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"You will accompany me, Fraulein?" the rich, deep voiced hissed in whisper.  

Greta knew immediately that it was an order, not a question.  She felt a slight tightening of pressure at her elbow and an arm around her waist.  No, this gentleman wanted her to obey him, that much was clear.  Her eyes quickly scanned the loading platform; the late afternoon sun sifting through the billowing steam of the train's engine caste a jaundiced yellow haze around elongated shadows. All quite eerie, adding to her heart's palpitations. Her eyes bulging like some trapped animal she looked for a way out, left, right; though there were throngs of people milling about she didn't see any sanctuary.

Her hands felt cold and clammy as the voice behind her spoke again "We just need to have a little chat, you and I.  Do not be alarmed.  Be assured that first and foremost I am a gentleman."

In her mind's eye she could see him; grim smile, so full of himself and so regal in his uniform.  Oh yes, she was sure he would be wearing one, and could probably guess which one at that.  Greta knew it was foolhardy to have embarked on this journey, what with all the reported unrest and "policing actions", but she had convinced herself that she was invisible and beneath notice.  Just a young woman in her twenties travelling to visit her favorite aunt.  That the train had to travel through Germany was unfortunate, but why would anyone want to harass her?  She was nondescript and not one of those chosen by the Reich for persecution. 

Instinctively she knew that she didn't want to "chat" with this man.  Rumors of the special police's tactics of interrogation had her heart hammering.  She could smell just a hint of peppermint as he leaned closer to her ear "As I'm sure you've noticed, there are a fair number of soldiers about; and be assured those are just the ones you can openly see.  You can well imagine that there are others, those not in uniform who will come to my aid if you were to do anything as foolish as try to escape me.  Now please my dear Greta, let me escort you to my car."

He knew her name!  Why that should shock her she didn't know.  Of course, if he wanted to speak to her he would know her name, and yet in the recesses of her mind she still held out some kind of hope that this was all a big mistake; just a case of mistaken identity, and that they were looking for someone else.  She gave one last cursory look, noticing the uniformed soldiers leaning idly in the shadows of the train cars and then nodded her head.  Yes, she would follow him; and without making a scene.

"Ach, this is good, I knew you were a practical girl" her captor acknowledged, giving her arm a slight squeeze.  "Now don't worry, this ordeal will be over with in no time.  All you have to do is co-operate."

As the duo walked down the length of the loading platform, the setting sun at their back, Greta tried to think of why the Gestapo would want to talk to her.  She was sure that it was indeed the Gestapo, even though she had yet to caste eyes on her host.  She shook her long blonde, slightly curled locks; no, she really had no idea. No-one that she knew was under any suspicion for anything; no covert underground members, no Jews, no supporters of the old Parliament, nothing.  And yet here she was, being escorted down the length of this long station in Gdansk by someone who obviously thought she knew something important about something.  

A shudder ran across her healthy five foot five frame even though it was a pleasantly warm early fall day.  Her imagination was running wild and though she knew better, it was hard to keep the wild thoughts at bay.  She was innocent, she had done nothing, and she knew nothing.  Surely they would find that out soon enough and then release her.  Surely reason would prevail, or at least that was the hope she clung to.  Just be calm Greta dear, everything will be just fine, you'll see.  Just continue to breathe.

Greta noticed that as they made their way down the loading area several uniformed soldiers fell into step behind them, a cute little display meant to assure her that indeed, resistance was futile.  As they passed one of the last cars she saw her reflection in one of the few windows that did not have the curtains already drawn.  There was a frightened look on the plain-featured young woman who stared back at her.  Her blond hair framing an oval face with a chin just a bit weak for her liking, her eyes a wide and sparkling blue.  She almost didn't recognize herself for a moment, the glass slightly distorting her features, but then she recognized the blue print dress that clung just a bit too lovingly to her wide hips and slight tummy.  She knew that she must have gained five pounds during the two-week stay at her aunts.  It seemed that all aunt Miriam wanted to do for the entire stay was cook for and then feed her favorite niece.  Greta sighed, how could she say no when it obviously brought her aunt so much joy?  Still, those five pounds would have to go once she returned home to Copenhagen.  

As she moved past that last window she tried to turn herself in such a way so she could see the reflection of her escort, but as he was to her outside all she could really see was the black uniform and cap and that he was a good six to seven inches taller than she.

She almost tripped as, caught in her reverie, she failed to register that they had reached the last car and had ceased walking. She looked across at the car and was astounded by its beauty.  Ornate gilded wood everywhere with a gleaming mahogany siding, turned balusters and carved railings.  Stained glass panels highlighted the windows, all framed with hand carved gingerbread.  The car was magnificent!  Greta just stood there with her mouth open, astounded by its beauty.

"Lovely, JA?" Came the voice from beside her, obviously filled with pride.  "I have been of service to the Reich, so you may say that this is my reward ..." and then he chuckled before continuing, "and also my incentive to continue to be of service.  JA, that is the way of things in this world isn't it Frauline?"

"It is beautiful" Greta commented dreamily.

