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Also
available by Roger Kent

 


The Defiant
Affair

 


This
nail-biting action thriller develops as a conflict between two
nations that brings their war to a pivotal head with one side sent
to capture an island held by the other. Major Chris James was a
commander of a night fighter unit stationed on that island. They
are desperately thrown into the fray to prevent the enemy from
delivering their cargo of brutal paratroopers. Failure in this task
would leave his girlfriend; Diane Forbes and her hospital nursing
staff at the mercy of those notorious invaders. The odds seem
impossible for Chris James to enforce his rescue plan until a
timely twist of fate lends a helping hand. But this later reveals
that friends don’t always behave in friendly ways!

 


Mytchett
Place

 


An exciting
story of how German Special Forces came to England during WWII to
release an infamous prisoner held in England. Their target was
Deputy Fuhrer of the Nazi Party: Rudolph Hess. Prising him from his
tough Canadian guards at Mytchett Place would prove to be no
pushover but they had some inside help. In Berlin, Rudy Stoller
meets the men that will go with him on this mission. There he also
meets a beautiful and enigmatic woman called Hanna Kreis; an
undisclosed Abwehr agent. She suddenly disappears but later
re-emerges to play a central part in the rescue mission in England.
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 and covered up as just a fanciful tale to
prevent embarrassment to the Victors?

 


The Paperclip
Affair

 


Mike Ritter
was a war weary U.S. Navy flying boat pilot stationed on the island
of Malta. Transferred to Italy for a new mission, fate ensures he
acquires a beautiful new German girlfriend called Renate Röss. As a
former driver to a murdered SS General; she deserted to the
American lines and was approved as a translator for the mission.
Ritter’s orders were to fly to Peenemünde the secret rocket base in
Northern Germany. His objective was to scoop up those brilliant
technical minds from right under the noses of the advancing Red
Army and to deliver them safely to England. These scientists were
earmarked for the USA to help with the atomic and future space
research programs. However, the SS and MI6 seemed to have other
plans for Mike and Renate with the resulting outcome that would
drastically change their lives!

 


The Amerika
Bomber

 


There was
little doubt about it; unless the Americans signed a truce the war
was lost. Everyone in Berlin knew this for a fact. Hermann Goering
turned to his two most trusted aircraft designers: Walter and
Reimar Horten. They had built an incredible flying wing aircraft:
The Horten XVIIIB; also known as: The Amerika Bomber. This was to
be their last ditch attempt at persuading the Allies to desist from
their hell bent objective of beating Germany into the ground. If
they refused, they would really get to see what a ‘revenge weapon’
could do.

Major Reiner
Schenk had currently been flying the new twin turbojet Me.262
fighter and assigned to protect the homeland from the constant
daylight raids of the B-17 Flying Fortress bombers, but now Reich
Marshall Goering had other plans for this brilliant pilot.

Heidelinde
Holzwarden (Linda) was a design electronics engineer within atomic
weapons development. Who could have guessed it would be those
American terror-bombers that would bring Linda and Reiner together
for one night in a Berlin hotel only to be later reunited for a
one-way mission across the Atlantic with orders to drop an atomic
bomb on New York City and completely change the expected outcome of
WWII!

 


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 by causing her boyfriend’s death, 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. But Ireland wasn’t finished with
them just yet!

 


 


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!

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Out here on the perimeter there are no
stars.

Out here we
is stoned, immaculate.


Many thanks to JDM.





Special thoughts to Ray Manzarek
on this publishing day.







Discovery of
the Secret Jungle Manuscript

 


2003

 


The phone rang early on that warm May Sunday morning.
Its incessant ring became really annoying after a short period
because the recipient of that call had not been in bed very long
due to an all-night drinking session with some old friends and he
was now feeling hung over.

He picked up
the landline receiver and put it to his ear and grunted out an
acknowledgement that he was present but whether he was completely
lucid was another story entirely.

‘I’ve found
it, Don, I’ve only gone and bloody well found it!’ came the excited
voice into the earpiece of Don’s telephone.

‘Excellent!’
was Don’s sarcastic reply. ‘What the fuck do you want calling me at
this ungodly hour, Phil?’

‘I’ve got some
great news and I need to tell someone before I burst,’ Phil
exclaimed, hoping his enthusiasm was infectious enough for Don to
enquire just what that news might be.

