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Chapter 1






Indian
Ocean

‘What is it?’
Clarissa peered through the darkness but could only make out a
large ship coming slowly towards them. She couldn’t believe she had
been torpedoed yet again. She seemed to be dogged by bad luck.
First of all there had been the argument with June and when she had
pushed the woman away from her, June had fallen over, breaking her
leg. It had been an accident, but Sammy had accused her of doing it
deliberately, especially when she was told that June might not
dance again. Then her beloved Tristram had been killed by a gang of
thieves leaving her utterly heartbroken and convinced, however
stupid and mad it sounded, that somehow Sammy had engineered it.
Then she had suffered a particularly bad bout of malaria which had
led to her being sent home on the same ship as Sammy and June. The
only good thing that had happened to her had been her friendship
with Renee. If it wasn’t for Renee, Clarissa would have given
up.

‘Shit! It’s a
Japanese ship.’ One of the sailors cursed.

‘The one that
sunk us?’ Clarissa asked, then realised it didn’t particularly
matter whether it had been responsible or not.

‘Probably.’
The sailors had increased their pace and were trying to row away,
but they were not making much headway.

‘I thought
there weren’t any Jap ships or subs this far south?’ Clarissa
didn’t know why she was bothering to ask except that anything was
better than sitting in silence and waiting for the ship to sink
them. No one answered, the sailors too busy rowing, the other
passengers too terrified.

‘Perhaps
they’ll rescue us?’ Renee tried to sound optimistic. At least she
was still with Clarissa and they hadn’t been separated. Renee was
so grateful that Clarissa had rescued her from Sammy and June.
Without Clarissa who knew what would have happened to her, and she
had every intention of making the most of her good
fortune.

‘I think we
might be better dying out here.’ Clarissa muttered.

‘What do you
mean?’ Renee eyed her nervously. Surely Clarissa couldn’t mean
that? She knew her friend was missing Tristram, and it was very sad
that he had died, but Clarissa had Renee to look after her
now.

‘Nothing, I
just said let’s hope so.’ Clarissa couldn’t see any point of
worrying Renee any more than necessary, but she had heard how the
Japs had behaved when they had taken Singapore. On the other hand
the war was turning in their favour now, so perhaps the Japanese
would be more cautious how they treated them.

Somewhere in
the darkness they could hear shouting, but they were unable to make out what was being said.
The sailors continued to row hard, but Clarissa could hear the
engines of the ship growing louder and she knew it was gaining on
them.

‘Halt! Raise
the oars and surrender! You cannot escape!’ The voice was loud and
harsh in the darkness and Clarissa felt her insides
squirming.

‘I’m sorry,
we’ll have to stop or they might sink us. We wouldn’t survive five
minutes in the shark infested sea.’ One of the sailors raised his
oar, followed slowly by the other. ‘Whatever happens don’t react.
You’re all civilians they will just take you prisoner.’ He had
barely finished speaking when the ship was looming large over them
and Clarissa could see men lowering a net. It reminded her briefly
of the Americans, but only briefly. These men was much shorter,
their faces ranging from angry to curious, she could see the guns
trained on them and she instinctively shrank back against the
boat.

‘You climb up
now!’ The instructions were short and sharp and Clarissa stood up,
her body trembling so much she could hardly move her
legs.

A rope ladder
was thrown over the side of the large ship and the
men above yelled at them to climb,
or at least that was what she presumed they meant as they were
shouting in Japanese. For a moment Clarissa wondered if being cast
adrift in a shark infested ocean might be better, then she thought
about Nathanial. She had a son waiting for her back in England. She
had a duty to stay alive, however scared she was.






*******






Berlin

‘What on earth
are you doing in Berlin?’ Kessel was staring at Tilly, suspicion on
his face.

Tilly
continued to smile, hoping it didn’t seem false. ‘I came to do a story on how the Reich is
fighting back against its enemies.’ Tilly couldn’t believe her bad
luck. Germany was a big country and Berlin a large city and yet
here he was, the person she least wanted to see. He would want to
know why she wasn’t spying on the Dutch resistance as he had
ordered. She would have to be very convincing, or she could find
herself under arrest.

Kessel raised his
eyebrow. ‘Really?’ Tilly had the knack of tuning up at the most
unexpected times and places. Every time he saw her his suspicions
were aroused and he wondered if Tilly was really a British spy? But
she had always managed to allay his fears and leave him feeling
stupid that he had ever doubted her. But not this time. The chances
of her being in Berlin, when he was about to begin a new, very
dangerous V project were astronomical. His face darkened but Tilly
didn’t seem to notice, she was already explaining, chatting away as
if it was only days since she had last seen him and as if he was
her best friend.

‘As I am sure you know, the Netherlands was nearly invaded,
but our soldiers fought back, heroically. Unfortunately, the
attempted invasion encouraged lots of people to think that we were
beaten. Bruno, sorry Sturmbannfuhrer Drescher, was having to deal with lots more trouble
including assassinations of high ranking and very useful
collaborators so I thought it might help to show how strong we
still are and that it won’t be long before the British and
Americans are pushed back into the sea.’ Tilly fell silent, hoping
she hadn’t overdone it.

‘You are here
at Drescher’s instruction?’ Kessel looked even more
surprised.

Tilly
nodded. ‘Yes. He thought it
was a good idea. And it won’t take long.’ She was still trying to
think of a way to distract him when she suddenly spotted his rank
and her face lit up. ‘I see congratulations are in
order.’

Kessel
frowned, confused at the
change of topic. Tilly pointed to his rank insignia. ‘You are an
Oberst now?’

Kessel
couldn’t help smiling. ‘Yes,
yes I have been promoted a couple of times since I last saw
you.’

‘I am so
pleased for you.’ She frowned and pointed to a white ribbon edged
with red, a thick black band in the middle and a gold cross.
‘Heavens, is that a Golden Knights Cross?’ When he nodded she
hurried on, hoping to show the right amount of hero worship. ‘Did
the Fuhrer himself give you that?’

‘Yes, he
did.’

