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      Every year from 1943-1957, there was another revolution in jet aviation, as somebody built something so radically advanced that everything else was suddenly second-class. And I have some fun ideas for new aircraft planned, but I wanted to take a look at history itself.

      I’ve noted elsewhere that US History classes (I started college in the mid-80s) tended to end with VJ Day, when the Japanese surrendered. And Reagan was current events for me then, not counting my Vietnam Veteran Hard Red History teacher in high school.

      Everything in between 1946 and 1980 tended to get summed up in a couple of paragraphs. I tend to assume that nobody wanted to admit WHY the Civil Rights movement was necessary, or any of the folks associated with it, but I’m from Kansas and they’ve gone even more nuts since I left.

      Korea would get two dates and a quick note about stopping Communism. Vietnam gets all the shelf space at the bookstore, but none of it good, either pretending it was a noble adventure to save the world or a shit-show.

      In looking at what would be the summer and potentially fall of 1950, I very much didn’t want the Red Branch to be involved in the Korean War in any way, shape, or form. Bad juju. At the same time, I didn’t want to be starting shit in Europe, because (and you’ll see this in the book), the US Military expected all of Korea to be a distraction from a Soviet surprise attack on West Germany and France, intended to wipe out all American and allies defenders before the US could stop them.

      Nuclear bombers were all set to annihilate shit, twenty-four/seven/three-sixty-five. And would have.

      Then I started reading history. North America never looks good, looking at South America in the 20th Century. Marine invasions, banana republics, and shenanigans. Even then, I was surprised at the number of border wars happening all over the place, pretty much ongoing for decades, paused only during WW2 because the US military told them all to stop and behave or get overthrown. Axis-leaning countries suddenly had a change of heart. Go figure.

      But an ongoing civil war in Colombia was a great place to explore some of the things happening. And how badly the Japanese immigrants were treated. In the US, many were rounded up (Executive Order 9066) and put in camps. Men might be allowed to enlist in the US Army, where the 442nd Regimental Combat Team was one of the most decorated of the war, made up of Japanese-American soldiers proving their loyalty.

      But most of South America also rounded up their own Japanese populations. Many of those folks were sent off to concentration camps in Texas. Or forced labor camps in New Jersey. Ugly, indefensible racism that folks like to pretend never happened, but I have Soviet outsiders who can comment. And a few American officers willing to grimace and acknowledge the truth.

      There were no clean hands. At least some folks had the decency to admit that. And part of my job is to educate folks on all the things my research has kicked up, because I’m learning so much that I never knew.

      So, The Werewolf Legion is back. They escaped at the end of Silver Eagle. Vanished. Ended up in Brazil, where Gerstenberger’s designs found fertile ground with angry Japanese folks in Brazil (an enormous population even today) who wanted to strike back. And were willing to fund a weapon (see the second half of this essay) with which to do it.

      Messy, but that describes what will unfold in the 1950s. Stalin is dying, and will die suddenly in 1953. Truman is on the way out, and Ike will replace him. Containment of the Soviet Threat takes on force, even after the Berlin Airlift managed to not trigger a wider war. Korea alters the arc of history in the Western Pacific because the US decides to take their boot off of Japan’s throat and get them rebuilt as a bulwark against a newly-Communist China.

      Everything will change in just a few years, but that’s been an ongoing theme here. Change.

      Nazis. Imperial Japanese holdouts. Communist insurgencies in South America. Exiled Soviets. Harry S. Truman. This book has it all. And in rereading, I forgot how many threads I had embedded for when I write Book Seven sometime soon. Six is already done, but shifts the action back to adventures in and around the Soviet Union. You’ll read about it in Iron Curtain.

      But for now, sit back with a mug of coffee or your favorite beverage, and lemme tell you about one of the weirdest bits of equipment that COULD have come out of the Second World War.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            RESEARCH: SUBMARINE AIRCRAFT CARRIERS

          

        

      

    

    
      Yes, you read that correctly. The Imperial Japanese Navy built submarines that could carry and launch aircraft. Granted, small, pontoon-equipped floatplanes in the same manner that previous generations of battleships and the like carried as spotters, but they really built them.