"And you will find the inside equally as impressive, I assure you. Now please, my dear, let us embark.  Hans" he motioned towards the steward, dressed all in formal white down to his gloves, "please assist our guest", at which the steward descended from the small portico and offered Greta his gloved hand.  She climbed the few steps and then turned towards a fabulous carved oak door with stained glass inserts.  Her captor soon followed, whispering some instructions to Hans that remained just below Greta's hearing.

Her captor placed a hand on her bountiful hip and then grasping the brass doorknob with his other hand, gave it a turn.  As the door silently opened inward on well oiled hinges he bowed stiffly and gestured for her to enter.  "My humble quarters" he murmured.

Greta stepped into the room and felt that she was falling into some kind of fantasy.  The room was covered by deep piled red velvet from floor to ceiling while the ceiling itself was of copper, pounded into geometric patterns.  From the high center hung a small but impressive crystal chandelier, the facets of its hanging crystals reflecting multicolored prisms of light around the room.  There were crystal lamps mounted on intricately carved mahogany end tables that also received the light and caste further reflections across the expanse.

There was a large overstuffed leather couch along one side of the car anchored by two wingback chairs at either end.  Greta couldn't believe how quiet it was inside, the outdoor cacophony reduced to a distant hum; it was almost like entering a different world. She crossed the room, her head on a spindle weaving left and right, she took in the room as she heard the soft deep voice behind her "I do so hope you approve Fraulein.  I want you to make yourself comfortable; you are my guest here and shall want for nothing.  Now, please, be seated.  I believe we shall be getting underway shortly."

Greta nodded absently and made her way to the sofa where she gracefully lowered herself, placing her hands demurely on her lap as she let her eyes rise up to her captors'.  She couldn't help thinking that he was handsome.  Just a wisp of blonde hair sneaking out past his cap, his broad shoulders filling out the black SS uniform quite nicely.  For a moment his fine strong features mesmerized her, but then the reality of her situation sunk back in.  This is an SS officer, and you are a prisoner aboard his train; you could be in peril for your life, despite the outward appearances.  Greta's eyes came to rest on the two silver lightning bolts at his collar. Her captor noticed her gaze and sat in the wingchair beside her, his eyes boring into her as he said "Yes my dear, the uniform and insignia are indeed SS.  But you have nothing to fear from me as long as you are co-operative."

He sighed and shook his head and gave a slight bemused grin.  "No, that was said badly, let me start again if you will.  First I should think introductions are in order, as it is hardly fair that I know you while you don't know me.  My name is Heinrich Von Elster, I hail from Dresden, now please, make yourself comfortable, have a petit for" he gestured at the laden tray on the end table between them.  

Greta thought that it would be not only ungracious but also probably unwise to refuse him, so she daintily picked a cake from the pile and took a small bite.  Ooh but they were delicious! She closed her eyes and took another small bite.  MMM, so light and airy, yet with just the right hint of sugar.  

Heinrich eyed her closely and a hint of a smile crossed his lips.  "Good, JA, another of the perks of my position.  My car comes equipped with my own gourmet chef.  I do find that he is always outdoing himself.  Please," he gestured "have another."

Greta had a moments' conscience telling her that she really shouldn't, but as her host was being gracious she decided to go ahead and indulge her sweet tooth, especially as it seemed to make the officer happy.  

She was just taking a final bite of her second cake when the train gave a lurch and then began to slowly move forward.  Heinrich stood and, placing his hands behind his back slowly began to pace the room.  He was interrupted a short time later by the return of the white clad steward, bearing a platter of steaming bratwurst surrounded by a cabbage garnish.  He set the platter down on the other end table, and turned to exit the room, only to return seconds later with a wonderfully etched plate and fine silver utensils.  Heinrich nodded and told Hans that this would be all for now.  Hans snapped his heals and nodded, issuing a smart "as you wish sir" as he vacated the room.

Heinrich crossed to the platter of bratwurst and placed a healthy helping onto the fine china plate.  He handed it across to Greta insisting that she have a good meal before they have their little chat.  Greta was not all that hungry, but the look in his eye told her that refusal was not an option.  She resigned herself to at least tasting this fare, which, she had to confess, smelled heavenly.  She cut off a mouthful, placed it on her fork, speared a bit of cabbage and guided the fork to her mouth.  Instantly her tastebuds were alive with flavor. Oh my goodness, but this was divine!  She swallowed and cut herself another piece, her mouth salivating at the anticipation of another bite of this otherworldly delight.  Her host nodded and poured her a wonderful guwutraminer that complimented the meat to perfection.  My my, her aunt could cook, but not like this!  With every bite her tastebuds were titillated anew.  In her rapture she almost forgot that she was a prisoner here, soon to be interrogated concerning issues to which she hadn't a clue.

Surprisingly Greta finished her plate, amazed at her relative abandon.  She was just going to place it on the end table by the still heaping tray of little cakes when Heinrich reached across and took the plate from her hands.  "You enjoyed the sausage, JA?" he asked.

Greta nodded and told him she had never tasted such a treat.

"Then I insist that you have another" he smiled as he placed a second wurst on her plate.

"Oh, no, I couldn't" Greta stammered, not wanting to make a piggish display of herself.