Tilly
gasped. ‘That’s amazing, I so
wish I could have been there to see that. What an incredible
honour.’ Her eyes took on a dreamy expression. ‘What’s he like
close up? Is he as wonderful as he seems? I’ve only seen him on
newsreels. I’d love to meet him, to actually talk to him… although
I would probably be so tongue tied I wouldn’t know what to say…’
Tilly looked embarrassed and then flushed. ‘I’m sorry, I am
waffling, aren’t I?’ She laughed. ‘I am just so envious, to
actually meet him…’ Tilly fell silent, deciding she had probably
said enough, anymore would be overkill.

Kessel forgot
his earlier suspicions and
laughed with her. ‘He is a very powerful man, yes, very
charismatic.’

Tilly
sighed. ‘Ah well, maybe one
day I too will get to meet him, if I do something special, I
mean.’

Kessel was
completely off guard now.
‘You never know Tilly. I am sure the Fuhrer would love to meet you.
Perhaps I could arrange it?’

‘Really?’
Tilly stared at him in genuine disbelief. It looked like her
attempt to disarm him had worked better than she thought. The last
thing she wanted was to actually meet the maniac who was
responsible for millions of deaths. Perhaps it was time to change
the subject. ‘Maybe we could have lunch while I am
here?’

Kessel
nodded. ‘Yes… yes of course.
Tomorrow perhaps? I will send my driver for you.’

‘That would be
great. Here’s the address I’m staying at.’ Tilly searched in her
handbag for a piece of paper and scribbled something before handing
it to him.

‘He will pick
you up at midday… and now,’ Kessel glanced at his watch, looked
around and spotted Ritschel waiting anxiously in the shadows of the
newspaper building, ‘if you will excuse me, I have to
go.’

Tilly
nodded. ‘Yes of course, you must be
very busy. I will see you tomorrow.’ She raised her hand in the
requisite Hitler salute, turned away and hurried into the
building.

Ritschel waited until
she was out of sight then he hastened towards the car, climbed in
and it sped off at speed.

Levi
watched in confusion. Over
the previous weeks Levi had already identified several German
scientists the British wanted, and as far as he knew they had been
picked up by a British task force and taken back to Britain. He was
still uneasy at his role of hunting German scientists to ensure
they did not fall into the hands of the either the Russians or the
Americans. If it had been up to him, they would all be dead. Why
should they escape punishment? Why should they get to live out
their lives in peace and relative prosperity? He had eventually
understood the reason behind his mission, and accepted the need for
it, although it didn’t really make it any easier.

But Ritschel
was different. He was an expert in developing biological
and chemical weapons and Levi’s
instructions were to kill him to prevent him plying his trade
anywhere. Levi would have already completed his mission if he
hadn’t seen the man meet the German officer. He had then decided to
find out what Ritschel was up to first. If the German scientist had
already developed some kind of weapon and the SS Officer was in
charge of deploying it, Levi owed it to his adopted country to find
out as much information as possible so it could be stopped before
it killed people.

Seeing Tilly chatting
to the German officer as if they were old friends had been taken
him completely by surprise. Surely she wasn’t a German spy? Levi
thought hard. He was sure Francis would have known if Tilly was a
spy so this must be part of her cover, but he would have to make
sure. He would contact Francis and check. It was too important for
him to make the wrong decision and Francis was under the impression
that Tilly was searching for Jacob’s wife. If Tilly wasn’t who she
was supposed to be Francis needed to be warned.

In the
meantime it was probably too
dangerous for him to follow the German Officer’s car now. He could
always follow Ritschel again tomorrow. It was probably better not
to make contact with Tilly either, not until he was sure she was on
their side. If she was genuine then he could ask Tilly to find out
the information he wanted. If she wasn’t, then like Ritschel, she
wouldn’t leave Germany.






********






Indian
Ocean

The rope
ladder was difficult to
climb, much more so than the American one had been, but then they
had help and they were being rescued by friends. Now they were
being rescued by the enemy, an enemy that had already proved itself
brutal and unforgiving and whose crew were not helping the
survivors at all. The rope ladder swayed precariously, the ship
bobbing up and down in the ocean swell as they clung on with clammy
hands. Having finally reached the top of the hull they had to grope
their way backward down another ladder to the deck. Eventually they
were on board and Clarissa placed her bag, all that was left of the
possessions she had left India with, down on the deck and waited
nervously for their captors to tell them what to do
next.

‘Do you think
they’ll let us stay up here?’ Renee sounded nervous.

Clarissa
shook her head. ‘I doubt it.
Hopefully they will put us in some cabins…’ She trailed off
realising how unlikely that was and watched as the last of the
women finally climbed on board, the ship’s engines speeded up and
the vessel began to move.

‘I wonder if
they’ve picked up anyone else?’ Clarissa mused out loud, desperate
to talk about anything rather than think too much about their own
situation.

‘One of the
other lifeboats you mean?’ Renee asked.

‘Yes.’
Clarissa peered around but she couldn’t see anyone else on deck
other than their captors. She was about to say more when one of the
sailors strode noisily towards them, indicated a hole further along
the deck and yelled ‘Down there!’

‘I guess that
answers your question, Renee. Maybe there are other survivors down
here.’ Clarissa and Renee picked up their bags and followed the
other women as they clambered slowly down a steep ladder into the
ship’s hold. As they descended the heat increased, the air stuffy,
stale and oppressive while above them the light gradually faded
until eventually they were in total suffocating
darkness.

















Chapter 2






Warrington

‘I’m sorry. I
don’t understand it.’ Nora sat on the bed and stared down at her
feet. It didn’t make sense. That bastard had raped her once and she
had become pregnant, she and Hank made love every night and yet her
monthly still arrived, like clockwork.

Hank
stared up at the ceiling and did his
best to hide his disappointment. ‘We’ll just have to keep
practicing honey. Don’t let it worry you or that might stop it
happening.’

Nora’s face
lit up and she turned to face
him. ‘Do you think it could be that?’

Hank smiled
at her. ‘I don’t see why not.
Look, let’s forget all about getting you pregnant, and just enjoy
being married.’ Hank ignored his growing unease. He was sure it was
just a matter of time and perhaps him telling her how much he
wanted children was putting too much pressure on her.

‘I don’t want
to let you down.’

Hank
reached out, put his arm around her
and pulled her towards him. ‘You could never do that Nora. Now just
relax and let me show you how much you mean to me.’