      From the wikipedia article: https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/I-400-class_submarine

      The I-400-class submarine (伊四百型潜水艦, I-yon-hyaku-gata sensuikan) Imperial Japanese Navy (IJN) submarines were the largest submarines of World War II, with the final completed submarine being finished roughly a month before the end of the war. The I-400s remained the largest submarines ever built until the construction of nuclear ballistic missile submarines in the 1960s. The official designation was the Sentoku type submarine (潜特型潜水艦, Sen-Toku-gata sensuikan), "Sentoku" being the abreviation of Sensuikan Toku (潜水艦特, Submarine Special). They were submarine aircraft carriers able to carry three Aichi M6A Seiran aircraft underwater to their destinations. They were designed to surface, launch their planes, then quickly dive again before they were discovered. They also carried torpedoes for close-range combat.

      You wanna talk about wandering down a rabbit hole? After World War Two ended and all of those ships were sunk in deep water to keep them away from the Soviets, the US Navy apparently explored a number of ideas and studies along these lines.

      I have a most robust and really WEIRD aviation library these days, but the weirdest book (so far) has to be “Strike from Beneath the Sea, A History of Aircraft-carrying Submarines” by Terry C Treadwell. (https://thehistorypress.co.uk/publication/strike-from-beneath-the-sea/)

      Yeah.

      So, OF COURSE I had to delve into that idea. These Japanese subs were the largest of their type until the 1960s boomers? Oh, yes, let’s play.

      I started out with how I might update things to “modern” USN standards in 1950, so silly things like working plumbing and air conditioning, because life aboard Japanese subs during the war had been starkly primitive.

      And, because I have a Nazi engineering genius designing things for me, I got to play.

      Before Regulus and ICBM-carrying boomers, I liked the idea of vertical tubes to hold a Mistel-type, jet-powered gliding bomb. Lift it on cranes, then settle it on launch rails, but skip having a catapult. Instead, launch it just like the USS Cusk did with a V-1 copy, the Republic-Ford JB-2 Loon.

      After you set it down, attach the wings, then roll out the control aircraft, an upgraded Heinkel He 162 Volksjäger B-1/D variant with twin engines on top and forward-swept wings. I have a reader who is an aviation designer. Literally, he wrote the book, and has talked about the limits of technology on some of the things I want to include in future books, but we might just go ahead and hand wave them away. Yuri’s new Unicorn was inspired by the EC-140, but we’ll talk more about that aircraft another time. Or send me email with questions.

      Back to Submarines: roll the Heinkel out and mate it. Drop the wings and lock them in place. Fuel everything after you’re set up. Light the fires and skijump off the bow.

      Mistel was a bomber packed with explosives. And a fighter attached on top. Pilot flew the fighter, then released the bomb. At one point, they tried radio control, but the US Navy jammed things.

      By 1950, you have jet speeds and power. And a purpose-built weapon designed to sink ships. Or, in this case, to damage the Panama Canal so badly as to put it out of operation for potentially years if done right. I won’t spoil the how, but I did later discover a Nazi mission that came within days of launching something similar during the war, only to be called off at THE LAST MINUTE, else it might have worked.

      One of those points where history might have diverged.

      So you have a mighty submarine, designed to carry one aircraft and a series of jet-powered bombs. And the US Navy supposedly (never been declassified fully, near as I can tell) commissioned someone to build a jet fighter small enough to do this in a manner similar to the I-400 class boats. Then I threw in the Martin jet-powered seaplane as a recovery mechanism, because that part would also work.

      You end up with a bizarrely effective weapon system, save that nobody ever actually built one. The US Navy had an immense number of aircraft carriers and didn’t need a stealth strike capability, though everyone would circle back in a decade or so when ICBMs got advanced enough to be launched from a sub. The British Navy was already broke and desperately holding on. The Soviet Navy had an utterly frightening number of submarines by war’s end, but didn’t go down this path because Stalin was intent on building up a surface fleet instead and his successors were missile guys.

      Nobody built the I-418, but they could have. Could still, today, save that modern jets are HUGE and this needs to be tiny. Compact. A terrorist’s weapon, if you will, which is what you are about to meet.

      Enjoy this fun bit of “no, we didn’t ever actually go there, but could have,” thrilling adventure.

      Hope you enjoy.