‘Go to church
this morning and tell the padre, maybe he would be interested.’ Don
was getting a little short tempered with his overenthusiastic
friend as he desperately needed to get some sleep and just couldn’t
deal with any supposed revelations right now.

‘I’ve found
the boat. It’s in Wilhelmshaven in Germany and the owner is
prepared to sell. I’m going to get some tickets to fly over to see
it tomorrow. You’ll come with me won’t you?’ Phil persisted in his
excited tone.

‘If it’ll get
you off this bloody phone and let me get some sleep, then yes. I
was supposed to take my wife out last night but got caught up with
some pals at lunchtime and it turned into an all-night bender. And
now I’m very much in the doghouse and feel like shit.’

Poor old Don’s
temples were beginning to throb like a jackhammer drill. He needed
some aspirin urgently but not as urgent as his need to throw up. He
slammed the phone down and made a dash for the bathroom.

The following
day, Phil called round to pick up the physically delicate Don that
received no ‘goodbye’ kiss from his still seething wife.

After
virtually pouring him into the front seat; they drove to Heathrow
Airport for the early morning short flight to Bremen in Germany.
Don slept for most of the flight and ignored any form of
conversation from Phil until they arrived at Bremen Airport and
where they also hired a car for the day.

It was just
over a hundred kilometres to the dockyard in Wilhelmshaven from
Bremen and the closer they got to that destination the more excited
Phil became.

‘I wonder if
it will be all that the owner says it is. I’m sure it is. Don’t you
think so, Don? Do you think we will be in for any nasty surprises?
What are you thinking, Don?’

‘I’m thinking
that I’m gonna fuckin’ kill you and then dispose of your bloodied
carcass in that parkland over there!’

Don was now
pointing to the large Bornhorster Huntesweisen Nature Reserve over
on the right of the A29 to Wilhelmshaven. For Don, Phil’s incessant
chatter just seemed to continually flow out of him like the
annoyingly torturous sound that young women make that are
pre-loaded with alcohol and avidly determined, above all else, to
have a screeching good time on a girlie night out. Arrrgh!

They drove for
at least another ten minutes before Phil said another word. He knew
that Don didn’t mean it about killing him but at least he had the
good sense not to test him in his present abrasive state.

It was then
Don lit his tenth cigarette of the morning and contemplated on
leaving the car window closed just to annoy his pal, but relented
and cracked it open because he didn’t want to appear petty or come
over as a selfish twat. After all, Phil had stumped up the money
for the flights and car hire, which was a nice thing to do. He just
wanted him to be quiet until they got to the boat and then he could
be as effusive or even explode with delight if he wanted. For now,
Don just wanted some peace. He didn’t think that was asking too
much between friends.

They pulled
off the A29 at Junction 3 and made their way to an address that was
located along the left bank of the Maade. It took about twenty
minutes before they found the right place, after stopping to ask
directions from local people that surprisingly understood English
fairly well. They both agreed that particular scenario wouldn’t
happen in England with visitors asking in German or in fact any
other non-English language because as an island race it does tend
to make the population very insular in its outlook to the rest of
the world.

Phil’s mobile
phone had now switched over to the local cellular network and he
put in a call to the boat’s owner. A man called Horst Rauch
answered, and like their other recent encounters, he spoke very
reasonable English. He told Phil that he was waiting at the
boatyard and from their present location they were less than five
minutes away.

Phil and Don
arrived and could immediately see the beached and propped vessel
they had tried to trace for so long and now, finally, it was right
in front of them.

The state of
the boat was how a car salesman would describe it as ‘a
twenty-footer,’ which meant it looked pretty good from twenty feet
away until you got closer and could see the real condition.

They were both
a little disheartened at her run down appearance. Nevertheless,
Phil and Don followed Horst up the ladder and began to walk the
forty metre length of this piece of maritime history. They both
agreed it was an incredibly well-made boat for its day but time had
ravaged her in almost every corner and she needed complete
restoration.

Don said to
Phil that it would probably be cheaper to build an S-boat from
scratch than to renovate this particular one, which, on balance,
might probably be true.

Trying hard
not to lose the sale; Horst said building their own would not have
the atmosphere and glamorous history that this once notorious craft
once enjoyed. Not only that, he’d all the paperwork from when she
was built at Lürssen’s yard right up to the present day. Hell, he
even had the most recent address of the First Officer that served
on it during and after the war.

