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Аннотация
Jake Adams is a man on the run. The former CIA officer has survived one assassination attempt already, but just barely. His girlfriend wasn’t so lucky. And now someone else has tried. Jake has no choice but to go underground until he can discover who wants him dead and why. But Jake made many enemies during his career, and few friends. With a member of the Austrian polizei and a German intelligence officer as his only allies, Jake sets out across Europe, fighting to stay one step ahead of the assassins who dog his every move. What he finds could not only end his life, but could shift the balance of power in the world.
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Berlin, Germany
A few minutes before midnight, in an isolated area along the eastern bank of the Spree River, Dominik stepped silently toward the water, a consciously subdued spring in his step. He could smell it already, a pungent odor of industrialism, the result of urban expansion and overindulgence. Chemicals mixed with dead fish and aquatic bird feces. He loved it all now. In the last few days he never felt so alive.
Dominik laughed inside as he thought about all the reports of climate change and environmental shock and horror, yet the people still threw their cigarette butts, fast food wrappers and urinated on the streets when they couldn’t find a better place to relieve themselves. They drove cars like maniacs on the Autobahns, spewing exhaust into the air and polluting with sound. And all of that ended up somewhere on the Earth. Probably in the Spree, Dominik thought. He normally mused of these things when he had nothing else to do — when he was bored and alone like now — but he knew he should have been concentrating more on this meeting and the result. It wasn’t every day that a man got rich, especially a man who had struggled all of his life growing up in a small town in northern Poland. After six years in the army, he’d gone from job to job until he realized what he did best was shoot a gun. Not much calling for that in the private sector…until recently. One million Euros was a lot of money. More than Dominik Gorski would expect to see in a lifetime. And now he’d earned this much in a few days. He loved capitalism.
As he stopped at the edge of the river, a light breeze picked up, bringing more of the odor and a chill to his exposed skin. He flipped up the collar on his wool jacket and shoved his hands into his pockets, his right hand grasping the handle of his Glock 19. He’d cut out the backside of his pocket allowing easy access to his gun. Didn’t expect he’d need it. But with that kind of money, who knew?
He heard the car coming before he saw it. Cruising in slowly, a dark Audi A3 came to a stop about twenty feet from Dominik, lights off. He’d never met anyone involved with this whole case until now. Everything had been handled over the internet. And that had been a concern to him. What if it had simply been a joke by some thirteen-year-old boy who was mad at his father? Just have him killed. Perhaps worse, it could’ve been the German Polizei setting him up. No. They wouldn’t have allowed the man from Mainz to die like that.
When the driver’s door opened, Dominik’s grip on his gun tightened. Settle down, he pressed into his mind. All is right. The man getting out of the Audi had described himself perfectly, right down to the watch cap and the cast on his right arm. He said on the phone he’d fallen from his bike and broken his arm. The man’s left hand held a briefcase with the money. Both hands were occupied. A good sign.
Letting out a deep breath, Dominik stepped forward a few feet and stopped as the man came around the front of the car.
The contact smiled and in German said, “Hope you didn’t have to walk too far from the U-Bahn station.”
That was their code phrase. His answer? “The shadows of Berlin are darker than any on Earth,” he said in his best German.
“Glad you found the spot,” his contact said. “I’d shake your hand for a job well done, but…” He tried to raise both hands.
“I understand.” On the phone Dominik had tried to guess the accent of the man, and now in person he knew this one was a Russian. He’d served in the army with many Russians.
“Tell me about the man you killed,” the Russian said.
“It was no problem,” Dominik answered. “He was right where you said he would be. Walking home from Sunday mass to his apartment near the Rhine. I drove up, asked for directions, as he leaned toward my open window, I put five rounds in him. People are easy. What did he do?”
The Russian smiled. “It’s not so much what he did, as what he used to do. It’s not important.”
Dominik was confused. He’d speculated all along that the man he killed was a businessman or someone who owed this man money. He was sure a man didn’t have a hit out on him unless he’d done something to deserve it. But a million Euros. That dissolved all questions. His anxiety now was his anticipation to see the money. He’d never seen more than a thousand Euros at one time.
“Could I see the money?” Dominik asked excitedly.
The Russian nodded his head. “You’ll have to help me open the case, though.” He raised his broken arm, which looked thicker than most casts.
“Sure.” Dominik took hold of the bottom of the case with his left hand and pulled his right hand from his pocket to unlock the latch.
As the case lid rose up, Dominik’s eyes first went to inside the briefcase. When all he saw was newspapers, his gaze went toward the Russian, whose right arm, the one with the cast, pointed directly at Dominik’s head, just a foot away.
* * *
The bullet struck the Pole in his left eye. He wouldn’t hear the sound. Wouldn’t feel a thing as he dropped to the gravel like a bag of rocks.
The Russian smiled broadly and closed the case. Then he checked to make sure the Pole was dead. Truly was. Next he walked back to his car, unstrapped the fake cast and set it onto the floor of the passenger side, slipped on latex gloves, and went back to the dead man.
He searched the man, finding the gun, which he flung into the river, and took the man’s identification. He grabbed the man by his feet and dragged him to the river, trying not to get any blood on himself. Mustering great strength from his muscular body, he flung the dead man, and with a final kick, the man’s limp body slipped over the bank and into the river. By the time the plop from the water struck the Russian’s ears, the body had slipped out of sight, swallowed in the murky liquid like a stone into a pool of oil.
Taking a moment to assess his work, the Russian gazed out at the river, the cold October breeze caressing his face. He loved the fall. There was death everywhere — the smell in the air and the fallen leaves whisked about his feet. Even the bugs had died by now. Everything dies in the fall, he thought, a slight smile at the corner of his lips.
Now the Russian got back into his Audi and sat for a second, thinking again if he’d gotten everything right. He took off the latex gloves and made a quick call on his cell phone.
“It’s done,” he said in Russian. Then he hung up.
Satisfied, he lit a cigarette and started his car. Just as slowly as he’d come there, he cruised away below the speed limit, wondering where that body would finally show up.
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Innsbruck, Austria
With great deference to The Wasteland, Jake Adams thought that October was the cruelest month. Everything must die in October. Leaves turn from various shades of green to bright orange and yellow and red, before falling to the wet ground and starting the decaying process before being covered by a heavy layer of snow. Cruel and beautiful is how Jake always considered the changes of Autumn. Dichotomous change.
Yet this October was even more cruel for Jake Adams. He’d spent nearly two months in the Austrian hospital — a visit that should have lasted no more than three weeks, but which he had no great desire to cut short — so they could patch his bullet wounds and build his strength from massive blood loss. The worst of it was the infection that nearly kicked his butt into the ground. Unfortunately it wasn’t his first time in a hospital recovering from bullet wounds.
Now, dressed in clothes purchased for him, Jake shuffled out the front door into the crisp morning air, his gait hampered by his new synthetic left knee. He stopped and took in a deep breath, his dark, intense eyes glancing about at cars passing by on the road. A raven swooped across the Inn River and landed in a maple tree. He loved the smell of fall. Fresh death.
He thought about his years in the CIA, and how he had been shot only twice during countless missions. Since retiring from the Agency years ago, he had been shot twice more. And both times in relatively tranquil Austria. Part of that unequal equation had to do with resources, he knew. With the Agency he had almost endless back-up and intel. But as a private security consultant, he was mostly on his own.
The sun touched his face, warming him instantly. He considered the last time he and Anna had ridden horseback in the mountains in the heat of August, she the reluctant equestrian and he the enthusiastic teacher. That was just two days before the shooting. He tightened his jaw and forced away the tears. Growing up in Montana, young men learned not to cry from birth. He learned to ride horse, play football, be tough. There were no men who cried in Montana. Not officially. His tears for Anna came when he was either in extreme pain from the bullet wounds or while alone at night in the darkness of his private hospital room.
Somewhere deep within his mind he had successfully compartmentalized his feelings for Anna in the past week. His singular thoughts were not on her loss, but on those who had killed her. And he sure as hell wouldn’t cry for them when they finally met their maker. But Jake guessed those who had shot Anna didn’t believe in a higher power. Regardless, they’d wish they believed in something when he caught up with them. Then, perhaps, he would properly mourn the loss of Anna. Not before.
Laying in bed so long, he’d also thought of his siblings back in Montana. Neither had come to see him. Not his younger brother, Victor, a lawyer in Missoula, who had called a few times, but was right in the middle of a big trial. And not his baby sister, Jessica, who owned a river guide service and was occupied with her busiest season. Truthfully, Jake had specifically told them both to stay at home. He was fine. No need to get any of them involved in his business. Again, his training. When Jake worked covertly in the CIA, he’d never even acknowledge he had a family. It was better that way. Since his parents died in a car accident years ago, his siblings were all he had left.
Jake was mesmerized by the passing traffic. Where was he going? What would he do now? He had a lot of questions for himself, but few answers. Maybe he didn’t care. He’d had a lot of time to think, only time to think and nothing more, as he lay in that damn hospital bed. At first he’d hated the physical therapy — the pain and the initial futility — but later he came to look forward to the daily sessions. At least he’d gotten out of the bed and moved his muscles. It had taken his mind off his real pain. And then in the past two weeks he’d been allowed to work up a sweat, lifting weights and riding the recumbent bike. He couldn’t run on the treadmill, though, since his left knee had been shattered by a bullet and had to be rebuilt. The downward pressure on the knee was too painful. It still hurt him more than he’d told the doctors and nurses. He knew if he’d complained more they would have kept him for another week or two. No, he’d wasted too much time in there. Time to think. True. But now he needed to act. His body was nearly built back up to its normal muscular nature, but his dark hair was longer than it had been in years and he was even more prone to forget to shave for days. Who was he trying to impress?
As Jake stepped to the curb, deciding where to go and how to go there, a black Mercedes pulled up and the front passenger window powered down as the car stopped next to him. He held his knee as he lowered himself for a look inside. Without trying to react, Jake simply smiled at the driver.
“Get in,” the bald man behind the wheel said. No smile. The driver turned his intense gaze ahead as he took in a deep breath on his cigarette and almost immediately blew the smoke out his nose and mouth simultaneously.
Jake sighed, unsure what to do. Did he have a better choice? He could take a bus or a taxi. But he also had no place to go. His apartment in Vienna was hundreds of kilometers away. Besides, this was one person who might have the answers he sought.
Getting in, Jake settled gently into the comfort of the plush tan leather seat.
“Buckle up,” the man said to Jake. “You’ve seen enough hospitals for a while.”
Staring at the driver for a moment, Jake did as he was told and then the car pulled away slowly into traffic.
“I thought you’d be dead by now,” Jake said, breaking a long silence.
The driver huffed a laugh and pulled another cigarette from his front pocket. “You mind?”
“It’s your car and your lungs.”
Lighting the cigarette from the last of the other one, the driver sucked in the smoke, his right eye closing. He flicked the old butt out the driver’s window.
“You still on the job?” Jake asked him.
“Officially? I’m on medical leave. Chemo’s a bitch.”
“Almost didn’t recognize you without your hair or your mustache, Franz.” Kriminal Hauptkommisar Franz Martini had been one of the toughest sons of bitches Jake had ever known. At just over six feet, the Austrian Polizei man was a couple inches taller than Jake, and had always carried more beef on his bones also. And now the man had shriveled to a fraction of his former self, with his skin wrinkled and mottled. His sunken eyes were circled by puffy black rings. An air of death seeped from the man’s pores. Franz was dead, Jake guessed, but he just didn’t know it. Like the leaves of fall that refused to drop from the branches.
Laughing, Franz said, “I’m like one of those little Mexican dogs or Chinese cats. I don’t remember now. Hairless top to bottom. If you know what I mean.”
Jake let out a heavy breath. “Sorry, man.”
“Helluva way for a cop to die, Jake. Bald as a newborn.”
Jake guessed Franz was thinking about Anna’s death. The three of them had met years ago in Oberammergau, Germany, where Jake had given a lecture at an international terrorism conference. Jake was only a few months out of the Agency at that time, spreading his new wings in the private sector. Franz was representing Austria, and the young and beautiful Anna, a fresh member of Interpol’s counter terrorism unit. The three of them had hit it off, drinking more beer than Jake would admit today, and after a short period of long-distance dating, Jake had moved in with Anna in Vienna, despite his being ten years her senior. From mid-thirties to mid-forties age didn’t seem to matter to either of them. With his private business he could live almost anywhere.
“Anna was too young,” Jake finally said, solemnly.
“You’re right,” the Polizei man said, sucking in a breath from the cigarette and blowing it out in perfect rings. “Too much life to live.”
They drove slowly along the Inn River. Jake had lived only a couple of kilometers from here before moving to Vienna to live with Anna. He noticed the Alps to the south of the city already had a nice coat of snow. The ski resorts would open early this year, but Jake wouldn’t find himself on the slopes, he was sure. Especially with the bum knee.
It was a good thing Franz Martini had shown up, because he was one of the first people Jake had planned on looking up. With his connections in the Austrian state police, and having been Anna’s Godfather, Franz would be sure to keep up with the investigation into her death. Jake’s girlfriend wouldn’t have died in vain. Not if Jake had anything to do with it. Not if Franz was still breathing either.
“They find the bastards who killed Anna?”
Franz pulled out another cigarette and lit it from the butt, bringing the end to a bright orange. “You killed two of them, Jake. But we think there was a third shooter and maybe a driver.” Again he threw the butt out the window.
“That’s not what I meant. Who hired them?”
Shaking his head emphatically, Franz said, “Don’t know. As you might guess, Interpol took the lead on the investigation, considering Anna was one of their own and might have been targeted because of her work in counter terrorism.”
“But they didn’t find crap,” Jake said, not able to hide his displeasure.
