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Also available by Roger
Kent

 


The Defiant Affair

This nail-biting action
thriller develops as a conflict between two nations brings their
war to a pivotal head with one side sent to capture an island held
by the other.

Major Chris James was the
commander of a night fighter unit stationed on that island. His
squadron; The Devil’s Deal, are desperately thrown into the fray to
prevent the enemy’s transport aircraft from delivering their deadly
cargo of brutal paratroopers. Failure would leave his girlfriend,
Diane Forbes, and her hospital nursing staff, at the mercy of those
notorious invaders. The Marines sent to defend the island are
hopelessly outnumbered, and the countdown for battle has already
begun. The odds seem impossible for Chris James to enforce his
rescue plan, until a timely twist of fate lends a helping hand, but
later reveals that friends don’t always behave in a friendly
way!

 


Mytchett Place

 


An amazing story of how German
Special Forces came to England during WW2.

Ex-Afrika Korps officer,
Captain Rudy Stoller, was summoned to Berlin to participate in a
daring mission to secure the release of a special prisoner held in
England. However, he and his comrades were deliberately kept
unaware until the last moment that their target was Deputy Fuhrer,
Rudolph Hess. Prising him from the hands of his tough Canadian
guards at Mytchett Place would prove to be no pushover.

During his short time in
Berlin, Stoller meets a strikingly beautiful and enigmatic woman
called Hanna Kreis, an undisclosed Abwehr agent. She suddenly
disappears, but later emerges to play a central part in the
mission, Stoller’s life, and the likelihood of his death. This
intrigue reveals how every corner of this audacious plan was
enforced one summer moonlit night over Southern England, or was
this event to be dismissed as just a fanciful tale to prevent
embarrassment to the ‘Victors’?

 


The Paperclip Affair

 


An exciting action adventure
story set in the closing days of WW2.

Mike Ritter, a war weary
U.S. Navy flying boat pilot, stationed in the Mediterranean theatre
and based on the island of Malta. Secretly transferred to Italy for
training on a new mission, he very soon he acquires a beautiful new
girlfriend, Renate Ross, a German army deserter, and ex-driver to a
murdered SS General. His daring mission was into fly into
Peenemunde, the secret rocket base in Northern Germany, to scoop up
those ingenious technical minds from under the noses of the
advancing Red Army and then deliver them safely to the Allies in
England. However, the SS and MI6 seemed to have other plans for our
brave couple and the resulting intrigue changes both of their lives
forever!

 


 


 


The Dublin Connection

 


Sepp Richter and Lidia Connelly came from
entirely different backgrounds. He was a spy for the Abwehr;
Germany’s secret service and she a coerced member of the IRA. They
met when Richter was sent to Dublin during WWII to oversee a plan
to invade Northern Ireland aided by the IRA. This German plan was
codenamed: Kathleen.

Betrayed by her boss; she sought out
revenge. Many weeks later; fate had her meet Richter and the
attraction was instant and mutual.

Due to a misunderstanding; Richter thought
some IRA hit men were after him and dealt with them the only way he
knew how. This was tantamount to starting a bush fire, forcing
Lidia and Sepp to flee Dublin but now with the added peril of
having Berlin’s top assassin hot on their trail.

 


 


The Secret Jungle

 


Kurt Brandt’s ex-Kriegsmarine fast torpedo
boat put beautiful female spies into the post-war communist
controlled Baltic States for MI6 and the CIA. This deadly foray was
code named: Operation Jungle. The demanding realities of this
espionage assignment were: murder, adventure and heartbreak in
equal measure. Brandt’s involvement with women in England and
Germany led to unforeseen tragic results but his posting to
Bornholm Island in Denmark saved him from prosecution. However,
Brandt and his crew had a new mission and were aided by six SBS men
from England. They set off in their E-Boat to free Brandt’s new
lover: Eva Dietrich, a Latvian spy controller. She was being held
in the notorious Karosta Prison; desperately hoping help would
arrive before her brutal KGB interrogators arrived from Moscow.
Unknown to Brandt the SBS men had a kill order on Eva if escape was
impossible or had their fates already been sealed?

