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What is the point of history? – they say. Let me tell you, History is a wise parent who teaches us the mistakes NOT to make. Unfortunately, we are stroppy teenagers who think we know best, thus are we doomed to repeat the same mistakes until we destroy ourselves, so think on when you ask, what is the point of history, if more of us heeded its warnings, the world would be a better and SAFER place, so, we should try to be better teenagers and listen to the wisdom of our wise parent.
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PROLOGUE
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Bendlerblock, Berlin

May 19,1938,470 Days to War

Generalmajor Hans Oster* sat at his desk and carefully read “Fall Grün” (Case Green) again. This was the umpteenth time he had read it and it always left the same grinding worry in him. No matter how many times he read it and thought about it, he always drew the same conclusions: this will lead to a second pan-European war. 

Oster knew what happened at the meeting the Führer had with the General Staff last November. He had obtained a copy of Hossbach’s Memorandum, and a summary report from Oberstleutnant Graf von Hagendorf who had attended the meeting in a secret capacity, to advise on intelligence operations that might come up during the meeting. It was a medium-term recipe for a war of conquest across central and eastern Europe, and Hitler even admitted that the time would come, when Germany would have to reckon with France and if necessary, Great Britain and its empire. Such a war, Oster knew would be a calamity beyond comparison. 

The general staff were planning for a blitzkrieg through Czechoslovakia and Poland, and then to attack the USSR. 

Everything depended on speed and force of highly mobile mechanised infantry and air power to achieve quick decisive victories over unprepared enemies. But if the war became protractive like the Great War, then Germany could not produce the manpower or acquire the resources necessary to achieve a victory, especially if the war was on two fronts, Germany would fall within a few years and allied retribution would be harsh and swift. Germany itself might cease to exist.

Oster shuddered at the thought of the vast and devastating destruction modern warfare could bring, with technologically advanced warplanes capable of flying for hundreds of kilometres and dropping thousands of kilograms of bombs on Europe’s great cities, including Berlin, Munich, Dresden, Frankfurt and many others. The Royal Navy, the most formidable naval power upon the Earth would destroy the Kriegsmarine if it dared put a surface fleet into the oceans against. The aircraft carrier Graf Zeppelin was still two, possibly three-years from completion, the U-boat program was only half completed, the armaments for the army were still not up to the numbers necessary to take on Britain and France.

Like most of the German High Command, it was the western powers Oster feared the most, not even considering the sleeping beast in the east ... the Soviet Union. Oster perceived no real threat from Russia and like so many others, he thought the destruction of the USSR would be easily accomplished in a matter of weeks. 

Didn’t Napoleon think the same thing a hundred years ago?

The Russian people, he believed, would welcome the Wehrmacht as liberators from Stalin’s evil empire.* 

Backward peasants against powerful modern German armour. There was no contest as far as he was concerned. It was an underestimation that Germany would pay for with its most costly blood and result in the biggest defeat in the recorded history of warfare, with the cost of millions of lives, but these were things yet to come, things that were unknown and as yet ... unimagined by the soave assistant chief of the Abwehr.

Oster wasn’t the only one who could see the direction Hitler was taking Germany in. All the higher echelons knew it too. They chose to delude themselves, or to believe it wouldn’t really happen. That Hitler would find some miraculously peaceful means through diplomacy to steal other peoples’ countries. 

Hitler wanted a war, he wanted to blast his way into history, and to eradicate the Jews and Bolsheviks from the face of the earth. There was no room in him for peaceful solutions or diplomacy; he hated both in equal measure. Only the might of the strong consuming the weak, this was the Nazi ethos, a dark and corrupted Neo-Darwinism. 

Hitler’s immediate need was for the industrial and natural resources of Czechoslovakia, resources with which to expand and strengthen Germany’s military power and fulfil Lebensraum. Grain, oil, metals and slave labour were all to be exploited to benefit the Third Reich’s hungry war machines, and the seizure of national assets such as gold and currency reserves. The individual doesn’t matter, what matters is the Führer.  

Many of the General Staff chose not to even think about Hitler’s lust for conquest and destroying the Jews, Slavs, Gypsies, mentally and congenitally ill, or people of colour, or anybody else who didn’t fit the Nazi blueprint of the ideal Aryan, by the eradication of the so-called untermenschen (sub-humans). 

There’s a conspiracy of silence in Germany, he told himself, and he was a part of it; too afraid to speak out, while others still, supported Hitler to the hilt and would undermine decency and humanity itself to do his bidding, driven by insane ideology. Entire generations would be sacrificed at the altar of Adolf Hitler, and it terrified him...

Ω

Bureaucracy has a smell; even the Abwehr has it, the subtle odours of ladies’ perfumes drifting from the typing pool along the corridor with aue-de-cologne, stale tobacco, the smell of ink, paper and dust. Of course, after a while, you hardly notice it, like the distant cacophony of ringing telephones and the fast tap-tap-tapping of typewriters, muffled voices and the clip-clipping of hard-heeled army boots, and high-heeled shoes of the typing-pool girls and secretaries hurrying along the cold stone floors of a maze of corridors. 

Back from France, it was back to business as usual. Nemesis had gone quiet and there were no leads to follow. Finding Peter Pan was the special covert operations unit’s main priority. Kurt had put two undercover agents into Amtsgruppe Ausland, from where they believed Peter Pan was operating. 

Moench came into the office holding a stack of files. He closed the door and approached Kurt’s desk. ‘With the Gruppenführer’s compliments. Keppler, Dallwitz and von Görtz’s Gestapo files and my surveillance report.’

‘Anything interesting?’

‘Dallwitz is a do your hours and go home to the wife and kids sort of man. Married for fifteen years, has three children, all girls, the youngest is seven, the eldest is thirteen. My assessment ... he’s not our man.’

‘What about Keppler?’

‘A self-serving prick. Incompetent, lazy and he has a big mouth. He likes to socialise with the city’s wealthy businessmen, even Goebbels in his capacity as Gauleiter and his SS superiors, crawling up the greasy rectums of anybody who has influence. It’s possible, even likely that he’s discussed operational details with his high-flying friends in order to impress them. It was Keppler who placed Untersturmführer von Görtz in command of the operation instead of a more experienced man.’

‘Not a very bright tactical move.’

‘No. Almost as if he wanted him to fail. It’s possible, if Keppler is our man, he may have known about the weaponry in the house and neglected to tell von Görtz, possibly hoping he’d be killed in the gunfight.’

‘Keppler sounds delightful,’ Kurt said sarcastically. ‘And what about von Görtz? Anything there?’