The old cop shook his head.
Jake stared straight ahead. “They weren’t after Anna,” he said. “Somebody wanted me dead.”
“But who?” Franz asked. “That could be a long list. I’m sure you’ve pissed off a lot of people in the past couple of decades in the Agency. Most Eastern Europe governments, the Turks, the old Soviets and the new Russians, not to mention many government agencies in Western Europe.”
This was all speculation on the part of his Austrian friend. “Don’t forget the Irish Republican Army,” Jake reminded him.
“Or any number of private citizens you’ve angered with your more recent investigations.”
“All right. I get it. It was only a matter of time.” In the past two months Jake had run every one of those he had worked with in the past couple decades through his mind, trying like hell to find out who had wanted to kill him. Most of his work as a private security consultant had gone under the radar, he was sure. But his work in a number of CIA operations in Europe were a concern. The Agency would be sure to look into that angle on their own. A part of him wished he had died that night with Anna. But a part deep inside him wanted to live, needed to find out who killed Anna. If he couldn’t protect her, he had to do that much for her. A reason to live.
Silence as they drove closer to Jake’s old apartment building.
“How was Anna’s funeral?” Jake asked his old friend.
“Very nice.” He let out a cloud of smoke and continued, “I had Stefan Beck video the whole event. We wanted to study it to see if we could find someone who shouldn’t be there.”
“I should’ve been there,” Jake said emphatically.
“You were on your third surgery at the time. I made a copy of the video. Under the seat.”
Jake found a thick folder there, which he opened and looked inside. There were stacks of papers, a DVD, and a number of photos.
“All of those items are also scanned on the DVD,” Franz said, “but I thought you’d want to see them in hard copy first. Check to see if you recognize anyone out of the ordinary.”
He looked at the photos first. Jake had finally convinced Anna to take vacation. He would teach her to fly fish, his only true passion. The photos were from the shooting scene at the cabin he and Anna had rented along the river fifty kilometers from Innsbruck. None showed Anna’s bullet-ridden body. Franz had been smart enough to remove those. But there were shots from nearly every angle, including those from where the men had shot outside. Franz had included a couple close up shots of the two men Jake had killed. He didn’t recognize either man. Briefly he flipped through the papers. There were polizei briefs on the dead men, autopsy reports from all those who died, including Anna, and an Interpol summary of the investigation, which seemed to be at a standstill. Jake read Anna’s autopsy report first. Jesus. He’d forgotten she had taken two bullets to the chest, one to the stomach, and a fourth to her right arm. A fifth had taken out her femoral artery. She would’ve died from those wounds if she’d been shot ten feet from a surgery suite.
When he finally looked up, he saw that Franz had pulled over to the side of the road in front of Jake’s old apartment building. Jake still owned the apartment, but he’d been renting it out for a while.
“What we doing here?” Jake asked, as he shoved everything back into the envelope.
“You need a place to stay.”
“What about my tenant?”
Franz lit another cigarette, his eyes drifting across the road to the river. “He moved. Once he found out you were almost killed, he decided to find another place.”
“Probably a smart idea. I’ve gotta get my stuff in Vienna, though.”
The old polizei officer turned, his gaze solemn. “It’s already up there. Anna’s parents took her things back to Kitzbuhel and I had your items brought here. You didn’t have much, though.”
“What about my Golf? We took Anna’s car to the mountains and left mine outside our apartment in Vienna.”
Franz coughed and put out the last of his cigarette in the overflowing ashtray. “It’s gone.”
“Someone stole it? Great.”
“No,” Franz said, “it was blown all to hell. Along with a bomber. Not a very good one, I guess. We think he was setting the Semtex when it went off.”
“When did this happen?”
“Two days ago.”
Jake thought about that, trying to make sense of it. “I was supposed to leave the hospital two days ago, but one of the doctors was out of town until today and wanted to see me one more time before my release.”
“I know. Someone else didn’t, though. They expected you to go back to Vienna and fire up the car. Boom.” He hesitated and then looked sternly into Jake’s eyes. “Someone still wants you dead, my friend.”
Great. But he didn’t plan on going gently into the night. At least not until he found out who’d hired the men to kill him and had actually killed Anna by mistake.
“Why not just finish me off in the hospital?”
Franz hunched his shoulders. “We had the place covered twenty-four seven,” he said. “And I’m sorry I didn’t come by to see you. As you might know, my doctor is in Vienna. When I wasn’t losing my hair, I was trying to find who killed Anna. I had to stay on the job for that.”
“I understand, Franz.” Jake put his hand on his old friend’s arm. The man’s muscles seemed to be almost gone along with his hair. He tightened his jaw and took back his hand.
“I have to go back to Vienna for two weeks,” Franz said. “I’ll dig deeper. You take care, my friend.”
“This is the first place they’ll look,” Jake said, his head nodding toward the apartment building.
Franz reached over and opened the glove box, producing a .40 caliber Glock 22 automatic and handing it to Jake.
Without thinking, Jake cleared the gun, checking the standard 15-round magazine, before shoving it back into the handle and cycling a round into the chamber.
“Jacketed hollow points. Your personal gun?” Jake asked him.
“One of them.” Franz smiled. “The trigger is set to two kilos. Just the way you like it.”
“Got any extra mags?”
Franz opened a center console, found two full magazines, and handed them to Jake. “I’m your new client, Jake. I hope you’ll take the gun as initial payment to find Anna’s killer.”
He didn’t have to do that, and Jake knew it. “You know I’d do this without a client.”
“I know. And I understand after your little adventure in Bulgaria you don’t need the money.”
“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Jake said, a smile barely crossing his lips. “But what about Austrian justice?”
Franz laughed so hard he started to cough. When he was back under control, he said, “We have no death penalty in Austria. I think you know this.”
“Your prisons are nicer than American military barracks.”
“So you understand,” Franz reiterated.
Yeah, he understood. His good friend, a man who had dedicated his entire adult life to the Austrian Polizei, wanted more justice than his system could provide. And now he was asking Jake to hang out and wait for unknown men to come and try to kill him, so he could kill the bad guys first. Self defense. Jake could live with that. Hopefully.
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Berlin, Germany
Gustav Vogler pulled his Polizei Mercedes to the curb alongside the northern edge of the Tiergarten, the city’s largest park, where the Spree River snaked gently through plush forest on one side and an upscale residential area on the other. Gustav had been the lead Polizei homicide investigator for the city and state of Berlin for the past two years. Prior to that he’d held the same position for the state of Bavaria, with Munich his primary concern.
In the passenger seat was Gustav’s assistant, Andreas Grosskreuz, who’d followed the inspector from Munich. The two of them had worked together for the past ten years, and could almost finish each other’s sentences. But where Andreas was still relatively young in his early thirties — a handsome man with dark hair and eyes, who still attracted the attention of pretty college-age women — Gustav was twenty years his senior with deep crow’s feet, consternation wrinkles across his forehead, and gray hair sprinkled generously across his close-cropped military haircut. Still, Gustav knew he could stick with his younger counterpart physically and mentally, with the exception of a foot race. Andreas was like a damn rabbit to Gustav’s turtle.
Gustav shoved another stick of nicotine gum into his mouth and chewed vigorously. His doctor told him a week ago to quit smoking or he’d die just like his father at age sixty. So he was weaning himself off the smokes with the gum and the patch.
“How do you like the gum?” Andreas asked his boss.
The gruff inspector looked down his nose as he chomped every gram of flavor from the gum. “It’s like chewing cigarette butts. I prefer my filterless cigarettes. But what can I do? The doctor reports me to my superiors and they suspend me and send me through that quit smoking program. I hear they use electrical probes — shock therapy.”
Andreas laughed. “I don’t think so. But that gum will kill you slower. Eventually you’ll have to quit that as well.”
He had a point. But his job was killing him fast enough. A half hour ago, while the two of them ate lunch, they’d gotten a call saying an American tourist from New York had spotted another body in the Spree. Gustav thought about the past few years in Berlin. Murders were up. Not to the level of American cities, but a concern nonetheless. He didn’t know how long before his boss would ship him off to Leipzig or Dortmund. Maybe someplace sedate to let him fade until retirement. Tightening his strong jaw against the gum, he shook his head with that thought. Not before he caught the bastard who was making him look bad in Berlin, he thought.
“This is the fifth body in two months,” Gustav said, his eyes cast upon the scene outside, where yellow crime tape had already cordoned off the park, including the bridge from the north side. “Let’s go see what we’ve got.”
The two of them got out, Gustav spitting his old used-up gum into the grass and replacing it with a new piece as they walked toward the scene.
They got to the edge of the bridge and Gustav gazed down, watching a crew hoist a man’s body into a basket and then start up the embankment.
“Just like the others?” Andreas asked his boss.
“We’ll see.” Gustav chomped on his fresh gum, gaining no great pleasure from the act. He looked up river toward the Mitte of the city. With the current, the body could’ve come from almost anywhere upstream. But he knew from the natural flow that many things had gotten caught up along this edge of the Tiergarten. The bridges here along the park acted like a sieve, catching anything and everything that floated. During World War II he’d heard that city officials had a crew of body collectors who ran up and down the river picking up the dead. The Tiergarten had been a particularly fruitful patch of real estate.
The emergency medical crew set the body in the basket onto the grass next to the inspector and his assistant. Gustav stooped down for a closer look. He looked up at one of the medical technicians and said, “What about the back of his head?”
“Not pretty, Herr Inspector. A hole the size of your fist.”
“So, the bullet entered through the eye and out the back,” Gustav said. “Just like the others. Any identification?”
“No, sir.”
“How long in the water? Rough estimate.”
The medical technician studied the body. “It’s been cold. Perhaps two days.”
That’s about what Gustav guessed. He saw all he needed for now. His crime scene investigators would comb over the area and find nothing, he knew, since the body wasn’t killed here. They’d also probably find nothing of importance on the body. Nothing out of the ordinary at least. “Have the medical examiner call me when he’s done with his exam,” he said to the technician.
They hauled the body away and Gustav drifted over to a grassy area, his critical eyes glancing about the edge of the park at those watching the action. Only a small gaggle of perhaps twenty people.
“Get someone to photograph the folks hanging around,” Gustav ordered.
“Already on it, sir.”
Although it hadn’t worked with this case, they had caught people in the past showing up to observe their work. Yet, Gustav had a feeling this killer was special. Gifted in the art of killing.
Walking back toward their car, Andreas was right at Gustav’s side. “What do you think, sir?”
“I don’t know,” Gustav said, and he meant it.
“You think we have a serial killer?” his assistant asked eagerly.
“Maybe. It makes sense. This makes five. And all of the bodies have been dumped in the Spree.”
“What do the Americans say?” Andreas asked, holding back a smile, “A killing spree?”
Gustav glanced sideways at his assistant. “How long have you waited to say that?”
“Since the third body.”
“Quite the restraint on your part.”
“I try, sir.”
“Try harder. Now, what else do we know?”
Andreas Grosskreuz hunched his shoulders. “Shot from the front. Looking directly at the killer. So, he either knew the killer or the killer had somehow gained the man’s trust long enough to shoot him in the face. We’ll probably find powder on his face like the others, which means close range.”
“Good. And?”
“Silencer perhaps?”
“Are you asking me, Andreas?”
“Well, sir, we have no reports of shootings in the city.”
“How far could the body travel in two days?”
“Depends on a lot of factors. The body might sink initially, get caught on the bottom, then it bloats and rises again. Could be a couple of kilometers or more. Of course it could have been caught on the bridge for a day without notice.”
His assistant was good, which is why Gustav had brought him along with him from Munich. He not only trusted Andreas with his life, he knew the younger man would someday have his job. And that was just fine with Gustav. The way he felt now, that day couldn’t come soon enough. But not until they got this killer.
“That would place the kill site somewhere in the southeast side of the city,” Gustav postulated. “What’s over there?”
“Mostly industrial.”
Gustav considered that carefully. “I’ll bet the man was shot at night. That area of Berlin is dead at night. Very little traffic.”
“Of course the killer could’ve simply dumped the body there after shooting the man somewhere outside of the city. Somewhere out in the country.”
Finally, Gustav caught his young colleague. “Ah, good point. However, why go through all the trouble? If you shoot a man in the forest, why not simply leave the body there? Let the ravens pick over it.”
Andreas scratched his head. “I’m an idiot, sir. That’s why you bring in the gross Euros.” His young assistant thought hard now. “Definitely a silenced gun, sir. And killed near the river and dumped immediately. No doubt about it. A professional.”
His young colleague seemed almost disappointed they didn’t have a sick serial killer to investigate. Gustav guessed he had watched too many American crime dramas.
Gustav smiled and started walking toward the car, his associate falling in to his side. Whatever the case, he’d get to the bottom of this. But he had to admit to himself that he didn’t have a hell of a lot to go on. No identification. Not even a bullet fragment found. No motive. No real crime scene. Only bodies. Someone was killing people in his city and he didn’t like it one bit.
* * *
Across the wide expanse of the Tiergarten, ostensibly taking photographs of the park with a telephoto lens, the man with the watch cap covering a near-bald head focused his attention on the commotion toward the Spree River. He clicked a few digital shots, and then looked at the back LCD screen to verify his work. His main subject, of course, was the two Polizei officers investigating the death of the men around Berlin. When he got the shots he desired, he moved the camera in another direction and pretended to shoot pictures of other people, those standing around watching the action. He wasn’t stupid enough to be caught by the Polizei cameras. Did they really think they could catch him that way?
He had monitored the Polizei channels and heard of the discovery of another body floating in the river; he knew it had to be his work. And he just had to see the reaction of this new find of theirs. Based on the radio traffic alone, he was driving the local Polizei crazy with these deaths. He only wished he could be a tiny hummingbird fluttering over the man in charge of the investigation to hear just how frustrated he’d become.
