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With their country firmly under oppressive Nazi rule, the
leaders of the exiled Czechoslovakian government appeal for Allied
initiative in their country. And so, once more, John Standish and
his deadly Killer commandoes spring into action where war is at its
dirtiest. Parachuted into Occupied territory, Standish and his
henchman, Jean Marreq, find the Czech resistance on the brink of
launching a brave but foolhardy scheme. The assassination of
Reinhard Heydrich, ‘Protector’ of Czechoslovakia and one of the
most hated Nazis of all time. If such a plan should succeed,
Hitler's wrath will be awful. But no-one, not even Standish, can
know just how terrible his revenge will be...
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Chapter
One

 


THE SUN SHONE
down on the crowds promenading along the Champs-Elysees. High above
them, sketched across the blue of the sky like fine lace, the
vapour trail of a Messerschmitt 109 arched among the wispy clouds.
The scent of the trees hung heavy in the nostrils, and from the
east, it was just possible to catch the faint sound of the bells of
the Cathedral of Notre Dame.

Paris in the
Spring. The Spring of 1942.

Despite
everything, it was still a good day to be alive. A good day to walk
with the man you loved through the dusty streets, watching the heat
shimmering off the road, feeling his arm round you, holding you
close. The light breeze tugging at your thin cotton dress, pressing
it against your breasts, and forcing the material up between your
thighs, so that all the men could see just what fine legs you
had.

The young
girl, barely eighteen, smiled up at her lover, squeezing his hand
in hers, scarcely conscious of the way some of the people in the
crowd looked at her. She had worn her best green dress, so the
colour would look bold compared to the rather dull field-grey of
her companion’s uniform.

She glanced
down at their feet, and felt a momentary pang of disappointment
that her shoes were so down-at-heel and scuffed, compared to the
bright polish on the man’s shining knee boots.

She wondered
what her parents would have said if they’d still been alive. But
she had been orphaned only a year and a half ago, when her mother
had died of a sudden stroke, and her father had lost all interest
in life and had pined away within three months. Now she was all
alone, and friendless, though she had a pretty face and a sweet
smile.

So when the smart Obersturmführer in the S.S. spoke to
her in the market at Les Hailes a few days ago, she’d been at first
frightened, then flattered and finally pleased that someone had
taken an interest in her. They’d talked for half an hour, then he’d
persuaded her to go with him for a coffee in a small bistro
nearby.

Their
friendship had bloomed in the warm Spring sun, and Jeanette had
looked forward to the times they could meet and be together. She
was pleased that Karl—that was his name—hadn’t tried anything on
with her. He’d kissed her last night, when he took her back to her
rooms after a visit to the theatre. It had been a rare treat, and
she’d enjoyed it so much. The lights and the gaiety had made it a
fairyland world to the young girl. So she hadn’t minded the kiss,
though she had made it clear it was only going to be the one kiss.
And then, ‘Goodnight and many thanks.’

She certainly
wasn’t that sort of a girl at all.

Karl realized
that, and he trod carefully with her, loving her for her innocence.
So many of the French girls in the capital were either hard and
grabbing, going out with you just for your money, or they’d spit on
the pavement as you passed by. He sighed at the injustice of it
all.

They reached
the Place de l’Etoile, and crossed it, heading for the sweep of the
Avenue Foch. A little way along it, they were nearly brushed off
the pavement by a scuttling hunchback, who made them laugh by his
cringing apology to the German soldier, sweeping off a stained
cloth cap, and bowing so low his head seemed as though it would
brush the dust.

As he
scampered along ahead of them, towards the green coolness of the
Bois de Boulogne, they smiled at each other, and held hands even
more closely. Jeanette quickly forgot what a startling blue the
eyes of the little man had been as they met hers for a fraction of
a moment.

They stopped
at a small shop and Karl bought her some cherries, and they played
the game of lovers, by popping them in each other’s mouth. Jeanette
admired his strong white teeth, and felt proud that she had such a
fine young man.

An elderly
woman went hurriedly past, the sun brightening the dull yellow star
on her left breast. They crossed over the road, arm in arm,
avoiding the innumerable bicycles and the rickety velotaxis that
were the preserve of the rich. Jeanette hardly noticed the quiet in
the great city, with motor traffic reduced to a few official cars
and delivery lorries.