Moench shifted his weight. ‘He completed his SS training in January at Bad Tölz,’ Moench said. ‘Unusually and for a reason I can’t find, von Görtz was immediately assigned to the Weimar Gestapo.’

That made Kurt look up. ‘Is that usual?’

‘They prefer people with experience,’ Moench said. ‘Or some outstanding quality. The only outstanding quality about Untersturmführer von Görtz is that he’s an Olympic standard marksman.’

Kurt nodded his head thoughtfully. ‘What else? What did your surveillance determine?’

Moench became uncomfortable. ‘I think perhaps you should read the report yourself.’

Kurt sensed his evasion. ‘And I will. But first, I want to hear what the horse has to say, and clearly there’s something off, Moench.’

‘The Untersturmführer has a close friendship with a student from the Bauhaus...’

Kurt held his stare on Moench. ‘What sort of friendship?’

‘The sort that would land them both in a concentration camp.’

Now it was Kurt who was shifting uneasily in his chair, his heart beating faster and stronger.

‘And you know the student in question—’

‘Thomas Diefenbach?’ Kurt said.

Moench nodded his head. ‘They’re very careful. Thomas visits the house, where von Görtz lives alone. Thomas usually stays late, sometimes overnight.’

Kurt didn’t speak for a long moment. ‘Could he be our man, Moench?’

‘I don’t know. It seems unlikely he would knowingly go into a situation like Asbachstrasse knowing they had an arsenal of weapons. According to all the people I spoke to who were involved, it was von Görtz who went into the house first and he was the last to leave.’

Kurt nodded his head. ‘Thank you, Moench. I trust that we can keep those ... private details between ourselves?’

‘Of course. That’s the only paperwork, Kurt.’ 

‘Thank you, Moench. I want you to go back to Weimar and watch the Asbachstrasse. I’ll join you in a couple of days.’ 

Once Moench left the office, Kurt opened the copy of the Gestapo report on the shootout in Weimar, where a number of Czech agents were killed. 

Kurt read von Görtz’s report of the incident from beginning to end and there was no mention of anything useful being found in the house, but then again, the SD were amateurs who might not recognise a clue if it slapped them in the face. 

He opened Fabian von Görtz’s dossier. The first page consisted of his personal details, genealogy showed no Jewish ancestors, height 1.81 metres tall. He looked at the photograph attached to von Görtz’s Gestapo file. He was in uniform, posing for the camera. He was an attractive young man and Kurt could see why Thomas was attracted to him. Von Görtz looked confident with a half smiling mouth, as if he were duping delight at knowing he had pulled one over on the SS. 

* Hans Oster was the spiritual head of the German resistance to Hitler, and was complicit in the failed July 1944 plot to assassinate Hitler. He was arrested and executed on 9th April 1945 at KZ Flossenbürg, along with Admiral Wilhelm Canaris and others for their parts in the attempted coup. Oster’s active opposition and brave resistance to Hitler and the Nazis began in earnest in 1938). 

* This was indeed the case, especially in the Ukraine after tens of thousands of Ukrainians were starved to death by Stalin’s policies. The estimated death toll of between 5.7  and 7.0 million people in the Soviet famine of 1932–33 under Soviet policies of enforced “Collectivisation” of agriculture. The Ukraine, the breadbasket of the USSR, was particularly hard hit by the policy. Some say a deliberate act by Stalin to wipe out the Kulaks (peasant farmers who owned 8 acres or more of land). Due to fanatical racial and ideological policies of the Nazis, this advantage was never seized upon, and from then on – Germany was doomed. 
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The Rebuke

Gestapo headquarters, Berlin

June 1, 1938 – 457 Days to War

Standartenführer von Rotheim approached the Obergruppenführer’s imposing desk, clicked his heels to attention and thrust up his arm.

Heydrich’s sharp blue eyes cut into von Rotheim. ‘Paris was an unremitting disaster, von Rotheim. Nemesis came within a breath of being discovered by the French and the Abwehr.’

Von Rotheim shifted uneasily. ‘The Russians and the Abwehr—’

‘The Reichsführer is very disappointed, von Rotheim,’ Heydrich carried on over him, uninterested in anything the Standartenführer had to say. ‘How did the Russians find out about the Birdkeeper and the evidence against the Czechs? That’s what you should be finding out. Somebody in Paris, or inside Nemesis betrayed us to the Russians.’

Von Rotheim was silent, like a naughty schoolboy being scolded by the headmaster, only this headmaster had the power to destroy him utterly.

‘Fortunately,’ Heydrich went on, ‘there’s been no indications from Admiral Canaris that the Abwehr know the origins of Nemesis. Everything we hear, suggests they still believe Nemesis is a Czech sabotage group operating inside the Reich and receiving their orders from Prague. They’re concentrating their efforts on that...’ He lit himself a cigarette. ‘The Paris situation is now resolved and there are no links to Nemesis and our property was recovered without being compromised. And you’re absolutely certain the agents at the house in Weimar didn’t communicate what they learned back to Prague?’

‘Positive, Obergruppenführer.’

‘The Reichsführer feels that Nemesis is still viable, with some minor amendments. Be prepared to move to another location. Given the favourable situation ion the Sudetenland, the Reichsführer thinks that the Czech question can be resolved without resorting to these measures, so, Nemesis will now be directed towards Poland...’

Von Rotheim raised his brows. 

‘You and your men will continue as ordered, and await further details once the plan’s been worked out.’

‘Yes, Obergruppenführer.’

‘This will be a longer operation, we cannot move on Poland until the Czech question is resolved.’

‘I understand, Obergruppenführer.’

‘Tell nobody, as far as your men are concerned, Nemesis is still a Czech operation.’

‘Yes, sir.

Heydrich fixed the Standartenführer in his ice-pick eyes and said, ‘Fail again, von Rotheim, and I’ll have to reconsider your position in the SD. Am I clear?’

Von Rotheim felt a sharp stab to his chest. ‘Yes, Obergruppenführer.’

‘Now, the Russians,’ he said, moving on... 
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Fabian’s Hero

Weimar

June 3, 455 Days to War

Fabian rolled off of Thomas, panting and sweating – his eyes glowing with immutable joy.

Thomas, wiped the semen from between his legs, abdomen and chest with a towel, looking just as satisfied as Fabian. ‘You’ll have to go away more often if that’s how it’ll be when you come back,’ Thomas said as Fabian sat up.

‘I saved it all up for you,’ he said mendaciously. It wasn’t for Thomas; Thomas became Kurt in his mind when they made love. It was Kurt he kissed and fellated ... It was Kurt who whispered passionately into his ear...