Nora smiled
at him, allowed him to pull
her back on the bed and gave herself up to his passion. Her mind
was elsewhere. She hadn’t heard from Jacob since the wedding, so
she had no idea how he was getting on looking for Jennifer. She
wanted to contact him, but given Hank’s reaction to Jacob at the
wedding she was wary of him finding out she had deliberately sought
out her ex. It would be better for Jacob to contact her via Bill.
She was vaguely aware of Hank finishing and as she made the
appropriate noises she felt guilty. Perhaps she would have more
chance of getting pregnant if she was actually enjoying herself?
Almost as soon as the thought came into her head she realised that
couldn’t be the case or she would never have become pregnant with
Jennifer.






*******






London

Francis read
the message from Levi, cursed
loudly and let out a long sigh before drafting a quick reply and
telephoning it back down to the radio room. The last thing he
needed was for his agents to start killing each other under the
mistaken impression they were on opposite sides.

Levi was
right to try and find out what Ritschel was up to, however, and he and Tilly would probably
get further if they worked together. He hadn’t heard from Tilly
regarding the whereabouts of Jacob’s wife yet so he could only
assume she hadn’t had any success. Bumping into Kessel would have
been an unwelcome surprise but judging from Levi’s message Tilly
appeared to have got away with it again. He was still thinking
about that when the telephone rang.

Francis listened to
the decoded message from Tilly and smiled. Clever girl. Although
meeting Hitler was hardly keeping a low profile. He drafted a
careful reply asking her to work with Levi and not to take any
chances. If she hadn’t found Eva by the new year she was to leave
Berlin and go back to Amsterdam, preferably without arousing
Kessel’s suspicion.

He
glanced at the clock and stood up.
He would call in and see Jacob on his way home and let him know
where his new job was. Francis had a feeling Jacob would make a
very good detective and his injury wouldn’t make any difference to
his ability to do the job. Much to his surprise it hadn’t taken
very much persuasion to get Scotland Yard to take Jacob on. They
were quite short of staff, most of their fit and healthy young men
had been drafted, but crime had risen. Francis had hardly needed to
sell Jacob to them at all. They had agreed to start him as a
Detective Inspector for six months with automatic promotion to
Chief Inspector after that if he proved he was worthy of the role.
Then it would be up to Jacob.

Francis
put on his coat and hat,
switched the desk light off and made his way to the door before
turning back and reaching for the large file he had prepared
earlier. Not only could he see if Jacob had discovered any more
information about Jennifer or the whereabouts of Sister Angelica or
whatever she was calling herself now. He could also drop off the
file about the missing children. Francis gave a wry smile. At this
rate Jacob would be so busy he wouldn’t have time to miss his
wife.






*******






Off
Gibraltar

Bill yawned
and tried to concentrate. They had just finished several days of exercises off the coast of
Ireland and had then sailed to Gibraltar with a brief stop at
Milford Haven. They had not been given shore leave, but at least he
knew his letter to Nora had gone. Their duties now veered from
escorting convoys to patrolling for U-boats and for the most part
it was very quiet. He still found it strange that they were no
longer permanently on alert and he wondered if he was the only
person who found it more difficult. At least when they were
constantly expecting to be attacked he knew what he was supposed to
be doing and he wasn’t bored, but now… he couldn’t shut his mind
off so although there was little danger most of the time he still
found himself staring anxiously out to sea expecting the
worst.

‘How’s your
sister? Happily married now isn’t she?’ Tom handed him a mug of hot
tea.

Bill
sighed. ‘Well she’s married…
not sure about her being happy.’

Tom
frowned. ‘She’s only just
married him, trouble?’

‘I didn’t like
him. There’s something… I don’t know, I just don’t think he’s who
he says he is, if that makes sense?’

‘You mean he’s
lying about his name?’ Tom looked confused.

Bill shook
his head. ‘No, I’m sure
that’s his name. He’s in the US Army Air Force so that must be
correct. I just mean that Nora thinks the sun shines out of his
backside but I didn’t think he was that nice. He was very
aggressive, like I was some kind of threat to him.’ Bill shrugged.
‘It was weird.’

‘Perhaps
you’re wrong?’ Tom sipped his own tea. ‘You’d all probably just had
a few drinks and things got a bit heated.’

‘No, if it was
only me that didn’t like him I would agree, put it down to the
drink, but there were other people there, one was her ex, a really
nice bloke, lost part of his leg in action which seemed to wind
Hank right up. And another one of them is in intelligence.’ Bill
stopped, suddenly remembering he wasn’t meant to mention
Francis.

Tom choked on
his tea. ‘Intelligence?’

‘Forget I said
that. I can’t talk about it. But the point I am making is the same.
They didn’t like him either.’

‘Well, there’s
not much you can do about it is there?’

‘No,
especially as they will go to America to live once the war is
over.’

Tom didn’t say
anything, partly because he couldn’t think of anything helpful, but
partly because he was wondering if Bill was just upset at the
thought of his sister moving so far away. It would be one more
person leaving him.

Bill finished
his tea. ‘I’ve written to
her.’

‘Saying what?’
Tom looked uneasy.

‘Just that she
should be careful about going so far away.’ He saw Tom’s expression
and he wished he could explain that Nora had said she didn’t love
Hank but thought he would give her a good life somewhere no one
knew her. But that would mean explaining about Jennifer and he
wasn’t ready to talk about that, not yet anyway, even if Tom was a
good friend. It was a shame Danny wasn’t around. He was the only
one who knew the truth about Nora and Jennifer, the only one he
could really talk to.






*******






London

Jacob
poured himself some whisky, courtesy
of Francis, and took the tablets the doctor had given him. He had
been told not to mix them with alcohol, but he found they worked
better if he did, and he saw no reason to be in physical pain as
well as mental anguish. It was now nearly two months since he had
last seen Eva. If only she had done as he had asked and gone to
Amsterdam she would have been here with him instead of goodness
knows where. Jacob was grateful that Francis had sent Tilly to find
her, but he would have preferred it to be someone else. His
feelings for Tilly were too complicated for him to put into words.
He had no doubts that he loved Eva, but he also loved Tilly. He had
tried to convince himself that his feelings for Tilly were
brotherly, not romantic but if he was honest, he wasn’t sure. If it
was possible to love two women then that would explain his
feelings, but he was sure that couldn’t really be possible, so he
felt guilty for betraying Eva. She was pregnant with his child, she
was his wife who he had vowed to love until death parted them.
Admittedly he had married her in another name, his cover name of
Linus Haas, so there was a chance the marriage wasn’t legal, but he
would rectify that as soon as she arrived in England.

