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PUBLISHER’S NOTE

As is standard practice in English, this text uses double s to represent the German character ß, known as the Eszett or scharfes S (‘sharp S’); for instance, Giesebrechtstrasse for Giesebrechtstraße.






AUTHORS’ FOREWORD

    The legend of Salon Kitty is well known to historians, filmmakers, cinema goers, and indeed to anyone taking more than a passing interest in Nazi Germany. But until now, verifiable facts have been few, and myths, rumours and legends have accumulated. The bare bones of the story go something like this: Salon Kitty was a well-known and exclusive Berlin brothel catering to high-class VIP clients both under the Weimar Republic and after Hitler’s rise to power. Shortly before the outbreak of the Second World War it was converted by the Nazi secret services into a sophisticated ‘listening post’ to spy on VIP visitors, both foreign and domestic, using a combination of sophisticated hidden microphone ‘bugs’, and specially trained ‘amateurs’: spy-prostitutes who would extract indiscreet information from their clients during pillow talk accompanying their erotic encounters.

Variously described by historian Hans-Peter Bleuel as ‘the Third Reich’s most prominent establishment of love for sale’; by the Der Spiegel journalist Fritz Rumler as ‘a high-class brothel’; and by documentary film director Rosa von Praunheim simply as ‘a place for spies to meet’, the truth about the establishment’s history and functions has proved tantalisingly elusive.

According to ‘Peter Norden’ (the pseudonym of journalist Joseph Fritz), author of the only previous book on the story, Madam Kitty (1973), which was the basis for the notorious Nazi sexploitation film Salon Kitty (1976), the brothel was utilised by the Nazi secret service under Reinhard Heydrich to spy on their friends and enemies after the brothel’s owner and manager Kitty Schmidt was brutally coerced into co-operating with the project. The brothel was already up and running when the Nazis first took an interest in it, and its owner was no ordinary ‘madam’ but an intelligent and sophisticated socialite at the heart of inter-war Berlin society. If we are to believe Norden’s account, Kitty was compelled into this clandestine collaboration after being brutalised in a cell at the notorious HQ of the Nazi secret police and security apparatus in Berlin’s Prinz-Albrecht-Strasse, where she was threatened with being sent to a concentration camp if she did not co-operate.

The originator of the plan to convert the brothel into a listening post and surveillance centre was Reinhard Heydrich himself. The cruel, ruthless and utterly amoral Heydrich was creator and chief of the Reichssicherheitshauptamt (Reich Security Main Office) or RSHA, an umbrella organisation under which he was combining all the rival security and secret police arms of the Reich into one monstrous maw of repression and terror. Heydrich’s plan for Salon Kitty was simple. His intention was to employ specially trained prostitutes to pull a Mata Hari-style stunt not only on important foreign diplomats and visitors, but also on the Nazi party’s own top leaders and officials. The sex workers would extract information from their clients’ conversations, which, unknown to them, would also be picked up on concealed state-of-the-art listening devices, recorded on wax discs or newly developed magnetic tapes, and constantly monitored by a team of SS technicians installed in the brothel’s basement.

Urs Brunner first stumbled on this astonishing story in 2011/12 when his film production company, ‘Angel & Bear Productions’, was approached by the film producer Mark Boot, who was considering making a new film of the story. He was looking for a business partner to develop and produce the movie and his pitch was persuasive. Mark’s portfolio included owning the licensing rights for the films of the Italian director Tinto Brass, including his 1976 movie Salon Kitty, dubbed by the Frankfurter Allgemeine Zeitung newspaper as ‘the most sophisticated of all trash movies about the Nazis’.

We were encouraged to pursue the story because at the time film and television producers were showing renewed interest in Berlin during the inter-war years. Though perennially fascinating, the city of Cabaret and Weimar decadence on the cusp of Hitler’s takeover was then presenting a more nuanced cinematic picture of the Nazis than had previously been the case. National Socialists were no longer just being paraded as the thuggish, one-dimensional bad guys in action flicks, or acting out their perversions in sexploitation films. Now they were the protagonists in serious films with Oscar ambitions such as Downfall (2005) and on German television. High-quality TV series about the Nazis and their incubation under Weimar such as Unsere Mütter, unsere Väter (2013) or Babylon Berlin (2017) were sold around the world. Likewise, Anglo-American productions such as Valkyrie (2008) starring Tom Cruise as Count Claus von Stauffenberg, Hitler’s would-be assassin, and a distinguished British cast, or Quentin Tarantino’s Inglorious Basterds (2009) were other successful examples of the genre.

The first and most urgent question facing us as we looked at the Salon Kitty story was to what extent there were historical documents in the public domain, and what was based on secondary sources or literature. As we started to search for the historically documented story, we made a startling and sobering discovery: there were practically no cast-iron sources for the events at Salon Kitty and the people who frequented the brothel at Berlin’s Giesebrechtstrasse 11 in the western Charlottenburg quarter of the city. That at least was the result of our first round of – admittedly superficial – research. Instead of hard facts we came across a plethora of legends and wild rumours, spiced with lurid tales clearly designed for commercial exploitation. Initially, therefore, we were forced to agree with Die Welt newspaper, which, in 2004, concluded:


There was indeed a brothel in Giesebrechtstrasse, and the women there may have given reports to the police. Anything else that’s said about ‘Salon Kitty’ is probably invented, feeding on a combined smattering of historical knowledge, dirty imagination, and analogies with the methods of modern intelligence services.



Instead of just accepting this deflating conclusion, however, we were tempted to dig deeper. What led us on was Peter Norden’s book Madam Kitty (1973). For all its invented scenes and imagined conversations, and the author’s own admission that it was a ‘documentary novel’ somewhere between fact and fiction, it seemed to us to contain a core of truth that fitted the known facts. Norden also proudly labelled his book ‘a true story’. With due respect for a writer’s creativity and imagination it was hard to believe that he had merely invented all those ‘facts’. In any case, it piqued our interest and curiosity, so we optioned the film rights for Norden’s book and began our own serious investigation into Kitty Schmidt’s murky past and the details of what went on at her establishment in the Giesebrechtstrasse.

We began by systematically scrutinising the available literature and archives, along with accounts by contemporaries, press articles, and film and photographic material. Our search took several years and proved to be exciting – if time consuming and demanding. In the end, as the material accumulated, we forgot our original intention to just make a film, and this book is the result.