 


 


Anya and Me

 


Some might say that British journalist Bill
Good was a lucky man to have met two diverse but intriguing women
in his life tonight.

It all began with the lovely post-grad
Christine driving him to a ‘lights in the sky’ breaking story down
in Reading, Pennsylvania. This in turn leads to them rescuing the
mysterious Anya from possible medical experimentation.

Returning to New York City both women insist
that Bill takes them home. Christine lived locally in NYC, so easy
enough, but Anya’s place was going to be a little harder as Earth
was not her home!
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The
soldiers crowded around their
sergeant’s motionless body.


One asked: Was he
married?

I think so, an unsure voice
replied.

Did he have
kids?

Maybe

What would he tell them
about today?

Inept
politicians sent him
here.

The men all moved away except
for one.

Oh! Sarge, what did you die
for?

And the sergeant says…nothing
at all.

 


 


 


 



Chapter One

 


Colonel Meier asked his squadron
leader to take a seat before he asked an almost redundant
question.

‘How was it today, the radar plot appeared full of enemy
aircraft?’

‘Well, Colonel, it’s seems
like for every one we shoot down, ten more take its place. The
Americans seem to have an inexhaustible supply of aircraft and men,
and no matter how hard we fight, the sky will be full of them again
tomorrow.’

‘I do understand, Major. It must
be very frustrating for you. How are the men holding up?’

‘The men are doing well
considering our situation. I count myself most fortunate to be
flying with the very best pilots in the Luftwaffe. They have taken
to these new jet aircraft very quickly and are improving on a daily
basis. The kill scores on the American bomber streams are
absolutely horrendous. Only last week our combined fighter arm
destroyed ninety-two in one day! How long could any air force
possibly maintain such punishment as that? I also heard there has
been an outcry regarding the losses at Congress in Washington, but
here they are, back again, large as life and twice as
mean.’

The major
now seemed distracted by his own thoughts as to
their own personal losses, along with their constant struggle to
find replacement pilots good enough to fly a jet
fighter.

‘Major Schenk...Reiner!’
The colonel’s voice pulled him back into the office. His attention
now re-focused back on his commandant’s battle-scarred face that
had forced his early retirement from flying.

‘Yes, Colonel, please forgive
me; I’m a little tired today.’

Schenk wasn’t tired at
all, he was exhausted. Neither he, nor
his men, had taken a day’s leave in months and now they were
running out of steam. Today, two of his pilots had crashed on
landing and the fitters were unable to find anything wrong with
either aircraft that would have caused those accidents. It was
believed that one of them had actually fallen asleep during the
landing process and had ploughed nose first into the runway with
his undercarriage mistakenly still retracted. The other had also
possibly fallen asleep as he didn’t pay enough attention to what he
was doing either and ran off the runway and into an attending fire
truck, killing all concerned.

This situation couldn’t
possibly continue.

‘I have spoken to HQ this
morning asking to stand the squadron down for forty-eight hours but
they said it was impossible. They need every pilot available on
home defence, so much so, that even the returning bomber pilots
from the eastern front are being given fighter training over a
week-end and an Me109 fighter on the Monday!’

‘It’s really that bad, Colonel?’
asked Schenk, knowing those poor bastards wouldn’t last a minute
against an American P51 Mustang or a Russian LA-7.

‘Yes, I’m afraid so.’ The
colonel let out an almost despondent exhalation, knowing the
writing was clearly on the wall for his country. It now seemed
everyone was just treading water or was it possibly blood until the
inevitable end?

They both sat at the
colonel’s desk for a moment preoccupied in their own thoughts of
what may become of them and how quickly. It wouldn’t be too long
now!

‘Anyway, Reiner, it seems
you may be getting a couple of days out of this madness.’ Meier
said, recounting his telephone conversation with HQ this morning.
‘They want you up at RLM (Air Ministry) in Berlin for 10:00 hours
tomorrow. I did ask but they wouldn’t tell me why. I have your
travel documents and orders here and have also organised a seat for
you on the mail flight to Templehof later today. So go and put your
feet up for a couple of hours but be ready to leave by 14:00
hours.