A stunned
silence was apparent as both Phil and Don looked at Horst in
amazement as they’d never been able to trace anyone that had served
on this boat and considered that Rauch might be bullshitting them
just to make the sale.

‘What was his
name?’ Don swiftly asked, testing Rauch to see if he was lying.

‘It was
Herr…yes, Herr Weber. Johann Weber, that’s right!’ He replied, now
confidently recalling the man’s name.

Don and Phil
looked at each other quite content this man had the name
correct.

‘Do you have
his phone number? Would he speak to us if we called him? Where does
he live?’ Phil seemed to be back to his old self of exuding verbal
diarrhoea once more.

‘It’s here
somewhere.’ Rauch painstakingly searched through the sheaf of paper
on the boat until he came to the wanted page and then announced its
finding with a grand theatrical ‘Ach…So!’ and then flourish this
sheet of paper in front of them as if it were something magnificent
like the Rosetta Stone.

Phil was too
excited to read it so handed it straight to Don but then looked at
it intently over his shoulder whilst his friend perused the
details.

‘It says that
Herr Weber lives in Hamburg. How far is that from here?’ Don asked
Rauch.

‘It’s about
two hundred kilometres and would take you two hours in the car. Did
you want to go today?’

They both
nodded.

Rauch seemed a
little surprised but had already assumed these were two stupid
Englishmen that wanted to buy his piece of junk at a well over the
odds price, so thought it might be best to humour them to keep them
sweet.

Rauch pulled
out his ‘Handy’ (a mobile or cell phone) from his pocket and
dialled the number written on the paper. The next few minutes were
conducted entirely in German, as neither Phil nor Don could
understand or even glean any clues by the inflection of Rauch’s
tone, which seemed almost aggressive to English ears. He ended the
call and turned to them both.

‘Herr Weber is
at home today but you must leave now as he retires early these
days. He is eighty-nine after all and getting on a bit.’ Rauch
smiled at his own use of English.

Phil ran back
to the car and quickly returned with the German road map the car
rental company had given him.

‘It’s easy
enough from here.’ Rauch pointed to where they were now and
retraced on the map with his finger their journey back on the A29
to Oldenburg, where they could later pick up the A1, which would
take them almost the whole way to Hamburg.

With
handshakes and promises to speak later, both Phil and Don jumped
into the car and zoomed away from the boatyard at high speed for
their journey to meet Johann Weber.

Rauch shook
his head in slight exasperation as the rental car shot off up the
road, driving initially on the left hand side until Phil quickly
realized he should be driving on the right and screeched across the
lanes, loudly accompanied by the blaring of car horns from the
local drivers that were justly annoyed by these idiotic foreigners
on their roads.

Horst Rauch
shook his head again followed by shrugged his shoulders, only to
mutter to himself: ‘Crazy Englishers!’

On the journey
to Hamburg, Phil was quieter than usual. Don appreciated the
silence but wondered why his friend seemed a little subdued.

‘What is it,
Phil?’

‘Do you think
that guy Rauch was on the level and might have sent us to some old
guy he knows that would spin us a story just so we would pay his
high asking price?’

‘It’s
possible, I suppose. But it does seem a little extreme to send us
on a wild goose chase just for the sale of an old moth eaten boat,
don’t you think?’

‘Yeah, maybe,’
Phil replied.

By his
attitude, he was obviously in quite a dilemma as to whether he
should detour off the A1 and go back to the airport or carry on to
Hamburg. He did the latter.

They
eventually arrived at a lovely house just on the outskirts of
Hamburg and pulled and parked before they went to the door of
number 27 to ring the doorbell.

It was soon
answered by a blonde woman in her mid-fifties that Phil and Don
both later agreed must have been quite a looker in her youth. After
introducing themselves; Phil explained in a deliberate slow and
clear English tone, the one some might use if that person were
deaf, that they were from England and had made an appointment to
see Herr Weber.

The piercing
blonde blue-eyed woman smiled sweetly and answered back in a
cut-glass English accent to come in and not to stand on ceremony.
Her easy use of the English vernacular had surprised Phil and Don.
Allowing them entrance into the house, she explained that she’d
studied English at Cambridge as a student some years ago and had
also worked as a translator for a large German company that did a
lot of business with the UK.