Heinrich's expression grew stern.  "But I insist, you will have another", the tone of his voice implying that he would not entertain a refusal.

Greta saw no choice.  She was, after all, his prisoner.  So she graciously took the plate and cut herself another bite.  "You are being far too kind" she got off between mouthfuls.

Heinrich nodded and said "JA, leibschien, I am just trying to be the gracious host.  And of course show you that this meeting does not have to be adversarial.  If you continue to be co-operative I can see no reason why we can't both enjoy ourselves."

He was indeed the perfect host, making sure that her glass was refreshed and that she was comfortable.  By the end of the second sausage Greta had consumed more than half of the bottle of wine and was feeling not only a bit tipsy and fuzzy around the edges but delightfully full.  She felt a bit of tightness in her tummy where the bratwurst had decided to settle.  Yes, full, but not uncomfortable.  She smiled as her host removed her plate, walking it to the door and handing it to Hans who was stationed just outside the door.  Greta heard them conversing in low tones and then saw Heinrich nod.  Hans then took his leave as Heinrich turned back around and made his way back to the wingchair.  

"Now, Greta my dear, we must begin.  I have questions that need to be answered, do we understand one another?" Heinrich raised an eyebrow in her direction as he spoke.

"I suppose so" Greta replied.

"Then good, this will be far more pleasant if you are forthcoming.  Tell me, why did you travel to Gdansk?"

'Curious,' Greta thought.  'If he knew where to pick me up he must know I've an aunt.  I wonder if there is more to this question than the straightforward asking of it?  What is he after I wonder?'

"I was visiting my aunt.  She has lived there for quite some time, and it had been more than two years since I had last visited."

"And you enjoyed your visit?" Heinrich queried.

"Oh yes, Miriam and I have been close ever since I was a little child."

"I see" the SS officer interrupted.  "And there was no other reason for travelling?"

"No, why do you ask?" Greta was incredulous.  "I told you, I hadn't seen my aunt in quite awhile and I missed her.  Does a woman need any more reason than that to visit?"

"No, no, of course not.  I was just inferring that there may have been more to do or see; some other reason for making the journey."

"No, none.  I don't understand what you're getting at," Greta said hotly.  "I went to see my aunt; I stayed at her apartment, she fed me too much, we chatted and the time passed.  That's all, I don't know what else to tell you."

"And you met no-one else while you were there?" Heinrich pressed on.

"Just a few of my aunt's friends.  No harm in that is there?"  Greta was perplexed.  Did she do something that she was unaware of?  Something that meant nothing to her but perhaps a great deal to this representative of the master race.  She was at a loss and could think of nothing.

Heinrich reached across and took hold of the platter of cakes.  He eyed her sternly and said, "I believe that you should taste another of these cakes, my dear.  Remind you of my hospitality."

Greta started to push the plate away, complaining "no, thank you, really, but I'm quite full.  All that bratwurst, you know."

"And yet another cake is in order.  I insist that you should have one." Heinrich thrust the plate in front of her.  Greta saw the look in his eye and meekly picked a cake and took a bite.

"That's much better, leibschien.  Now, as you enjoy the little tasty treat, perhaps you can tell me who you saw while in Poland?"

Greta took another bite and then licked her fingers, stalling for time.  Who else did she meet?  Shopkeepers and the like.  Other than her aunt's friends, who were mostly just housefraus, she could not think of a single person that would be worth all this fuss.  Then she hit on it!  "I did talk to a book seller and he did have some rather unfavorable things to say about the Furhrer, but I just let him talk.  It's not like I agreed with him or anything."

Heinrich sighed.  "A book seller.  JA, JA, a very amusing story I'm sure, but you are sure that there was no-one else you met with?"

Greta took another bite, finishing off the small cake as her stomach began to rumble.  She shook her head.  No, she saw no one, and she realized that this was beginning to not go well at all.  She wished she knew what he wanted.  She decided to take the high road.

"If you are inferring that I had some clandestine meeting with some evil Jews or something, I can assure you that I did not.  The only people I met were the people I would have normally met during the course of a normal day.  Nothing more, nothing less.  My aunt of course introduced me to several of her lady friends, but again since she's rather proud of me it's only normal for her to want to show me off to her gossipy friends."  Greta paused for just a moment and then looked her captor eye to eye. "The operative word here is normal.  It was a normal visit.  We did normal things, and I have no idea whatsoever why you would want to talk to me in the first place."

Heinrich nodded, smiled his brief, curt smile and then rose from his chair. He began pacing the room, hands tucked behind his back, and then abruptly turned to face her.

"You must understand, Fraulein, that this is not a pleasant thing for me either" he confessed.  "However, let us change positions.  If I were to meet someone and didn't want anyone to know about it I would make that meeting seem as innocent and normal as possible.  Similarly, if I wanted to withhold information or deny culpability in any wrongdoing I surely would also be protesting my ignorance and innocence; so you see my dear, it's not that I don't want to believe you, it's just that my experience and years of training make this all suspect.  I've been told to suspect you of knowing certain details and my superiors are seldom off base.  Therefore I am forced to assume that their intelligence in this matter is correct and that, sadly, you are not being forthcoming with me, despite my hospitality."

