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Chapter 1 — The Northern Road

The road north of Hamburg looked almost peaceful.

James Calder knew that was an illusion.

The war had ended two weeks earlier, but Germany still carried its wounds openly. Burned trucks lay abandoned in ditches. Bridges had been patched together with temporary wooden supports. Fields were scarred by craters now filled with rainwater.

Spring had returned anyway.

Green grass pushed through the soil as if the earth had decided the war was finished, even if the people had not.

Calder sat in the passenger seat of the military jeep, watching the empty road stretch toward the horizon.

Behind the wheel, Captain Walters drove with one hand, the other resting on the window frame.

“Still don’t understand it,” Walters said.

Calder didn’t look away from the road.

“Understand what?”

Walters shook his head.

“They told us the war’s over.”

“It is.”

“Then why are we driving three hundred miles north to arrest a government?”

Calder allowed himself the faintest smile.

“Because apparently Germany forgot to stop being a country.”

Walters laughed quietly.

“Hell of a thing to forget.”

The jeep rolled past a ruined checkpoint. The barrier had collapsed weeks ago, leaving only a splintered wooden pole leaning toward the ditch.

Beyond it, the countryside became emptier.

Villages appeared only occasionally. Some had been burned during the fighting. Others stood intact but strangely silent, their windows dark, their streets deserted.

Calder opened the folder resting on his lap.

The document inside was short.

A location.

A date.

And one sentence that had caught his attention immediately.

German government still operating in Flensburg.

Walters glanced at the paper.

“You really believe that?”

“No.”

Walters nodded.

“Good.”

He shifted gears as the road climbed slightly toward a ridge.

“What kind of government are we talking about?” he asked.

Calder closed the folder.

“The last one.”

Walters frowned.

“I thought Berlin was the capital.”

“It was.”

“So how the hell did the government end up in a fishing town near Denmark?”

Calder looked out across the fields.

“War moves capitals,” he said.

“And sometimes,” he added quietly, “it forgets to move them back.”

The jeep crested the ridge.

In the distance, the gray line of the Baltic Sea appeared beneath the clouds.

Somewhere beyond that horizon lay Sweden. Neutral. Quiet. Unbombed.

Walters followed Calder’s gaze.

“Flensburg’s near the coast, right?”

“Yes.”

“And the Germans just... kept working there?”

“That’s what the report says.”

Walters whistled softly.

“That’s either very brave,” he said.

“Or very stupid.”

Calder said nothing.

He had read the rest of the briefing before they left Hamburg.

Admiral Karl Dönitz.

Successor to Hitler.

Head of the German state.

Operating from Flensburg.

The words still felt strange.

The Third Reich had collapsed.

Berlin was rubble.

The army had surrendered.

And yet somewhere in northern Germany, a government still sat behind desks and issued orders.

Walters slowed the jeep as the road curved around a small forest.

“You think they’re planning to fight?” he asked.

“No.”

“Then what?”

Calder watched the road carefully.

“Survive.”

Walters nodded slowly.

“Politicians,” he muttered.

The forest ended abruptly.

Ahead of them, the town appeared.

Flensburg.

Small houses clustered along narrow streets. A harbor beyond them. Church towers rising above the rooftops.

It looked untouched by the war.

No smoke.

No ruins.

Just a quiet northern town beneath a pale sky.

Walters stared.

“You’ve got to be kidding me.”

Calder felt the same unease settling in his chest.

Because the town looked normal.

Too normal.

As the jeep rolled into the first street, Calder saw something that made him sit up slightly.

A military car parked outside a large building.

Two German officers standing near the entrance.

Both still wearing uniforms.

Both saluting an arriving vehicle.

Walters saw it too.

“I thought Germany surrendered.”

Calder watched the officers disappear into the building.

“So did they.”

The jeep slowed as it entered the town square.

Men in suits crossed the street carrying folders.

A secretary stepped out of a doorway holding a stack of documents.

A telephone wire had been strung between two buildings only recently.

Walters spoke quietly.

“Jim.”

“Yes?”

“I think the government report was right.”

Calder looked at the building ahead where another car had just arrived.

“Yes,” he said.

For a moment neither of them spoke.

Because the war had ended.

Germany had surrendered.

Berlin had fallen.

And yet here, in a small town by the Baltic Sea...

The government was still working.
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Chapter 2 — Flensburg
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The jeep rolled slowly into the town.

James Calder had expected something else entirely.

Ruins.

Smoke.

Panic.

Every city he had seen in Germany during the past months looked the same—broken streets, burned buildings, civilians wandering through rubble like ghosts of the war that had just ended.

But Flensburg looked different.

Too different.

The streets were intact. Shops still had windows. The buildings carried scars—cracked walls, patched roofs—but nothing like the devastation of Berlin or Hamburg.

The town looked... normal.

Captain Walters slowed the jeep as they entered the main square.

“Well,” he said quietly, “this is unexpected.”

Calder didn’t answer.

He was watching the people.

Men in suits crossed the street carrying folders under their arms. A woman stepped out of a building with a stack of papers and hurried toward a waiting car. Two clerks stood beside a doorway arguing about something written in a document.

None of them looked frightened.

None of them looked defeated.

They looked busy.

Walters frowned.

“What the hell...”

Ahead of them stood a large administrative building facing the square.

Several black cars were parked outside.

Not military trucks.

Official vehicles.

Two German officers stood near the entrance, their uniforms clean, their posture precise. One of them checked a clipboard while the other spoke to a driver who had just stepped out of a car.

Then the officers saluted someone entering the building.

Calder watched the gesture carefully.

The salute was automatic.

Professional.

As if nothing had changed.

Walters leaned forward in his seat.

“I thought Germany surrendered.”

Calder’s eyes moved across the square.

Secretaries carrying files.

Telephones ringing inside open windows.

Messengers moving between buildings.

It looked exactly like something he had seen many times before.

A capital.

He stepped out of the jeep.

The air smelled of the sea, drifting in from the harbor beyond the rooftops. Somewhere nearby a ship horn sounded softly in the distance.

Walters joined him.

“This place doesn’t look like a defeated country,” Walters said.

“No,” Calder replied.

Across the street, a man hurried past them carrying a folder stamped with official seals. He barely glanced at the American uniforms before continuing toward the building.

Another car arrived.

A driver opened the rear door.

A man in a naval uniform stepped out.

Walters stared.

“That’s a German admiral.”

“Yes.”

“And he’s walking into a government building.”

“Yes.”

Walters looked around again.

“Jim,” he said slowly, “this place thinks the war hasn’t ended.”

Calder watched the admiral disappear through the entrance.

“No,” he said quietly.

“It knows the war ended.”

Walters frowned.

“Then what is this?”

Calder gestured toward the square.

The cars.

The officers.

The messengers carrying documents from one building to another.

“This,” he said,

“is what a government looks like when it refuses to believe it no longer exists.”

Walters let out a low whistle.

“Hell of a strategy.”

Calder studied the building carefully.

Somewhere inside those offices, the last officials of the Third Reich were still issuing orders.

Still writing reports.

Still pretending the state they served had not collapsed.

He adjusted his jacket and started toward the entrance.

Walters followed.

“What’s the plan?” Walters asked.

Calder looked at the doors ahead.

“For now?”

“Yes.

“We observe.”

Walters nodded.

“And then?”

Calder stopped for a moment on the steps.

Through the glass doors he could already see clerks moving through the hallway with stacks of files.

Typewriters clicking somewhere deeper in the building.

Telephones ringing.

An entire government still working.

Calder pushed the door open.

“Then,” he said quietly,

“we end it.”
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