‘Pappy, it’s
the two Englishmen to see you!’ She called up the marble floored
hallway quite loudly. ‘My name’s Lotte by the way,’ she announced,
‘You’ll have to excuse my father; he’s getting a little deaf these
days but I’ll make sure he switches his hearing aid on. He tends to
switch it off when only women are in the house, but we’re all used
to his little tricks.’

Looking at the
two English visitors, she smiled that patient knowing smile that
only women can make when tolerating cantankerous loved ones.

They were
shown through to a very pleasant day room that overlooked a lake
they unable to see from the roadside.

‘That’s a
pretty view.’ Phil said to Lotte.

‘My father
always likes to be in sight of water.’ She revealed. ‘He likes the
small sailing boats but hates those noisy water skiers and says it
upsets the fish.’

She raised her
eyebrows following that remark and smiled.

Phil and Don
laughed politely.

The old gray
haired man sat in his formidably built German designed easy-chair.
It was electrically operated that made getting in and out an easy
task for someone in his declining years.

‘Vorsprung
durch Technik!’ The old man winked as he adjusted it more to an
upright position.

Phil and Don
both knew that meant ‘progress through technology’ because it was
an advertising expression used to promote a certain German car that
was available worldwide and the phrase had passed into common
parlance. They both nodded at the old man and gave him a grin.

‘I believe
that Herr Rauch has sent you here to talk about my old boat?’ The
old man said with a slightly hoarse voice, but his English could be
fully understood if you were patient.

Not standing
on ceremony, and as advised by Lotte, Don came straight out with it
to ask the old man if he’d actually served on that rotting S-boat
in Wilhelmshaven, and if so, did he have any proof.

‘I wondered if
you might ask me that. Please, sit down and make yourselves
comfortable. Would you like some coffee or do you prefer tea? I
know the British like tea and quite a lot of it, if I’m remembering
correctly.’

He turned and
nodded to Lotte to organise those drinks, but also pointed over to
the bureau with his wrinkled index finger for her to get a box file
sitting on its top and pass it to the two men sitting on his
couch.

Don opened the
file, unsure of what he was expecting to see. Phil leaned over his
friend’s shoulder trying to contain his excitement and hopeful
expectation.

There was a
pile of dog-eared black and white photos of many different ship
types and sailors and crews in their various off-duty poses.

Lifting them
out; Don passed most of them over to Phil, not only for him to sift
through, but hoping there may be some info on the S-boat to verify
the old man’s story.

Underneath all
that was a ream of A4 sized paper that resembled a manuscript. It
had all been typed out on Weber’s trusty old Adler typewriter,
which was also a true classic in itself. It was written in German,
of course, and by the age of the paper it had been typed some time
ago as the edges had yellowed slightly.

‘I called it:
My exciting life in the Navy.’ He told them, managing a hoarse but
slightly consumptive laugh at its title. ‘I didn’t think anyone
would be interested in it as I’d served on what the Americans
called ‘the wrong side,’ even my daughters haven’t read it. They
probably wouldn’t be interested in what their old ‘Pappy’ got up to
anyway. Women have their own pursuits and pastimes that rarely
coincide with what us men enjoy nuh?’

His question
almost called for a response but Phil and Don just smiled as they
were both married men and knew all about that. It was a universal
given.

Lotte came in
with a tray of drinks and returned quickly with some elegant side
plates and a beautiful three tiered stand of delicious cakes that
put the Englishmen’s eyes out on stalks with surprise. Those baked
goods looked and tasted, what Phil keenly described as incredible.
Of course, they were being judged in comparison to his wife’s
efforts, which he’d told Lotte were mostly inedible and accompanied
his statement with an amusing grimace of disapproval that made her
laugh. She liked these two Englishmen, although she’d always had a
soft spot for their countrymen relating back to her university
times in England.

Don began
chatting to Lotte about her grandfather’s story and asked if she’d
ever read any of it. She replied that it wasn’t really her thing
and perhaps he should have sent it to the naval records office or
somewhere as it was probably quite boring and full of facts and
figures and suchlike, because when growing up, she remembered her
father was a stickler for accurate record keeping.

‘Perhaps you
would be kind enough to read a chapter to us as neither of us can
read German?’ Phil implored.