Heinrich shook his head and sighed as he moved to the sideboard and poured himself a healthy shot of scotch into a crystal tumbler.  Taking a healthy swallow he brought the crystal to his forehead for a moment and then continued. "This is all so distasteful.  I don't really want to alarm you my dear, but surely you must know that there are many avenues of persuasion at my disposal.  I would hate to have to resort to them."

He was just about to say more when a knock at the door interrupted him.  "One moment, Hans" he spoke to the door and then, turning back towards Greta, eyes hard and steely, he warned her "You're a smart young woman, surely you can see past the subtlety, JA?  You must think on who controls this situation and perhaps muse upon the other tactics you may force me to bring into play.  In the meantime…" he turned back towards the door, "Hans, you may enter now."

Hans entered with a tray containing two large plates of sauerbraten and spaetzle.  He crossed the room, deposited the tray on the end table, rose stiffly, turned and then exited the room.  Greta's eyes grew wide as she gazed at the steam rising from the tray.  The succulent sweet and sour smell wafted across the room to assail her nostrils.  The smell was beyond wonderful, but my lord, she was already stuffed to a fair thee well by the cakes and bratwurst.  Surely her captor wasn't going to expect her to eat this meal as well?

Heinrich crossed the room and, confirming Greta's fears, offered her one of the two plates.  "Bon appetite, Mon Cher" he purred.  

Greta hesitated and Heinrich continued to stand before her, the offering in his outstretched hand.  

"I" Greta stammered.  "I just couldn't.  I'm already so full."

"You will," he said crossly.  "This" he said pointing to the other plate, "is my supper.  I am not accustomed to eating alone, especially in the presence of a beautiful woman.  You would be doing me a great disservice if you refuse to dine with me."

"But," Greta began.

"No, Fraulein.  No excuses.  You think we are playing a little game here?  This is serious.  I will not discuss this with you during supper, but if we must, consider this a penance for your not being forthcoming with me earlier."

"But I told you, I don't know anything.  Why won't you believe me?" Greta wailed.

"Enough!" Heinrich bellowed.  "I said we will not speak of it now. You will break bread with me now, or things will surely become much more unpleasant for you later."

Suitably browbeaten, Greta took the plate from her captor's hand and set it on her lap.  This seemed to sooth him as he returned to his seat, unfolded a linen napkin and cut himself a slice of beef.

They ate in silence for some time, Heinrich occasionally peering at Greta as if he was making sure that she was being a good girl and eating all her supper.  Greta's breath began coming in short puffs as she was becoming seriously full. She felt as if she was going to burst with each new bite, but knew that he would brook no compromise.

Finally, when she had four or five more bites to go, Heinrich raised his napkin, patted his lips gently, refolded the napkin and placed it beside his empty plate.

"Ah, that was indeed wonderful.  Tell me, Fraulein, you are originally from Poland, are you not?"

Greta lowered her fork to her plate noticing that she seemingly had much less lap than when she'd begun.  She felt so stuffed she feared she could hardly move.  "Yes, this is so" she replied curtly, wondering why he was asking things that he surely already knew.

"And yet you went to university in Munich, am I correct?" he continued his interrogation.  "Did you enjoy your studies?"

Greta nodded, afraid she would belch if she tried to speak.

"And now, you have taken time off from your studies and are living in Denmark?  I hope my information is correct in this" he gave a short smile.

"That is correct" Greta agreed, not daring to contribute more.

"And why, I wonder, when you were studying in Munich, did you decide to make your home in Denmark?"

Greta, through her discomfort, couldn’t understand where this was all leading.  Was her host just making idle chitchat, or was he confirming his background information for a reason.  It was hard for her to think straight as the tightness of her stuffed belly made a suitable distraction.  She decided to be gracious.  "I love Munich," she began  "and perhaps I may settle there after I graduate. As for taking the time off, I was just getting lonely, missing my parents and my family.  Surely you can understand being lonely?"

Heinrich gave her a quizzical look, then an odd unpleasant look stole briefly across his features before being quickly banished, replaced by a stone mask. Had Greta hit on something?  Was this man indeed lonely?  She wondered what his story was.  Imagining that perhaps he had lost his wife, or maybe a lover had abandoned him when the Reich pressed him into service.  Maybe his woman was kidnapped and is being held to insure his co-operation.  Wouldn't that be a twist?  He's holding her prisoner while his own wife or love is similarly being held.  

She was wondering at the irony, lost in her own little fantasies to the point where she almost didn't hear him ask, "So I take it that you took this fall semester off to visit with your family.  What, wasn't the summer break enough time for you?"

Greta knew she was going to have to let the cat out of the bag.  "Well, there was this boy I was seeing.  Towards the end of the last semester he abandoned me" she squirmed, uncomfortable not only with the subject matter but with the mass of food parked in her belly.  She brought her hand to her face, holding it in front of her eyes for a moment before continuing with an exasperated sigh, "I confess, this is not easy for me to talk about.  Can't you see that it is unpleasant to speak to another man about such a loss?"