An inadvertent smile crossed his face. He had to get closer. Get a better look at his work. No. That was crazy. They could catch him in one of their photos. And it wasn’t important. These deaths were insignificant. Covering tracks, he knew. Nothing more. But he had to make it look like it was much worse than it was, so it would keep the Polizei busy. Two birds, one stone.
His eyes shifted back toward the water’s edge as a medical crew hoisted the bloated corpse from the Spree and set it onto the grass at the foot of the Polizei investigator. He knew everything there was to know about this chief homicide officer — from his Catholic upbringing in northern Germany, to his rise through the ranks to run a successful office in Munich, and to his proclivity for young prostitutes. Know thy enemy, he mused, and you shall know thyself. Was that from Vogler’s bible? Who knows. He even knew the great inspector was trying to quit his cigarettes, having purchased boxes of nicotine gum and enough patches for his entire Berlin Polizei force.
Satisfied he had what he needed, confirmation of his work, he wandered back to his Audi A3, far from the view of any cameras, and got behind the wheel. Sitting there for a moment, he contemplated his next move. First, he needed to keep the pressure on that American pig. Now that he was out of the hospital, he could finish what he started. He should’ve killed him in the hospital, but that would have been poor form. A man shouldn’t die as he lay in bed half dead. What kind of pleasure could be found in that? No, he was nothing if not patient.
He turned over the engine, glanced one more time across the park at the crime scene, and slowly pulled out toward the east side of Berlin.
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Jake had been out of the hospital for two weeks now, living in his old second-floor apartment across from the Inn River with a view of the Alps to the south. He had rented the place to a man who had become somewhat of a local Innsbruck celebrity — a model whose remarkably handsome face was plastered all over Tirol on everything from billboards, which were rare in Austria, to the sides of buses — hawking products and becoming the face of the area ski scene. Every woman wanted him, but he played for the other team. With a quick phone call Jake had found out his old Polizei buddy, Franz Martini, had laid it out for the man quite clearly. He would have to move out of the apartment or something bad might happen to that pretty face of his. It wasn’t a threat, Jake had later explained to the man, simply a fact of life or death. Jake didn’t want the guy caught in any crossfire. He’d been a great tenant for over two years, and, as Jake told him, it was time for the man to buy his own place. Regardless, the tenant had made a positive impact on Jake’s old place, stereotypically transforming bland white walls to various shades of aqua marine, yellows and reds. He would come back for the dozens of plants, so Jake would have to try to keep them alive while he did the same for himself.
The first full day in his old place Jake went by taxi to a local bike shop and purchased a high-end bicycle — a touring bike for eventual rides in the country. Franz had made sure his mountain bike with front and rear suspension had been shipped to his apartment from Vienna. But Jake knew he’d have to wait to go off-road for a while. There was no way his knee could handle that pounding.
For the rehab of his left knee and his overall musculature, he propped the road bike onto a stationary wheel, riding at least a dozen kilometers a day and building up to thirty kilometers this morning. While he rode the stationary bike, he read through the digital files Franz Martini provided him of the investigation of Anna’s murder to date, finding no great clue as to who wanted him dead. Disturbing, yes, but not entirely unexpected. The killers were professionals. Their only flaw had been not finishing the job. Not killing Jake. One of the shooters had gotten away, but Jake wasn’t overly concerned with finding him, unless that man could lead Jake to the person who had ordered the hit. Strangely enough, Jake didn’t harbor too much animosity toward a hired shooter. He was only doing a job which he or she was uniquely qualified to perform.
If Jake was smart he’d simply lay low until he could solve this case, a case which he was nearly his own client. Sure Franz gave him a retainer of sorts with the Glock, which he carried night and day, and which even hung from a holster strapped to the handlebars of his bike while he rode, but Franz was only trying to make his continued stay in Austria legal. He needed to continue to work to maintain his visa there. He had friends in high places within the Austrian government, yet he was sure that those friendships might be somewhat strained following a few shootings in the past couple of years. Jake also knew that Franz was probably the reason he still had a carry permit in Austria — not that not having one would deter Jake anyway — without a weapon he wasn’t only a sitting duck, he was a dead one.
But Jake didn’t depend only on the kindness of Franz for his safety. He’d gone to his local bank branch and retrieved a few items from his safe deposit box, including one of his stashed handguns — a Beretta PX4 Storm also in .40 cal, with two extra magazines. No need to keep two different calibers. He also picked up a few passports, two from the U.S., one from Canada, and one each from Germany and Austria. All with different identities and photographs. Old habits.
His only ventures other than the bike shop, the bank, and the grocery store was spending a few hours shooting his two handguns at an indoor range. Like riding the bike, he hadn’t lost his skill at punching holes in paper. He did have to modify his stance somewhat with the new knee.
Riding the stationary bike, he had plenty of time to think about his life — what he had and what he had lost. Was he the man he always thought he would become? If so, he wasn’t sure he liked himself too much right now. At this time, forgiveness was not a huge part of his vocabulary.
Jake finished his bike ride and slowly dismounted, his legs tired and nearly collapsing beneath him as he stood for a moment to catch his balance on his special bike shoes. He’d given up the cane for the past couple of days and hopefully wouldn’t need it again. Although used with his left hand to take pressure from his left knee, he felt vulnerable with the cane and not as quick to pull his gun if needed.
He lowered himself into a leather chair and glanced at his 24-inch LCD monitor, which picked up multiple wireless cameras positioned outside the apartment, front and back, and in the front foyer where he could watch those from the first and third floors come and go. He’d also placed a number of motion detectors that would alarm him any time someone came in view of a camera. The one on the sidewalk out front was annoying, going off anytime someone passed by walking a dog or going to a car. But if Jake really wanted to play it safe, he’d go to America or South America and pay cash for everything. There were hundreds of great trout streams in Patagonia he hadn’t wet a fly in yet. Instead, he’d taken up residence in his old place and bought food with a visa in his own name. He wasn’t hiding. He was waiting.
He took off his bike shoes and socks and let his bare feet spread out onto the cool hardwood floor.
Part of him expected his wait to be short. After all, someone had blown his perfectly fine VW all to hell just two days before he’d gotten out of the hospital. The trail was fresh and Jake was now ready for anything. His strength was almost back to one hundred percent.
Glancing across the room, he noticed his two favorite fly rods hanging on the wall, wondering when he’d get a chance to attack some more trout. It had been far too long. But even that, the one true passion left in his life, would have to wait. Maybe when this was all over he’d go back to Montana, ride horse in the back country and find some of his old fishing spots on the Madison River. Or the Gallatin.
When the motion alarm went off on his computer speakers, Jake focused his attention at the LCD monitor, enlarging the camera shot. With it being morning, he didn’t expect it to be any shooter in his right mind. They’d come at night. And Jake was right. He recognized the bald man at his front door, a nearly finished cigarette hanging from the side of his mouth.
Jake watched as Franz buzzed his door.
“I see you’re still with the living,” Jake said into the mic.
Franz raised his head and tried on a smile. “Barely. You gonna buzz me in?”
“Only if you leave that cigarette on the sidewalk.”
Franz shook his head, took in one final breath from the smoke before throwing it to the sidewalk, and then pulverized it into the cobblestone.
Moments later, Franz made it to the second floor, Jake watching his old friend labor with each step. It was hard to see this formerly vibrant man reduced to such a level. Jake let him in and had him take a seat on the leather sofa.
“Can I get you something, Franz?” Jake asked, still standing.
“No. Take a seat. That’s a nasty scar.”
Jake took a seat in his leather chair and rubbed his left knee. He was wearing only his bike shorts and a T-shirt. “Scars,” Jake corrected, twisting his knee for his old friend to see. “They completely rebuilt the knee from both sides. A total knee replacement. Synthetic and better than new.”
“I heard you had an infection that nearly killed you.”
“That’s what they tell me. But I was out of it. Great drugs. I should have left the hospital after about three weeks, but the infection and the other bullet wounds didn’t help much. Because of the shoulder wound, I couldn’t use crutches or a cane for a while.”
Franz glanced at the computer screen. “Nice security system.”
“What’s up, Franz?”
“Right to the point. You don’t change.”
“I can tell something’s bothering you. What you find out?”
The old cop lowered his eyes and said, “We still don’t know who hired the shooters, or who hired the guy to bomb your car.”
“The bomber was a Kurdish Turk.”
“That’s right. But, as you know, they’re spread all over Europe now. Doesn’t mean anything.”
“Might mean something. I once took sides against them with the Turkish government.”
“That’s true. But why now?”
He had a good point. It didn’t make sense. “You’ve got something for me, though.”
Franz pulled out a handkerchief and coughed into it a number of times, his face turning red.
“You need some water?”
“You got any schnapps?”
Jake hesitated and then said, “I have no alcohol at all.” He had used the long hospital stay to not only rehab his physical body, but also to dry out from too much alcohol over the past year or so. Anna had finally forced the issue with Jake, especially after his last case in Bulgaria.
“Sorry, I forgot,” Franz said.
“Anna?”
“Yeah, she was concerned.”
Jake rose to his feet and ran his fingers through his long hair.
“Sit, Jake.”
He did so and then said, “I wasn’t drinking when Anna was killed.” Jake hesitated. “Well, we were going to share a bottle of wine. It didn’t affect my reaction, though.”
“I know. Interpol did a blood alcohol on you and Anna. She had nothing and you barely spiked.”
“Bulgaria was difficult for me,” Jake said, his mind drifting back to the case he had last worked there. He’d been hired by one of the new uber-rich to recover over a hundred million Euros that had been embezzled from his company by a group of uber-deadly thieves with ties to worldwide terrorism. Anna had been assigned the case by Interpol. Jake had been forced to lie to his own girlfriend many times as he went about his investigation. The case had ended well for Jake, having taken in a ten-percent recovery fee, but Anna had almost been fired for not keeping her boyfriend out of the way. It had strained their relationship somewhat. Jake’s drinking hadn’t helped much. Their trip to the cabin patched things nicely. Until the shooting. Jake’s first thought about who had struck them there was someone from that group he had taken down in Bulgaria. But the Agency had looked into that option and found nothing.
Franz folded his hands onto his lap. The old Polizei man looked older by the second.
“What’s up?” Jake prodded.
Coughing again, when Franz finished he said, “There’s a contract out on you.”
“No shit!”
“It’s not what you think, Jake. It’s now become non-specific.”
“Meaning?”
“Meaning…whoever whacks your ass gets one million Euro.”
Jake whistled softly. “Christ, I might kill myself for that. You getting ideas, my friend?”
“Of course not.” Franz smiled now, his face becoming a field of wrinkles. “Maybe if I wasn’t dying I might consider.”
Thinking hard now, Jake guessed his plan to simply stay put and wait for someone to come and kill him was no longer a sound decision.
“This will bring any crazy bastard with a gun or knife out of the woods to take a poke at me,” Jake said pensively. Considering it more, things became much more clear to him. He laughed and said, “The bastards. They’re trying to dilute the gene pool. They figure if they send every Tom, Dick and Harry after me I’ll never see the real hit man coming. I’ll be too busy sifting through all the wannabes.”
Franz nodded. “That’s what I was thinking. Why I’m here, Jake.” He opened his coat, revealing a handgun strapped under each arm.
“No. No way. I need you behind the scenes feeding me information. I need an inside guy, Franz.”
The old cop rose as nimbly as possible yet shaky nonetheless. “What you’re saying is you don’t want some old kränklich watching your back. That’s what you mean. Just say it.”
Jake let out a deep breath. It was a no win situation. “All right. You’re right. I can’t trust you. Jesus Christ, look at you. Age has nothing to do with it. You should be in the damn hospital, not out chasing bad guys. You can barely stand.”
With no grace or speed Franz drew both of his guns and pointed them to either side of him. “It’s not how fast you pull the gun, Jake, it’s the truth of your aim. And I can still shoot, damn you.”
“Put the guns away. At the range I’m sure you can still hit the target. But what if we have to run? Cancer has eaten you alive. And the cigarettes have clogged your lungs with black sludge. You can’t keep up. There’s no way. I’m not trying to be cruel, Franz. Just a realist.”
Franz slowly put his guns back into their holsters, dejected, shoulders slumped, and an air of emasculation lingering about his entire body.
Jake continued, “I’ve gotta get moving now. It’s one thing to wait here for a couple of shooters and quite another to sit here like a fish in a barrel for any dickhead drooling for a million Euro to come along.”
“Even the blind pigeon finds the bread crumb once in a while,” Franz said.
Nodding, Jake went to the window and looked out over the Inn River. Maybe he could take his fly rods out one more time. Make sure he still had the action down. There wasn’t a cloud in the sky and the turquoise water glistened from the sun’s rays. He imagined a trout rising to his fly, coming out of the water, and his line going stiff, bending the tip of his rod to the near breaking point. God, he had to get out on a good trout river soon or he’d go crazy.
“I can still drive, Jake. Let me take you somewhere. I can do that much.”
Jake turned to his old friend. He had a point. Jake didn’t even have a car. And if he took public transportation, someone could find out. They were scanning passports now. Sure he could use one of his fake passports, but maybe he should let Franz have something.
“Yeah, Franz. I’d hate to have this place shot all to hell anyway. Give me a couple minutes to pack a few things.”
When Jake was done packing a few items in a small backpack, he glanced around the main living area of his apartment and his eyes focused on his bike. In the past couple of weeks he had looked forward to his long sessions on his new bike. He’d even taken his old mountain bike for a ride outside once. But he preferred his road bike now.
“You got room for that in your trunk?” Jake asked, pointing to his bike.
“Sure. If you break it down.”