He
placed his glass on the small
table by his chair, sat down and carefully removed the prosthetic
lower limb, grimacing at the pain. But the tablets were starting to
work now, and the pain was easing. He glanced around the flat and
smiled. Francis had chosen well. He must have called in quite a few
favours to have found Jacob a ground floor flat in London when
there was an acute shortage of housing thanks to the bombing and
the number of foreign troops and refugees in the
capital.

Jacob closed
his eyes and thought about
his last conversation with Francis. According to Francis the
average number of V2 rockets landing on London was three a day. He
had grown used to the bombing in Berlin, but this was something
different. England had no defence against the V2, it travelled much
too fast to be shot down and there was no warning before it hit.
The RAF could pick them up on their radar for 50 seconds, but that
was all they could do. He thought back to his visit to Mittelwerk
in the Harz Mountains in Northern Germany and how enthusiastic Hans
Kammler had been about the destruction the rockets would cause.
Despite Jacob’s intelligence reports Britain and America had not
had enough time to develop a credible defence. Jacob had not
expected to see the results of the rockets, but here he was, in
London. The first rocket had landed in Chiswick in September
killing three people, but after that they had mainly landed in the
East End, south east London, Essex and Kent. Jacob had read the
official reports of the casualties and he wished he could have done
something to stop them. If only he had been able to sabotage the
plant when he had been there. Jacob sighed. He was being
ridiculous. He would never have been able to destroy the plant. It
would have taken proper planning and skilled operatives to destroy
anything so massive, not one man with some explosive. Thanks to
him, at least the allies knew about Mittelwerk and could destroy it
when they finally reached Germany.

The pain
killers were relaxing him now
and he was beginning to doze off when there was a knock at the
door.






*******






Indian
Ocean

Clarissa and
Renee and the rest of the
passengers from the British ship were huddled together somewhere in
the bowels of the Japanese ship. The noise of the engines was
deafening, the air was hot and stuffy, the large space was dark
with slatted wood floors, high walls and no bedding or furniture.
They had been given little food, only rice, and some water to
drink. Clarissa’s head was already throbbing from the heat, her
stomach grumbling at the lack of sustenance.

The
hold was quite crowded now as
the ship had stopped on several more occasions, and each time more
women had clambered down the steep ladder into the hold. Clarissa
recognised some of them, others were strangers. At one stop Sammy
and June had appeared at the bottom of the ladder and made their
way to the few remaining spaces. They didn’t see Clarissa or Renee
and neither said anything. It was bad enough being a prisoner but
knowing they would have to share their captivity with Sammy and
June was not something either was looking forward to. Clarissa
prayed they would be separated once they reached land, but if not
they would just have to make the most of it. More worryingly none
of the British sailors or troops were with them. Clarissa couldn’t
remember seeing any of the men since they had climbed aboard the
Japanese vessel.

‘Where do you
think they are taking us?’ Renee whispered. Despite there being no
way of escaping the Japanese had posted guards in the hold adding
to the heat in the overcrowded space and they didn’t like the women
talking. A couple had already been shouted at and threatened with
sticks for making conversation. She wouldn’t have spoken but she
could see they were both dozing in the heat.

‘Some kind of
prison camp probably.’ Clarissa replied quietly. ‘It might be on
one of the islands they’ve invaded, but as the Americans are
rapidly liberating them, perhaps not.’ Despite the heat she
shivered suddenly. That only left Japan. She didn’t utter the
thought out loud, no point worrying Renee unnecessarily. She peered
around the large crowded space and changed the subject. ‘Where are
the sailors? We haven’t seen any of the men.’

‘They shot
them and threw their bodies back into the sea.’ The answer came
from one of the other women, Clarissa recognised her as the partner
of one of the comedians, but she couldn’t remember her
name.

‘They can’t do
that surely?’ She could barely get the words out she was so
shocked.

‘They do what
they like.’ The woman sounded totally dispirited. ‘To be honest I’m
surprised they rescued us. Must need us for slave
labour.’

Clarissa
looked even more horrified.
‘But we’re civilians?’

The woman
shook her head and laughed, a
harsh brittle sound that chilled Clarissa’s bones. ‘Don’t you read
the newspapers?’

‘Of course, I
do!’ Clarissa snapped, then immediately relented. They should be
sticking together, not arguing amongst themselves. She took a
breath. ‘I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to snap…’

‘Its alright
love, I shouldn’t have had a go at you. Its not your fault. I’m
just missing Greg, my partner. We’ve been together for years, I’m
not used to being on my own.’

‘I know the
feeling. I lost my partner a few months ago. We hadn’t been
together that long but…’ Clarissa fell silent.

‘Yes, I know,
you’re Clarissa aren’t you? I’m Jacqueline by the way, Jacqueline
Du Pret.’

‘French?’

‘No, its my
stage name…’

‘Quiet!’ The
Japanese sailor woke up suddenly, stood up and yelled.

‘We’re only
talking for heaven’s sake.’ Clarissa snapped.

‘You quiet or
I hit!’ The sailor moved menacingly towards her.

‘Well, that’s
really brave, hitting women. I thought you Japanese were all about
honour?’ Jacqueline interjected.

‘We have
honour!’ The other sailor was also standing now, anger on his
face.

‘We’re not
doing any harm, only talking. Its not like we can
escape.’

‘You be quiet
or you be sorry!’ The first sailor was standing very close to
Jacqueline now, his baton extended in his hand.

‘Where are you
taking us?’ Clarissa tried to diffuse the situation by asking a
question.

‘You prisoners
of war, you go to camp.’

‘But we’re not
soldiers, we’re entertainers. Is it a civilian camp?’

The sailor
looked completely confused.
‘You go to camp.’ He repeated. ‘Now you be quiet.’