The book traces the activities and biography of the owner of the eponymous salon – Kitty Schmidt herself – and through her tells the story of the brothel that she ran. We attempt to separate fact from fiction as precisely as possible, and based on the recollections of contemporaries as well as memoirs, photographs and numerous secondary sources we have shed light on a very murky story, and at last told the full story of the salon, its owner, her ‘girls’, and the ‘guests’ they entertained and spied upon.

The story of Salon Kitty cannot be adequately covered and completely comprehended without a fuller knowledge of the Third Reich, the society that produced it, and of the history and methods of its espionage, police and intelligence services. We have, therefore, explored this dimension and set the story firmly in the wider context of Weimar Berlin, its famously louche and decadent nightlife and prostitution scene, and the way that the Nazis used and misused sex and eroticism for their own dark ends.

We describe the role that sex and prostitution played in Germany as a whole in the 1920s and 1930s, looking behind the image of glamorous Weimar portrayed in films like Cabaret to the seedy reality beneath. We examine the astonishing range of clubs and sexual services available to those who paid in the economically depressed and politically desperate country. We show how the Nazis used and abused sex when they came to power in 1933, on the one hand repressing the more overt manifestations of eroticism, and on the other abusing it for their own perverse purposes – such as in the brothels of their concentration camps, and the Lebensborn (Fount of Life) programme derived from the Nazis’ racist ideology, to breed a ‘pure’ Aryan race by encouraging women to produce children fathered by SS officers outside the ‘bourgeois’ confines of marriage.

We relate the story of the competing Nazi police and intelligence services – the Gestapo, the Kripo (Criminal Police), the Abwehr military intelligence agency, the SS and its own intelligence agency, the Sicherheitsdienst (Security Service or SD) created and run by Heydrich. We tell of the dramatic rivalry and the strange love/hate relationship between Heydrich and his mentor, Admiral Wilhelm Canaris, head of the Abwehr. We show how the all-encroaching Nazi police state created a climate of fear and terror with its official encouragement of denunciations by ordinary citizens of those suspected of opposition or disloyalty. The Nazi state, as we clearly demonstrate, was by no means a smoothly running machine operating with ruthless efficiency. Rather it was a mishmash of fiercely jealous personalities and competing agencies which got in each other’s way and bred mutual distrust and hatred.

Just as fierce were the personal feuds between the leading Nazi paladins themselves as they competed to win the ear and the favour of the Führer. The rivalry between Göring, Goebbels, Röhm, Ribbentrop, Bormann, Himmler and Heydrich was a constant battle, which materially contributed to the ultimate failure of the Third Reich. We look at the biographies of these brutal men to determine how their personalities and sexualities affected the disastrous course of German – and European – twentieth-century history.

The core of the book, however, remains the extraordinary story of Salon Kitty itself and the mysterious motivations of its owner. We investigate its origins under Weimar as Berlin’s most exclusive ‘house of pleasure’ and how and why it morphed into a Nazi-run brothel where the regime spied on society at large. We trace the course of Kitty Schmidt’s life, including the recollections of those who came into contact with her before, during and after her time as Germany’s most notorious ‘madam’. We question Kitty’s motivations: was she a cynical opportunist; a willing stooge of the Nazis who infiltrated and controlled her establishment; or just a woman doing her best to survive amidst intolerable pressures and threats? And how did this Aryan woman, with many Jewish friends and customers, perceive the all-pervading anti-Semitism lying at the core of the Nazi regime?

Finally, we journey to Giesebrechtstrasse 11 itself to visit the building at the centre of our story as it is today. Though badly damaged by an Allied bomb in 1943, Salon Kitty survived the city’s apocalyptic destruction in 1945, and resumed its chequered history. We enter the doors of the premises through which so many ‘distinguished’ (and undistinguished) feet trod before us; revisit the ‘love rooms’ where so many indiscreet secrets were spilled; and descend to the cellars where they were recorded by ever-listening ears. In uncovering the story of Salon Kitty we have told one of the very last untold stories of the Third Reich, its leaders and the Second World War.

NIGEL JONES, URS BRUNNER, JULIA SCHRAMMEL






CHAPTER ONE ‘FUCKING FOR THE FÜHRER’ – The birth of Salon Kitty


    SS-Gruppenführer Reinhard Heydrich had an idea. It was not an unusual event, for the feared head of Nazi Germany’s Reichssicherheitshauptamt (Reich Security Main Office, the RSHA) – the umbrella organisation that would run the Hitler regime’s chief organs of terror – was a constantly fertile source of schemes to better control, intimidate and persecute the country’s cowed population. This plan, however, first formulated in Heydrich’s mind shortly before the outbreak of the Second World War, was audacious and amoral even by the debased standards set by the man known as ‘Hitler’s hangman’.

It was, in the vulgar words of a modern German historian, to ‘fuck for the Führer’. Heydrich intended to take over Berlin’s most notorious and exclusive brothel, known as ‘Salon Kitty’. Using a combination of hi-tech, state-of-the-art eavesdropping devices, and specially selected and trained women, distinguished both by their erotic charms and their devotion to the Nazi cause, the scheme would be to spy on the brothel’s male clientele. Important foreign visitors to the Reich’s capital would be cultivated by Heydrich’s agents and discreetly directed to sample the joys of the city’s leading ‘house of pleasure’.

With his cynical view of human nature and his knowledge of the moral frailties of his fellow Nazi leaders, Heydrich knew that visitors to the brothel would also include leading National Socialists – indeed, he himself made frequent use of such establishments. And he had no qualms about spying on his colleagues and rivals. The information thus gleaned would be added to the stock of damaging secrets gathered in the files that that were steadily accumulating in his office safe.

Heydrich envisaged that once through the doors of Giesebrecht-strasse 11 in Berlin’s prosperous western Charlottenburg quarter, visitors would be warmly welcomed by none other than the establish-ment’s famed owner and ‘madam’, Kitty Schmidt herself. After plying them with Champagne, fine wines or spirits in the relaxed high-bourgeois atmosphere of the salon’s luxurious reception lounge – all plush velvet chairs and curtains, reproductions of Old Master paintings and ornate wall mirrors in the cosy Biedermeier style – Kitty would produce with the utmost discretion her special ‘private’ album.