Moments later they were down at the curb, Jake’s bike and backpack in the trunk and both of them about to get inside.
“What’s the matter?” Franz asked, holding the driver’s door open.
Jake’s eyes scanned the street for anything out of place. There were the usual suspects moving about. He recognized most of them.
“I forgot something,” Jake said and moved toward his apartment. He had strapped his Beretta under his left arm, hidden by a light wind breaker.
“Hurry up,” Franz said, plopping himself behind the wheel.
Making his way upstairs, pain shot into his left knee. He’d forgotten his pain medication and wanted to also check one more time for anything he might need. No telling how long he might be gone.
Inside his apartment he hurried from room to room, grabbing the extra passports he’d hidden under a dresser drawer. He couldn’t believe he almost forgot them.
Stepping out into the main living room, he caught movement at the front door and thought Franz had returned.
Gun.
With one fluid motion, Jake pulled his automatic pistol from its holster and dove behind his sofa.
Bullets struck the leather with dull thuds.
Silencer, Jake thought as he rose up with his gun and fired twice, hitting the door frame next to the shooter and making the man scoot into the hallway. Jake crawled forward and peered around the end of the sofa.
More bullet strikes. This time on the wood floor next to his head, forcing him back.
Jake waited a couple seconds. Listening carefully. But his ears were ringing. He flashed back to the night Anna had been killed. Anger brewed within him. This was his turf.
Two shots from the hallway.
Jake rose up to see a dark figure shift into his apartment. He shot twice and dropped the man with a resounding thud. The sweet sound of lead striking flesh and bone.
More shots from the hallway.
Franz had forced the man into his apartment, but why were there more shots? A second shooter?
Move, Jake.
Cautiously, he rose and made his way toward the front door, his gun leading the way. The Beretta aimed at the front door, he checked the shooter’s pulse. Nothing. Then Jake pushed his body against the side of the open door, his gun just inches from his face, his breathing heavy. Slow your breaths, Jake. Like your bike ride.
“Jake.” It was Franz outside. “You all right?”
“Yeah. Where’s the second shooter?”
Just then screeching tires from the back alley.
“Coming out,” Jake yelled. Locking up, he made his way down the stairs and found Franz against the banister on the first level, one of his guns still out, spent brass at his feet.
“Let’s go,” Franz said.
“What about the Polizei?”
Franz didn’t answer. He just led Jake to the car and got in. Jake plopped into the front seat and shoved his gun into its holster.
In seconds Franz pulled the car away from the curb and sped off, the sound of Polizei sirens approaching.
“What’s going on?” Jake asked him, looking out the back window for a tail.
“I’ll call in what happened later. Once you’re out of the way and safe.”
Jake finally got his breathing under control, his heart beats reduced to a reasonable rate. He’d felt this before, the adrenalin rush during a shooting, followed by his heart nearly exploding from his chest, and then came the crash, like a kid a few hours after eating a bag of Halloween candy. It was only then that he could feel anything at all for the man he’d just shot. The man looked to be in his late twenties — too young to die. Jake tightened his jaw. The man should have found different work.
His eyes drifted to Franz Martini, a man who had always been a by-the-book Polizei man. Jake had known Franz for years and had never seen him break protocol. But something was wrong with him now. Something out of character. He was scared.
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They drove through Austria to the west until they reached St. Anton, a ski resort town that Jake and Anna had frequented often during their two years together. St. Anton sat within a short drive of Germany to the north, Liechtenstein to the west, and Switzerland and Italy to the south. By car Jake could be in any of those other countries within a half hour. A little longer by bike.
Jake had Franz pull over on the outskirts of town, and while Jake put his bike back together, the two of them stood at the back of the Mercedes. They hadn’t talked much in the hour it had taken to drive from Innsbruck.
“Did you get a good look at the guy who got away?” Jake asked him.
“No. He was back in the shadows at the far side of your door. One man went into your apartment. The one you shot. The other went down the hall to the back exit of your building. I think I might have hit him. Are you sure you want to do this, Jake? I can be of help to you. I’ve proved that.”
“I think we both got lucky back there. I was a step behind my normal with this damn knee. You need to get back there and explain what happened.”
“I should stay with you, Jake.”
“I shot a man. He’s laying dead in my apartment. You’re part of the Polizei. They know you. You can tell them what happened.”
Franz smiled. “I could.”
“Hey, don’t pull that crap. You will.” Jake sat onto the curb and pulled off his cross-hiker shoes. He quickly shoved on his bike shoes and strapped them on with Velcro.
“What about your security system? Are your videos stored?”
“Yes, but off-site. I have them load to an internet server in Luxembourg. They hold twenty-four hours and self delete unless I save them. Which I will do right now. There’s a cybercafe a few blocks from here. I’ll take care of that and send you the digital files. You still have your Polizei e-mail?”
“Of course. But you should also send it to Beck in Vienna, Schmidt in Steyr and to Hermann Jung in Innsbruck. Hermann is the new Kriminal Hauptkommisar in Tirol.”
Jake slung on his backpack and got onto his bike, checking for proper alignment of the front tire. Checked the brakes. Everything looked good.
“Will do. Why don’t you go back to my place and explain the situation.”
Franz nodded. “What will you do? Where will you go?”
“It’s better if you don’t know.” In fact, Jake didn’t know. Not yet. He clamped his left foot into the pedal and reached out his right hand to Franz. “Thank you for all your help. Not just today.”
Reluctantly, Franz took his hand and squeezed down with as much strength as he could muster. “You think we won’t see each other again? We’ll be drinking beer in no time. Laughing about this whole thing.”
The words came out but Jake could tell the man didn’t believe them himself. He was a broken man without a future.
“Sure.”
The handshake turned into a hug.
“Now get going,” Franz said. “Before we start crying like little girls.”
Jake laughed and peddled off. “I wasn’t worried about me,” he said over his shoulder. As he turned back to look at the road ahead, he thought perhaps that would be the last time he saw his old friend, an image of a dying man, beaten by a disease and not some bullet from a bad guy. Jake couldn’t help wondering if a part of Franz wished he had taken a bullet back at Jake’s apartment. At least that’s how a true warrior should go. Not by cellular deformation and organ failure. Nobody but the most vile — pedophiles, rapists and murderers — should die the slow death of cancer. Not honorable men.
The cybercafe was where Jake remembered. He paid cash to use a computer while he drank a cup of coffee. First he saved a copy of his security file, then he cut the mpeg video from one hour before the shooting, which showed Franz arriving, until all the cops showed up at his place. It was pretty dramatic footage. He considered uploading it to the net and letting others view it. Instead he sent copies to each man Franz had recommended. It wouldn’t take the Polizei long to run down the location from where he had sent the e-mails. He needed to hurry. When he was done, he got up and went out to his bike.
It was early afternoon now and Jake had no idea where to go from here. He’d brought only essential items with him, including the two guns and extra magazines. Besides his small laptop computer, he had his cell phone, which he had cleared of any GPS tracking, and the DVD that Franz had given him two weeks ago. He had run the hardcopies through the shredder and thrown the scraps out over a week ago. Other than that, he had toiletries, extra underwear, and a couple changes of clothes. He’d buy more on the road as he needed them.
Time to move. Time to get some untraceable cash. He only had a couple hundred Euros on him. Since they’d track his e-mail to St. Anton anyway, he decided to grab some cash from an ATM.
Then, without much thought at all, he got on his bike and started riding. North.
* * *
Franz Martini had driven back to Innsbruck and parked on the street a couple blocks from Jake’s apartment. His former Polizei colleagues had cordoned off the street with yellow tape and barricaded the street on both sides. He guessed the alley would have the same treatment, so he’d have to walk in from there.
He still had his badge and ID, which seemed to impress the young officers who manned the tape and allowed him in. Innsbruck didn’t get many shootings, and none of them were random in nature. Even Austria had few shootings. Not like American cities. In fact, Franz had investigated a shooting almost two years ago, where Jake Adams had been shot by two kidnappers. Jake had recovered the fourteen-year-old daughter of a businessman, shot one of the kidnappers and the other was still doing a life term in prison. For Jake’s effort he had gotten his first stay in the Innsbruck hospital with two bullet wounds. At least his wounds had been only minor compared to this last shooting. He thought about the shooting two months ago that had killed Anna at that mountain cabin. But Anna was not just any young woman. Franz had been a family friend since she was born. He had gotten her into the Polizei, which led to her work with Interpol. From there she had met Jake Adams. A chain of events that he couldn’t take back. Part of him knew that her death was his fault. The other part knew it had to be fate.
He stepped up to the main entrance of Jake’s apartment and flashed his badge again. This officer knew Franz, though. He’d worked for him, although many levels down, when Franz was the Kriminal Hauptkommisar for Tirol.
Just inside, they had marked each of the shell casings from Franz’s gun. He’d have to explain the situation soon. Upstairs the forensics team still dusted and bagged items. The dead man was covered with a clear plastic sheet.
Franz saw Hermann Jung across the living room, standing over a young woman who was trying to get into Jake’s computer system, with apparently no luck. He smiled at that. They’d never find anything on Jake’s computer, even if they could get into it.
When Hermann saw Franz he hesitated and then turned to shake hands, reticently.
“What are you doing in Innsbruck?” the new Tirol Kriminal Hauptkommisar asked. Hermann Jung was a short stocky man who displayed his muscles as much as his guns, the straps from the holster stretched across his massive chest looking as if they would explode at any minute and take out an eye.
“Medical leave,” Franz said, even though he was sure Hermann Jung knew this. “As you probably know, I still have a house in Tirol.”
Hermann nodded his thick chin. “I’m sorry to hear about…your illness. How are you doing?”
How did he answer that question today? He usually said fine or that he was still fighting the bastard. But now he wasn’t sure. He felt like crap nearly every second of the day. Even his cigarettes and drinks brought him little pleasure. “I’m dying Hermann. No other way to say it. I’ve got perhaps a month if I’m lucky. Maybe less if I’m even more lucky.”
Hermann’s jaw tightened and he changed the subject. “I understand you know the owner of this apartment.” He glanced at his little notebook. “An American named Jake Adams.”
He already knew the answer to that. Had probably read up on Jake, seeing their link over the years. “Yes, and this is not what you might think,” Franz said, spreading his hands out across the room.
“This Jake Adams was recently involved with a triple murder near Kitzbuhel. Trouble seems to follow the man around.” Now Hermann Jung pulled out a two-page read-out from his back pocket and started reading off all of the incidents that had occurred to Jake over the past few years. What Hermann didn’t know was the full extent of Jake’s career with the CIA. Or with his work as a private security consultant. Franz didn’t even know a fraction of Jake’s background.
“What’s your point?” Franz asked deprecatingly.
Hermann shook his head. “My point is, this man, Jake Adams, seems to step in dog crap with each footfall.”
“I told you, this is not as it seems. You should have found dozens of spent rounds out in that hallway.” Franz swung his left arm toward the door. “There are bullet holes all over the walls. What does this tell you?”
Laughing, Hermann said, “Someone doesn’t like your friend very much. An attempted hit?”
The young woman at the computer tried not to look back over her shoulder, but her head twisted to the side with that last revelation.
“Give the man a cigar,” Franz chided. “I was here. Those are my casings on the lower level. Have you identified the dead man yet? I’m sure you will find he has a criminal background.”
Hermann Jung considered that. “He had no identification.”
“And who do you know that walks around with no identification?” Franz paused and pulled the Polizei man toward the dead man and away from the others in the room. Then he said softly, “I’ve heard there is a one million Euro bounty on the head of Jake Adams. That’s going to pull all the scum of Europe into Innsbruck.”
Cringing with that thought, Hermann said, “What do we do?”
Franz smiled. “I’m on medical leave.”
“Come on. You must have some great wisdom in this matter.”
Letting his replacement sweat, Franz finally said, “All right. I got Jake Adams out of town and told him not to return until things settle down.”
“You did? But I need to question the man. He shot and killed a man in his own living room.”
“It was self defense. I attest to that. Also, if you’ll check your e-mail, you’ll find a video from Jake’s security system that will show you the attempt on his life.” Franz turned and started to leave, but hesitated and twisted back toward Hermann Jung. “And that wasn’t a triple homicide near Kitzbuhel two months ago. Three men tried to kill Jake. Instead, they killed his girlfriend, who was an officer with Interpol. Jake killed two men and a third got away.”
Hermann didn’t seem to appreciate being corrected, especially in front of his people. He simply tightened his jaw and flexed his muscles.
Franz shook his head and left Hermann Jung there to get things wrong. When he left Innsbruck a few years ago to take over the Vienna office, he thought he had left the city in good hands. Now he was questioning himself on that note.
* * *
Once the old dying former kriminal hauptkommisar of Tirol left the apartment, Hermann Jung crouched down close to the younger woman still working on Jake Adams’s computer. Hermann had elevated Sabine Bauer a couple of levels since taking over criminal investigations in Tirol. He told everyone she was a computer expert, which she was, but there were others with equal expertise. However, he wasn’t secretly sleeping with them.
“Did you hear any of that?” Hermann asked. He wanted to touch her shoulder or run his hands through her short silky hair. Wanted even more to run his hands over her large breasts or take her from behind as she looked over the crime scene. Nothing turned that woman on more than the sight of death.
“Yes, sir,” she said softly, her fingers still typing away at the computer. “What will you do?”
“Put out a bulletin on Jake Adams. He’s a material witness to a murder.”
“Self defense,” she reminded him, her eyes shifted to the side catching Hermann’s smile.
“According to a dying man. Certainly not unbiased. Franz Martini is treating the man like a son. Either that or he has a man crush.”
Sabine laughed internally, her chest rising. “If you name Jake Adams a suspect in the murder we might find him sooner.”
