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Аннотация
Follow Jake Adams on his fifth thrilling adventure in this international thriller series. Jake is back in Europe, trying his best to stay out of trouble. But that's never easy for him. What seems like a standard murder investigation turns into a complex conspiracy that will rock the institutions of Europe, and thrust Jake into an insidious plot that pits the old world of the Teutonic Order against new nanotechnology.
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Vienna, Austria
Europe had changed. Jake Adams knew that much. Gone were the pristine narrow streets lined with three hundred year old buildings leading to six hundred year old cathedrals. Now the streets were invariably littered with trash and the buildings tagged with Europe’s version of gang markings — ornately swirling messages in red or black or white — the culprits skinheads, anarchists, or simply disenfranchised foreign youth with too much time on their hands. Jobs gone to the more recently arrived.
Freezing rain pelted Jake’s exposed head as he strolled cautiously down a narrow lane along the Donau Canal in south Vienna. He had parked his car two blocks away, as instructed by phone, and wished now that he had never agreed to meet like this at midnight. It wasn’t that Vienna was normally a dangerous place at night or day, but he had been in situations like this far too often, and he knew that they were not always as innocuous as they seemed. Besides, he had driven most of the afternoon from Innsbruck; first there had been only rain, and then the rain left an invisible sheet of ice across the autobahn until cars were barely moving. That would have been tiring to anyone, yet he was starting to feel every bit his forty years. He held back a yawn.
Now he was having a hard time keeping his feet, despite the fact that he wore his best hiking shoes. The light windbreaker over his wool sweater kept the rain out, but the wind was picking up now and seemed to pass through both layers to his skin. He should have put on his lined leather coat. Worst of all, though, he had been forced to slide his 9mm CZ-75 automatic pistol into the right front pocket of his khaki pants, the handle butt hanging out and covered only by his windbreaker.
He didn’t know what to expect. Not one to take security jobs over the phone — impossible to judge how one lies under those conditions — he nevertheless felt compelled to hear the man out once the Federal President of Austria himself had called to ask for Jake’s help. How could he say no to him?
Ahead he saw the building, gray as the day had been, the neon sign at the corner bright red and yellow, indicating the Donau Bar was open for business. Only a couple of cars were parked along the deserted street, and Jake guessed that was because it was a Sunday night.
He stopped suddenly, turned and stooped down, as if he had dropped something, and took the time to glance about behind him as far as he could see in the shadows. Nothing. He re-tied his right shoe. With the pounding rain his senses seemed confused, his ears having an impossible time distinguishing the normal sounds of city life — cars and trams and buses — from that which should not be there. Like footsteps matching his stop-and-go pace. He would never be able to forget his training and years of experience in this game.
Satisfied all was as it should be, Jake rose and picked up his pace into the bar. He greeted the patrons with his best German, honed from living in Austria for more than five years and his work with the CIA and Air Force intelligence before that, stationed in Germany for most of his tours of duty. He looked Austrian now, with his dark hair and eyes and his clothes bought off the rack with European labels. In fact, it had been months since he had even spoken English.
After ordering a beer, Jake scanned the room quickly and took a seat in a corner booth, the tall wooden sides giving him an unrestricted view of the bar, where two men sat smoking. Large, full beers sat in front of each man. Jake sized them up. The one on the right was about five-ten, Jake’s height, and the other man looked to be a couple of inches taller than that. But since they were sitting, it was hard to tell for sure. They both wore long coats, and had barely touched their beers.
The bartender, a sturdy man in his early forties with a chiseled jaw, pock-marked face and bushy, unnaturally blond hair, brought Jake his beer and then hurried back behind the bar, his bulging eyes reminding Jake of the late Marty Feldman
It was ten after midnight. His contact was late. Jake guessed the man had been watching the front door, waiting for Jake to enter before coming in himself. Slowly, quietly, Jake slid his gun out and set it on his lap.
Less than a minute later the door swung open and an older man entered, his eyes shifting about from the men at the bar and landing on Jake. The guy was wearing a business suit covered by a topcoat with water bubbling and then dripping to the wood floor. He removed his fedora and rubbed his fingers along the brim. With that, Jake ran his hand through his hair. The man smiled as if recognizing an old friend, and hurried to take a seat across from Jake.
They shook hands across the table and Jake raised a thumb to the bartender, indicating to bring a beer for his friend.
Jake studied the man across from him intently. He had had almost no time at all to research the guy before leaving Innsbruck. And that had been a problem. He liked to know more about any potential client than they knew about themselves before taking on a case. Now he would have to play catch up. Jake prided himself on understanding people. After all, that was his business. Looking at the man, he saw an impeccable dresser, meticulously manicured nails, not a hair out of place despite the wind and rain. That meant his car was close. Concerned brown eyes. That’s what Jake saw. Something, in fact, out of character for the man. He knew the man was fifty-five, yet he had almost no wrinkles on his face — not even smile lines along his dark eyes. His only gray was a distinguished splotch along each temple.
“Slide your wallet across the table as if showing me photos of the wife and children,” Jake said in German, a smile on his face.
The man looked confused.
“I like to know who I’m working for,” Jake said, switching to English, his wide shoulders rising and falling.
“We talked on the phone,” the man said, his voice a near whisper.
Jake shrugged again, his eyes glancing to the side and watching the two men at the bar. Looking at the mirror behind the bar, Jake could see the man on the right peering directly at him before diverting his eyes back to the man next to him.
His contact slid his wallet toward Jake and then opened it, mentioning his two sons, which Jake knew he did not have. Jake read the Austrian driver’s license. Gustav Albrecht. His residence was the same as his work address, the headquarters of the Teutonic Order in Vienna. Jake had done a quick internet search of the organization. Having been established in 1190, Jake was dumbfounded that the Order still existed after more than 800 years.
Smiling, Jake returned the wallet to the man.
“What do you need from me?” Jake asked the man. “Don’t you have knights in shining armor to protect you?”
The man laughed and shook his head. “We are a charitable organization now,” he said apologetically. “We have churches and kindergartens.”
Jake knew that much. “So, what do you need from me?” he asked again. This was starting to get old.
The man leaned forward onto crossed arms. “I am the Grand Master of the Teutonic Order.”
“And that means?”
Albrecht let out a deep breath. “Sadly, not much anymore. But at one time my predecessors would have had large groups of knights under command.”
It seemed to Jake as if this Grand Master wished for the days of old. “I meant no disrespect,” Jake said. “I understand the historical importance of the Teutonic Knights. I just don’t understand the significance today. Please get to the point.”
“The past is important for today,” Albrecht said as if scolding, his finger pointing at Jake. “The Order is under attack.”
Finally. “Attack? By whom?”
Albrecht’s eyes shifted toward the two men at the bar and the bartender before settling on Jake again. “That’s what we want you to find out.”
Jake must have looked confused, because he was. “If the Order is simply a charitable organization, who would want to do you harm?”
“We’re not entirely sure. Our priest in charge of Slovakia has been murdered.”
Now that was something Jake could investigate. “So, you want me to find his killer?”
The man nodded. “But we think there’s more to it than that.”
The bartender swooped by and set a beer in front of Albrecht, and then disappeared into a back room.
“You know my fees?” Jake asked.
Albrecht nodded, sipped his beer, and then said, “There will be a bonus for discretion. We have a reputation to consider.”
Jake almost laughed out loud. The Teutonic Knights had been less than discrete throughout history, forcing Christianity on heathen hordes that were more interested in finding enough food to eat than understanding a higher power. “Your Federal President knows,” Jake reminded him.
“We were friends at university,” Albrecht said.
“A politician to be trusted,” Jake said, “seems like an oxymoron.”
He shrugged. “He also married my sister.”
The first sign that all was not well registered in Jake’s brain as one of the men at the bar flew off of his chair, his back blown out through his coat in a barrage of flesh and blood.
Then the blast.
Jake simultaneously grasped his gun, jumped from the booth in front of the grand master, and shoved the man to the floor. The second blast came, taking off the top of the second man’s head, and thrusting him on top of his friend on the wooden floor. His heart pounding, Jake aimed toward the back room, but he had no target. To stay put, though, he would be an easy target. Move.
Keeping low, Jake skirted along the edge of the three booths toward the front door. He saw the gun barrel rise over the bar in time to dive to the floor. The shotgun blast blew a hole in the front door above him.
Jake rolled and fired three shots toward the bar, his bullets smashing through the wood. Then he scurried toward the end of the bar. He heard a swishing sound.
Peering back to where he had left Albrecht, Jake saw that the grand master had found a spot under the table. It was some protection, but not enough. Jake had to act now.
With one motion, Jake jumped to his feet, thrust his arms over the bar, and fired three more shots. Then he popped back down and ran along the bar, stopping where the two men had fallen.
Slowly, he rose up to glance over the bar. Nothing. The swishing had been the door to the back room.
Now he heard sirens, and Jake knew it was time to get the hell out of there. “Albrecht. You all right?”
“I think so,” the man said, his voice wavering.
“Let’s go,” Jake yelled. “We gotta move.”
Albrecht crawled out from under the table and Jake grabbed him by the arm and pulled him out of the bar.
“What about those two?” Albrecht asked, glancing over his shoulder.
Out on the sidewalk now, the sirens getting closer, Jake said, “They’re dead. Where’s your car?”
Albrecht fumbled in his pockets and, his hands shaking, produced a set of Mercedes keys. Jake grabbed the keys and pressed the Open button, which flashed a set of lights and beeped open a silver Mercedes across the street.
They both ran and got in, Jake behind the wheel. Seconds later Jake crossed the Donau Canal, got onto a northbound road and drove along the east side of the canal. Slow and easy, Jake thought. Across the canal, two polizei cars, lights flashing, rushed toward the bar.
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The black Skoda Fabia RS drove slowly along Vienna’s Mariahilfer Stasse a couple of blocks from the West Bahnhof. The driver, a sturdy man whose shoulders extended beyond the bucket seat, wasn’t worried about destination, but was more concerned with how to reach their eventual goal. His thick left hand grasped the steering wheel tightly as they rounded a corner, and then he shoved the stick into third. Noticing a piece of white on his leather sleeve, he casually brushed it away, before downshifting into second for another curve.
He glanced sideways at the man in the passenger seat, his old friend Rada Grago, his chin shoved out defiantly, the deep scar resembling a cleft. Grago’s hair was longer than Miko had ever seen it; it was also dyed platinum now, and the man ran his fingers through the thick locks, a nervous habit. His Brother in the New Order had failed, true, but the mission had not been a complete failure. Maybe this was better, Miko thought. Now they could make that piece of shit grand master sweat like the swine he was; he’d be constantly looking over his shoulder, like a hockey defenseman waiting for a retaliatory strike after just checking a star player into the boards, ready to shit his pants with every auto backfire. Better to toy with the man.
“I’m sorry, Miko,” the passenger said in Czech. “I have failed.”
Miko Krupjak smiled at his old friend, snatched a radish from a plastic bag, and shoved it into his mouth, crunching down on the spicy vegetable. Miko had been waiting around the back of the bar, picked up Grago, and then drove off. Down the road a kilometer, Grago had wiped his prints and then thrown the shotgun into the Donau Canal.
“Grago. You killed two of the Grand Master’s guards,” Miko said. “That’s something. We’ll get Albrecht.”
Grago waved his hand in front of his face. “How do you eat those?” He rolled down his window a few inches and continued. “The man he had met there,” Grago said. “He moved like a cat stalking a mouse. A second more and I would have been killed. This man was not like the two Brothers who normally protect the Grand Master.”
“An outsider?”
“A professional,” Grago said. “I’m sure of it.”
Grago knew one when he saw one, Miko thought. After all, his Brother had spent years working for the old Soviets in his native Prague. And during that time, Grago had himself gained the moniker “The Butcher of Prague.” True, part of this came from his daytime profession, his cover story, as an actual butcher. But his brutality had raised him to unofficial enforcer level with Czech Security Information Service (BIS). Unofficial, because the BIS was not supposed to be brutal like the old KGB had been during its glory days. Grago’s transformation from his past to the Brotherhood had been gradual, yet he had taken to his vows of chastity and obedience with great enthusiasm. Poverty was no longer required of them, and that suited Miko and Grago just fine. They had seen enough of that in their youth.
Miko shook the bag of radishes toward Grago, but the passenger shook his head vehemently. “We’ll move forward with the plan, Grago,” Miko said, taking another radish into his mouth. “What can one man do?” He let out a resounding fart.
Grago sighed and then laughed. “You eat those and then wonder why you have gas?” He opened his window and waved his hand.
The driver smiled and turned around a corner on his random path to nowhere.
* * *
A few miles away in the silver Mercedes, Jake drove around the outer edge of Schonbrunn Palace. Lights lit up at the yellow structure that occupied more than five square blocks. When he reached the western edge, he turned south on a small road and pulled over to the curb. Across the street was a tall wall, the other side of which lay the expansive gardens of the palace. The rain had slowed some, but the streets were still slick.
Jake put the car in park and shut down the engine. Then he turned to the passenger and owner of the car and said, “What was that all about?”
“I told you…we are under attack,” Albrecht said, his breathing somewhat calmer, but the shock still hanging onto his face, an ashen mask of disbelief.
If he had no wrinkles before, he soon would, Jake thought. “Did you know the shooter?” he asked.
Albrecht shook his head. “How would I know a murderer?”
“What about the two men at the bar? When you entered you didn’t even look at them. And they had barely touched their beers.”
The Grand Master was about to speak, but he hesitated, as if looking for the right words. When the words finally came he said, “They were Brothers of the Order.”
“Worked for you?”
“Yes.”
“They were tactically flawed,” Jake said, somewhat callously.
“They’re dead,” Albrecht said. “Trying to protect me.”
“They should have split up and selected a spot on the end of the bar with a full view of the room,” Jake said. “Then when I came in they wouldn’t have to try to catch a look in the mirror. And if anything went down, which it did, they would have been protected from the bar. At least long enough to pull their weapons. Plus, they kept their jackets on. A dead giveaway they were carrying weapons.”
“They were Brothers, Mr. Adams. Former Austrian Army.”
Part of Jake wanted to drive back and pick up his car, find a hotel for the night, and then drive back to Innsbruck in the morning. The other part, the part that hated being shot at under any circumstances, wanted to hunt down the shooter, cut off his balls, and use them for salt and pepper shakers.
“All right,” Jake said, “what now?”
Albrecht looked confused. “I thought you would know what to do next.”
It wasn’t like Jake had never been in a situation like this before. Yet, most of the time he was on the hunt, not the hunted. He preferred it that way. “First we need to find a place to hide you,” Jake said. “Then you hand over everything you know.” Hiding him would be fairly easy, but keeping him in place without Jake babysitting would be another matter. He sure as hell couldn’t play nurse-mate while he sought the guy who had tried to kill Albrecht. He also had a feeling the local Polizei would be a problem, looking into the death of Albrecht’s two men.
Albrecht shook his head. “I can’t run and hide. What kind of signal would that send?”
“A better signal than your murder,” Jake assured him.
“Good point.” The Grand Master thought and then added, “I have a place in Kitzbuhel. I could go skiing.”
“No. They’ll know about it.”
“Then where? Christmas is in two weeks. I have events I must attend.”
“Listen. Someone’s trying to kill you. If you go about like business as usual, you could not only endanger yourself but those around you.”
Albrecht must have been thinking about his two dead Brothers when he slowly nodded his head in agreement.
“Great.”
* * *
Across town at the Donau Bar, police cars had cordoned off the street for two blocks. Sitting behind the wheel of his unmarked dark green Polizei Mercedes, Kriminal Hauptkommisar Franz Martini adjusted the intermittent wipers to clear the freezing rain. Martini had taken over his new job six weeks ago, coming from his native Tirol. At times like this he wished he was still in Innsbruck, where they would be getting snow at this time. Snow he could deal with. But this?
At his age, early fifties, Martini knew this could be his last post before retirement. A retirement that could come early if murders like this continued in Vienna. He glanced up at himself in the rearview mirror. His once dark hair was now entirely gray and thinning. His normal mustache was replaced by a narrow goatee, and even that was almost entirely gray, covering a strong jaw with a hint now of a double chin.
The passenger door opened and Martini’s assistant, Jack Donicht, slid onto the leather seat and slammed the door behind him. Donicht had followed Martini from Innsbruck. The two of them had worked together for twenty years.
“Looking for dark hairs?” Donicht asked, a smile barely revealing his imperfect teeth.
“Smart ass. I hear Schmidt in Linz is looking for someone with your qualifications.”
“Schmidt? My God. He eats small children, I hear.”
“Just a rumor,” Martini said. “What do you think?” He raised his chin toward the front of the bar.
“Forensics just finished collecting. They’re bagging the bodies now,” Donicht said. “The man in the back had his throat slit. He was the bartender. The two in the front were both killed with a shotgun. We’ve pulled some lead out of the front door and the wall behind the dead men. Looks like they died instantly. Didn’t get a chance to pull their guns.”
Martini thought for a moment. He had checked out their guns. Both carried identical Glocks in .40 caliber. “Why were they carrying weapons?”
Donicht shrugged. “Looks like they needed them, but didn’t get a chance to use them.”
“They’re not law enforcement,” Martini said. “Not intel types. Both from Vienna.”
“I doubt they’re Russian Mafia, then.”
“Exactly. Private security?”
Donicht wrote the words in his notebook. “I’ll check it out, Franz.”
Something was bothering Martini. The bartender. “Why kill the bartender with a knife?”
Donicht looked at his notebook. “I had a question about that as well.”
Think, Franz. The bartender is killed in the back room. “What if the two men out front were not the target,” Martini said. “Private security. The two men had to be guarding someone. Maybe that person got away. Maybe he was the target.”
“Good point,” Donicht said, his pen writing that down. “That would explain the six nine millimeter shell casings we found on the other side of the bar.” Donicht smiled broadly.
“You’re getting to be a real pain in the ass in your old age.”
“That’s why you keep me around,” Donicht said. “And I’m six months younger than you.”
Martini watched the first body come out on a stretcher, the medical personnel trying their best to keep their footing on the icy cobblestones. When the man in front slipped and fell, his weight overturned the stretcher, which brought down the man in the back and sent the bagged body sliding onto the slick sidewalk. The two medical men flopped around on the sidewalk like fish out of water.
“You see that?” Donicht said, laughter in his voice.
“A couple of comedians. Go help them.”
Without saying a word, Martini’s assistant shoved on his leather gloves, got out of the car, and scurried onto the sidewalk. Martini thought about Innsbruck again. Maybe he should have stayed there. He didn’t need this promotion any more than he needed prostate cancer, which had been diagnosed in him only two days ago. He still needed to schedule surgery. Now that would have to wait. He pulled out a pack of cigarettes he had bought earlier that evening. No need to worry about his lungs when his prostate was the problem. Lighting his first cigarette in a year, Martini took in a deep breath, held it for full effect, and then slowly exhaled a stream of smoke.
* * *
Two blocks away in a charcoal Audi A6, Kurt Lamar gazed out into the darkness at the scene through night vision goggles. When the two ambulance personnel slipped on the ice, he couldn’t help but laugh. He put down the NVGs and clicked onto his laptop computer, which was hitched up to his cell phone. He had run all of the license plates of cars from three blocks away in all directions and had been waiting for response on the owners.
Quickly glancing down the names and addresses, his eyes stopped suddenly when he read one; Jake Adams, Innsbruck, Austria.
“My God,” he said aloud to himself.
He quickly disconnected the phone from the computer and punched in a number.
“Toni?” No answer.
“Yes.” A soft woman’s voice, somewhat put off.
“I’m at the scene. Ran the license numbers and got one hit.”
“Yeah?”
“A VW Golf TDI.” He paused, wondering if he should continue. Finally, he said, “Registered in Innsbruck, Austria to Jake Adams.”
When the long silence came, Kurt expected it. He didn’t think it would last a full minute, though.
“Jake is involved?” she said tentatively.
“Hey, he has a way of finding trouble,” Kurt told her, something she already knew. “Does he know I’m working here?”
She let out a deep breath. “I haven’t talked with him in six months. He doesn’t even know I’m working here.”
Kurt had heard the story of how she had come back from an assignment to the Middle East and found Jake with another woman.
“Is it the Chinese woman?” Kurt asked her. “Remember, though, you left him.”
“I had an assignment I had to take.” Her voice was strained now.
Kurt knew some of that. Her Arabic language skills had made her nearly indispensable with her undercover work in Syria and other countries that even he was not aware of, nor would he ever fully know about. That was the nature of the beast.
“But you can’t blame him for moving on,” Kurt said. “Did you talk to him in person?”
“No. I saw him with the woman and called him on the phone. He never mentioned her.”
“Maybe she was just a friend,” he assured her.
“What’s he doing here now?” Toni asked brusquely, changing the subject.
Kurt thought for a while, his eyes concentrating on the paramedics finally shoving the first body into the back of the ambulance. Did Jake even know that Toni was now the new Agency station chief in Vienna? He doubted Jake knew. She was right. How could he know? When the new Agency was first formed, combining the old CIA, FBI, NSA, DEA, ATF, and all of the various military intelligence agencies, Jake had already gone private. Although he had been called back into service as recently as a year ago in China, Kurt was sure that Jake’s most significant contact with the new Agency was Toni Contardo.
“It’s not like the Agency took out a press release and said you were in charge here now,” Kurt said.
“That’s not my point,” she said. “I need to know why Jake is involved with someone we happen to be looking into. That’s all.”
“We would have known more if the phone tap had been in place,” Kurt reminded her. Although they had just started their investigation of Grand Master Gustav Albrecht, it had become clear that they should move to a more intrusive investigation. Especially following the murder of the priest in Bratislava.
“I know,” she said. “You were right. We would have known about this meeting.” She paused for a moment. “You think Jake is working for Albrecht?”
“In what capacity?”
“That’s what we need to find out. Take care of the car and meet me back here.”
“What about Albrecht?”
“GPS has his car near Schonbrunn Palace. Stopped for the past fifteen minutes.”
“We gonna talk with Albrecht tonight?”
“No. Yeah, we better. Someone’s out to kill him. We need to know why. Know if he’s tied up with this whole thing. Or if he’s just a target.”
“In the meantime,” Kurt said. “Jake can baby-sit the guy.”
“Well, it looks like that might be what he was hired to do. See you in thirty?”
“Right. I’ll do the car and head right over.”
* * *
Two blocks farther down the road, adjacent to the Donau Canal, the woman sat behind the wheel of the black Audi Quattro, her eyes stuck to the Zeiss binoculars, focusing on the man who had just gotten out of the Audi A6 and walked to the VW Golf.
Her phone shook in her pocket and she quickly flipped it open, her gaze still on the man making his way up the sidewalk.
“Ja?” She listened carefully. “Are you sure?”
According to her contact, the man was an American who worked for a communications company in Vienna. Interesting. Then what was he doing checking into a crime scene? She thanked her contact and shoved the phone back into her pocket.
Down the street, the man looked up and down the avenue before pretending to slip on the ice and then swiftly sticking something under the back bumper. Then the man got up, brushed off his khaki pants, and walked back to his car.
Nice move, she thought.
Once the Audi pulled away, the woman cast her gaze through the binoculars on the unmarked green Polizei Mercedes outside the front of the Donau Bar. She figured Franz Martini would get the call. Maybe that was a good thing.
“Super,” she said softly aloud.
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The best way to hide someone was to do something completely out of the ordinary for that person. For instance, Jake wouldn’t hide a monk in a monastery any more than he’d hide this respectable priest in one of Vienna’s many churches. Instead, he burned much of a tank of gas driving around the city’s inner ring. Then Jake had found an all-night sex club with a two-drink minimum, and the two of them had nursed their beers in a dark corner for a couple of hours.
Satisfied they had burned enough clock, Jake had driven to the eastern train station, parked Albrecht’s Mercedes three blocks away in a ramp, and, the Grand Master in tow, had purchased two tickets on the night train to Bratislava, in the Slovak Republic. It was a local train that followed the Danube River and would be in the Slovak capital in about two hours. That had given Jake time to pump Albrecht for information. The man had no clue why someone had tried to kill him. He only knew that his Order was under attack. The priest in Bratislava had warned him just hours before the man was found murdered, his body battered with a wooden object.
Now the train was some thirty minutes or less from reaching Bratislava, the darkness outside nearly complete, with the exception of an occasional barge moving up or down the river, its running lights the only indication anything was there on that cold water. In the past, Jake knew, they would have had to stop at the border. But after the fall of the Iron Curtain, Europe was a free travel zone. Sure the border guards into the Slovak Republic would still take a cursory glance at passports, but that was the extent of inconvenience, especially with its tenuous inclusion into the European Union.
The changes Jake saw coming to Europe, although geared toward free trade and freedom of travel, seemed to be stripping away the identity of each country — not only with the switch to the Euro. Maybe Jake’s identity was changing also. For years he had known who he was — a man who saw injustice and did every damn thing within him to make things right. But now the differences between right and wrong was becoming as blurred as the national borders. He looked at his reflection in the train window and wasn’t sure who was staring back at him.
Albrecht slept now to the left of Jake, the man’s head planted against the window rocking gently with the train’s sway. The man looked vulnerable, Jake thought. He was obviously out of his element.
Jake nudged Albrecht. “Hey. We’re almost there.”
Albrecht’s eyes shot open, as if he was reliving the shoot-out at the Donau Bar. “What?”
“We’re almost to Bratislava,” Jake said.
The Grand Master sat up straighter and rubbed his hands across his face and through his hair. Part of Jake wanted to simply drop the guy off somewhere — a gasthaus perhaps in some tiny village — and pick the guy up in a few days. Once Jake had a chance to figure out who had it in for Albrecht. But he thought, for now, it would be better to keep the guy close to him. At least Jake would provide some protection. It would also put Jake’s life at risk, but he was used to that. Didn’t like it. But he was familiar with the prospect at least.
A short while later they reached the main Bratislava train station, and walked five blocks to St. Michael’s Cathedral. Albrecht knew the parish priest there and guessed he might have information about the Order priest who had been killed. The two priests had been ordained at the same time almost thirty years ago.
The cathedral had been built in the fifteenth century. It was cold and dank with a constant breeze that seemed to tickle the hairs on the back of Jake’s neck. He had put his leather holster over his sweater inside his wind breaker, so at least he could draw his 9mm without catching the barrel sight on his pants pocket. He unzipped his coat open and felt the comfort of his gun with his left arm.
Something wasn’t right. Jake was sure of it. He watched Albrecht, a few steps ahead of him down the main aisle, pause at the front row of pews, kneel, and then cross himself, just as he had when he first entered the church. Jake rushed forward and grabbed Albrecht by the shoulder. Then, a finger to his mouth, Jake drew his gun and quietly clicked the hammer back, his CZ-75 leading the way to the right of the altar toward a back room, where a dim sliver of light pointed out to them.
Jake could feel the breeze stronger on his face. They reached the edge of the door, which was wide open, the wind sucking through like that of a mountain tunnel.
Sniffing the air, Jake could smell it now. The iron of blood. Feces and urine, a natural response to death.
Albrecht bumped into Jake. “What’s the matter?” he whispered.
“Shhh.”
With one swift motion, Jake rushed into the room, his gun shifting from left to right and then pointing down at the stone floor. Laying face down in a puddle of blood was a priest in a black robe.
“My God,” Albrecht mumbled from the door, his hand on his mouth.
Jake turned for a moment and then hurried to the head of the priest, but he already knew the man was dead. The blood was too dry for life. He checked for a pulse. The priest was still warm but dead.
The killer could still be there, Jake thought. He reached into his pockets and pulled out a pair of leather gloves. He shoved them on as he rose to his feet. “Is that your friend?” Jake asked Albrecht.
The Grand Master was frozen in time, his eyes wide with horror.
“Is this the priest you know?” Jake said abruptly.
Albrecht nodded.
“Let’s go. We’ve gotta get out of here.”
“We can’t leave him like this,” Albrecht pleaded.
“We have no choice,” Jake said, his hand on Albrecht’s arm. “We’ll call it in to the police once we get outside.”
Finally, Albrecht nodded approval and the two of them hurried toward the front door. Half way down the side aisle, the Gothic pillars to one side, the front door burst open and men starting moving down the main aisle, guns drawn.
Jake stopped. They couldn’t talk their way out of this. Nor could Jake explain his gun. Jake pulled on Albrecht to reverse course. The two of them quietly made their way in the shadows toward the back of the cathedral. They passed the room with the dead priest and continued through the darkness.
Now Albrecht pulled on Jake to follow. He had to know another way out. Moments later Albrecht shoved through a large wooden door and they pushed out onto a back stoop.
A light clicked on. A flashlight. Then a man screamed in what Jake knew must have been Slovak, but he didn’t speak the language.
Two men with guns. Standing in front of a Skoda police car.
Albrecht said something to the men as he moved toward the two cops. They clicked the hammers of their guns. The man on the left yelled at them again.
Albrecht stopped. They were now just feet away from the two Slovak police.
“What’d you say to them?” Jake asked.
“I said I am a priest,” Albrecht said.
“And?”
“Basically? He said bullshit.”
One cop said something to the other one and the cop put his gun away and pulled his cuffs from his belt.
Damn it, Jake thought. He couldn’t allow this. They’ll be stuck in jail for months trying to answer questions. Slowly, Jake moved forward and turned his hands behind his back, as if allowing the man to cuff him.
As the cop reached down to Jake’s arm, Jake spun to his right, grasped the cop’s right hand, pulled his arm toward Jake, and simultaneously chopped the man in the throat with his left hand. Then he kicked the man in the face, dropping him instantly. Swiveling to his left, Jake’s roundhouse kick hit the wrist of the second cop, sending his gun flying into the air. Now Jake snapped the cop’s knee, stepped in closer and elbowed the man in the jaw, crumpling him down to the cobblestones. The sailing gun finally stopped clanking across the alley.
“Let’s go,” Jake said, sliding into the driver’s seat.
Without thinking, Albrecht ran to the passenger side and got in.
Slowly Jake. Take it nice and easy.
He drove down the alley and hoped like hell these guys were as clueless as the last two and didn’t think about closing off the alleys on all sides. Jake was right. Dumb fucks.
He cruised out to a side street, glanced down to his left at two police cars closing off the road in front of the cathedral, and turned right. He would have to dump the car in a hurry. If the Bratislava cops had any clue at all, the car would have a GPS tracker. He doubted they did, but he didn’t want to take a chance.
Jake drove toward the Danube River in an industrial part of the city.
Suddenly, a frantic voice came across the radio, followed by an equally distressed response.
“What was that?” Jake asked.
“Not good. They’re looking for us.”
Checking the rearview mirror, Jake saw two cars round the corner a few blocks back. More words on the radio.
“Shit,” Jake yelled. He shoved down on the gas and the car revved forward until he smashed it into fourth gear. They were now on a four-lane divided street that dissected the old town from the new town.
Blue and red lights came on the cop cars behind them as they closed on Jake. He glanced at the dash and found the toggles for the lights and siren, switching both on.
“What are you doing?” Albrecht demanded desperately.
“Hang on,” Jake yelled as he cranked the wheel, downshifted, and then exited onto a street that headed back toward the old downtown, the tires squealing and the front end shaking with his drastic maneuver.
Albrecht gasped, his right hand grasping a handle above the window and his left holding onto the seatbelt.
Jake slammed the stick back to fourth and the car responded instantly. A sign indicated the Austrian border was just across the river, but Jake hit the brakes hard before entering the bridge, the back end sliding to the left. He ground the stick into second and hit the gas, the tires spinning and then digging into the cobbled street.
Looking into the mirror, Jake saw that one cop car had turned sideways and the second had t-boned the first. But they were both still operating and taking up the chase.
“Switch through the frequencies,” Jake said to Albrecht.
The Grand Master was in shock, his face white and his eyes wide.
“I said, check the damn frequencies,” Jake yelled. “They must have switched off their normal channel.”
Finally, Albrecht did as he was told. He moved the dial until they heard voices.
“What are they saying?”
“They’re trying to corner us and set up a road block. My god.”
“What?”
“They’ve blocked the border.”
“I guessed they’d do that.” Jake turned down a narrow street and hoped like hell it wasn’t a dead end. Cars were parked on both sides, so Jake guessed it was a downtown residential area. Looking back, he saw just one car. Damn it. One must have turned down the parallel street, he thought.
Jake cranked the wheel hard at a cross street and accelerated. “Hold on to your balls.”
The lights from the other cop car appeared to Jake’s right just as their car reached the crossroad, giving him a micro-second to hit his brakes and timing the collision so his left front bumper clipped the other cop car in the left rear, sending the car careening into parked cars. But Jake was able to shove his stick into second, crank the wheel to the left and miss all of the parked cars.
“One down,” Jake said, his eyes in the rearview mirror for a second to see the other car was nearly a block behind them.
More desperate words on the radio.
“You know this city?” Jake asked Albrecht.
The man thought and then said, “Not well.”
Jake checked the road signs and saw directions to the autobahn and Brno, the Czech Republic. He switched off the lights and siren and turned onto a main street, going in that direction. Seconds later he got onto the main autobahn that lead from Bratislava to Prague. The early morning rush hour was starting to show, but most of the cars were coming from the other direction. Thinking quickly, or maybe not thinking at all, Jake crossed the center median heading directly into oncoming traffic, cars screeching to a halt as their cop car cut a path between a big truck and an Audi sedan.
“What the hell are you doing?” Albrecht yelled, his grip tighter. “You’ll get us killed.”
Looking behind him, the chase car followed them across into traffic. As rush hour cars slammed into each other, Jake cut back across the median in front of a line of cars and blended in, with a truck behind him and another on his left. Hidden like that, Jake cruised forward on the autobahn. Just out of town, he turned off the autobahn at the first exit, making sure to slow with the engine so his brake lights wouldn’t give them away, and then he saw the cop car pass on the road above.
Jake backtracked down a narrow road toward the Danube River, picked up a frontage road, and turned west in the direction of the Austrian border.
A sign said there was a small town a few kilometers up the road. Jake had a feeling there might be a bridge there — a minor crossing into Austria. But before they reached the town, Jake found a small road that entered a forest to the right. He pulled into the road, drove for a short distance, and parked the police car, shutting down the ticking, tired engine. Then he had Albrecht wipe his prints from the handle and anything else he had touched. The cops he had embarrassed back there would have a description of the two of them, but that’s it. And Jake guessed the two would have them both at close to six-feet five and three hundred pounds to diffuse the pain of their failure.
Now they needed to get the hell out of the Slovak Republic. That could be tricky.
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Magdeburg, Germany
The former Prussian city of Magdeburg was now the capital of the Sachsen-Anhalt province, and was situated to the west of Brandenburg and Berlin in what had been Soviet occupied East Germany until reunification more than a decade past. The province had seen the rise of Martin Luther, where he had preached at the altar of some of Europe’s greatest cathedrals. But Magdeburg had also seen the destruction of religious division during the Thirty Years War, where more than 30,000 of its citizens were killed.
The expansive Magdeburg University sat on a knoll overlooking the Elbe River, its buildings a distant remnant of the elegance it once was prior to the bombing during World War II that destroyed over 80 percent of the city. Some of the buildings had been rebuilt with the old fallen stone, but others were constructed in the 60s under the watchful eye of Soviet occupation, and those resembled blockhouse tenements designed by unimaginative ten-year-olds.
Standing in the window of his third-story office in the engineering building, Dr. Wilhelm Altenstein, a professor of micro and nanoscience, was proud of the accomplishments of his university, and particularly his department. He had led a team recently to a conference at Delft University in the Netherlands, where he presented his findings on nanotechnology and bioengineering — the results of which had raised his reputation to those of Professors Martin of Berlin and even Anderson of Stanford University in America. Although those in attendance had been impressed, they knew only part of his research. He could not reveal more. Not yet.
Altenstein changed his view from the sprawling campus with leafless trees and scattered pines to his reflection in the glass. His hair, black and gray, stood up in all directions, a result of sleeping on the sofa in his office again. His scraggly beard hung down from his chin in a point, and he stroked it now with his thin fingers. In his mid fifties, he looked closer to sixty, he thought, with the bags under his eyes and the wrinkles across his forehead.
“Professor,” came a voice from the door.
Altenstein startled from his reverie and then glanced at the reflected image of Hermann Conrad. He wasn’t expecting him for another hour. Checking his watch, he realized the man was right on time.