‘I can’t make it tomorrow, Fabian. My friend from Berlin’s here for a few days and he’s invited me for dinner at his hotel.’

Fabian reached for his cigarettes. ‘An old school friend?’

‘No. He’s really more a friend of my father’s. He’s here on official business.’

‘Official, eh.’ He lit a couple of cigarettes and handed one to Thomas. ‘Sounds important.’

‘I suppose. He’s quite senior in the Wehrmacht.’

Fabian turned another sharp look on him. ‘Don’t tell me ... he’s a general...’ He smiled.

‘Not quite. A Major.’

Fabian nodded his head, not quite joining the dots, he asked, ‘So when can I see you again?’

‘The day after tomorrow?’

Fabian smiled and nodded his head. ‘We should get some sleep,’ he said, stubbing his cigarette out. ‘I’m back at the office from tomorrow...’

Ω

It was back to the same old office under that prick Hauptsturmführer Keppler when he got back from Paris. Wonderful Paris, where he once again saw the only man who ever truly stirred his emotions and his loins. Watching Major Eichhorn kill Langer was a supreme moment, an epiphany. Major Eichhorn was quite simply, Fabian’s hero. There was so much he could learn from a man like that, who can kill with his bare hands. A quick twist to snap a man’s neck – he made it look so easy. No remorse, no panicking ... a job that had to be done, precise and mechanical ... it had been exquisitely divine.

Dallwitz was out of the office, questioning a prisoner downstairs. The telephone rang on his desk and he picked up the receiver. ‘Sicherheitsdienst, Untersturmführer von Görtz speaking.’ 

It was Keppler on the other end. ‘Come to my office.’ Click, Keppler hung up.

Fabian had one of those dreaded feelings, not unusual when Keppler wanted to speak to him. The man simply disliked Fabian, or was he jealous of him? – Fabian couldn’t work out which, either way, the results were the same, “Give von Görtz as hard a time as possible”. Bastard! – he thought as he approached Keppler’s office door and knocked.

‘Come in, von Görtz!’ came a muffled called from beyond.

It was like a lightning bolt to his heart – it was him, Major Kurt Eichhorn sitting in a chair on the opposite side of Keppler’s desk, perfectly relaxed with his legs crossed, a smile on his face. 

Fabian felt a tremor shudder through his body like an earthquake that shook the veery foundations of his soul. Had he identified him as the sniper on the roof in Prague? Had he found out that he was in Paris when he broke Langer’s neck and tossed him off a balcony? 

Kurt stood up and Fabian thrust his arm aloft. ‘Heil Hitler!’

‘Heil Hitler,’ Kurt responded because he had to.

‘This is Major Eichhorn from the Abwehr,’ Keppler said. ‘He’s here to ask you some questions about Asbachstrasse.’

The relief was instant and Fabian proffered his hand. ‘Herr Major.’

They shook hands. A firm hand, the fingers wrapped right around Fabian’s hand and it was delightful. The hand that killed Langer – the hand of his hero. ‘What do you want to know, Major?’

‘You’re authorised to be fully cooperative with the Abwehr, von Görtz,’ Keppler said; just to stamp his authority.

‘I’d like to see the reports from yourself and Untersturmführer Dallwitz,’ Kurt said, despite already having read his own copies, obtained by Diefenbach. It wasn’t about the reports, it was about learning just who Fabian von Görtz was and how much he knew about the Czech agents., and was he involved in Nemesis?

‘If you’d like to follow me, Major, the reports are upstairs,’ said Fabian.

Kurt sat quietly at Fabian’s desk, reading all the reports and logs from the night of the gunfight and studied the photographs taken by a Gestapo agent and the original order to arrest the “Bolsheviks” at the Asbachstrasse house, originating from Berlin and signed off by SS-Gruppenführer Heinrich Müller, chief of the Gestapo. 

Fabian squatted on Dallwitz’s desk with his arms folded, watching Kurt with such passionate intensity it overwhelmed him with a sense of primal need, involuntary and luridly irresistible. He had completely forgot himself and where he was as the longing hunger consumed his mind like a fire doused in petrol. To be this close to Kurt – a fellow collector of souls, and having, as he did, a very strong suspicion that Kurt was a fellow abomination in the eyes of God like his friend Adrian. He had to be, he told himself – he just had to be...

Did Kurt have his own private temporal trophy room like he did, hidden away in the secret cloisters of his mind? A special place to visit and keep company with those like Langer who had died by his hand? To admire his art? And how many souls had Kurt collected? They were experienced hands that broke Langer’s neck. Fabian took the credit for the kill with von Rotheim. How else could it be explained without putting Kurt in danger? 

Finally, looked over at Fabian and Fabian blinked and came to his senses. He cleared his throat. ‘As you see, Major Eichhorn, there were a lot of weapons and ammunition found in the house,’ he said.  ‘More than we were told to expect. I assume they were smuggled in from Russia.’

‘Russia?’ Kurt looked squarely at him. 

‘They were communists—’

‘No,’ Kurt corrected. ‘They weren’t communists, they were Czech military intelligence agents. Part of a sabotage unit.’

‘To sabotage what?’

‘That’s what I’m trying to find out, Untersturmführer. Now I want to hear your own account of that night...’ He looked at his watch. 12:10. ‘Over lunch,’ he said giving Fabian a smile. 

‘Lunch?’

‘Yes. You do eat, don’t you?’ he said facetiously. 

Fabian smiled. ‘Yes. Of course.

‘My hotel’s not far. It has a decent restaurant I’m told.’

‘What hotel’s that, Major?’ Fabian asked as he grabbed his coat and cap from the coat stand.’

‘The Elephant.’

Fabian was impressed. The Elephant was one of the best hotels in Weimar. Even Hitler stayed there. It’s also the oldest hotel in Weimar, dating back to the seventeenth century. ‘Yes, the food’s excellent there, Major.’

‘Good, I’m taking a young friend to dinner this evening.’

There was no doubt about it, Kurt was having dinner with Thomas. Was that all he was having? The thought of Kurt fucking Thomas filled him with both arousing pleasure and stabbing jealousy at the same time.

They were shown to one of the better tables, under a window. 

There was a pleasant atmosphere, with attentive staff and the smells from the kitchens were delicious.

There were about twenty-five guests having lunch at the Elephant, including a couple of Luftwaffe pilots from the nearby fighter station.

‘Order whatever you like, Untersturmführer,’ Kurt said as the waiter brought the menu cards over. He looked at the waiter. ‘A whisky and soda for me.’