Hermann moved in closer to Sabine, as if he was interested in something on the computer screen. He was close enough now to smell her perfume — the scent he had bought for her and insisted she wear at all times. “I like the way you think. Now, think about what we’re going to do to each other tonight at your place.”
“What about your wife?” Sabine asked.
He reached to the keyboard and intentionally touched her hand, but tried to make it look like he was showing her something on the screen. “With a fresh shooting, she’ll know not to expect me.”
“Too bad there wasn’t more crime in Tirol,” she said.
That’s what he was thinking. But with Jake Adams running around with a price on his head anything was possible.
Frankfurt, Germany
Sitting in his apartment gazing at multiple LCD computer screens, the sound of server fans humming in the background, Sergei Lobanov Kozerski, sucked on a straw infusing his body with Coke. The liquid kind. He didn’t take drugs. Rarely drank more than a shot or two of vodka a day. He needed his brain functioning at its peak to run all of his computer enterprises, and none were as important as his current job, he knew.
When an alarm went off on one screen, he swiveled in his chair and opened the file that had given him the alarm. He smiled. “I’ve got you now, you American bastard,” he said in Russian aloud. The man had used his ATM card in St. Anton, Austria. But why? Crap. He didn’t get paid to ask why. It was just his job to track the man the best he could. So what if this Jake Adams guy had taken out money in a resort town. Why? He obviously needed cash.
He picked up his cell phone from the desk and sent a text message to his contact. Then he flipped the phone shut and waited patiently for the call. He had waited only two minutes before his phone burst out with a tune from Mozart’s Requiem. Part of him was afraid to answer. The man was a beast. But at least he had good news for him.
“Yes,” Sergei answered.
“What do you have?” his contact asked.
Sergei told him about the ATM use by Adams in Austria, not providing any more information than necessary. He had tried that before and nearly got his head ripped off through the phone.
“Good work. Now, it’s getting late. He must be staying at a hotel in the area. See if Adams uses his Visa.”
“Yes, sir. Anything else?”
“Compile a list of gasthauses in the area. Use your fake Polizei credentials to ask about Adams. The American is smart. He’ll probably be staying somewhere outside town. Someplace isolated. Check on those first and then move back toward St. Anton.”
His contact hung up and Sergei did the same, a smile on his face as he sucked down some more cola.
Berlin, Germany
The Russian, Anton Zukov, shoved his cell phone back into his pocket. That man in Frankfurt was worth every Euro he paid him. Sure he would have to be suppressed at some point, but hopefully not for a long time. He needed the man too much. And every bit of intel he had given him had turned out to be helpful.
When the text message had come to him, he’d been sitting down for a beer with his boss before dinner. He’d gotten up and gone back to the bathroom to talk and now made his way back into the main dining area, sitting down across from his boss, Viktor Pushkin, a man in his mid-forties impeccably dressed in a fine Italian suit.
“A problem, Zuk?” Viktor asked him. He stroked his thick fingers along his strong jaw-line that was accented by a one-centimeter, exactly one centimeter, black beard that ran from his close-cropped black hairline above his ears to his chin, up each side of his mouth and over his thin lips, and then a tiny strip of hair shot straight down from his bottom lip to join at the end of his square chin.
Zukov glanced about the room at all of their men stationed at various locations — some at tables, one at the bar, and others outside in the cars, which he couldn’t actually see but knew were still there. His boss went nowhere without his security detail. Although he looked like any other successful businessman in Berlin, Viktor Pushkin carried himself with more confidence than anyone he’d ever known. And why not? It was easy to be confident when backed with so many guns. Like the bully on the playground, he only picked on the weak when backed by friends too scared to stand up to him. But this Jake Adams didn’t seem to be intimidated by anyone or anything.
Zukov repositioned his watch cap on his head, his only nervous habit. “Just the opposite.” He explained what their man in Frankfurt had just told him.
“Have you redirected assets yet?”
A test? Maybe. “No, sir. I’m waiting for your order.”
Viktor Pushkin smiled with approval, a rare occasion when he actually showed his imperfect protruding canines. “Go ahead. Make the call.”
He eagerly did just that. Figuring the time it would take from Innsbruck, he guessed they would be there within the hour. When he was done, he triumphantly slapped his phone shut.
“Is Sergei going to keep looking?”
“Yes, sir. I told him to check on outlying gasthauses in case Adams used the cash from the ATMs for that purpose.”
“Good idea. Still no word on a vehicle?”
Zukov shook his head. “Hasn’t bought a new one as far as we know.”
“If that idiot Kurd hadn’t blown himself to pieces, we would be moving on by now. But this might actually work out much better.”
He smiled along with his boss, knowing the personal nature of this particular aspect of their current situation. There was no better form of satisfaction than revenge and retribution. He was somewhat concerned when his boss had decided not to take out Adams while he recuperated in the Innsbruck hospital. But there was still some honor left in their community. Yet, waiting two weeks to make another attempt seemed cruel. Adams had to know it was coming. The delay had to be nerve-racking for him. His boss was like a cat playing with a mouse. Almost kill it, flip it in the air, almost kill it again, and when he no longer has a use for it, he bites down on its head and ends the game.
Now his phone buzzed in his pocket and he ignored it. When it started buzzing a second time, he pulled it out and looked at the caller. Sergei. It had to be something pretty important for him to call this number without routing it properly. He flipped it open and listened to his man in Frankfurt, a smile forming on his face as he heard the news. He thanked Sergei and shoved the phone back into his pocket.
“Well?” Viktor asked. “Must have been good news.”
“We’ve got Adams. He just used his Visa.”
His boss gave him a quizzical glance. “Are you sure? That doesn’t sound like Jake Adams. He has to know someone will be monitoring those.”
“Even the best screw up sooner or later.”
The boss shrugged. “Redirect your men.”
He did just that, hoping like hell they would kill Adams soon. He needed to give Vogler, the Berlin Polizei officer, another body or two to keep him busy.
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Jake had toured the Austrian countryside with his bike, unsure what to do, until he started to get tired, his knee aching, and his brain not far behind. So he backtracked slightly down a switchback mountain to a gasthaus with a view of St. Anton below. After a beer at the restaurant bar on the first floor, he decided on a direction he wanted to take. He checked into a room on the first floor, paid deliberately with a Visa in his name, and settled in for a quick nap, his bike wheeled into the room.
He guessed it would take someone a while to figure out where he was staying. At least with Franz on his side he wouldn’t have the Austrian Polizei coming around. But someone would be tracking his financial accounts — at least those he wanted them to track.
He’d chosen this gasthaus for a number of reasons. It wasn’t just isolated; only a couple other people were staying there. Also the rooms were accessed like an American motel from the outside. If someone came for him, he could control the collateral damage.
When darkness came, he left the light on in his room, the shades slightly drawn, and the little television on loud enough to hear it outside.
Now, dressed in black from head to foot, one pistol under his left arm and covered with a wind breaker and another clipped to his belt on his right hip, also covered, Jake stepped out into the parking lot and took a position in the trees twenty meters from his room.
People came and went as he watched from the forest. Mostly older people coming for the meals or the beer. Locals, Jake guessed. It wasn’t a young person hang-out. They’d be down at the trendy bars in St. Anton.
Getting cold now, Jake wrapped his arms around his body. He questioned his wisdom now. Looking at his room, he could be inside there wrapped in the warmth of the down feather bed. Or he could be in the bar enjoying another beer himself. Yet, that would be foolish now, after using his Visa. He’d told the older couple who owned the gasthaus that a couple of old friends might be showing up for a visit and to go ahead and give them his room number. Jake assured them the others wouldn’t be staying long and hoped they wouldn’t make too much noise. No reason to put the couple in danger by holding back information.
By ten in the evening most of the restaurant customers had left. Only a few older beer drinkers remained behind. Jake had seen them arrive in two small cars an hour ago. They’d probably stay until midnight when the bar closed.
Just when Jake didn’t think he could remain outside any longer, his body so cold from the mountain air, a new Audi A4 angled up the crooked road and slowly pulled into the parking lot, taking a spot a short distance from the two other cars. It looked like two men inside. Could have just been a couple more beer drinkers. But Jake didn’t think so. They hesitated too long before getting out, and then when they did step out of the Audi, they seemed to shift something under their coats, like someone does with a gun under their jacket. One of the two men spent a little too much time noticing the other two cars also. No, these two were looking for him.
Jake stretched his body, trying not to make any noise but wanting to make sure his muscles were ready to react to anything. He didn’t have to wait long. Five minutes after the men went into the restaurant, they returned outside and made a direct approach toward his room. Suddenly, a thought came to Jake. What if these were Polizei? Crap.
He drew his Beretta and held his position as the two men stepped slowly in front of his room, glancing through the open shades as they pulled their own guns. As the two men went to his door, Jake prepared to move. He stepped out lightly, his dark body still blending in with the trees.
One man kicked in the door and then the two men ran inside.
As Jake ran across the parking lot, gun flashes lit the room, but the sound was silenced to slight pops. He stopped counting at ten.
Now alongside the door frame, Jake held his position as he listened to the men inside. What language? It wasn’t Russian. Perhaps West Slavic. Serbian? Regardless, they were pissed. Jake understood that in just about any language.
The two men started for the door and Jake swung in, his gun aimed at one and then the other.
The next seconds were confusing. The man on the right started to raise his silenced gun at Jake, who shot twice. The first shot hit the man in the chest and the second round hit the man in the nose, dropping him immediately. As the second man reacted by raising his gun, Jake dropped to the ground and shot the man in the knee and the right arm, making his gun release from his hand.
Jake rushed into the room and kicked the gun away from the man, who was now sitting on the floor. Then Jake shut the door and closed the curtains all the way.
The man was in great pain. Jake could relate. After all the pain and surgery he had gone through for his own left knee, he felt somewhat guilty inflicting that kind of pain on this man. But, the alternative would have been worse. There were holes in the bed, which Jake had stuffed with another blanket and towels. Holes on the wall. Probably holes in the bathroom.
“Let’s see some identification,” Jake said in German.
The man scowled at Jake but didn’t move.
Jake ordered the man to do the same in Russian. Nothing. What the hell language did this guy speak?
“Give me your damn wallet,” Jake finally said in English.
The man’s eyes showed some sign of intelligence. He understood. The universal language. Pissed off American.
He didn’t have time for this. The owners would have heard Jake’s four shots and called the Polizei. Jake thrust his right foot at the man, striking him in the face. The man immediately slumped to the ground. Then Jake found the man’s wallet and passport. Serb. Next Jake retrieved the dead man’s identification and shoved them into his backpack. He needed to move fast.
Since the injured man was still out cold, Jake pulled the car keys from his pocket and then tied the man’s hands behind his back with a lamp cord. It took him less than a minute to get the car and park it in front of his room, the engine left running as Jake dragged the man from the room and hoisted him into the passenger seat. Thirty seconds more and Jake had his backpack in the back seat and had tied the man’s body into an upright position with the seat belt and more electrical cord. Moments later and Jake was behind the wheel and driving slowly out of the parking lot.
Jake knew that the Polizei would have to drive up the mountain from St. Anton, some 15 kilometers by road, so he went in the other direction, toward Germany. He could be near the border in ten minutes. As he got higher on the mountain, he saw the blue and white lights from a couple Polizei cars making their way up the mountain road to the gasthaus. Jake guessed they would first go to the room and find out what happened. By then he would be long gone.
The man next to him started to stir, so Jake swung a backfist, hitting the man in the face and knocking him out again. Blood rolled down the man’s face, down his right arm and down his right leg. Jake would have to stop across the border before this guy went into shock. He needed some information.
The border between Austria and Germany sat on the top of 2500 meter mountains here, with no way to cross. The road ahead would come to a small town and Jake would have to go left or right. Left and Jake would skirt the border and eventually be able to continue north and cross the unguarded frontier into Germany. Go to the right and Jake would head toward Garmisch-Partenkichen, Germany, or he would be able to backtrack toward Innsbruck before crossing into Germany. He went to the right.
A half hour later, convinced he wasn’t being followed, Jake pulled down a deserted country road and stopped. The man to his right had been semi-conscious a few times during the night and woke with swirling eyes now. Jake got out and rounded the car, opening the front passenger door and stooping down to the Serb still strapped into his chair. His dark eyes shifted toward Jake, unknowing.
“All right,” Jake said, “we’ve determined already that you speak English. Now you’re gonna tell me who hired you.”
The man licked dried blood above his lip but didn’t say a word.
Jake shook his head. “This can go many different ways. But in the end you’ll either die from shock or loss of blood, or you can die…in a different manner. Best case scenario? You tell me what I need to know and I drive you to the hospital in Innsbruck.”
The man sniffed. “You’re dead already. You just can’t see it.”
“Good. You can speak. I thought you might be dumb and stupid. Now…how do you want this to go?”
Still no answer. Great. Why in the hell do they all take the hard way? Jake pushed in the cigarette lighter and waited. The man’s eyes looked at the lighter and then to Jake, who yawned.
The lighter popped and Jake took it out and shoved it immediately into the man’s neck, bringing a loud scream and the man stretching his body against the restraints. The smell of burnt hair and flesh tweaked Jake’s nostrils. It was the one smell he really hated.
“This is just the beginning,” Jake said. “We can stay here all night until the battery runs out.” He shoved the lighter back into its slot and waited for it to pop again. “But once I start using this on your dick you’ll tell me what I need to know. I’ll guarantee it.”