The two men met in the middle of the large office and shook hands. Conrad was the chief executive and president of Marienburg Biotechnik, the main funding source for Altenstein’s research. The company was established almost a decade ago during the biotechnology boom that followed the mapping of the human genome. Conrad had done quite well for himself, and that was evident by his Italian suit and shoes, the Rolex watch on his right wrist, his perfectly manicured hands, and hair that seemed to shine.
“Hope I didn’t catch you at a bad time,” Conrad said, his words soft-spoken like a jazz disc jockey.
“We had a meeting scheduled,” Altenstein said, checking his watch.
“Yes, we did. But I know how busy you can get.”
A jab at past meetings he had missed or been late arriving, Altenstein thought. Conrad had always, ever since their relationship began some five years prior, been patient to a point. Cross him, though, and he would unleash a brutal temper. Altenstein had seen him fire employees for seemingly insignificant indiscretions, and the good professor wanted nothing of that wrath. He needed Conrad’s funding or he would end up back in the classroom trying to teach inferior minds the significance of the future of microtechnology, and nanotechnology in particular.
“I heard you turned some heads in Delft,” Conrad said, his eyebrows raising.
Altenstein tried to guess where this was going. “I gave nothing away,” the professor said. “No more than they already knew. I just wanted my colleagues to know I knew what they knew.”
“Perhaps more?”
“I don’t know about that.” If they only knew his true research, he would probably be investigated on ethical grounds.
“Have you tested the nano…what do you call them?”
“Inhibitors.”
“Right. Inhibitors.” Conrad crossed his arms onto his chest, his mind in deep thought. “Well?”
“The tests are nearly complete,” Altenstein said apprehensively.
“Have the…inhibitors acted as you planned?”
Altenstein moved behind his cluttered desk and shuffled some papers, finally extracting a binder with his research. Everything was computerized, saved to CD and DVD, stored in his secure lab and also off-site at a bank vault, but he also printed his data. Some might find his aversion to trusting technology like computers antithetic to his high-tech research, but he also knew the exact failure rates of microprocessors and the surges of the power grid in Sachsen-Anhalt that had fried far too many computers, even those supposedly protected by surge protectors and power back-up systems.
Altenstein turned to midway in his binder, his eyes shifting from the pages to Conrad’s waiting glare. “As I told you before, we can target specific genes or other DNA factors with the nanoinhibitors.” He paused and tried to find the words that would not confuse Conrad. He knew that Conrad was a businessman, not a scientist. He had people in his company for that. He was a genius taking technological innovations and exploiting them for commercial use, though. Altenstein’s research would be no different.
“Please continue, Herr Professor.”
“Right. So, we had mice with a bacterial infection, for instance, that we then injected with the inhibitors designed to attack bacteria.” Altenstein smiled broadly now, his eyes moving from the papers in the binder to Conrad. “The nanos wiped out the bacteria within twenty-four hours.”
“My God.”
Altenstein felt almost like God at that moment. “Absolutely. We have replicated the studies with more than five of the most common bacteria. Same result.”
“This will make antibiotics obsolete,” Conrad said, his eyes sparkling with the possibilities. He was seeing Euro signs now.
“The other genetic factors you asked to study seem equally promising,” Altenstein said, flipping through more pages. He didn’t have to rely on paper; he knew exactly off the top of his mind the results of his work. “We tested for a genetic defect in several mice — those with a predisposition to hormonal obesity — and all mice injected with the nanoinhibitor programmed to eliminate this hormone did just that. All mice lost weight.”
“My God.” Conrad shook his head. “Will this work with any gene?”
Altenstein hesitated, wondering why he would ask this question. “I would think so. With proper inhibitors.”
Conrad was thinking hard now, his head moving up and down. “Could you reverse the problem?”
“What do you mean?”
“Instead of inhibiting a process…could you make the nanos react to a genetic factor?”
“You mean attack a certain genetic trait?” Altenstein shrugged. “It’s possible.” After he said it, he regretted having done so. A light went off in the professor’s brain. God indeed.
“How long before you could test for that?” Conrad said, his voice shifting from jazz to heavy metal.
“I would have to get mice with a particular trait we wanted to eliminate,” Altenstein said. “That could take a while.”
“Let’s not reinvent the wheel here, professor.” Conrad rubbed his chin. “What’s the most obvious genetic trait?”
Altenstein didn’t want to answer. He couldn’t.
“What about hair color?” Conrad said. “You have white mice…and black mice. I’ve seen them in your lab.”
“You want me to test mice with white or black fur?”
“Can you do that?”
Altenstein wanted to say no, but he was sure Conrad could ask a scientist on his staff who would tell him the truth. He probably already had, he guessed. With the entire mouse genome in the university database, fur color would be the easiest factor to test.
“Sure.” Altenstein said tentatively.
“Wonderful. Do that as soon as possible.”
“But your company could make a fortune from the antibiotic inhibitor alone, not to mention the anti-obesity inhibitor.”
“Absolutely,” Conrad said. “Send all your data to my scientists on both of those, and then move on to the new tests.”
Conrad reached out to shake Altenstein’s hand, and the professor reluctantly shook before taking his hand back and shoving it deep into his pocket. Had he just made a pact with the Devil?
Starting for the door, Conrad stopped and turned. “Make sure you keep this and future research to yourself and only your most trusted graduate students. No more conferences.”
It was not a request, Altenstein knew. What had he done?
Conrad shuffled out of the office and the professor walked to the window. In a few moments he watched his benefactor make his way to his Mercedes, get in, and drive off. He wondered if they could factor in Mercedes drivers? Altenstein smiled at that. Maybe only left handed Mercedes drivers.
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By the time Jake got back to Vienna with Albrecht in tow, he was tired and confused, two things Jake hated to consume his body. Having found a small, isolated bridge crossing the Danube, Jake had quickly found a train station on the Austrian side. From there they had taken a train back, picked up Albrecht’s Mercedes, drove to the airport southeast of the city, and parked the car in the long-term lot. Jake was afraid that if they left the car on the street eventually the Polizei would find it and then someone would realize Albrecht was missing. Albrecht already had someone trying to find him, and kill him, and he didn’t need the Austrian Polizei also looking for him.
From the airport Jake and Albrecht had taken the schnellbahn, the U-Bahn and a tram back to Jake’s car, and immediately headed out of the city to try to hide the Grand Master.
Now it was mid afternoon and Jake kept his VW Golf at a moderate pace along Autobahn A1 westbound toward Linz. He kept his eye on the traffic around him, making sure they were not being followed. So far so good, he thought.
“That was a good idea leaving my car at the airport,” Albrecht said. He had been quiet for the past hour, probably trying to understand the fate of his friend in Bratislava. “Not to mention having me call my office and telling them I’d be taking a few days off. They would have worried, especially once they got word of my friend’s murder.”
Jake grunted and watched for signs ahead. He would need to turn off soon, at random, and stash his new boss in some small town. No forethought. Just pick a town. There. A sign for the Steyr exit. Steyr was a smaller town just south of their location, a town made famous mostly by production of one of the world’s great automatic weapons.
Looking in his rearview mirror as he slowed down the off-ramp, Jake checked to see if anyone had followed them off the autobahn. Nothing yet. He got onto a small southbound two-lane road and picked up speed. Out in the countryside, he glanced back again and then hit the brakes, pulling into a farmer’s road among a small grove of trees. He turned the car around, pulled forward until he was sure the trees hid them, and waited.
“What’s the matter?” Albrecht asked, concern in his worried eyes.
Jake pulled out his gun, slid a round into the chamber, and gently moved the hammer forward. “Just as we turned south, I noticed an Audi come down the autobahn ramp. Just a precaution.”
A minute later and the Audi A6 crossed on the road in front of them. Just a driver, Jake thought. “Hang onto this,” Jake said, handing his gun to Albrecht and pulling out onto the road.
“I can’t handle a gun,” Albrecht said, looking as if Jake had handed him a pile of dog crap.
“Just hold the damn thing. I’ll take it from you if I need it.”
Getting up to speed, Jake could see the car ahead, keeping a steady pace. The closest town was ten kilometers down the road.
Suddenly, the Audi’s brake lights came on and the car started to slow, giving Jake just a second to decide what to do — pass him or pull up behind the guy. He didn’t like either choice. A car doesn’t stop for no reason out in the middle of nowhere. Jake decided to slow down.
The rain was a slow drizzle now as Jake pulled up behind the Audi parked on the shoulder of the road. Jake kept the engine running, just in case he needed to pull out in a hurry, but he took the gun from Albrecht.
“Wait here,” Jake said. Just as he got out and stood behind the door for protection, his gun at his side, the door to the Audi also opened and a man got out, his hands high in the air.
His finger slowly increasing pressure on the trigger, Jake suddenly stopped. Something about the man confused him. He was nearly six feet, dark hair, and his frame was as chiseled as it had been when the two of them had first met.
“Jake,” the man said. “You’re a hard man to find.” The man stopped twenty feet away, his dark eyes shifting to Albrecht in the front seat of Jake’s car.
“Kurt Lamar,” Jake said. “What in the hell is the U.S. Navy doing in Austria?” Jake had worked on a case with then Ensign Lamar of the Naval Criminal Investigative Service years ago in Italy, where they had stopped a theft of high-tech computer chips by former German and Hungarian agents.
“Lookin’ for you.”
“Kurt, come on. Who the fuck ya talkin’ to here?”
“Can I lower my arms?”
Jake came around his door, slid his gun back into its holster under his jacket, and moved closer to his old partner. They shook hands and then hugged.
A slight glimmer of light tried to poke through the clouds and the rain stopped.
“GPS tracker?” Jake asked.
Kurt shrugged. “I learned from the master.”
Jake laughed. “That was back before we had GPS. Only had those clunky transmitters. So, you still with NCIS?”
“On loan. Pinned on lieutenant commander last month.”
“No shit. It’s been that long? You with the Agency, then?”
“Yeah.”
“Vienna office?”
“I should be asking you the questions,” Kurt said, his tone more serious.
“Like what?”
Kurt’s eyes glanced toward Albrecht.
“You looking for him?” Jake asked.
“Half of Austria is looking for him.”
“Why’s that?”
“Listen…can we cut the bullshit?”
Jake shrugged. “That’s always my preference.”
“Gustav Albrecht, as I’m sure you know, was at the Donau Bar in Vienna last night around midnight. Two of his men were killed there, along with a bartender.” Kurt stopped and studied Jake for a reaction.
“Continue.”
“You were also there,” Kurt said. “Left behind some spent brass from a nine mil. No fingerprints. But I’ll bet the brass matches those still in your CZ-75.”
Jake let out a sigh of breath. He had been caught off guard at the bar, not thinking for a moment that he would even need his gun. Should have picked up his brass.
When Jake didn’t say anything, Kurt continued, “I found your car a couple of blocks away. You took Albrecht’s Mercedes to Schonbrunn Palace and sat for almost a half hour. I’m guessing you were caught off guard at the bar and wanted to pump Albrecht for info. Stop me when I get something wrong.”
“What? You got satellite photos of me scratching my balls? Hell of a use of government money.”
“Glad you still got that sense of humor, Jake. You want me to finish this story?”
“So you guess I gotta be involved with the shooting. You plant a GPS tracker on my poor little Golf. But answer me this…why in the hell is the Agency involved in a simple shooting?”
“Nothing is simple, Jake.”
“No shit! Why are you involved?”
“I can’t tell you that.” Kurt waited for a response from Jake. When Jake didn’t say anything, Kurt said, “Albrecht hire you for protection?”
“Makes sense considering what happened.”
“You must have just been hired,” Kurt said.
Finally an opening, Jake thought, smiling. “You’ve been watching Albrecht. Why?”
Kurt shook his head and said, “Can’t tell you.”
“You just did. At least that you were watching him. I’ll find out why. You might as well tell me now. Save me a little time.”
“God, you’re a relentless bastard.”
“True. But just call me Jake. God is so pretentious.”
Kurt laughed. “Okay. You want me to finish this story? Bring you up to date. Up to this moment.”
“What the fuck.”
“So, you drive Albrecht to the east train station,” Kurt said, “or at least close to it, and hop a train to Bratislava.”
He was guessing now, Jake thought. No way he could know about the two of them going to Bratislava. He had paid for the tickets with cash. “Finally, you made a mistake.”
“Actually, Jake, we got video of you in the train station. We also know about the priest killed in Bratislava.”
Shit. “Well, you’ve been busy, Kurt. But why?”
Kurt shrugged and shoved his hands into his coat pockets.
“You can’t be interested in the murder of a parish priest. How in the hell is that Agency business?”
“Jake. Someone sent a digital photo, along with a thirty-second movie clip, of you kicking the shit out of two Bratislava cops. You can still kick some ass for a guy your age. The images are from a night-vision lens, so you are not identified completely to the untrained eye, but I had no problem identifying you. Neither did Toni.”
Jake’s eyes shifted right at Kurt. “Toni is in Austria?”
“She’s the Vienna station chief.”
Bratislava, Slovak Republic
Toni Contardo had tracked down the former Brother of the Teutonic Order at his cousin’s house on the hills in the western part of the city, with a view of the old town. The Agency had suspected Jiri Sikora knew something about the murder of the two priests. Sikora had been picked up by Slovak police three times in the past few months for what they called “suspicious behavior.” Which Toni knew, based on her experience with the Slovak authorities, could be anything from spitting on the sidewalk to raping a four-year-old.
She had sat in her Alfa Romeo two blocks from Sikora’s suspected location, a second floor apartment in a row house in a Soviet-era building that more resembled a nuclear power plant than residences. When the guy finally showed up, parking his VW Polo only a block in front of her car, she slouched down in her seat.
It was Sikora. The man glanced her way for a second and then shuffled into the apartment complex.
Toni sat up, ran her fingers through her dark curly hair, and then got out. With slow, measured steps, she casually made her way to the building, stopping once to check out a storefront window display, looking at her reflection, and to see if anyone had followed her. She wore black slacks that accentuated her figure more than she wanted and made her look taller than her five-nine. But the black leather jacket was bulky, allowing her to keep her Glock under her left breast. Looking further back in the reflection, she scanned the street behind her and saw nothing out of the ordinary.
Satisfied, she walked off and entered the building. She skipped steps on her way to the second floor and entered a long corridor with doors offset. At least the Russians had enough sense to not put the doors directly across from each other, she thought.
How to handle this guy? The direct approach. She’d use womanhood to her advantage. There was no peep hole. Great. She knocked on the apartment door and waited, hearing footsteps come toward the door and then stop. Would he be too arrogant to ask who it was? Yes.
The door unlocked and opened quickly. Toni pretended to be startled by his swift movement. Then she smiled broadly.
Sikora’s eyes inspected her body from top to bottom. He had to be wondering what was under her leather jacket, and his concern had nothing to do with a gun or other weapon. There was no way to hide her more-than-substantial breasts. Her curse and her weapon.
“How may I help such a beautiful woman?” Sikora asked in Slovak.
Toni only knew a little Slovak, but understood what he meant. She took a step toward him, still smiling, and then thrust her right hand up into his throat, bringing the man to his knees immediately. Then she brought her left knee up under his chin, flinging the man onto his back. He was still conscious but struggling to catch his breath.
She closed the door and locked it. Rushed through the small, two-bedroom apartment looking for other people, found nobody else there, and headed back toward Sikora. He was trying to get to his feet now, his stance insecure.
Trying a roundhouse swing at Toni’s head, she simply dodged the fist, swung the man around, and punched him in the kidney. He hit the ground on his knees out of breath again. She kicked the man in the back with her boot, knocking him onto the low-pile carpet, his face smashing against the rough surface. Planting her knee on the man’s back, she reached underneath the guy’s buttocks and grabbed his balls, bringing a sound she had heard before. A grunt? No. More like a sudden release of air. Shock. That was it. Shock that someone like her would grab him there in less than a seductive manner.
Having read the man’s profile, she knew he spoke German. That’s what she would use. “Now,” Toni said. “You can tell me the truth without all kinds of sexual tension on your part. As you can tell, there’s nothing sexual about the hold I have on you.” She squeezed down on his balls harder and his body tensed, his muscles on his back becoming quite rigid.
“What do you want?” he said softly in German, gulping after the last word.
“Straight answers,” she said. “Give me that and I’ll let you live, balls intact.”
His head tried to nod.
“I’ll take that as a yes. Now, you were a Brother of the Teutonic Order?”
He nodded.
She wondered if he took a vow of celibacy. “What do you know of the Order priest’s death here in Bratislava?”
“Nothing,” he said.
“What about the parish priest’s murder this morning?”
“Nothing.”
She squeezed down on his balls, bringing a response of pain. Her cell phone rang. Shit. She had forgotten to turn it off before leaving the car. She pulled the phone from her jacket pocket and saw the number of the caller. All right.
“This better be good,” she said in English, knowing it was Kurt Lamar on the other end.
“You busy?” Kurt asked.
“You might say that,” she said, glancing down at the man. “I’ve got Sikora by the balls.”
“Literally? Again?”
“First time for him,” she said. “What you need?”
There was a pause on the other end. “I’m with Jake,” he said.
“Put him on.”
A few seconds passed.
Sikora shifted under her. “What about me?”
“Shut the fuck up!”
“Hey, is that any way to talk to an old friend?” Jake said.
“Not you,” she said, her voice changing to a calm drawl. “What the hell are you up to now?”
“Your boy here was following me,” Jake said. “Had to jack him up.”
“You know what the hell I mean. That whole Vienna thing.”
Jake paused and then said, “Are you busy there?”
“I’m in Bratislava,” she said. “You know this place. You were here this morning trying to embarrass some poor local cops.”
“Training is a terrible expense,” Jake said. “They could have used a little more of it I’m afraid.”
“The Teutonic Order,” Toni said, watching Sikora’s eyes shift back toward her. “I have a Brother of the Teutonic Order here who, I’m sure, knows something about the death of two priests in Bratislava. I think he wants to tell me all about it.”
Jake laughed. “I’ll bet. Can we get together tonight? Talk over this crazy case.”
“Sure. Have Kurt show you to my place tonight at eight.”
“Great. Carry on.” He was about to click off, but then said, “Leave him a little dignity.”
“That’s up to him,” she said, and then flicked her phone shut and shoving it back into her jacket.
She jabbed her knee deeper into Sikora’s back. “Coffee break over, dumbass.”
* * *
Jake Adams handed the phone back to Kurt Lamar. They were now sitting in Kurt’s Audi, since the rain had picked up again. Jake looked back at his car behind them. Albrecht looked like he was getting concerned. Luckily the traffic on this road was light; only a few cars zipped past them as they talked on the side of the road.
“You got a date tonight?” Kurt asked Jake.
“I don’t think so. She wants you to show me where she lives. Eight tonight.”
“Sounds like a date to me,” Kurt said smiling.
Jake shook his head. “We haven’t been together for quite some time. She went off on Agency business, and I just figured it would end like that. Haven’t seen each other in more than a year.”
“She’s just as hot as you remember her,” Kurt said.
His eyes on his old friend, Jake said, “You and her get together?”
Kurt raised his hands toward Jake. “No. No. She’s a hell of a hottie, but you two have history. Besides, she’s my boss.”
“She worked for me at one time,” Jake said, “and we hooked up.”
“Still. Can we change the subject? What you plan on doing with the Grand Master?”
That was the rub. If Kurt and the Agency could find him, would those trying to kill the man be far behind? Jake doubted the bad guys had satellite GPS tracking, but they did seem to be one step ahead of him.
“We need to stash him for a while,” Jake said. “I’ve had some time to talk with Albrecht, and he seems to think his Order is under attack.”
“You don’t think he’s involved with any of the murders?”
Jake looked back at Albrecht in his car and then to Kurt. “You know more than you’re telling me.”
Kurt shifted in his seat but said nothing.
“I’ll take that as a yes,” Jake said. “The Agency wouldn’t be involved with simple murders if it didn’t fit into a bigger picture. What am I up against?”
More hesitation. Finally, Kurt said, “We think there are cells all over Europe. Killing folks. We’ve seen a pattern of sorts.”
“A terrorist group?”
Kurt shook his head. “Not exactly. They’re targeting foreigners or those inclined to support the newly arrived. Turkish kabob shops, Moroccan restaurants, tea houses and smoke joints. Mostly small drive-bys. Sending a message. Then two weeks ago they assassinated a Hungarian politician. A man who wanted to allow more foreigners into his country.”
“And you think these are all connected?” Jake said.
“Yes. They call themselves Der Neue Orden.”
“The New Order.”
“Yeah.”
“So Albrecht might be right,” Jake said. “His Teutonic Order might be under attack in some way.” Knowing he needed a modicum of direction, based on sound intelligence, maybe Jake finally had something to go on. He had seen for himself that the Order, or at least the grand master of the Order, was under attack.
They agreed that Jake should stow Albrecht alone. Then only one person would know his location.
* * *
After passing the two cars alongside the road, the woman had slowed her Audi on the other side of a rise and waited. She had no idea what these two were up to, having followed the Audi with the American she had identified the night before outside the Donau Bar.
She drove back over the hill slowly just in time to see the Audi turn around toward Vienna and the other car, the VW Gulf, heading in her direction. She had to make a quick choice. The Audi or the Gulf? Stick with the Audi, she thought. She already knew about the man in the Gulf. She accelerated after the Audi ahead of her.
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Bratislava, Slovak Republic
Miko Krupjak drove his black Skoda Fabia RS along a cobbled side street in an undesirable enclave along the Danube River. Early darkness cast long shadows behind the nearly abandoned buildings as Miko turned up an alley and pulled over alongside a dumpster. He had dropped his Brother Grago at the Vienna hauptbahnhof that morning, and Miko guessed his train had long ago reached Prague, where he would set up the next strike against The New Order’s enemies. But now he needed to talk with his Brother from Bratislava. They had spoken on the phone briefly an hour ago, and Miko was not happy with what he had heard — setting up this meeting immediately.
There.
A man walked toward the car down the alley and stopped some thirty meters away to light a cigarette.
Miko flicked on his parking lights for a second.
The man lifted his chin, took in a deep drag on his cigarette, and came to the passenger door, opened it and started to get in.
“Put that cigarette out,” Miko said.
The man looked at his cigarette, which was barely touched, and then flung it into the dumpster before sitting down.
Glaring at his Brother in the Order, Miko shook his head. “What happened to your face, Jiri?”
Jiri Sikora let out a deep breath. His right eye was bruised, swollen, and black and blue. “That’s what I tried to tell you on the phone,” he said. “Someone came to the apartment this afternoon. Asked a lot of questions about the priests.”
“A cop?” Miko asked.
“Yeah, Miko. Must have been.”
Staring at the graffiti on the old brick walls, Miko said, “Look at that disrespect, Jiri. People who do things like that should be shot.”
“We have,” Jiri laughed. “Maybe we should kill a few anarchists.”
Miko shook his head. Even though Miko and Jiri had played hockey together in their youth as equals, both of them knew their place in The New Order — Miko one step higher. “We don’t kill anarchists, Jiri. They’re harmless and disorganized.”
“Right. Organized chaos. How would that work?”
Miko laughed, but his disposition changed with the explosion and fireball rising up from the dumpster. “Damn it, Jiri.”
Putting the car in gear, Miko spun the tires, pulling away from the burning dumpster.
“I’m sorry, Miko. Someone must have thrown something flammable in there.”
“Like a cigarette?” Miko came to the end of the alley and pulled out onto a street that would bring them out of the city along the train tracks. Then he slowed to the speed limit.
“Now,” Miko said, “continue with your little story. A man comes to your apartment and beats the shit out of you. For what?”
Sikora shifted nervously in his chair. “It was a woman.”
Miko laughed out loud. “You let a woman kick the shit out of you?” He shook his head. “Wait until our old hockey friends hear about this.”
“She was beautiful,” Sikora said, his eyes becoming brighter with the thought of her. “Who would have thought she was that strong, that quick? She grabbed my balls and wouldn’t let go. I’m still trying to recover.” He shifted in the car seat.
Miko couldn’t stop laughing. Finally he caught his breath and said, “Okay, let’s say this woman was like that television bitch, what’s her name? Xena?”
“Yeah, she was like that. Only she didn’t look like a woman in a man’s body. She was more like a super model. A brunette Heidi Klum. Big tits like that.”
“That’s worse,” Miko said. “You sure she didn’t give you a make-over?”
Jiri Sikora sat dejected.
“Hey, I’m kidding, Jiri. Jesus, have a sense of humor. So, this bitch who tried to take away your manhood. She was a cop?”
“I don’t know. If she was, she was like no other cop I’ve ever seen. She knew too much. She had skills. Like maybe the military would teach. She knew exactly which spots on my body to strike. First my throat. A knee to my face. Once I hit the floor, I got up part way and she took me down with a strike to the kidneys. She was good.”
Miko tried to visualize the strike against his Brother and he felt an erection starting to form. A woman like that. What he could do to a bitch like that.
“Where we going?” Sikora asked.
They had reached the outskirts of town and Miko was now entering the westbound autobahn toward Brno in the Czech Republic.
“What did you tell this woman?” Miko said.
“I told her nothing.”
Slipping a white radish from a plastic bag, Miko popped it into his mouth, crunched down, and said, “She believed you?”
Sikora hesitated a moment. Perhaps too long. “She must have,” he said. “Where are we going?”
Sure, change the subject, Miko thought, as he savored the tangy radish with his tongue. “We have to meet Grago in Prague,” he said. “If we hurry, we can make it there by midnight.”
Never strike the same city two nights in a row. That was their charter and mandate.
* * *
Having dropped Albrecht off at a gasthaus on the outskirts of Steyr, Jake had told him to stay there for a couple of days until he could sort out who wanted him dead, and why, and then Jake met Kurt back in Vienna.
The temperatures had dropped again and the rain was now coming down as a light snowfall. At least it wasn’t freezing rain.
Jake had met Kurt at a parking ramp off of Mariahilfer Strasse, a shop-lined lane that led to the Hofburg Palace region and the center of Vienna, with a McDonalds every couple of blocks and a Starbucks on a prominent corner. Yeah, Europe had definitely changed, Jake thought. Like Chicago with low, old buildings.
Jake parked his Golf in a ramp while Kurt waited in his Audi on the street. He changed shirts quickly and switched from the windbreaker to his normal leather jacket. Before leaving his car there, Jake felt along the front bumper of his car. Nothing. He went to the back of his car and checked that bumper. In a crotch between the bumper and the gas tank he found what he was looking for — the small GPS tracker attached to a magnetic box about the size of a cigarette pack. In a hurry now, Jake found a Mercedes a few cars down and attached the tracker in a similar spot on that car. Then he rushed out of the ramp to Kurt’s car.
“Everything all right?” Kurt asked as Jake got into the passenger side.
“Yeah, why?” Jake buckled up.
“Never mind. Let’s get going. You have Albrecht’s keys, right?”
Jake patted his pants pocket. “Yep.”
Kurt drove off toward the center of the city. The snow was not sticking to the road yet, but it did give the city a look of Christmas — the effect accentuated by small Christmas markets every few blocks, with kiosks of trinkets, rows of trees waiting to be selected and decorated, and booths serving hot gluwein.
Gustav Albrecht had told Jake about a storage facility The Teutonic Order maintained across the Donau Canal about six blocks from the Donau Bar, where Albrecht’s two men had died the night before. It seemed like a few days to Jake, though. With the light traffic, they got to the storage building, a brick structure that resembled a warehouse, just as darkness settled on the city.
Kurt parked the Audi a block away and shut down the engine and lights. And they waited, Kurt watching the mirrors and Jake watching the building in front of them.
“What do you think?” Kurt asked.
“Rough neighborhood. Not sure why Albrecht stores anything here.”
“I agree.”
“In his defense, Albrecht said the Order has owned the place since nineteen-ten,” Jake said. “Place could have lost some charm over time.”
“Should we give it a while? Or go right in?”
Jake slid out his 9mm and made sure there was a round chambered, then put it back into its holster. Reaching to his right ankle, he retrieved a subcompact HK automatic pistol in 9mm, snapping a round into the chamber.
“That’s new,” Kurt said.
“I’ve needed a back up more than I’d like to admit. You still blasting the shit outta stuff with your Navy Colt forty-five nineteen-eleven?”
Kurt pulled out a Glock 21 from inside his jacket and smiled.
“That the forty-cal version?” Jake asked him.
“Damn right. A little more knock-down than your nine-mil, but nothing like my old forty-five.”
“It’s not the size, Kurt. It’s how you use it.” Jake smiled. “Thought you knew that by now.”
“Fuckin’ dink. Let’s book, pal.” He reached into the glove box and retrieved a small flashlight. “Only have the one.”
Jake pulled a mini-mag light from his pocket. “I’m good.”
They got out and made their way to the building. The snow had made the cobbled sidewalk wet, and they left tracks from their car to the front of the building. Only a dim light shone from above a thick wooden door. There was a blue sign next to the door with the number 25 on it. While Kurt swiveled his head to keep watch, Jake quickly opened the door and the two of them hurried out of the snow into a narrow passageway. A blinking blue light on a security panel accentuated a coordinated beeping.
“You didn’t tell me the place had a security system,” Kurt said, nervous now.
“Need to know basis,” Jake said, his fingers clicking in the code. The blinking light and beeping stopped. Jake turned to Kurt. “You understand that.”
They went through a door at the end of the corridor into a large warehouse lit by red ceiling lights. Their shoes squeaked on the cold cement floor.
Kurt shone his light at pallets stacked high. “What the hell is this stuff?”
Turning his light on, Jake saw stacks of boxes with “Baby Food” stenciled in German on each one. “What the hell you think the Order does these days…crusade to Prussia or the Middle East? Killing anyone who won’t convert to Christianity?”
“No. But I expected some kind of cool swords or something.”
“This way,” Jake said, pointing his light toward a metal door with no markings. There was an inner wall of brick, a room within a room, that looked like a vault. Jake used a second key to open that door, and then with some difficulty swung that door open. “God, it weighs a ton.”
Checking for a light switch, Jake found one, but the lights were not bright. They seemed to run off of batteries. There was a desk on one side and the other side was completely covered with file cabinets floor to ceiling, some eight feet high. The ceiling was also cement. Jake expected it to be damp in there, but it wasn’t. Must have had humidity control, he guessed. Jake went behind the desk and found what Albrecht had told him to get — a leather zippered pouch that resembled a day planner. He opened the zipper, looked inside briefly to make sure it was what he wanted, and, satisfied, zipped it shut.
“That’s what we came for?”
Jake came around the desk. “That’s it. Albrecht received it in the mail from the Order priest from Bratislava. A day later the man was found dead.”
Suddenly, the building alarm sounded. A sharp wailing alternating buzz that would wake anyone within a kilometer radius.
“Shit.” Jake pulled his gun, shoved the leather day planner into his leather jacket at his belly, and zipped it inside.
“We gotta get the hell outta here,” Kurt whispered loudly.
Just as they stepped out of the inner cement block office, overhead lights came on, revealing armed men in black jumpsuits taking up positions alongside pallets, their automatic Steyrs aimed directly at Jake and Kurt.
The two of them froze, red dots dancing across their chests.
“Crap,” Kurt said.
“Hands in the air,” came a voice in German from the corridor entrance.
When neither moved, the voice came harsher. Finally, Jake and Kurt raised their hands and two men entered the warehouse, their 9mm Glocks leading the way.
Jake was about to say something when he recognized the two cops in street clothes. They must have recognized him also, since they lowered their weapons to their sides. But the red dots remained.
“Franz,” Jake said. “Could you have your boys lower their weapons? Hate to have someone’s finger slip.”
The Kriminal Hauptkommisar, Franz Martini, shook his head. “Jesus Christ. Jake Adams. I thought I left you in Innsbruck.”
“You know this guy?” Kurt asked.
“We’ve met,” Jake said.
Franz holstered his Glock and said, “Yeah, we’ve met. Jake was trying to get himself killed when he first moved to Innsbruck. He turned my quiet streets into a personal shooting gallery.” Martini had a slight smile on his face, but under that was consternation.
“Love the goatee,” Jake said.
Now Jack Donicht came up behind Jake and patted him for weapons, retrieving his CZ-75 and then his back-up weapon from his right ankle. He handed the guns to Martini and then went to work on Kurt, finding his .40 caliber and a diving knife on his leg. Donicht held onto those and backed up next to his boss.
“A knife?” Jake whispered to Kurt.
“Have you tried the knives at these local restaurants?” Kurt asked. “Couldn’t cut cream cheese.”
“Who’s your friend, Jake?” Franz asked, his head flicking at Kurt.
“A local businessman.”
The Vienna cop laughed. “A heavily armed one. You know it’s illegal to carry a gun in Austria, mister…”
“Kurt Lamar. I was robbed last month at gun-point. If the criminals have them.” He shrugged and let the words hang there.
Franz Martini waved his hand at his men with the automatic weapons and the red dots disappeared.
Jake lowered his arms and then Kurt reluctantly did the same.
Martini whispered something to Donicht and the assistant came back to Kurt to pat him down again, this time pulling his wallet from his back pocket and his passport from inside his jacket. Donicht brought them to his boss, who flipped through them, his eyes tracing the facts and occasionally glancing up to view Kurt’s face.
“Says here you are the president of a company called Badger Computers,” Franz said. “What is Badger?”
Kurt shrugged and flicked his hands. “It’s an animal in America. It’s kind of the symbol for my home state, Wisconsin.”
“I see. But why are you in Vienna?”
“We set up high-speed wireless networks,” Kurt said. “Hotspots. So people can compute at coffee shops, restaurants.”
“I see,” Franz said again. “So then tonight you and your friend, Jake, decide to set up a hotspot in this warehouse?” The Vienna cop was confused but not enough to buy Kurt’s story.
Answering for Kurt, Jake said, “We were out for dinner and I asked Kurt if we could stop by here to pick up something for a friend.” Jake pulled out the keys Albrecht had given him and jingled them in front of the cop.
“Gustav Albrecht gave you his keys? Why?”
Crap. How much should he tell this guy? Jake shifted his eyes toward the main entrance. “And the security code. I notice you and your men bypassed both. I hope you have an order to do so. As I’m sure you know, The Teutonic Order has many ties in this country. It wouldn’t look too great if the press found out you had bashed in the door… ”
“My orders are none of your concern, Jake,” Franz said, his voice raised and then lowering with his name. The Vienna cop turned to his men and waved his arm for them to depart, which they did in a hurry. Once the men were gone, all but Franz and his assistant Jack Donicht, Franz stepped closer to Jake and said, “You’re working for Albrecht, the Grand Master, whose men we found murdered last night at the Donau Bar, along with the bartender. You were there, I’m sure. We have your nine millimeter casings and now the gun to compare them to. Plus slugs taken from the wall. Must I put my people through all of that testing?”
Kurt’s eyes strained toward Jake as if he wasn’t sure what this was all about. Nice acting, Jake thought.
All right. “Yeah, I was there,” Jake finally said. “Almost got my fucking head blown off. I had just agreed to work for Albrecht. He was concerned someone was trying to attack the Order. Seconds later I believed him. The bartender came out of the back room with a shotgun and took out the two men at the bar. I got a few rounds off, but I’m sure I didn’t hit the bartender.”
Martini shook his head. “We know that. The bartender’s throat was slit from ear to ear.” That got Martini thinking, his eyes narrowing. “What did the bartender look like?”
“Six feet tall. Two hundred pounds or ninety kilos. Short hair, dyed platinum blond. High brow ridges. Bulging eyes. I’d guess about forty. Pock-marked face. Strong jaw.”
Martini let out a breath, shaking his head. “The bartender was no more than five-six and a hundred kilos. Fifty-two. Black hair. Pendulous face. So the bartender was killed first. Someone must have found out about the meeting in advance. Who knew about the meeting? I’ll need to talk with Herr Albrecht.”
“That’s probably a good idea,” Jake said. “I don’t know who he told. He called me and asked me to meet him there.”
“That didn’t sound strange to you?”
“In my business nothing sounds strange.” Jake sure as hell didn’t want to mention the call he had gotten from the Austrian federal president just after he had said no the first time to Albrecht. After all, Jake worked in Austria at the pleasure of the government. He knew his work visa could fade away in a heart-beat if he pissed off the president.
“We’ll need to talk with Herr Albrecht,” Martini repeated.
“I would,” Jake said.
The Vienna cop glanced at his assistant and then back to Jake. “We can’t seem to find him.”
“Yeah, that’s right. After he gave me the keys he mentioned something about going to a place his family owns in Kitzbuhel. Wanted to do some skiing.”