Clarissa gave
up. She shrugged and waited
for the sailors to walk towards the other end of the hold before
speaking again. ‘They’re losing the war, aren’t they? You’d think
that would make them treat us with some respect wouldn’t
you?’

Jacqueline gave a wry
smile. ‘They haven’t lost yet, and they probably don’t know what’s
happening anyway. They don’t have a free press in Japan, everyone
does as they are told. Unfortunately for them and fortunately for
us, the European war is nearly over and when that happens they will
face the rest of the British and American troops. They can’t win,
not in the long run.’

‘But until
that happens, we will be their prisoners.’ Clarissa sighed. All she
wanted was to go home and be with her son, but instead she was
going to be stuck in the Far East for even longer.

‘Never mind
Lady Muck, you’ll just have to slum it with the rest of us.’ Even
lowered Sammy’s voice was unmistakable, and Clarissa sighed. Could
things get any worse?






*******






London

It took
Jacob a few moments to grab
his crutch and hop to the door. ‘Francis? I wasn’t expecting you.’
His face lit up and his heart began racing. ‘Have you found
her?’

Francis
cursed under his breath. It
hadn’t occurred to him that Jacob would view his late evening visit
as confirmation that he had news of Eva. ‘No, I’m sorry. I should
have thought…’ He fell silent.

Jacob moved
aside to let him in and shut the door. ‘I know its probably too soon but yes, seeing you
here…’ He indicated the living room, waited for Francis to go in
and then followed him. ‘Do you want a drink?’

‘That would be
very welcome, thank you.’ Francis moved to the chair opposite the
one Jacob was obviously sitting in, then stepped towards the small
drinks table.

Jacob smiled,
poured him a drink and held
it out. ‘Perhaps you could get my glass?’

‘Is your leg
painful still?’

Jacob
nodded. ‘Yes, it rubs on the
stump, so I take it off in the evenings.’ He poured himself another
drink, handed it to Francis who placed it on the small table by
Jacob’s chair and then headed back to the seat opposite. He sat
down and waited until Jacob was comfortable before
speaking.

‘I’ll have to
send you another bottle round.’

Jacob
laughed. ‘I certainly won’t
say no!’ He raised his glass, sipped it and replaced it on the
table. ‘So why have you come so late?’

‘I had some
messages from Tilly and Levi, and I wanted to drop this file off to
you so I thought I would combine the two. First of all Tilly has
not found Eva but she’s made contact with some people who may be
able to help. Levi is on another mission, but he has ended up in
Berlin and will be meeting up with Tilly. They may be able to help
each other which is good news for Tilly’s search for
Eva.’

‘And probably
for Levi’s mission I would guess?’

Francis
nodded then relented, Jacob
had more than enough security clearance and it might be good to be
able to run ideas off him if he needed to. ‘Levi is hunting German
scientists. He identifies them and we send in a task force to bring
them back to Britain.’ He quickly explained the history behind it
before carrying on. ‘He was looking for Willy Ritschel, a chemical
and biological weapons expert who we want eliminated so he can’t
carry on his research anywhere. The trail led to Heinz Kessel.’ He
ignored Jacob’s gasp. ‘It also led him to Tilly who was spotted by
Kessel.’ He saw Jacob’s horror and shook his head. ‘She handled it
very well and she doesn’t think Kessel is suspicious.’ He smiled.
‘Levi was though, hence the message from him.’

Jacob relaxed
slightly. ‘He must have got a
shock seeing her chatting to Kessel.’

‘Yes, but I
have reassured him, and hopefully Tilly can find out why Kessel is
meeting Ritschel.’

‘Its very
worrying… the V2 rockets are bad enough.’

‘Exactly and
that was why Levi didn’t kill him immediately. He thought he should
find out why he was meeting with Kessel first.’

Jacob fell
silent. The idea of Germany
unleashing some kind of biological or chemical weapon when the war
in Europe was so nearly over didn’t bear thinking about.

















Chapter 3






Berlin

‘Hello Tilly.’
Levi had followed her home from the newspaper office and waited
until she reached the apartment she was staying in before
approaching her. He didn’t give her a chance to say anything before
continuing. ‘I’m Levi, we met briefly on the Isle of Man at the
beginning of the war. Francis sent me. I am a friend of
Jacob.’

Tilly had
blanched when he said her name, and although he looked vaguely familiar she didn’t
immediately recognise him. She was frantically trying to work out
who he was, when everything suddenly fell into place and she
remembered him. Levi, of course. He was married to Jacob’s cousin
Sura. She began to relax. ‘Good heavens, you’re the last person I
expected to see, especially in that uniform. You’d better come in.’
She opened the door to her apartment and indicated that he go in
front of her. She was still trying to work out why he was there. So
far she hadn’t said anything really incriminating, she would have
to make sure that continued until she was sure of his
intentions.

‘Do you want
some coffee, its only ersatz I’m afraid.’

‘Thank you.’
Levi glanced around quickly and then focused his attention back on
her. ‘Francis said you are here trying to find Jacob’s wife Eva. I
had to check you out because I saw you being very friendly with the
German Oberst.’

Tilly didn’t answer.
She was still trying to work out whether this was some kind of trap
when there was a knock at the door. ‘Excuse me…’ She walked slowly
to the door wondering if she was about to be arrested.

‘Niklas?’

She didn’t have time
to warn him to be careful, but he lowered his voice anyway, leant
forward and spoke quickly. ‘A message. Its urgent. A man called
Levi will be here. You are to work with him.’

Tilly stared
at him in astonishment then
her face relaxed and she smiled. ‘You’d better come in Niklas, he’s
already here. I wasn’t sure if I could trust him. You arrived just
in time.’ She replaced the capsule in her pocket.

‘Levi, this is
Niklas. He’s just saved you!’ She reached into her pocket and held
out her hand revealing the capsule.

‘Ouch!’ Levi
laughed. ‘I take it that was going in my coffee?’

Tilly smiled
back. ‘I recognised you Levi,
but it could have been a trap. I was only going to knock you out
while I checked with London.’

‘Thank you
Niklas.’ Levi still looked amused.

Niklas
laughed and raised his hand.
‘I won’t stop if that’s alright with you both? You will need to
talk and its best I don’t know anything I don’t need to.’ They both
nodded, Niklas turned and left and Tilly closed the door. She
turned to Levi.