This picture book would feature alluring photographs of the twenty girls who worked at the salon and – a fact unknown to the men eagerly turning the album’s pages – who were also agents in the employ of Heydrich’s SD (Sicherheitsdienst), the secret service of the SS. Rigorously chosen for their physical attractiveness, high sexual appetites and erotic skills – and with some originating from the upper reaches of the Reich’s high society – these women were also selected for their intelligence, were fluent in at least one foreign language, and above all were blindly devoted and indoctrinated adherents of National Socialism. Specially selected for their roles, they would be initiated into the ranks of the SS and trained to combine professional ‘business’ with their more subtle secret work: extracting indiscreet information from their clients in post-coital pillow talk.

At the same time – and unknown to their unwitting clients – their conversations would be recorded on some fifty hidden microphones carefully placed in the salon’s ‘love rooms’. The sounds and words picked up by these bugs, then the very latest technology available in the armoury of the SD’s surveillance weapons, would be fed down through hidden tubes to Salon Kitty’s cellar. Here a staff of five SD technicians – sworn to secrecy on pain of death – would be on permanent round-the-clock duty, recording and monitoring the results on wax discs or more advanced magnetic tapes. This belt-and-braces approach to his project was typical of Heydrich’s thorough perfectionism, making assurance doubly sure and doubly secure. All these plans were but gleams in Heydrich’s narrow gimlet eyes on the day in 1939 when he summoned his subordinate Walter Schellenberg to his office to put the proposal to his most trusted and efficient lieutenant.



The meeting that was the genesis of Salon Kitty was held in Heydrich’s office in the Prinz-Albrecht-Palais, a vast and sprawling eighteenth-century rococo palace that had once belonged to Germany’s former ruling imperial family, the Hohenzollerns. After the Nazis came to power in 1933, the palace and surrounding buildings, including the former Prinz Albrecht Hotel and the neighbouring arts and crafts museum, had been taken over by the Nazi’s mushrooming security services as the headquarters of their feared organs of terror. The Gestapo, the secret political police, had their HQ inside the complex, along with the SS – the Nazis’ elite security force who staffed the regime’s concentration camps and would provide the personnel to carry out its dirtiest future task, the Holocaust of Europe’s Jews. Also located there were the SD, the SS’s own intelligence and espionage division. The palace’s cellars had been converted into narrow windowless cells in which the regime’s open opponents – and those even suspected of being so – were imprisoned, abused, brutalised and sometimes executed. By the late 1930s the mere words ‘Prinz-Albrecht-Strasse’ had become a feared euphemism known to every German as the location of terror, torture and disappearance into the Nacht und Nebel (night and fog) of the concentration camp system, and ultimately in many cases to their deaths.

The spider at the centre of this web of terror was Reinhard Heydrich himself. Fiercely bright, and just as fiercely brutal, cynical and ruthless, Heydrich was both a meticulous and permanently suspicious bureaucrat who imagined that everyone – loyal Nazis, obedient subordinates and open enemies alike – shared his own malign nature. He was therefore building a mountain of information about the character flaws and weaknesses of hundreds of officials who worked for him, ready to use it against them should the opportunity and necessity arise. The idea of converting an exclusive brothel into a spy centre suited such a purpose perfectly.

Answerable only to his own immediate boss, the SS overlord Reichsführer Heinrich Himmler, and to Hitler himself, in 1939 Heydrich was busy finalising his bureaucratic plans, which would be completed within the year, to centralise the organs of terror into a single umbrella organisation under his personal control: the Reich Security Main Office – or RSHA. As master of the Reich’s machinery of terror, spying and repression, Heydrich, still only in his mid-thirties, thoroughly deserved Hitler’s awed tribute to him as ‘the man with the iron heart’. Feared and hated by even his closest colleagues – his intelligence service rival Admiral Wilhelm Canaris described him as the Reich’s ‘most intelligent monster’ – the cruel and ice-cold Heydrich’s formidable but twisted brain was forever devising devilish fresh schemes to spin his web of control over new areas; which is why he had called Schellenberg in to see him.



Walter Schellenberg was a man cast in Heydrich’s own malign mould. Even younger than his boss, the thirty-year-old lawyer turned SD functionary came from a similar middle-class and musical milieu. Where Heydrich’s father Bruno had been a composer of unsuccessful Wagnerian operas and head of the musical conservatory in his native city of Halle, Schellenberg’s father was a manufacturer of pianos in the western Saarland province. Both families had suffered the economic impoverishment caused by rampant inflation under the Weimar Republic in the 1920s. This had reduced many middle-class families like the Heydrichs and Schellenbergs to genteel penury, and had made them enemies of democracy and easy prey for the extremist message of the rising Nazi movement. The Schellenbergs had even been forced by economic need to leave Germany for neighbouring Luxembourg. Returning from there, Walter Schellenberg had been recruited by the SD as an informer while studying law at Bonn University. He joined the SS in 1933.

The young man’s intelligence and his cynical willingness to put the demands of the party and his ambitions for his own career above formal legal restraints soon attracted Heydrich’s admiring attention. After efficiently performing various espionage tasks in France and Italy by way of initiation into the secret intelligence world, Schellenberg joined Heydrich in preparing the ground for creating the RSHA as the central body of the Nazi terror state above and beyond the rule of law. It was Schellenberg who had suggested both the title and the structure of the RSHA, and it was during his work preparing this that Heydrich tasked him with the extra job of setting up Salon Kitty as a spy centre.

Heydrich and Schellenberg were hardly models of the official public line on sexual morality and marital fidelity preached but rarely practised by the Third Reich’s leaders. Heydrich had been forced to resign from his first chosen career in the navy in 1931 by a court of honour for ‘conduct unbecoming an officer’. He had broken his promise to wed the daughter of an influential friend of the head of the navy, Grand Admiral Erich Raeder. But that disgrace had led to the launch of his spectacularly stellar second career in Nazi intelligence when the woman he did marry that year, Lina von Osten, a keen Nazi, encouraged her unemployed husband to apply to Himmler for the job of creating an intelligence service for the SS. Though without any experience in the intelligence field – in the navy he had been a signals specialist – Heydrich, a keen consumer of spy pulp fiction, used that and his own innate intelligence to sketch out within half an hour the outline of what would swiftly become under his leadership the SD. Himmler was suitably impressed by the plan, and by the tall young man’s blond and impeccably Aryan appearance, and gave him the job.

Though he remained married to Lina, and would father four children with her, Heydrich had a high sex drive and was a regular visitor to Berlin’s brothels. It was almost certainly such visits that had planted the seed of his idea of using a bordello as a listening post. Schellenberg, though less of a sexual adventurer than his boss, was equally ruthless and amoral. He had recently ditched his first wife, a seamstress of humble origins who was eight years older than him, for being an unsuitable partner in his future career ambitions. The first Frau Schellenberg, Käthe Kortekamp, had generously paid his way through university. In dumping her, as a consolation prize for her loss, Schellenberg gave his jilted spouse a clothing company confiscated from its Jewish owners.