      

      
        
        Shade and sweet water,

        blaze

        West of the Mountains, WA

        Feb 2026
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      Yuri studied the…aircraft.

      Carefully. He was hesitant to suggest nervously, but the machine still left him…uncertain.

      Him, the big Cossack who had flown transports with Sasha early in the war, before transferring to ground attack aircraft, where his Il-10 Shturmovik was usually low enough to drop empty beer bottles on burning Nazi tanks.

      Assuming he didn’t want to piss on them as he went by.

      Size. That was what concerned him. He had seen the drawings. Held the wind-tunnel models.

      The reality was still a beast. Far larger than his Camel. More than twice as long. Almost twice as wide.

      But his camouflaged Il-28 had been a fast medium bomber in design. Similar to what the British were doing with their new English Electric Canberra bomber that was so fast as to outrun and outclimb many jet fighters.

      This…beast, it was huge. And Yuri felt huge, standing next to the tiny woman who had designed it. But the only thing small about Eloise Cutter was her stature. Immense mind. Intense personality. Even Chuck, her somewhat burly husband, was small compared to Yuri. But then, most people were.

      Eloise studied him. Sharp eyes. American woman, in a green skirt and jacket like she had just come from an office. Yuri in the blue of the Red Branch. Sasha and Lyuba standing far enough away to throw Yuri to the wolves that this woman represented. Others watching, including Dmitri and Oleg.

      Standing next to Dmitri were Chao Yan Ni and Reuben Granger, owner-operators of a C-46 Commando that had previously transported cargo for Sasha and Gennadi when the team had first arrived in San Diego and needed to get to Edwards.

      Gennadi had hired them as part of Yuri’s new crew, because this beast needed a co-pilot and a loadmaster. Having two of each just meant that long missions and heavy cargo could be organized quickly, though Henry Turner had chosen to take a job with Gennadi as part of Red Branch Command’s base operations since Oleg could handle radios and Dmitri did navigation.

      Yuri gestured for Yan Ni to walk with him. Eloise fell in on the other side. Yan Ni was the brains of that old outfit. Reuben made no bones about that and Sasha had agreed. She would be Yuri’s co-pilot when he took this thing into the skies, with Reuben spelling both of them.

      It still concerned him. A bit.

      Yuri walked under the nearer wing, touching the big jet engine pod that hung down near the outer end and measuring the shape. It had a forward sweep. Not more than about twenty degrees, but planes he had flown during the war had been straight that way. The Strix jets that Sasha and the others flew swept backwards, which was what everybody else in the sky was doing.

      The Nazis had experimented, building their Junkers JU-287, but not perfected such a thing before it was too late. When the US Army appeared in their design office parking lot near Dassau, Germany in 1945, the Yanks had stolen every single piece of paper they could and transported everything to America. USAF Brigadier General Lockwood Carlyle—Woodie—had made copies available. Kelly Johnson had shipped other things over from his Lockheed Skunkworks. Boxes of notes about a Convair XA-44/XB-53 or a Boeing 449. And many more.

      Yuri was a conservative flier. But the possibilities here filled him equally with dread and song. Wingtip fuel tanks, because apparently the wings would otherwise flex up during flight. Those tanks and the engine pods would keep weight out on the wings to control them.

      Big, heavy bomber shape, similar to the big lifters the new US Air Force was building, with a small flight deck up above a cargo bay. Small bomb bay aft, just ahead of where the wings connected. That forward sweep let the bombs sit closer to the center of gravity, so flying and bombing would be easier, as long as he had a genius loadmaster like Tess Abbink arranging things.

      Tess joined them and Yuri felt like a Norse giant, as she was no taller than Eloise or Yan Ni; none of them more than 1.6 meters tall.

      The cargo deck could be accessed via the bomb bays, where Yuri hardly ever expected to carry such weapons, but had racks for ten standard five hundred pound American bombs. In case he and Dmitri needed to insult someone personally. Like those Romanians Dmitri still grumbled about. Crew could come in the side via boarding stairs, as could passengers.

      Unlike the Camel, he had a full command post capability here, able to carry a number of people or excesses of cargo as needed. Not tanks, but perhaps a small armored scout car if Tess balanced everything just right. Like she would.