‘Yes, Lotte,
why don’t you read a chapter for these gentlemen? They’ve come a
long way and I would like to hear some it again because I haven’t
opened that box for over forty years. Some of the details from that
time are a little hazy up here now.’ The old man encouraged his
granddaughter to help out, while tapping the side of his head to
indicate a poor memory to the men.

Oh damn! I
promised myself that I wouldn’t get involved. I don’t really have
the time for all this today, she thought to herself a little
frustratedly.

‘We would both
be very grateful if you would.’ Don asked hopefully, accompanied by
a practiced winning smile that he knew ladies often found difficult
to refuse.

‘Just the one
chapter,’ Phil followed it up by handing her the papers, which she
grudgingly received with a small sigh of defeat.

‘Scheisse! I
wish my mother was here.’ she mumbled under her breath as she put
on her reading glasses and looked down at the first chapter. Lotte
was a smart woman and knew full well that they wouldn’t let her get
away with translating and reading only the one chapter. But Lotte
was a kind person that liked to please her father; although she’d
already resigned herself to the fact it was going to be a very long
and tedious afternoon.

 



Chapter
1

 


1948

 


Kurt Brandt woke up in a cold sweat after another
restless night of tortured dreams. It was a welcome relief to
rediscover that those dreams weren’t for real. Laying on his bed in
accommodation that was little more than a dilapidated wooden shack,
his mind recalled the events of his war service and the dreadful
things that he and his men had endured.

Turning on his
side, he tried to dismiss those thoughts because the war had
finished almost three years ago. However, those recurrent dreams
weren’t really nightmares at all but memories of real episodes that
were solidly embedded into his brain. Many were desperately tragic,
but they were also, and may the gods forgive him; events of some of
the most incredibly wild and exciting times of his life. He
accepted they were now over and he must learn to concentrate on
building a completely new life in this aspiring and commercial new
world. But he also knew it wasn’t going to be easy.

‘Good morning,
Kapitän. I have your coffee. I trust you slept well?’ said Seaman
Hartmann, who now placed the mug of coffee onto Brandt’s
nightstand. He then moved briskly across the room to pull back the
shabby curtains to let in the early morning light and some fresh
air, but in doing so, also revealed a green, moss-stained,
warped-framed window. It took some effort, along with much of his
usual descriptive cursing, but it was eventually opened.

The new day
was here.

‘What time is
it, Hartmann?’ Brandt asked with a slight rasp to his voice. He
wasn’t quite ready for this new day just yet because his eyes
struggled to focus on the travel clock ticking away on his
dresser.

‘06:00 hours,
sir. I think it will be a fine day by the look of the sky and the
waves.’ He mentioned this distractedly whilst peering through the
milky window glass and reporting back the sight of The Solent with
its present calm demeanour.

Brandt sat up
in bed and reached over for the coffee. His head really hurt due to
his intense snoring. This really pissed him off because it felt
just like a hangover but without any fun enjoyed from the previous
evening to account for it. He felt testily short changed, which
didn’t help improve his humour any.

‘Scheisse!’ he
exclaimed on sampling the drink. ‘Will the British ever learn how
to make decent coffee, this concoction is bloody awful?’ Brandt
spat the brew back into the mug and thumped it back down on the
nightstand causing it to slop some liquid over the side.

‘I try to tell
them not to pour boiling water on it like they do their tea,
Kapitän, explaining that it scalds the coffee and makes it bitter.’
Hartmann said this almost apologetically.

‘And what did
they reply to your reasonable request?’

‘They
smilingly told me to go and fuck myself and mentioned that we were
lucky to get any coffee at all, along with all the other usual
cordial remarks saying that we could all fuck off back to Germany
if we didn’t like it!’

Hartmann
laughed as this little retort that had become the standard reply to
anything he requested that might make their lives a little easier
under Royal Naval Command.

‘So! Not that
different from our own quartermasters then Hartmann?’ Brandt said
with a wry smile now appearing across his unshaven face.

‘No, I suppose
not.’ Hartmann replied on his way out of the room, ready to go and
get his commander’s daily bowl of hot water in which he could
shave. It was then he suddenly remembered he’d a message to pass
along. ‘Herr Kapitän, Commander Buckley has asked if you would be
so kind as to drop into his office about 08:30 hours, providing it
was convenient.’