‘So why are
you here? Surely not to find Eva?’ Tilly couldn’t believe Francis
would have sent another agent to help, Eva couldn’t be that
important surely?

‘No, I am here
for something completely different.’ Levi was no longer smiling.
‘The German officer you were talking to, who is he?’

Tilly sighed. ‘Long
story. But the basics are that he was running German spies in
Britain, and I was weeding them out for Francis. He thinks I am a
German patriot. My father was German and probably a Nazi, so he
thinks I am too. The last time I ran into him was in Belgium, he
told me to infiltrate the Dutch resistance. That’s where he thought
I was. I wasn’t expecting to bump into him here, it was a very
nasty shock I can tell you, but I don’t think he is
suspicious.’

‘That’s good
because we need to know what he’s up to with the man I was
following. Do you think you can find out?’

Tilly looked
interested. ‘Who were you
following?’

‘He’s a
biological and chemical weapons specialist, Willi
Ritschel.’

Tilly
stared at him, a thoughtful
expression on her face. ‘Why were you following him?’

Levi
hesitated for a second then
shrugged. ‘I’m here to kill him,’ he ignored her gasp, ‘but when I
saw him with the German officer, I thought I should find out what
he is doing here first.’

‘In case he
has already developed something they are planning to
use?’

Levi raised
an eyebrow, he was impressed she had guessed so quickly.
‘Yes. It might not have got that far
but we can’t afford to take a chance. Britain is already being
hammered by V1 and V2 weapons.’

‘And this
scientist is a chemical and biological weapons specialist?’ Tilly
shivered. ‘It really doesn’t bear thinking about, does
it?’

‘No.’ Levi
sighed. ‘Can you find out what we need to know?’

‘I can try,
although I doubt Kessel will trust me that much. I always get the
impression that his suspicions of me are never too far
away.’

Levi
shrugged. ‘Its worth a try,
but please be careful. There’s no point giving yourself away over
this. If he doesn’t want to volunteer anything, then don’t push
him.’

Tilly
nodded. ‘I won’t do anything
stupid, but it is important we find out. What if I
fail?’

‘The I will go
back to plan A which is to kill Ritschel.’

Tilly thought
hard for a moment. ‘Perhaps
you should kill Kessel too.’ She saw the shock on his face and gave
a wry smile. ‘If Ritschel has developed anything with Kessel then
killing them both might buy us some time. It can’t be that much
longer before Germany surrenders, can it?’

‘The Germans
have started a new offensive in the Ardennes.’ Levi stared at her.
‘It was on the radio earlier. You haven’t heard?’

Tilly sat
down abruptly and shook her
head. ‘No, I haven’t heard the news since I got home. She looked at
him and shook her head. ‘For heavens sake, surely they are not
going to succeed?’

Levi gave a
reassuring smile. ‘They don’t
have enough manpower or weapons to defeat both the western allies
and the Soviets. I’m sure they will soon be defeated.’

‘All the more
reason to find out what Kessel is planning then.’ Tilly stood up.
‘I’m having lunch with him so I will try and find out then. Will
you be here when I get back?’

‘Yes, I’ll
wait up the road though, not in here… just in case.’

Tilly
nodded, her face serious.
‘Good idea. Wish me luck.’






*******






Warrington

Nora read
Bill’s letter again and
wondered what had prompted him to write the warning. She knew Bill
and Hank had not exactly hit it off at the wedding, but he was
reading too much into it, wasn’t he? Nora frowned as she thought
back to the wedding. It had been Jacob’s arrival that had set Hank
off which was surprising considering her behaviour before she
started going out with him. She had assumed he just wasn’t the
jealous type, yet his behaviour towards Jacob suggested
otherwise.

Nora let out
a long sigh. If Hank really
was jealous of her past the chances of him allowing her to bring
Jennifer to America were slim. He wouldn’t want anything that
reminded him of the time before she was with him. But it didn’t
have to be like that. No one in America would know her so they
could make up a story that would satisfy people’s curiosity, they
could say she had been married to someone who was killed in the
war. So many people had died no one would question that. In fact
they would look on him more favourably because he had taken on
another man’s child. A germ of an idea began to form in her head.
If she could only persuade him to agree…






*******






London

Jacob looked
down at his new desk and the
pile of paperwork in the in-tray. A wry smile crossed his face, no
wonder they were delighted to see him. It looked like no one had
done anything for quite a while.

He walked
towards the door and stepped out into the main room where a couple of men were busy writing up
reports, at least he assumed that was what they were doing. Both
men leapt to their feet.

 ‘Good morning
sir, Detective Sergeant Pete Donahue and this is Detective
Constable Andy Sharpe. Welcome to Scotland Yard.’

‘Thank you, it
nice to meet you both and I hope we can work well together. Do you
have anything for me? I see there’s quite a lot of paperwork on my
desk, so I should probably get on with that, but if there’s
anything urgent?’

It was
Pete who answered. ‘Not
really sir. A couple of burglaries last night, but we have a
suspect in mind.’

‘Then go and
pick him up… when you’re ready of course.’ Jacob smiled. ‘Anything
else?’

‘Some
black-market activity up west that has led to violence… we think
its two gangs vying for position.’

Jacob
frowned. ‘Is there much of
that?’ Pete nodded and Jacob tried and failed to hide his anger.
The truth was he despised black marketeers. He and so many others
had been risking their lives fighting a war, while criminals were
stealing rations and selling stuff to the highest bidder. ‘Perhaps
we should let them fight it out and then mop up the survivors?’ He
spoke without thinking and then wondered if he should have kept
that thought quiet.

Pete grinned,
Andy laughed and both men relaxed. When they had heard their new
boss had no experience and
had come straight from some intelligence job they had been wary,
but it looked like he would be alright after all.

Jacob relaxed as well
and smiled back. ‘I probably shouldn’t have said that. But as you
know I am new to this!’ He indicated that they sit down. ‘Look,
I’ll be honest with you both. At the moment you are the experts, so
I will bow to your superior knowledge and experience while I learn
the job. However, I do need you to keep me abreast of what is going
on as that will help me to learn and keep me out of trouble! I will
be delighted to hear any suggestions or ideas you have, after all
you know the areas and the local criminals. Is that
alright?’