"I see" Heinrich interrupted.  "And so you needed the solace of family and friends to get over your loss" his eyes bored into her, but not without a hint of kindness.

Greta shook her head meekly.  Encouraged, her host continued "I pray that the cad was not German, for I know that the boy must have been crazy to opt out of a relationship with a woman as beautiful as you."

Greta smiled at his bald flattery.  "You are far to kind sir" she replied "but if you please, I have need of your water closet."

Heinrich rose from his seat and assisted Greta from hers.  As she stood gravity pulled on her bulging belly.  Oof.  Greta imagined that this was probably more than she had ever consumed at one sitting.  She quickly repositioned her dress, smoothing it across her hips as she felt the hardness of her protruding tummy.  She fairly waddled across the room in her host's escort.  He paused as he put his hand upon the ornate brass handle to the door.  "You need to understand" he began, "that there are many, many forms of interrogation.  While this may seem unpleasant to you at the moment, it is a pale ghost compared to the pain and suffering others seem to enjoy inflicting.  We can continue our pleasant conversation and feasting on your return, but if you attempt to purge I will know it, and I warn you that then I will be forced to employ other far more severe and unsavory tactics.  Do you understand me, Fraulein?"

Sweet Jesus!  She almost couldn't believe her ears.  This gastronomical excess was part of his interrogational tactics? She gleaned what this must be about: he could threaten her with kindness.  Subtly reminding her that he was the master, yet coating it with sugar.  He could imply so much and yet hide behind this civility.  She wondered just how far he might go in order to get the results he craved.  He was force feeding her, in a dignified manner to be sure, but in actuality he may as well be sticking a funnel in her mouth and piling in the chow.  She had to admire the sophistication of it, in spite of her situation.  The discomfort in her belly was only slightly bearable now.  She wondered what would happen if this stuffing were to continue.  Good lord, and she was already way too heavy from her aunt's feeding.  Still, there was the more immediate problem; she had no idea of what he wanted from her.  She could stop this madness if she only knew what to tell him.

Her hand absently rubbed her round belly as she promised him that she had no intention of upsetting him.  He nodded and opened the door for her.






**********

As she waddled back to the couch she noticed that the train seemed to have stopped.  Heinrich, seeming to sense her confusion offered "Don't worry Fraulein.  We have been ushered to a side rail.  Another engine will be by presently and we'll soon be in the motherland on our way to my chalet. I suggest that you take advantage of the view as it is quite spectacular."

Greta moved to the window and gingerly moved the lace curtains aside.  They were in a heavily wooded area, the late afternoon sun filtering through the trees creating myriad shades of green.  She was not only struck by the beauty of their surroundings but felt a slight disquiet over their isolation.  She wondered how far away they were from the nearest town.  If she were to scream out, even in spite of the overwhelming, almost oppressive quietude that surrounded them, she seriously doubted that there would be anyone near enough to hear her.  She realized of course that her captor had probably planned it that way, as he certainly seemed the thorough type.

She felt a heaviness in her stomach, and not just from the trepidation she was feeling.  She was still incredibly full, her belly protruding like a small beach ball from all she had consumed under her captors insistent prompting.  She turned back from the window and caught Heinrich staring at her.  He seemed nonplussed as a smile came over his face.  "Excuse me if I am too forward Fraulein, but I was just noticing what fine sturdy legs you have; and such a wonderful buttocks.  I hope you don't mind the complement."

Greta blushed at his forwardness.  Good lord, if he was checking out her body then surely he couldn't help but notice her puffy tummy.  But what could she do?  He was obviously in control of the situation so he must realize that he was the cause of her ballooning belly.  Still, it didn't make her feel any better that she was under such scrutiny with her present condition.  She mumbled some sort of acceptance and returned to her seat on the sofa.  As soon as she was seated Heinrich reached across and offered her the tray of petit fors.  By now Greta knew the drill, so accepted his offer with nary but a sigh.  Oof, she hoped she could find room for this little tidbit.

Heinrich smiled as she took a bite and then began "Now where were we?  Ah yes, you had just informed me that you had gone to Denmark to seek the solace of your parents after the boyfriend had abandoned you."  He frowned for a moment and then continued "I don't believe you mentioned what nationality the boy was."

Greta took another bite of the cake, not wanting to risk his displeasure.  She finally cleared her throat and looked harshly into her captors' eyes.  "I told you that I didn't want to talk about him.  Can't we just leave it at that?"  As his stern face didn't soften she sighed and confessed "if you must know he was an American, and I was foolish enough to try to follow him back to America to beg him to reconsider."

Her captors' eyes got wide as if he had just received a revelation.  "So, you went to America?  I see.  That is very interesting, very interesting indeed.  And did you track the boy down?"

"Yes" Greta replied, "but he just reiterated that our relationship was over and that he didn't want me anymore.  I felt like such a fool."

"Now, now Leibschien, we are all slaves to the will of love sometimes.  I think that it was very nearly heroic of you to have followed him all that way, carried by the wings of love."

"Thank you for saying so, but I still felt very stupid at the time." Greta sighed again.  "And still do."