She was old
enough to remember back two years before the Germans occupied
Paris, but not old enough to be aware of what it really meant to
her country. Nor was she experienced enough to see the signs of
dislike from some of the passers-by, shading their faces from the
German, but staring with undisguised hatred at the girl.

Vaguely,
behind them, she caught the notes of the Nazi band that played
every lunchtime. Marching down the Champs-Elysees, flags flying,
bootheels crashing on the cobbles in unison, the soldiers would
play German military tunes. It was an arrogant gesture of their
invincibility that struck to the stomach of every loyal and
patriotic Frenchman.

None of this
penetrated to Jeanette. She was intent on her pleasure. She knew
that it would be quiet and empty in the Bois at this time. Few
Parisians had either the time or the interest to relax under the
trees, or walk through the shaded paths. There would be other
Germans there, walking in groups. Rarely alone, as the Resistance
was active in Paris, and it wasn’t that unusual for a stormtrooper
to be found floating belly-up in the Seine.

They had
finished the cherries by the time they had walked the length of the
Avenue Foch, and saw the green expanse of the park ahead of them.
Jeanette wished they’d stopped for some lunch at somewhere like the
Le Colisee restaurant in the Champs-Elysees, to eat and drink at
the small circular tables, sitting at ease in the upright,
red-backed chairs, watching the rest of Paris promenade past.

She sighed to
herself.

Karl smiled
down at her, glancing round to see if there were any soldiers near
enough to see him. The path where they had paused was empty,
although as he turned quickly round he thought for a second that he
had seen the little figure of the hunchback a hundred metres or so
behind them. When he looked more closely, the figure had gone, and
he decided that it must only have been a trick of the shadows,
where the sun dappled through the leaves.

The German
took the girl, pulling her body to him, lowering his head, pressing
his lips against hers. Enjoying the momentary fluttering of panic
that slipped away and was replaced by warmth. Her lips parted, and
she sucked his tongue into the moist cave of her mouth, nipping him
gently with her teeth, making him gasp. One arm was round her
shoulders, while the other reached under her dress, feeling the
heat of her body, grasping her breast, the fingers reaching for the
nipple, feeling it peak at his touch.

It was
Jeanette’s turn to gasp, and she suddenly pulled away from Karl.
‘Not here. People might come and see us.’

His French
wasn’t all that good. Like many of the invaders he felt it was high
time that the beaten French started to learn German. But he still
knew enough to be able to guess what she was saying.

‘By the trees then, Jeanette. There.’ Pointing with one hand
to where a narrow path wound away beneath the heavy trees, the
pools of shadow turning it into a magical road of forbidden
mystery.

The young girl
felt her heart pounding with excitement, and pressed one hand to
her breasts to try and quieten it. She could still feel her nipples
hard and erect, and she blushed at what had happened, and what she
guessed was going to happen. Her mother had warned her against
going with men, telling her that she would be used and thrown away
like an old cloth. And that then no decent man would ever look at
her again. But Jeanette read the romantic stories, and she knew
that her mother had been wrong. It wouldn’t be like that at
all.

It would be
wonderful. Love flowed over her for her handsome soldier, and she
took his hand and they ran together over the spongy grass, Karl
slightly awkward and embarrassed, but entering into her mood as
they vanished into the green blackness.

Once off the
path, it was like being in a different world. One suited to
Jeanette’s ideas of romance. Trees looming everywhere cut off all
of the sights and sounds of the city. Nobody walked near them, and
they finally stopped running and Karl led her off the narrow track,
between two trees.

They had come
about a quarter of a mile from the Porte Dauphine, along the Route
de Suresnes, leaving the banks of the Lac Inferieur behind them.
Before the war, on a fine Spring afternoon, with the sun blazing
down, and the birds singing, the Bois would have been packed with
Parisians relaxing with their families.

‘Come and sit down with me, Jeanette.’ With a gentle courtesy,
the Obersturmführer took her hand and helped her to sit on the dry
turf.

Jeanette
straightened her dress, tucking her legs up beneath her, hoping and
fearing that this might be the moment. As the Germans had won the
war, or would have done as soon as the stupid British surrendered,
then she could do little better than to marry a fine, rising German
officer, in the famous S.S. as well. Even if it meant living in
Germany, she was sure it wouldn’t be that bad.