‘Yes sir.’
Both men nodded. Jacob smiled, stepped back to his own office, sat
down and reached for the first pile of paperwork.






*******






Berlin

Kessel’s
driver arrived promptly at
noon and Tilly climbed into the back of the car and leant back, her
thoughts still on how she could get Kessel to tell her anything.
Unfortunately, she couldn’t think of any way of getting Kessel to
part with what would obviously be top secret information. The car
pulled up outside one of the few remaining restaurants that hadn’t
been destroyed in the constant bombing, the driver climbed out and
opened the door for her. Tilly walked slowly inside and spotted
Kessel immediately, sitting at a table by the window.

‘Tilly, I hope
you are hungry, they do a very good menu here.’ He stood up and
walked to her side of the table.

‘Thank you,
I’m sure the food will be excellent whatever it is.’ She allowed
him to push in her chair.

Heinz
sat back down, poured her a glass of
champagne and handed her the menu. Tilly tried to look
enthusiastic. Obviously this was somewhere the top Nazis came to
eat and given the rationing in the Netherlands and Germany she
should be delighted to be offered so much choice, but she was too
nervous.

Thinking she
was having trouble deciding
because of the amount of choice Heinz spoke ‘I have ordered the
lobster…’ He pointed to a small tank where a few lobsters were
swimming around.

The thought
of picking out a live lobster
so they could cook it for her made her feel ill. She pushed the
thought away, glanced back at the menu and forced a smile. ‘I’ll
have the königsberger klopse please.’ Meatballs were one of the few
nice things she remembered from her childhood.

Tilly lay the
menu on the table and sipped
her champagne while he called the waiter over and
ordered.

The waiter
walked away and Heinz
returned his gaze to Tilly who was still worrying about how she
could ask him about the scientist. She suddenly realised he was
watching her carefully. ‘You don’t seem very happy. Is something
worrying you?’

Tilly toyed
with her glass, then stared
straight into his eyes as an idea suddenly came to her. ‘Will you
tell me the truth Heinz?’

‘If I can.’ He
sounded wary.

Tilly lowered
her voice. ‘We are going to
lose the war, aren’t we?’ She held her breath and hoped she hadn’t
misjudged it.

Heinz
eyed her thoughtfully, sipped his
drink and then put the glass down. ‘Yes, I think it’s
inevitable.’

Tilly
nodded, thought about her
missing sister and her eyes filled with tears. She blinked them
away. ‘What about the V weapons?’

Heinz
shrugged. ‘They are causing
some damage, but not enough. We are completely outnumbered. It
would take something a little more than the so-called V weapons to
make any difference to the outcome.’

Tilly
remained silent for several
seconds before taking her chance. ‘Shame we can’t have another
Spanish flu outbreak, one that only targets our enemies. The one
after the Great War killed millions didn’t it!’ She gave a harsh
laugh, downed the rest of her champagne and held out her glass for
some more.

Heinz
hid his surprise and refilled her
glass. ‘That’s hardly fair, is it?’

Tilly looked
confused. ‘Fair? Who cares
about being fair? Germany should have won this war. Bloody British.
If they’d given up…’ She fell silent and he could see the tears
glistening in her eyes again. They trickled slowly down her face
and she made no attempt to wipe them away. Eventually she looked
back up at him. ‘Sorry, I didn’t mean to spoil our lunch. I am just
so disappointed… and angry, really angry. Everything my father
worked for... gone up in smoke,’ she pointed at the bomb damage
outside the window and gave a wry smile, ‘literally.’ She drank
deeply and let out a long sigh. ‘He would be so bloody fed
up.’

Heinz
didn’t answer so Tilly continued.
‘Can you get me something?’

‘Something?’
Heinz looked confused.

Tilly
finished her drink, held out her glass and lowered her voice. ‘To end it all, if… when its all
over I mean. I don’t want to carry on, not if we lose.’

Heinz looked
shocked and Tilly hoped she
hadn’t over done it. He refilled her glass again, but this time
only halfway up. ‘I think you’ve probably had enough, you’ll feel
better once you eat.’

Tilly laughed. ‘I’m
not drunk Heinz, well I am, but its not the drink talking. I have
been thinking about this for a while. I’d like to go out while
we’re still in charge, while I can pretend there’s still a chance…’
She tailed off as the waiter arrived with their food. Damn, she was
sure she was starting to get somewhere but now they would eat and
he would probably change the subject.

She began
eating the meatballs, savouring the tangy flavour of the broth. For
a brief moment the taste took
her back to her childhood and she could see herself sitting at the
kitchen table enjoying her mother’s cooking. It was a rare day, one
on which her father had been paid and wasn’t yet drunk. It was a
day before he had started… before he took her innocence. Tears
formed in her eyes again and this time they were genuine. She was
crying for what should have been, the childhood she and Dot should
have had.

Heinz watched
her in concern. ‘Tilly? Are
you alright?’

She pulled
herself together, pushed the
memories to the back of her mind and forced a smile. ‘Yes, I’m
sorry. The food reminded me of my childhood that’s all.’ She sipped
some more champagne. ‘I bet you’re wishing you hadn’t invited me
now. I don’t know what’s the matter with me.’ She ate some more of
her meatballs and tried to work out how to get the conversation
back to biological weapons. She ate in silence for a while and then
spoke thoughtfully. ‘Perhaps its because I can finally relax. Its
very hard looking over your shoulder all the time, tiring, never
knowing who to trust. When I’m with Bruno its alright, well it was.
But after someone tried to kill him I could never completely relax
again. Maybe it wasn’t him they were after?’ She looked into his
eyes. ‘Now do you understand why I want to end it all? Even if I
escape at the end of the war, I will be forever wondering when
someone will unmask me as a German spy. No peace, ever.’

‘What if I
told you there was a plan…’ Heinz stopped eating and sipped his
champagne, his eyes boring into hers.

Tilly felt a
thrill of excitement. Was he
really about to tell her something useful? Somehow, she managed to
hide her reaction. ‘A plan?’ She spoke in a monotone and carried on
eating.

‘A plan to end
the war in Germany’s favour.’