Schellenberg saw his second wife, Irene Grosse-Schönepauk, a tall and elegant middle-class woman whom he would wed in 1940 after divorcing Käthe, as a more suitable spouse for the future senior role he envisaged for himself. If he had any bourgeois misgivings about venturing into the underground world of commercial sex, Schellenberg was quite prepared to suppress them on Heydrich’s orders in the higher interests of pleasing his boss and furthering his promising career.

According to Schellenberg’s self-serving post-war account, Heydrich’s first unexpected question at their meeting was to ask whether he was faithful to his wife. On Schellenberg answering in the affirmative – despite the fact that he was in the midst of exchanging his first wife for his next – Heydrich proceeded to unfold a sketch of his grand plan. He was finding it difficult, he told Schellenberg, to gather information via the usual methods and channels – reports from informers and paid agents. Wouldn’t it be more effective and fruitful to overhear targets in an informal setting and atmosphere where tongues loosened by alcohol would be more likely to wag? What he had in mind, he added, was to post young and attractive women in a restaurant, or perhaps somewhere even more intimate, to listen to their drunken dates and pick up information that would be of value to the secret services.

According to Peter Norden, author of Madam Kitty, published in 1973, Schellenberg, after hearing these details, begged to be entrusted with the execution of the scheme. Heydrich was a busy man. He speedily ordered Schellenberg to produce his first preliminary report within a week and sent him on his way. There may have been another secret reason why Heydrich had selected Schellenberg for the task of setting up Salon Kitty, and one that would have appealed to the SD chief’s devious and malicious nature: he suspected that his young protégé might have been enjoying a secret extra-marital affair with a young married woman. With delicious irony, the woman in question was none other than his own wife, Lina Heydrich.

There is no doubt that in the late 1930s the Heydrich marriage was in deep trouble. As he built his empire of terror, Heydrich spent less and less time with his wife and young children. Lina strongly suspected that her husband, with his strong sexual appetite, was taking time off to visit bars and brothels and indulge in casual erotic liaisons. Lina, for her part, was not a woman to accept her husband’s infidelity without complaint and keep quiet as a good Aryan wife should. A forceful personality in her own right, Lina took her revenge by indulging in affairs herself. She is reported to have had relationships with the Nazi artist Wolfgang Willrich, who painted and drew portraits of her husband in 1935, and with an SS officer named Wilhelm Albert. Most significantly for the Salon Kitty story, however, was her ‘friendship’ with Schellenberg.

It is certain that Lina and Schellenberg had formed an intimate bond soon after they first met at an official function in 1935. After the war, Lina admitted that she had deliberately and publicly flirted with the handsome young functionary in order to arouse her husband’s jealousy. But it is quite likely that the liaison went further than that. Certainly, Heydrich had good reason to think that it had. In his own post-war account, Schellenberg relates an extraordinary story. After enjoying a typical drunken evening letting off steam with his boss and another sinister police official, Heinrich Müller, Schellenberg claimed Heydrich told him that he had spiked his drink with a deadly poison and would only give him the antidote if he told the truth about his relationship with Lina. Schellenberg blurted out some sort of confession of intimacy, after which, he said, he decided that it would be best if he never saw Lina Heydrich again. If there is any truth in this story, it is highly likely that giving Schellenberg the Salon Kitty assignment was a twisted form of revenge that would have appealed to Heydrich’s warped mind.



Juggling his secret schemes, and at the same time intriguing to advance his own inordinate and seemingly limitless ambitions to accrue more and more power to himself, was more than a full-time job for any man, and it naturally produced a state of extreme tension in Heydrich. Alongside his sedentary secret service office work, the young and manically active SS-Gruppenführer sought diversion and relaxation in his rare off-duty hours, at first in sport. He was an Olympic standard fencer and a keen swimmer and yachtsman. Naturally, though, it would be a bold, not to say foolhardy, opponent who would dare to best him with foil or sabre. Heydrich was also a skilled horseman, and like Hitler’s deputies Hermann Göring and Rudolf Hess, held a pilot’s licence, which he used in an extraordinarily daring and reckless way for one of the Reich’s top leaders.

When war came, the Gruppenführer flew combat missions on both the Western and Eastern Fronts. He flew as an air gunner in the Polish campaign in 1939, and was injured when he crashed soon after the launch of Hitler’s attack on Western Europe in May 1940. Nothing daunted, Heydrich piloted one of the Reich’s leading fighter aircraft, the Messerschmitt Bf 109 – decorated with the SS runes as his personal emblem – in combat over Russia after the launch of Operation Barbarossa, the invasion of the Soviet Union, in June 1941.

On 22 July, exactly a month after the launch of the invasion, his luck ran out again. Hit by ground fire, he managed to crash-land his plane. Heydrich was missing for two days in No Man’s Land between the German and Russian lines, but finally made his way back to safety. When Hitler learned of the man with the iron heart’s latest near fatal misadventure, he banned him from flying altogether, and the grounded Heydrich was once again forced to seek an outlet for his ever-tightening tensions back on earth.

Before the war, as he continued to extend his intelligence empire, Heydrich had enjoyed musical evenings and family meals with his rival Admiral Wilhelm Canaris who had known him during his naval days. The ‘little admiral’, head of Abwehr military intelligence, was a shrewd judge of character, and shared Heydrich’s cunning – though, to his ultimate cost, not his amoral and brutal ruthlessness. Observing Heydrich at close quarters in his own home, Canaris sensed that his opposite number, under a superficially affable exterior, was quite literally a deadly enemy.

Such sedate soirees though, as he verbally crossed swords with the admiral, were not enough to satisfy Heydrich’s unquenchable thirst for danger. Restrained by the Führer – along with Himmler, the only man in the Reich he dared not disobey – Heydrich fumed in frustration. He would round up small groups of colleagues and hit the streets and clubs of Berlin for drunken nights of dissipation. As often as not, such adventures would end in the small hours with the Gruppenführer in the arms of one or more whores. When the idea of utilising an establishment like Salon Kitty for espionage purposes occurred to him, Heydrich knew the milieu in which he was mixing. It was rumoured that after returning home from one such night on the tiles, catching sight of his reflection in a full-length mirror, and drunkenly mistaking himself for a hostile intruder, he pulled his pistol and shot out the glass. If true, for once Heydrich had got the right man.