They stood up, shook hands
and gave each other a knowing look as if to say it was unlikely
they would see each other again.

Although no words passed,
Schenk wondered what in hell he’d done to warrant a summary calling
to Berlin. Whatever it was, for the moment, he didn’t really give a
fig. His bed was calling him like some Lorelai, so he would try to
fathom the reason later.

 


**

 


When Schenk woke, he felt
as if he had been out on the booze. His head was thumping and his
right eye hurt, along with queasiness in his gut that made him feel
like he wanted to puke. He reached for the glass of water on his
nightstand and took a deep gulp. It didn’t really make him feel any
better, for it wasn’t a magic potion, but at least his tongue could
move again.

When he went to replace
the glass, Schenk missed the table’s surface and the glass fell to
the floor and spilt the remaining liquid across the floor. Luckily,
the tumbler didn’t break, but for some
unknown mad reason, Reiner jumped off the bed and kicked the glass
across the room in frustration at his own clumsiness. It hit the
wall and smashed into a dozen pieces.

‘Scheisse!’ He yelled out in
anger.

Surprising himself
by this unusual outburst, he sat back down on
the bed and wondered what was happening to him. He felt confused,
which was a new and strange sensation, for he was someone more
predisposed to clarity of mind.

On reflection, he believed
that anyone that had been through what he and his men had endured
recently would have made any of them a candidate for the funny farm
and suitably amazed that he hadn’t been carted off weeks
ago.

Reiner smiled to himself at
those absurd thoughts but decided it would be better to concentrate
on what Berlin may have in store for him. He packed his flight bag
with enough things for an overnight stay in the capital, plus an
extra clean shirt in case he dined out.

Schenk then checked his
wallet to see if he had any money, which to many men may seem a
little strange because most know if they have money or not, but
he’d had no need for money those past few weeks, for there was
nowhere to spend your money up in the clouds.

On his way to the mail
transporter flight; Reiner Schenk was stopped four or five times by
some of his squadron members, all keen to know where he was going
when they’d spied his packed holdall. As it wasn’t a secret; he let
them know he was off to Berlin for an overnight flying visit to the
RLM and would likely see them all sometime later
tomorrow.

This brought out many
differing reactions from his fellow pilots. One said he was for the
chop as the RLM only sends for you when you are in their bad books,
but quickly followed up the stern warning with a broad grin.
Whereas; another wished him good luck by saying he was sure it
nothing as his summons may possibly be for a promotion or even some
prestigious award as propaganda was still used as a big morale
booster to the troops.

Two of the usual wags
decided that he must have a nice piece of skirt tucked away
somewhere that was diligently preparing a night of unbridled
passion for him and he was not going to Berlin at all and just
using the trip as a cover story to throw the suspicious off the
scent.

Reiner could only give
them a somewhat muted smile as his
thoughts were elsewhere, although a night with a woman would be
more than a welcome diversion in his life right now, but
unlikely.

 


**

 


The Junkers 52
tri-motor mail plane had already loaded
its passengers when Schenk arrived. He quickly climbed the steps
and entered the cabin. By the time he sat down; the steps had been
removed and the door was locked. The aircraft soon began to slowly
roll along the peri-track towards the runway.

Reiner Schenk looked out of the
window as the old transporter gradually took to the air in what
must have felt a very sluggish affair for a jet pilot. Knowing he
had about an hour and a half before they arrived at Templehof, he
adjusted the seat back a little and closed his eyes. By the time
the old Junkers had reached its cruising height, Schenk was dead to
the world and snoring like a motorcycle with its muffler
removed.

 


**

 


The landing at Templehof
was a little hairier than usual as there had been an air raid
earlier that day and the runway had taken a couple of hits. The
craters had only just been filled in and smoothed over some twenty
minutes ago and the old JU-52 was the first to try it out. The
aircraft’s suspension took a bit of a hammering as the workmen
didn’t have the repair quite level but they were down and safe and
thankful they hadn’t arrived during the earlier attack.

A car was waiting for
Schenk to take him the short five-kilometre drive to the RLM
situated on the Wilhelmstrasse. The closer he neared the building,
the more uneasy he felt. He supposed it was only natural to feel
this way when summoned by your headquarters, especially when your
brain didn’t have a clue as to the reasons why.