Tilly
dropped her fork on the floor
as she gasped in shock, and her face lit up. ‘Really?’

Heinz
smiled. ‘Finish your meal and
I will take you for a little drive.’






*******






Irish
Sea

They had been
on anti U-boat patrol in the Irish Sea for several days, Bill was still wondering about
his letter to Nora when the alarms started, he grabbed his machine
gun and began searching for the enemy. The skies were quiet so he
transferred his gaze to the choppy waves and then he spotted it,
just below the surface.

‘Enemy sub, two o’clock!’ He yelled and waited for the order
to fire but instead the ship altered course slightly and increased
its speed. He watched the U-boat as they inched closer, and then it
dived below the sea and was lost from sight. His attention was
drawn to two other ships in the convoy, HMS Bligh and HMS
Tyler, the three ships
heading at speed to where they had last seen the U-boat. Within
minutes depth charges were being fired into the sea, the explosions
rocking the ship and showering the deck in spray.

‘Come on… come
on…’ Bill held tight to his gun while he continued to mutter
encouragement. Then the depth charges found their mark, the
explosions continued but now the sea was boiling with wreckage, oil
and parts of bodies. Bill watched without speaking. He had longed
for this moment, to finally sink a German sub and get revenge for
the death of so many friends. But strangely enough he felt nothing.
The momentary burst of exaltation, the wild cheering along with the
rest of the crew when they realised they had been successful, had
passed quickly and now… now he stared into the sea and waited for
the remains of the U-boat to surface.

He
didn’t have long to wait, as
he stared into the boiling seas the outline of the U-boat appeared
below the waves and then she surfaced. Although the damage was
obvious, Bill wasn’t going to take any chances. He gripped the
machine gun and lined up on the sub, his fingers twitching to fire
as the survivors began climbing out of the turret and into the
waiting lifeboats, sent by the three British ships. Bill watched
them climb in and his thoughts returned to Greece, how the Stukas
had bombed them relentlessly, how their boat exploded and they had
to swim to shore. No rescue boats for them. Then there was
HMS Ladybird, sinking slowly in the harbour, while they abandoned
ship and fought their way through the burning oil and severed limbs
floating in the sea around them.

His fingers twitched
on the trigger, aching to fire upon the enemy as they climbed
aboard the ships that had sunk them, to kill those who had murdered
his friends… If Alan had survived he would have married Nora and
she would never have been raped. The temptation to fire was
overwhelming…

















Chapter 4


Japan

Their
incarceration in the Japanese ship
had been awful, several days of very little food and water and no
fresh air, the communal bucket in the corner stinking constantly of
urine, faeces and sick. By the time the ship began to slow down
Clarissa was wishing she had died in one of the numerous explosions
on their transport ship.

She leaned
over Renee who seemed to have
been sleeping for hours. The light was not good, but even in the
gloom Renee looked pale and sweaty, and Clarissa feared the
worst.

‘How is she?’
Jacqueline asked. She was kneeling next to Clarissa, a concerned
expression on her face.

‘Not good, if
we stay on here much longer I….’

‘You be quiet,
go back!’ The Japanese sailor was right on top of them, his face so
close she could feel his spittle on her skin.

Jacqueline
raised her hands in supplication, nodded and stood up. ‘Just try and keep her temperature down.
Don’t give up hope.’ She patted Clarissa’s shoulder before moving
obediently back to her own small area.

Clarissa
nodded but didn’t answer. She was vaguely aware that the ship had slowed down and then
suddenly everything went quiet.

‘Have we
stopped?’ Renee opened her eyes.

‘I think so.’
Clarissa’s heart began to race. Conditions on the ship were awful
but who knew what would face them on land. They didn’t even know
where they were.

Several hours
later, when they had almost
given up hope, the hatch that kept the hold separate from the rest
of the ship slowly opened.

‘Quick, get up
ladder!’ The order was shouted in a harsh voice and they all tried
to obey, but they were weak from lack of food and water and had
been inactive for so long it was a struggle to get to their feet.
The next minute men were swarming around them hitting out with
sticks, punching and kicking until finally they were all climbing
the long ladder to daylight.


*******


Irish
Sea

Bill joined in the
celebrations, but he didn’t really feel anything. Prior to the
day HMS Keats
had sunk U-1172, the other ships in
the patrol had sunk another U-boat, U-1051. After forcing it to the
surface a gun battle had ensued and then HMS Aylmer had
rammed her, sinking the sub with all hands. The Irish Sea was
considerably safer without the two U-boats, and it was another step
closer to destroying the U-Boat menace completely, but Bill found
himself wishing they had sunk more. It seemed to him that he had
been fighting the Nazis for years, and yet this was only the first
sub he had sunk and now the war was nearly over. What if he didn’t
get another chance? He had sworn to sink the enemy, to avenge his
friends, but he wasn’t doing a very good job so far. He had been so
tempted to fire on the krauts leaving the U-boat, but instead he
had eased his grasp off the trigger and taken several deep breaths
before looking away. Why hadn’t he fired on them? Because it wasn’t
the done thing to fire on men who were surrendering, even if they
were a brutal enemy who would not have given his life a second
thought.

‘Come on Bill,
drink up. You look like you’re at a funeral, not a celebration!’
Tom topped up his mug with rum.

Bill stared at him
with sorrowful eyes. ‘How many of those bastards will get away with
it Tom?’

Tom looked
confused. ‘What do you
mean?’

‘Those U-boats
have killed thousands, not just Royal Navy blokes, but civilians.
Yet if the war ends tomorrow, they’ll be able to go home and get on
with their lives.’

Tom
shrugged. ‘We’ve killed
people too Bill.’

‘Its
different.’ Bill shook his head. ‘We only shot at men who were
trying to kill us. We don’t shoot at civilians do we, or try to
sink their ships and then machine gun them in the
water?’

Tom frowned
and drank deeply from his
mug. ‘Nothing you can do about it Bill.’ He let out a long sigh,
his own good humour forgotten. ‘You think too much pal.’

Bill
shrugged. ‘Maybe, but if we
don’t punish them they’ll do it again.’ He suddenly remembered the
wanted posters he’d seen in Portsmouth. ‘What about the ones who
were spying in Britain, inciting sabotage
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