      A second pair of short wings near the cockpit—Mrs. Cutter called canards—would provide extra control, so he was flying tri-surface, with canards, wings, and a powered, all-flying tailplane to control things.

      Guns up front. A 2 × 30 mm ADEN revolver cannon in removable gun packs with 150 rounds per gun, so he could shoot things. The Americans had provided their standard 2 × 20 mm M24A1 autocannon in a remote-controlled tail turret for Oleg to shoot from up front where he also handled radios. Like the Camel, this beast could bite. Or sting, as there were external racks for more armaments as needed. Bombs, rockets, torpedoes, mines.

      Whatever silliness crept up on them.

      And it landed like a duck, so the rear center gear was built heavy, with three more on the corners of his flying diamond.

      Blue. Red Branch blue, that rich medium color that offset the red of the stag’s head on the big tail so well.

      Test pilots had confirmed the aircraft and flown it here, making all those last, little adjustments necessary.

      He turned to Eloise.

      “Fighter versions?” he asked her, wondering if that would replace the Strix eventually.

      “Unlikely in your time, Yuri,” she shook her head ruefully. “I think I will need technology to advance to the level of science fiction, in order to manage such a thing.”

      “Oh?” he asked, intrigued.

      “Electronic systems that can react faster than humans and never get tired,” she acknowledged. “Making adjustments several times per second because the flight envelope when dogfighting will be exotic.”

      The way she used that word brought a chill to Yuri’s soul, but he understood that he was in the presence of dangerous genius here. And she was probably right.

      “A bomber, however, is a more controlled operation,” she continued, allowing the briefest smile. “And what we’ll learn from this will perhaps let us build such a thing later. You will tell me what it needs.”

      And, unlike most geniuses, she would listen. Would interrogate him with a razor stropped to utter keenness, seeking the exact tidbit she needed. He’d seen it. And had it happen to him.

      Yuri nodded. To her. To Gennadi, standing next to Sasha and Lyuba. To this aircraft.

      This unicorn she had built for him, because he had asked the gods for such a thing. A gunship. Something big and fast and silly and heavily armed, like an American B-50, the upgraded B-29, only with heavier guns and jet engines on the wings that let him keep up with Sasha and the others. And he had decided to ask for a unicorn while he was at it, for what it was worth.

      Silly man, he should have known better than to challenge a woman like her.

      Still, he smiled.

      Every test had been passed with flying colors. He had taken it up briefly to test things to his comfort.

      But today, he would officially move his silly Cossack ass from a medium bomber to a unicorn. And it had a refrigerator, in case he needed to empty some beer bottles to drop on Nazi punks as he strafed them.

      Again.

      Yuri turned to Yan Ni.

      “Let’s go see what it can do,” he challenged.
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      Alois Voss, Wolf-1, had wanted to handle this flight, this aircraft, himself. Personally.

      And maybe show off, just a bit.

      The Werewolf Legion had escaped from that damnable trap the Red Branch had nearly caught them in with the Silver Eagle. And had destroyed his flying wing before that, because their jets were simply too much for any piston-driven aircraft to match.

      So he had had to escape. And send all the hounds chasing him to Africa or Asia, while he had gone no farther than Brazil before digging in like a tick to hide.

      And plot.

      And build.

      The Legion had money. Gold and such smuggled out of Europe because the Swiss and Swedes had no morals at all. Their only ethics involved gold in hand that needed to be converted to dollars or pounds. No questions asked.

      Alois knew he could have retired and lived like a king on the money he had stolen in the messy aftermath of the war. But the Fuhrer had made certain demands of all of them, though few remained willing to commit.

      Fewer still would have been stubborn enough to continue trying after being beaten twice, but that just gave him new enemies to fight.

      Or rather, everyone was his enemy now.

      Everyone. Everywhere. With a few notable exceptions.

      Dr. Heinrich Gerstenberger had suggested it. Alois had mulled over the concept, then decided that perhaps his old associate was correct.

      Alois had had to face the impossibility that the world was splitting into two pieces. Two sides. Those never-to-be-sufficiently damned communist scum, and the Americans that had funded them to defeat the Reich.

      He could never kill enough communists, but the Americans would never do anything less than throw him in prison forever at this point. Not after attempting to bomb New York City and Washington, DC.