Heinrich rose to the sidebar and returned with a tin of chocolate truffles.  He offered her the tin saying "There, there.  Here, have a delicious sweet.  It will make you feel better."

Absently, just doing it by rote now, Greta reached for the offering and plopped one of the sinfully rich confections into her mouth.  Umm, so wonderful, as the sugar exploded against her tongue and the rich velvet coursed down the back of her throat.

"Forgive me for seeming callous Fraulein, but I would be remiss in my duties if I did not ask.  Were you in contact with anyone else during your trip to America?"

Greta reached for the tin of truffles lying beside her and took a bite out of another.  "I wish I knew who it was you were trying to associate me with" she sighed in exasperation.  "Believe me, if I knew anything about anything I would tell you."

"Ja, perhaps you would" the officer admitted.  "However I must be sure and be thorough in the undertaking of my job."

At this point the salon car was jolted as the second engine attached itself and soon they were back to being rocked by the swaying rhythms of the train moving down the track.

The SS officer rose from his chair and returned to pacing the floor.

"Alright Fraulein, we have danced around the issue you and I.  I was hoping that we would not need to be unpleasant here.  I will ask you a series of questions.  If you answer them in all truthfulness then I will not have to resort to sterner methods.  Now, have another cake and we will settle in.  Remember that you have been warned.  Betray my trust and things will indeed become very ugly for you.  Do you understand me?"

To show that she understood the situation perfectly Greta hastily grabbed another cake and took a big bite, momentarily amazed that she had not yet exploded on the spot.  Heinrich gave a terse smile, nodded his head and moved to the door where he had a brief conversation with Hans, who seemed perpetually stationed just outside.  

Heinrich soon returned to his pacing position and then wheeled to face Greta.  "Let me recap for a moment Fraulein.  First"  he ticked off with his fingers; "you were a student at the university in Munich, Ja?  Second, over the last year you have done quite a bit of traveling, having been to Gdansk, Copenhagen, and America.  Am I correct thus far?"

Hiding her face behind a petit for Greta simply nodded, still wondering where this was all leading.  She certainly didn't feel as if she had done anything grand or original.  She supposed that there were those less fortunate than she, who would not be able to travel on a whim as she had, but that was not a crime, was it?

Her captor broke her reverie by asking a pointed question. "Fraulein, while you were at university, did any of your professors make an impact on you?"

Greta frowned.  What exactly did that mean?  "I'm sorry, sir, impact?  I don't understand?"

"Fine" the officer stated flatly and then resumed his pacing.  "Let me put it another way.  You had several classes, Ja?  Out of all your professors was there any one who stood out, was friendly to you, took you under his wing?"

Greta thought for a moment.  "Oh, I see.  Well I did do some clerking for professor Openmeyer.  He was such a kind and gentle man, and treated me quite well, as if he was grateful for all my correlating.  The man was quite brilliant, but I got the impression that many of the day to day workings were either beneath his notice or somehow just too much for him."

Heinrich continued pacing, making no outward signal if this revelation was of any significance or not.  As the small train continued it's trek through the Bavarian Alps, racing against the setting sun, he just continued his pacing, now placing a long manicured finger aside his cheek, gently tapping as he paced.  Finally he addressed Greta once again, "Professor Openmeyer you say?  And you clerked for him?  Very interesting.  Do you have an interest in physics, my dear?"

"Me?" Greta questioned as she reached beside her for another truffle.  "Heavens no.  That type of higher learning is way beyond my grasp."  She seemed somehow more at ease now, speaking with a familiarity of memories that were fond for her.  She chuckled, "goodness, I'd look at some of his papers, all those square root of X over Y's and swear it was all in some secret code or something.  No sir, I am much more suited for the liberal arts."  She plopped the truffle into her mouth, closing her eyes, savoring the exquisite taste.

"I see, I see" Heinrich mused, "Yes, that would be so now wouldn't it?  Still, one never knows."

At this point Hans entered with a covered silver tray and placed it on the opposite end table to where the diminished supply of cakes resided.  He bowed stiffly to them both and once again exited the room.  In the gleaming polished silver of the tray's cover Greta could see her curved reflection.  It was almost like one of those amusement park mirrors that distorted your features.  The apparition that looked back at her had incredibly wide, jowly cheeks.  She had to admit that part of her was amused by this rendition, but still she was relieved when it changed to a more normal visage as she repositioned herself.  

She caught herself salivating as the heavenly smells escaped from the tray and assailed her nostrils.  How was it possible that her mind wanted to sample whatever it was that smelled so good when her poor tummy was already so unbearably stuffed?  No, better to just ignore the impulse and try to concentrate on her captor's questions.

"Fraulein, did you know that Herr Professor was originally a Pole?  An odd coincidence wouldn't you say; this also being the home of your aunt?"

"No, I didn't know" Greta replied flatly, adding, "I always assumed that since he taught at university he was naturally German."

"Yes, yes, one would think" Heinrich replied, seemingly lost in thought.  Then he stopped pacing and said, "Forgive me, my dear, I've been remiss in my duties as host.  Though I imagine that the cover will keep these delicacies warm for quite some time, I should offer them to you now while they are at their best.  Have you ever tasted Cornish Pasties?  One of the few things that the English do right."