“That must be it,” Martini said.
There was silence for a moment and Jake was hoping like hell Martini would not ask again why they were there. Truthfully, though, it was none of Martini’s business, and they all knew it.
“Are we through here?” Jake asked.
“I think so.”
“But sir,” Donicht said.
Martini cast a brutal eye at his assistant, shutting him up. “Go ahead,” Franz said, his head shifting toward the door.
“My weapons,” Jake said. “I do have a permit for them, as I’m sure you know.”
It looked like Martini’s head was about to explode, and Donicht’s face was as red as those dots had been bouncing about their chests. Reluctantly, Martini handed Jake his guns. “But your friend here does not have a permit,” Franz said. “I could bring him in for that.”
“Thanks, Franz,” Jake said. “If you need anything else, you have my cell number.”
Instead of Jake and Kurt leaving, Jake now shifted his head toward the front door. “Please make sure you call a locksmith. I’m sure Herr Albrecht will insist the city pay for those repairs.”
Martini was about to say something but instead pulled his assistant toward the door without saying anything.
When they were gone, Kurt let out a deep breath. “That was my favorite piece,” he said. “And you let him take it.”
“Sorry. What the hell kind of cover story are you using? Badger Computers?”
“Heard you used the same thing in Munich years ago. Go with what works.”
The Agency was getting smarter, Jake thought. When he was in the old CIA, the military attaches were always assigned to embassies. Yet everyone knew they were working for U.S. intelligence. Now, to give them a front company, made a hell of a lot of sense.
“Keep you away from the embassy,” Jake said. “Good plan. I’m sure you have a spare gun laying around.”
Kurt laughed. “More than one.”
“Good. Let’s get the hell outta here.”
* * *
She had first watched the polizei assault team follow the two men into the warehouse, had heard the alarm go off, and then saw Martini and Donicht come out sometime after the armed team. Something was wrong with that. Martini looked angry, his arms flinging to the air as he spoke with his assistant. Then they had all gotten into the vehicles and left, leaving only the two men behind. But that made no sense.
Waiting for a call, her cell finally rang just as the two men came out and got into the man’s Audi a couple blocks down the street. She lay down onto the passenger seat, listening to the caller, as the Audi passed by her. She thanked the caller, made a quick U-turn, and hurried down the street after the Audi and two men.
So that’s how this would go down. That was fine with her.
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Magdeburg, Germany
Sitting in his library, books lining the walls on two sides of the room from floor to ceiling, Hermann Conrad swirled Remy Martin Cognac in a crystal glass, brought it to his nose and then took a small sip, letting the liquid remain on his lips and tongue to savor the taste. Everything Conrad had now was expensive, but that had not always been the case. In his youth in the old East Germany under the Soviet occupation, his family barely made enough to feed he and his two brothers Aldo and Gunter, living in that tiny farm house that was now surrounded by a dozen tall, white windmills. He smiled at the irony of that, knowing he now owned many of those windmills. He thought back on how he as the older brother had gone to college in Dresden because of his grades in gymnasium — paid for by the very government he had come to hate — while his brothers would not be so lucky. Sure Aldo had been able to make a living for a while working the lignite mines in Sachsen-Anhalt until he died in an accident there, leaving his wife and young child to fend for themselves. Now Hermann sent her and young Aldo money each month, and he was glad to help. Gunter had been more fortunate by most standards. He had seen the good life for a while working for a Stasi unit in Berlin up until the wall fell. He had died at the hands of an angry mob while he tried to destroy records of that secret-police agency headquarters in East Berlin — his body pummeled by chunks of the Wall that divided the city. Hermann had not even recognized his own brother lying on the morgue table.
He ran his hand across the cherry desk, the cold smoothness tingling his fingers. Feeling the warmth on his face from the real fire burning in the fireplace to his left, Hermann thought about his conversation that morning with Dr. Wilhelm Altenstein at Magdeburg University. The good professor was much farther along than he had reported at their last meeting a few weeks ago. Now Hermann would have to push his agenda much more quickly. People to see; people to kill. Not on his own, of course. He had people now for that. No need to dirty his own hands with such trivial matters. If only Altenstein knew what his Marienburg Biotechnik had done with the good professor’s initial discoveries. Would he continue if he knew? Conrad didn’t give a damn one way or the other. If the good professor gave him any crap, he’d shove a gun barrel up his ass and give him a lead colonoscopy.
The phone on his desk rang, shaking him from his thoughts. He considered letting his service pick up, but he was expecting a few calls from his Brothers in Eastern Europe.
He grasped the phone and said, “Ja.” He could hear noise in the background. Cars?
“Herr Conrad?”
“Miko? Where are you? Your voice sounds faint.” It was more than that. He was chewing on his damn radishes again as he spoke.
“This cell phone,” Miko said. “I need to charge it. I’m driving to Prague to meet Grago.”
“Is Sikora with you?”
“Yes, sir.”
“What do you have planned?” Conrad asked. “Never mind. I don’t need to know.” He didn’t want to know. Nor did he care to know what they had done recently. He could deny any knowledge that way without lying. They had their orders. That should have been enough. He had heard about a few deaths in Vienna and Bratislava that did not quite fit the plan, but he guessed they must have had a reason for their actions.
“Good idea, Hochmeister,” Miko said. “I just wanted to explain why we have not completed our task in Vienna.”
Now the excuses, Conrad thought. “Go ahead.”
“Sir, there was a man at the bar. Grago was able to take out two of the old grand master’s men. But there was another man there. Someone with skills, sir.”
“Polizei?”
“No, sir. Private security, I think. Maybe former military or former agent of some sort.”
This was disturbing news. They had been able to stay under the radar for the past year by taking out certain enemies of theirs and masking the deaths as random street crimes. Miko and Grago were two of his best at that. “What else.”
“Sir?”
“You sound like there’s more bad news for me.”
The sound of the road droned on the other end. Finally, Miko said, “Two things. First, early this morning the same man from the bar was in Bratislava with Albrecht. The polizei there moved in to the cathedral, caught the two of them coming out a back door.” He hesitated, obviously wondering how much his Hochmeister needed to know.
“And?” Conrad said, becoming impatient.
“The man took out both of the polizei,” Miko said. “I have never seen a man move like that. They had their guns drawn on him and he was still able to take their guns and knock them both out. Then he stole their damn car.”
Conrad laughed. “This is great news, Miko. Now the polizei have a description of the man and must assume he killed the parish priest there.”
“That’s what I was thinking. I sent the Bratislava polizei a digital video of the man stealing their car.”
“That’s beautiful. You said two things. What else?”
Miko breathed in and let out a deep sigh into the phone. “Someone stopped by the apartment in Bratislava and questioned Jiri.”
“Who? What did he ask?”
“Her. Says it was a beautiful woman. Either Italian or Rumanian, but spoke German and English. She was asking about the two priests. Quite brutal, though. A super model with attitude, is what Jiri calls her. Also with skills.”
This was more disturbing. “Working with the man?”
“It’s possible.” Miko’s voice was breaking up. “Sir, I better go. Need to charge this phone.”
“Call me tomorrow,” Conrad demanded.
“Yes, sir.”
The line went dead.
Conrad clicked off and placed the phone back in its stand on his desk. He took another sip of cognac. So there was one man and one woman. Even if they worked together, what could they do? They were too close to their goal to stop now.
* * *
Kurt pulled the Audi to the curb in a residential area of Vienna’s north side, two blocks from the University and across from a park. It was five minutes to eight in the evening.
“That building,” Kurt said to Jake. “Second floor. Apartment twenty-four.”
Jake glanced up at the building, a light yellow stucco with tall windows that overlooked the park.
“You gonna leave me the info you picked up at Albrecht’s warehouse?” Kurt asked him. “I’ll make copies and get it back to you in the morning.”
Going for the door handle, a slight laugh in his voice, Jake said, “Nice try, Kurt. Appreciate the effort, but this is private information from the Teutonic Order.”
“How do you know? You haven’t even looked at it.”
Jake got out and popped his head back inside. “If there’s anything in here I think you should know,” he said, patting his stomach, “I’ll be sure to let you know.”
“Right. Remember whose side I’m on.”
“That’s my point,” Jake said and then slammed the door.
Taking the stairs slowly, Jake heard the Audi pull away from the curb and up the street. He found a security buzzer for the apartment on the second floor and held it down.
“Yeah?” came a harsh woman’s voice.
“Let me in,” Jake said brusquely.
The door buzzed and he pushed his way in. Finding the stairs, he went up one flight to her door. He wasn’t sure what to expect. The two of them had first worked together in the old CIA, he just after leaving Air Force Intelligence, and she having just graduated from college and completing her initial training at the Farm. They had hit it off right away, and, against regulations, had started a relationship that had nothing to do with the Agency. Then he had left the CIA for the private sector and their paths crossed again while Toni was stationed at the U.S. Embassy in Rome with the new Agency. Again their relationship was hot and brief. Eventually, when Jake first moved to Innsbruck, they had crossed paths again. This time, Toni had left the Agency to work with him. But that had lasted just six months, when Toni was asked to return to the Agency, working undercover for nearly a year in the Middle East. Now, he wasn’t sure of their relationship, or if they would even have one.
Suddenly, the door opened and Toni Contardo stood with her right hand on the door, her stance wide, her other hand holding a bottle of beer. She was still just as beautiful as the last time he had seen her, her long dark hair flowing over her shoulders in spiral curls. The high cheek bones. Her body still in perfect shape, filling out black slacks.
“You coming in?” she asked, not a hint of a smile. She didn’t make a move for a hug or even a hand shake.
Jake made his way past her, taking in the odor of her shampoo as he did. Strawberry.
Glancing about the room, Jake noticed a number of items she had picked up in her travels and brought with her to each apartment. He also saw the watercolor on the wall that he had bought her in Nice years ago.
“You want a beer?” she asked him.
“Is the Pope a former Nazi?”
She forced back a smile as she went into the kitchen, returning a moment later with a German Bitburger for him. Handing it to Jake, she took a seat in a leather chair.
Jake took a seat on the matching leather sofa across a coffee table from her.
“You could take your coat off,” she said, and then took a long draw of beer.
Jake started to unzip his jacket, but then remembered Albrecht’s package inside. “You don’t look too happy to see me.” He took a drink of beer.
“Should I be happy?”
What it the hell was wrong with her. “You left me,” he said, his voice more harsh than he intended.
She finished her beer and slammed the bottle on the table. “I was called back to the Agency. You know that.”
“You didn’t have to go. I thought we were doing great together.”
Her jaw tightened and she looked like she might cry. Something Jake had only seen her do a few times, and those tears usually followed extreme pain, not emotion. Jumping from her chair, she went to the kitchen and returned with another beer. She paced back and forth, her arms against her chest, and finally sat down.
“I heard you were shacking up with a Chinese chick,” she said. Accused actually.
That’s what this was about? “I wouldn’t call it shacking up. More like helping her out.”
“Right. Helping her out of her clothes.”
Jake smiled. “You’re jealous.”
“I’m not jealous,” she demanded.
“What you call it then?”
Taking a drink again, she swished her head from side to side and said, “I came back to Innsbruck to tell you I had gotten the station chief position in Vienna.”
“When?”
“A couple months ago.”
“You didn’t come to the apartment.”
“I did. I saw you with her. She was all over you.”
Jake thought back a few months ago, and realized she might be right. He and Chang Su had been lovers and lived together for more than six months. Until she got back on her feet and was allowed to move to America.
“Like I said…you left me. I met Chang Su while working in China and the Russian Far East. A part of your damn Agency, by the way.”
She lowered her head somewhat. “I heard about what happened to you in Russia.”
“We lost a couple of good officers on that job.”
Putting her feet under her legs, Toni leaned back against the soft leather.
“Are you going to help me with what’s going on here?” Jake asked her, his eyes on hers, and her knowing she could not lie to him. Never could, despite her considerable training in deception.
She sipped her beer and then said, “I can’t help you.”
“Can’t or won’t?”
“Is there a difference?”
“There is to me. Let’s me know where I stand with you and the Agency.”
Toni shook her head. “You have no idea the pressure I’m under at this moment.”
“When did you become such a bureaucrat?” He spit the last word at her like a cobra spewing venom.
She started to rise, the anger steaming within her, but settled back into her chair. “Nice try.” Choosing her words carefully, Toni said, “We’re at war. I hope you know that.”
Yes, he did. But this war seemed to never end, and he was sick of people using it as an excuse to do or say things that had nothing to do with the actual act.
“I should still be in the Middle East,” she continued. “But there are many fronts, and the powers that be thought I could better serve here. Who am I to complain? Let me see, hot nasty deserts, or fabulous cultural events in one of the world’s finest capital cities?”
Who the hell was this? Jake had no clue. She was so much more callous and indignant than he had ever seen her before. Something wasn’t right. She had changed as much as Europe.
“So, you’re saying you can’t help me?” Jake said, rising to his feet. He left his half-finished beer on the coffee table and started for the door.
“Where you going?” she asked.
He stopped and turned. She had no smile or frown or any expression he understood in her. Nothing. There was no feeling now. Maybe their time had passed. Time had always been on their side, but now…he wasn’t sure if there was a now or a future.
“Why don’t you show me the papers you picked up tonight at Albrecht’s warehouse?” she said, her voice echoing across the room in a droning monotone.
Jake thought about the papers inside his jacket and realized that between the time Kurt had dropped him off on the street until he got to her apartment, Kurt had called and told her about the warehouse. Now he knew they would be more adversarial than helpful. It had come to this, he thought.
“Go fuck yourself,” Jake said and stormed out of her apartment.
He stood there outside her door for a moment. Long enough to hear Toni sobbing on the other side. She had done this. Not him. That’s what he told himself as he stepped lightly down to the street.
Standing on the sidewalk, trying his best to get his bearings, snow fell onto his head and the back of his neck. Raising his face toward the dark sky, the snowflakes tickled as they settled onto his two-day beard. He would have to walk a few blocks and pick up the U-Bahn back to his car in the parking ramp. And then what? He’d have to find a place to stay. He knew of a place a couple blocks from his car. He could stay there and figure out how to proceed in the morning. A good night’s sleep. That’s what he needed.
In his reverie, Jake didn’t see the car pull up to the curb beside him until it was too late. It was an older Audi A4 Quattro. Black as the night. The passenger window whirled down and Jake reached for his gun, but stopped when he saw the driver.
“Get in,” the driver said in English.
Jake hesitated and then got in.
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The driver was stunning. That’s what Jake thought as the two of them drove slowly through the streets of North Vienna in her Audi. She had short blonde hair that hung straight down from the back of a black beret. Her gray wool coat covered most of her body, with black jeans stretching down to practical hiking shoes that worked the pedals as she shifted through the gears. Her most interesting feature, though, was her face. She was a classic beauty without make-up, her small ski-jump nose overshadowed by bright blue eyes that he could see even in the subdued light.
She said nothing for a few blocks, and then Jake could see a bulge at her right hip — a place where most law enforcement types kept their guns. Maybe Martini had sent in the babe to get him to talk. Sounds like something Franz would do. Maybe Jake, too.
“Martini sent you,” Jake said in German. It wasn’t a question. An accusation.
She shook her head, her eyes still on the snowy road.
“I guess we could go on like this for a while,” Jake continued. “Hope you have a lot of gas.”
The woman turned left onto a road that would take them to Ottaring, a section in Vienna’s west side. The roads seemed even more snow-covered here.
Finally she said in accented English, “I saw you lecture at a conference in Garmisch a couple of years back.”
Jake thought back. He had been asked to talk on counter-terrorism to a group of military intelligence and police force personnel from Germany and Austria. Well that narrowed her ethnicity down to those two countries — which he had guessed anyway based on her accent just now.
“The one on the shift to information-based economies?” Jake asked, a slight smile on his face.
She didn’t miss a beat. “Your ideas for interdiction of terrorist groups in their infancy was quite impressive.”
Jake said, “Only a theory.”
“A good one.”
So he had a fan. “If Martini didn’t send you, then I’d have to guess local staatpolizei.” Austrian State Police had jurisdiction of broader crimes throughout the country. Jake had worked with them in the past.
“You’re getting much closer, Mr. Adams,” she said, glancing sideways at him for a bit too long, considering the road conditions.
“So, you know me. Why don’t you get to the point and tell me who you are and what you want?”
Shifting into third gear, the woman reached inside her jacket, pulled out a black leather I.D. case, and handed it to Jake.
Flipping it open, Jake was somewhat confused. Anna Schult. Interpol. Austria Central Bureau.
Looking at the photo and then her, Jake said, “This photo doesn’t do you justice, Anna. May I call you Anna?”
“I was sick that day,” she said. “And only if I can call you Jake.”
“Please.” Jake handed her I.D. back to her. “Interpol? What do you want with me?”
She smiled now and Jake saw she had a nice smile. Straight teeth. “The affair with Herr Doctor Gustav Albrecht at the Donau Bar,” she said. “The three men murdered there.”
“I thought Martini and Donicht were on that case.”
“They are,” she said, turning left onto a road that would eventually lead them back into the city. “And Martini is a fine investigator. He doesn’t know Vienna that well, having just taken over his post here, but he will learn fast.”
“Then why is Interpol interested in a simple shooting?”
“Nothing is simple, Jake. You should know that. As you said at the lecture, if things don’t look right, they probably are not.”
Now he was embarrassed. “Nice of you to remember.”
“You were right.”
“Interpol only looks into organized crime that crosses borders, right?”
She slowed and stopped at a red light. “That’s right. But, as you know, there were those two murders in Bratislava.” Reaching into an outer pocket, she handed Jake a piece of paper folded into quarters.
Jake reluctantly opened the paper and saw an artist’s rendering of him and Albrecht, although not the best of depictions. And Jake had been right, the two Bratislava cops had described both of them as between 180 to 200 centimeters, or between six feet and six-five.
The light changed and Anna went through the gears and got into third.
“Looks like a couple of bad guys,” Jake said. “Ripped off a polizei car. Must have been crazy drug dealers.”
She snatched the paper from Jake’s hand, peered at it a moment, and shoved it into her pocket. “It’s you and Albrecht,” she said confidently.
“I’m nowhere near two hundred centimeters,” Jake said. “Not even a hundred eighty.”
“As I’m sure you know, even polizei officers are poor witnesses. And you did embarrass him, from what I understand.”
“I’ve been in Vienna all day.”
“And Albrecht?”
“What about him?”
She explained what she knew about both the Donau Bar shooting and the murder of two priests in Bratislava. She had Jake and Albrecht at the scene of the parish priest’s murder also, but Jake could tell she had no hard evidence. Maybe he had made a few tactical mistakes at both places, but he knew there was no way they could trace the shell casings at the Donau Bar back to him, or the slugs, without taking his gun and testing it. He loaded his CZ-75 with latex gloves and used over-the-counter bullets purchased at various locations around Europe. Never the same store. Also, he had five different CZ-75s with similar spring tensions on the firing pin, adjusted that way personally. Sure he had the gun under his arm now, but he would soon swap it out for another stashed at his car and get rid of the one he carried now. It was time to buy a new gun anyway.
It was obvious to Jake that she knew almost as much as him. And he knew he would probably know more once he got a chance to read the papers from Albrecht’s warehouse.
“So, Martini sent you my way,” he said again.
Anna turned onto Mariahilfer Strasse. The narrow lane with trendy shops was lit up for the Christmas season, highlighted by the constant flow of fluffy snow.
“I don’t work for Martini,” she said, somewhat disturbed. “As I’m sure you know, Interpol works independently of Austrian State Police. We do coordinate our efforts with them, but they don’t know all we know until we want them to know it.”
“Sounds like our law enforcement agencies in America,” Jake said. He couldn’t keep his eyes off of her. There was something about a beautiful woman with an accent. Glancing toward the road ahead for a moment, he realized Anna had driven to an area familiar to Jake.
She pulled into an open spot on the curb. There were many free spots. During business hours Mariahilfer Strasse was almost impossible to traverse, with no parking at all. After hours, and probably because of the weather, there were almost no cars on the streets. She kept the car running and the wipers cleared the windshield.
Her eyes drifted toward his midsection. She said, “Are you going to tell me what you found at the Teutonic Order warehouse?”
“That’s what this is about?” Jake asked.
“What else could there be?”
A true professional. He liked that. What he didn’t like was the fact that she had parked across the street from the ramp where he had left his car earlier in the day. How in the hell had she known that? He was really slipping. “Right,” he said, his right hand on the door handle. “Everyone seems to want something, yet I have no idea what that might be.” Glancing outside, he remembered the hotel on the corner less than a block away. As good a place as any to stay the night.
“You’re thinking of staying at the Requiem Hotel,” she said. “I wouldn’t recommend it. Bugs, from what I hear. Do you have friends in Vienna? Perhaps you could stay with them.”
He laughed. “You just picked me up at an old friend’s house.”
“Toni Contardo? You were lovers once, yes?”
He was feeling at a distinct disadvantage, and he hated when that happened. “Anything you don’t know?”
“There are lots of things I don’t know,” Anna said. “But not for long. My apartment is three kilometers away. You could stay on the sofa. You like cats? I have just one.”
He thought for a long while, not really wanting to find a hotel, lumpy bed, or bugs. Yet, he wasn’t entirely sure he wanted to go with this woman. What kind of woman offered her couch to a complete stranger? What the hell. He liked a good mystery. Besides, he needed to find out how much more this woman might know.
“I have a gun,” she said, a broad smile. “I’m sure you will be a gentleman.”
How could he refuse? “Let’s go.”
“Super,” she said, the S sounding like a Z.
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Anna Schult lived in a one bedroom apartment on the western outskirts of Vienna, where the forest met the town, a little more than a kilometer from the Ottaring U-Bahn stop.
Jake took off his leather coat and sat on her sofa, his bed for the night. He set the day planner he had gotten from Albrecht’s warehouse under his coat.
Anna came back from the kitchen, a bottle of schnapps and two small glasses in her hands. Once she had taken off her bulky wool coat, he could see she was well proportioned, a sinewy physique like that of a long distance runner, or, more likely, a cross country skier. Her breasts were not large, but her tight cotton shirt highlighted them and he saw her 9mm automatic prominently displayed on her right hip.
Once she poured both glasses of schnapps, she set the bottle on the coffee table, handed one to Jake, and took the other for herself. “Prosit!” she said, taping the glass against Jake’s.
He said the same and then downed his glass, the schnapps warming him from head to toe. “Wow,” he said. “Haven’t had this in a while.”
She took a seat across from him and Jake couldn’t help think about doing the same thing in Toni’s apartment about an hour ago.
“You like the Glock,” Jake said.
Touching her hand on her gun, she said, “A good Austrian gun. I hear you like the Czech CZ-75.”
His over-the-shoulder holster was visible, but only the butt of the black handle in view. She had some good sources. “Yeah, I started using it when I worked in Germany years ago. As you know, once you get used to a weapon it’s hard to change.”
“You want everything to be second nature,” Anna said. “I understand. They all put their clip releases and safeties in different places.” She ran her hand through her blonde hair.
She was quite striking, Jake thought. “You have a partner?”
“A lover?”
Jake laughed. “No, I meant in Interpol. You have a partner there?”
She smiled at him. “Yes, I do. But he broke his leg skiing in Kitzbuhel last week. They brought him to a hospital in Salzburg. He’ll be there in traction for a while.”
“So, you’re on your own. Have you visited him?”
“I couldn’t get away,” she said. “Besides, he has his wife there with him.”
“Have you always lived in Vienna?”
She poured two more glasses of schnapps. “No.”
“Would you like to elaborate? You seem to know everything about me,” he reminded her.
“All right. I grew up in Zell am See. Spent most of my youth skiing Kaprun. My father was a concierge at a hotel there and my mother was a school teacher. When I was in high school I decided I liked cross country skiing, the serenity of it and the pure beauty of gliding across fresh snow in the mountains and forests of Austria. I chose tranquility over speed. College in Salzburg and then the Army.”
“Austrian Army Intelligence Service?” Jake asked.
“Good guess?”
“Well, you did attend my lecture in Garmisch. We didn’t let just any army officer in for that.”
“Good point.” She raised her glass of schnapps toward him.
Jake picked his glass up and together they threw down another shot.
Anna got up from her chair and adjusted her gun on her narrow hip.
“Do you have to be anywhere in the morning?” Jake asked her.
“Why?”
“I’ve had a long day,” he said. “Just want to know if I can sleep in.”
Without answering, she crossed the room and turned on the light to her bedroom. “I don’t have to punch a clock,” she said. “Sleep as long as you want. There’s a pillow and blankets in that cabinet.” With that she went into her room and closed the door, a lock clicking.
When she was gone, Jake prepared the sofa for his bed. Shifting his coat to the coffee table, he saw the day planner with Albrecht’s information. He couldn’t wait any longer. Had to see what was so important. So important that his old friend Toni Contardo would act the way she had. He knew that most of her reaction was personal, but something had changed in her, he was sure of that. Shuffling through the papers, he was glad and surprised to see they were all in German. Czech or Slovak and he would have been lost.
Most of the loose papers seemed to be simple documents dealing with the Teutonic Order. Purchase orders, shipments of goods from Austria and Germany to Poland and the Slovak Republic. Speculation on starting a kindergarten in Budapest. Under all the papers was a small notebook with handwritten entries. Each entry was dated. Jake flipped to the last entry, which was less than a week ago. The priest was concerned about a confession he had heard from a man named Miko. He felt somewhat guilty reading these private entries, but knew there had to be something here that got the priest killed. Maybe something else that had gotten the parish priest killed less than twenty-four hours ago.
Jake spent the next hour reading the entries. When he was done, his brain was fried from translating the German to his English thoughts, and his stomach was aching. He had not eaten all day. Not since he grabbed a bite on the train to Bratislava. More than that, though, he had a feeling his gut was rumbling more from what he had read in the Order priest’s diary. Now he had a direction to travel. He looked around the room trying to find just the right place. There. A bookshelf stacked from top to bottom. He slid out a row of books and placed the thin diary behind them. Then he shifted the other books so they all lined up. Satisfied, he clicked off the light and lay down.
* * *
Miko and Jiri got to Prague less than an hour before midnight. They would have to hurry. On the radio of Miko’s Skoda, the hockey game between Prague and Dresden had just finished — a huge double overtime win for the home team. Miko wished they had been able to leave Bratislava earlier to catch the game in person. He had played in his youth with the oldest defenseman on the team, and had a standing offer for free tickets.
“You hear that, Jiri. My friend Peter shut down their offense tonight.”
Jiri nodded his head. “That man is a beast. One hundred and ten kilos. He shouldn’t be allowed on the ice at that weight.”
Miko laughed under his breath. “We could use a man like that. Break some legs.”
“Absolutely. I hear he will retire next year. Maybe.”
Shaking his head, Miko said, “He can retire for life with all the money he’s made. He made enough in the American NHL in ten years to live in Mlada Boleslav like a king. And now ten more years in Prague.” Miko shrugged his shoulders. “He probably has more money than Hermann Conrad.”
“No way,” Jiri said. “Conrad owns Marienburg Biotechnik, houses in Berlin and Magdeburg, the huge wind farm with that farm house, and I heard he is part owner of the Berlin hockey team. Not to mention that castle in Austria.”
The autobahn from Brno ended and funneled them into the edge of Nove Mesto, the New Town. Traffic was light and the roads were clear. Luckily the snow had ended some sixty kilometers outside of Prague, and the city was only shrouded in darkness from swirling clouds overhead. No stars. No moon. That’s what Miko had hoped.
“It’s not a castle,” Miko said.
“You’ve been there?”
“A few months back,” Miko said. Although it wasn’t officially a castle, it sure as hell looked like one, sitting at the edge of the mountains by St. Johann in Tirol, a splendid view of the Alps. “Sure it’s built of stone. But I understand it was built by the Order as a monastery a couple hundred years ago.”
They had reached Stare Mesto now, the Old Town, and Miko got off Wilsonova before they crossed over the Vltava River. He wound his way into Josefov, the Jewish Quarter. He pulled over and parked a block from the Old Jewish Cemetery, the front of their car pointed at the oldest synagogue in Europe.
Jiri’s eyes got wide when he saw where Miko had parked. “We’re not going to take out that,” Jiri protested. “We’ll have every Jew in the world after us.”
Miko let out a deep breath and said, “No, Jiri. But if we did strike it, we could blame it on the fucking ragheads. The enemy of our enemy could be our friend.”
Without warning, the rear door opened and Rada Grago climbed in. Jiri nearly jumped from his pants. “You scared the shit out of me,” he said.
Grago started to light a cigarette, but then saw Miko’s glare in the rearview mirror, so he shoved the unlit cigarette back in the pack. “Jiri, what the hell happened to your face?” Grago asked.
Miko started laughing. When he told Grago the story, the Butcher of Prague joined in the laugh. Jiri slumped down in his seat.
“Don’t worry,” Grago said. “We’ll get the bitch. Let you fuck her first before you kill her.”
Jiri smiled with that thought.
Putting the car in gear, Miko cruised slowly by the synagogue. He blew a kiss at the structure and then picked up speed.
Fifteen minutes later, they had crossed the river and were now in a western section of town, a place where Turks, Arabs, Armenians, Kurds, and Africans had moved in the past decade or so in increasing numbers. Miko drove slowly now, taking in the scene.
“Look at this,” Miko growled. “A damn Kabob stand on every block. Smoke houses and fucking Moroccan restaurants. God damn Sand Niggers have taken over your city, Grago.” His friend had heard it all before, Miko knew. For the past few years that’s all Miko could talk about. “Is that the place?” Miko asked Grago, his eyes on the man in the mirror.
“That’s it.”
They were cruising past a Turkish Bath, a more upscale place that had opened recently, and where Grago had heard all the big players in the Turkish community frequented.
“When does it blow?”
Grago checked his watch. “About an hour.”
There would be no deaths, but they’d make a statement. Besides, Conrad had wanted them to keep a lower profile. Miko didn’t think a little fire bomb with no bodies would bring too much attention. And, maybe more importantly, it would divert attention from their real mission. That couldn’t hurt.
Shifting into third, Miko got the hell out of that section of town. He was feeling ill and needed a beer. In an hour they would be far away from this place — statement made and on to bigger things. They had a plan, but they were also flexible. The key was to never pattern themselves. A killing here or there, a bomb from time to time. Cumulative success. That was the name of the game — until Hermann Conrad was ready for the big strike he was always talking about. Miko couldn’t wait for that day.
He pulled out a radish from a plastic bag and bit down onto it, a spicy splash tingling his tongue. Much better than smoking, he thought.
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In the morning, the room still somewhat dark from the Rolladens being pulled part way, Jake first heard a quiet sound and then saw movement from the corner of his eye. He thought about going for his gun, but then realized that Anna Schult probably wouldn’t look too kindly to him shooting her cat. The black figure nosed its way toward Jake, who was now leaning up on his elbow. The cat sniffed his hand and then started purring. He must have passed inspection.
Jake sat up on the couch and the cat weaved its way between his legs. He had never owned a cat before, not having the time to train one, if that’s what one did, nor did he really know what to do with one. He simply rubbed the cat behind its ear.
“You’re going to spoil her, Jake,” Anna said, entering from her bedroom. “She’ll never leave you alone now.” She went to the kitchen and clicked on a small light. Then started to make coffee. “You like coffee?”
“I’d die without it,” he said.
She smiled and then moved about the living room opening the Rolladens and letting in more light. She was wearing a pair of Adidas workout pants and a T-shirt that read Austrian Olympic Team. Nothing else. She wore no make-up and needed none.
Coffee brewing in the background, Anna took a seat across from him. He had slept in his pants and T-shirt and felt pretty grubby.
“Would you like a shower?” she asked.
“That would be great.”
She got him a towel and showed him to the bathroom.
When he was done, Anna was at the kitchen table drinking a cup of coffee, a plate of bread, meats and cheeses in front of her.
“Cups are there,” she said. “Self serve here.”
Great. That’s the way he liked it. He poured himself coffee and glanced to the coffee table in the living room. He had purposely left the Order day planner, without the diary, at a forty-five degree angle to the edge of the table. Now it was parallel to the edge. He took a seat across the table from her and started eating meat and cheese. Her eyes seemed a brighter blue than the night before, he thought. Buttering some bread, he kept his eyes on her. She was something.
“What time are they expecting you at the office today?” Jake asked her.
“They’re not,” she said. “I’m to be on the road all day.” When Jake didn’t say anything, she continued, “I have to speak with Gustav Albrecht in Steyr.”
He swallowed deeply and then took a sip of coffee. She had caught him off-guard, and he was afraid he had not hid his surprise.
“Yes, I know you stashed him there. You and Kurt Lamar, your Agency friend.”
“How old are you?” he asked. He knew it was stupid to ask a woman that question, but he needed to change the subject.
Finishing her coffee, she then said, “Thirty-two. Why?”
“I don’t know. Maybe I’m jealous that you’re so good at your age.”
Smiling, she said, “Are you trying to flatter me, Jake?”
“Either that or trying like hell to figure out how I could screw up so profoundly.”
“What do you Americans say? Don’t knock yourself up?”
He laughed at her. “Something like that.”
She went for more coffee and then topped off Jake’s cup before sitting down again. “Would you like to drive with me to talk with Herr Albrecht?”
“Didn’t you find what you wanted in the papers over there?” he said, shifting his head toward the living room.
Her mouth held back a smile. “You broke into the Teutonic Order warehouse and only came out with those?”
“I had a key and the security code,” Jake reminded her, if she didn’t already know.
“That’s right. But still… ”
“I got enough.” He left it at that. He wasn’t sure if he could trust her yet. A good judge of character normally, Jake found himself in unfamiliar territory — wondering how she knew as much as she did, and even more perplexed over her mission with Interpol.
She nibbled on a piece of cheese and then rolled a piece of salami and bit half and chewed, her eyes not leaving Jake’s. Shoving the other half into her mouth, she licked her fingers and then wiped them on a napkin.
Jake thought about the diary of the priest and all he had read the night before. Normally, he liked to have more time to build a relationship, and this was starting to seem more like an interrogation, or at least a one-way data flow. Could he trust her? “We don’t need to talk with Albrecht,” he finally said. “I know everything he knows.”
“Really?”
“Really.”
She seemed to be in deep thought. “Good. I hear it might snow again today. I wasn’t looking forward to the drive. So, I guess we need to find Miko Krupjak.”
“Who?”
“A man who used to be a Brother of the Order,” she said, picking up the leftover meat and cheese and putting them in the refrigerator. “We think he’s involved with the murders in Bratislava and the shooting at the Donau Bar.” She left and went to her bedroom. When she returned she had a laptop computer with a file opened showing a man in his mid forties, a scar above his eye and another on the edge of his left jaw line. “That’s Miko Krupjak.”
Jake shook his head. “That’s not the Donau Bar shooter. Nothing like him.”
Looking at the screen, she clicked a key on the keyboard and a second man’s face appeared. It was the bartender — or at least the man who had played the part before blasting the two bodyguards all to hell with the shotgun.
“That’s the guy,” Jake said.
“Rada Grago. A known associate of Krupjak. The two of them played hockey together in their youth. Krupjak went on to the old Czechoslovakian national team before he was injured. He played in the nineteen-eighty Olympics. Of course, the Americans won that year. Anyway, we understand that Krupjak tried to defect while in Lake Placid, New York. He was sent back to Prague and they broke his left knee. His dream was to play in the NHL, but at that time.” She broke off and shrugged her shoulders.
“He was no longer welcome on the national team or even in the East European leagues.”
“Right. He ended up working in a Skoda factory in his home town, Mlada Boleslav, in the Czech Republic.” She scrolled back to Krupjak’s file. “Left factory work to join the Teutonic Order as a Brother.”
“He didn’t have to be a priest?” Jake asked.
“No. Brothers come from all walks of life. They can be priests, but most are not. They must take vows of poverty, chastity and obedience, though.”
Jake went for the computer and his hand touched hers. She looked at him and then slowly moved her hand aside. He scrolled back down to Grago.
“This guy also played hockey?” Jake asked her.
“Yeah, not as well as Krupjak. Grago made the junior team with Krupjak, and that’s where they met, but he never made the senior national team. They call Grago the Butcher of Prague.”
“Why?”
“He’s a butcher…and he’s from Prague.” She tried not to smile. “Also, he’s quite brutal. Uses knives. Intel says he was an enforcer for the old KGB in Prague. Then, there’s this guy.” She scrolled to another page on her computer, which showed a man who had been seriously hit with an ugly stick. “Jiri Sikora. He’s Slovak. From Bratislava.”