‘I don’t
suppose he said to what it might concern?’ Asked Brandt, suddenly
lucid and curious to the summons, for he’d soon learned that when
the British are exceedingly polite it’s generally because they are
going to hurl a great deal of shit in your direction.

‘They tell me
fuck all, sir.’

‘Thank you,
Hartmann.’ The Kapitän had long ago given up on the idea of trying
to get Hartmann to curb his enthusiasm for cursing and just
accepted him as a lost cause. He’d briefly considered replacing the
man but he was the most reliable aide he’d had by far, even a
little gem, some might say.

Brandt got up
as soon as Hartmann had left the room and went over to his wardrobe
to see if he’d a clean white shirt to go with his naval jacket that
had recently been tailored to the peace time navy of the newly
formed Bundesmarine. Of course there was a clean shirt, for
Hartmann always made sure of it.

Many of his
men had been issued Royal Navy denims for their day to day
activities as most of their old uniforms had worn through. All they
had to tell them apart from the British sailors was their rank
badges but minus the navy wartime eagle.

Brandt still
wore his Kriegsmarine issue uniform when necessary, even though he
was officially now in the pay of the British and had been ever
since the surrender of his S-Boat (Schnellboot) in May of 1945.

That was the
time when he brought his S-Boat the Allies had given his craft type
the unfathomable code name of: ‘E-Boat’ into Portsmouth Harbour
overloaded down with civilian refugees that were escaping the
brutal clutches of the vengeful Red Army. With him were the
remnants of his 9th Flotilla that had also help rescue
those stranded and desperate people in a last minute dash from
Libau, Latvia.

After he’d
shaved and dressed, Brandt made his way to Buckley’s office. There
he was greeted by a very pretty Naval Wren officer called Paula.
She was the latest secretary to the Base Commander and was much
admired by all the men for her good looks and great figure.

‘Oh! Hello,
Captain Brandt. I’ll inform the Commander you’re here. Please take
a seat, I won’t be a moment. Her eyes widened at his appearance as
if she were caught unaware, even though she knew of his
appointment, and was just her female attraction to him that made
her react that way.

Paula then
turned on her shapely heels and deliberately swayed her hips as she
walked away, deftly managing to combine it with an unseen wry grin
on her face and feeling assured in the knowledge that this German
officer must have noticed her coquettish display, which, and
finally so, may lead him to ask her for a date.

The few times
that Brandt had seen this pretty Wren officer, he knew she was
attracted to him and appreciatively realized that she’d put on this
enticing little show just for him. However, he was reluctant to ask
her out as he’d been politely warned that it was still considered
unacceptable for him to be seen with a British servicewoman in
public as it could lead to confrontation with the locals that were
still unhappy about the idea of the very recent enemy dating
‘their’ women. His enlisted men, on the other hand, did all they
could to date the local women and were notably quite
successful.

This
particular Wren officer didn’t give a fig about all that protocol
nonsense. She’d got her own plans for him that definitely didn’t
include parading him around town or visiting the local night spots.
She had only one purpose in mind for Kapitänleutnant Kurt Brandt,
and all of which would take place in the cosy bed of her friend’s
borrowed apartment in Southsea that would stretch out over a long
weekend of passion and frivolity.

Brandt’s own
crew members would have described this romantic notion of Paula’s
in far more graphical and juicier terms had they known of the
situation, which, as far as Brandt was concerned, would never
happen. Not only that, he wasn’t the sort to kiss and tell, unlike
many of his crewmen that would all be highly amused with the sordid
retelling of their own amazing sexual escapades. Most of them were
more than happy to exhibit their bruises and scratches from such
encounters, along with the howls and applause of encouragement from
the rest when those sexual gambits were relayed back with relish,
often with some extra invented enhancements to elevate the
storyteller’s status to almost epic proportions.

When Paula
returned, she asked Brandt to please follow her. He got up from the
chair and quickly caught up to her as she’d deliberately limited
her stride so that it kept her a half-step closer to him as they
made their somewhat cosy way together along the hallway.