In 1939, Heydrich was still in the midst of his meteoric career climb. One surviving eyewitness to the man and his methods was Eugen Dollmann, a diplomat and SS member who acted as Hitler’s personal interpreter during the Führer’s many meetings with his Fascist friend, puppet and partner in crime, Italy’s dictator Benito Mussolini. As Dollmann recalled in an article in Der Spiegel magazine in 1967, he had met Heydrich in Rome and Naples in April 1938.

The Gruppenführer had been sent to check out the security arrangements for one such summit between the Führer and the Duce during a visit by Hitler to Italy. Struck by Heydrich’s ‘icy, blue-eyed coldness and the severity of the second highest police official in Germany’, Dollmann was still unprepared for what happened next. One evening in Naples, Heydrich asked Dollmann to accompany him to a well-known Neapolitan brothel known as the ‘House of the Provinces’. Dollmann claimed:


He told me about his plans to become the patron of an undertaking in Berlin where influential friends, diplomats and other gentlemen of the Higher Society would enjoy nocturnal pleasures – all controlled by him, via in-built listening devices.



The discreet diplomat did not disclose whether he accepted Heydrich’s invitation to visit the brothel.

If Dollmann is to be believed, the idea of using a brothel for his secret schemes had been brewing in Heydrich’s brain for at least a year before he called in Schellenberg to put the plan into action. The diplomat’s credibility is supported by the fact that the Naples brothel he mentions certainly existed, and was still in business in 1949. ‘The House of the Provinces’ was just one of 717 state-licensed brothels in Italy at the time, employing some 4,000 prostitutes. The system only came to an end in September 1958 when state-licensed brothels were closed.



Schellenberg was not the only henchman that Heydrich tasked with setting up the Salon Kitty operation. To set a spy to spy on a spy and act as the smooth lawyer’s deputy, he appointed a much rougher and tougher character, one Alfred Naujocks, who would shortly rejoice in his unofficial sobriquet as ‘the man who started the Second World War’. Originally a car mechanic from the north German port of Kiel, Naujocks had studied engineering at his home town’s university. Handy with his fists, while still a student he became an amateur boxer and a Nazi and acquired a reputation as a street-fighting man in the murderous brawls between the Nazis and Communists that were tearing German cities apart in the early 1930s.

After the Nazis took power, Naujocks joined Heydrich’s SD, originally as a lowly driver. In 1934, recognising the bruiser’s propensity for violence and his readiness to carry out illegal and dangerous tasks, Heydrich gave Naujocks his first lethal assignment. Naujocks was ordered to travel to neighbouring Czechoslovakia – the country where Heydrich would eventually meet his doom – and there to eliminate a particularly troublesome and sharp thorn in the side of the new regime.

Nineteen thirty-four was the year when the festering conflict between Hitler and the Sturmabteilung (Storm department or SA) came to a violent head. The three-million strong SA militia were the brown-shirted paramilitary wing of the Nazis who had formed their thuggish muscle in the murderous street warfare between the party and their Communist and Social Democratic enemies during the Kampfzeit (time of struggle) that accompanied the party’s rise to power. Led by the scar-faced ex-soldier Ernst Röhm, one of Hitler’s oldest and closest cronies, the SA had always enjoyed a semi-detached autonomous relationship with the party, and after they had battered open the gates of power for the Führer with their fists, clubs and guns, they were eager to enjoy the fruits of their victory.

Hitler, however, had other ideas. Having not yet gained full control over the state, his first year in power was still a dangerous and delicate time for the new Chancellor. At any time the conservative partners in Hitler’s ruling coalition, disgusted by the SA’s brutish lawlessness, could ask their patron, President Hindenburg, to dismiss the man Hindenburg despised as a ‘Bohemian corporal’ and proclaim martial rule. Hitler was therefore coming under increasing pressure from the German army, the Wehrmacht, and more conservative Nazis like Göring, to curb or completely crush the anarchic, brawling Stormtroopers.

Röhm, blind to his increasing political peril, was anxious to absorb the army into the ranks of the SA and complete what he called a ‘second revolution’. In his wilder moments, he even talked of getting rid of Hitler himself. Himmler and Heydrich saw their chance. Decapitating and emasculating the SA would offer them a golden opportunity to massively augment the power of their SS. An altogether more disciplined, elitist and ideologically driven force than the brutish Brownshirts, the largely middle-class black-clad SS despised their proletarian SA rivals.



Rudolf Formis, Naujocks’ intended victim in Czechoslovakia, was an SA man from Stuttgart. A radio engineer by trade, he had fallen out with and been expelled by the Nazis when it was found that he had a Jewish grandmother. Thoroughly disillusioned, Formis retaliated by using his radio skills to sever a landline relaying one of Hitler’s speeches, cutting the Führer off from much of his audience in mid-flow. Arrested by the Gestapo, Formis was severely beaten and sent to one of the new concentration camps, where the Nazis were imprisoning thousands of their enemies without trial and in brutally cruel conditions. Formis managed to escape and made his way to the Czech capital Prague.

Here he joined forces with Otto Strasser, another ex-Nazi renegade, who, like Röhm, was a former comrade of Hitler’s who had fallen foul of the Führer. Röhm and Strasser took the socialist side of National Socialism seriously, and considered that Hitler had sold out to ‘Reaction’ – the name commonly given to the Nazis’ conservative enemies – by consorting with the capitalists who had funded the party’s rise. Expelled from the Nazi ranks, Otto Strasser had fled to Prague in 1933 and formed an exiled opposition movement called the Black Front.

In July 1934, Hitler had finally ‘settled accounts’ with both Röhm’s SA and his conservative critics in a blood-drenched summer weekend known as ‘The Night of the Long Knives’. One of the most prominent victims of the purge was Gregor Strasser, Otto’s elder brother. Gregor Strasser had also been a courageous critic of Hitler’s within the party. Like his younger brother Otto, he considered himself a socialist, and his organisational abilities had done much to build the party outside his native Bavaria. Hitler broke with him shortly before coming to power when Strasser was tempted to take his wing of the party into government without Hitler. Gregor Strasser retired from politics, but that did not save him from Hitler’s vengeance. The instrument of that vengeance was Reinhard Heydrich.