‘A small beer, danke,’ said Fabian.

‘And send the sommelier over would you?’ Kurt asked as he placed his gold cigarette case and lighter onto the table.

‘Yes, Herr Major.’ The waiter went away.

‘You must get a lot in expenses if they put you up in places like this,’ Fabian said. 

‘A perk of the rank. I’ve stayed in some real shitholes I can tell you.’

Fabian smiled. 

The sommelier came over with the wine list. Kurt didn’t need it. 

‘Do you have a bottle of Château Margaux, Nineteen-thirty-Six?’

‘Yes, Herr Major.’

‘We’ll have a bottle of that. Thank you.’

The sommelier went away.

Fabian was impressed, but he didn’t say anything. He studied Kurt, his movements and mannerisms, utterly entranced.

A man wearing a suit came into the restaurant and came over to the table... 

Moench stooped to Kurt’s ear and whispered something, then handed him a folded piece of paper. He glanced at Fabian as Kurt unfolded the piece of paper. 

Kurt read the note, folded it up and put it into his pocket. ‘I’ll deal with it later.’

Moench clicked his heels. ‘Herr Major.’ He about turned and walked away, back into the hotel.

Their drinks arrived and Kurt ordered a chicken salad. Fabian ordered grilled salmon with baby potatoes and salad.

The wine was delicious, Fabian thought, but then, he wouldn’t expect any less, Kurt clearly knew his wines.

‘Let’s go back to the night of the incident,’ Kurt began, offering Fabian a cigarette from his gold case. ‘When exactly were you ordered to make the arrests?’ 

Fabian took the cigarette. ‘That was in the morning the order arrived from Berlin...’ He paused to light his cigarette. ‘Hauptsturmführer Keppler placed me in charge of the operation. The Hauptsturmführer informed us (that’s Untersturmführer Dallwitz and I), that Herr Annan was holding a meeting with group of communists, and we were to make the arrests only when these gentlemen arrived and were together. I ordered the house to be placed under covert surveillance...’ He took a drag from his cigarette.  ‘We used a post office van...’ Fabian went on, explaining every detail omitting the appearance of Standartenführer von Rotheim.

‘They were tipped off that you were coming,’ Kurt said. ‘And somebody delivered weapons to the house two days before you received your orders. The weapons, apparently came from a factory in Czechoslovakia. And an hour before you raided the house, a coded transmission was sent from somewhere near Eisenberg warning them that you had the house surrounded and you were coming to kill them.’

Fabian was flabbergasted. ‘No. That’s not right. They wanted them alive for questioning, that was clear on the Berlin Gestapo’s arrest request.’

‘I’m sure it was, Untersturmführer. But somebody went to extremes to make sure nobody would leave that house alive, and they didn’t care how many of your men or even if, you were killed.’

Fabian stared wordlessly at him. ‘Did Berlin know about the weapons, Major?’

Kurt looked at him but gave no answer. He reached for the wine bottle, still half full. ‘Did you find a radio transmitter in the house when you searched it?’ he asked as he refilled Fabian’s glass.

Fabian shook his head. ‘No. We found nothing like that and we took that house apart. There’s no possibility they got anything like that out of the house without my men noticing.’

Kurt nodded his head. ‘What about documents? Did you find anything?’

Fabian shook his head. ‘No, Major. We didn’t find any papers of any kind except for utility bills.’

‘Did you speak to any of the occupants before they died?’ Kurt asked.  

Fabian shook his head. ‘No. No I didn’t speak to anyone in the house. They were shooting at us with machineguns and they killed half a dozen ordnungspolizei. We had to go in hard and there were no survivors.’

There were never intended to be any survivors, Kurt thought. Untersturmführer von Görtz had been played. ‘I want to take a look around the house tonight,’ he said. ‘Shall we say ... midnight? Can you meet me at the house?’

Fabian nodded his head. ‘Yes, of course. Would you like me to bring a couple of polizei with me?’

‘No. I think we can manage by ourselves.’

Fabian nodded again and took another drag from his cigarette. ‘What were they doing in Germany, Major?’

Kurt gave him a wan look. ‘That’s what I hope to find out. One expects a spy here and there, not an entire clutch of the. The Czechs took an extremely dangerous risk sending so many of their assets to Germany, they had to be up to something.’

Fabian nodded his head. ‘What are you hoping to find in the house, Major Eichhorn? We searched it from top to bottom. We even had floorboards pulled up.’

‘I expect to find their transmitter. We know they transmitted out of that house and received transmissions into it. If you say nobody left the house that day, the transmitter has to be in there somewhere.’

‘As I said, we—’

‘Yes, you even took up floorboards...’ He smiled again. ‘Trust me, Untersturmführer, I’m very good at finding hiding places ... and secrets,’ he added in atone that made Fabian’s eyes sharpen on him... 
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Puppet Master

Fabian thought long and hard before he decided to telephone the contact number he had for Standartenführer von Rotheim, but he had to tell him something; he would be sure to find out that he had been questioned by the Abwehr about Asbachstrasse.  

A disembodied voice at the other end of the line gave him instructions to go to a derelict house a kilometre outside of Tröbsdorf, and to wait for the Standartenführer to arrive.

The house, or what was left of it, had been abandoned for years. Destroyed by fire, nothing but a burned-out shell remained. It was secluded, twenty metres from the road, enclosed by tall untamed hedgerows and trees and a broken fence consumed by vines and brambles. 

Fabian parked on the overgrown drive and waited in his car. He was still intoxicated by being in Kurt’s company, thinking about how completely unlike a killer he was. How supremely handsome, excited by the prospect of other encounters; close encounters. Everything about Kurt penetrated his being, his voice was soft and measured, always in control. He was a clear and decisive thinker, qualities that were attractive to Fabian as much as the enigmatic killer that lay behind his charm. He knew that he could fall in love with Kurt so easily ... so completely.

It was after three in the afternoon before a car finally turned onto the property. Not the Maybach Zeppelin, but a modest Opel saloon and von Rotheim, wearing civilian clothes was driving. 

Fabian got out of his car and walked to von Rotheim’s car. 

Von Rotheim stayed in the car, keeping the engine running, he wound the window down. ‘What’s happened?’ 

‘Major Eichhorn from the Abwehr is asking questions about Asbachstrasse, Standartenführer.’

‘Yes. We know about that. What does he say? Who does he say is behind it?’

‘Czechs. He says they were Czech spies, but he doesn’t appear to know why they were in Germany.’