Due to that
nearness, Brandt couldn’t avoid but to sample her heady perfume,
which at eight-thirty in the morning made him struggle to keep his
mind focused on what this meeting with the Commander was likely to
be all about. He dispassionately had to remind himself to elbow any
carnal thoughts he may have about Wren Officer Paula. Although,
time would later reveal that her new posting to the base wasn’t
entirely secretarial.

Reaching for
the door handle outside Buckley’s office was the perfect
opportunity for Paula to slip him the small note with her phone
number into his large jacket pocket unseen. She had very high hopes
that this enigmatic and handsome man would call her. Primarily
because he’d been the main contender in her fantasies for the past
few weeks and it was now frustrating the hell out of her on how she
could find an excuse for contacting him socially.

As her note
was now delivered, all she had to do was to sit and wait for his
call. This might be considered something similar to a spider in its
vigilant repose waiting for that blatantly unaware insect to hit
the web. She smiled to herself in delightful anticipation of
reeling this man into her enthusiastic clutches.

When Brandt
was invited into the office, he remained standing as he was far
more concerned about what Buckley may have in store for him.
Experience had taught him to be on his guard about such requests
for his presence at such short notice. However, he couldn’t help
looking out of the almost panoramic office window at the busy dock
to see one of the British minesweepers preparing to go back to sea
to continue its mine recovering duties out in the Channel.

Those ships
and their overworked crews were still facing very hazardous duties
long after the cessation of hostilities. In fact, this was one of
the main reasons why he was stationed here in England and not back
at home in Germany. The other and more important reason for him was
there was no fulfilling work at home and he preferred to stay in
the navy rather than to be unemployed. Post-war S-Boat captains
were not in such great demand these days.

Since he
arrived in England, he and twenty-seven thousand of his fellow
naval personnel had been employed on many varied duties such as
mine clearance. Obscurely, this was all paid for by the British
Government, which he’d found amusing. He’d once heard an off-hand
remark from a British sailor stating: ‘Well, they sowed the bloody
things, so they should bloody well clear them up!’

On reflection,
Brandt thought it seemed fair enough, but found it a little ironic
that his former enemies would actually pay for him to do so. It was
true, that indeed: war made strange bedfellows!

‘Good morning,
Brandt.’ Buckley rose from his chair and shook the Kapitän’s hand.
It was rare to find that sea-going naval personnel ever held
grudges against an enemy, former or current. It was almost an
unwritten law between such service people, by understanding that
only the sea was the true enemy and they were ‘all in the same
boat’ in that respect. You generally found that sailors of all
nations helped each other in times of crisis and treated one
another with compassion and generosity rarely seen between opposing
land armies.

Commander
Buckley had been to sea on two tours when he was a junior officer,
and had tried hard to perform his sea-going duties, unfortunately,
both his captains suggested that a land based position was more
suited to his skills than on a warship. He just wasn’t the right
type.

‘Good Morning,
Commander,’ Brandt replied but said nothing further as he felt he
was here to listen.

‘It seems the
very good work by you and your men has been noticed by someone up
at the Admiralty and would like to speak with you about doing a
particular very interesting job for us. I have your travel warrants
and passes here as they would like to see you at the address
enclosed at 15:00 hours today. Please keep your receipts for any
reasonable dining expenses and we will reimburse you on your
return.’

Buckley had
kept the meeting fairly formal today. Perhaps he already knew or
had an inkling of what was in store for Brandt and his men. If he
did, he certainly was not very forthcoming about relaying any of it
to this German officer at this moment for Buckley was an
administrative naval man and used to office management and its
ways.

‘Thank you,
Commander,’ Brandt said as he received the brown manila envelope.
‘May I ask a question?’

‘Ask away, old
boy.’

‘Have you any
idea what this is all about?’

Buckley could
see that Brandt seemed concerned, so decided to play it down a
little.

‘I shouldn’t
worry too much, Brandt. If you’d done something wrong, they would
have sent the military police to come and cart you off by now.’ He
used a broad grin to reinforce his levity. ‘I would just enjoy the
day out if I were you.’

This was all
accompanied by now what could be described as a paternal smile by
Buckley as Brandt was almost young enough to be his son.

Brandt forced
a smile and then shook Buckley’s proffered hand again, which
signified this brief meeting had summarily concluded. He then
saluted and left the Commander’s office.

When Brandt
got back out to the secretary’s station, Paula noticed he seemed
distracted and deep in thought.