Jake said, “Let me guess…also played hockey.”
“Right. Czechoslovak junior national team with Miko and Grago. Like Grago, though, he didn’t make the Olympic team. I think he was the set-up man in Bratislava.”
“You mean the man who originally spilled his guts to the Order priest in confession,” Jake said.
“Ja. We think he mentioned his confession to his friends Miko and Grago and they killed the Order priest. Sikora isn’t as strong and hardened as the other two.”
“Might be a place to start.”
Anna had a confused expression on her face.
“What?”
“Why kill the second priest?”
“The two priests were best friends,” Jake said. “Had been ordained together. They had to guess the Order priest would have confided in the parish priest.” Either that, or they had an old beef with them — something from their past in the Order.
Jake got up and went to the living room window, which overlooked a forested hill, the pines and naked deciduous trees dripping with melting snow. The sun was doing its best to rise, but the swirling clouds changed the lighting from moment to moment.
Anna came to his side. “There’s a trail that leads up into the hills,” she said. “I usually run each morning. But I’m sure the trails are all slush now.”
“That T-shirt,” Jake said. “Were you on the Austrian Olympic Team?”
She pulled on her shirt. “Biathlon.”
“Really? The Nordic equivalent of a drive-by shooting. That’s a tough sport. So, you’re also a great shot with the rifle. Anything else I should know about you?”
Gazing out to the trees across the street, she said, “I haven’t been entirely honest with you, Jake.”
He waited, not saying a word. He was nothing if not patient.
“I’ve been directed to work with you,” she said.
He couldn’t keep his brows from furling. How was that? Let her explain, he thought.
She continued, “Herr Albrecht, as you might know, is related to our president by way of his sister.”
He knew that. “And?”
“It was Gustav Albrecht’s idea. He asked around for an unbiased security consultant; someone with no political ties. Your name kept coming up. I was called in to the federal president’s office and Albrecht was there.”
“Why you?”
“My Army background,” she said, “and the fact that for the past few years in Interpol I’ve worked in the Public Safety and Terrorism Sub-directorate on the Fusion Task Force.”
Jake wasn’t entirely familiar with Interpol structure. He had had a few run-ins with Interpol agents through the years, but considered them more interested in international crime than terrorism. “What does the task force have to do with this case?”
“Well, the task force deals with the possible links between organized crime and terrorist organizations.”
“Interesting.” Especially with what had happened in the past few years, Jake thought. “So the president put you on the Albrecht case. What does this have to do with terrorism?”
“Albrecht told us about the diary,” she said. “I’m guessing you read it last night and already knew about Miko and Jiri — who you’ve now seen the Interpol file on — and understand what we might be up against.”
He wasn’t sure if he should be pissed or honored that he had been chosen by the federal president of Austria and the grand master of the Teutonic Order to help them out. “I don’t like being deceived,” Jake said, a feigning angry edge to his words. Two could play this game. “I’m outta here.” He turned and headed for the door. “Tell Albrecht to send my check to my place in Innsbruck.”
As he reached the door, she said, “Wait. You can’t walk out on us.”
Jake turned and studied her body language. She was sincere, he was sure. “Watch me,” he said with subdued conviction.
“We need you. I need you.”
“Why me?”
She let out a deep breath, her arms crossed over her chest. “Your integrity is impeccable, Jake. I did a background check on you. Everyone I talked with said the same thing: you can be trusted, you’re discreet, and when you start a job you finish it.”
“But you have the Interpol behind you,” Jake reminded her. “Not to mention the entire Austrian Army and the Staatpolizei.”
She swished her head from side to side. “No. Sure, in the end that might be true. But I have been temporarily assigned to the office of the president. Interpol thinks I’m on a two-week Christmas vacation. I can still access our computer database, but I can’t make inquiries in other countries. You can.”
God. Here he went again. “You want me to track down some of the folks from the diary.”
“Together,” she said. “We’ll do it together.”
“Isn’t this exactly what Interpol was designed to do?”
She lowered her chin slightly. “We think there’s a mole somewhere. How else would they have known about your meeting at the Donau Bar?”
Jake took a few steps toward her, trying his best to read her face. “The meeting at the Donau Bar,” he said. “You set it up there for a reason.”
Her eyes shifted up and to the left.
He continued, “But something went terribly wrong, as we both know.”
“We were trying to catch the mole,” she said, her voice harsh now. More desperate.
“But you didn’t expect an attempt on Albrecht at that meeting. You were sitting back to see who else might show up there.”
“Right.” She calmed herself.
“Makes sense. So now you know you have a mole but you have no idea where.”
“Exactly. It’s one thing to know you have someone inside working for the bad guys, but it’s another thing to track down the rogue.”
He knew that all too well, based on past experience. “What now?”
“The diary,” she said, her words barely audible.
“What the hell. I read the whole thing last night.” He went to her bookshelf and retrieved the small notebook from the Order priest.
She shook her head as he handed her the book. “Super.”
“Based on what I’ve read,” Jake said. “We need to find Miko Krupjak, Jiri Sikora, and Grago.”
Paging through the diary, Anna said, “I agree.”
* * *
Toni Contardo and Kurt Lamar pulled into the parking ramp lot of the Vienna Airport in Kurt’s charcoal Audi. The GPS signal placed the car in the next row in a section of luxury cars for a major car rental company.
“How the hell could Jake’s car be here?” Toni asked. “The Golf is his own car.”
“I don’t know. I just got a signal that the car was on the move this morning.”
Toni thought back on her conversation with Jake at her apartment the night before. She knew she couldn’t help him; she had her own problems to deal with internally. That bothered her more than she liked to admit.
Pulling over behind a Mercedes sedan, Kurt said, “Son of a bitch. He played us.”
She fought back a smile. “Yeah, he did. Go get our tracker.”
Kurt shut down the engine and did what she said. She watched him feel around under the back bumper. Should have known, she thought. He was better than that, and she knew it. Maybe she should have called Langley and asked for approval to bring Jake into this case. Part of her wanted to work closely with him, but the other side of her, the pragmatic side, knew she had to keep her distance. He clouded her judgment, and that could be dangerous.
Getting back in the car, Kurt said, “Got it.” He buckled his seatbelt. “Now what?”
Toni shrugged. “Now we go on.”
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One row over in the Vienna Airport parking ramp lot, Hermann Conrad was picking up a rental BMW seven series, in a dark metallic blue. He had just flown in from Berlin on the early morning flight. Clicking the automatic trunk release, he hoisted his heavy suitcase into the deep well, closed the door and got in behind the wheel.
He speed dialed a number on his cell phone as he acquainted himself with the car. He had asked for a Mercedes just like his back in Germany, but they had said their last one, a black one, had come in late and was still not serviced. Glancing over into the next row, Conrad saw the one they had mentioned. What the hell. This was a great car. It was German, and that’s what mattered.
Finally a man answered on the phone. “Ja?”
“I’m in Vienna,” Conrad said, starting the engine. It sounded as pure as Aryan blood. If that was possible.
“Sir,” the man said. “I found out who the man at the Donau Bar was.”
Conrad started to back out but was forced to slam on the brakes. “Shit!” A damn Audi nearly hit him. But the woman in the passenger seat was quite attractive, he thought. He waved the car past, and once they were by, he pulled out.
“What’s the matter, sir?”
“Never mind,” Conrad said, driving more carefully out of the parking lot. “Set up a meeting of the faithful at my country estate. Friday. Everyone must be there. No excuses. I have some good news.”
“Yes, sir. But the man at the Donau Bar…”
“Go ahead.”
“A man named Jake Adams. An American who has lived in Innsbruck for a few years. He runs a private security consulting firm, but our contacts say he was former CIA.”
Great. That’s all he needed to hear. “Thanks. I’ll take care of it. Expect a call from Miko to get all the details.”
Conrad flipped the phone shut and thought for a moment as he exited the ramp and turned onto a frontage road that led to Autobahn A4.
From memory, Conrad punched in a series of numbers and waited. After a few rings someone picked up. Neither said a word for ten seconds.
Finally, a man said, “It’s me. How can I help you?”
“Miko. You still in Prague?”
“Yes, sir. We took care of some business last night, if you know what I mean.”
Yes, he did, but he didn’t want to know any details. He had heard about a Turkish Bath in Prague getting blown all to Hell, and Miko and Grago both popped into his thoughts at the time. “I need you back in Vienna. Talk with our contact here. He’ll give you some details of a job I want you to do.”
Conrad pulled onto Autobahn A4 in the direction of Vienna and picked up speed to flow into the traffic.
“But sir, we still have some things to…take care of here.”
“Do what I tell you. Damn it, this is more important. And you still haven’t taken out our first problem in Vienna. How can we have a new Hochmeister with the old one still breathing?”
“But you told us to hold off on that. Someone was on to our contact there.”
He had a point, but a small one. When will Miko learn to do what he’s told? “Do what our contact in Austria says. You find one and you’re bound to find the other. He will also tell you about a meeting at the estate on Friday. Everyone must be there.”
Conrad waited for any protest, but it didn’t come. Good. Miko was finally starting to listen. He flipped off the phone and shoved it into his inner suit pocket. It was all coming together, he thought. A few details to work out, but that was always the case with any business deal. Boy that had been a rough day. So much for business. Now, on to pleasure.
* * *
Bratislava was only sixty-five kilometers away from Vienna, but it was still light years away in standard of living. Jake had to admit he had not had a great first impression of the place the other day with Albrecht, finding the parish priest murdered and then having the cops waiting for the two of them as they ran from the cathedral. But he had now had more time to think about that situation as he drove his VW Golf along back streets of the city, Anna Schult in the passenger seat next to him. They had decided to take his car, swapping it with hers and leaving her Audi in the parking ramp, since they didn’t need her status with Interpol revealed crossing the border. She had simply flashed her Austrian passport. Jake had been somewhat concerned that the border guards would have an artist’s sketch of his face, but they had obviously not seen any resemblance to him. He couldn’t blame them. Hell, he couldn’t see any resemblance to himself.
They had just gone to the apartment rented by Jiri Sikora. The landlord on the first floor, a gray-haired man in his sixties, seemed to spit out Sikora’s name — only contempt there. He had also confirmed that Miko Krupjak — although he only knew the man by Miko — lived there from time to time. Anna had shown the old man photos of Sikora and Krupjak she had printed before leaving her apartment in Vienna. He said the cops were always showing up there looking for those two, but they never hauled them away for anything. In fact, he said a beautiful woman had been there the day before, but she wasn’t there for sex, he assured them. Sikora had a black eye after she left in her Alfa Romeo.
Jake didn’t need any more information to know that the woman had been Toni Contardo. She had mentioned on the phone that she was having a “discussion” with someone. So Toni was on the same trail. Interesting.
“What you thinking?” Anna said. She was on her laptop sifting through known associates of both Sikora and Krupjak.
Turning the car toward the old downtown of Bratislava, Jake said, “What about contacting the local Interpol office and see what they have on the men?”
“I don’t know.”
“Call them on your cell and say you think they’ve been up to no good in Vienna — which is the truth.”
She did just that. Fifteen minutes later, the two of them were at a restaurant on the Nove Mesto, the new town, of Bratislava. The local Interpol office had said that Sikora used to work at the restaurant, and he still hung out with a woman there. A waitress named Kamila.
As they went inside, they found the woman smoking a cigarette at the end of a counter. Only an older couple sat at a table against the front window. Jake could hear noise coming from the back room, the kitchen. The place could have used a make-over, and Kamila was no exception. Her fire red hair was spiked three inches. She looked like she hadn’t eaten in a month, her skinny arms tattooed to the wrist. Her face was pierced through the nose, the eyebrows, and the ears. He didn’t want to guess where else.
“What you want?” she said in Slovak.
Her tongue was also pieced, Jake noticed. Maybe she couldn’t eat with that. Since Jake didn’t understand her, he switched to German. “We’re looking for Jiri Sikora.”
“Polizei.” She horfed the word like a hairball.
“No,” Jake said. “An old friend from hockey. We played against each other. I was on the Austrian team. I might add that he beat us three years in a row.” He hoped she didn’t know too much about Sikora’s old team.
She nodded her head, smoke from her cigarette rising to her squinted eyes. “He was a good player I hear. Much before I knew him, though.” Her German came out with a Slavic slur.
“We just came from his apartment,” Jake said. “His landlord said he hasn’t seen him since yesterday. He didn’t come home last night. I wanted to buy Jiri a few beers.”
“His landlord is a bastard,” she said. “He hates Jiri. But I haven’t seen Jiri in a couple of days. You talk to his brother?”
Jake glanced at Anna, who had decided to remain silent and let Jake do the talking. “No. I didn’t know he had a brother.”
Kamila was wary now, her expression skeptical. “No, he calls him his brother. He calls a lot of people his brother.”
“Oh, you mean Miko Krupjak?”
Shaking her head, Kamila said, “Not Miko. Miko was on the Olympic team. I’m talking about Viktor Kopari. He’s Hungarian. A concierge now at the Hilton in Budapest.”
“In the Castle District?” Jake asked her.
Ashes fell to the floor as Kamila said, “Yes. Have you been there?”
“I’ve seen it,” Jake said, a smile on his face. “I can’t afford to stay there.”
“No kidding,” Kamila said. “Jiri stays there, though. Kopari lets him in.”
Jake thanked her for the information, but said he was only in town for the day and would have to call Jiri next time before he showed up. No need to have her tip the guy off before they could catch up to him.
Anna was already out the door and Jake about to slip outside when Kamila said, “Do you have Jiri’s cell number?”
Why hadn’t Jake asked for that? Kamila gave him the number and then Jake met Anna on the sidewalk.
They walked a block to Jake’s Golf. He didn’t want the waitress to see his license number, so he did a U-turn and headed out of the city.
When they were on the autobahn heading toward Hungary, Anna said, “You have a way with people. They seem to want to please you — give you any information you ask for.” She shook her head. “How do you do it?”
“It’s part of my charm,” Jake said, a serious smirk on his face. “Besides, it’s not always that easy. Sometimes I have to break a few legs.”
She raised her brows with that.
* * *
Budapest was about 250 kilometers east of Bratislava. With the stop at the border and a brief late lunch break, it took the two of them three hours to reach Budapest. Just in time for rush hour.
Jake had been to Budapest many times, but it had been at least two years since his last visit. Still, other than the traffic, he had no problem finding the Castle District. It was off season, and not many people were braving the cold to check out the view. The Castle District was on the Buda side of the Danube, which split Buda from the city of Pest on the east side, and, along with the Old Town, was mostly a pedestrian zone. It was not a large area of the city, but it included the Royal Palace, Matyas Church and enough galleries and museums to keep most people busy for a week. It also featured the most stunning view of Budapest, the Danube River, and the Parliament building in Pest.
They parked the car and this time Anna wanted to ask the questions. On the drive to Budapest, she had accessed the Interpol database, found the man’s address three blocks off of Attila Ut, a street on the bus route just below the Castle District, and decided to call ahead to see if he was at home or at work. No answer at home, so they had driven straight to the Hilton.
The Hilton was the only major hotel in the Castle District, a posh expansive hotel with, Jake guessed, a grand view of the city below.
They found Viktor Kopari in his office around the corner from the main desk. He was forty-five and not married, his hair dark black with no hint of gray. He had a small scar below his right eye. He had also played hockey on the Hungarian junior national team against Jiri. Anna introduced herself as a friend of Jiri Sikora.
Kopari spoke perfect German. “How is Jiri?” he asked, his head tilting to one side and his eyes not on Anna but locked onto Jake — his voice more than a little effeminate.
“We’re trying to find him,” Anna said. “We’re hoping you could help us.”
The concierge put his hands on his hips and said, “I have not seen him in a couple of weeks. I drove to Bratislava for the weekend, but that other man was there. That Czech brut. I don’t know what Jiri sees in him.”
Jake stepped forward and shook hands with Kopari. “I agree,” Jake said. “You must be talking about Miko.”
Kopari tried to hold Jake’s hand longer than normal. “Right. I played against him just once. Back in nineteen seventy-eight. He was all elbows to the head. Knees to the groin. Shoving us to the boards. Just brutal.” He flapped his elbows like a chicken.
“Were you part of the Teutonic Brotherhood?” Jake asked him.
Without thinking, Kopari said, “Yes. Jiri got me into it some five years ago. But that was another time. I didn’t understand the vows. Chastity? What in the hell is that? That’s no fun.” Kopari giggled like a little girl.
“He’s not still with the Order?”
“No. Not since he met Hermann over a year ago.”
“Hermann?” Jake asked.
Kopari put his finger on Jake’s chest and said, “Hermann Conrad. He’s a German. Well, he calls himself a Prussian. But he’s a German.”
Jake played it up now, his stare deep into the Hungarian’s brown eyes. “Could Jiri be with Conrad?”
“He wishes. Conrad is loaded. He owns places in Berlin and a biotech company in Magdeburg. He has a castle in Austria. I hear it’s gorgeous.”
“Is that outside Salzburg?” Jake asked him, uncertain.
“No, no. It’s further south than that. By St. Johann.”
The Bratislava priest had mentioned this in his diary, Jake remembered. Something about long training sessions. But the priest didn’t know exactly what they were up to, nor did he care to know.
Anna said, “Miko spent some time here in Budapest. Would his friends here know where he is?”
“That man is crazy,” Kopari said, wagging his finger in Anna’s face. He thought for a moment and then added, “Another friend of both men maybe. Emil.”
“Emil?” Jake said.
“That’s what I said.”
“He have a last name?”
The concierge swished his head no. “Just know Emil.”
“You know how to find him?”
Kopari explained that the man ran a kiosk with furs and knives down on Vaci Street across the river in Pest. Jake had been there before. Vaci was a pedestrian zone that ran for more about a kilometer, with high end stores making it one of the best places to be seen in Budapest. This time of the year would include Christmas markets with food vendors.
“How do we find that kind of kiosk this time of year?” Anna asked him.
“Easy. These people are very territorial. Same place every year. Emil’s kiosk is in the square just above the last stop on the Metro Line One — the start of Vaci Street.”
Anna thanked him and headed for the door.
Taking his time to depart, Jake kept thinking he should ask him something else.
Kopari stopped them. “Do you have Jiri’s cell number?”
Maybe that was it, Jake thought. He didn’t want to tell him he already had the number. Kopari gave them the number, and then Jake thanked him and left, guessing the guy was checking out his ass and not Anna’s as they departed.
* * *
When the man and woman had left out through the front door, Kopari making sure himself, he closed and locked his office door and sat behind his desk. Twisting his head from side to side, his neck cracked and he found his private cell phone inside his suit jacket.
He punched in a number and waited. As the phone clicked on the other end, Kopari said in Hungarian, “They’re on the way.” His voice had suddenly changed to deep and resonant.
He listened carefully, nodding his head to himself.
“Right,” he said. “I have them on digital video. I’ll make still copies and forward them to you and the others. Be careful. The man, Jake Adams, looks dangerous.”
Hanging up the phone, he thought about the other calls he would have to make in the next hour. But first the video cameras. He glanced to the corner of the room at the small camera. Nobody looks up. He smiled and laughed and then headed to the security control room.
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The room was dark and sleet pelted the window. The naked woman on the bed shifted her thin hips up to meet the man’s thrusts, his intensity growing like the pistons in his auto building up speed as it enters the autobahn.
“My God,” the woman screamed. “You’re so big.”
He smiled, knowing she was lying, and punished her as much as he could for her guile.
When Hermann Conrad was done, he rolled over to his side on the bed and gazed at Alexandra’s perfectly round breasts. He had not had to pay for those — they had been perfect when he met her a few months back — but everything else in the apartment, including the rent, was bought and paid for by him. It was better that way. A simple business arrangement. None of the pretense of marriage. She said she loved him, but he knew that was a love of expedience and comfort. He had no illusions of anything else.
“What are you thinking?” she asked him, her fingers running through the gray and blond hair on his chest.
“I was just checking out your sweet body,” he said. “God was good to you.” He knew she liked compliments. Needed them.
“Thank you, Hermann. You are too good to me.”
True. He could have left her in that rat hole apartment in Vienna’s worst part of town, working as a “dancer” in a somewhat respectable club — if there was such a place. “You deserve it after what you went through growing up.” Alexandra had grown up in the old Soviet Union, now the Ukraine, where her parents were scientists in Chernobyl. She had survived that disaster because she was staying with an aunt in Kiev at the time. Both parents had died in the initial explosion, though. And that had been some comfort to her.
“I don’t remember much of that,” she said, pulling the feather comforter over her nakedness. “I was too young.”
He had heard that before, and then she had cried and told him what she did know. How her older brother and sister had died later from horrible fallout-radiation poisoning.
Hermann ran his hand through her strawberry blonde hair and said, “I will take care of you, Alexandra.”
“Take me with you to Germany,” she pled, her lower lip extended out in a classic pout.
“I’ll think about it.”
She rose up to her knees, her naked breasts bouncing to a halt in front of his face. He had never said that to her before. “You will?”
Raising his head, he licked her erect nipple, took it into his mouth and sucked it for a moment, and then said, “I promise. But first I have some business in St. Johann.”
She had been to his castle a few times — a wonderful place like which she had dreamed of living in her youth. “Take me with you to the castle,” she said, her hand reaching down to his flaccid penis. “I will help you decide to take me to Germany.”
Her touch was magic and he was becoming hard again. “How in the hell can I say no to you now?”
She smiled and lowered her head to his rising erection.
* * *
Having parked his car near a Metro Line Two stop on the west side of Budapest, Jake and Anna took the train under the Danube River, switched to Metro Line One and went to the end.
As they hiked up the stairs to the square above at the end of Vaci Street, Jake realized that darkness had set in, and the square was lit by Christmas lights strung around tree stands, kiosks, and small fires beneath chestnut roasting pans.
On the trip over, he had thought about the brief encounter with the concierge at the Hilton, and how he had freely given up so much information. The man’s eyes had given away even more, first inadvertently shifting up and to his right. Was he lying? Or was he trying not to look at the camera in the corner of his office? Jake had a feeling he was about to find out.
Anna wrapped her arm inside Jake’s left arm, as if they were a couple. “Nice place,” she said, her breath flowing out in a cloud.
True, he thought. But the chill on the back of his neck was only partially caused by the cold air. “Yeah, I was here a couple of years ago. It was a zoo then, too.”
She looked confused.
“A lot of people,” he explained.
Stopping, as if looking at Christmas ornaments in a kiosk, Anna whispered in his ear, “The kiosk in the corner. Next to the Christmas trees.”
Jake picked up an ornament and glanced past it toward the kiosk. They had no idea what this Emil looked like. The man working the booth had hair to his shoulders, a skinny frame, and his thick gray wool coat couldn’t cover that fact. Jake set the ornament down and said, “Let’s go. Let me talk.”
The two of them strolled toward the kiosk with furs strung along two sides, and, as they got closer, Jake saw a full row of knives on a counter. Next to them was a tray of Soviet-era military pins. Hanging on the kiosk ceiling were hats — anything from ski hats to Russian military fur hats with red star and sickle in the front.
As they approached, the man’s eyes locked onto them, and he lowered himself to grab something. Jake slowed his pace and felt his gun with his arm. When the man came up with a hat from a box and hung it to a line, Jake pulled up to the counter. Anna moved to one side and looked at a hunting knife.
“Emil?” Jake said. “Kopari sent us.”
The man, perhaps mid-forties like the concierge, didn’t seem surprised. He said something in Hungarian to a younger man in the kiosk and, to Jake, he shifted his head toward the back of the booth.
Behind the booth was a narrow space, dark and almost impossible for Jake to see more than a few feet. He let his eyes adjust to the darkness, but didn’t have much time.
As he made out two figures approaching him, Jake heard a step behind him and he swiveled to his right just in time. The knife missed his kidney but grazed his left arm.
Jake kicked back and heard a knee snap, a howl from the man with the knife.
The two other men were on him now, fists flying. Jake took a hit to his left temple, dazing him. He let loose with a flurry of punches and kicks at both men and then turned back toward the front of the kiosk. He needed to move to the light.
Jake ran and almost knocked Anna over. He grabbed her and pulled her toward the center of the square.
“What happened,” Anna said, concerned.
“It was a set-up,” he said. “Emil and two friends. That fuckin’ concierge.” Jake turned and saw the three men at the corner of Emil’s kiosk. One man now had a gun at his side. “Let’s go. We gotta move.”
Pulling her toward the Metro stop, Jake rushed to the steps, the two of them hand-in-hand, jumping down two steps at a time. Down at the bottom and into the station platform, Jake could feel a rush of air and hear a train approaching. He pulled Anna toward the end of the platform so they would be on the first car.
The train pulled in, the doors opened, and before Jake and Anna got inside, he saw the three men coming down the stairs. They would also make the train.
Moments later the train’s doors closed and it pulled away. Jake wasn’t entirely familiar with the train route, but knew when they got out the men would see them and do the same. Standing and holding onto a bar, Jake looked above the train door for a route map. Opera. Oktogon. There. It came to him. The Szechenyi Furdo stop. He had been there before. The Szechenyi Baths. But he had no intention of going to the baths. It was what was near there that made the most sense. He noticed a few people on the train had ice skates.
“Jake,” Anna said, her arm around his waist. Her eyes looked down to the train floor. Blood was dripping there from his arm.
Jake held onto the metal bar with his stabbed arm and grasped the wound on his arm with his right hand. Then he stepped onto his blood on the floor to cover it. “Damn it. That means there’s a hole in my leather jacket.”
“Very funny. It looks bad.”
“Listen, look at the map above. We’re going to the Szechenyi Furdo stop. The second to the last on this line. I’ve got an idea.”
She nodded her head.
A few minutes later they reached their stop. Jake noticed the stairs were toward the front of the train. Good. They wouldn’t have to pass the men.
Jake hurried out, Anna at his heels, and they rushed up the stairs. Behind them, Jake saw the three men shoving their way through people to take up chase. He thought about simply pulling his gun once they got to the top of the stairs. They’d have the high ground and the obvious advantage. But with all the people making their way up the stairs, someone would take a stray shot.
Instead, at the top of the stairs, Jake took off in a fast run across an open area toward a brightly lit area. The closest buildings were more than a block away. The Szechenyi Baths were to the north, Vajdahunyad Castle within that complex just to the south of the baths, and, he knew, adjacent to that at this time of year was a huge pond frozen and turned into a public skating rink.
Anna seemed to sense where Jake was heading, her strides keeping up with his easily.
The first bullet whizzed by, the sound coming a microsecond later. Jake and Anna came to a road. They didn’t stop, weaving through the traffic, cars honking and skidding to a halt. Ignoring that, they kept on running, the skating rink just ahead over a small rise. They were now running through four inches of crunchy snow.
The second bullet hit a tree. Jake pulled his gun and yanked Anna behind the large oak. Cars honked as the three men made their way across the road. Jake shot once toward the three men. They stopped suddenly and looked for cover, but they were pretty much in the open. They only found a few naked bushes to scoot behind. The man returned fire with two shots. They hit the tree with a thud.
“We can’t stay here,” Anna said. She now had her gun out, had taken two shots, and her eyes searched for a better location. Looking toward the skating rink a hundred meters away, the bright lights were blinding. Turning back, she said, “Damn, Jake. I’m glad you’re on my side. They’re blinded as they look at us, but we’ve got a great view of them in the light.”
“Right. I just hoped it had been cold enough in the past few weeks to freeze the pond. Seeing the people with skates, I knew it had to be open.”
Another bullet smashed into the tree.
Suddenly sirens approached from the south, their wailing getting closer.
“Do you know your Budapest counterparts in Interpol?” Jake asked her.
“Not well,” she said. “And I sure as hell have no reason to be here pulling my weapon.”
Neither did Jake. He couldn’t explain either gun. His permit was for Austria. “Then you better get going. We’ll have to split up.” Sliding around the edge of the tree, Jake shot twice and pulled back behind the tree trunk.
“Where do we meet up?”
“Go around the outside of the ice rink. There’s a path around the castle to the Baths. Wait in the trees for me to show up.”
“And if you don’t?” Her face was filled with incertitude.
“I’ll be there,” he said. “They won’t stay here long with the police coming.” He thought for a moment, hoping his logic would hold. “Go,” he yelled at her.
She ran across an open area toward the ice rink. As she did, Jake shot a few more times slowly, giving her time to run.
Two more shots came his way.
Jake shot again and then tried to remember how many shots he had taken.
As it was, he didn’t have time to think about that. He could see two cop cars wind around the square. Glancing around the tree, he saw the three men take off toward the Metro stop. Jake shoved his gun in his holster and casually walked toward the ice rink.
He never looked back toward the police cars.
Fifteen minutes later, Jake walked cautiously toward the front entrance to the Szechenyi Baths. It was the largest complex of spa baths in Europe, built in the late 1800s in a Neo-Baroque style.
People came and went through the entrance, and Jake lingered there for a moment, his gaze cast across an open area to a group of low trees. Having time to think, he now felt the pain from his knife wound in his left arm. He guessed the bleeding must have stopped, even with his constant movement. That was a good sign. It couldn’t have been as bad as he first thought.
Movement at the trees. Anna walked slowly toward him, her eyes still concerned, shifting from side to side to scan for the shooters. Breathing through her mouth, her frozen breath billowed out to him as she stepped up to him and kissed him on both cheeks.
“You’re shaking,” Jake said, his hands rubbing her arms.
“I’ve never been shot at before.”
He smiled. “You haven’t been hanging around with me very long.”
“Very funny.” She gently touched his left arm. “How’s this? We need to get you to a doctor.”
Jake glanced about the street, thinking of their current situation. Now he was pissed off. Happened every time someone took a shot at him, his adrenalin coursing through his body.
A few cars came and went from the front of the Baths, dropping off people and picking them up.
When a cab came and did the same with two older men, Jake said, “Come on.” He pulled Anna toward the cab. “I have a first aid kit in my car.”
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It was 284 kilometers from Prague to Vienna. On a good day with light traffic and good weather, the drive would take two and a half hours. Miko had made the drive once a couple of years ago in two hours. But that was crazy driving and Miko had grown to his current age, forty-five, by not taking risks like that anymore. So, the drive with Jiri in the front passenger seat and Grago sleeping in the back had taken three hours.
The dark Skoda cruised now along the Opern Ring in Vienna, the State Opera coming up on the left.
“She never misses the opera,” Miko said. He turned right on the next road. He’d have to drive around the block and set up the car on an avenue facing the front of the opera house. That way they could see the woman’s Audi A8 limo pull up to whisk her away.
“Are you sure the president won’t be with her tonight?” Jiri asked.
Miko turned right again and drove slowly. “Two reasons, my friend. First, he’s attending a performance of the Boys Choir with the president of Argentina, followed by the obligatory viewing of the Lipizzaner horses. And second, the opera tonight is Carmen. The president hates French opera more than the French.”
“Good for him,” Grago said from the back seat.
“Hey, you’re with us back there,” Miko said, viewing him in the rearview mirror, and then turning right again. There just ahead was the State Opera House, the lights from outside shining up on the front of the Baroque façade.
“Should we talk with Conrad before we kidnap the president’s wife?” Jiri asked nervously.
Miko thought about that and pulled over to the curb in a no parking zone. “Did the Teutonic Knights ask the Grand Master for permission before they acted? No.”
Grago rubbed his face and then combed his hair with his fingers. “Jiri has a point, though. This could be a huge problem. We would have every member of the Staatpolizei, the army, and every intelligence organization in Austria looking for us.”
Miko had to admit they had a good point. “What do you suggest, Grago?”
“Simple. We have a friend inside. He can look up Albrecht’s financials. His Visa. His Eurocard. Check his bank accounts and look for activity. We could find him that way.”
Squeezing down on the steering wheel, Miko lowered his head and closed his eyes. “Why didn’t I think of that?”
Grago patted Miko on the shoulder. “That’s why I was the goalie and you were the enforcer.”
Looking over his shoulder, Miko said, “Right. That’s why they call you the Butcher of Prague…and why you just killed an innocent bartender and two of Albrecht’s security guards.”
Grago shrugged. “Different times, my friend.”
Miko pulled out his cell phone and punched in a series of numbers. A local call. Their man would be at home now, but still had access to his computer. Once that was done, and their man agreed to look into it, Miko tried calling Hermann Conrad. No answer. That was strange.
* * *
At that same moment in Budapest, Jake Adams sat behind the wheel of his Volkswagen Golf TDI, the engine purring and the heater working to keep them warm, Jake’s eyes concentrating on the apartment a block away. They were a couple of blocks off of Attila Ut, a main street on the west bank of the Danube just below the Castle District. Anna had done an outstanding job patching up his arm with materials from his car first aid kit.
“Thanks again for the arm,” Jake said to Anna.
“No problem. That liquid bandage works great.”
“I’ve been using super glue for years,” Jake said, his arm raised. “Now they boost the price and call it a band aid. Amazing marketing job.” He noticed she had settled down somewhat from the time they left the Baths in the cab, while they picked up his car, and through the bandaging.
“You think he’ll go right to bed?” Anna asked.
Moments ago they had watched the concierge, Viktor Kopari, walk from the bus stop on Attila Ut to his apartment complex, his stride more confident than his speech had been at the Hilton hours ago. Of course that had been before the shooting, Jake knew.
“Maybe not bed,” Jake said. “But he’ll be in the shower. Let’s go find out.”
He turned off the car and the two of them headed toward the apartment. Jake had checked out the place on the second floor before Kopari had arrived. The door was thin and the lock was flimsy. When they got to the door, Jake could hear soft music, drowned out by the shower.
“Told ya,” Jake whispered. He swiveled around, took a step back, and blasted the door with his right foot. The wood splintered and the door burst inward.
Anna was able to close the door, but it wouldn’t lock.
Guns drawn, the two of them slipped through the apartment, Anna to the kitchen and Jake toward the sound of the shower in the back.
Seconds later, Jake led Viktor Kopari to the living room at gunpoint, completely naked, and the man’s non-existent penis trying to fight it out with his balls back up into his bowels.
Anna, her gun on the man, tried to concentrate on the man’s face.
Jake shoved Kopari to the sofa. “Might want to get him something to cover what little he has,” he said, shifting his head at Anna toward the bedroom. She left the two men there.
Kopari had not said a word. It was as if he expected them there.
“So, you send us to see your friend Emil on Vaci Street,” Jake said, his gun swishing from side to side. “Then you call Emil and have him and a couple of his goons try to kill us. What’s up with that?”
“You’re dead,” Kopari said, his voice decidedly masculine.
“Is that any way to treat your guests?” Anna said, coming from the back bedroom and throwing a pair of Adidas warm-ups at the man.
Kopari hurried to put them on. Now only his hairy chest, rings in each nipple, was exposed to them.
There was a light knock on the door and Jake and Anna both aimed their guns at the door. Kopari started to get up, but Jake thrust his left foot into the man’s chest sending him back to the sofa, his breath taken away. Kopari, in great agony, rolled to his side and grasped his chest with both arms.
Jake slid his gun into his holster and zipped up his leather jacket on his way to the door. His foot six inches from the door, Jake opened it and peered at an old woman, her hair in a net, and her tiny, hunched frail frame covered by a robe. He knew exactly three phrases in Hungarian. ‘Fuck you!’ ‘I don’t want to buy that.’ And, ‘get lost.’ He used the third one and kept the first in spare. She took the hint and left. Jake closed the door and went back to Kopari, who had recovered somewhat.
“Now, where were we?” Jake said. He decided to keep his gun inside his jacket.
“Fuck you!” Kopari said in Hungarian.
See, Jake knew that. “No, you’d like that too much. Let’s talk about your friend Emil and why they wanted to kill us.”
Switching to English, Kopari said, “I said you’re a dead man.”
“I know that. I just want to know why I’m a dead man. You gotta give me that.”
Kopari didn’t say a word.
Jake wandered around the back of the sofa. “Nice place you have here, Mr. Concierge. I know you’re in it up to your ass with Miko and Jiri and now Emil, but I’m wondering why.” Reaching around the man, Jake grasped Kopari’s chin with his left hand, pulling his head back, and then planted his right hand on the man’s right nipple ring and twisted. Kopari tried to scream, but with his head thrust back all that came out was a gurgling sound.
Reaching up with his arms, Kopari grabbed onto Jake’s arms. Jake twisted the nipple ring and it came out in his hand, along with a chunk of skin. Kopari let go, the pain on his face evident as the nipple trickled blood onto his chest.