‘He knows sure enough,’ von Rotheim said. ‘What else?’

‘He wants to search the house. He thinks their transmitter’s hidden there somewhere, but I assured him it isn’t.’

Von Rotheim nodded his head. ‘Let him search. How did you get on with him?’

Fabian frowned. ‘I’m not sure I know what you mean?’

‘I mean, do you think you could earn his trust?’

Fabian felt uncomfortable. ‘Um ... I’m not sure, Standartenführer. He’s asked me to go with him to the house to search it.’

Von Görtz nodded his head. ‘And you didn’t see Major Eichhorn in Prague when you were there?’

‘No, Standartenführer,’ he said mendaciously. 

‘Still. It doesn’t mean he didn’t meet Hladik and General Sokol before you arrived.’

‘Major Eichhorn was the agent in Prague?’ Fabian said, feigning surprise.

‘We think so. Go back to Weimar, meet him as arranged. See if he volunteers any information to you. Ask him nothing, and do nothing to arouse his suspicions. And remember, von Görtz, not only do I know your perverted secret, I know that you’ve corrupted Gruppenführer Diefenbach’s son into your practices...’ He stared coldly at Fabian. ‘I’d hate to have to tell the Gruppenführer that his son has fallen into bad company.’

Fabian felt something he could only name as terror. His knees felt like straw.

‘So far, only I know about you, von Görtz. So don’t fail me...’ 

Ω

‘Got you, you fucking rat,’ Moench muttered to himself as he watched the Opel pull out of the drive of the abandoned house and drive away.

Moments later, Fabian pulled out and turned in the opposite direction, heading back to Weimar.

Moench stood up from behind the drystone wall on the opposite side of the road from where he had been watching von Görtz.

He turned and headed back across the field to the little lane where he had parked his car...
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Special Friend

Thomas looked very smart in his best suit. Actually, it was his only suit, and he had only worn it twice before. 

Kurt, now wearing a civilian suit of his own, greeted Thomas warmly in the reception with a hug. ‘Well, you look the proper gentleman this evening, Thomas.’

Thomas smiled. 

‘I hope you’re hungry?’

‘I’d be just as happy with a sandwich, Kurt?’ he said as they followed the waiter to the same table Kurt had earlier occupied with Fabian von Görtz, and the irony wasn’t lost on Kurt that here he was again, with von Görtz’s lover this time.

‘Aren’t you hungry?’

‘Starving.’ 

Kurt smiled. ‘Two beers to start,’ Kurt ordered and the waiter went away.

Thomas looked at the menu card; there was so much to choose from and it was all quite expensive. ‘I’ll just have the salad.’

‘What are you, a rabbit.’

Thomas leaned forwards and said quietly. ‘Have you seen the prices? I could eat for a month for what an appetiser costs in here.’

Kurt smiled and whispered back. ‘Just order what you want. Let me worry about the bill.’

Thomas sat back. ‘Can I have a cigarette?’ he looked at Kurt’s cigarette case.

‘Help yourself.’

‘How’s my mother and pappa?’

‘They’re both fine. And that reminds me...’ He reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out an envelope. ‘Your father asked me to give you this.’

Thomas opened it, it was a letter from his mother and five reichsmarks. ‘I’ll read it later.’ He put it into his pocket.

‘So, how are you managing, living on your own?’

‘It was strange at first, but then I got used to it and now I enjoy it. I miss mother’s cooking though.’

Kurt smiled. ‘What about friends? Do you have lots of friends at the Bauhaus?’

‘A few.’

Kurt smiled and nodded his head, avoiding the subject of Untersturmführer Fabian von Görtz. Kurt may have known Thomas’ secret, but Thomas had no idea about Kurt...

Of all the people to walk into the restaurant, Hauptsturmführer Keppler did, wearing his uniform, a woman at his side, holding his arm. 

Kurt ignored him, hoping the vile little man didn’t recognise or spot him as the waiter led him and his young female companion, who looked tartish wearing lots of ostentatious jewellery and way too much makeup. They sat at a table uncomfortably close to where he and Thomas were sitting.

Thomas noticed the contemptuous look in Kurt’s eyes as they followed the Hauptsturmführer to his table. ‘Do you know him?’

‘We’re acquainted.’

It was inevitable, Keppler spotted Kurt. He said something to his companion, rose to his feet and to Kurt’s chagrin, he came over.

‘Good evening, Major Eichhorn...’ He smiled and looked at Thomas, then back at Kurt. ‘I trust Untersturmführer von Görtz was helpful to you, this afternoon?’

Thomas almost gasped out loud when the hauptsturmführer mentioned Fabian’s name.

‘Yes, very helpful.’

‘And are you any closer to solving this mystery?’

‘We’re getting there...’ Kurt gave him a wan smile.

Keppler looked at the young man again. Rather young to be an Abwehr agent.

‘Allow me to introduce you to my young friend Thomas Diefenbach. Thomas, this is Hauptsturmführer Keppler from the Gestapo.’

Thomas was still reeling from hearing Fabian’s name mentioned. He stood up and shook Keppler’s hand. ‘Good evening, Hauptsturmführer.’

‘Good evening.’

‘You may be acquainted with Thomas’s father,’ Kurt said. ‘Gruppenführer Diefenbach.’

Suddenly the boy became far more interesting. ‘Yes, I am as a matter of fact. Yes, I recall he mentioned his son was a student here. I believe you’re studying to be an architect if memory serves. Yes, the Gruppenführer’s very proud of you.’

Thomas blushed.

Keppler looked back at Kurt. ‘Well, if we can be of any further assistance to the Abwehr—’

‘Yes, thank you, Hauptsturmführer.’

Keppler finally returned to his companion, who was now looking like she was chewing on a wasp, unhappy at being marooned on her own.  

Thomas had fallen into a well of uncomfortable introspection. ‘That sounded intriguing?’ he said, probing. ‘You and the Gestapo ... That’s like oil and water...’ He smiled. 

Kurt reached for his glass. ‘Sometimes,’ he said. ‘Even angels have to get into bed with the Devil...’ He smiled ambiguously. ‘Figuratively speaking of course.’

Thomas smiled back nervously. ‘Of course,’ he returned quietly.

Kurt’s stare lingered thoughtfully on him for an uncomfortably long moment, and then he said, ‘Bolsheviks.’

‘Bolsheviks?’

‘Yes. The reason I’m talking to the Gestapo. But I didn’t learn anything that I don’t already know, Tommy.’

Something in his tone made Thomas looked at him. He picked up his wine glass and took a swallow. 

‘Is my dad involved?’