‘They’re not
going to shoot you, are they?’ she asked glibly but also offered
him her most enticing smile.

Paula could
see by his expression that she was intruding into his complex world
and would try not to be too pushy.

‘That remains
to be seen!’ Brandt’s mind now was back in the room to half-smile
at her because he’d been attracted by her silky voice and pleasing
demeanour. He looked directly into her face to notice that she’d
reapplied some lipstick since his short meeting with Buckley and
had also reinforced the kohl eyeliner around the perimeter of her
blue twinkling eyes, which strangely gave her the allure of a
hunting but playful feline. This was all done for his benefit
because Paula wanted to give the impression she was a woman that
was not only easy on the eye and also certainly ready for fun.

‘Travel
warrant?’ She enquired, having noticed his envelope.

‘I have to go
to London,’ Brandt exhaled those words in an irritated manner.

‘I wish I was
going with you.’ She fished surreptitiously but made it sound more
of an ambiguous statement than as a come-on.

Brandt then
looked into her eyes, almost quizzically, deciding just to give her
a small nod of his head in agreement but said nothing further.

Her heart
raced but she knew she had to keep quiet and wait for him to
ask.

‘For fuck’s
sake, ask me out, you idiot!’ She said ragingly unspoken in her
conspiring brain. After what seemed an eternity, Paula realized
that the longed-for invitation was not forthcoming, so then made an
excuse about having to leave the office on some fictitious errand.
His seemingly deliberate and possibly obtuse refusal to pick up on
her signals began to annoy her.

To her
disappointment, Brandt took this as his cue and turned to leave but
accompanied it with a brief goodbye and her name on his lips, which
only served to infuriate her even more as she’d no clue as to when
she might see him again.

In her
understandable frustration, she called him a bastard and several
other colourful naval terms after he’d left the office and safely
out of earshot.

‘Got a thing
for our German Captain, have you, Lieutenant?’

Commander
Buckley had surprised her as she hadn’t heard his office door open
or his silent entrance right by her station.

‘I…er! No! No!
Of course not. Sir,’ this was obviously a denial in a purely
defensive manner, but as she’d already reddened around her cheeks
it demonstrated that her thoughts about Brandt were to the
contrary. It was unusual for her to be so flustered on being caught
out this way, making Paula wonder if she was losing her grip.

‘I shouldn’t
think about getting involved with him if I were you, somehow I
don’t think he is going to be around here much longer.’ The
Commander offered cryptically.

‘Oh…!’ She
phrased the reply, sounding it out in a half-questioning and
half-deflated manner. Neither of which Buckley cared to acknowledge
as he closed the office door on his way out to meet the staff car
waiting for him outside and leaving her alone to wonder if all her
plans for this handsome German sailor had been in vain.

Paula
despondently plonked herself back down in front her typewriter and
watched her boss leave the building. In her frustration, she bashed
out the word ‘BUGGER’ three times onto an A4 sheet of paper before
snatching it angrily out of the machine only to crumple it up,
finally to throw it meaningfully into her wastepaper basket.

If only Brandt
had witnessed this hormonal passion, perhaps he may have changed
his mind about dating this little firecracker and let her planned
events for him take their course!








Chapter
2

 


Brandt sorted through his documents and passes ready
for his journey up to London and curiously noticed that he didn’t
have to go The Admiralty as expected but to some office building in
Chelsea, West London. His destination was a place entitled the
BBFPS: The British Baltic Fishery Protection Service. It was quite
a mouthful for him to pronounce plus he’d never heard of such an
organization. He thought it may be a good idea to ask around the
base to see if anyone knew of it with the purposeful intention of
trying to be forearmed and all that. However, his efforts to
discover anything about this organization were futile as he was
required to be at the railway station in time to catch the midday
train to Waterloo in London.

Kurt Brandt
purchased a newspaper from a platform kiosk at Portsmouth Station
and read through most of the major stories on his ninety minute
train ride. As this was now peacetime in England; he was no longer
obliged to wear his uniform in public but as he was on a military
travel warrant it saved a lot of awkward questions if he did so.
However, before he left Portsmouth, he spent a few minutes reading
his given instructions. He found that one of them stated: On
reaching the London terminus, he was to go into the gent’s
facilities at Waterloo station and change into civilian clothing
before taking a taxi to the given West Kensington address.
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