Jake threw the nipple ring across the room, switched hands, his right hand now pulling back the man’s neck, and his left hand twisted Kopari’s hand back by his pinkie and ring finger to the point of breaking.
Anna, her gun now at her side, winced in pain right along with the man.
Kopari’s neck looked like it would burst, his face as red as the blood flowing on his chest hair.
“You can make this a lot easier,” Jake said. “I need to find your friends Jiri and Miko. Just tell me what I want to know and you can keep your other nipple ring.” Jake lowered his head next to the man’s right ear. “Along with your life. Is it worth that?”
“They’ll kill me,” he said.
Simultaneously, Jake pressed down with his thumb and forefinger on Kopari’s neck, while he twisted his finger back until his pinkie snapped. The man tried to scream again, but all that came out of his mouth was foaming spittle.
Anna had actually flinched when the finger broke.
“Now, Viktor,” Jake said. “You still have one nipple and nine fingers. I’ve got all night. No place to go.”
The man nodded his head, his eyes wild with pain.
Jake released the man’s neck, reached down and pulled Kopari’s right arm back like the left one, and waited. He spilled his guts, Anna having to put her gun in its holster so she could write down everything he said. Thirty minutes later, Kopari assured them that was all he knew. Considering the pain he had to be in, Jake believed him.
They left him in his apartment around midnight and got back to the car. Jake drove away. Anna was silent. He could feel the pain in his arm throbbing, but didn’t want to take anything right now. He would need the pain to keep him awake.
Finally, Anna said, “Remind me not to piss you off.”
He shook his head. “I’m sorry about that…I didn’t have time to fuck around with him. Besides, the moment he called Emil he had to know… ”
“What?”
“He tried to have us killed, Anna.”
She let out a deep sigh. “I’m not mad, Jake. I’ve just never seen anybody do that to anyone else. I’m sorry, too. I should be more professional. We just can’t do things like that in Interpol.”
“That’s why they hired me,” he said, knowing that was probably one of the best reasons, along with his intelligence and security experience. “Also why they sent you on a covert Christmas vacation. Desperate times.”
“You’re right,” she said. “I don’t know if I could do it, though.”
“Listen,” he said. “You pulled the trigger tonight. Many people freeze in a shoot out.”
She seemed to smile with that thought. “I had never shot at anyone before tonight. A lot of firsts for me.”
“You did great,” he said, taking her hand in his and holding it tight.
“Thank you.”
Jake pulled his hand back to downshift at a light.
She said, “Do you think we should call the local Interpol office and have our friend The Concierge picked up? I mean, he could call Miko and Jiri and warn them.”
Jake laughed. “I’m counting on it. I want those bastards looking over their shoulders twenty-four seven. Still, they won’t see me coming.”
Now she reached over and took his hand.
* * *
The Concierge stood before his kitchen sink rinsing his nipple, and then placing a band aid over the small torn skin. Then he went to the freezer and pulled out a tray of ice, wrapped some in a towel and wound that around his left hand. He shook his head. Damn it. He had broken the same finger playing hockey when he was eighteen. That game against Canada. Canadians, Americans, they’re all the same — a bunch of brutal goons. No finesse.
He slowly slipped his hand out of the iced towel and saw it was bent almost at a forty-five degree the wrong way. Gritting his teeth, and with one smooth motion, he snapped the finger back into place. He tried to slow his breathing and then wiped sweat from his brow. He’d remember that pain and use it. That bastard Adams would pay for this.
Kopari dug through a drawer and found a spoon. He placed that under his pinkie, the handle in his palm, and then started taping, leaving room for swelling. It wouldn’t be the same for a few weeks, but on reflection, it might actually turn out straighter than it had been. A silver lining.
Picking up his cell phone, he reluctantly punched in a number and waited. A moment later a groggy voice said, “Ja?”
“Adams was just here, Hochmeister,” Kopari said, glancing at his hand.
“And?”
“And he broke my finger.” He didn’t want to mention his nipple ring. Herr Conrad wouldn’t like that.
“Did you tell him?”
“Yes, sir. Just like you said.”
“You didn’t have to wait for him to break your finger.”
The Concierge shrugged his shoulders. “I needed to make it look good.”
Hermann Conrad laughed and said, “You always were good at taking penalties. You were too good for hockey. Should have played football. There would have been yellow cards all around.”
“I’ll take that as a compliment.”
There was a moment of silence, but Kopari could hear a woman’s voice in the background on the other end plying Herr Conrad back to bed.
“I’ll see you soon in St. Johann in Tirol,” Conrad said. “Remember that. In Tirol. Not Pongau. They’re some sixty kilometers apart.”
“Yes, sir.”
“Call when you get close and we’ll give you directions.”
“Sir?”
“What?”
“Are you sure you want Adams to show up there?”
There was a grunt on the other end and Kopari imagined Herr Conrad shaking his head.
“You’ll bring Emil and the others…so you can all have a chance at him.”
With that Conrad hung up. Kopari did the same and then found some old prescription pain medicine in a cupboard. Washed down a few capsules with a fresh beer. Looking at his makeshift splint, he guessed he’d need to find something in the morning a little more appropriate for work at the Hilton.
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It was early morning in Magdeburg, Germany. Not that Dr. Wilhelm Altenstein could tell, though, deep inside his university laboratory in the cellar of the science building. He had worked all night with one graduate assistant, Heinz Poetzsch, a brilliant young man from Bernburg, who had actually led Altenstein in the right direction around midnight. Heinz had posed a question — the first step in any important discovery.
Altenstein rubbed his tired eyes. If he stopped thinking for a moment, which was entirely impossible, he would have felt the hunger and the sleep deprivation that made his hands shake as he picked up a cup of coffee. But the coffee and the recent discovery were the only things keeping him going.
“Herr Professor?” Heinz said, his hands deep into the pockets of his white lab coat. His dark brown hair stuck up in all directions, and his tiny round spectacles sat crooked on his thin nose.
“Ja, Heinz.” Altenstein sipped his coffee. He was afraid to look at himself in the mirror each time he went to the bathroom to get rid of coffee. Afraid to see what the night, the weeks before, had done to his body.
“We should go for breakfast,” the assistant said.
The grad student was right again. There was nothing more for them to do at this time. They had run computer schemes following the discovery; processed them through the link they had to the supercomputer in Berlin where the entire human genome was stored. They had also done the tests over and over again. The results were always the same. The nano probes attacked the gene for hair color every time. If they could do that…he shook his head and wanted to destroy his work.
“You go, Heinz,” Altenstein said. “I must think.”
“Sir, this will mean the Nobel Prize for you.”
“I don’t think so.”
“It’s true, Herr Doctor. With this discovery we will easily be able to find cures for some of the most invasive diseases on Earth.” He straightened his eye glasses, but his dark brows rose with his wrinkled forehead.
“Please. Go get something to eat, Heinz.” Altenstein waved his hands at his assistant until the young man left the lab.
His young assistant was too naive. As with all great discoveries, there was both rewards and concerns. In this case, Altenstein’s concerns far outweighed any thought of rewards. What would his benefactor Hermann Conrad do with this discovery? Altenstein was kicking himself for the late-night call he had made. What? He looked at his watch. Six hours ago? Conrad had first been disturbed with his interruption, but once Altenstein had told him about his discovery, the man had been ecstatic — like a school boy after having sex with his first girl.
And now Altenstein was required to go to Austria to present his findings to a group of Conrad’s associates. He was used to that. Had always had to nearly beg for his next funding source. But this was strange, he had to admit. Why Austria? Oh well. The man had money and that’s what Altenstein needed to continue his work. Besides, he had not been to Austria in a long time. He could use a little wining and dining. Conrad had said a woman from his Magdeburg office would bring him tickets to Salzburg and then St. Johann in Tirol, along with a couple hundred Euros for spending. He smiled and took another sip of his coffee. Yeah, he could use a little vacation. He deserved it.
* * *
Morning light streamed into the bedroom window of Alexandra’s third-floor apartment on Vienna’s Kartner Ring, a view of the State Opera House across the street. To the north sat the luxury Bristol Hotel, and Hermann Conrad guessed Alexandra would watch the rich and famous from around the world come and go, wishing she was one of them.
The window was open a crack and street sounds seeped in along with the chill of early day.
Conrad had just gone to the bathroom and he sat naked now on the edge of the bed gazing upon the beautiful woman on the other side of the bed, the covers pulled up tight to her chin and the curve of her luscious body still evident through the down-filled comforter. He knew what was underneath.
He thought about the late-night call from Dr. Altenstein and he could barely hold his enthusiasm back. But he had to. He would let the good doctor explain it all. The erection didn’t surprise Conrad, but he did wonder if it was from the discovery or from Alexandra. Well, damn it, the discovery could wait. Rolling onto his side, he slid under the covers with her.
She smiled and said, “So, Herr Conrad. What does Prussia have for Ukraine?” She reached between his legs and took hold of his erection. “Hmm. I think the sword needs a scabbard.” Rolling to her stomach and lifting her hips in the air, she said, “Mount up good knight.”
“So that’s the game we play this morning?” He slapped her buttocks as he entered her slowly and then picked up speed.
Ten minutes later, the two of them embracing, there was a knock at the door.
“Shit!” Conrad said. “Who could that be? Your boyfriend?”
“You’re my boyfriend,” she said, somewhat concerned but playful.
Slipping on a pair of warm-ups, Conrad went to the door and peered through the peep hole. Then he shook his head and opened the door six inches.
“What the hell are you doing,” Conrad said, his voice more than a little disturbed.
Miko Krupjak stood in the hallway, his hair still wet from a shower and slicked back with gel. “Sorry to disturb you, sir,” he said, his eyes trying to look around Conrad. He had seen the man’s girlfriend before, and knew she was quite the beautiful woman.
“You could have called.”
Miko raised his cell phone and shrugged. “I tried many times. There was no answer.”
“But I got calls last night.”
Alexandra, wrapped in a robe, came up behind Conrad and handed him his cell phone. “Here it is, Hermann.”
He took the phone from her and saw that it was turned off. Conrad looked at her and then smiled. “You turned off my phone?”
She pouted her lips. “You kept getting calls last night. You needed your sleep.”
He patted her on the ass and sent her off. “Make some coffee.” Then he turned to Miko and said, “She gets a little maternal. Now what’s so damn important?”
Miko leaned closer and whispered, “We found Albrecht.”
“Really?”
Nodding and smirk on his face, Miko said, “The dumb ass used his Visa at a restaurant in Steyr yesterday. Nobody goes to Steyr on vacation. He doesn’t have relatives there or any Order business that we know about.”
“Outstanding. The news just gets better and better.”
“What’s that, Herr Conrad?”
“Never mind Miko. Go there and find the man. But don’t take him out. Bring him to St. Johann with you.”
Miko had a look of incertitude on his face.
“I’ll explain when I get there,” Conrad said. “It will all become clear. I’ll be leaving Thursday morning. See you in a few days.”
The man nodded his head and left.
Closing the door, Conrad looked to the kitchen and then could hear the coffee pot brewing. Standing at the entrance to the kitchen, Alexandra flashed open her robe exposing her perfect body, the nipples suddenly hard from the cooler air. Damn, he thought. His dick would be sore by the time he got to St. Johann in Tirol.
* * *
As Miko Krupjak strolled out onto Kartner Ring to his illegally parked Skoda, Toni Contardo, a block away in her Alfa Romeo, thought he was nearly skipping. And he had a smirk on his face.
The Skoda had three men in there and it pulled away from the front entrance of the Bristol Hotel now. Without the tip from the inside source, Toni knew they might not have found them.
The passenger door of the Alfa opened and Kurt Lamar got in. “Let’s go,” Kurt said.
Toni was already moving, keeping back a ways though.
“Jiri Sikora in the front passenger seat,” Kurt said. “But we knew that. A guy sleeping in the back. Think that was the guy called Grago.”
Her eyes on the car ahead and trying to keep one car between them, Toni said, “How’s the tracker coming in?”
Kurt was already on his computer and was thankful the Skoda was a new car with the European version of Onstar held deep inside a computer box under the driver’s seat. He had punched in the car’s Czech license plate, got the VIN, and then accessed the European database. Once he found the car it was a simple matter of popping the signal into the Agency satellite system. Now he pulled up a local map of Vienna and had the Skoda tracked to within a half a block at any given moment.
Looking at his computer screen, Kurt said, “Krupjak just turned right, southbound onto Weidner Hauptstrasse.”
“Right. Got it.”
Fifteen minutes later they were heading westbound on Autobahn A1 toward Linz.
“So Miko went to an apartment?” Toni asked.
Able to take his eyes off the computer screen now, with the Skoda visible almost a kilometer ahead of them, Kurt said, “Yeah, I’ll look it up.” Kurt minimized the tracking screen and pulled up the Vienna database directory. Then he simply typed in the address and waited a second. Didn’t take long, though, since he had the database on his hard drive. “A woman named Alexandra Bykofsky. Wow.”
“What?”
“She pays fifteen hundred Euros for that place.” He scrolled down a screen and said, “Correction. A man named Hermann Conrad pays for the place.”
“But he doesn’t live there.”
“No. Conrad is from Magdeburg, Germany.”
“Well, looks like we’re on our way to Linz, so that should give you some time to background those two.”
Kurt looked up to the sky, which was getting more cloudy as they headed west. “Maybe more time than we think. Looks like we might get more snow or freezing rain.”
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Jake and Anna had gotten to the Holiday Inn on the western outskirts of Budapest just before midnight. They had checked in as a couple. What they had needed more than anything was sleep, and both had hit the European feather bed, divided into two sections, almost immediately.
The drapes and Rolladens pulled, the room was still dark at nine when Jake woke up. It would be dark at noon, Jake knew, with the shades in that place.
Anna was still sleeping, so Jake took a shower. When he came out wearing only his khaki pants, he looked at himself in the mirror above the desk. He slicked his hair back. Needed to get that cut soon. Then he twisted and looked at the knife wound on his left arm. The glue was still holding after the shower. He should have had about twelve stitches, he knew, but the liquid band aid would have to work.
“How you feeling?” Anna said, still in bed and on her side, the down comforter covering her body.
“A few bruises,” Jake said, rubbing gently a couple of spots where the men on Vaci Street had hit him. He looked at her through the mirror. “My head is the worst. I think I need some coffee.”
“Looks like that glue is working.”
“It’s a wonder liquid.”
She nodded, her eyes on his hairy chest. “I need to shower.”
“Just a sec.” Jake found a T-shirt in the bag he had packed in Innsbruck and slipped it over his head. He guessed he would need a week’s worth of clothes, but now realized it would take longer. He found another shirt and set it on the dresser. Then he turned to Anna and said, “I know you don’t have extra clothes. You can wear some of mine. It’ll be big but clean.”
“Thank you,” she said, a big smile.
“I’ll head down to the lobby and grab us some coffee and pastries.” He left her there, walked down toward the stairs, and thought about her walking around their room naked. She was something. He had slept, but it had been hard — in more ways than one — sleeping next to her without making any contact.
He waited a respectable amount of time, one coffee and two donuts, and then went back to the room with more coffee and pastries on paper plates stacked on top of that. He knocked lightly and waited.
Anna answered the door wearing his Aximer Lizum T-shirt, from a major ski area outside of Innsbruck.
“That looks better on you,” Jake said, coming into the room. She closed and locked the door behind him. She wasn’t wearing a bra under the shirt, her nipples prominent, and Jake trying not to be too obvious with his stare.
She took the pastries and dug in, eating two large Danish rolls and washing them down with swigs of coffee.
Jake noticed her phone out on the dresser. “You call in to the office?”
Her eyes shifted to her phone as she sipped coffee. “Yeah.”
“What’d you tell them?”
Finishing her coffee and throwing the cup into the garbage, she said, “Is this an interrogation?”
Jake picked up the phone. “Not at all. It’s just that you obviously can’t tell them about what we learned from Kopari last night. At least not yet.”
She took the phone from him and shoved it into her pants pocket. “I’m not an idiot.”
Neither of them said a word as they checked out of the hotel and got into the car, Jake lingering at the trunk, glancing around to make sure nobody was looking, and then swapping out guns. Then he put two full clips into an inner pocket of his leather coat he had made for them.
Jake got behind the wheel and sat for a moment.
“I’m sorry,” she said. “I didn’t mean to jump on you. It’s just that I feel like a subordinate and not a partner.”
“That’s my fault,” Jake said. “I assure you, though, it has nothing to do with your gender. I do that to everyone until I know them better.”
“That could be a problem.”
He let out a deep sigh. “I know. It makes it tough for me to get to know people. Most pull away before that happens.”
She looked deep into his eyes. “I’m not that easy to get rid of, Jake Adams.”
Thank God. “I’ll try to be better. Just give me some time.”
“Super. It looks like time is what we have,” she said. “We’ve got some driving to do. Can we stop by my place in Vienna to pick up some more clothes?”
Jake smiled and said, “You don’t like my T-shirt?”
She wiggled in her chair. “The shirt’s fine, but I could use some underwear.”
Jake started the car and let it warm. “Great. Now I have to think of you without underwear all the way to Vienna.”
“Was that a sexual thought?”
Damn straight. He pulled out and headed toward the autobahn without answering her.
* * *
Like any bureaucracy with multiple law enforcement agencies, turf wars were inevitable. Austria was no exception, and Kriminal Hauptkommisar Franz Martini knew this better than anyone in Vienna, where he had, in his short tenure there, run into stone walls with the Staatpolizei chain of command fighting for position against the city polizei. And when the various intelligence agencies got involved. Well, he didn’t even want to think about that. Martini had felt like he was swimming upstream in the Donau during the spring floods. Maybe he should have stayed in Tirol and his comfortable job in Innsbruck, where at least he knew all of the players and how each would react during a crisis. But now, with the triple homicide at the Donau Bar looming over him, maybe he should consider retirement. Not until he found the killers, though. After that.
His doctor had called again, first his cell phone at home and then his office phone, urging him to schedule surgery to remove his prostate. He had told the good doctor he’d get his turn to cut on him soon enough. But it could wait a couple of weeks. Until he cleared this case. If he cleared this case, or at least until it went cold.
Sitting now in his office on the third floor of the polizei headquarters regional office, Martini clicked the keys of his computer. He had been frustrated the last couple of days. Albrecht had disappeared and Martini could assume his fate was much like the two men who worked for him and were gunned down in the bar. How did Jake Adams fit into the equation? Sure he trusted Jake, but what was his motivation? He wasn’t saying all he knew, that was certain. The warehouse and the other man with Jake; that had been strange. Martini didn’t believe for a minute that the man worked for a computer company. He knew an intelligence agent when he saw one.
Martini’s only hope was his inside informer. At least he was getting some information. Wait a minute. He brought up a screen on the computer. Albrecht had used his Visa yesterday in Steyr. What the hell was he doing there? Martini smiled and thought again about Jake Adams. Albrecht had been stashed there by Adams. But there was no way Adams would have allowed the man to use his Visa. That was a dumb move. Shaking his head, Martini knew he had no other choice. He had to call Karl Schmidt in Linz and have him drive down to Steyr and look for Albrecht. Schmidt was one of the most abrasive officers in Austria, his tactics borderline Gestapo. He pulled up the electronic file on the Grand Master of the Teutonic Order and then e-mailed Schmidt. Then he called Schmidt and told him what to do. Officially Martini was Schmidt’s boss, but that man worked for nobody but himself.
Jack Donicht came to the door and popped his head inside, knocking on the doorframe. “Sir, do you have a second?”
Martini was just hanging up with Schmidt. “Come on in. What ya got?”
Donicht took a seat across the desk and said, “That problem you had me looking into…the possible mole?”
“Ja?” Out with it. Damn it, Donicht, get to the point for a change.
“I’ve traced it to the Administrative Branch.”
Martini’s eyes got larger. “Of the Staatpolizei headquarters here in Vienna?”
Donicht nodded.
“Can you be more specific?”
Shifting in his chair, Donicht said, “Interpol liaison.”
Martini jumped to his feet and pounded his hands on his desk. “What? How is that possible?”
Now Donicht was smiling. “I accessed phone records and e-mails.”
Martini lowered himself back into his seat. He thought about his own contacts and wondered if Donicht knew about those as well. “And?”
“Sir, this is what you asked me to do.”
“I know. Continue.”
“Your friend there, Anna Schult…she seems to be out of the loop. Her partner broke his leg skiing recently, so she’s been working on her own.”
“You know I know this,” Martini said, somewhat disturbed. “What do you have?”
“I think Schult is working some special project,” Donicht said. “Officially she’s on Christmas leave, but she has been fairly active accessing the Interpol database and her phone calls.”
Now Martini was getting nervous, but he tried not to show it. “So? Maybe she’s finishing up some work. Do you remember the last time I took vacation?”
Donicht smiled and said, “Yes, sir. Six months ago. But you worked from home. I remember your phone calls to me, and me telling you to enjoy your damn vacation.”
“Well, there you go.” Time to come clean. “You know she provides me information.”
“That would explain her calls to you,” Donicht said. “Including the call this morning from her cell phone.”
Martini picked up a pencil and twirled it in his fingers. “It’s good to have contacts with various organizations, Jack. You know that.”
“And why does Anna help you?”
“I knew her father,” Martini said. “We were in the Army together. I’ve known Anna since she was a little girl in Zell am See. Followed her career. I recommended her for Interpol directly out of Army Intel.”
“I didn’t know that.”
“Jack, you don’t make contacts like that known to everyone. But what does this have to do with our suspected mole?”
“Nothing, sir. I was just curious about Schult and you. Thought you might have a thing for her.”
“My God, Jack. She’s like a daughter to me.”
“She is beautiful.”
“No doubt. Now get to the point.”
“All right. The Interpol liaison has been feeding information to people in Germany, the Czech Republic, Slovakia, Hungary and Poland.”
“Isn’t that his job?”
Donicht opened a small notebook. “Normally, sir, to other law enforcement agencies in those countries. But in this case he’s sending information to private citizens.”
Leaning forward on his desk, Martini said, “Are you sure?”
“Yes, sir.” Donicht flipped to another page. “Tried to cover his tracks, but I sifted through the filters. All of the men are former Brothers of the Teutonic Order.”
“Who’s the damn mole?”
Donicht said the man’s name, which meant nothing to Martini.
In return, Martini told Donicht about Albrecht’s Visa use in Steyr, and how he had put Schmidt on the case there.
“Let’s go have a talk with this Interpol liaison,” Martini said, getting to his feet and slinging his suit jacket over his shoulders.
Donicht got up and said, “He’s not working today. Took a couple of days off.”
“You got a home address?”
Donicht smiled. “Yes, sir.”
“Well, let’s go then.”
The two of them hurried out of the office.
* * *
At that very moment across town, Hermann Conrad stood at the wooden door of the apartment on the fifth floor and raked his knuckles across it. He glanced up and down the corridor in both directions, sure nobody had seen him enter the building.
The man who answered the door was a weasel-looking guy dressed impeccably in a fine Italian suit. A suit Conrad had paid for, he was sure. Playing in the background was a Vivaldi concerto. Without saying a word, the man opened the door wide for Conrad, let him in, and then closed the door behind him and locked it.
“Why couldn’t this conversation have taken place over the phone?” Conrad asked him.
“Someone has been looking into my activity,” he said.
“Who?”
“I don’t know. I don’t trust the phones.”
Conrad paced over to the large picture window that looked down on the Donau Canal and the Donau River beyond that. If this man was compromised.
“I need to cover my tracks,” the man said.
Turning on him, Conrad said, “You should have been covering your tracks all along.”
“I was. But someone knows their computers. I flagged the system to warn me if someone looked into certain key words. When they did, I had the system run a clean sweep program I designed myself. It should destroy any contact I have had with your men, running through the system like a virus. Well, more like a worm.”
“But what if someone already downloaded this information?”
The man ran his hands through his hair, closed his eyes for a moment, and then said, “I don’t think that’s possible.”
“You don’t think? I don’t pay you to think.” Conrad was livid now, his breathing faster. He reached inside his coat pocket and felt the small vial his scientists in Magdeburg had given him. It was one of six. He hated to use it, but saw no reason not to at this point. This man had been compromised. He knew too much about Conrad’s organization. “All right. Let’s consider the downfall.” Conrad saw the wet bar against the opposite wall. “Let’s have a drink and figure out how to proceed.”
The man had seemed nervous, but was now relieved. “I have some good schnapps.”
Just then the music stopped.
“I’ll tell you what,” Conrad said, “you put on some Mozart and I’ll get us the drinks.”
Smiling, the man went and did just that, his back turned as he searched for the right CD. Conrad poured two large glasses with schnapps, pouring the liquid from the vial into one, and making sure the man didn’t see him do it. Mozart’s Requiem started on the stereo just as Conrad handed the man his drink. To the naked eye and the nose, both drinks looked identical. The liquid had no smell and only a slightly cloudy appearance.
“To a continued profitable relationship,” Conrad said, bringing his drink up but making sure not to tap glasses. He didn’t want any liquid plopping into his own drink. Even though he knew a tiny amount would probably not hurt too much.
The man lifted his glass and with one fluid motion, slid the schnapps down his throat.
It would take a few minutes to react, Conrad guessed. No more than that. He had seen the tiny nanoprobes take over a mouse, then a cat, and then a dog. He smiled now thinking about that symmetry.
“Is everything all right?” the man asked.
“Of course,” Conrad said. “Please, take a seat. I’ll take that.” He took the glass from the man and set both of them on the bar counter.
Reluctantly, the man took a seat and crossed his legs.
“Okay. Let’s discuss this situation.” Conrad noticed the man’s eyes start to glaze over. “You were my inside contact with every law enforcement agency in the world. Now that’s all gone.”
“But,” the man said, his brain searching for words. “You. We can. We still need to work.” He wasn’t making any sense.
It wouldn’t be long now, Conrad knew. So tell him how he will be, perhaps, the first man to die like this in the history of mankind. The first nanocide. He liked that term. Maybe he could register the word.
“At this very moment,” Conrad said, “tiny nanoprobes are attacking your body. Under normal circumstances the nanoprobes would be searching for abnormal cells. But these are a little different.”
The man’s eyes were uncertain, looking for some understanding as to what was happening to him.
“Yes, my friend. These little nanoprobes are designed to attack perfectly healthy cells. First, they attack the autonomic nervous system, paralyzing you. Those are my favorite. Then they hurry forward, attacking your heart, your intestines and your remaining vital glands. Of course, you end up shitting yourself, pissing your pants.” As he said this, a patch of wetness appeared in the man’s crotch.
Conrad carefully washed out the glasses with hot soapy water and wiped down finger prints from those and the schnapps bottle.
He continued talking to the paralyzed dying man. “By now, the little buggers are into your lungs, your kidneys and your brain.”
Turning, Conrad saw the man’s head leaned to one shoulder. Conrad looked around the room, trying to remember if he had touched anything else. No. He had been careful. Not even the door handle. With the Requiem picking up in the background, Conrad slipped out the apartment door, making sure to open and close the door with his handkerchief.
He left the building and passed two men on the sidewalk on his way to his rental BMW.
* * *
Martini and Donicht stood at the door of the Interpol liaison’s apartment uncertain what to do. They had both knocked repeatedly, with no answer. But Martini could hear Mozart’s Requiem coming to a dramatic ending, so the man must be there.
“What do you think, sir?” Donicht asked his boss.
Martini had already tried the door handle a couple of times, but he did it again now. “Screw it!” With one thrust of his shoulder, the door lock snapped and gave way.
Donicht had his gun out and quickly moved past his boss into the living room.
Not even bothering to pull his gun, Martini wandered about the room. He saw the man on the sofa and knew he wasn’t going anywhere.
The two of them ended up in front of the man, whose head lay on his shoulder, his eyes open and glazed over.
Leaning forward toward the body, Martini thought for a moment he heard a gurgling in the body. Probably settling blood, he thought. Out of instinct, he checked for a pulse. Nothing. But the body was still warm.
“Call the forensics team in,” Martini said to Donicht.
“You think it was murder?”
“That’s what we want to find out.”
Donicht moved toward the front door and called it in with his cell phone while Martini continued around the room, a notebook out and noting certain items. Something wasn’t right. He could smell booze. What was it? He kneeled onto the sofa next to the man and smelled the man’s mouth. Schnapps? Then he got up and went to the wet bar. No glasses. He drink from the bottle? Hell no. Not with Mozart playing.
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It was starting to get dark in Steyr, and Miko Krupjak and his two Brothers, Jiri and Grago, still had not found the Grand Master of the Teutonic Order, Gustav Albrecht. They had visited six gasthauses within a short distance of the Vogl Restaurant, where Albrecht had used his visa. Miko had guessed the man would not stay in one of the larger hotels, since they would require a visa. He would be spending cash on a gasthaus. But why had he used a credit card at the restaurant? Habit, perhaps.
Miko pulled up to a small structure, a two-story gasthaus on the Enns River, two kilometers from where that river met the Steyr River in the city. He shut down the Skoda and glanced to his right at Jiri. “Well? Is this our lucky place?”
“I hope so,” Jiri said, unbuckling his belt and heading out the door. “Only one good thing comes from Steyr…guns.”
Grago, in the back seat, was barely awake. He yawned and said, “I got a good feeling about this place. This is where I’d stay.”
Miko agreed and the three of them went to the front desk. A man in his mid forties, overweight with floppy jowls, came from a back room to the desk.
When Miko asked about Albrecht, the man shrugged and said he had never heard of the guy. Miko pulled out a photo and showed it to the clerk. His eyes darted toward Grago and Jiri before settling on Miko.
“I’ve never seen the man,” the gasthaus clerk said.
It took Grago just two seconds to round the corner of the counter, grab the man by the back of his neck, and smash his face into the wooden desk. He followed that with a punch to the man’s kidney, dropping him to his knees. The clerk struggled to breath.
“Check his records,” Miko said to Jiri. All gasthauses in Austria kept a book with the name of guests and their cars. Just in case they tried to skip without paying. Most also kept a photo copy of passports or European international drivers’ licenses.
Jiri knew exactly what to look for, having spent so much time on the road. There were only six guests in the place. Two couples and two singles. None were Albrecht.
The clerk had recovered some and rose to his feet. “What do you want?” he said. “I don’t have much money.”
Grago pretended to punch the man and the clerk flinched, bringing a laugh from the Czech.
Miko said, “Help my man find your photocopies and you’ll be fine. If you don’t, then you could take a swim in the Enns.” He mocked a shiver. “I suspect that would be cold today.”
Grago dragged the clerk to the back room and the man found a file in his desk, handing it to Jiri.
Flipping through the file, Jiri stopped when he saw the driver’s license for Gustav Albrecht. “What’s this?”
The clerk didn’t answer.
Grago shook his head and then punched the man in the face, his nose bursting with blood instantly and knocking the man back into his desk chair, and that smashing into the back wall.
When they got to Albrecht’s room on the second floor, Miko told the other two to let him do the talking. The man would have too many questions, Miko knew that much.
They had the pass key from the desk clerk, so Miko quietly turned the key and then the three of them burst into the room.
Gustav Albrecht was laying on his bed watching a German game show on the tiny TV. To say he was surprised would have been a complete understatement. But Miko didn’t expect the man to recognize any of them.
“I know you,” Albrecht said with a soft voice and his head cocked to one side trying his best to remember how.
Miko didn’t have time for questions. He’d come prepared. He shoved one of Albrecht’s socks in the man’s mouth and then ran tape around his head a couple of times. Satisfied, Miko had his two men haul the Grand Master out of his room — Grago punching the guy in the stomach for trying to pull away.
* * *
Sitting down the road five hundred meters, with a nice view of the front door of the gasthaus on the Enns River, Toni Contardo tried to adjust her eyes to the complete darkness. They had followed the three men in the Skoda to nearly every gasthaus in Steyr.
“You sure Jake didn’t tell you where he dumped Albrecht?” Toni asked Kurt.
In the passenger seat, Kurt peered through a pair of night vision goggles. “Positive. He thought it would be better if only he knew.”
Made sense, Toni thought. “These guys are definitely looking for him, though.”
“What do we do?” Kurt said, glancing at Toni for a second and then back through his NVGs. “It’s not like we can haul their ass in. They’d just say they were looking for their long-lost uncle. Wait a minute. Here we go. Three in and four out. Two dragging one of them. Gotta be Albrecht.”
“Shit.” Toni started the car. “They’re gonna take him out and shoot him. Drop him off in the woods.”
“Or throw him in the river. But why bother? Why not just pop him there and run?”
That got Toni thinking. They had tried killing the guy at the Donau Bar. Now they haul him off. What’s changed? Maybe she should have let Jake in on the case. After all, he was the one hired by the Order.
“Could you try calling Jake again?” Toni asked. Then she pulled out onto the road, keeping a good distance back from the Skoda.
Kurt tried again, but got the same result as the last five times he had tried, once they were sure the men in the Skoda were heading for Steyr — no answer and no message service. He got onto his computer and pulled up a few phone numbers. They could send someone from the embassy to look for Jake. But where would they begin to look? While on his computer, he pulled up the information he had downloaded on Hermann Conrad, the person who paid for the apartment by the Bristol Hotel in Vienna. Damn it. He had missed it the first time around.
Toni turned right in the direction of the autobahn, the Skoda taking its time up in front of them.
“Crap,” Kurt said.
“What?” Toni looked concerned.
“This Conrad dude. He was a Brother in the Teutonic Order. Not ordained, though.”
“How long ago?”
“Up until the German reunification,” Kurt said, scrolling down a page. “Then he started a bunch of companies, trying his best to capitalize on capitalism. His current company is called Marienburg Biotechnik, with its headquarters in Magdeburg, Germany.”
“Bioengineering?”
“Looks like it.”
That made no sense, Toni thought. What was a businessman doing hanging around a bunch of thugs like Miko, Jiri and Grago?
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Jake had taken his time driving back from Budapest with Anna, stopping at a restaurant in a small town in Hungary off the autobahn. Then when they got back to Vienna, Jake had stopped off at a couple of places, picking up some over-the-counter 9mm rounds, some new batteries for his flashlight, and he had bought a cross country ski coat and pants — all black. He had everything else he needed. He owned winter gear, but it was years old and he had left it at his apartment in Innsbruck. Not something he could get his hands on at this time.
Now, the gear in plastic bags, Jake waited outside Anna’s apartment door as she jangled through her keys looking for the one to the door. As she turned the key and went for the lever, Jake suddenly felt something was wrong. In one fluid motion, he dropped the bags, shoved her aside with his left arm, and pulled his gun with his right hand. He went in low, his gun pointing the way through the darkness.
“Don’t shoot,” came a harsh, deep voice from the darkness.
“Give me one reason why, asshole?” Jake yelled. He had found cover behind the end of the sofa, but it wouldn’t stop a bullet.
A small lamp clicked on, revealing Vienna Kriminal Hauptkommisar Franz Martini. Jake rose up and lowered his gun, his eyes working the room. He guessed Jack Donicht would be around somewhere.
“What you doing breaking into Anna’s apartment?” Jake noticed the man’s eyes were red, the bags under his eyes dark like someone had punched him.
Anna poked her head around the door and said, “Jake, you aren’t going to shoot my cat are you? Oh…”
“Fraulein Schult,” Martini said. “I’m sorry for the intrusion.”
Anna shut the door and noticed the Hauptkommisar had not broken in. “My landlord must have let you in. I’ll have a talk with him about that.”
Martini reached inside his jacket and pulled out a folded piece of paper. “Don’t be too hard on him. I do have a warrant.”
She turned on Martini. “For what reason?” Taking the paper from him, she started reading the warrant.
“The Interpol polizei liaison was murdered this evening,” Martini said.
Jake asked, “What does that have to do with Anna?”
“Anna…Fraulein Schult made many calls to the man’s cell phone.”
Jake looked at her, but she was still reading the warrant. “So? I call the Chinese restaurant once a week for delivery. Doesn’t mean I killed Chairman Mao.”
“I heard you liked Chinese, Jake.” Martini had a smirk on his face. “But now I see you also like the native cuisine as well.”
“Fuck you!”
“Now, I didn’t think you played for that team,” Martini said.
Anna handed the warrant to Jake, who threw it back at Martini. “Stefan was murdered? How?” She slumped down onto the sofa.
“We don’t know for sure. We had discovered a transfer of information to various outside sources and were on our way there to…discuss it with him. When Donicht and I got there, he was dead. Freshly so.”