      So he was going to become an enemy to civilization itself. A global terrorist, striking from the shadows and bringing it all down. Every empire, everywhere. British. French. Dutch. Portuguese. Russian. Chinese. American.

      Everyone.

      Let them build something better amidst the flaming ruins.

      “Wolf-1, this is Control,” a voice interrupted and dragged him back to the present. “Standing by and ready at this end.”

      Sigmar Schmidt. Wolf-2, only because Alois had recruited him before Ekke, but the two men were equally good. Equally deadly.

      But Alois had wanted to take this flight himself, to confirm that part one was complete.

      Hitler had gambled on his wonderweapons when the tide had turned. One of them had turned into the Heinkel He 162 Volksjäger, a simple aircraft with a primitive BMW 109 jet engine mounted overhead.

      Fast, though. Fragile, because mostly made of wood. Hardly any fuel. Only two small cannons and little ammunition. It might have driven the Allies back, but they had not been able to build them fast enough to matter.

      But Heinrich had gotten copies of the plans and adjusted them. Improved them tremendously, using ideas from the B-1 and D variants that had never made it to construction. Two smaller and more efficient Rolls-Royce Derwent 8 engines on the shoulders replacing the 109. Upgraded guns to twin 30 mm MK 108. Better flight controls. Stretched by a meter or so, to allow more fuel and ammunition.

      And all metal construction.

      The D-variant, with dihedraled—upward angled—forward-swept wings handled better at low speeds, while still allowing sprints.

      Light and fast, it was not intended to do much dogfighting with other jets. Heinrich had instead gone back to the old Mistel concept. Mistletoe, because it was a parasitic plant.

      The Parasite bomber designs had mated a fighter with a modified bomber during the war, where the crew was removed and explosives packed in their place. Fly in low, then glide bomb the larger aircraft and release it.

      Primitive and ineffective during the war, the Luftwaffe had added radio guidance controls and the Americans had added jammers, an arms race they had ended up winning.

      The war was over. Warships might still have such things, but Heinrich had changed the radio frequencies he used, and Alois didn’t figure this weapon would be used all that often. At least not until someone caught on and destroyed the people Alois was building it for.

      Because there were angry Japanese sailors who had refused to surrender at the end. Once he had found them, he could build them terror weapons and turn them loose.

      As soon as this Hunter of his was proven.

      “This is Wolf-1,” Alois called on the radio. “Launching now.”

      He pulled back on the throttle, and his little Hunter began to roll down the runway in a test demonstration for his new buyers.

      With his new weapon, there would be even bigger surprises in store.
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      Sasha sat in Gennadi’s office and read the newspaper. It made no more sense today than it had yesterday, even with more details filled in as more things became known.

      “Korea?” he asked. “I understand that the Nationalists have finally lost and fled the Chinese mainland, but would Mao be behind this?”

      “Unlikely, Sasha,” Gennadi shook his head, looking more like the old Soviet colonel he had once been. “They would have had to convince Stalin and gotten his approval. Vladivostok is not that far away, and the Soviet Union more or less shares a short border with the north, depending on how people interpret things.”

      “So, thwarted in Berlin, he seeks to push in the east?” Sasha asked, checking the paper again. “Seoul fallen in three days and the army in the south mostly routed. Will they succeed?”

      “That is why I wanted to talk to you alone, Sasha,” Gennadi turned dark. “The Americans intend to push back. Hard. I have spoken briefly with General Carlyle, but we were over a telephone line and he did not wish to discuss certain topics. Instead, he asked you to fly to Washington for a special meeting. You and Lyuba, because you two have so impressed the American military establishment, several times. And been willing to stand up when others might step back.”

      Sasha shrugged. Thus, Gennadi had recruited him originally, though at the time the mission had been to hunt those Nazi war criminals that had escaped justice after the Great Patriotic War.

      A third of those men had been captured and carried back to Siberia for their crimes. Another third had been welcomed with open arms into America, as long as men like von Braun built weapons to counter the Soviet threat.

      That last third had hidden. Ratlines carried them to Spain or Portugal. Or on to safe harbors in South America, where the Americans weren’t all that liked.