‘No.’

That was a relief. ‘I didn’t know they had any Bolsheviks left in Weimar.’

Kurt made no comment. 
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Seek and you will Find

Asbachstrasse, Weimar

Kurt parked outside the house; its windows were boarded up and the outside walls around the windows and street door were cratered with bullet impacts.

Fabian was waiting outside.

Kurt got out of the car, opened the trunk and reached in for a couple of flashlights.

Fabian spotted a dark figure approaching from the park across the street. It was the man who delivered the note to Kurt at the Elephant. ‘Your friend’s here...’

Kurt turned and looked at Moench coming towards them. ‘All quiet?’ Kurt asked as Moench came over. ‘As a graveyard, Herr Major...’ 

There was a Gestapo notice pasted to the street door: “ACHTUNG! Es ist verboten, dieses Grundstück zu betreten, auf Anordnung der Gestapo”.

The door had been padlocked and Kurt took his lockpicks from his pocket.

Fabian watched him incredulously, smiling admiringly as Kurt picked the lock in seconds. ‘That’s a very interesting talent you have, Herr Major,’ he said, returning to formality. 

‘Something my grandmother taught me,’ Kurt responded flippantly.

Moench smiled amusedly. 

They went into the darkness; the same stygian darkness Fabian had entered the night of the shootout. He could sense the presence of death, and the stirring of those souls he kept in his temporal trophy room.

‘Do you pick locks, Oberleutnant.’

‘Yeah ... with a crowbar.’

Fabian chuckled.

Kurt scanned the darkness with his light, shining it up the stairs. He tried a light switch, but nothing happened.

‘I’ll go and look for the fuse box,’ Moench said.

‘I know where it is,’ Fabian put in. ‘It’s in the basement ... I’ll go...’ He walked to the kitchen, shining his flashlight ahead of him.

Kurt and Moench exchanged a look. 

‘You know he’s going to report back to von Rotheim the first opportunity he gets, don’t you,’ Moench said quietly. 

‘Let’s just wait and see, shall we.’

The lights came on and, in the incandescence, the scars of the battle were clear to see everywhere, the walls, doors, everything was riddled with bullet holes, and dark splatters of congealed blood.

‘Check upstairs.’ Kurt headed for the kitchen.

He intercepted Fabian coming up from the basement.

The kitchen, and no doubt the rest of the house was ransacked from the search.

‘Where was Hein Annan killed?’

‘In here,’ Fabian replied and pointed to the back door, peppered with bullet holes. ‘Trying to get out the back way.’

‘Was he alone?’

‘No, there were two men and a pregnant woman with him, armed with pistols. They had no intentions of surrendering. Even the woman shot at us.’

Moench came back. ‘Nothing. The place is a mess.’

‘It’ll likely be in the basement,’ Kurt said and looked at Fabian. ‘Did you search the basement?’

‘We searched everywhere.’

Kurt went to the basement steps; the lights were on. He descended the wooden stairs, down into the basement. 

Fabian and Moench followed him down, the stairs creaking underfoot. 

The basement was practically empty with just a few items such as a bicycle, perambulator, some old empty chests. The floor was concrete, the walls were bare brick. 

Kurt looked carefully around the room, searching for the hide. 

Fabian and Moench watched him wordless and curious.

‘There’s nothing here, Major,’ Fabian said. ‘We’d have found it if it was.’

‘I’ve heard that line before,’ Kurt said and turned to look at the stairs, easing between two walls up to the kitchen. He looked intensely at the stairs for a long time before he suddenly moved towards them and looked closely at the third step, his attention focussed on the skirting which had two joins in it as if whoever installed it had used two off-cuts rather than a whole piece as with the other steps. The other side was exactly the same with two joins. He felt along the skirting, testing the cut pieces for movement. The piece closest to the riser moved. He fiddled with it and it slid up and there was a small bolt slitted into the riser. Kurt pulled the bolt out and repeated the same the other side. He lifted the riser and four steps hinged up like a door...

‘Seek and you will find,’ Kurt said with a big satisfied smile on his face when he looked round at Moench and Fabian.

Fabian muttered with utter incredulity, ‘My God...’

Kurt shone his flashlight into the pitch-black narrow void. There was a suitcase a reach away. Kurt grabbed it and pulled it up – it was heavy. ‘Take this...’

Fabian squeezed himself between Kurt and the wall, their bodies physically touching and Fabian got such a thrill, savouring it like a narcotic, his head swimming in lasciviousness as he rubbed up against Kurt as he reached and grabbed the handle of the case. ‘I’ve got it.’

Kurt shone the light back into the void. It was completely empty. He backed himself out and pulled the stairs down into place.

They took the case up into the kitchen and put it onto the table.

Kurt opened it and as he suspected, inside was a morse set.

Moench got his notebook out to make a note of the settings before they got disturbed.

In the space at the side of the case was a space where papers, maps and other paper items were stored. Kurt removed them and looked. A notebook contained map coordinates, but no place names.

There was a large map that was folded several times. Kurt opened a third of the map. The German Baltic coast...

There was a Swedish passport in the name of Johan Johansen with Hein Annan’s picture in it.

There was no trace of the decryption key. Kurt gathered up the documents and held onto them. ‘Bring the transmitter,’ he told Moench.

Fabian was impressed, very impressed. Kurt was a complete professional and he was clearly good at his work, whether looking for evidence or killing traitors like Langer.

Moench put the case into the trunk of Kurt’s Horch and he crossed the road, back into the park and was gone.  

‘What now?’

‘I’ve seen enough here. I’m going back to Berlin...’ He shook Fabian’s hand. ‘Thank you for your help, Untersturmführer...’ He looked at Moench. ‘Ready when you are, Oberleutnant.’

Fabian felt awkward. He’ll need to report the Abwehr finding the morse set and papers to von Rotheim, and that they’ve taken them back to berlin. He couldn’t not tell von Rotheim, in case he heard about it from other sources, but Fabian knew exactly what his situation was, and he knew exactly what von Rotheim probably had in mind for him once this thing was over.

As they drove out of the city, on their way back to Berlin, Moench looked at Kurt. ‘He went for a drive in the country after having lunch with you,’ he said.

‘Well, it is the weather for it, Moench. Did he go anywhere nice?’

‘Tröbsdorf. To an abandoned house. He waited about two hours, then a man showed up.’

‘Standartenführer von Rotheim?’

‘The very same. They had a short conversation and von Rotheim left.’

‘Hopefully that’ll draw the bastard into the open.’

‘What’re you want to do about von Görtz?’