“What kind of information transfer?” Jake asked Martini. Something sure as hell wasn’t adding up here. The polizei man was far too cryptic.
“I can’t say at this time,” Martini said. He folded the warrant and put it back inside his pocket.
“But why look into Anna? Of course she would be calling the man. He was her link from other law enforcement agencies. Am I right?”
“Technically.”
Anna was quiet, her eyes glazed forward looking at nothing at all.
Martini continued, “But there was also data transferred under Fraulein Schult’s access code.”
“You’re crazy,” Anna yelled.
“Maybe. I’ve already checked over your apartment, including your computer.”
“And?” she said, her jaw tight.
He didn’t say a word, which meant he had found nothing. Jake said, “Listen, let’s cut to the chase here. This liaison worked for the state polizei, right?” He didn’t wait for an answer. “So you had a mole working in your organization and you want to blame it on Interpol. That’s great.”
Rising to his feet and straightening out his pants, Martini said, “We don’t want to blame anyone. We just want the truth.” The polizei man went to the living room window and pulled the Rolladens, his gaze onto the street below.
Maybe, Jake thought, but this guy wasn’t being totally honest with him. And with their history, that was bothersome. Jake went to the cop’s side and said, “Franz. We’ve known each other for years. You really think I could be mixed up in some nefarious shit.”
Martini turned to Jake and said, “I’ve known Anna longer.” He left it at that and went out the door.
When he was gone, Jake asked Anna, “What in the hell was that all about?”
She wouldn’t look at him.
He took a seat on the sofa next to her. “How do you know Martini?”
Finally, she raised her eyes to his. “He’s a cop. I’m a cop. In a city like Vienna you get to know all the players.”
That was true, but it still didn’t explain Martini’s reaction. “You don’t trust me,” he said to her.
“Yes, I do.”
Then it came to him in a rush. “He’s from Tirol. You’re from Tirol. You know him from there.”
She didn’t answer.
“So once he took over here, you naturally started sharing information. Tell me I’m wrong.”
Still no words came from her mouth, but she bit her lower lip.
Jake continued. “The call you made from the hotel in Budapest was to Martini, not the office. You suspected a mole.”
Anna got up and went to the liquor cabinet. “I need a drink. How ‘bout some sherry? No. Something stronger than that.” She shuffled a few bottles and came up with one that satisfied her. “Here we go. Single malt scotch.” She poured two small glasses, came back to the sofa, and handed one to Jake. “Prosit.” She sipped the scotch.
Jake did the same and waited for her to say something. When she simply sat there looking at her glass, Jake said, “You’ve been feeding the mole misinformation.”
She finally said, “It has nothing to do with this current case. The man was using the information he collected for others for monetary gain. It was sensitive information. We had to stop him.”
“But something got the guy killed.”
“That’s why I’m worried,” she said. “Why would they kill him? He was their source.”
“Who’s they?”
She took another sip of scotch.
“I think his death has everything to do with this current case,” Jake said. “He could see every bit of information you looked into on the computer. But here’s what I don’t get. Martini seemed to just find out about the mole today. You didn’t tell him. Why?”
“I was ordered not to let it out of Interpol. Franz had no reason to know.”
“When did you first suspect there was a mole?”
“Six months ago.”
Jake thought about that. “That’s when Martini took over his current job.”
She downed the last of her scotch and said, “Martini wasn’t involved. I’ve known him since I was a little girl. He and my father served together in the army. He used to come and stay with us in Zell am See.”
“But still, you wondered.”
“No, I didn’t wonder.” Her disposition became much more determined as she got up and filled herself another glass of scotch and sat down again.
“So it was just a coincidence that information started leaking and your old friend shows up?”
“Yes. Franz Martini recommended me for this job. I owe him so much.”
Jake was starting to understand her relationship with Martini. An uncle, perhaps. She would protect him as best she could. And he knew Martini well enough to know he was not a bad cop. They had worked together before. No, Jake had a feeling their cryptic display moments ago was due to the fact that neither one wanted to admit they were close. It was better if the Vienna law enforcement community didn’t know that fact.
Jake finished his scotch and said, “So, what was that warrant? Martini’s grocery list?”
Anna finally smiled. “A department purchase order for office equipment.”
“Well,” Jake said, “the two of you won’t make the Burgtheater, but maybe the Volkstheater.”
Anna got up and went to her bedroom door before turning back to Jake. “I believe you promised me dinner tonight. Let me shower and put on some of my clothes.” With that she closed the door behind her.
Jake got another glass of scotch and sat down again. He had almost forgotten she was wearing no underwear and his T-shirt. He reached inside his coat and pulled out his cell phone. It was still off. He normally kept it on, but had turned it off the day before when he and Anna had been chased in Budapest. Sure as hell didn’t want it going off and giving away his position. He checked to see who had tried calling his number. Damn it. He had missed a number of calls from Kurt Lamar. And then he saw it. One from Toni Contardo. All within the past six hours. Something was up, but he didn’t want to bother with it now. He was hungry. As a compromise, he turned the phone back on.
* * *
Across Vienna at that moment, Hermann Conrad sat with Alexandra at the Maestro Restaurant on Lothringerstrasse, a concert hall with some of the best cuisine in Austria. They were eating early before the opera at the Staatsoper, where it was the first night for Puccini’s Gianni Schicchi. Alexandra got so horny after Puccini. Like she needed encouragement. Conrad poured her another glass of Chianti, finishing the bottle.
“Are you trying to get me drunk,” Alexandra asked him, her eyes sparkling. She was wearing a tight black dress with a slit up the leg. The V-neck provided everyone a view of her substantial cleavage, accented nicely with a string of pearls.
“Of course not,” Conrad said. “We just can’t waste. We have to get moving soon if we plan on making the first act.”
Conrad’s cell phone rang. He pulled it out and saw the number of the caller. Miko. “I have to take this,” he said to her. “Why don’t you make a trip to the little Fraulien room?”
Reluctantly, she got up and left, making damn sure everyone saw her strut across the restaurant, her hips swaying and mesmerizing all of the men and most of the women.
“Ja,” Conrad said. “I’m at dinner.” He looked at an older couple who seemed disturbed by the intrusion.
Miko said, “Got him.”
There was road noise in the background. “That’s great news,” Conrad said. “Surgery won’t be necessary, then.”
“What? You don’t want us to kill him, right?”
“That’s right. Bring him home.”
“To the castle?”
More road noise.
“That’s right. I’ve gotta go. Good work.” Conrad shut the phone and put it back inside his tux. Good thing he had turned it on. Damn, this was going to be a great evening. A wonderful meal with Italian wine, followed by a splendid Italian opera, followed by a great fuck or two with a Ukrainian beauty. He didn’t like Italian women. Too much hair on the pussy and they didn’t like to trim it.
Alexandra strolled back from the restroom, her walk just as entrancing as her departure. Damn she was hot. After the opera, he’d have to give her a good licking for being that steamy. Followed by the Prussian monster.
“What?” Alexandra said, sitting down across from him.
He leaned across the table and took her hand. “Just thinking about how beautiful you look tonight. Every night, actually.”
She kissed his hand. “You are too good to me.”
“I treat you like the lady you are. Let’s go do some Puccini.”
She met him at the edge of the table, nuzzled next to him and whispered into his ear, “Puccini. It just sounds like sex.”
With raised brows and a smile, he had to admit she was right.
* * *
It was closing in on ten in the evening and Jake and Anna had eaten at a Japanese restaurant a short distance from her apartment. Considering how things had gone during the day, Jake was more tired than normal. And he knew he needed to get some sleep before their long drive in the morning.
They sat in her living room now drinking a glass of red wine. He had thought about her all evening — his thoughts carnal in nature. What happened next, though, even he could not have imagined.
She excused herself for a moment. Probably going to the bathroom, Jake thought.
Soft classical music played in the background and Anna had lit candles around the room when they first got back from the restaurant.
When Anna showed up in the doorway of her bedroom, her completely naked body lit only by those candles, it finally hit Jake. She was seducing him.
She was beautiful from top to bottom. A true blonde. Her breasts were not large, but in proper proportion to her slim, firm body. Her nipples were hard and seemed to be begging him to come and play.
“I have no secrets from you, Jake,” she said, her words breathless.
He got up and started toward her.
“Right there,” she said, her hand up and stopping him in his tracks. “I want to see you first from there.”
He did as she said, slowly taking his clothes off and dropping them to the wooden floor. He stopped with only his underwear on, turned around, and then lowered them to the floor, his bare buttocks facing her.
Seconds later, he felt her nipples against his back as she wrapped her hands around to his hairy chest and ran her fingers across his nipples. She nibbled him on the side of the neck and then lowered her right hand to his erection.
“Oh, my,” she said, working her hand from the base up to the tip, feeling every inch. “An added bonus.”
He wanted to burst, it had been so long. Turning to face her, he took her breast in his hand and then lowered his head, taking her nipple in his mouth, his tongue making it even harder.
She gasped as she worked on him. Pulling away slowly, she led him to her bed.
A long time later, they lay together in her bed, their arms wrapped around one another. The familiar smell of lust and sex lingered in the air.
“I didn’t mean for this to happen,” Jake said.
She kissed him on the lips and said, “I’m glad it did, though.”
“Well, me too. You’re fantastic.”
“You have some skills yourself.”
Jake laughed. “I meant not only with lovemaking.”
“Same here.”
She lowered her head to his chest and they fell asleep that way.
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The black Skoda Fabia RS with Miko and friends, Albrecht in tow, had gotten as far as Salzburg, Austria when it pulled over to a small mom and pop hotel on the outskirts of town with the sound of the autobahn nearby.
Toni and Kurt had found a room at a chain hotel across the street, insisting on a third-floor room overlooking both parking lots. That had made it easy for them to keep an eye on the Skoda, even though Kurt had set up his computer to run all night and monitor the GPS tracking of the car. If it moved they would get an obnoxious beeping warning from the computer. Still, Toni had ordered that they take two-hour shifts watching the car with the NVGs.
Morning was coming, the sky getting lighter, with red and blue hues painting the eastern cloud bank like a fresco.
Toni was on the watch now in a hotel chair, leaning against the marble windowsill, her mind reeling. Maybe she should have never shut off Jake Adams like that. They had too much history to let the Chinese woman get between their friendship. Yet, she also knew that he had hurt her only after she had left him, and that had made it even more difficult to turn him away. Perhaps she was kidding herself. She wasn’t getting any younger, and the other woman was in her late 20s. She also felt guilty having looked into her background. Did she still have feelings for Jake after all? Glancing around at Kurt in the bed, she had to believe that her feelings for Jake were just as they were for Kurt. Professional. Nothing more. But she could sure use Jake’s knowledge and his skills at this moment. Kurt was fine, but she could anticipate how Jake would respond in every situation. The military had conditioned Kurt to act in a certain way — Jake had left after only a short stint, and his departure from the old CIA had been less than acrimonious. They had used Jake, and the Agency continued to use him, knowing he would have a hard time saying ‘no’ to national security. That was their ace in the hole.
“There,” she said softly to herself. One of the men, Jiri Sikora, was putting something in the trunk. A small bag.
She turned to the bed and said, “Kurt. They’re getting ready to move.”
The naval officer rolled over and grunted. “Need a shower.”
“No time,” she said, her eyes on the car again. “Besides, you took one last night before bed.” That had been an awkward moment. He had offered to save water by showering together, but she thought of Kurt as a younger brother. They could never be intimate, even though he was a fine physical specimen and she had not had sex in…well, she didn’t want to think how long.
She could hear Kurt getting dressed behind her as she saw the three men haul Albrecht out to the car. He didn’t have tape over his mouth now — that would have alerted the gasthaus staff.
“Let’s go,” Toni said. “We’ll have to skip check out. Call them later.”
They hurried around the room gathering their belongings and then rushed out the door to Toni’s Alfa Romeo. Moments later they were on the autobahn heading west.
“Told you Germany,” Kurt said.
Shit. He had guessed Germany last night and she had said they’d stay in Austria. If they had wanted to go to Miko Krupjak’s Czech Republic, they would have gone north to Linz after picking up Albrecht. A couple of kilometers later, though, Autobahn A1 ran into Autobahns A8 and A10—the first going toward Munich, Germany, and the second heading south into the heart of Austria. When the Skoda took the A8 toward Germany, Toni said, “Looks like you win.”
“Whatever.” Kurt was looking at the GPS tracking on the laptop.
The roads were almost empty at this time of the morning. Toni still wasn’t sure where in the hell these guys were taking Albrecht. Why not just kill him like they tried to do in Vienna?
Just before the German border the Skoda exited toward Bad Reichenhall, Germany, a town on the road to the German resort town of Berchtesgaden, where Hitler had his Eagle’s Nest retreat.
“I have no clue what these Bozos are up to, Kurt. Why don’t you try calling Jake again? He might want to know Albrecht has been kidnapped.” They had not tried calling since the prior evening.
“I’ll give him a try in a minute,” Kurt said. “We’ll have to switch to a different satellite soon. I don’t want to miss that.”
They went right through Bad Reichenhall and on toward the Austrian border again. Toni remembered that Germany poked down here like an appendix. Now what?
* * *
In Vienna, Anna Schult had gotten up early, still dark, thrown on her running clothes, and was now on her third kilometer, keeping a steady pace on an uphill grade in the hills west of the city. She was running a narrow path used by bicycles, runners and those on roller blades in the summer. A path that followed a tiny creek. On heavy snow days, which were rare in the city, she and others would use the trail with cross country skis.
She couldn’t get her mind off of Jake Adams and the great sex they had had the night before. Twice. She smiled thinking about that — the second time being even better than the first. Was it just sex? Or was it love making? Whatever it was, she sure wasn’t complaining.
Rounding a corner, she slowed with a steep rise that would cross a road at the top. A skinny waterfall dropped down under the road, and she could hear it now pushing more water than normal from the recent rain and snow. Her steps were almost walking now, the hill so steep.
If she pushed herself hard, she always gave herself a break at the top to catch her breath before crossing the road and going another kilometer uphill before turning around. As she reached the top, she felt a little pain in her side. Maybe the bedroom activity had taken something out of her. She took deep breaths, crossed her legs, and stretched her hands down to the ground.
“This is how you stay in shape,” came a man’s voice from the bridge.
She startled and then realized who it was. Slowly, she walked to the bridge. “You’ll have to stop scaring me like this, Franz. First my apartment and now my run. What if I had been carrying my Glock?”
Franz Martini pulled out a cigarette and lit it, bringing the head to a bright red.
“I thought you gave up smoking?”
The polizei man shrugged and said, “We all have to die of something. Hate to leave a perfectly good body behind.”
“Well?”
“Well, what?” Martini said.
“How’d you know I’d be here this morning?”
“Good police work.”
His speech was far more clipped than normal, she thought. Something wasn’t right. “What’s going on?”
“This Jake Adams,” he said. “I’m not sure he’s right for you.”
“Are you my father now?”
“If your father knew about Jake Adams, he would say the same thing.”
Okay, now he had gotten her attention. “What’s so bad about the man?”
“When he works a case the body count always seems to rise,” Martini said. “Hell, in Tirol we had to readjust our death count statistics just after he got there. We now refer to that as the Adams Anomaly.”
She laughed. “I’m sure, Franz.”
He didn’t smile. “You said yourself that he got you shot at in Budapest. And he himself was stabbed.”
“True. But they started it.”
“Listen to yourself,” Martini said. “You’re already covering for him. Did you sleep with him?”
“Franz,” she said sternly. “That’s none of your business.”
Martini finished his cigarette and lit another from the first. Then, smoke rising up to his eyes and making him squint, he said, “He has to have many demons. I did some research on him. Last year in China and the Russian Far East he left a trail of bodies from the Gobi to the Pacific.”
She put her hands on her hips. “You must be exaggerating.”
“I wish I was, Anna. The Agency also lost an undisclosed number of officers on that mission.”
“But he doesn’t work for the Agency,” she assured him. “How could he?”
“They called him back into service. I’m telling you, you must proceed with caution. He’s a dangerous man. He almost shot me last night.”
“You broke into my apartment,” she said. “And somehow he knew you were there. I don’t know how. He seems to have a sense about these things.”
Martini took a deep drag on his cigarette. “Be careful. That’s all I’m saying. If he gets you into something, anything, that seems a bit suspicious, get out. Call in the Staatpolizei. The army. Make the call, Anna.”
She knew there was nothing Martini could say to change her course. She had been ordered by the Federal President to work with Jake Adams and Franz knew that.
“Call me.”
“I can’t, Franz. You know that. I could get fired for telling you what I have so far. From now on, I have to do this alone.” She was determined now, like she had been in her past training for the Olympics and later in the army.
Martini looked disappointed. “Please be careful. I got you into this, and I don’t know what I would do if—”
“I’ll be fine,” she said. “Something else is wrong, though. You’re acting strange.”
Lowering his eyes to the ground, he slowly swept his head from side to side.
“I know you, Franz. What is it?”
Reluctantly, he said, “I have cancer.”
A shocked look crossed her face, and she immediately embraced him. “Your lungs?”
He laughed. “You’d think so, but no. My prostate. I’ll be all right.”
She pulled back from him, her hands grasping his arms. “You’ll have surgery? They found it soon enough?” She was hopeful.
“We believe so. I’ll wait until I catch those responsible for the Donau Bar murders.”
“Don’t wait, Franz. Jack Donicht can handle your case until you get back.”
“We’ll see.” He dropped his cigarette to the pavement, twisted his foot onto it, and then turned and left toward his car parked along the side of the road a hundred meters away.
She watched him get in and drive away in the opposite direction. Anna wiped tears from the sides of her eyes. Too much was happening too fast. She wasn’t sure if she should be angry or glad that he cared about her enough to tell her about his disease. Cared about her enough to worry about her relationship with Jake, while he was going through so much in his own life.
Turning around, she ran back toward her home, her pace slow yet determined. Just like her.
* * *
Jake Adams woke and read a note on the nightstand saying Anna had gone for a run. He looked under the covers and realized he was still naked. When his cell phone rang, he fumbled around his pile of clothes before finding it.
“Yeah,” he said into his cell.
“Jake. Kurt Lamar here.”
“Yeah, what’s up, Kurt? Sounds like you’re driving somewhere.”
“We are. I’m with Toni.” Kurt proceeded to tell Jake about everything that had happened. Albrecht’s kidnapping and where they currently were.
Jake thought about his Austrian geography. He knew most of the major roads in Tirol. “Sounds like you’re just north of St. Johann in Tirol.”
“You’re right, Jake. About twenty kilometers away.”
Shit. Now it was all making sense. They were taking Albrecht to the St. Johann meeting. But why? Jake told Kurt that he would be heading in that direction as soon as possible, and reminded him that he had been hired to watch the man.
“How in the hell did those guys find Albrecht?”
“Don’t know. But they’ve got him.”
They agreed to keep in contact and both hung up.
Time to think, Jake thought. Take a shower.
He had just gotten soaped up when he heard a noise in the bedroom. Anna back from her run. Seconds later, naked and sweaty, she slipped into the shower with him.
He didn’t say a word, but simply ran the shower gel over her body from top to bottom, his hands lingering at her alert breasts.
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Gustav Albrecht sat in the back seat of the Skoda, the beast Grago to his left. It was hard for Albrecht to believe that any of these men had once been associated with the Order. Perhaps that’s what the Order had used in the past during the many Crusades, but now they were a religious charitable organization. Churches and Kindergartens. Yet, he knew all too well the past of the Teutonic Order — the military aspect — hiring mercenaries to carry out the will of the church. Killing anyone who did not commit to Christ and the church. And they had done great things as well. Built cities, built churches, built civilization where there had been roaming tribes of lawless heathens. Albrecht thought about all of that as the car rolled along a narrow lane toward the mountains. A few minutes ago they had driven through St. Johann in Tirol, turned right, and drove out into the countryside a short distance away.
Now the sun glistened off the snowy peaks to the west as Miko slowed the car when he saw the castle poke out of the forest a few kilometers ahead.
“Would ya look at that,” Miko said. “I get a hard-on every time I see this view.”
To call the structure a castle would have been an overstatement, but to call it a villa would not do it justice either, Albrecht thought. The castle rose up at least four stories, was built of what looked like stone with stucco over parts of that. Two towers rose up, one on each side, the tops of those cone shaped and covered with a slate roof. In fact, the entire castle had a slate roof. On the sides of the windows were red and white striped shutters, non-functioning and decorative.
“What do you want from me?” Albrecht asked no one in particular. When nobody answered, he said, “If this is some attempt at a kidnapping with ransom, I must tell you I don’t have much money.”
Miko laughed. “Right. You make all of your Brothers and Knights vow poverty, while you have a chateau in Kaprun. Is that fair?”
Actually, he had a condo in Kitzbuhel, but that had been passed down from his father. “Well, what then?” Albrecht looked at the back of Miko and Jiri’s heads, and then to Grago. Nothing.
Finally, Miko said, “You’ll see soon enough.”
By now the car had come to a tall gate that extended out from a metal fence that looked electrified. There was no guard, but the gate was covered by two cameras that Albrecht could see.
There was a speaker but Miko didn’t have to say anything. The driver’s window down, a voice simply said, “Welcome to New Marienburg Castle.”
Albrecht’s worst fears were beginning to be realized. He had read his Bratislava priest’s diary, guessed the words had come from Jiri Sikora’s confession, but now he knew that they must be true. Somehow these men had it in their mind that they could start a New Order based on the old military ideals of the Teutonic Order. But to what end?
The gates swung in and Miko drove through, a smirk on his face that was almost giddy.
* * *
Anna drove her Audi Quattro on Autobahn A1 toward Linz, Jake in the passenger seat on his laptop computer accessing the net with his cell phone. While he was on the phone he couldn’t take incoming calls, but he needed to do some research. They had decided to take her car, since his was much smaller, and the weather report had predicted heavy snow in the next few days. So Jake had stripped everything out of his VW Golf, including his extra guns and ammo, and packed Anna’s trunk and her black roof coffin with her skis and other outdoor equipment. They would be making a stop in Zell am See before going to St. Johann in Tirol. Anna had something in mind and Jake thought it was a great idea.
“What you finding out about Hermann Conrad?”
Jake clicked at his computer keyboard. “Interesting guy. As you know, he was a Brother in the Order just after his youth, where he excelled in hockey — making it to the German national team and playing in one Olympics.”
“That was way before my time,” Anna said.
“Right. I guess he had a problem with chastity and poverty, though. He started a number of companies that made him quite rich. Even brought back windmills in his native East Germany…well, Sachsen Anhalt, now back to a united Germany. Says he still owns more than a hundred of those white beasts that spin in the countryside there. Provides enough power to run a few cities of a hundred thousand. That’s some power.”
“Wind power is good for our environment,” she said.
“Yeah, I know, but I was talking about political power. He owns a substantial chunk of the power grid now. But this is even more interesting.”
She took her eyes off the road for a second to glance at the screen, and then concentrated again on the road.
Jake continued, “Owns a company now called Marienburg Biotechnik in Magdeburg, Germany.”
“What do they do?”
“Biotech industry. Research and development of bio-tech cures for diseases. Hang on.” Jake clicked through to another site. “Interesting. They have a huge contract with Magdeburg University researching nanotechnology.”
Anna ran her right hand across her black slacks. “These are stain resistant,” she said. “With nanofibers.”
“Yeah? But I think these guys are up to more interesting developments. Looks like this Doctor Wilhelm Altenstein of Magdeburg University is on to something big. He’s working on nanoprobes, or as he calls them nanoinhibitors, to target aberrant cells and kill them.” Jake glanced at Anna, who looked confused. “Here’s an example. You’ve heard of sickle-celled anemia?”
“Yes. Blacks get it.”
“Right. Mostly blacks. Makes some of their red blood an odd crescent shape. The cells are oxygen deficient. Say you could send in nanoprobes or nanoinhibitors to find these odd-shaped blood cells and kill them?”
“They can do that?”
“I don’t know.”
Anna’s phone rang. She picked up. “Ja.” She listened carefully for more than a minute. While on the phone she had to correct her steering, saying “Oh, my God.” She thanked the caller and then clicked the phone shut.
“Who was that?”
Her face was pale. “Franz Martini. They got the toxicology results back from our Interpol liaison. His body was full of nanoprobes.”
“Holy shit! What the hell kind of coincidence is this?”
She couldn’t say a word.
“What do they call that? Nanocide?” Jake asked.
“I was just thinking about what you said. They could send the nanoprobes in to kill bad cells. But what if they simply told the nanoprobes to kill all cells?”
“My God,” Jake said. “They could attack the cells in so many different ways there would be no way to stop the attack.”
“There wouldn’t be time,” Anna said. “Martini said the man probably died in a matter of minutes.”
“How’d he get it into his system?”
“They think he drank it…was slipped it in a drink.”
“I wonder if they can aerosol it like a nerve agent?”
“I hope not,” she said, her voice wavering. “That’s right, I understand you used to work with the American Air Force, dealing with chemical and biological weapons. How would you use something like this?”
“Depends on what you want to do. You could contaminate a city’s water supply, but that would require a large dose of nanoprobes and it would be hard to get at those systems now. Like I said, it would depend on what these folks have in mind. Do they want to target a certain group?”
Anna’s hands shook on the steering wheel, and she swiveled her head. “What about Jews? Could they target Jews?”
“That would take some bio-engineering,” Jake said, his thoughts back on the professor at Magdeburg University. “There are genes in the main Jewish genome that could be targeted. I guess it’s possible. But how would they target Jews? How would they get out there to find them? And besides, I don’t think the Teutonic Knights went after Jews that heavily. They were mostly on Crusades in Prussia and against the Muslim world.” When he said the words out loud, they finally resonated in his brain. Of course.
“You think they might target Muslims?”
“I don’t know. You’ve heard the news recently. The media is calling it foreign hate crimes. You’ve probably even read through Interpol documents saying certain groups have been hit with violence across Europe.”
“Sure. You think these men have something to do with the violence?”
Jake clicked through more pages, trying to find out everything he could on Hermann Conrad and his men. At least those that he knew about.
“Well,” Jake said. “Those men in Budapest weren’t too friendly. And there has been recent violence against foreigners there. Even a government official.”
“Right. Started off with beatings. Turks mostly. Then it turned into shootings more recently.”
“That’s what I’m talkin’ about. Not efficient enough, though. Think about the history of Budapest. The Turks ruled the place for a couple hundred years. Now they’re back and the Magyars don’t like that. You add the idea of a new Order, planted by a guy like Conrad, and you’re just throwing gas on a fire. Here we go.” Jake scrolled down a screen and read. “Conrad keeps a woman in Vienna. In an apartment on Kartner Ring.”
“Nice address.”
“Yeah, a woman named Alexandra Bykofsky.”
“Russian?”
Jake thought and then said, “No. I’d guess Ukrainian. I worked there for a while and I’ve heard the last name. Damn it. Now I wish we were still in Vienna. We could check out the woman.”
“I could have Franz Martini look into her.”
“Hate to say it, but that’s a good plan.”
She got back on the phone and called Martini, mentioning not only the woman, but Conrad and his nanotech research business. With all that had gone on recently — the Donau Bar, the two priests in Bratislava, the Budapest shooting, and now the mole getting nanoed — it was too much of a coincidence to not think that Conrad had something to do with all of this mess.
* * *
Back in Vienna within minutes of ten a.m., Hermann Conrad sat out front of Alexandra’s apartment in his rental BMW, the engine running and him listening to the weather report. Snow and plenty of it. Great. And so Alexandra had forgotten her favorite undergarments and had to run back up to her apartment to retrieve them. Well, it was to his advantage. He had bought the skimpy, sexy black garter belt, bra, bustier, and panties for her. She looked like the sexiest dominatrix he had ever seen wearing that outfit. God, he was getting a hard-on just thinking about her in that.
There she was now, coming out of the front door in her waist-length chinchilla coat, her black leather pants, and black high-heeled boots to just below the knees. Rounding off the combo with the matching chinchilla hat, she was something to see. In her right hand was her Gucci bag, obviously stuffed with her outfit. She smiled and got in, thanking him for allowing her to go back for the outfit.
“Anything for you, my darling,” Conrad said as he put the BMW in gear and pulled away.
* * *
On the sidewalk, Franz Martini and Jack Donicht walked past the BMW just as it pulled away from the curb. Martini took a long look at the woman in the passenger seat. She was stunning, he thought, as he looked over his shoulder at the car driving down the Kartner Ring.
After getting no answer on the apartment door, Martini flashed his badge and convinced the concierge of the upscale apartment to let him into Alexandra Bykofsky’s apartment. He and Donicht looked around the nice place with the splendid view of the State Opera House, being careful not to intrude too much — the concierge insisted on watching them from the door.
“I told you she was not here,” the concierge said. “I just talked with her as she left the building.”
Martini turned toward the short man with perfect hair and dressed in a fine Italian suit. “You didn’t say that before.”
“You didn’t ask.”
Moving closer to the concierge, his arm around the man and turning him toward the door, Martini whispered into the man’s ear, “Do you know where she went? I must speak with her. She could be in danger.”
The concierge’s eyes got big. “Seriously? How so?”
“I can’t explain,” Martini said, his face just inches from the other man’s. “Where did she go?”
As the concierge explained how Alexandra had talked to him just before leaving, Martini could hear Donicht in the background doing as he was told. The man’s level of detail could have made him an honorary polizei inspector.
“You say she was wearing a matching chinchilla coat and hat,” Martini asked, thinking of the woman in the car.
“Yes. As I said, she went away for the weekend with Herr Conrad. He’s filthy rich. But I already told you that.” The concierge put his hand on Martini’s jacket.
Glancing around behind him, Martini got a nod from Donicht, meaning he had gotten the information.
They both thanked the concierge and reinforced to him that he must be discreet in this matter and not mention that they had been there. Alexandra’s life could depend on it, Martini said.
Back in the unmarked polizei car, Martini pulled out a cigarette and shoved it in his mouth.
Donicht was on the phone with the office, waiting for information on the phone calls made from Alexandra’s apartment, along with information on cell phones the woman might own. In Europe now it was quite possible for people to use their cell phones exclusively, and many had more than one phone. Features were everything.
“Thought you had quit smoking for good, Franz?” Donicht said, his hand over the receiver of his cell.
Martini lit the cigarette and sucked in a good deal of smoke. “Once this case ends. I promise.” He didn’t want to worry his old friend about his prostate cancer.
“Ja,” Donicht said into the cell phone. He listened for more than a minute and then hung up.
“Well?”
“This Alexandra Bykofsky…up until a few months ago the woman did not exist.” Donicht went on to explain how she had started working at a club in town, getting a work permit at that time, and her old apartment was rented month by month. But she had only been in Vienna a few weeks before moving into her current apartment on Kartner Ring.
“That’s strange,” Martini admitted. “We’ll have to process the prints you got from her place. She made quick time picking up a benefactor like Hermann Conrad that fast.” Something wasn’t right about this woman. He’d find out soon enough what that was.
“Oh, yeah,” Donicht said. “Schmidt called from Linz. He found where Herr Albrecht had been staying in Steyr. A gasthaus along the river.”
“Does he have Albrecht?”
Donicht hesitated and then said, “No, sir. The gasthaus clerk was beaten by three men. The men took Albrecht.”
Great. Martini lit another cigarette from the last and leaned back in the seat. This was getting more and more complex, he thought. Maybe he should have stayed in Tirol. Get the surgery and then move back to Innsbruck. Sounded like a plan.
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Doctor Wilhelm Altenstein’s airplane was almost diverted at the last minute because of the snow falling at the St. Johann in Tirol airport. He had flown first from Dresden to Salzburg and then, on that tiny plane, the final leg to the ski resort town. His nerves were shaken. What if his plane had crashed? Sure someone else might be able to pick up on his research, but none would do so with as much enthusiasm as him. He was on the verge of major breakthroughs and had to be careful.
Standing at the only luggage carousel at the arrivals area of the airport, Altenstein waited for his small bag to drop down. He had a metal case with padded lining in his left hand and a laptop computer slung over his shoulders — both far too valuable to let some underpaid baggage handler throw about like a sack of rags. His clothes, on the other hand, did not matter. That was evident by the worn jeans he wore, the shirt half hanging out of his pants, and the winter down jacket, unzipped and snapped closed partially out of alignment. His hair stuck up like he had been electrocuted. Finally he grabbed his bag and then a man appeared at his side.
“I can take that for you, Herr Doctor,” the man said.
Altenstein startled with one look at the man. His jaw was chiseled and unshaved, with a scar that ran up his face on one side.
“I’m Mikolas Krupjak,” he said. “But you can call me Miko.” He tried a smile. The man was missing a molar, and his breath smelled like rotten cabbage.
“Thank you. Herr Conrad said he would send someone. How far is it to his place?”
Miko shifted his head. “Not far. But we should get going. The snow is expected to get worse.”
The drive took only twenty minutes, but Altenstein guessed it would have taken much less without the slippery roads. When he saw the castle, there was no other word for it, he was speechless for a moment, thinking it must be a mistake. He knew Conrad was rich, but this was hard to believe.
“What is this place?” Altenstein asked.
Miko pulled the Skoda to a parking area where a few more cars had parked since he left for the airport, and he shut down the engine. “Used to be a monastery years ago,” Miko said. “Conrad found it after it had been sitting idle for a few years. The last owner had tried to make it into a hotel, but they weren’t very good with management. And it was too far away from the ski slopes. So they failed. But, as I’m sure you know, Conrad has not failed at anything in his life.”
“I’m starting to understand that, Miko.”
They got out, Miko carrying his clothes bag, and they trudged through a few inches of snow toward the double wooden doors of the main entrance.
“How did you two meet?” Altenstein asked.
“See that scar,” Miko said, running his finger along his face.
Altenstein nodded.
“Conrad did that with a hockey stick.”
“My God.”
Miko shook his head. “No, it was an accident. That was before masks were worn for international competition. I checked Conrad into the boards and his stick jammed up into my face.”
“I heard Conrad was on the German national team. You played for the Czech Republic?”
“Well, it was Czechoslovakia at the time,” he said, a hint of annoyance in his words. “But I am Czech. Come on. Let’s get you to your room.”
They went through the massive front door. The ceiling in the foyer had to be ten meters high, accented by stained glass windows on two sides, and hanging from the center of the room a grand tiered crystal chandelier lit the space. The floors were white marble with swirls of gray, and a spiral marble staircase, lit by white candles in gilded holders, rose up along the left wall to an overlook. There were paintings in oil and watercolor on every wall, but the furnishings were sparse. A few chairs and plants.
Upstairs was less elaborate but more cozy. The hallway floors were the same marble, but the ceilings were lower and lit by candle-shaped lights.
Miko stopped at a door and opened it for Altenstein. “The room at the end of the hall is Herr Conrad’s.”
“Is he here yet?”
“No. He called on his cell a while ago to remind me to pick you up, and they were still about an hour out. The snow has slowed them.”
Altenstein entered the room and said, “They?”
“He has a lady with him. A friend from Vienna.”
“I see.” Altenstein looked around the room. It was like a suite in an expensive hotel, which he had only rarely seen in his less than extensive travels. The bed had a canopy held up by swirling dark wood. A gas fire burned in what had once been a real fireplace.
“Dinner is at eight,” Miko said at the door. “I’ll let you get unpacked. There is a small staff here. Cooks and putzfraus. A grounds keeper. But we’re mostly on our own here. The phones don’t work yet. We have cell service here, though.”
“Thanks,” Altenstein said, setting his laptop on the bed and his metal case gently to the floor.
Miko nodded and left, closing the door behind him.
Standing before French windows, Altenstein gazed out onto a back garden, covered now with falling snow. Two men were chasing each other, throwing snowballs at one another. Finally one man tackled the other and they both slid to the snow. Then they started making snow angels like children. He turned and looked at the room again. This was more than he expected. But maybe, just maybe, this was how he would start living. If his discoveries lived up to his hope and desires, how else could it be?
* * *
Three doors down the hallway, Gustav Albrecht, the grand master of the Teutonic Order, sat on his bed looking out on the garden and the forest below. Look at them, he thought, seeing those idiots Jiri and Grago making snow angels. One minute they’re punching him and taping his mouth shut, and the next they’re playing like kinder. Moments ago he had heard a door open and close down the hall, and thought maybe they were coming for him. But if they had wanted to kill him, why bring him to this grand place? Why not just shoot him in the back of the head and dump his body in that river in Steyr?