Arrested in Berlin as the Long Knives purge got underway, Gregor Strasser was brought to the Prinz-Albrecht-Strasse and thrown into a cell. Heydrich ordered his immediate execution. However, the bullet merely severed Strasser’s carotid artery, spraying his blood around the cell’s walls. As Strasser lay weltering in his own gore, Heydrich looked in and jeered: ‘Is he still alive? Let the swine bleed to death.’ Strasser took an hour to die. His neighbour in the next cell heard him groaning in his death agony. When he finally expired, his body was bundled into a bag and, along with scores of other victims, he was anonymously cremated. As an extra sadistic refinement, Heydrich left the bloodstains on the cell walls as a warning to other inmates of what they could expect, and only had them washed off when his own staff complained.

Otto Strasser was incensed when he heard of his brother’s gruesome end and redoubled his opposition activities. In December 1934 Rudolf Formis moved to the Czech town of Slapy, near the German frontier, where, with Otto’s help, he set up a shortwave radio transmitter smuggled from Germany and began to broadcast on behalf of the Black Front. Tapping into the Nazi’s own state broadcast wavelengths, Formis acted as a one-man technician, producer and broadcaster, and beamed a diet of anti-Nazi propaganda into the Reich.

Infuriated by the broadcasts, and after official protests to the Czech government had failed to stop Formis, in January 1935 Heydrich ordered Naujocks to silence him by any means – either by kidnapping or killing the renegade. Accompanied by a female agent in the guise of a couple on a skiing holiday, and tipped off by an SD informant inside the Black Front, Naujocks tracked Formis down to his studio. Then, assisted by a male accomplice, he broke into the studio to await his victim. Formis arrived, and, in the ensuing gun battle, was shot dead. Naujocks and his accomplice escaped back across the frontier to Germany, but the murder caused a diplomatic rumpus. Embarrassed by the botched abduction, Heydrich was reprimanded by Himmler, but Naujocks had got his man and proved his ruthlessness and his lethal skills.

The incident earned Naujocks the nickname ‘Heydrich’s errand boy’ in the Prinz-Albrecht-Strasse, and he was promoted to become head of the SD’s ‘technical section’ – a euphemism for dirty jobs, sometimes using the killer’s engineering knowledge. That knowledge would be utilised in several future ‘special operations’ involving Naujocks. The most infamous such episode, the one that earned the thug the title of ‘the man who started the Second World War’, was an attack on another radio transmitter, this time on German soil, at Gleiwitz (today Glewice in Poland) in the south-eastern province of Silesia, on the Polish frontier.

After his successive occupations of the Rhineland, Austria, the Sudetenland and Czechoslovakia, achieved by his favoured methods of bullying, blackmail and intimidation, Hitler knew that he would have a harder task with his next victim, Poland. The country was well armed and determined to fight to maintain its independence, backed by guarantees from Britain and France that they would go to war if Poland was attacked.

After clearing the ground for his coming conquest with his cynical pact with Stalin’s Russia, announced to a stunned world in August 1939, the Führer needed a casus belli to justify his attack on Poland. The excuse was provided courtesy of the SS in a series of ‘false flag’ operations along the Polish frontier, acting in co-operation with its fellow security and intelligence agencies, the Gestapo and the Abwehr. Of these, the most blatant was the incident at Gleiwitz, personally ordered and organised by Heydrich, using Naujocks – by now an SS-Sturmbannführer, or major – as his principal agent.

Gleiwitz was a local radio station with a tall transmission mast and substantial buildings. Heydrich’s plan was to temporarily take over the station using an SS team, led by Naujocks, dressed in Polish military uniforms. The team would broadcast a provocative message in Polish and then depart. Goebbels’ state-run National Radio would then claim that Polish ‘provocateurs’ had crossed the border and seized the station – thus providing Hitler with the perfect excuse for his war. The fiendish extra touch planned by Heydrich was to leave eight corpses, cynically codenamed ‘Konserve’ or ‘canned goods’, and also dressed in Polish uniforms, scattered around the station as ‘proof’ of the ‘Polish’ incursion, with their faces disfigured by acid to prevent identification.

The plan worked perfectly. As Naujocks testified to the Nuremberg tribunal trying the surviving Nazi leaders after the war, his men successfully seized the station on the night of 31 August. Using his radio knowledge, Naujocks hijacked the studio, a Polish speaker gabbled a short message over the airwaves and Naujocks fled into the night with his SS team. The uniformed dead bodies they left behind had been inmates of Dachau – one of the earliest Nazi concentration camps near Munich – who had been murdered with lethal injections administered by an SS doctor. Bullets were then fired into the lifeless bodies as evidence of Polish aggression. The Polish uniforms were provided by Admiral Canaris’s Abwehr military intelligence agency, at that time still ready to co-operate with the SS and Gestapo.

The Gestapo’s part in the plan had been to arrest and murder a local Silesian farmer, Franciszek Honiok, known as a Polish sympathiser, the night before the attack. Honiok was also dressed in a Polish uniform and murdered by lethal injection before his corpse too was riddled with gunshots. His body was then presented to both the local police and a gullible press corps as a single identifiable ‘Polish’ attacker. Hitler had his casus belli. The following day, German columns poured across the frontier and warplanes streaked across the Polish skies. The Second World War had begun.



There are several alternative versions of precisely how the Salon Kitty operation originated, but the essential elements are the same. Schellenberg and Naujocks, the two main actors in the Salon Kitty drama to survive the war, along with Kitty Schmidt herself, provided their own competing accounts of how the operation to bug the brothel began, while others originated in the unverifiable miasma of post-war rumour surrounding the story.

One version is that Naujocks and Heydrich arranged to meet Kitty Schmidt in the luxurious surroundings of the bar at the Hotel Adlon. The Adlon, opened in 1907 in the heart of Berlin in imitation of the Ritz hotels in London and Paris, was built on a prime site next to the Brandenburg Gate on the city’s main tree-lined Unter den Linden avenue. Furnished with such touches as a palm court, barbers and cigar shops, and a music room, and designed in elegant French Second Empire style, the hotel had hosted such international VIPs as Albert Einstein, F. D. Roosevelt, Josephine Baker, Marlene Dietrich and Charlie Chaplin; it was the centre of Berlin’s high society before and during the Nazi era.

According to this version, after an hour’s polite chit-chat, Heydrich outlined his scheme to Kitty Schmidt, who wisely acceded to the proposal, replying: ‘You call the shots, Reinhard. Your idea is fabulous.’ Heydrich allegedly responded: ‘We’ll call the place Salon Kitty, after you.’ Not hanging around, the very next day Heydrich purportedly ordered Naujocks to take over the brothel and install the listening equipment.