‘Nothing for the moment. He might still be useful. I’ve a feeling I’ve not seen the last of him...’
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New Assignment

Charlottenburg Gestapo Office

July 13, 415 Days to War

Keppler had taken great pleasure in informing Fabian that he was being reassigned to Berlin. He was ordered to report to Hauptsturmführer Heinrich Dörfel at the Charlottenburg Gestapo office at 07:00 the day after tomorrow. Fabian couldn’t have been happier, and he didn’t mind showing it with a big contemptuous smile. He was going somewhere and Keppler? Well, he was going nowhere...

Ω

Hauptsturmführer Dörfel was a huge improvement on Keppler. Younger and better looking, Dörfel was about thirty, with all those sharp Nordic features Himmler liked, tall, blond, pale blue eyes and fair skin; he was also a university graduate with a law degree... 

‘Welcome to Berlin, Untersturmführer,’ Dörfel said, giving him a firm handshake, omitting the customary Hitlergruss salute. 

The first thing Dörfel did when Fabian arrived, was order some coffee be brought to his office, where he invited Fabian to have a seat.

‘Headquarters takes most of the strain,’ Dörfel said as he settled in his chair behind his desk. ‘It’s mostly residential. Rich old ladies, diplomats, generals, you know, the same old riffraff,’ he joked.

Fabian smiled.

‘When did you arrive in Berlin...?’ 

Their coffee arrived and Dörfel’s secretary set the tray down on Dörfel’s desk and left.

‘About two hours ago.’

Dörfel nodded his head. ‘You’ve a place to stay or are you staying at the SS barracks?’

‘No, I have a place, Hauptsturmführer. I pick up the keys at lunchtime.’

‘Well, we can manage another few days without you so you can get yourself settled in—’

‘That’s very kind of you, Hauptsturmführer.  But I’d like to get started as soon as possible, if I may?’

Dörfel smiled and nodded. ‘It’s pretty routine around here,’ he said clearing a space for his cup. ‘We have our moments, but mostly its minor infractions. Investigating denouncements, distinguishing between spiteful neighbours causing trouble and legitimate suspicions; monitoring grumblings from the citizens, headquarters are keen to know what the citizens are saying, what they feel. Anything about the Führer for or against the regime. Such grumblers we tend to arrest, bring them in for a good talking to and send them on their way. Repeat offenders are dealt with more harshly. We conduct routine identity checks at tram and bus stops, bahnhofs, trains, and any other public spaces...’*

Fabian sipped his coffee and nodded when appropriate as he listened to Dörfel without interruption.

‘Charlottenburg is a district of two extremes, the incredibly rich and the incredibly poor, with slums neighbouring villas. We have high ranking Party officials, foreign diplomats and industrialists, as well as Bolshevik underground groups, unionists and agitators, some of who are well organised and difficult to find.’

Fabian nodded his head. 

‘You have twelve subordinates under you, including civilian office staff and I’m your immediate superior. You may on occasions have to deputise for me, but only if I’m confident in your abilities. Reading the reports on the Asbachstrasse incident, you’re already half way there.’

Fabian smiled. 

Dörfel held his stare on his new untersturmführer for a long moment. ‘Once we’ve had coffee, I’ll give you the tour and show you to your office. Do you have any questions?’

Fabian shook his head. ‘But I’m sure something will occur to me.’

‘It always does, and my door’s always open, von Görtz,’ he said. 

‘Thank you.’

Dörfel sipped his coffee. ‘They had a special centre-page spread in the  Das Schwarze Korps,* about Asbachstrasse, did you see it?’

‘Yes, I saw,’ Fabian said with quiet modesty. 

‘I bet Keppler hated that; somebody else getting the limelight instead of him...’

‘You know Hauptsturmführer Keppler?’

Dörfel smiled. ‘I’ve had the misfortune of the man. He’s a brown-nosing little shit,’ he said with heartfelt hatred. ‘You can tell him I said that, if you like.’

Fabian smiled. ‘I can’t say I disagree with you Hauptsturmführer.’

They sipped their drinks.

‘Anybody of special interest, Party functionaries suspected of intrigues against the Führer or the Party are usually taken to Prinz-Albrecht-Strasse, or the Schwartz Schwan Haus—’

‘Schwartz Schwan Haus?’

‘Yes. It’s where G-One ... Geheim One is located, an old youth prison just outside Berlin. Sometimes we have to make arrests for them, such is a case we have at the moment, and we transport the prisoners directly to the Schwartz Schwan Haus. The place doesn’t exist officially, so you’re not permitted to discuss or divulge any information about it to anyone. You’ll be fired at the very least if you do.’ 

‘I understand.’

Dörfel smiled. ‘You’ll fit in fine, Untersturmführer. Don’t worry, after a week or so, you’ll be an old hand. You’ll be working with Oberscharführer Wechsler, he’s a local, so anything you need to know, local knowledge and so on, Wechsler’s your man and he’s smarter than he looks,’ he added.

After the coffee and a chat, Dörfel took Fabian along the corridor to the Gestapo main office, where half a dozen desks were set out in to rows of three, two of the desks were occupied by Gestapo agents who Dörfel introduced him to. 

Next Fabian was introduced to Oberscharführer Wechsler, a short bullish looking man who reminded Fabian of a wrestler. He had a slow thick voice and a glass left eye that looked a little too far left and never blinked or closed.

Dörfel opened a door and showed Fabian into a small office with a desk, two filing cabinets and a couple of chairs. ‘And this is your office.’

Fabian was pleasantly surprised, having his own office rather than a desk in a shared office as it was in Weimar.

Dörfel left the office and had a brief conversation with Wechsler and then returned to his own office.

Oberscharführer Wechler knocked at the door and came in. ‘We’ve a prisoner to transport to G-One, Untersturmführer, the Hauptsturmführer thought you’d like to handle the transfer?’

Fabian, eager to get started, grabbed his cap and they  left the office together and started down the corridor. 

‘They’re bringing him out to the car,’ Wechsler said as they started down the stairs. 

‘What happened to the last untersturmführer?’

‘Obersturmführer,’ Wechsler corrected. ‘He transferred to Dresden...’ He led Fabian to a large enclosed courtyard where several cars and trucks were parked. ‘It was all quite unexpected...’ He glanced at Fabian. ‘But that’s just how it is sometimes.’

Fabian nodded. 

They walked towards a Mercedes-Benz 320, where Wechsler took a clipboard from an SS man. ‘That was a good job you did in Weimar,’ he said as he handed the clipboard to Fabian.