Karl was
thinking the same. Fraternization wasn’t all that popular with his
superior officers. French girls were for laying and that was
supposed to be all. But this little girl was very pretty, though he
had to admit she wasn’t all that bright. And there was no Jewish
blood to taint the match. He’d asked her at their first meeting,
and anyway her blonde hair made him feel safe with her.

As they lay
quietly together, stroking and kissing, a small squirrel watched
them, head on one side, from a tree nearby. Then something moving
silently—nearly silently—over the leaf-mould made it start and move
higher in the branches. Its chattering didn’t disturb the lovers,
but it was seen among the woods, and the movement stopped.

For a
time.

‘I love you, my little Jeanette,’ whispered the officer, his
one hand cuddling her budding breasts, while the other made the
slow ascent of her thigh, climbing carefully over her stockings,
past the thicker layer at the top, and over the lump of her
suspender, along the firm flesh of her inner thigh, until it neared
its goal.

All the time
he whispered to her, and kissed her, grinding his lips down on
hers, so that she could hardly breathe. She wore open-leg knickers,
and his fingers probed under them, until he felt the springiness of
her pubic hair against the back of his hand.

As Jeanette
felt him touch her, where no man had ever touched her before, she
tried to pull away. There had been boy-friends before, and she had
let one of them kiss her on the breasts, but had closed her legs
together when he had tried to take further liberties.

‘Please, darling. I love you.’

‘And I love you, my darling Karl,’ she replied, her breath
seeming to come in fits and starts. She lay back, and opened
herself to him, gazing over his head at the ceiling of trees, their
branches stirring in the light breeze. She could just see the
bright stars of sunlight, dazzling through tiny gaps between
leaves. Then she closed her eyes.

If there had
been any watchers, beyond the birds and small creatures of the
woods, they would have seen the German soldier wriggle out of his
belt, and lower his trousers over the shining boots. Watched as he
reached up under her skirt, and used his hand on her, until she
moaned, and reached down and pushed his fingers deeper into
her.

In his turn
Karl took her hand and pulled it down and made her touch him,
though she at first tried to resist him. Then she grasped him more
firmly, and shyly ran her fingers up and down the shaft of his
erect penis. And all the time he kissed her, pulling down the neck
of her dress, and cupped her breast, nuzzling it, teasing her with
his lips.

It was really
going to happen. Jeanette thought for a moment that she was going
to be sick when he made her touch his great ... big ... thing. But
she kept control, and found that she liked its silky smoothness.
Enjoyed it when he wriggled with pleasure for her. It gave her a
feeling of power over the tall young soldier, and she did it again,
unable to restrain a moan as his teeth closed on her nipple.

‘You do love me, darling?’ she asked, as Karl started to roll
on top of her, digging his toes into the soft turf to give himself
leverage.

‘Of course,’ he grunted, using his hand to try and guide
himself into her tight body. Involuntarily, she tried to close her
thighs against him, but he drove his knee in between her legs with
brutal strength.

‘No,’ she said. But it was only a token gesture, and even as
she said it she was raising her hips to help him pull off her best
silk knickers. Pale peach colour, that she had worn specially for
him.

Like the
buzzing of an angry bee, they were both distantly aware of the
plane still circling arrogantly, some twenty thousand feet above
their heads. All around them the forest dozed in the Spring sun,
and for the two lovers they were the still point at the centre of a
softly moving universe.

Jeanette cried
a little as she felt him enter her, but the pain passed, and was
replaced by pleasure as she felt him begin to move deep inside her,
with long slow thrusts, his body weight taken mainly on his elbows
as he lay across her.

Above the
moist green smell of the Bois, Jeanette was conscious of other
smells. The rough dry smell of Karl’s uniform, and his sweat as he
pounded at her, his hips rising and falling as regularly as if he
were drilling on the barracks’ square. The noise of the birds,
suddenly clamouring, came to her, but she paid no attention to
it.

There was
something else. A new feeling, that she had never felt before in
her eighteen years of life. There was a fluttering deep within her,
somewhere below her stomach. Rhythmic contractions as she raised
her body to meet Karl’s thrusts, eyes closed with the power of her
ecstasy.

Suddenly, with
no warning, she heard her lover moan, almost as though in anguish,
and his body jerked. Jeanette knew from her reading in the local
library, among the biology textbooks, what happened to a man when
he reached the point of orgasm, and she almost felt that she could
actually sense his semen spurting within her body.