Naujocks’ own story is slightly but significantly different. While confirming that he and Heydrich had met at the Adlon’s bar to discuss the plan, he denied that Kitty had been present. According to him Heydrich, Schellenberg, four lesser members of the SD and Naujocks himself were there at an SD staff get-together. The drinks flowed, and an increasingly inebriated Heydrich accosted an attractive young blonde woman and slurringly asked her if she wanted to work for him. He explained to the others that this was exactly the type of woman – pretty and assured in high-society surroundings – he wanted to work in the luxury establishment he envisaged. Warming to his theme, it was time, he continued, to open a stylish brothel for diplomats, high-ranking officials, ministers and foreign visitors in order to elicit useful information from them.

Peter Norden, however, tells a different story again in Madam Kitty. Norden claims that in April 1939, Erich Kuhn, a detective superintendent from the Berlin vice squad – department M2 of the city’s Kriminalpolizei (Criminal Police, or Kripo) – was tasked by his boss, Kripo chief Arthur Nebe, with approaching Kitty Schmidt with the idea of infiltrating her salon with undercover girls working for the police. Nebe’s plan was similar to Heydrich’s, but without the planted microphones to back up the reports of the girls. Norden alleges that Kitty politely stalled Kuhn, but, thoroughly alarmed, she accelerated her own plans to flee Germany for Britain.

Norden claims that Kitty had been mulling such plans ever since the Nazi takeover. In 1934, three of her regular customers, a trio of Jewish businessmen named Levy, Cohen and Herz, seeing that they had no future in Nazi-ruled Germany, had fled to London after Hitler had become Chancellor. Once established there, they invited Kitty to follow them to Britain, to set up a similar establishment to the brothel she ran in Berlin. Kitty took the plan seriously, not least because she already knew Britain well, having lived there during the First World War. During her visit to London, Kitty stayed at the expensive Dorchester Hotel on Park Lane, where she met her three friends to discuss their idea over dinner.

Still weighing her options, Kitty returned to Berlin, but gradually began to transfer sums of money in instalments to an account in Britain that her friends there had opened for her. In January 1937, the Nazi authorities became suspicious and began to query these regular cash transfers, so Kitty decided to adopt more clandestine methods of ensuring her own future and that of her daughter Kathleen. She arranged for young women who worked at her brothel to make regular trips to London with banknotes sewn into their underwear. Over the years, again according to Norden, these smuggled deposits, originating from the clients of the brothel, amounted to several million Reichsmarks.

As the international situation became more fraught with the run-up to war, Kitty again tried to use the legal route to move her money. This attracted the authorities’ attention, and in July 1938 she was accused of currency smuggling. Kitty used her inside contacts with the Kripo to avoid being charged. The writing, however, was on the wall, and by March 1939, at the age of fifty-seven, Kitty had made up her mind to leave Germany for good. The final straw came when, on 4 April, she received the fateful visit from Superintendent Kuhn. She asked the vice squad detective, whom she knew well from his previous visits in the course of his duties, to give her a week to consider Nebe’s proposal. In fact, she used the time to prepare her flight into exile.

As described by Norden, Kitty, helped by a wealthy client, Guido Brisalla, an Italian fruit importer, put her escape plan into action. Brisalla agreed to escort her daughter via Italy to London where one of her friends, Levy, who had anglicised his name to Samuel Lewis, would iron out any immigration problems and smooth the way for Kitty’s arrival. Unfortunately, one of the coded telegrams that she sent to Levy in Britain was read by the authorities at the Post Office and found its way to Walter Schellenberg, who was in the early stages of carrying out Heydrich’s order to find a suitable establishment for a listening post.

Schellenberg set a trap. He put an SD tail on the track of the maid who Kitty was using to send her telegrams. The man followed Kitty’s maid back from the Lietzenburgerstrasse Post Office to the Giesebrechtstrasse. To continue monitoring Kitty, the SD agent chatted up and began an affair with the maid. Having established the link between Kitty and the mysterious messages to London, Schellenberg enlisted the aid of the Gestapo, who placed the brothel’s madam under 24-hour surveillance. Meanwhile, Superintendent Kuhn returned to Giesebrechtstrasse to get a definite answer from Kitty to Nebe’s proposal. Backed into a corner, and knowing that she was about to flee, Kitty politely but firmly declined to co-operate.

Suspecting that she was being followed, but desperate, on the evening of 28 June Kitty packed a bag, concealed a stash of cash in her clothes, and Brisalla drove her to the railway station where she took a train to Hanover on the first stage of a journey that she hoped would lead her to a new life in freedom. Kitty was met in Hanover by a friend of Brisalla’s, who drove her to Münster via Gütersloh, hoping to shake off her unseen watchers. At Oldenburg station she bought a ticket for Enschede, from where she intended to board a train to Amsterdam. As she awaited her connection in the station’s waiting room, the polite young man who had helped carry her bag called Schellenberg to report on Kitty’s progress.

The SS-Obersturmführer (lieutenant colonel) ordered that Kitty should be allowed to continue her journey as far as the Dutch border to provide the proof that she was trying to flee the Reich. At that point she was arrested and escorted back to Berlin. Once in her home city, she was taken to the Prinz-Albrecht-Strasse and unceremoniously locked into a windowless cell. It was a cheerless contrast to the comforts she had been used to in her heyday. The only furnishings were a cot with a thin straw mattress covered by a single stinking blanket. There was a latrine in one corner, and light was provided by a single dim bulb that burned all day between 6am and 6pm.

For the next fortnight, though she lost track of time, Kitty was subjected to an ordeal that she had only heard about as whispered rumours reported by fearful friends. Her confinement in the chilly cell was interrupted by repeated interrogations conducted in a bare office where harsh lights were shone in her face. She was questioned about her telegrams to Sam Lewis in London, and truthfully reported that he was a friend of some twenty years. The shouted questions were accompanied by slaps and blows when her answers failed to satisfy her interrogators. She was permitted to wash once daily, and the only other interruptions to the hellish routine were the arrival of scanty meals – watery soup and ersatz coffee with the occasional sparse Eintopf stew.