‘Thank you...’ he looked across the courtyard to the far side, where a prisoner between two SS guards and handcuffed to one of them, came out into the morning sunshine. ‘What’s he done?’ Fabian asked as the prisoner was led over.

‘Stealing valuables from KZ Sachsenhausen. They had quite a thing going on there. They stole tens of thousands of reichsmarks in money and jewellery,’ Wechsler explained. ‘Two of them were even murdered in an old theatre in Spandau. Honour among thieves, eh...?’ he chuckled lowly.

Fabian noted that the prisoner was wearing SS trousers and jackboots on the bottom half and just a string vest scabbed in blood, probably his own, Fabian thought, seeing he had had a beating. He was a hard looking brute of a man with a turned down mouth and a gnarled face, furnished with several scars, including a gunshot scar across his neck.

Fabian looked at the arrest document. “Untersturmführer Felix Falke, assistant arrest kommandant, KZ Sachsenhausen.”

* Once the war started, grumblers were dealt with severely. Some were shot and even hanged in the streets in the final months of the war. It is unknown how many German citizens and military were summarily executed for criticism or defeatist comments, but the number is in the thousands. 

* SS Newspaper.
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Old Acquaintances

Schwarts Schwan Haus, Berlin

Victor walked through the Ghost enquiry room adjacent to his office, where Detective Sergeant Wasser and several Gestapo men, uniformed SS and Kripo detectives were seated at desks, working in a team, talking on telephones, looking at statements, cross-referencing possible suspects in the SS with access to the sort of information the Ghost was using to target his victims. Either the Ghost worked on the inside, or somebody on the inside was helping him, either way, it was a priority to find him.

Kriminalinspektor Franken’s murder wall was a gruesome gallery of murder scene photographs and scribbled notes and one sentence at the top “WHO IS THE GHOST???” 

Victor went through to his rapacious office with its comfortable seating area one side of the room and Victor’s desk, chairs and filing cabinets and a second desk with a typewriter and telephone.

He sat at his desk and quickly read through the report on Untersturmführer Felix Falke. An old Party fighter before the Nazis came to power, he had served time in Spandau Prison for the political homicides of two Roter Frontkämpferbund* leaders in Berlin in 1928. He was a Jew hating thug, a thief and a coldblooded murderer – a perfect candidate for the Ghost, he thought, sparing Falke no sympathy.

During Victors time investigating the corruption at Sachsenhausen, Falke’s name had come up time and time again as one of the main facilitators of the theft of valuables confiscated from prisoners. But there was no evidence of it ... until now—

There was a knock at the door.

‘Come!’

An unterscharführer came in holding a mug of coffee and Victor’s post. ‘Good morning, sir,’ he said as he approached the desk and set Victor’s coffee down onto the desk along with his post.

‘Good morning, Etzdorf...’ He picked up his post and looked through – nothing interesting, he set it down to one side.

‘The prisoner’s here. Shall I have him brought up or taken to the cells?’

Victor lit a cigarette. ‘Bring him up.’ He picked up his coffee and sat back in his chair.

Ω

Etzdorf led the prisoner between the two SS guards and Fabian through the Ghost enquiry room. Fabian was paying curious interest in the murder wall; at the Ghost’s victims; clearly a man after his own heart, his temporal trophy room had to be a sight to behold, he thought, with all these souls he had eaten. Art, he thought, pure art...

Fabian was just as surprised to see Victor as Victor was to see Fabian. He came to attention and thrust his arm up. ‘Heil Hitler.’

Victor returned his salute but without the enthusiasm, but then, he had nothing to prove. 

Fabian stepped forwards with the papers. ‘The Prisoner Felix Falke, Hauptsturmführer.’

Victor took the paperwork, signed two copies and stamped them. He handed a copy back to Fabian with the clipboard, placing the copy into the “IN” tray on his desk. ‘Handcuff him to the chair,’ he said to the SS guards.

They unshackled Falke from the guard and twisted his arms behind his back. 

Falke struggled, growling and swearing at them, but it was pointless as soon as his arms were behind his back, they snapped the bracelet on him, sat him in the chair and linked his cuffs to another pair of cuffs attached to the back of the chair. 

Falke struggled and yanked but only succeeded in hurting himself as the bracelets dug into his wrists. 

The guards and Fabian turned to leave.

‘Not you, Untersturmführer. Etzdorf, bring Untersturmführer von Görtz some coffee.’

‘Yes, sir.’ Etzdorf left the room.

Victor looked at Falke with his thick lip. ‘Nice to see you again, Felix.’

‘Fuck you, von Ritter! I’ve nothing to say, so, you can kiss my arse you fucking snake...’

Victor ignored him because he knew it would annoy him, men like Falke arte loud because they like to be heard. He stood up and walked around his desk to Fabian, taking his cigarettes from his pocket. ‘Have a seat von Görtz, make yourself comfortable,’ he said and offered him a cigarette without giving Falke so much as a glance. 

‘Your mother’s a Jew whore, von Ritter. I hear every dog fucking pimp in Bavaria’s fucked her from dawn to dusk.’

Victor ignored him, lit a match and offered Fabian a light. ‘So, what brings you to Berlin?’ he asked as Falke ranted.

Fabian’s gaze flitted to Falke and back to Victor again. ‘I was transferred to Charlottenburg...’ He dragged on his cigarette. 

‘I’m going to kill you, von Ritter. I’m going to rip your cock sucking head off and shove up your fucking arse!’

Victor finally turned and looked at him laughing, and if it was fake, he was doing a good job at it. ‘You should’ve been in the circus, Falke. Thart’s so funny. Let’s hear some more to cheer me up...’ He laughed again and turned back to Fabian.

Etzdorf came back with two coffees.

Falke was furious, he tried getting up from the chair, but the chair was bolted to the floor. Clearly, Falke wasn’t the first prisoner to be brought here.

Fabian studied Victor, showing no sign of anger, knowing his tactic of ignoring Falke was making Falke angrier. 

Victor sipped his coffee, smoked his cigarette and made small-talk with Fabian, whilst Falke yanked and tugged at his bindings, and turned the air blue with profanities. 

Eventually, he fell quiet. ‘Just get on with it, von Ritter, I’ve not got all day.’

‘To the contrary, you’ve got the rest of your life.’ He turned back to Fabian. ‘Where’s Oberscharführer Wechsler? He usually brings the prisoners up.’

‘He’s downstairs with the car, Hauptsturmführer,’ Fabian replied.

Victor finally started walking around Falke’s chair. ‘Did you really think we wouldn’t find your
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