Reiner removed his orders from
his breast pocket in readiness for inspection at the main entrance.
He was quickly nodded through by the guard and pointed over to a
reception desk.

The officer at that desk
looked him over with an implied suspicion, even though he’d just
confirmed his appointment as genuine. The mis-trusting officer then
told him to wait ‘over there’ with a cursory nod to some armchairs
and a low table that displayed the latest propaganda magazines. All
the publications were effusively depicting how well the war was
being won by Germany and victory would soon be theirs.

He sat down, not bothering
with those ludicrous rags as he knew they would only make him feel
even more despondent than he already did. In an attempt to calm his
anxiousness; Reiner opened up the left breast pocket of his tunic
and took out an enamelled cigarette case. It was a gift from a
former lover with an inscription that would get him into very hot
water if that particular lover’s husband were in attendance at the
RLM as it could be a distinct possibility!

Schenk quickly removed the
American cigarette from the case and loudly snapped it shut before
replacing back into in his patch pocket. He lit the cigarette and
took a deep draw on it. He liked the smooth but illicit flavour of
the rich Virginia tobacco almost as much as the fleeting thoughts
of Elsa and that wild and dangerous affair they’d briefly shared.
She too was almost criminally delicious!

‘Major Schenk?’ the
officious voice startled Reiner back to reality. ‘It’s no smoking
in here. Please extinguish it and follow me.’ The officer in charge
of the charm school was obviously back.

Reiner stood up and
followed the officious staff officer up an ornate staircase and
then down a hallway that displayed some fine works of art on its
walls and niches. Few of the items were of German origin as he
guessed the majority had been appropriated on his country’s sweep
through Europe. It made him feel a little sad that all this elegant
artwork had been stolen for mainly Goering’s pleasure. Schenk
supposed it was the spoils of war, just like those American
cigarettes languishing in that beautiful cigarette case, a gift
from a grateful major-general’s wife.

The two officers arrived
at the double doors that were flanked by two huge and mean looking
guards. They paid no attention at all to either the officer or
Reiner. It was as if they were made of granite, although, Reiner
felt sure that one call from their duty officer they would snap his
neck like a twig. It made a cold shiver run down his spine at the
thought.

‘Ah! Come in Major Schenk,
come in! The voice called from behind a huge desk that was large
enough to qualify as a refectory table. ‘Do come on over. We’re all
very glad you could make it.’

The man moved around from the
desk and held out his finely manicured and painted nailed hand as
if they had been lifelong friends and greeted Reiner warmly like a
lost brother.

There were two other officers present that just looked up from
their documents to give him a cursory smile, knowing that all this
false bonhomie was due to his drug taking.

‘Gentlemen, I would like
to introduce you to one of our finest pilots from the
Jagdverband-44 that is knocking the American Terror-Bombers out of
the sky in huge numbers: Major Reiner Schenk!’

The two officers tried to
give their commander the notion that they were suitably impressed
but they were pilots as well and knew that they all took their
chances in the air these days.

As for Schenk; he gave
them both a nod of acknowledgment as fellow flying officers,
although, he was still recovering from his initial shock of meeting
his introducer, for it was none other than Reichmarschall Hermann
Goering!

 


 


 



Chapter Two

 


Reiner Schenk quickly gathered
his senses and shook the two Luftwaffe designer’s hands. Goering
introduced them to him as Walter and Reimar Horten. Schenk knew of
these futuristic aircraft designers by reputation and felt honoured
to meet them at last. When Schenk joined JV-44, he had spoken to a
pilot that had chance to see the new wonder fighter: the Horten IX,
because his brother-in-law was Erwin Ziller the test pilot.
Although he didn’t see it fly that day, Ziller showed him around
the amazing aircraft and Schenk was mightily impressed with its
design as it was a flying wing with no tail surfaces at all. It was
also constructed mainly from wood, which made it easy to produce as
it didn’t use too many essential war materials. However, it was its
performance that made it a wonder machine. Its top speed was just
slightly under one thousand kilometres per hour (600 mph) which
made it over twenty-five per cent faster than the Allies best
fighter: the notable P-51 Mustang.