When the lighter popped, the man jumped but still didn’t answer. Jake looked at the wound on the man’s forearm, where Jake’s bullet had struck the bone, leaving a nasty mess. With one swift motion, Jake grasped the lighter and shoved it into the wound that was seeping blood. The pain brought another scream from the man, instant sweat from his face, and then the guy passed out. Damn it. The pain was what Jake wanted, but he had pretty much cauterized the arm wound. He returned the lighter to its slot and thought of another method. Maybe his pocket knife would be enough. He pulled it out, unfolded the three-inch blade, and checked for sharpness. Not up to his normal standards. Good. That would work better.
Jake slapped the man a couple of times to wake him. When he finally responded, his eyes cast a dark glare on Jake, who waved the knife close to the Serb’s eyes. Most men feared a few things from torture. First, that they would do something to his dick or nuts. Another great fear is that someone would screw with the eyes. Nobody wanted to go blind.
“Now, my friend, I’m sure you can see the gravity of your situation. I can poke one eye out, you scream and still don’t tell me what I want to know, and then I take your second eye. From there I can go to your cock and balls, taking one at a time. Now, I think you must have read somewhere that I will do what I’m telling you. Then I’ll leave you up here with no clothes, bleeding to death and no reason to really live anyway. That’s the hard way. And what does it really matter if you tell me the name of your boss?”
“He’ll kill me.”
“There we go,” Jake said, “we’ve narrowed the field to only half of the world’s population. We know it’s a man. Continue.” Jake ran the knife along the bottom of the guy’s right eye.
The Serb let out a labored breath. “I don’t know his name.”
Shaking his head, Jake sliced the man just below the eye, bringing instant blood and pain as the man pulled his head away from the knife.
“Now, that was a lie and you know it,” Jake chided.
This time the man said through clenched teeth, “Gunter Schecht.”
Jake couldn’t believe what he had just heard. “Gunter Schecht,” he repeated. “That’s impossible.” Impossible because Jake had shot the man, putting a bullet in his forehead many years ago in Berlin, Germany. “What did he look like?”
“I never saw him,” the Serb said. “The word got out about a bounty on you, so we made it known we were available. I’m sure we’re not the only ones. A million Euros is a lot of money.”
Not if you’re dead. “How did you get in on the action?”
“A website.” He gave Jake the web address. “From there they call you. I have no idea how they found my number. I didn’t give it to them. But they found me.”
“There are better ways to make money,” Jake assured him. “Trying to kill me is not one of them.”
“I see that now.”
Jake unlashed the guy and pulled him from the car, shoving him into the ditch, where he fell into low ferns and immediately grasped his shot knee.
“Now what?” the Serb asked.
“If I let you go I’m guessing you’ll just come after me again. Am I right?”
The man hunched his shoulders. “My knee must get fixed. Just like yours.”
So the man did know something about Jake. “And then what?” Jake pressed. He aimed his .40 cal auto at the man’s chest.
“That’s a lot of money.”
“At least you’re honest,” Jake said. “So why shouldn’t I just shoot you right here?”
“You should. I would. But then they will keep sending men after you until you’re dead. You can’t get away from fate.”
Okay, honesty could go too far. What the hell should he do? It’s not like he could just shoot an unarmed man. The guy had made a bad choice taking this assignment, but he had no way of knowing that. Jake backed up to the car, opened the driver’s door, and reached under the seat, collecting the Serb’s silenced gun. Then Jake threw the gun a few feet away from the man.
The Serb’s eyes shifted toward the gun.
“Pick it up,” Jake ordered.
“You’ll shoot me before I have a chance.”
“Maybe. But you’ll get more of a chance than you gave me back at the gasthaus.”
“You weren’t in the room.”
“You didn’t know that.”
Jake could see the calculations running through the Serb’s mind. Reach for the gun, roll to the side, raise the gun, and fire. As the man did just what Jake thought he would, Jake stepped quickly to his right, narrowed his profile and heard one puff just as he fired three times. The man crashed to the grass. Jake stepped carefully toward the man, his gun ready to fire again. But it wasn’t necessary. Two bullets had struck the man’s chest, and the third had hit the center of the man’s neck, snapping his spine. The man was dead before he hit the grass.
Feelings were mixed with Jake. He should have hated the man, but he didn’t. He was just doing what he had to do to make a buck. Money was a strange motivator. Sure it was needed to live, yet in his case it had done just the opposite. He thought about what the Serb had told him. Gunter Schecht. Made Jake think. Someone was trying to use disinformation against him. Mess with his mind, knowing Jake had killed the guy years ago. But that wasn’t a well-known fact. Only a few people in the intelligence community knew that Jake had killed Gunter. Unless someone had bought that information and was using it to frame someone else, knowing Jake would know only a few knew he had killed the German.
Picking up the man’s gun, never knowing when he might need a good silenced pistol, Jake saw that the Serb had fired the last bullet before the slide had stuck back. Still, he had given the man some chance. Jake could live with that.
He got into the Audi and drove toward Germany. If someone wanted him to think about Gunter, there was no better place to go. Jake knew he could be walking into a trap, but at least he also knew that was a possibility. The mouse trap only worked when the mouse was hungry.
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Near St. Anton, Austria
Franz Martini had gotten word of another shooting in the gasthaus outside of the ski resort town and immediately drove to that location. He still had a number of contacts in the Innsbruck Polizei office who would continue to feed him information.
He pulled into the parking lot of the gasthaus and parked behind a line of Polizei cars that blocked off the site of the shooting. Getting out, he looked up to the sky at all the stars. Not a cloud. That would drop the temps to near freezing.
As he approached the room, he noticed Hermann Jung standing outside talking on his cell phone. He didn’t look happy to see Franz.
Starting to make his way into the room, Franz was stopped by a strong hand smacking his chest, followed by the shorter man stepping in front of Franz.
“Wait a minute, Franz,” Hermann said, flipping his phone shut. “You’re not authorized to be here.”
Franz looked down at the man’s hand as if to say ‘remove it or lose it.’ Hermann Jung reluctantly took his hand back.
“Do you need to go through remedial training on the chain of command,” Franz said. “I could arrange that.” He kept a stern eye on his replacement.
“With all due respect, you are on medical leave, Herr Martini.”
Franz flipped open his identification and pointed at his credentials, his badge. “Until they pull this from my dying hand, I still outrank you, Herr Jung. Now, unless you want to go back to picking up drunk drivers on the autobahn, you’ll step aside.”
Reluctantly, the man did just that, his jaw to the point of crushing his own teeth.
Inside the room, Franz first noticed Jake’s bike against one wall, his helmet strapped around the handle bars and his shoes sitting underneath. Then he saw the dead man, covered like the man dead in Jake’s apartment with the standard-issue clear plastic. Each spent brass casing was marked with a numbered tag. Five feet from the dead man was a pool of blood.
“Did you get a sample of that?” Franz asked a technician.
“Ja, Herr Martini.”
Well, at least someone remembered him, Franz thought. His eyes scanned the room looking for anything that could help him understand the scene.
Hermann Jung stepped up to Franz and said, “It looks like Jake Adams was wounded.”
“Why do you say that?” Franz inquired, not looking at the younger man.
“The extra blood.”
Franz tried his best not to slap Jung across the head. Instead, he pointed to the bed. “Jake wasn’t in the room. Two men kicked the door in and started shooting. One went to the bathroom and shot a few more times. At what? Nothing. Because somehow Jake knew they were coming and he entered behind them. That’s his brass outside the door on the sidewalk. Those are forty cal, his weapon of choice.” Franz didn’t bring up the fact that the bullets that killed the man on the floor might have been standard Austrian Polizei issue rounds from the gun he had provided Jake to protect himself.
“But then where is Herr Adams?” Hermann Jung asked derisively.
Without answering, Franz went to the dead man on the floor, pulled aside the plastic and examined the body. Pulling up the sleeve on both arms, he noticed a tattoo on the man’s left forearm. He smiled and pointed. “You found no identification?”
“None. Just like the man at the apartment.”
“This man is a Serb.”
“What?” Hermann came closer and stooped down. “How can you be sure?”
“The tattoo. Two-headed eagle with two sabers, topped off with the crown. That’s from the Serbian Army flag.”
The wheels seemed to be turning in Herman Jung’s mind, trying to assess the situation anew. “So, the other man wounds Jake Adams and takes him with him for some reason. That makes sense.”
Jesus, help me, Franz thought as he lowered the sheet back onto the dead Serb. He rose and towered above Jung. How in the hell had this man filled his position? “No. You have it backwards. As I mentioned, Jake wasn’t here when the men came in shooting. They don’t need anything from Jake, other than his death, to receive the bounty on his head. All they need is proof of death. Jake, on the other hand, needed something from these two. He needed to find out why they wanted him dead and who had hired them. So, Jake shot this man in self-defense, shot and wounded the other assailant, and then took him in their car.” After he said this last part, he wished he’d kept his mouth shut. Sometimes his own superiority got in the way of logic. But he couldn’t help correcting such a flamboyant dolt.
With that, Hermann Jung rushed out of the gasthaus room onto the parking lot, pulling his cell phone out and talking in private. Franz glanced one last time around the room to make sure he hadn’t missed anything. Jake was either the best Franz had ever seen, or the luckiest bastard alive. How had he known these two would come for him here at this time? Franz thought about the isolated location of the gasthaus, the distance to St. Anton, possible response time and direction of that response, and came up with his best guess. Jake had planned this out quite specifically. It was perfect. Luck had nothing to do with it. He smiled thinking of the intelligent guile of his American friend.
Hermann Jung came back ten minutes later, a smirk on his face. “Thank you for your help, Herr Martini.”
Hesitating and in deep thought, Franz said, “What have you done?”
“One of the men rented a car at the Innsbruck airport using a Serbian passport. They don’t see them very often, so the rental agent made a mental note. The men rented an Audi A4 just hours ago. I’ve put out a bulletin on it. I also informed Interpol in case Adams decides to cross into Germany or another country.”
Great. Franz checked his watch. “He could be in Germany, Switzerland or Italy by now.” At least Franz hoped so.
Hermann gnashed down on his teeth. “We’ll find him. Trust me on this, Herr Martini.”
“You mentioned in the bulletin that Jake Adams is a victim here,” Franz said vehemently.
Not answering, Hermann Jung walked away.
That was fantastic, Franz thought. Now he’d have to clean up this mess behind the scene to keep Jake out of jail. But he wasn’t sure if he still had enough pull in the Austrian Polizei to make that happen.
Central Intelligence Agency
Langley, Virginia
Behind his large desk off the command center, his second office and nearly his second home, CIA Director Kurt Jenkins clasped his hands together in deep thought. His intense eyes moved from the 24-inch LCD screen to a briefing one of his analysts had set in front of him moments ago before leaving him alone to his thoughts. Since taking over the Agency, this was the second time he had been briefed on his old friend Jake Adams. Sure he’d tried to call Jake back into service many times while he was the deputy director of the CIA. Maybe that was a mistake. But he always thought of Jake when he needed something done and could trust no others to do the job with such great verve. And Kurt trusted him like a brother. But this report was disturbing. He had also kept Jake’s recent problems secret from Jake’s ex-girlfriend, Toni Contardo. After what happened the last time the two of them had worked together, he thought that Toni and Jake should keep their distance. Love hate? That was the problem. Kurt wasn’t sure how the two of them felt toward each other anymore. Not that it mattered to him. He had asked the analyst to fetch Toni as soon as he scanned the briefing and she should have been to his office by…
Knock on the door.
Now.
Toni entered wearing black slacks and a black sweater that highlighted her still-perfect body. Her long curly black hair flowed sensuously over her shoulders with each step she took in her high-heeled boots. He certainly understood Jake’s attraction. God, almost forty and she was still beautiful. But Toni was now untouchable. Married to a wealthy businessman from New York, whom she didn’t get to see much thanks to Kurt sending her all over the world on special projects. Helluva way to run a marriage.
She took a seat on a leather chair to the side of the large desk, her hand sweeping hair away from her dark eyes. She crossed her legs and slowly tapped her fingernails on the arm of the chair.
“You get your morning coffee?” Kurt asked her.
Toni’s eye’s glanced at the wall, where numerous clocks ran from zulu in the center to locations around the world. It was zero six thirty local east coast. “An hour ago. What’s up?”
“We have a situation in Europe with one of our assets,” Kurt started. “Former assets.” He searched for his words. “Let me bring you up to date.” He explained to Toni what had happened to Jake over two months ago in Austria, just days after Jake had worked a private case in Bulgaria. When he was done he waited for a response, knowing it could be anything from subdued indifference to pulling a gun and shooting him between the eyes.
She looked stunned. “Jake almost died two months ago and I’m first hearing about it now? We’ve been friends for years.”
“I know. I shouldn’t have kept it from you, but we weren’t sure if the hit was directed toward him or his wife.”
“Girlfriend” she corrected.
“Right. Besides, we had a local asset watching him while he was in the hospital for two months. If nobody tried to finish the job, we thought the hit must have been on Anna.”
Toni’s expression changed from concern to alarm. “Really.”
Kurt nodded.
Expelling a deep breath, Toni said, “He could have used a friend, Kurt. I should have been there for him. He probably thinks I’m a complete ass.”
“I thought you moved on. You’re married.”
“We’re still friends.”
Looking at the briefing again, Kurt thought how he had directed the conversation and realized he couldn’t have done it any better than he had. Now to close the deal.
“That’s not everything,” Kurt said. “There was another hit attempt on Jake yesterday at his apartment in Innsbruck.”
“Is he all right?”
“Yeah. Jake killed one man, a Turkish Kurd, but the other man got away.”
“Innsbruck? He was living in Vienna.”
“He still owns the apartment in Innsbruck. Anna’s parents dissolved her apartment and sent Jake’s stuff back to his old place. Also, a man died setting a bomb to Jake’s car a few days before Jake got out of the hospital.”
“Jesus,” she muttered. “What has he gotten into this time?”
