  Letter 13  Letter 14  Letter 15 

 

https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/
https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/food-and-cookery/
https://goingmyownway-moontide.blogspot.com/
https://brixhambread.blogspot.com/
https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/wp-content/uploads/2019/11/Newsletter-1-from-Richard-Dee-Scifi.pdf
https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/wp-content/uploads/2019/11/Newsletter-2-from-Richard-DeeScifi.pdf
https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/wp-content/uploads/2019/11/Newsletter-3-from-Richard-Dee-Scifi.pdf
https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/wp-content/uploads/2020/02/Newsletter-4-from-Richard-Dee-Scifi.pdf
https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/wp-content/uploads/2020/04/Newsletter-5-from-Richard-Dee-Scifi.pdf
https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/wp-content/uploads/2020/05/Newsletter-6-from-Richard-Dee-Scifi.pdf
https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/wp-content/uploads/2020/08/Newsletter-7.pdf
https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/wp-content/uploads/2020/09/Newsletter-8-from-Richard-Dee.pdf
https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/wp-content/uploads/2020/11/Newsletter-9-from-Richard-Dee.pdf
https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/wp-content/uploads/2020/12/Newsletter-10.pdf
https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/wp-content/uploads/2021/02/Newsletter-11.pdf
https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/wp-content/uploads/2021/04/Newsletter-12.pdf
https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/wp-content/uploads/2021/04/Newsletter-13.pdf
https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/wp-content/uploads/2021/09/Newsletter-14.pdf
https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/wp-content/uploads/2021/11/Newsletter-15.pdf


 

Letter 16  Letter 17  Letter 18  Letter 19  Letter 20 

 

Letter 21 Letter 22 Letter 23  Letter 24  Letter 25 

 

Letter 26 

  

You can expect my next letter in December. 
 

I’d love to get your opinion on anything in my letters, or on my 
websites, drop me a line by replying to this email.   

  

Happy reading. 

 

Richard Dee. 
 

 

https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/wp-content/uploads/2022/01/Newsletter-16.pdf
https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/wp-content/uploads/2022/03/Newsletter-17.pdf
https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/wp-content/uploads/2022/04/Newsletter-18.pdf
https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/wp-content/uploads/2022/06/Newsletter-19.pdf
https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/wp-content/uploads/2022/08/Newsletter-20.pdf
https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/wp-content/uploads/2022/11/Newsletter-21.pdf
https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/wp-content/uploads/2023/02/Newletter-22.pdf
https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/wp-content/uploads/2023/04/Newsletter-23.pdf
https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/wp-content/uploads/2023/05/Newsletter-24.pdf
https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/wp-content/uploads/2023/07/Newsletter-25.pdf
https://richarddeescifi.co.uk/wp-content/uploads/2023/08/Newsletter-26.pdf