Greta replied in the negative and was just about to protest when Heinrich opened the cover and her senses were overwhelmed by the incredible smell.  All her willpower vanished and she felt the inside of her mouth getting moist once again.  

"Of course I must admit that my chef has taken a good idea and perfected it.  These lovely morsels are just about as perfect a gastronomical treat as there is.  Just look at how the crust flakes, and how golden brown it is.  Ach, and wait until you taste the filling!  Such a symphony of spices and flavors.  Ah, but don't take my word, see for yourself."

He handed her a plate and she took it almost greedily.  What had gotten into her?  Could it be that her subconscious had realized that she was in grave danger from this man and that quite possibly she might not survive this encounter?  'Eating the last meal of the condemned' she mused.  Ah, maybe so.  Her stomach grumbled in anticipation and she gazed for a moment at its spreading expanse, had a moment's doubt, erased it and forked a bite into her mouth.  Oh, but her captor was right!  She had never tasted anything quite like this.  Just a hint of a malt vinegar tang mixed with an almost curried lamb, accented by hints of spices blended together so perfectly that she couldn't identify any one taste.  Wonderful!  

She had another bite, and then another, until in what seemed like mere seconds, the mini pie was gone.  She was amazed that she had consumed the whole thing, stuffing the caloric morsel into her already overtaxed belly.  Where had she found the room?  She looked down once again and swore that her tummy had pouched out another inch or two.  She looked seven months pregnant; her rounded stomach protruding out from her rib cage as it gurgled its satisfaction.  She softly brought her hand down, almost afraid to touch her taught, over-expanded receptacle, finally allowing her fingers to soak up how hard her belly had become.  She lightly rubbed her palm across her midsection and was surprised as a feeling of contentment washed over her.  Such an odd feeling for one in her situation.  Perhaps this was all part of her captor's tactics.  As if he knew that she would get into this semi-blissful sated state.  She turned her eyes up to her captor only to see that he was watching her intently.

"You see, Fraulein, every bit as good as I promised, Ja?  Now, I'm afraid I must continue, although you may partake of another while we continue our little discussion."

Somehow Greta was becoming attuned to what he was saying behind what it was that he said.  She could tell by his inflection that as long as she continued to imbibe he felt no need for any sterner tactics.  She gathered her plate from her vanishing lap and bending forward offered it to her captor.  As she did so she realized that her middle was so bloated it seemed that her middle was incapable of bending at all.  Still, this brand of torture was far more pleasant than having her fingers broken one by one.

Heinrich refilled her plate and she hesitantly took another bite, vowing to make this morsel last far longer than the last. 

"So you've told me that you have no head for physics" Heinrich restarted his inquiry, " I wonder if was merely merry circumstance that you ended up clerking for the premier mind in all the science."

"I just answered his advertisement" Greta said, momentarily placing her fork on the edge of her plate.  "It was a whim actually.  I had just overspent on some new apparel" which she imagined probably wouldn't fit her anymore, not after her aunt's feeding and now this.  "And I was too proud to write home for an advance.  So I just happened to see 'Professor needs clerk for light typing and filing' so I decided to apply.  That's all there is too it, honest."

"And then why, when your next stipend appeared, didn't you quit the job, as you no longer had need of the money?" He queried.

"Well, to tell you the truth, I grew to like the old man.  Even for all his eccentricities and bizarre mannerisms, I still found him quite endearing.  Reminds me of my late grandfather in a way.  I guess that's it.  He just made me feel comfortable, from day one, so why should I quit when I enjoyed his company?"

"And you had no idea of how important and well respected Herr Professor actually was?"

"Well I'd of course heard how brilliant he was and that he was a leader in his field, but other than that: I guess I didn't give it that much thought.  You realize that all professors of a university as well respected as Munich should have stellar reputations."

"Ah yes, but of course" Heinrich countered, "logic would dictate that this is so.  Still, I am in a quandary, Fraulein.  I'm sure that my superiors have looked at all the information and concluded that the evidence is more than circumstantial.  Tell me this, when was the last time you say Herr Professor?"

Greta swallowed another bite, put down her fork and blushed.  

"Does this make you uncomfortable, my dear" Heinrich asked, noticing her changed pallor.

Greta looked back at him and sighed.  "If you must know, yes it is embarrassing" she began.  "After the breakup I lost track of a lot of things.  I went to only a fraction of my classes and wasn't really paying attention to those few lectures I did attend.  I also neglected many of my other duties, and I'm ashamed to say that I gave sweet professor Openmeyer no notice.  I just stopped coming by his offices.  I feel just awful about it, he probably wondered if he had said or done something wrong to drive me away."  

She picked up her fork, cut a large bite and almost viciously crammed it into her mouth, as if doing penance.

"So this breakup occurred in mid spring?" Heinrich pressed on.

Greta swallowed.  "Yes, just after the semester break.  In April."

"And you haven't seen Herr Professor since?"