On 14 July, without warning, Kitty was taken in a prison van to an SD office at Meineckestrasse 11 and told to freshen up in a bathroom. Then, for the first time, she met Walter Schellenberg. The confrontation was a ‘meeting without coffee’. Schellenberg was brisk, cold, impersonal and to the point. He made Kitty an offer that she felt unable to refuse. He assured her that he had more than enough evidence of her ‘crimes’: she had helped Jews escape the Reich and had illegally smuggled currency out of the country. The choice before her was a two-year stretch in a prison cell under conditions similar to those that she had just endured, or, even worse, immediate dispatch to the feared terrors of a concentration camp – to disappear into the Nacht und Nebel from where few returned. Or, Schellenberg continued, she could save herself from this fate by co-operating with the plan he had in mind.

Schellenberg proceeded to outline the scheme that he and Heydrich had devised. If she agreed to collaborate with the SD in allowing the installation of sophisticated listening equipment to spy on some of her ‘guests’ of interest to the authorities; and if, furthermore, she raised no objection to the addition of a score of extra employees to her usual cast of girls, her past crimes would be forgiven if not forgotten. Moreover, she would be assisting the Reich, and there could, of course, be no question of her emigrating to England. According to Peter Norden, Kitty felt that she had no alternative but to comply. Weakened by her incarceration and frightened by the deep interrogations that she had suffered, she buckled. ‘I’ll do everything you ask me to,’ she allegedly told Schellenberg.



There is one more unverified story that further muddies the already murky waters surrounding the birth of the Salon Kitty spy centre. According to an unsigned article that appeared in Der Spiegel news magazine on 15 December 1949, there was a second ‘Kitty’: a woman who managed a similar brothel in Landhausgasse in the Austrian capital Vienna. This woman, named Kitty Schröder, was allegedly an acquaintance of the police chief and SS-Sturmbannführer Arthur Nebe when he was posted in Vienna before the war. Kitty Schröder had allegedly moved to Berlin where Nebe supposedly gave her a task ‘of high importance to the Reich’: to open another brothel on the city’s Bayerischer Platz under the guise of a high-class pension, or boarding house.

Nebe, alleged the article, had a special interest in such establishments as overall head of Berlin’s vice squad. And, like many Nazi leaders, he had questionable sexual morals himself. (After opportunistically taking part in the July 1944 bomb plot on Hitler’s life, Nebe would go into hiding on an island on Berlin’s Wannsee lake, only to be betrayed to his death by a discarded mistress.) It is likely that Nebe’s police deliberately used spies at other brothels besides Salon Kitty to collect and pass on information. The uniqueness of Kitty Schmidt’s establishment was that it was ‘wired for sound’ by the SD using the most sophisticated listening equipment then available, and that it was staffed by specially trained SD spy professionals.

In our research we have failed to find any trace of ‘Kitty Schröder’ or her brothels in Berlin or Vienna. Our belief is that the anonymous author of the Spiegel article was deliberately camouflaging the real Kitty Schmidt – possibly at her request – by inventing a fictional persona and history. Given that in 1949, when the article appeared, Salon Kitty was back in business in the Giesebrechtstrasse, and again being run by its original owner, there was every reason for the real Kitty Schmidt to draw a veil over the dark past.



So what were the reasons that caused Heydrich and Schellenberg to hit on Kitty’s salon as the locale for their spying operation? Firstly, the house at 11 Giesebrechtstrasse was in a very good location: just off the main Kurfürstendamm avenue, yet in a quiet and discreet street where any observers on the ‘Ku’damm’ could not see those entering or leaving the premises. Secondly, after the official Nazi crackdown on the teeming clubs and bordellos that had flourished under Weimar, there were very few similar establishments left in business by 1939. Thirdly, it can be assumed that Kitty Schmidt herself had good relations with leading Nazis in the regime, given that some of them were already her regular customers. Fourthly, and finally, if Norden’s account has any credibility, Kitty Schmidt had laid herself open to blackmail and coercion by Heydrich and Schellenberg because of her ‘crimes’. We will examine Kitty’s motivations more closely in a later chapter.

In his post-war memoirs, written under the shadow of his imminent death from cancer, Walter Schellenberg owned up to the part he had played:


So I went about renting a suitable house via an intermediary… Double walls, modern listening devices and automatic transmissions ensured that every word spoken in this ‘salon’ was recorded and transmitted to operational headquarters. The technical maintenance was done by officials from the SD, under oath (i.e., sworn to secrecy), and all personnel, from the maids to the waiter, were secret service agents.



However, Schellenberg considered the task of actually finding the ‘beautiful women’ who would staff the spy brothel somewhat beneath him. By his own account, as we shall see, he tasked Naujocks and vice squad boss Arthur Nebe with the distasteful job.

There is another piece in the confusing jigsaw of conflicting evidence to consider. Felix Kersten, the personal physician and masseur to Heydrich’s boss, Reichsführer Heinrich Himmler, recounts in his post-war memoirs a meeting he had with Heydrich on 24 February 1941. During their conversation, the masseur claimed, the SD chief invited Kersten to ‘inspect’ what he called the ‘elegant house in the Giesebrechtstrasse’:


If you are interested – from a strictly medical point of view of course – to have a look at the house in the Giesebrechtstrasse, it is always at your disposal. Just give me a call. I may even show you around myself. You can come wearing a white coat; that always looks good. I will also put one on and assist you.



According to Kersten, Heydrich added the titbit that Salon Kitty had been created with the co-operation of the Reich’s Foreign Minister Joachim von Ribbentrop:


… in particular so as to have something to offer to the foreigners in Berlin, who frequented it in high numbers. For the time being it still required support, but he was hoping that soon it would finance itself.



Moreover, wrote Kersten, Heydrich mused that he was considering establishing a similar venue specifically catering to homosexuals.

Heydrich’s widow, Lina von Osten, who had first pointed him in the direction of his career as a spymaster, also mentions Salon Kitty and its finances in her 1976 memoirs Leben mit einem Kriegsverbrecher (Life with a War Criminal), claiming that the bugged brothel was not necessarily her husband’s idea:


I presume it was Walter Schellenberg. They set up an establishment at the highest level for diplomats and employed the elite of Berlin’s ladies of pleasure. Occasionally, if there was no money to be had, the state paid their fee. An intelligence operation was established that could never have been set up with regular official means. Here, too, they installed state-of-the-art technology – in the walls and in the furniture.



Amidst all these varying accounts, one thing is clear. All the accumulated evidence from a variety of sources makes certain that there was much more to Salon Kitty than a mere ‘legend’ concocted from a mishmash of scurrilous rumour. The truth of the matter as far as it can now be established, and the context in which the salon operated, we can now reveal.
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