The two of them sat in silence for a moment. Kurt fiddled with the paper and Toni squeezed down on the arms of the chair.
“What do you plan on doing?” Toni asked.
“What do you suggest? He’s not officially our asset. He’s an independent contractor. A private security consultant.”
She pushed forward in her chair. “After all he’s done for this Agency? And this country. We sure as hell better help him. Besides, this could be related to a mission from his Agency days.”
“Settle down. He’s my friend too. I was asking for your opinion. I guess I have that now.”
Her body relaxing somewhat, she slumped back into the leather. “Well, send me to help him. Sounds like he could use a second set of eyes.”
A speaker on Kurt’s desk beeped and a woman’s face came onto his screen. “Sir, Johnson is here to brief you.”
“Have him wait,” Kurt said.
“He says he must see you immediately. About your friend.”
“Fine. Send him in.” Kurt clicked off his assistant’s image.
Seconds later Johnson came in, stood across the desk from his boss, and handed him a briefing. Johnson was a former Navy communications specialist, but Kurt Jenkins had started to use him as a general analysts in the past month. He trusted the man. And that was everything to any CIA director.
“Are we sure it was Jake Adams?” Kurt asked Johnson.
“Yes, sir. He used his personal Visa at the gasthaus. And the bike he left behind was his. Purchased recently in Innsbruck.”
Kurt Jenkins handed the paper to Toni, who had moved forward in her chair again anxiously.
“That’ll be all Johnson. Thanks.”
Johnson lifted his chin and started to leave.
“Just a minute,” Toni said.
The analyst stopped and turned to Toni.
“Are you sure the Austrian Polizei are looking for Jake?” she asked.
“Yes, ma’am.”
“Because of this recent attempt at the gasthaus?” she inquired.
“No, ma’am. Because of the man he killed at his apartment in Innsbruck. But I’m sure they’ll intensify their search after this recent attack.”
Toni looked at the briefing and said, “It says here there were two attackers at the St. Anton gasthaus. What happened to the second man?”
Johnson hunched his shoulders.
“Speculate,” Kurt said.
“My guess,” Johnson said, “is that Jake took the man. The car they rented at the Innsbruck airport is also missing.”
“Thanks. That’s all.” Kurt smiled and the analyst left.
Toni slid the briefing back onto the desk.
“What do you think?” Kurt asked Toni.
She rubbed her temples in deep thought. Finally, she said, “You really want to know?”
“Yes.”
“Well, since Jake knew he was under attack at his place, he must have left town on his bike. His car had been blown up. So he goes to St. Anton and uses his own Visa to pay for the place. If Jake didn’t want to be found, he wouldn’t be found. He’d be back home in Montana fly fishing. He expected another attempt. He looked forward to another try. He could have easily killed both of the men at the gasthaus, but instead he keeps one man alive. Why? To acquire information. To find out who was after him. And he will find out.”
“My thoughts exactly,” Kurt said. “So how will you find him? He’s incommunicado now, I’m sure.”
Kurt could see that something wasn’t working for Toni. She looked confused. “What’s wrong?” he asked.
“Do you find it strange that the first man Jake killed at his apartment was a Kurd and now two Serbs try to take him out? What’s up with that?”
“Not to mention those who tried to kill Jake a couple months ago. One was a Bulgarian and the other a Hungarian. Because he was attacked just after taking down a terror group in Bulgaria, we checked into it carefully. But found no connection whatsoever.”
“That makes no sense, Kurt.”
“Get over there. Having been the station chief in Vienna, you have many contacts in Austria.”
Toni rose and hesitated.
“Take someone with you,” he said.
Shaking her head, she said, “No. Jake won’t trust anyone but me.”
“There isn’t anyone?”
“Not directly. But any help behind the scenes would be greatly appreciated. If you could direct some assets to find out who’s trying to kill Jake…” Her words drifted off with a smile.
“Already on it.”
“Outstanding.” She started to leave but stopped before opening the door. “Oh, and I could use a ride with a diplomatic pouch”
“The jet is being fueled on the tarmac as we speak. Take whatever guns and communications equipment you need.”
She smiled and left him alone in the room. Jesus, she looked just as good going as she did coming. And not once did she mention her husband. Interesting.
He looked over the two briefing papers again trying to gain further insight into this strange case. Toni had been right. What had Jake gotten himself into this time? Sure he’d made many enemies over the years. But hits were normally ordered because someone represented a threat in some way. A threat to ideology. A threat to continued wealth. Yet, revenge was also a great motivator. He had a feeling Toni would find the answer soon enough.
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Driving much of the night, unsure where to go or what to do, stopping and going erratically with no great desire to show any logical pattern, Jake crossed into Germany nearly an hour ago and drove to Garmish-Partenkirchen, the ski resort that hosted the 1936 Winter Olympics. Jake had skied the Zugspitze, Germany’s highest mountain, many times and was quite familiar with Garmish. But he wasn’t sure why he’d come here. Maybe he felt safe here. Maybe he wanted to stay in familiar surroundings. He was now just a mountain pass away from crossing back into Austria and down to Innsbruck. More than anything, he needed some rest and some time to think. On the drive the night before, he’d stopped in a few isolated areas to rest his eyes, but the cold mountain air had made him get on the road again. Once getting to Garmish, though, he couldn’t check into a hotel or gasthaus at five in the morning. Instead, he’d found a bakery with a coffee bar and started sucking down the thick black brew, while pounding down a couple of pastries. He considered driving north to Munich and hanging out there for a while. He’d worked for years in Germany as an officer in the CIA. Since quitting the Agency years ago, he’d spent most of the time living in Europe, mostly Austria, but he’d crossed over into Germany many times. Which made him think about what the Serb had said, saying a man named Gunter Schecht had put out the hit on him. That, of course, was impossible. Jake had shot the man dead along the Rhine River in Bonn, Germany. Somebody was using the man’s name to screw with Jake. But who? Who knew Jake had killed the man? That could be a long list, since anyone with access to that incident would know. Over the years Jake had worked with Gunter’s niece, Alexandra, an officer with BND, German Federal Intelligence Service. Maybe Jake had found his direction.
Leaving the bakery, a coffee to go in his right hand and the keys in his left, Jake stopped when he saw the green and white German Polizei car parked behind the Audi A4. He sipped coffee and then continued forward, past the Audi and past the BMW Polizei car — a younger officer inside on the computer. Damn it.
Without thinking, Jake rounded the back of the Polizei car, came up along the driver’s side, swung open the door and dumped his coffee on the man’s lap. The Polizei officer jerked his body back against the seat, and when he did, Jake punched the man in the face with a back fist, knocking him out.
Hurry now, Jake. He checked the computer and saw that the officer had already called in the Audi A4. Damn it.
Over the radio, dispatch was asking about the car.
Then the screen flipped to a wanted person notice for Germany and Austria, searching for Jake. He was screwed now. He had to move fast.
Glancing about the area, especially to the bakery he’d just sat in for nearly an hour, nobody had seen Jake hit the cop. He slowly closed the door, wiped his prints from anything he’d touched, and hurried to the Audi. He needed to move the car and dump it.
Fifteen minutes later, Jake had dropped off the Audi in a residential area a few blocks from the downtown of Garmish, wiped the car as clean as he could and hoisted his pack to his back and started walking with purpose toward the S-Bahn train station a kilometer away. If he got lucky, he could get right onto a train. The two guns could be a problem, but trains within the country still had mild security on the commuter lines. He rarely saw anyone stopped, unless they were drunks or derelicts. Regardless, he swapped out his passport to a diplomatic U.S. version, which would allow him to be armed.
Hiking along, he saw a Polizei car race on a street across the river in the direction of the bakery. The cop had called in his assault. Crap. He had a pretty good relationship with German Polizei. Not just friends, but he had lectured them a number of times on counter-terrorism in nearby Oberammergau. He’d have to be sure to send the guy a Christmas present.
At the S-Bahn station, Jake bought a one-way ticket to Nurnberg with cash, but he’d get off before Munich. He did get lucky. The train was on the track and pulled out with German precision ten minutes after Jake sat down, his eyes on the station for any Polizei. None came.
A number of trains run from Garmish-Partenkirchen to Munich, from locals that stop at nearly every dinky town, to more express lines with only a couple of stops. Jake had gotten onto a local. He wanted the extra stops, just in case he needed to jump off. Also, he could use the extra time to get a little sleep.
When Jake barely woke to the sound of his stop ahead, he waited for the train to stop and then found his backpack on the overhead rack and wandered off the train.
Pullach was a small town on the southwestern edge of Munich. Jake guessed most of the residents either worked in that major city or at the most prominent employer in the town, BND, the German Federal Intelligence Service. Although the BND headquarters was still here, another office had opened in the Berlin area. Last he’d heard, though, his contact was still at this location.
As Jake walked down the cobblestone platform heading to the small station, he noticed cameras focused his way and tried his best to keep his head down.
Inside the little station, he found a pay phone and plugged in a couple Euros. Since it was Saturday he hoped she would be home, but she could be just about anywhere in the World.
A woman answered with a simple Ja.
“Can we talk?” Jake asked in German.
“Who is speaking?”
He recognized her voice, but he’d caught her off-guard. He couldn’t say his name, though.
“A Prussian man dies in the Spree,” he said, hopeful she would understand.
She cleared her throat and said, “Cousin Johann. How long has it been? I can’t believe I didn’t recognize your voice. I thought you weren’t due in until this afternoon.”
“I have a cold. I caught an earlier train. Can you pick me up?”
“Absolutely,” she said. Hesitating a moment, she added, “ten minutes?”
“That would be wonderful. I’ll be waiting.”
They both hung up and Jake glanced about the small room. A young couple with a baby in a stroller. An old man sweeping the floor. Two Goth kids with enough piercings to open a sewing shop. Nothing out of place. He checked his watch and wandered out to the street side of the building. It was nearly ten-thirty.
The streets were relatively calm. Only a few cars and a city bus came by. So when he saw the black BMW pull up swiftly to the curb, Jake considered pulling one of his guns. But the passenger window was down and he could see Alexandra behind the wheel. She was still as beautiful as he remembered. Three features on her face had always caught his attention. First, her remarkable green eyes resembled that of a Siamese cat. Below those orbs were prominent cheek bones made most obvious with a not unreluctant stoic smirk. And finally, her always-moist, full lips that begged to be kissed, which Jake had never done. The rest of her body Jake could only guess upon, since he had never seen her in anything more revealing than tight slacks and shirt over the years. But those visions had revealed a frame and structure worked hard in the gym.
She smiled at him and said, “Get in cousin Johann.”
He threw his pack in the back seat and settled into the leather front seat. Without saying a word, she pulled the car away from the curb and sped off. She drove for a few blocks in silence and then pulled over in the parking lot of a small park on the edge of town, shutting down the engine.
“I hoped you still worked here,” Jake said.
She didn’t look at him. “I was sorry to hear about Anna. I went to her funeral.”
“For work?”
“For both work and to pay my respects,” Alexandra said. “We worked together a few times in the past couple of years. I’m sure she didn’t mention it.”
“She couldn’t,” Jake said. He’d called Alexandra a couple of times in the last year or so, hoping to keep the relationship going, never knowing when they could help each other.
“We had to make sure her death had nothing to do with Germany,” she explained.
They sat for a moment in silence. He wasn’t sure what he wanted from her, other than a friendly face. Perhaps her guidance.
She turned to him now and said, “You look great. A little tired.”
“You look well rested and hot as ever.”
Putting her hand onto his, she simply smiled. After a long silence, where she seemed to be considering her words carefully, she finally said, “I stopped by the hospital to see you after the funeral, but you had just gotten out of surgery. I wish I could have stayed until you woke.”
He squeezed down on her hand. “That was nice of you. It was a hard, long stay in the hospital. Probably harder than anything I’ve ever had to endure.”
“I know what Anna meant to you.”
Neither of them mentioned that he and Anna would get married in the near future, but Jake felt that she knew.
“Now,” she said, “what brings you to Pullach?”
“I needed to see a friendly face,” he said seriously.
“No doubt. Considering all those trying to kill you.”
Jake’s brows rose. “So you know.”
“Of course. Since I was tagged as an associate of yours, our internal investigations unit has questioned me. Which is why you have become Cousin Johann.”
“You have a Cousin Johann,” Jake said. “Gunter Schecht’s youngest. But he’s only thirty-two. And I hear he’s gay.”
She laughed. “He’s married with two children. A book editor in Berlin.”
“I knew that,” Jake lied.
They stared at each other, Jake studying her stunning beauty. She had almost no make-up on and needed none at all. Her hair was now a different shade, almost a dark auburn, whereas it had been much more blonde the last time he saw her. He had known Alexandra longer than Anna, having worked with her when Jake was with the Agency in Germany for many years. There had always been sexual tension between them, but neither of them had been unencumbered. Until now.
“You think your own agency might have your phone tapped?” Jake asked her.
“I don’t trust that they don’t. I got a call this morning updating me on you. They say you killed a man in a gasthaus in St. Anton.”
“They got it part right. Two Serbs tried to kill me at the gasthaus and I shot them.”
“And then?”
He shrugged. “I took their car and then acquired some intel.”
“What did the second man tell you?”
“A lie.”
“How do you know?”
“Because when I asked him who hired him, he said it was Gunter Schecht. We both know that’s not true.”
She bit her lower lip and nodded her head. “There could be more than one Gunter Schecht. It’s not that uncommon.”
Jake had thought of that. He simply shook his head.
The two of them had never discussed how Jake had killed her uncle, but she had told him she had read the Polizei report. As far as Jake knew, she held no ill feelings toward him. But he felt now he had to say something.