That’s what had been fumbling in his mind for the past day. The doubt and wonder. First they had tried to kill him at the Donau Bar in Vienna. Now, although not treating him like a guest, they kidnap him and bring him to this beautiful castle. What did it all mean?
He also wondered about Jake Adams. Jake had told him to stay in his room except to go down to the gasthaus bar for food. Yet, he had done something so stupid he was kicking himself for his idiocy. Using his visa. And that’s how that man Miko had said they had found him. A simple and unconscious mistake. Something he does every day. Yet this time it had been worse. They had found him, and now he could be killed. But why? What did these men really want with him? Too many questions.
He lay back on his bed, his hands behind his head, and wondered what would happen next. The door was securely locked. He had tried it many times. There was no escape. He would have to cooperate. That was the only way to survive.
* * *
The snow was coming down now in fluffy flakes as big as one Euro coins. Toni Contardo sat in her Alfa Romeo a kilometer down the road from the castle at the end of the long drive, a view of the place through the trees. Sitting in the passenger seat, his laptop computer on and typing away, was Kurt Lamar.
They knew Hermann Conrad owned the castle where they had followed the men in the Skoda — the men who had inexplicably kidnapped Herr Albrecht and hauled him down here. But Toni still wasn’t sure why they had done so.
“What do you think?” Kurt asked her.
“I don’t know,” she said. “The new man they just picked up at the airport doesn’t look anything like Miko, Jiri or that Grago guy.”
“I accessed the flight records,” Kurt said. “The guy’s name is Wilhelm Altenstein from Magdeburg, Germany. Turns out he’s a professor of nanotechnology at the university there. Conrad’s company has a huge contract with the university. According to both websites, they’re trying to find nanotech cures for various diseases. Pretty vague, though.”
“Don’t want to give that away to the competition,” Toni said. She looked through a pair of binoculars at the parking lot, where six cars currently sat. “So it makes sense the lead researcher would come and hang out with Conrad at his mansion in Austria. Did you check out the licenses of those cars?”
“Hey…been a little busy here.” Kurt switched to the European auto database and started running numbers he had written down.
She wondered what Jake was doing right now, wishing deep within that she had not pushed him away. He had a way of turning situations like this around, coming up with intuitive reasoning that logically put all pieces of a puzzle together. She, on the other hand, saw a problem and fixed the problem. Which didn’t mean that Jake didn’t make things happen. He just seemed to understand a plot much sooner than her. Maybe she was too trusting. Maybe it wasn’t that at all. Perhaps her radar for nefarious crap didn’t go off until the shit really hit the fan.
“Miko Krupjak we know,” Kurt said. “The Hungarian car is licensed to a guy named Viktor Kopari.” He went on naming folks from Poland, Slovenia, Austria and Germany.
“That covers most of Eastern Europe,” Toni said. “When you consider that Miko and Grago are Czech, and Jiri is Slovak.”
“Right. And who knows where the passengers in the cars are from.”
Toni thought about all of these players coming together here. Why? “Something’s going down here that’s bigger than we thought, Kurt.”
“I have the same idea. And I know what you’re thinking?”
“What’s that?”
“We could sure as hell use Jake right now.”
Her thought entirely. Jake needed to know what was going on here.
* * *
When the cell phone rang, Jake was adjusting the defrost controls on Anna’s Audi, trying like hell to keep the ice from building up on the wiper blades. Anna had enough trouble keeping the car on the road and seeing their lane. They were now only about 10 kilometers away from Zell am See, Anna’s home town. They had decided to go there first to pick up some more equipment, stay the night, and then head northwest to St. Johann in Tirol early the next morning.
“Yeah,” Jake said into the cell.
“It’s Toni.”
Jake said nothing. He expected Kurt to keep on calling with updates — him relegated to messenger boy for Toni.
“What?” Jake said.
“Some weird shit’s going down here in St. Johann,” she said, her voice quiet, serene.
“We’re not even close to you. We’re closer to St. Johann im Pongau.” In fact, they had passed through that mountain town twenty minutes ago.
“Can we get over what happened the other day in Vienna,” Toni said, her tone hopeful. “Kurt and I could really use you here. They brought Albrecht to Conrad’s castle west of town. The place is a damn fortress, and so far six cars of people have shown up. With this weather, more could be on the way. And Conrad hasn’t even shown up yet. Who knows if he’ll have more folks with him.”
Jake thought it over, glancing at Anna to his left. Toni knew he was working with her, but he had not said why — nor did he need to explain it to her — especially the sexual nature of their relationship. Finally, Jake said, “That’s why we’re coming. I trust Anna with my life.” He added that last part for Anna to hear, and perhaps to give Toni some idea that there was more to the relationship than simply professional courtesy.
Anna smiled and said, “We turn right toward Zell am See just ahead.”
“How can you tell?” The damn snow was so thick and mesmerizing falling down, he couldn’t see more than twenty meters in front of the car.
“I grew up here, remember?”
On the phone, Toni said, “Did she say Zell am See?”
“Yeah, why?”
“No reason. It’s just a pretty place.”
“Not today. Can’t even see the damn road.” Where in the hell was Toni going with this?
The car turned right onto a northbound road, and Jake finally saw a sign that said the town was a few kilometers ahead.
“Jake, there’s something you need to know,” Toni said, and then her phone crackled.
“Yeah? You still there?”
Nothing.
“Damn it.” Jake slapped his phone shut and said to Anna, “Weather must be messing with the signal.”
“Could be,” Anna said. “Cell service is tough in Zell am See anyway. It’s quite the bowl.”
What was Toni trying to tell Jake? He’d only be able to wonder now…at least until he could get cell service again or find her at a hard line.
Moments later they got to town and Anna parked in front of a restaurant.
“I could use a beer after that drive,” she said.
Jake ran his hand along her face. “Your eyes are red. Too much stimulation.”
She leaned her face to his hand. “We can use our mountain chalet tonight. We’ll have to start a fire, though. But first a beer.”
“Sounds good to me.”
They got out and went into the restaurant.
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Later that night, Jake and Anna arrived at her family chalet a few kilometers out of Zell am See. The snow had not let up, so Jake’s bearings were way off. He had no idea how Anna even knew where she was going, and wondered if the Audi’s Quattro traction would plow through that much accumulation.
Anna had told him that the chalet was a small wooden structure with a loft and a balcony off of that. It was dark now, but as they drove up to the house the headlights allowed Jake to see more than a foot of fresh snow on the roof, the porch and the deck.
Now Jake held a flashlight for Anna as she opened the thick wooden door.
She flicked on a light and glanced about the place. There was one main room, a kitchen at the back wall, a fireplace to the right, and a wooden staircase that led to the loft. The floors were wood, the walls wood with a few stag antlers, and the place was sparsely decorated. A sofa covered with a wool army blanket sat in front of the fireplace, and a table with four chairs divided the kitchen from the living room area. Three sets of cross country skis sat prominently on a rack on the wall across from the fireplace, boots lined up at attention on the floor below them.
“How about I start a fire and you get the gear from the car.” She handed him a shovel. “Might want to make a path.” Then she turned on a porch light that would make that much easier for him.
It took Jake a half hour to shovel off the deck, the steps, and then haul in their bags. When he came through the door with the last load, the room was already getting warm. Anna’s fire in the stone fireplace was roaring, and she was standing in front of it, her hands extended out to the warmth.
“So this place was your grandfather’s?” Jake asked her, taking a place to her right.
“Yeah. He built it before the Second World War. He was called to service in the German Army. He had served as an officer in the Austrian Army.”
“He didn’t have much of a choice, I’d guess.”
She set her head against his shoulder. “Not really. My grandmother came here with my father, who was sixteen at the time, to…hide. They would have taken him too. I think my grandfather made a deal. Take me, but leave my son alone.”
“Did he…”
“He was killed in Russia.”
Jake put his left arm around her.
“We should have enough wood for a couple of days,” she said. “But then we should be leaving tomorrow anyway.” Her disposition had changed to near dispassion.
“What’s the matter?”
Raising her eyes to his, she said, “I don’t know. Is it always like this?”
“You mean knowing you’ll be in danger the next day?”
Her head nodded slightly.
“It’s okay to be afraid,” he said. “I’d be really worried if you weren’t apprehensive. That leads to recklessness.”
“What about you,” she whispered.
He let out a deep breath. “I’ve been in the game a long time. But I’m not afraid to die. I’m afraid I might do something stupid and get someone else hurt, though.”
She smiled. “I can handle myself.”
“I know. But when the bullets start flying, shit happens. It’s almost easier if you don’t know it’s coming and you just react.”
“Like in Budapest?”
“Right.”
Suddenly, the door burst open with a gust of wind and snow. Jake had his CZ-75 out and pointed at the entrance in a second. Standing there, his eyes wide and his mouth open, was a man of perhaps twenty-five. Jake’s height and size. He looked like he was going to piss his pants.
“Holgar,” Anna said, grabbing Jake’s arm. “It’s my brother.”
Jake slowly returned his gun to its holster under his left arm. “Sorry,” Jake said to no one in particular.
Anna rushed to her brother and embraced him. “How are you?”
“What’s with the gun?” The brother asked Anna in German. “And who is this guy? One of your Interpol friends?”
She introduced Jake to her brother, they shook hands, and then they took seats at the table.
Holgar was unsure of Jake, that was obvious. “Anna didn’t mention a brother,” Jake said.
“She didn’t mention you either,” he said.
Anna got up and said, “I sure hope dad left some schnapps up here.” She found a bottle in a kitchen cabinet, half full, and three shot glasses, which she wiped out. Sitting back down, she poured the three glasses.
“How’d you know we were here?” Anna asked him and then picked up her glass and sipped the schnapps.
Holgar sucked down his glass of schnapps. When he recovered, he said, “Saw the lights.”
“He lives out by the road,” Anna said to Jake.
Jake nodded and then downed his schnapps. She followed him and then coughed once.
“I didn’t know you were coming home,” Holgar said.
“I’m just here for the night. Would it be all right if Jake borrowed a pair of your cross country skis?”
“No problem.”
“Good.” Her eyes shot toward Jake as she refilled the glasses, and then settled on her brother. “We’re tracking a low-level drug smuggler. Heard he was going to be skiing in Kitzbuhel tomorrow. Also heard he can barely stand up on skis. We’ll use that to our advantage.”
Holgar nodded and then finished his second glass of schnapps.
“How are the parents?” she asked her brother.
“In Innsbruck for a few days.”
“Jake’s from Innsbruck.”
The brother looked skeptically at Jake. “I thought he was American?”
“He is, but he runs a security consulting firm there.” She hesitated. “Interpol has asked for his help on this case.”
Jake jumped in. “It’s an honor to work for them.”
Looking deep into his empty glass, Holgar said, “I better get back. Julia might be worried.” He got up and extended his hand to Jake. They shook and he left without further acknowledgment of Anna, the brother sliding out with a gust of wind.
“Tell me what just happened,” Jake said. “You two don’t get along?”
Anna wiped a tear from her eye. “It’s a long story.”
He waited for her, placing his hand on hers across the table.
She finally said, “Holgar was on the Austrian national hockey team before he was injured.”
“The limp?”
“Yeah. He crashed into the boards during a game leading up to the Olympics. Paralyzed him for a while. He eventually recovered, but he was left with the limp and shattered dreams. Even the army wouldn’t take him.”
“He resents you for going to two Olympics?”
“Something like that.”
“What’s he do now?”
“Teaches cross country skiing in the winter and mountain biking in the summer. Also works as a waiter in Kaprun. His wife is a school teacher. Can we change the subject?” Anna got up and added another log to the fire.
“We should check out our gear,” Jake said. “On the drive you mentioned you kept your competition rifles here.”
She nodded her head to follow, and the two of them went up into the loft. There was a feather bed there, a dresser with a mirror, and a door leading out to a deck. The bathroom was in one corner. Anna went to one wall, moved a small table to the side and hit her hand against the wooden boards. A hidden door opened part way and she pulled it the rest of the way.
“Still have that little flashlight?” she asked him.
He handed her his mini-mag light and she turned it on. She pulled out three padded gun cases and then a plastic box with a front clasp. Moments later she had the first gun out, her hands moving along the stock, and then she put it into shooting position. She was a natural, Jake could tell.
They sat on a wool rug in the center of the loft.
“Anshutz eighteen-twenty-seven Fortner Biathlon,” Jake said. “Twenty-two caliber.”
She looked surprised. “You know your weapons.”
“I’m a fan of the shooting sports. What kind of rounds you use?”
Handing Jake the rifle, she opened the box, revealing containers of .22 caliber bullets. “Standard long rifle, but with a thirty grain poly-coated tip, and hot loaded by a local man. More than two thousand feet per second.”
Jake picked up one of the little bullets. “I’ve heard of these. The coating improves velocity and accuracy?”
She smiled. “Yes. They’re super. The coating also has an added benefit — deeper penetration.”
“Everyone likes deeper penetration.”
She hit him in the arm. “Very funny.”
“Hey, with all this weaponry, I’m getting a little turned on.” He handed her the rifle and she set it on the open gun case.
She crawled over to him and kissed him on the lips, lingering for a long time. He fell back, bringing her with him onto his chest, his arms wrapped around her.
* * *
Kurt and Toni had found a gasthaus on the edge of St. Johann, a short distance from Conrad’s expansive compound. It was a small room on the top floor of a three-story place, a restaurant and bar taking up the entire first floor. They had grabbed a quick bite to eat and a couple of beers before retreating to their room.
Toni had called in their situation to the regional Agency honcho in Berlin and asked for support from that office. But they could not afford to send anyone, they had said, because of an operation in the Netherlands. Most of their personnel were on temporary duty there.
On his computer again at a small desk, Kurt pulled up the most recent information on Conrad’s castle. “Conrad had the place renovated two years ago,” Kurt said. “Put it back to its original monastery configuration, with a few modifications.”
Laying on her back and looking up at the ceiling, Toni shifted to her side and said, “Like what?”
“Opulent shit mostly,” he said. “But also some heavy duty security features. We’ve already seen the gate and the cameras. But he also added motion sensors.”
“Doesn’t sound too bad,” she said, rolling to her back again.
“Yeah, but assuming full coverage, and the number of goons there, this could get kinda intense.”
Even more reason to get Jake involved, she thought. “Would you send the plans to Jake by e-mail?”
“Sure.” Seconds later it was done. “We going to coordinate our efforts with him and that Interpol chick?”
“What you think?” She sat up on the edge of the bed now. “If she decides to call in her Interpol friends, they could fuck things up royally.”
“But what if we don’t coordinate, and Jake and the girl go in before us? They wouldn’t have a chance against all those guys.”
She clenched her jaw. “Listen, sailor boy. Last time I looked, you still worked for me. We do it my way or you can head back out to sea.”
“That’s bullshit!”
Flopping back onto the bed, she said, “I won’t hang Jake out to dry. I think you know me better than that. We won’t move for at least twenty-four hours. First, we need to see what they’re up to.”
* * *
At Marienburg Castle, Hermann Conrad and Alexandra had shown up after the long drive through the blizzard. He was tired from the drive and she was in total awe of the splendor of the place.
Now, Conrad sat on the large canopy bed in his master suite watching Alexandra meticulously put away the clothes in the dresser and the hang-up items in an oak shrank.
“I like watching you do that,” Conrad said.
She turned to him, her hands on her hips. “You’d like it better with a maid outfit. Sorry, but I didn’t bring it with me.”
“I’ll bet you have one. Would you like a bite to eat? I could have our chef make you something.”
Rubbing her flat stomach, she said, “That would be wonderful. Just a snack, though. I don’t have to eat with those men.” Her eyes shifted toward the door.
Conrad got up from the bed and gave her a big hug, before backing up, her arms in his hands. “No. Not at all. At least not tonight. We do have a big meal scheduled for tomorrow night, though.” He thought at that moment about Altenstein and Albrecht, each in other rooms just down the hall.
“I understand,” she said. “But I saw guns.”
“Security. Austria has changed, Alexandra. There are those who would like what I have by any means. We have to be prepared.”
“But I don’t like guns. Growing up in Soviet Union, there were soldiers everywhere.”
“I understand.” He let her arms go and went to the door. “I’ll have the chef prepare something.” He left and went to the hallway.
At the end of the hallway, Miko Krupjak stood, an Uzi in his right hand at his side. Conrad told him to call down to the chef to prepare something for Alexandra, a snack, and deliver it to his room, which the man did with a walkie-talkie.
“Now,” Conrad said, “let’s see what Albrecht has to say.”
Miko unlocked the grand master’s door and went in first, pointing his gun at Albrecht, who sat on the bed reading a book.
Conrad locked the door behind him and stared at the man. He had only met the grand master once, years ago, so he didn’t expect the man to recognize him.
“How are you doing?” Conrad said.
Albrecht put down the book. “Why are you keeping me here?”
“You mean, why are you still alive.”
“I can’t imagine why you want to kill me,” Albrecht said. “What have I done to you?”
Conrad smiled. “There can only be one grand master, and this Order is hollow and ineffectual. The Order used to stand for something, but now it’s all about charity and education. Do I have to tell you what the Teutonic Knights accomplished in their day? Europe is changing and the changes are not positive. It is time, again, for the Knights to rise up and push back those who are not like us.” Conrad went on and on about the changing face of Europe and how they would bring it back to its past.
Albrecht’s eyes were wide now, his jaw tight, and his mind obviously trying to come to grips with Conrad’s words. “You can’t be serious. Are you saying this is some kind of Crusade for you?”
“I’m glad that doctorate of yours hasn’t gone to waste.” Conrad continued to explain why his way was the only way — certain that Albrecht was only partially listening.
* * *
Back in the master suite, Alexandra opened a window and felt the snow fall to her hand. She was the only woman in the house. That made her a bit concerned. She closed the window and quickly locked the door. Crossing the room, she found the window that overlooked the front of the castle. What a splendid place — a view of the mountains to the east from one side and from the other a view of the forest. Then she went over to her suitcase and pulled out her cell phone.
She heard a sound outside the door and quickly put the phone away. When the noise went away, she continued in her suitcase, going into an inner pouch and pulling out three tiny objects and a lapel pin. The pin she put on and the objects she put into her purse.
Satisfied, she went to the door and quietly unlocked it. Just as she did so, there was a quiet knock on the door. Her heart raced.
Settling down, she opened the door. “For me?” she said. It was an older man with a tray covered by a metal dome.
“Yes, ma’am. I am Rene.” His German had a French accent. He brought the tray in and set it on the dresser. “I could open a bottle of wine for you.”
“Thanks,” she said. “But I’ll wait for Hermann to see if he wants red or white.”
The man bowed his head and left.
Alone again, Alexandra started in on the food, a tray of meat and cheese and crackers.
The door opened suddenly and Conrad came in. “Good,” he said. “You got something to eat.” He went to the wet bar and opened her a bottle of Mosel Riesling, and then poured her a glass and brought it to her.
She took a drink, washing down a cracker. “Thank you. You want some?”
“No. I’ll be back in a moment. I have to speak with someone.”
Glancing at her purse on the bed, she said nothing as she watched him leave. Damn it. She filled herself with meat, cheese and wine.
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The sun was on its way up over the eastern Tirol Alps. Jake glanced up the path toward Anna’s chalet, where the snow from the night before had filled in his shoveling with six more inches of snow — making it a foot and a half total. He was packing Anna’s car with the skis and her competition rifles when his cell phone rang. The clear skies must have helped the signal, Jake thought. He picked up, “Yeah.”
“Jake.” It was Kurt Lamar.
“What ya got?”
“Did you get the e-mail I sent you last night? Plans for Conrad’s castle.”
He looked around, remembering his laptop was in the back seat. “Haven’t checked my mail,” Jake said. “I can do it on the way to St. Johann. What’s the weather like up there?”
“Crappy. Well, I take that back. It was crappy last night. Looks like it will be sunny today. But the roads are a big mess.”
“We’ll be heading out soon. Anna has her Quattro. We should be all right. What’s up at Conrad’s place?”
There was a beeping in the background.
“What’s that?” Jake asked.
“Our GPS tracker just went off. Looks like Miko is on the move. Hang loose, they’ve gotta pass us. We’re right on the road to town.”
Jake waited, the phone in the crotch of his neck while he closed the roof coffin.
“Gotta run, Jake. They’re all going somewhere.”
The phone clicked off and Jake shrugged. Anna locked the door and came down the path.
“Ready?” she asked.
“Yeah, let’s go.”
“Who was on the phone?”
“Kurt Lamar. The boys are on the move somewhere. He’ll call us back later.”
Anna pointed the car down the mountain and used gravity to plow through the snow. When they got to the main road, they discovered the snow plows had been working all night. But the roads were still hard-packed snow, which would slow down their drive. It was only about 60 kilometers to St. Johann in Tirol, but they would have to traverse a fairly substantial mountain pass along route 161 on the way to Kitzbuhel. Yet, if Jake knew the Austrian road crews, they would have that road salted down and peppered with gravel, trying their best to let skiers reach the new powder.
Jake got his laptop out and downloaded his e-mail with his cell phone. He looked over the plans for the Conrad castle. Damn. That would be one tough place to enter. Then he saw the elevation scheme and he had his way in. Get to the high ground and work your way down to the back side. The mountains there nearly acted as a back wall.
Out on highway 168 between Kaprun and Uttendorf, Jake’s phone rang again.
“Yeah? What’s all that noise?”
“You wouldn’t believe me,” Kurt said. “We followed the cars into town to the local indoor skating arena.”
“Let me guess,” Jake said, “they’re all playing hockey.”
“Damn, you did guess.”
Jake mentioned he had gotten the e-mail and suggested he and Anna come in from the back. After dark, of course. They set up a time to move in, just in case they couldn’t communicate. They both hung up.
“Hockey?” Anna said.
“Yep.”
“Maybe they’ll kill each other. You’ve got to be hungry. There’s a place just up ahead in Uttendorf. A bakery. We can grab some coffee there also.”
“Outstanding.”
“Super.” She smiled at him.
* * *
In St. Johann, at the indoor hockey arena, Toni cradled a cup of hot coffee between her gloved hands, trying to get them warm. Although the ice rink was indoors, the stands were not heated. Only the concession area was, and she couldn’t watch the hockey players from there.
There were only a few people in the stands now, and Toni didn’t know how long she could stay there without drawing attention. The few people looked to be the wives of local players. Players who must have had no idea the mess they were about to get into, playing against former Olympians and national players from Germany, the Czech Republic, and who knew where else.
The locals were taking a beating, physically and on the score board. Conrad’s men seemed to take great pleasure in smashing their opponent into the boards more than scoring. Although younger, the local men were clearly no match for the older, more experienced skaters.
Suddenly, Toni heard Kurt in her earpiece. “I’m going through their bags now,” he said. “Let me know if anyone heads toward the dressing room.”
“Gotcha,” she whispered. “Remember, Miko was wearing the long leather coat. Plant one there.”
“Found it. Hang on.”
A woman in her mid twenties sat down a few feet from Toni, making it impossible to talk now.
The woman cringed when a hockey player was hit hard and fell to the ice. “That wasn’t legal,” she said to Toni in German. “Is your husband playing? I thought I knew all the wives.”
“No,” Toni said, taking a sip of coffee before it got cold. “I don’t know that much about hockey. At my hotel I heard there was a game here today, so I came over. Is your husband out there?”
“Ja. He’s on the Tirol Polizei team. There. He has the puck.”
Just then one of Conrad’s men checked her husband into the boards and she shook as she watched her husband slump to the ice.
Toni keyed her mic and said, “So that’s the Polizei team. Who are they playing?”
The woman shrugged. “I don’t know them. They’re good, but a little rough. They play like Americans and Canadians.”
“Got it,” came Kurt’s voice. “Meet you at the car.”
Toni got up.
“Leaving?” the woman said.
“Ja. I need to catch some fresh powder.”
Toni walked out and went to her car. Kurt was already there.
“Who were you talking with?” he asked her once she got in and took her seat behind the wheel.
“One of the local wives.”
“So that’s the polizei team?”
“Right. A little irony there. Looks like Conrad’s boys are taking it out on the local cops in a big way. You plant all the receivers?”
“All I had.” Kurt had a smile on his face.
“What’d you do?”
“I thought about the coat, but figured Miko would hang it up somewhere and we would only get his conversation back to the castle.”
“Good point.”
“So I put it somewhere else.” He waited for her to guess, and when she didn’t, he continued, “His shoes.”
“His shoes. Will we still pick up his conversation?”
“Should be no problem. These new ones are highly sensitive. I’ll crank up the output.”
“And the others?”
He explained how he had slit the back collar on a couple of shirts and then glued it shut with the device inside.
“You sure you didn’t bug one of the cops,” she asked.
“They were using the other locker room. Besides, I remembered what these guys were wearing.”
“Good.” Toni started her Alfa Romeo. “Then let’s get back to the gasthaus for some breakfast and wait for these Bozos to go back to Conrad’s castle.”
She pulled away, her front tires spinning on the packed snow.
* * *
Franz Martini sat at his desk in Vienna, contemplating what he should do with the information he had just received from his associate, Jack Donicht.
Cracking a window, Martini lit a cigarette and then slid his chair closer to the draft from the window. “I know I’m not supposed to smoke in the office, Jack, but I really need this one.”
“Do we tell Anna Schult?” Donicht asked. He had his third cup of morning coffee in his hands and he sipped it now.
“Just because this woman has no past beyond a few months ago…does that mean anything?”
“Sir, she has no past.”
Martini knew that all too well. He had brought up the subject himself after they had run her finger prints. “I know. But the bigger question is, what do we do with the information?”
Donicht shrugged. “It’s beyond my pay grade, Franz.”
His too, really. But he did still have the triple murders to investigate, along with the Interpol liaison now. And that man’s murder bothered him even more than the other three. What in the hell were nanoprobes? A bullet he understood. But this? Tiny objects flowing through a body having their way with his cells. How could you combat that? Maybe it was time for him to retire back to Tirol. He’d keep telling himself that until it came true.
“I think we need to play this out, Jack,” Martini said, taking another long hit on his cigarette. He let out the smoke in a stream and said, “Anna should know what we know.”
With that, Martini picked up his secure cell and punched in a number.
* * *
When Anna’s cell phone rang, she was in the bakery in Uttendorf, sitting at a window table. Jake was ordering and waiting at the counter for the coffee. He shrugged at her as she picked up the phone from inside her jacket. He guessed it was Martini in Vienna.
“Ja?”
She listened carefully for more than two minutes and then simply said, “Understood.” She flipped off her cell and took a cup of coffee from Jake. He put a plate of pastries on the table between them.
“Who was that?”
She told him about what Franz Martini had told her and then she took a bite of an apple pastry.
“What does it mean?” she asked him.
“I don’t know. She could be a criminal. She could have changed her name to get away from an ex-husband. Of course we already know about these nanoprobes. Crazy shit. Things you can’t see taking over your body. What the hell’s that?”
Washing down a piece of pastry with coffee, Anna then said, “I guess it’s the future.”
“Right here and now, though.”
They finished up and left in a hurry, Anna driving with more determination now.
Jake knew this was getting much more complex than he initially thought, and that was a bitch. How in the hell did things always get screwed up like this? Well, if he had wanted safe he could have become an accountant. He shook with that thought.
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It took Jake and Anna almost two hours to make it over the pass and back down into the St. Johann in Tirol area. Cars littered the edge of the highway like roadkill, some sticking out of the snow bank like they had been dropped from the sky.
They had stopped at a store on the outskirts of town to pick up some power bars and coffee for a thermos. While there Jake found a trail guide for the local cross country ski trails. They had viewed them online, but the folding map was a lot easier to carry than a laptop computer. Anna had skied most of the trails in her past. That was years ago, though.
She found a trailhead parking spot on the southwest side of town. The parking lot was nearly empty — only three cars — and they were all with local St. Johann license plates.
“Tourists will wait for the trails to be groomed,” Anna said, slinging her backpack over her shoulders and centering it on her back. She was wearing her skin-tight black ski outfit, with an orange and gold stripe from the ankle to under her arm, and then from her neck down to her wrists on both sides. She didn’t look too happy about the extra weight in the backpack.
“Sorry about the gear,” Jake said. “We might need everything in there, though.” His pack was even heavier, and he adjusted it on his back, snapping the waist strap.
She swung her rifle over her back like she had so many times during biathlon competitions. “The rifle is four kilos, not including all of the extra bullets.”
Jake smiled at her. “Maybe that’ll slow you down a little. Remember, I’m mostly a downhill skier. Take it easy on me, Fraulein Olympian.”
She skated off and said over her shoulder, “Just keep up.”
“Great,” Jake said, slinging Anna’s second rifle over his shoulder, and following in hot pursuit.
Although the sun was out, the temperature had dropped significantly once the snow stopped. It didn’t take long for ice to form on Jake’s eyebrows and his exposed hair, where the sweat had made it wet.
Once they got up onto the trail, Anna did slow down. Jake wasn’t sure if that was for his sake, or if the weight had become a problem for her. Regardless, he was glad she was now taking her time. Only problem was her distractingly fine ass in the tight suit ahead of him. He almost ran off the trail a few times. The snow was deep, but a few other skiers had made a trail, allowing them to simply stay in those tracks.
She stopped on the trail ahead and waited for Jake. When he caught up she said, “There. Up ahead.”
Through the trees a couple of kilometers around a bend in the mountain, a massive castle rose up from the base, surrounded by thick pines.
“Wow. That’s some place.” If it looked that big from this distance, it would be even more impressive up close.
Anna pulled out her map. “The trail rises up about a kilometer ahead. Then it switches back over that ridge and comes back around to the west and south to form the loop.”
“We’ll need to take our time now,” Jake said. “Just like normal recreational skiers.”
“Tired?” She had a grin that would not end.
“A little.”
“I like a man who tells the truth.”
“I do that when I must,” he said. “I figured the heavy breathing and the sweat would be a dead giveaway anyhow.”
She shuffled her skis to the side and slipped backward into Jake. Then she kissed him on the lips and pulled away. “Salt. Yeah, you might want to take a drink of water.”
He licked his lips and shook his head.
She headed out again at a slow, gradual slide. He followed, and she had been right, the trail rose up and became quite steep. Luckily, Anna had used the right wax on both sets of skis.
Soon they came to a flat stretch and Jake could see the castle coming up on their right. He could hear cars approaching the castle, and then they came into view as six vehicles went through the front gate. Moving forward more cautiously now, he guessed when they got even with the castle it would be some two hundred meters below them, as the raven flew. Perhaps two fifty on foot. But the snow was deep there. It would not be easy.
Stopping before she came upon the castle, Anna waited for Jake. He put up one finger to his lips as he approached.
“Sound really carries,” he whispered. He didn’t see anyone outside near the castle, but that didn’t mean they weren’t there. He glanced about and saw that the trees on the entire ridge were mostly pines of various size. They would have plenty of cover. He had her wait there while he slid along the trail past the castle, looking for the best location. It didn’t take him long. There was a rock formation with short, bushy pines around it, protecting it from view from the bottom and from the trail above. He waved for her to come forward. He had stopped along a group of pines, where he could step out of the skis onto the snow under them and not alert a skier that he had departed the trail. He had her do the same thing, and then they stepped down through the trees to the precipice surrounded by trees.
Quietly, they pushed snow aside like a nest. Within an hour they were settled into place on the southwest corner of Conrad’s castle. From there they had a view of the back garden, one side of the structure, and the drive and gate out front. They could see part of the parking lot out front, but most of the cars were out of view. Now they would wait for dark.
* * *
Inside the castle, Conrad’s men wandered about the place like they owned it — grabbing beer from the refrigerator and Scotch and schnapps from the bar in the sitting room on the first floor.
Conrad, a beer in his hand, rubbed his shoulder with his free hand.
Alexandra came up behind him and started massaging his shoulders. She had slept in and stayed behind. “You take a hit?”
“You should have seen it,” Conrad said, his eyes bright. “I felt like a kid again.”
Miko approached, taking a long swig of beer. “He scored two goals today,” he said to Alexandra. “Almost a hat trick.”
“I had no idea you were so good,” she said. Although she had heard he was a fine player for the German team many years ago.
“Well, we were playing local boys.”
Miko laughed and said, “Polizei. We smashed them.”
Conrad shook his head. “You’re lucky they didn’t arrest you for assault. Two of their players had to go for stitches. I must shower.” He left Alexandra there with Miko.
The Czech, making sure Conrad had gone upstairs, shifted his gaze on Alexandra. “You like hockey?”
“Not really,” she said, wanting to get the hell out of there. The man was always eating radishes, and his breath was foul.
“No?” He stepped closer, his lips next to her ear. “But I hear you like to fuck.” He ran his hand to her shapely buttocks and squeezed down.
She took his little finger and pulled back, bringing instant pain to him, until he slowly pulled his hand away. He seemed to enjoy the pain.
“Hermann gives me plenty,” she whispered back at him.
He took another swig of his beer, finishing it. “I’ve seen him in the locker room. I can give you so much more.”
Wanting to spit in his face, she held back. She had to calm herself. This man meant nothing. He was a lower-level player. Conrad was the man. She simply brushed by Miko and whispered, “I thought you liked little boys.”
Not knowing his expression, she kept walking until she reached the master suite, locking the door behind her. Moving to the window, she looked out at the back yard and the dead garden, the snow glimmering in the sunlight. Was that movement on the mountainside? A deer looking for food, perhaps. Her mind drifted and she wondered how long it would take before the first man hit on her. Less than twenty-four hours. Not a record, but not too unimpressive. Maybe she could use that tension to her advantage. Backing away from the window, she smiled and lay back onto the bed, the shower echoing through the wall at her.
* * *
Toni and Kurt had watched from the gasthaus as the cars rushed past their window back toward Conrad’s castle. Kurt had set up the bugs to stream to a recorder. He could listen to only one at a time, though.
“Did you just hear that?” Kurt said to Toni, who was laying on the bed, her eyes closed.
“Hear what?”
“It was Miko. He just asked Conrad’s girlfriend for a fuck.”
Toni’s eyes opened. “Really? What’d she say?”
“First, it sounded like she did something physical to him. Maybe grabbed him in the balls. Then said she gets plenty from Conrad, and said she thought Miko liked young boys.”
She sat up in the bed. “That’s balls,” Toni said. “Doesn’t she know this guy is a killer?”
“I don’t know. Maybe she knows Conrad will protect her. Anyway, the bugs are working. Conrad is taking a shower.”
“Hope he puts the same shoes back on.”
“If he’s a real guy, he probably only has the one pair with him.”
She looked down at Kurt’s hiking cross-trainers. “Maybe you’re right. Why don’t you call Jake.” She lay back down on the bed.
He took out his cell phone and tried calling, but there was no answer. “Doesn’t answer.”
“If I know Jake, he’s probably already in place with his phone off.”
Kurt picked up an earpiece with a thin microphone. “When it gets closer to the time, we can get him on this.”
She patted the bed. “Better get some rest. Could be a long night.”
* * *
The small plane flew over the peaks of the Austrian Alps, Franz Martini in a seat just behind the pilot, his eyes on the snowy mountains below, and his assistant, Jack Donicht, sat in the seat next to his boss, trying his best to keep down his lunch. He hated to fly, and only Martini’s order had made him come along.
“What’s the matter, Jack?” Martini said, his gaze now on his assistant. “Having a schnitzel attack?”
Donicht’s eyes were closed. “You could say that. And why couldn’t we drive?”
Martini plopped his head toward the outside. “The roads are terrible. Besides, we want to make sure Conrad doesn’t decide to take off back to Germany before we get a chance to talk with him. I’m sure he had something to do with the murder.” He was thinking about the Interpol liaison, but at the same time wondering about Anna Schult. He was sure that man’s murder had something to do with Gustav Albrecht’s kidnapping and the Teutonic Order. Same with the triple murder at the Donau Bar. They were all connected, and he knew it. He only questioned the motive. Why? A simple question that wouldn’t go away.
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Herr Doctor Wilhelm Altenstein had spent most of the day locked in his room, trying his best not to interact with the other men. They were animals, he was sure. Crude and unrefined. He had no idea what Hermann Conrad had in common with any of the men. And Altenstein had only come across the woman one time. She was beautiful and seemed somehow familiar. He couldn’t remember why he thought that, though.
When it came time for the grand dinner in the great hall on the first floor, he was more than a little apprehensive. After all, what could he say to these men that would do anything to further the examination of nanotechnology and its wonderful applications? These knuckle-draggers were no more likely to understand his work than a family of monkeys.