And she hoped
that it would make a son for them both, who would grow strong and
tall like his father. Jeanette felt like crying with her happiness
that she had managed to give such pleasure to Karl, though she
would have wanted to share the majesty of the moment rather more
than she had, and she almost felt cheated that the earth hadn’t
moved beneath her and no bells had chimed for her first experience
of love.

The jerking
stopped, and for a second it seemed to Jeanette that her soldier
love was weeping, for she felt a warm wetness splashing on her face
and neck.

Sticky.

Karl’s weight
now lay full across her, pinning her down in the sweet-smelling
leaf-mould, with its faint tang of decay and corruption.

Jeanette
finally opened her eyes.

Perhaps she
had gone mad. Or she was safe in her own bed and she was dreaming.
A dream that had suddenly become the most hideous nightmare.

Something was
tugging back at her lover’s head, so that it strained upwards at an
unnatural angle. And she couldn’t even see his mouth, yet there was
a gaping red pair of bps springing open across his throat. A pair
of lips that spouted bright blood across her own face and neck,
dappling her breasts, clotting on her new summer dress.

The young girl
had time to recognize that it wasn’t any sort of dream, and she
even had time to open her mouth ready to scream. Though blood
flowed past her bps, making her gag with the horror of it.

There was a
final jerking, and the ultimate monstrosity. Karl’s head dropped
forward on her breasts—and it was no longer connected to his
neck.

Now the blood
didn’t just trickle out, but gushed up in a scarlet fountain,
pumped by the dying beats of the heart. It sprayed over the French
girl, soaking her, and pattering on the dead leaves where she lay.
And at last she could see what had done it to her soldier. Peeking
over the slumped shoulders of the corpse, blue eyes gleaming coldly
at her, was the face of the little hunchback.

Try as she
could, Jeanette couldn’t force the scream past her dry lips, and
she lay still, trying to hang to the shreds of sanity left to her,
unaware that Karl’s body was still joined to her in a bizarre
union. Unaware that her dress was up round her waist, and that her
body was revealed to the little man who still knelt and watched
her.

He began to
whistle quietly to himself as he carefully wiped the length of thin
cheese-wire clean on the dead man’s grey uniform. When it was done,
he took the wooden toggles, one in each hand, and stretched the
wire until it sang under the tension.

Jeanette shook
her head, opened her mouth to speak, closed it and tried again,
oblivious to the blood that still trickled from the garrotted
corpse. When she finally spoke, her voice was hardly above a
whisper, almost carried away by the wind through the trees of the
Bois, but loud enough for the little man to hear.

‘Please, Monsieur.
Not me. It was the first time.’

Carefully,
still hissing between his teeth, the hunchback carried on with what
he had to do, arranging the wire around her neck as neatly as if he
were a window-dresser with a wax model.

‘Then, my child, I fear it will also be your last time.’ His
voice was soft, almost sexual in its caressing quality. And it held
no hope for Jeanette.

‘Why, Monsieur? I have done no harm.’

The small man paused, his strong hands holding the pieces of
wood in front of her throat, so that he had to lean on the body of
the Obersturmführer.

‘Because this offal is German.’

She saw his
knuckles whiten, blurred and out of focus they were so close to her
face, and she began to cry. ‘But I’m not German. I’m French, like
you.’

His face an
impassive mask, the hunchback tightened the two handles, the
cutting edge of the wire biting into the soft skin of the girl’s
throat, slicing clean through it as he sawed it backwards and
forwards. This time he didn’t bother to go all the way through the
spine, contenting himself with simply cutting her carotid artery
under the ear, so that the blood this time spouted out in a thick
flood to the side, puddling the soft turf to red mud, then soaking
quietly away.

Only when
Jeanette was quite still did he pull the garrotte away, ripping it
from where it had become buried in the flesh. Snatching irritably
as it caught on the thin gold chain of the crucifix that her mother
had given her for her first Communion. Breaking the chain, and
throwing it down by the two bodies.

Then he stood
upright, to his full height of five feet two inches, wiping the
wire for a second time on the uniform of the Nazi soldier. He wore
faded dungarees, and a patched shirt of black silk. It was a hot
day, and he had the sleeves rolled up, the dappling light from the
trees showing up the constellation of
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