Reiner was now thinking he
had been hauled up here to form a new squadron consisting of these
new wonderful aircraft. That would certainly be mind blowing
enough, even more than when he first flew the jet-engined Me. 262.
That particular aircraft had been around for a while but was held
back in production as Hitler had wanted it for a bomber. But this
new aircraft would be brilliant, if only they could find the pilots
to fly them.

‘Major, I’m sure you must
be curious why I have asked you to come to Berlin.’ The
Reichmarschall said in a manner of the cat that had just got the
cream. He was also lightly bouncing up and down on his toes eager
to tell Schenk the reason why. It was just like a child uncontained
by wanting to unwrap an exciting looking birthday
present.

‘Yes, Herr Reichmarschall, you
could say that.’ Schenk looked across at the Horten brothers to see
if they might give him a clue to the answer but they were not
forthcoming with even the smallest hint. He turned his gaze back to
Goering and just waited until his boss revealed the reason.

‘Well, Schenk. The four of us
here in this room are going to change world history and change it
in such a way that our grandchildren will still marvel at our
achievements in generations to come.’

The enthusiasm from Goering was
apparent but Schenk was really none the wiser. Goering could see
the puzzled look on the major’s face and decided that now was the
time to unveil his plans.

‘Major Schenk, you must
understand that what we are about to share with you is way above
‘Top Secret’ and you are forbidden to reveal anything about this
meeting with anyone.’

‘Yes, Herr Reichmarshall,’
Reiner replied, trying to assume an air of calm but his breathing
was becoming faster as his brain began to imagine all types of
desperate scenarios.

‘As most of us are all
well aware; defeating the British with conventional weapons has now
become an impossibility. We have the new ‘V’ weapons, of course,
but they are very much a hit and miss affair, and truthfully, would
only delay the Allies at best. Even if England surrendered, it
would not prevent the Americans from pressing home their final
assault on the Fatherland as they occupy most of Western Europe
already. The only way we could hope to save ourselves from oblivion
is if we could arrange a truce with the United States. If not, then
perhaps a non-aggression pact of some sort.’

Goering still had Schenk’s full
attention, which gave him a certain amount of pleasure as he always
loved to play the actor.

‘How are we going to do that,
sir?’ Schenk said, enthralled by these cutting edge decisions being
discussed in his presence.

‘Not We; Schenk: You!’

Reiner Schenk felt his
heart beating in his ears, but there was no doubt, he was excited
at the prospect of being involved in something so vitally
important.

‘What do you require of
me, Herr Reichmarschall? I am at your service.’ Schenk was
obviously keen to know his contribution in this bold
scheme.

‘I want you to liaise with
my designers here, for they are to be your mission advisors on any
technical matters throughout. Whatever they want you to do, it is
to be taken as if it comes directly from me. Is that understood,
Major Schenk?’ Goering’s eyes were twinkling with fervour, eagerly
hoping this outlandish mission would get him back in favour with
Hitler as the Fuhrer had lost confidence in him since the
Luftwaffe’s defeat over England and Russia. This was his last
chance to impress his beloved leader and to save his country from
bitter defeat.

‘Of course, Herr Reichmarschall,
when do we start?’

‘We already have. I must
take my leave of you now but want you to become acquainted with
Walter and Reimar. Let them show you the outline of the mission,
for tomorrow you will travel with them to see your new aircraft in
its secret bombproof hangar!’

Goering paused to let that
sentence take its effect.

‘When you are finished
here, go downstairs to the main desk where you will find your
passes and vouchers for your stay at the Hotel Adler. I hear it is
very comfortable, but please, Schenk, leave the chambermaids alone
as I know of your reputation with the ladies, Major!’

This aside put a smile on
everyone’s face including Schenk.

Goering quickly stood to give a
pleasing nod to them all as he went out through the office doorway
as he always preferred to leave a meeting on a lighter note.

With that, the Reichmarschall
left his sumptuous office to the three officers to discuss the many
facets of the operation.
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