Greta shook her head a bit sadly.  "No, on my shame I have not.  Poor old guy, he certainly deserved better from me."

Taking no notice of Greta's wallowing in self-pity, Heinrich continued, "And you did not rendezvous with him over the summer while you were in America?"

"Heavens no" Greta replied.  "Was he there, in Chicago?"

Heinrich ignored her question.  "And just now Fraulein, you did not find the opportunity to meet with him while in Poland?"

Greta took a last bite out of her meal "No.  As I told you, I spent almost the entire time sequestered at my aunt's house.  It was just that and visiting with her friends who most of the time came to her place."

"I see" the officer stood before her ramrod straight, his SS lightning bolts reflecting the light coming from the crystal chandelier.  "And in all your travels, you were not escorting any documents?"

"Documents!" Greta echoed in surprise.  "And why would I be carrying any documents other than my passport?"

As she said this she noticed that the train seemed to be slowing.  Heinrich moved to a window and pulling the curtains aside looked out.  "Ah, the filling station.  We will be making a brief stop here for water and sand before we continue our journey.  From here it is not far to my chalet."

Heinrich then let the curtains fall from his fingers as he turned around and stared at his guest.  He seemed to be assessing her as he mulled over some issue or another in his mind.  Finally, he blinked rapidly several times, as if signaling that he had come to some sort of resolution to the dilemma in his brain.

"I will tell you, Fraulein" he began, "we believe that Herr Professor is in possession of information that could be critical to the longevity of the Reich."

"I don't understand" Greta interrupted, "why not just ask him for it?"

"Ah, if it were only that easy my dear.  You see, if my time line is correct, shortly after you abandoned Herr Professor, he gleaned that we were very interested in certain heavy water experiments that he had undertaken.  In his eccentricity he has decided to keep the results of those experiments to himself.  To further complicate matters he has also decided to make himself unavailable, abandoning his position and going into exile."

"And you don't know where?" Greta asked, incredulous.

"Sadly, this is true" Heinrich confessed.  "We were too late in arriving to interview him.  And now he remains quite well hidden. In effect, he has vanished and he has taken his papers with him."

"I see" Greta mused.  This was why he was so interested in where she had been and whom she had talked to.

Heinrich moved in front of her, blocking the light.  "You must forgive me for doing what was required of me Frauline.  I now believe that you are innocent in all of this and are certainly just as you say you are: a student of the liberal arts, and not a spy."

At that moment there came a knock at the door.  Heinrich bowed at Greta and offered her another cake, which she took graciously even though he had just admitted that she was no longer under interrogation.

Heinrich moved to the door and after a brief conversation with Hans returned to her side.  "My dear, there is a call from my superiors that I need to address.  I shall be gone for several moments, and it would be my honor if you would feel at home."

Greta leaned back into the well-cushioned couch and took a bite from her cake, absently noticing that there were only two left on the platter that must have held a dozen. "I'll be just fine, sir, you go ahead and go about your business.  I do want to thank you for all your hospitality."

"The pleasure is all mine Fraulein" Heinrich replied.  "I shall rejoin you shortly."

With that he snapped his heals together in salute and then turned crisply and strode out the door.

While he was away Greta reclined further on the couch, happy now that she was presumably safe from harm.  As she lay on her side, resting her head on the armrest, she gazed at her round swollen belly and chuckled.  She didn't know quite what was so funny, and really didn't want to pursue the train of thought any further. No, she was feeling sated and lazy, as if a virile man had just pleasured her.  Her mind wandered as she reached for another cake, thinking frequently of her handsome captor.  She pressed her thighs together as her mind provided her with scenes from a movie in which her uniformed captor was her provider and lover, filling her in every sense of the word, showing her such a deep love and affection that she was helpless to resist.  

Her pulse quickened and she smiled. 'Ah, such an imagination, Greta dear' she scolded herself.  Still, as she absently rubbed her stuffed belly she had to admit that there were far worse things in life than having an over active imagination.

She was lost in her reverie and fantasies to the point where she was only dimly aware of Heinrich's return.  When she finally surfaced from the depths of her subconscious she noticed that Heinrich was grinning.  Not just the slight tremor that occasionally crossed his thick lips but an honest teeth showing smile.  

She was going to rise to meet him, but after a brief initial effort decided that she was just too stuffed to try.

"Good news, then" she opined from her supine position, looking vaguely like a clothed version of Ingres' "Reclining Odaless".

"Ja, you could say that.  My superiors tell me that they have discovered the whereabouts of our elusive professor.  They have thanked me for my efforts and continued support of the Reich and have bid me to have a nice little vacation in my chalet.  So, our little interrogation is at an end.  But it has been said that just because the writer has put down his pen does not signify that the story has ended, is that not true Fraulein?"

She gazed back at him, looking so impeccable in his black uniform and pressed a hand against her distended tummy.  Their eyes met and she demurely proclaimed "You know, I believe I could manage just one more of those marvelous Cornish Pasties."

The edge of his mouth began to crease and there was a brief hint of a smile as he thought 'ah, the line between hunter and prey are not so defined now.'  He then reached for the platter, clicked his heals together in a salute and bowed to serve her.