It was with that apprehension that Altenstein descended the stairs and entered the great hall — all of the men were in place along a huge table, but something had changed. They were all dressed in fine suits, the table made up with expensive China and more forks than even Altenstein knew what to do with, his angst shifting from his presentation to his own inadequate social training.
He thought about his own off-the-rack tweed suit, the leather elbows worn from years leaning on a lectern.
What stood out in the room was a man in a rumpled suit sitting at a table by himself, like a child would at a grown-up meal.
At the head of the main table was Hermann Conrad, impeccable in a gray Armani suit with a blood-red silk tie. To his right side was the woman, in a matching red dress with spaghetti straps trying to hold back the tide of her breasts flowing toward freedom. There was only one chair open, the one to Conrad’s left, where his benefactor nodded his head for Altenstein to go.
Reluctantly, Altenstein came around the table, all eyes on him. He was carrying his laptop, which he set on the table in front of him and plugged into the power and the projector.
“Welcome to Marienburg, Herr Doctor,” Conrad said. He rose and introduced each person at the table, starting with his girl friend and ending with the man on Altenstein’s left. Each man rose and nodded his head at the professor when named. There were men from Germany, Austria, the Czech Republic, Poland, Slovakia and Hungary. Twenty total, not including Herr Conrad, the woman and himself. Conrad also neglected to introduce the man who sat alone.
Maybe he had been too hasty judging these men. Perhaps they were financiers. Even men of distinction could act crude at conferences. He had seen this himself with professors — the most anal of people.
“Please, Herr Doctor, the presentation,” Conrad said, raising his glass of champagne and sipping.
Altenstein rose and started by introducing himself and the nature of his work. His slide presentation included a graphic 3D movie of nanotech probes moving about in a space of liquid that could represent body tissue.
“The nanoprobes attack cells based on the programming you give them,” Altenstein said. “Under the recent direction of Herr Conrad, me and my graduate assistant coded for hair color of mice and found that we could make the nanos attack either those mice without pigmentation, or those with any pigmentation.” He switched to a movie of actual nanos attacking cells. “This was shot with our digital camera attached to a nanoscope.”
Although the men seemed mesmerized by the images, Altenstein knew this could get boring to the average observer. So he added, “These little nanoprobes kicked some major cellular ass.”
The room erupted with laughter. There. Got them back.
Conrad rose from his chair and raised his glass toward Altenstein. “Gentlemen.” All of the others, with the exception of the woman, got to their feet and raised their glasses. The man in the corner table by himself stayed in his chair also. Conrad continued, “To Herr Doctor Altenstein. The greatest man in science, and a man who will go down in history with the New Order as a visionary without equal. They will be reading about you in books for years to come, Wilhelm. Prosit! Cheers!”
All of the men drank freely, finishing the champagne.
Now Conrad turned to the man in the corner and said, “What’s the matter, Herr Albrecht?”
The man in the corner looked sick but said nothing.
Conrad lowered his hands and the men sat down again. “Now,” Conrad said. “I have an update for Herr Altenstein and I hope Herr Albrecht will listen closely to this.” He paused and scanned the eyes in the room. There was great anticipation in them. “My researchers have taken Doctor Altenstein’s original theories and put them to work. We have a way now to…” He searched for the right words. “To move our Crusade to the next level. As you all know, having been Brothers in the Old Teutonic Order, that venerable organization has strayed from its original mandate. Whereas our Brothers in the past had done everything in their divine power to rid the world as they knew it at the time from heathen hordes and the non-believers, today’s Order is nothing more than a band aid for a gunshot wound. But now we have the power to bring back respect for the Teutonic Knights.”
Albrecht seemed to slump in his chair even more.
Conrad wet his lips with water. “The face of Europe has changed,” he said. “Turks and Arabs have taken over our cities. Sand niggers and kabob merchants. Bunch of fuckin’ smelly rag heads in their tea joints and hemp houses. Well, my friends, that will change now. We have the power to fight back. We fight back with Nanocide.”
The room burst with cheers, the men raising fists into the air and slapping hands.
Conrad settled them down and then said, “My scientists have developed a nanotech protocol that attacks the body at the cellular level, first attacking the autonomic nervous system, paralyzing the victim, and then moving on to the lungs, the heart and the brain. The victim can understand for a moment what is happening, but can’t do a damn thing about it.”
More whoops and hollering.
Altenstein’s eyes centered on the woman Conrad had called Alexandra. She looked shocked and as horrified as he felt. Then he looked across at Albrecht, the man at his own table. Tears streamed down the man’s face.
Conrad pounded on the table to get their attention again. “Now, with this new development by Herr Doctor Altenstein, we can take this nanotech protocol and specify who lives or who dies. More specifically, we can kill damn near every Arab and Turk in central Europe without collateral deaths.” He went on to describe how he would do it, targeting consumable products. If the nanoprobes were taken by anyone other than those targeted, they would simply come out in their waste without harming them. He had already purchased production facilities that would include his little nanos in key items purchased by these groups.
When Conrad had finished, Miko Krupjak stood up, raising his glass toward his boss. “We toast a man with vision. Our new Grand Master of our New Teutonic Order. Prosit!” They all drank and Conrad smiled at the gesture. Miko continued, his gaze now upon the man at his own table, “Herr Albrecht. As we speak, the warehouse in Vienna is being raided and stripped. The contents of the Old Order’s bank accounts have been transferred to our New accounts. And a message has been sent to all of your priests telling them they are no longer affiliated with the Teutonic Order. They will have to find a new order. Perhaps the Benedictines or Jesuits.” He laughed and the others at the table joined in.
Altenstein lowered his head. What had he done? He only wanted to bring this new technology to the world to cure diseases. Maybe win the Nobel Prize. And then, most probably, get rich on his discoveries — living a life much like his benefactor, Hermann Conrad, already enjoyed. But this. He was devastated.
* * *
“Did you hear that?” Toni Contardo said to Kurt. “Hope you got that recorded.”
“I did,” Kurt said.
They were currently in their room at the gasthaus, about to take off to the castle when Conrad and Miko gave their speeches. One of their bugs was working. Thank God for that, she thought.
“Let’s go,” Toni said, checking her 9mm automatic and then adjusting her Kevlar body armor. They were both wearing black from top to bottom.
They got out to Toni’s car and she started toward the castle. These bastards were sick. What if they decided to go after Italians next?
Kurt turned on his headset and switched to the pre-determined channel. “I’ll try to get Jake on this,” he said. “Tell him what’s up at the castle of doom.”
* * *
The two of them had been in place for hours, and now Jake and Anna huddled together, a down sleeping bag wrapped around them. She was shivering and Jake tried his best to get her warm by rubbing her down.
The half moon was up now to just above the castle, lighting up the grounds around the massive structure. That would help them in one way, but hurt Jake’s approach to the castle. He would have to move now along the trees to the south and climb to the second floor on a corner drain pipe. He checked out his target window with his NVGs.
On his headset Kurt was explaining to Jake and Anna what was going on inside the castle.
“Gotcha,” Jake whispered into his mic. “You hear all of that,” he spoke softly into Anna’s ear.
She nodded but it seemed more like a shiver.
“We’ll go in a little early,” Jake said. “These people are sick bastards.”
“Our job is to get Albrecht back,” she reminded him.
“That’s changed now. But I can do both. First I’ll get Albrecht, and then I’ll help Toni and Kurt bring in the lot of them.”
She smiled and Jake kissed her on the lips.
“I need to start moving into position,” he said softly. He got out from the sleeping bag and then set the spare rifle closer to her.
He hoped she would still be able to shoot while shivering. Then he remembered that she had been able to shoot with her heart racing during Olympic competition, and he was reassured. Slowly, he stepped through the deep snow down the side of the mountain.
* * *
Alexandra got to the master suite in the south of the castle and paced back and forth. She couldn’t believe her own ears downstairs. Sure she had guessed that Conrad was up to something nefarious, but not this. This was much more diabolical than any sane individual could comprehend.
As she had left them there in the great hall, having lost her appetite with a headache, she could hear the men all the way back to her room laughing and joking about their grand scheme. These people were crazy. Crazy but dangerous. Two men had taken Albrecht to his room and locked him in there. Altenstein had, like her, not wanted to eat after those revelations, and retired to his room. The man looked just as shocked as she had, so she would have to help him as well.
First she changed into clothes that she could move in — black slacks and a sweater. Leather boots zipped up to just below her knee. And her leather coat, the pocket specially made on the inside left.
She went to her suitcase and found her cell phone. Hiding among her socks, she retrieved her 9mm Heckler and Koch subcompact handgun, checked the 10-round clip, and set it aside. Then she found her sound suppressor tucked inside a shoe. She took a bottle of water and added some to the silencer to cut the sound even more. Then she screwed it to the end of her gun and slid it inside her jacket.
Now she was ready.
Moving to the door, she opened it a crack and looked down the hallway. Standing on the balcony overlooking the foyer, the man named Jiri took a drink from his bottle of beer and set it on the table next to him. Then he fiddled with his Uzi.
Damn it. She needed this one alive. Looking back in her room, she thought again about her suitcase. No help there. The fireplace poker. Perfect.
She stepped out into the hallway and Jiri immediately saw her. Then she waved for him to come to her. Reluctantly, his head swiveling about, Jiri did as she said. Moving back inside the room, she waited.
When Jiri entered the room, the metal bar struck him in the back of the head and the man collapsed to the floor. Alexandra felt for a pulse. Still alive. She tied him up with cords from the drapes, shoved a nylon in his mouth, and then wrapped a cord from his mouth to his hands and down to his tied feet. He wasn’t going anywhere.
She took his Uzi in one hand and went back to the hallway. Seconds later, she had slipped into Herr Altenstein’s room and found the man on his bed, his hands over his eyes and mumbling to himself.
“Wilhelm,” she whispered loudly. “We must leave this place.”
Altenstein looked up at her, surprised. His eyes became wider when he saw the Uzi. “You? Where have I seen you before?”
“I don’t have time for this. Let’s just say I work for your government. Get your shoes and coat on and let’s move. Now.” She looked back out into the hallway as he did what she said.
Coming up the stairs was Miko. When he got to the top, he looked around, trying to find his partner Jiri. She closed the door and locked it.
* * *
On the south corner of the castle, Jake Adams had been able to keep away from the cameras and the motion sensors. Just outside a French door a man lit a cigarette, only steps away from Jake. With one fluid motion, Jake kicked the back of the man’s leg while simultaneously putting him in a sleeper hold. Looking closer, Jake saw it was the man who had tried to kill him in the Donau Bar. Grago struggled in Jake’s arms. Not even thinking, Jake made one quick twist of his entire body, snapping the man’s neck. His weight crumpled beneath Jake and he slowly pulled the limp body back around the corner of the castle.
Now Jake crouched against the wall next to the corner drain. He made sure his gun was secure in its holster and started climbing the pipe. Just as he reached the corner balcony, his hands on the rails, an alarm sounded. The shock made him lose his grip with one hand, and he dangled for a moment by the other arm.
Through his mic he heard heavy breathing. “Jake, I must have tripped a motion sensor.” It was Kurt coming around the front.
Jake struggled and grasped the rail with his second hand. “Time to move in then,” Jake said a little too loud.
He swung his legs over rails and a shot rang out in the still night. Then the window next to him smashed.
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Still somewhat in shock from seeing Jake break that man’s neck, Anna had been focusing her attention on Jake hanging from the railing, when she caught movement in the snowy garden below. Then the alarm broke the silence.
Next came the shots, and she turned her gun toward the man on the snowy surface, his gun pointed toward Jake.
She didn’t hesitate. The light crack of her rifle echoed about the air and the man below dropped to the snow holding his right leg. The important thing, though, was he had dropped the rifle.
Now she watched Jake slide into the French doors. “Nice job,” she whispered into the mic. She kept her eyes open for more problems.
* * *
Jake found himself in the dimly lit master suite, his gun following his eyes around the room. Laying close to the door was a man, hog-tied and blood seeping from the back of his head, a fireplace poker a few feet away. What the hell?
He spoke into the mic as he felt for a pulse. “Where are you?” The guy had a pulse.
No answer.
Suddenly, gunfire burst from the front of the castle. Then more from just down the hall from him.
“I’m inside,” Jake said. “Second floor.”
“A little busy here,” came Kurt’s reply.
Moving to the door, Jake saw a salvo of flashes from a room a few doors down, aimed at the staircase. He ran the plans for the castle through his mind and realized the shooter in the room could hold off anyone trying to come upstairs from that position. But who was it? He had a shot and an angle.
Time to help out.
Just after the next volley from the room toward the stairs, Jake waited a second for return fire and then he leveled his gun around the doorframe and shot three times at the man on the stairs. The man dropped to the steps, the gun bouncing down the marble and firing a couple of times.
Silence.
Jake yelled, “Down here.” He waved for the shooter to come to him.
A set of eyes peered from the darkness of the room down the hall. Then the door swung open and a woman in a leather jacket ran toward him carrying an Uzi, followed by a man who looked very scared.
When they got into the master suite, Jake closed the door behind them and pointed his gun at the woman.
“Who the hell are you two?”
The woman was pissed. “Who the hell are you?”
“Jake Adams. I’m here to get Gustav Albrecht. Where is he?” He opened the door and shot a couple of times.
“You’re Jake Adams,” she said with disbelief. “I thought you were taller.”
“I get that a lot. Now, who the hell are you?”
Before she could answer, the mic crackled. “Jake. I’ve got a shot on those two through the French windows.” It was Anna.
“No, Anna. Don’t shoot.”
The woman and man looked around the room for someone else.
Jake explained. “You’re being covered by a rifle from outside right now. Who the fuck are you?”
The woman let out a deep sigh. “Alexandra Schecht. BND.”
Somewhat confused, Jake said, “German Federal Intelligence Service. And I use that term lightly. I thought they gutted the Bundesnachrichtendienst.”
“Not completely.” She pulled her silenced gun from her jacket and threw the Uzi to the bed. “It’s out of bullets.”
“Wait a minute,” Jake said. He opened the door a little, saw a man trying to walk down the hall, and Jake shot twice at him, making him go back down the stairs. “Any relation to Gunter Schecht? Former BND.”
Hesitantly, she said, “He was my uncle.”
Shit. Jake had killed the man years ago on a case.
“I know you killed him,” she said. “I know all about you.”
Jake considered raising his gun on her again. “And?”
“You had no choice,” she said. “My uncle Gunter had become a rogue, working for some bad people.”
He swung the door open and shot again.
“He was a good man at one time,” Jake said. “We had worked together in Munich. Something changed in him.”
She nodded her head. “Let’s find our way out of here. How many do you have with you?”
“Two out front and one covering us from the back.” Jake went onto his mic and described the man and woman with him, so they wouldn’t shoot them. Then he said to Alexandra, “Who’s this guy?”
Altenstein started telling Jake his life story and Jake stopped him. “All right. You’re the nano scientist. I get it.” He turned to Alexandra. “Do you know where they’re keeping Albrecht?”
“He’s two doors down on the left,” she said. “But they’ve got him locked in there.”
“I’ll take care of that while you keep them busy.”
She nodded and took Jake’s place at the door.
Jake slid a new clip into his gun and then ran out into the hallway firing at the stairs. The men there scooted back. With one fluid motion, Jake ran and smashed his shoulder into the door. The lock gave at the frame and crashed inward, taking Jake with it. He landed on the floor and dropped his gun for a moment, the gun a few feet from his hand.
Looking up, Jake saw Albrecht in the middle of the room. Standing behind him was Viktor Kopari, the concierge from Budapest, a gun pointing at Albrecht’s head.
“I thought that might be you,” Kopari said. His left pinky was wrapped in a small cast.
“How’s your finger and nipple,” Jake asked, his own fingers digging into a Persian rug and wanting to go for the gun.
Gunfire sounded out in the hallway. First a few loud shots and then the coughs from Alexandra’s silenced HK.
Kopari wagged his little finger. “Made it quite hard to play hockey earlier today. Didn’t want to fit in my glove. But I shoot with my right hand.”
Jake wasn’t sure if he meant in hockey or with the gun. “So now what?”
“Now we wait,” Kopari said. “We wait until our men kill anyone who came here with you.”
“I’m sure Hermann Conrad would like to talk with me,” Jake said, buying time. He noticed the room was lit better than the master suite. “Okay. Looks like Herr Albrecht might be sick. He needs to put his head between his legs.”
Albrecht seemed to understand, and he slipped with all his weight to the floor.
The bullet plinked through the window and entered Kopari at the base of the neck. Kopari dropped down onto Albrecht, his hands and body like a bag of dead fish, the man’s gun bouncing on the rug.
Jake picked up his pistol, and then rushed and kicked Kopari’s gun to the side.
More shooting in the hallway and out front.
“I aimed for the center of his back,” Anna said in the headset. “But he slumped down. Where did I hit?”
Checking the man’s pulse, Jake lied, “I think he’ll live. Not likely to play hockey again, though. We’re going back to the master suite. I’ll hold out there for a while.” He opened the door a crack and glanced down toward the master suite, seeing Alexandra there at the door.
Jake shoved Albrecht out the door and he ran as Jake and Alexandra fired down the hall from both locations. Then Jake backed down the hall shooting until he got into the master suite, slamming the door behind him. He changed out a fresh magazine.
Bullets pelted the thick door.
“Now what?” Alexandra asked Jake.
“Now we wait for a moment.”
They both heard the helicopter at the same time.
* * *
Toni was behind a low brick wall below a light that she had shot out. Kurt was across the main walk from her, also behind an identical brick section.
She looked up and saw the helicopter, a spotlight scanning the yard and settling on her for a second before doing the same to Kurt.
“Turn off that damn light,” Toni yelled.
“Who is that?” Kurt said and then took a couple shots at the front door.
The light went out and Toni saw the Austrian Army symbol on the side of the helicopter.
Over a loud speaker a man’s voice said, “Put down your weapons. Austrian State Police.”
Great. Just fucking great.
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Hermann Conrad had just opened up a closet on the first floor, lined with Steyr assault rifles and compact HK MP5 fully-automatic military carbines. He had just passed them out to the faithful and put them in position when he heard the helicopter above.
“Now what?” he said to Miko.
Miko shrugged. “My guess would be Staatpolizei.”
That made no sense to Conrad. “They have no cause.”
“They’re pissed off about losing at hockey today.”
Conrad ignored him. “What’s going on upstairs?”
“One man. I’m guessing Jake Adams. But there’s another shooter.”
“Who?”
“I don’t know. Jiri’s missing. So is Kopari. I’m guessing both are dead.”
“Anyone else?”
“One of our local security men was shot in the back garden. He had been shooting at Adams.” He hesitated for a second. “And Grago is missing. I think Adams took him out.”
“Damn it. What about Alexandra?” Conrad was in deep thought waiting for an answer.
“Sir, we think she’s the second shooter upstairs.”
Could this be true? The woman who he brought out of poverty? How could she betray him? His mind shifted gears, thinking now only about his survival and the security of his plan. There had to be a way out of this. “Grab a rifle and come with me,” Conrad finally said.
* * *
Someone cut the power.
“Cover us coming down the drain,” Jake said to Anna on the headset.
“Gotcha.”
From the master suite a few moments ago, Jake had seen the helicopter out front — a Staatpolizei chopper — and then a line of cars hurrying up the only road to the castle. He knew the place would become even more of a shooting gallery soon. He had to get these three outside.
On the balcony, Jake first helped Albrecht grasp onto the drain pipe and slide down. Then Altenstein followed him to the snowy surface below. He had informed them to wait for Alexandra and they waited down there now for her.
“They can make it out themselves,” Alexandra said. “I should go with you.”
“No. Please go with them.”
“What about you?”
Jake looked back to the master suite. He was stuck there unless he could come up with a plan. Then it came to him. He sent Alexandra down the pipe and he followed right after her.
When they got to the ground, Jake sent them around to the hill where Anna sat. They could wait there with her on the high ground. Once they were gone, Jake moved along the edge of the castle and smashed in a window. He crawled into the darkness and waited a moment, putting on his NVGs. He was in a library, the walls lined with old leather-bound books from floor to ceiling. Think, Jake. Remember the floor plans from the computer. Where would he go if he wanted to get away? Shit. Of course.
He flipped his NVGs away from his eyes and made sure his gun was loaded with a full 15-round clip. Then he looked out the door to the first-floor hallway.
Nobody there.
Stepping out lightly, he slid along one wall. The power out, only a few candles lit his way. As he reached the foyer, the staircase ahead to his right, he stopped when he saw two dark figures sweep along through the darkness, rifles in their hands.
The intensity of rounds firing from the front of the building was far greater now. Automatic salvos. They had upgraded from handguns, Jake thought. Great.
Looking around a corner, Jake went after the two men who had passed toward the kitchen.
“Jake. You there?” Anna’s words through his headset. He stopped dead in his tracks and then keyed his mic twice, meaning he couldn’t talk. “I have Albrecht, Altenstein, and Alexandra with me. We’ll hold our position.”
Outstanding, he thought. Hopefully Anna would also keep her gun ready.
It was darker now toward the kitchen, so Jake pulled down the NVGs again. The kitchen was empty. Feeling safe to whisper, Jake said into his mic, “In the kitchen. Going under.”
He thought about the door leading to the back garden, but didn’t think Conrad would take that one, not knowing who would be there waiting for him. Instead, Jake went to the door on the other side of the kitchen. The one that lead to the wine cellar. It had been that during the monastery days, as a ski hotel, and Jake imagined it still held wine.
The stone stairs leading down were slick from the cool dampness. Maybe too cold and wet for wine, he thought. At the bottom of the stairs he suddenly felt a flush of air across his face. He had to move now. They were already outside.
NVGs on his head, he ran through the wine racks to a back corner, through an open thick wood door and then down a couple more steps and through a low tunnel.
The tunnel had been built during the Second World War, when the place had been occupied first by the Nazis and then by a group of resistance fighters. Both had thought it necessary to have an escape plan. And now Conrad had done the same.
There was a dim light ahead. Moonlight on snow, Jake thought. If his guess was right, he would end up some one hundred meters to the north of the castle in a group of pines grown to hide the entrance.
Cautiously, his gun in front, he moved through the metal door. Bullets immediately plinked off the door to his left.
Jake dove to the snow and fired twice at nothing. Just the sound. He waited, his gun and part of his head the only thing above the snow. The scene was an eerie green from the NVGs.
Nature was on Jake’s side. Clouds swirling overhead temporarily blocked the moon. Move now.
Jake jumped to his feet and in a low run, hurtled himself into a group of low pines, the only cover close. Now he had the advantage with the NVGs.
There. Movement across a small open area. Man with a rifle. Jake shot three times and waited.
The first bullet from the rifle smashed a tree branch next to Jake’s head. The second and third whizzed over his head after he ducked down.
“Hey, Jake,” came a voice from across the small opening. “We missed you at the Donau Bar. You’re a crafty one, I’ll give you that.”
Jake keyed his mic and then yelled, “Miko Krupjak. So your boss left you and the other Brothers to stay behind and clean up his mess.”
Miko laughed out loud, his voice echoing through the forest. “You are a funny man, Adams. We all serve at someone’s pleasure. Even you.”
It was hard to pinpoint the location of the man from his voice. Jake could shoot all night and not hit a damn thing. Play the game.
“I work for myself,” Jake assured him. Then he rose slowly and moved ten meters to his right, behind a large pine.
“You work for that fake,” Miko said. “The old grand master.”
Jake looked up at the clouds. They might hold for a few more minutes. No more. He turned his head toward his last position and said, “Looks like your New grand master is the fake. Leaving you like this.”
Bullets struck his old position but Jake was ready, firing his gun five times at the muzzle flashes.
Silence.
He was sure he had heard the thud of bullet on flesh, a distinct sound like no other.
Jake waited for ten minutes, listening carefully to the sounds of gunfire from the castle behind him. Looking up, the clouds had opened and closed a couple of times. Now, a big bank of swirling clouds darkened the night again. Stepping lightly through the snow, Jake crept along, trees his cover, toward the spot he had fired at moments ago. Ahead he saw a body laying flat on its back, a rifle still in the man’s right hand.
As he got closer, Jake took off the NVGs and pulled out his small flashlight. Miko lay in front of him, two blood spots on his chest and one on his forehead. For a microsecond, Jake wondered where his other two shots had hit. Running the flashlight through the snow, Jake saw where a man, Conrad, had run off toward the north.
Jake sat down in the snow and took a breath. He would have to go after Conrad, but the guy would be easy to follow, his tracks no problem to follow.
Then something occurred to Jake. The forest was quiet. No shooting. Not even a helicopter any more.
“What’s going on?” Jake said into the mic.
Nothing.
“Hey,” Jake said. “Anyone out there?”
“Are you all right?” It was Anna.
“Yeah, but Conrad is still on the loose. I got Miko, though. Did the men give up?”
“I’m still on the mountain,” she said. “No word from Toni or Kurt.”
That wasn’t a good sign.
Anna continued, “The polizei are taking the men into custody right now. Should we go down there?”
“No. Stay out of it.”
“The voice from the helicopter,” she said. “It was Franz Martini.”
He had been in the castle at the time, so he didn’t hear that. “That changes everything. You should bring them down then.”
“Super.”
A fresh clip in his gun, Jake moved off after Conrad, following the man’s footprints in the snow. The tracks turned east toward the town of St. Johann. Moving along, stepping in Conrad’s footsteps, Jake tried to figure out how much of a lead the man had on him. Fifteen minutes? Maybe more. He soon came to the first city street and immediately lost the tracks on the hard-packed snow. Even with a good guess, Jake would not find the man here. He was sure of that.
Jake holstered his gun and started back toward the castle — this time walking the road until he reached the first polizei cordon.
“What’s going on up there?” Jake asked one of the uniformed officers, a man with a bruised right eye.
“We think it was a major drug bust,” the polizei man said.
“Hope they got ‘em,” Jake said. “Drugs are killing Europe.”
The polizei man agreed with a nod.
“Could I talk with Franz Martini,” Jake asked the man.
He looked shocked that Jake would know Martini and even more so that he knew Martini was on the scene. But he handed Jake a hand-held radio.
“How are things at the castle, Franz?” Jake asked, turning his back to the polizei.
“Jake? I thought you might still be inside. Where are you?”
“Out on the road with your men,” he said. “I followed Conrad into town and lost him. You might want to cover the airport and set up some road blocks.”
Jake heard Martini barking orders in the background to his men. Then he said to Jake, “Anna is fine. She has Albrecht, Altenstein and Alexandra with her. You know this other woman works for German Intel?”
“Yeah, we’ve met. Thank her for me. She covered my ass in there.” Jake explained what had happened with Conrad and Miko escaping through the tunnel and how Miko would need a body bag.
“We’ll take care of him,” Martini said. He hesitated. “Jake. One of the people out front, one of the two Agency officers…took a bullet.”
Jake’s mind reeled. “Which one?”
“The man. The one who was with you at the warehouse.”
“Will he be all right?”
“No. I’m sorry, Jake.”
He thanked Martini and then handed the set back to the uniformed polizei. Jake sat on the side of the road and thought about his good friend, Kurt Lamar. It was a loss that would be hard to comprehend.
* * *
A little later Jake was allowed back up to Conrad’s castle. Toni was talking with Franz Martini, but Jake went instead to the body covered with a blanket. He stooped down and slowly uncovered the blanket from Kurt’s head. A bullet had ripped through most of his neck and another had entered his face halfway down his nose. Imagining the back of his head was probably gone, Jake threw the blanket back and rose, his feet unsteady and his head swirling.
An arm came around his side, and Jake turned to Toni at his side.
“I’m sorry, Jake,” she said. “We were fine until they pulled out the automatic rifles. It all happened so fast.”
He could see she had been crying and he put his arm around her. “I’m sorry too. I should have left Conrad and come down to help you from inside.”
She shook her head. “Then you’d be dead also.”
He lowered his chin to his chest. He felt dead now himself.
“This was his job,” she said. “He knew what he was getting into.”
Jake wanted to ask her why she refused to work with him directly. Why she had been so reluctant to help him. Why she had been so damn stubborn. Maybe he was looking for someone to blame, but then he realized that Toni was not that person. He couldn’t blame her any more than he could blame himself. That’s the only way he could continue to do what he did for a living. And maybe even that should change, he thought. Europe had changed and he didn’t like the direction in which it was heading.
He left Toni there and drifted over to the back of an ambulance, where Anna stood with Albrecht and Altenstein. Albrecht was sitting on the back end with an oxygen mask over his face. All of the skis and rifles lay on the ground next to the rig.
Pulling Anna aside, Jake said, “He all right?”
“Yeah. Just a little too much excitement.”
Jake took her in his arms and held her tight, thankful he had left her on the mountain with her rifles and not gotten her involved in the major shooting.
“You saved my ass tonight,” Jake said to her, whispering in her ear.
“The man in the room? That was Kopari, right? The concierge from Budapest.”
He nodded. “He would have killed me. I owe you a big one.”
She kissed him long on his lips and then pulled back slightly and said, “You can give me that later.”
Even with all that had happened, Jake found a slight smile within him. Some parts of Europe had not changed, and he was grateful for that.
“Let’s go get your car,” he said to her.
Jake slung the two rifles over his shoulders and grabbed a pair of skis and poles. Anna took her skis and they started to walk away, but a strained voice stopped them from behind. “Jake. Please, a moment.” It was Gustav Albrecht.
“I’ll catch up,” Jake said to Anna, and she started walking toward the front gate.
Jake turned to Albrecht. “What.”
“Thank you. You saved me. You saved the Order. How can I ever repay you?”
“Well, I expect one hell of a bonus in my bank account.”
“Done.”
Jake turned and wandered after Anna. He was stopped again. This time by a woman’s voice.
Alexandra caught up with him and walked at his side. “Thank you for your help,” she said. “Conrad and his men would have killed me if he knew I had betrayed him.”
“How long had you been onto Conrad?” Jake asked her.
“We heard about his funding for the nanotechnology work through a contact at Magdeburg University. I was sent to the university first months ago and turned Altenstein’s graduate assistant to let us know of any strange directions to their research.”
“That’s how Altenstein recognized you?”
“Yes. I played the grad student’s girlfriend a few times and he must have seen us together on campus. But eventually we needed to latch onto Conrad, so we set up a chance meeting in Vienna a few months back. He was more than eager to take advantage of the situation.”
Jake stopped and turned to Alexandra. “I see your appeal.”
She shook his hand. “It was nice working with you, Jake. If you ever need anything in Germany, please give me a call.”
He shook her hand and said, “I will. Trust me. And I am sorry about your Uncle Gunter.”
“Thank you.”
She walked away and Jake tried his best to understand how she could have given that fabulous body to Conrad under any circumstances — not to mention doing it for her work.
He caught up with Anna and they got a ride from one of the uniformed polizei back to her car.
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They had spent the past six days hanging out at Anna’s chalet outside of Zell am See. She had gotten leave until after the first of the year, by direct order of the Federal President of Austria. They had done some downhill skiing at Kaprun and more cross country skiing near the chalet. Jake had not wanted to do much of anything; just hang out and relax and enjoy each other’s company. And they had done that.
Now, evening set in and they sat before a roaring fire on the sofa, Jake with his arm around her, and Anna with her head on his shoulder.
“What now?” Jake asked her.
She turned her eyes up to him. “What do you mean?”
“Do I just go back to Innsbruck and you go back to Vienna? Pretend we’re not good together?”
“I was hoping you could move your business to Vienna.”
He could do that. After all, he worked out of his apartment overlooking the Inn River. Worked mostly with a hand shake and a money transfer to his bank in Luxemburg. That he could do anywhere.
“Could you handle seeing me that much?”
She kissed him and they lingered like that for a long time. Finally, she said, “What do you think?”
“I hate big cities, though.”
“As you know, I live outside near the forest.”
“Is that an offer?”
“Yes, it is.”
“Super,” he said, just like she would.
She laughed. “Now. About Christmas.”
Over the past couple of days she had tried to convince him to come to her parent’s house for Christmas, but he wasn’t sure he was ready for that yet.
“I told you I have to leave tomorrow for Kurt’s funeral in Wisconsin. I have to be there.”
She nodded her understanding.
“But what about New Years Eve?” he said. “I could be back in time for that. Meet your parents then.”
“Great.” A broad smile.
They kissed again and then she lay her head back on Jake’s shoulder. They fell asleep like that.
* * *
The funeral for Kurt Lamar was with full military honor guards. Jake and Toni were both there, along with retired Admiral James Murphy, the man who had recruited Kurt into the spy game years before. It was a fine tribute to a man who had served his country with great distinction.
Jake had flown directly from Wisconsin to Chicago, and then on to Frankfurt, Germany. Then he had taken a local flight to Berlin and rented a car.
Now, just a few days before the new year, evening settling across Sachsen-Anhalt, Jake parked the rental car on a farmer’s road along a field, twenty kilometers southwest of Magdeburg. A strip of forest cut the field in two, and on each side, high on the hill above, giant white blades twirled around in the breeze in a vast wind farm. Their turbines produced enough power to light the nearby city of Bernburg.
He started out toward the house on the hill, an old farm house that looked in need of a new stucco and paint job.
Cold seeped into Jake’s exposed skin on his neck and his face. He wore black from the jump boots to his leather gloves.
Stepping closer to the house, Jake wondered how he should play this. He had gotten one of his CZ-75s and two clips, which he kept in safe deposit boxes in both Berlin and Munich. This one dated back to his days working in Germany for the old CIA.
He pulled the pistol out from his leather coat now and slid a round into the chamber. The house was a hundred meters away. Sitting alongside the back under a car port was the man’s Mercedes. The car had confirmed the man’s location to Jake, but it had not been his only way to find him. A little research had done that. He owned the wind farm, and had bought the old farmhouse a few years back.
There was one light visible through the slats of the Rolladens as Jake came up to the edge of the house. Only one way in Jake’s mind to do this. The direct approach.
When Jake kicked in the door, he found Hermann Conrad lounging on a leather sofa, a glass of brandy in his hand. On an end table next to the sofa sat a 9mm Glock. Conrad’s eyes were wide when he saw Jake.
Moving from left to right and back again, his gun aiming about the room for anything that could harm him, Jake finally trained the pistol on Conrad.
“Easy or hard,” Jake said. “That’s up to you.”
“What are you talking about? I own Sachsen-Anhalt.”
“Maybe. But you don’t own me. Pick up the gun.”
“Why?”
“Because I never shoot an unarmed man.”
Conrad’s eyes shifted toward the Glock on the table and then back to Jake. He must have been calculating how long it would take to pick up the gun, aim it at Jake, and fire. The numbers were not working for the guy, Jake could tell.
“I said…pick up the fucking gun.” Jake shot a hole in the wall behind Conrad’s head.
With one jerky motion that seemed slower than it was, Conrad went for the gun. Just as the man raised the gun from the table, Jake stepped to his right and shot three times. Two to the chest and one to the forehead. Conrad sunk into the sofa, the gun in his hand, laying on the table.
It took Jake only two minutes to find the small aluminum case. He figured Conrad would have the remaining nanoprobes close to him, not trusting anyone else with his precious discovery. Looking inside the case, Jake found the five secure tubes wedged delicately into thick foam rubber. He smiled and closed the case.
Taking a deep breath, Jake picked up his spent brass, backed out of there, and made his way back to the rental car.
* * *
Two days later, after Jake had first gone to get his car in Vienna, he drove back to Zell am See to spend a day with the Schult family. He met Anna’s parents; they had a great New Year’s Eve meal and party, and then Anna and Jake went back to the chalet for their own private party.
Now the two of them sat again before the fire and drank champagne.
“I got a call today from Franz Martini,” Anna said. “They found Hermann Conrad in Germany. Shot twice in the chest and once in the forehead. Looked like a professional hit.”
“Really. That’s too bad. I was looking forward to another meeting with the man.”
“I’ll bet,” she said. She clinked her glass on his and they both drank down the champagne.
“Any thought about moving to Vienna?”
“A lot of thought,” he said. “I think it’s a great idea.” He took her glass and set both down on the coffee table. Then he took her in his arms and they kissed for a full minute before embracing again, lost in the glow of the fire.
* * *
Two weeks later in a semi-private ceremony in Vienna, Gustav Albrecht, the Grand Master of the Teutonic Order, made Jake Adams an honorary knight. Moments later, the Federal President of Austria conferred upon Jake the Great Golden Decoration with Star of Austria, the highest honor Austria bestowed upon any civilian.
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