      A few had been sent on to hell like they deserved, but the Red Branch had had to save the world too many times to be able to hunt those men today.

      And North Korea had sent armies across the Thirty-Eighth Parallel, where they were pushing the Republic of Korea into the sea, along with those few American troops that had keeping the peace.

      “Do you know why we are being summoned to DC?” Sasha asked.

      “I do not,” Gennadi replied. “Only that it comes from the top. Woodie suggested that Lt. General Stoddard had been given orders to contact us.”

      Sasha nodded. Gulped a little, if things were at that level. Stoddard worked for the new Joint Chiefs of Staff and US Air Force Intelligence, presumably with tendrils or tentacles into the new Central Intelligence Agency and other places that were quietly providing funds for the Red Branch.

      Under the table, as it were.

      What mission did they have for Sasha and his team? Yugoslavia had been a wash, on balance. They had protected the place for several months against Soviet air piracy, since Tito’s own air force had largely defected back to the Soviet Union during the split.

      And that grand battle over Zagreb had revealed a vast Soviet intelligence operation inside Yugoslavia that had been subsequently destroyed, but Tito had had to fire them for working with the enemy, even as he quietly thanked them.

      Under the table.

      Was that his destiny? To be a public spy, doing things in the light and things in the shadows?

      More, he supposed.

      “The sooner the better?” Sasha asked. “Getting to DC?”

      “Absolutely,” Gennadi agreed. “How soon can you two leave?”

      “Yuri’s Unicorn is prepped,” Sasha replied. “We could be there tonight. Do you think it is that critical?”

      “Utterly, Sasha,” Gennadi nodded. “Don’t ask me why, but this feels like another one of those moments. We must move quickly.”

      Sasha rose and shook Gennadi’s hand.

      He would go see General Stoddard.

      And discover his next mission.
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      Alois studied the next phase.

      After the war had ended five years ago, any number of old ships had been superfluous and sold off. Most warships had been moved into reserve fleets, but a few ships had no longer been relevant as the Americans saw things, so they had simply disposed of a bunch, including a few Barnegat-class seaplane tenders.

      Supposedly, those had been disarmed, but there were always ways around such restrictions. Now, he had a new command ship renamed Southampton to further confuse people, with a variety of old propeller seaplanes he could use, as well as two 5-inch guns and various 40mm and 20mm anti-aircraft cannons hidden behind boxes and panels while in sight of the shore.

      His new Japanese friends had done him one better, though. Peru and Brazil had large immigrant populations from Japan that held some attachment to the old country. And had taken in a number of folks fleeing the American occupation.

      Angry people. Dead-enders like him, he supposed, but Alois retained no illusions about his ability to succeed. Merely that he was going to do a tremendous amount of damage before he made it to hell.

      Commander Masashi Asano had been a naval officer assigned to a vessel in the Imperial Japanese Navy in 1945. A submarine aircraft carrier, which was a thing Alois still shook his head to consider, but they had built a handful. And I-404 had been some 95 percent complete before it was bombed and damaged too seriously to repair less than two months before the war ended.

      This new vessel they had named I-418, as if a new class to the many that had originally been planned and the five that had made it as far as being laid down.

      I-418 had come alongside Southampton. They were nearly two thousand kilometers off the coast of Peru, in the middle of nowhere. The day was pleasant and the seas were calm.

      And that submarine was simply huge. Some seven thousand long tons surfaced, and more submerged. Supposedly the largest submarine ever built, according to Heinrich.

      Better, the builders had fully modernized the plans, adding modern, American touches like air conditioning and refrigeration, as well as sufficient water for flush toilets. Alois had heard from the Japanese sailors how bad conditions had been during the war. Starkly primitive.

      His little Hunter-162D could be stowed in a watertight compartment on the front of the sail, where the shark-fin-like conning tower itself had been moved backwards, widened, and lengthened from the original design that would have carried three Japanese Aichi M6A Seiran floatplanes. Slow bombers.

      Heinrich had designed new toys instead. Mistel toys, so jet-powered glide bombers and guidable missiles that could be flown attached to the little Hunter, providing power and fuel for speed and distance, as well as explosives.

      Several of those jet-powered designs were stored vertically in the sub’s forward section, where a deployable crane could lift each one out and rest it on a launch rail
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