“I’m sorry, Alexandra. I had no choice but to shoot Gunter. He would have killed me.”
She squeezed down on his hand. “I know. He had a hard time after leaving the Service. Got in with the wrong people.”
“Retirement has been hard for a lot of Cold Warriors,” Jake assured her. “There was always one bad guy to focus on back then — the Evil Empire. Black and white. Since then things have become shades of gray.”
“I know.” Her eyes drifted out the window beyond Jake, contemplatively. “I’ve been ordered to report any contact with you.”
Jake pulled his hand away from hers. “I guess we shouldn’t be touching then.”
She slapped his arm. “I don’t always do as I’m told.” Turning the key and starting the engine, she added, “I think I need to bring my cousin to lunch.”
He couldn’t deny her that.
After a late lunch the two of them drove back to her apartment, where Jake took a long nap on her sofa. When he woke it was dark outside. Checking his watch, it was ten p.m. He was disoriented and confused, two things he hated more than anything. Sitting up on the sofa he glanced about the gloomy room. Alexandra had only a few personal items on display here. He’d been so tired after lunch he hadn’t noticed any of those items when he first came into the room. Also not like him. He got up now and wandered to a tall table against one wall where family pictures were displayed. One showed Alexandra in a German Army uniform standing next to a Leopard 2 tank. Another was of her as a young girl in a school uniform with twenty or so classmates. Then Jake saw a familiar face. He picked up a photo of a teenaged Alexandra standing rather awkwardly next to a younger Gunter Schecht. Gunter would have been in the BND, German Intelligence, at the time. He was wearing a suit that accentuated his muscular physique. Jesus, Gunter. What happened to you?
“You’re awake,” Alexandra said, startling Jake.
He set the photo down. “Yeah, I really needed that.”
She stepped closer to him and saw the photo he’d been viewing. “He was a good man at one time,” she said.
“I know.”
“Don’t say it,” she said.
“I was just going to mention how cute you looked in that school outfit.” He smiled broadly at her.
She rose her brows seductively. “I think I still have that in my closet.”
“You’ve grown, though.”
Her eyes shot down to his pants. “I think you have, too.”
Neither said a word for a moment, Jake unsure of the situation.
She took his hand and pulled him toward the back rooms, which Jake had not seen yet. “You need to make love to me right now. Get rid of the sexual tension between us.”
He cleared his throat and forced out, “You mean there’s sexual tension?”
“From the moment we first met years ago,” she said. “If I hadn’t been undercover at the time, I would have jumped you then. Of course you were not available at the time. And then later you ended up going in another direction with Anna. But each time we talked, each time we e-mailed, each time we saw each other in the past couple of years, I felt the tension.”
He couldn’t deny that fact either. If he’d not been with Anna, he was sure they would have done something about this much sooner.
Now they reached her bedroom, which was dark except for a few candles. She had anticipated this, he thought. They stood a few feet apart and she slowly disrobed, dropping her clothes at her feet. When she was completely naked, she stood for a moment allowing Jake to admire her perfectly toned body. He’d imagined what she’d look like and his thoughts had been right on. She was gorgeous. And it had been quite a while for him. Not since the morning Anna had been shot. Jesus, could he really do this? Wasn’t it too soon?
She backed to the bed and crawled onto the feather covering, her eyes never leaving Jake and imploring him to remove his clothes.
He could feel the blood flowing through him. Knew he was ready for her. Slowly, he dropped his own clothing into a pile at his feet. When he finally slipped his underwear off, she gazed at his nakedness and held her hand out for him to join her. Jake slid into bed next to her. Their first time would be fast and furious. Before he could think again about the consequences. Then, if there was a second encounter, they would take their time. He compartmentalized again, shoving all other thoughts from his mind. It’s the only way he could feel right now. The only way to break loose and be alive again. She could do this for him, and he had to let her.
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Berlin, Germany
When Anton Zukov first heard the Turk wanted to make claim to killing Jake Adams, he had to admit to himself that this was a fortunate turn of events. After all, the Turk and his partner, who had reportedly been killed by Adams in his Innsbruck apartment a couple days ago, had obviously failed to kill the man. Otherwise Zukov would have never sent the Serbs to finish the job in St. Anton. But perhaps the Turk thought he was stupid and didn’t know this. Maybe he thought he could still collect on the one million Euros. Regardless, it had been a perfect opportunity to add to the chaos in Berlin. Keep his friend at the Polizei busy.
He’d never set up meetings at the same location twice, and he secretly wondered if he would eventually run out of good places. Not likely. Berlin was full of shadowy locations. Remnants from the past. But he’d decided to change up one thing — the drop site.
Now, an hour to midnight, Zukov had watched as the young Turk got off the U-bahn at the Karl-Marx-Strasse stop on the U7 line, a random selection on his part and not some Communist inclination. He stayed back a block in his Audi A3, his night vision improved with the Russian Army night vision goggles.
The Turk kept looking over his shoulder and then back ahead as he shuffled along the nearly deserted streets, moving with caution but purpose to the meeting place he had been told about on the internet.
As his target went down a narrow street between two large brick buildings, Zukov put the car in gear and slowly pulled out. He glanced for a moment at the fake arm cast with the gun hidden inside. Maybe it was time to change his methods as well. He needed to talk with the Turk. More than anything, he hated liars. Adams was still alive. But maybe the Turk actually thought he’d killed the American. He’d give him the benefit of the doubt until he doubted his benefit. That time could be soon enough.
Zukov went around the block and stopped when he saw the Turk come out from the other side of the buildings and make his way into the little park. Scanning the area with his NVGs, he didn’t see another person anywhere. Just a few cars drove along the busier road a few blocks across the park. But nothing to concern him. After all, this was just a talk he reminded himself.
The Turk stopped in the center of the park and immediately swiveled his head about trying to analyze his surroundings.
Pulling forward, Zukov turned left and found a parking space at the curb, shutting down the car and lights. He took off the NVGs and set them on the seat next to him.
Finesse, he told himself. Play with this one a little.
He got out and walked straight toward the Turk, his pace and stride intentionally subdued and subservient. He even purposely played with his watch cap, as if he himself was nervous. When he got just a few feet from the man, the Turk held up his hand for him to stop there — still five feet away.
Knowing their only common language was German, Zukov said, “Do you want your one million Euros?”
The Turk nodded his head. “Ja. Where is it?”
“Can you prove Jake Adams is dead?” Zukov stepped forward a little bit.
“My partner was killed by the man and then I killed him.”
“Where?”
“His apartment in Innsbruck.”
Zukov anticipated this answer. He raised his bushy brows until they touched his watch cap. Moving forward slightly as he spoke, he said, “When was this?”
“Two days ago.”
“Are you sure?”
“I was there,” the man spouted vehemently.
Okay. Doubt had run out. Another step forward. “So, then how could Jake Adams have killed two more of my men later that same evening near St. Anton?”
Hesitation. “I don’t know. I know I shot him.”
“Where is the proof?”
“Show me the Geld and I show you the proof.”
“Show me the proof and I show you the money.”
They stared at each other, the Turk uncomfortable and Zukov with a slight smirk on his face. But in the darkness he didn’t think the man would notice. Time to stop with the games.
“You have no proof,” Zukov said, “because Adams is still alive. He assaulted a German Polizei officer in Garmish this morning. Interpol has a Red Notice out on the man. They don’t put out a notice like that if the man is dead.”
The Turk’s eyes shifted side to side, like a cat looking for a way out of a cage.
“I’m sorry,” the Turk said desperately. “Give me another chance.”
Zukov simply stared at the man, letting him sweat for a while. “All right.” He reached into his jacket and the man nearly bolted away. “Hang on. It’s just a piece of paper. Possible location of Adams.” He held out a folded piece of paper and waited for the Turk to come closer. They were now just an arm-length away.
As the Turk reached for the paper, Zukov grasped the man’s wrist, twisted and brought the smaller man to his knees, a burst of agony spewing from his mouth in Turkish. Then with one smooth motion, Zukov put the man in a sleeper hold. At that point he could either simply let the man drift off to sleep or take his life away by suffocating him. But with one twist of his upper body, the Turk’s neck snapped and his limp body dangled beneath him. There was always a third option. He smiled and let the man’s body drop to the ground.
Without further thought, Zukov shoved the flyer for the bar back into his pocket and strolled to his car. Once inside the car, he glanced about the park again. Still nobody. But he knew by morning many people would use the park to cut across on their way to work, to school and to catch the U-bahn. The body would be found much faster and his friend Vogler would have to wonder a couple things. First, was this dead man related to those who had been shot and dumped in the Spree River? And if so, why the change in method?
Zukov would like to be a little creature in the Polizei officer’s mind when the synapses went off wondering these things. The electricity in Vogler’s brain would light every building surrounding the park for a week. Maybe Zukov would have to set his alarm to watch from afar.
With a huge smile on his face, he started his car and drove away slowly.
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Toni Contardo flew in the CIA Gulfstream from the U.S. to Iceland, refueled, and then direct to Innsbruck, where a car waited for her on the tarmac, a dark metallic blue Opel Vectra. She’d long ago learned how to sleep on these flights to avoid jet lag, but for some reason she was still tired as she drove and parked out front of Jake’s apartment along the Inn River. With the time change, it was just after midnight, the street lit only by old-style lamp posts.
She had to admit she had no idea where Jake could be, but she also knew that this was the only tie she had to him. He might have left some clue behind.
Getting out of the car, she made sure she had easy access to her gun under her long leather coat. Then she stepped quietly toward Jake’s place, her eyes shifting from cars lining the street to bushes alongside buildings, her ears concentrating on any noise out of the ordinary. Having been to Jake’s apartment a number of times, she had one advantage. A key. Jake had given it to her in case of emergency years ago. She hoped he hadn’t changed the locks since then. That would take her longer to get inside.
Moving up to the second floor, her steps as quiet as possible, she hesitated in front of his door, which was still crisscrossed with yellow Polizei crime tape.
She considered drawing her gun but instead simply took out the key and opened the door. Lights from the street gave her an obscured view of the main room. She stepped through the tape and closed and locked the door behind her. It smelled like death. Dried blood.
Before turning on the light, she walked to the front room and closed the Rolladens completely, darkening the room except for a few lights on the computer router and a digital clock on an end table. The only sound was from the refrigerator and the soft hum of Jake’s computer.
She clicked on a small table lamp and sat down at the computer desk. If Jake didn’t want her to get into his computer, she wouldn’t be able to no matter how long she sat there. She turned on the monitor, lighting the room more, and clicked a few passwords. Nothing.
Getting up, she wandered around the apartment, going down the hall to Jake’s bedroom. She’d been there before with Jake, but only a couple of times when they had been intimate. Moments of weakness after their divorce. Other times either she or he had been with someone else. Yet, she couldn’t help thinking about those times they’d been together, from the early days while working together in the CIA, hanging out in Mediterranean hotels undercover, in more ways than one. Together again in this apartment while she still worked for the Agency and Jake was a private security consultant. Then came Anna.
In the bedroom now, she clicked on a lamp and glanced at the bed, smiling at how good they’d been together. There was no denying that. And that had never been a problem with them. Their problem had been the constant separation, their jobs. Excuses, she thought, a tear streaking her right cheek, which she wiped away with the back of her hand.
She sat onto the bed and felt the fine cotton comforter.
A slight creak. Toni rose, pulled her gun, and hurried behind the bedroom door.
As the door swung in, Toni clicked back the hammer, pointed the gun at a dark figure, and said, “You move and you die.”
The man stopped.
“What brings the Agency to Innsbruck,” the man said, a hint of recognition in his deep voice.
“Franz Martini?” Toni said. She lowered her gun and de-cocked it. The two of them had met many times while Toni was the station chief in Vienna, and even before that when he was still the kriminal hauptkommisar for Tirol.
They embraced and then walked to the living room together. Toni took a seat on Jake’s bullet-ridden leather sofa, while Franz rummaged through the refrigerator.
“A beer?” Franz asked her.
“Sure.”
Franz opened two beers and brought one to Toni before taking a seat on a chair across from her.
She took down a long drink of beer, her eyes concentrating on Franz. He looked terrible. Near death. “How are you, Franz?”
He laughed. “What you mean to say is, ‘Why aren’t you dead yet.’”
Toni wasn’t sure what to say. “I heard you were on medical leave.” Before Franz could say anything, she added, “I just heard this morning about Anna and Jake getting shot. I’m sorry. I know how close you two were.”
He lowered his head somewhat, as if the weight of his skull was too much for his neck to hold up any more. “It was difficult. The two of them were good together.”
Toni nodded. Regardless of how much sleep she’d gotten on the jet, she was still feeling the effects of the flight. She said, “Any idea where to find Jake?”
“No. He wouldn’t tell me where he was going. And he wouldn’t take me with him, either. I think he thought I was losing a step or two.”
She gazed at his sad eyes unsure again what to say to him. He was dying right there in front of her.
When she didn’t say anything, Franz said, “I tried my best to keep Austrian Polizei from tracking down Jake, or from sending a notice to Interpol. My replacement here has a much different idea about Jake than I.”
“Nobody can replace you, Franz,” she said emphatically, a smile formed at the side of her lips.
He laughed from the gut and pointed at Toni. “Very smooth, young lady. Kind also.”
Toni sipped her beer and then said, “You have a theory as to why someone put a contract out on Jake?”
After finishing his beer, Franz went to the refrigerator and returned with two more beers, handing one to Toni. “Who knows what Jake has gotten himself into this time. He can rub some people the wrong way.” He finished with a shrug.
She laughed. “Yeah, he can.” He’d pissed her off more than she’d like to admit. “But what do you think is the root reason? Ideology, revenge, or something else?”
“A million Euros? That sounds personal to me. If it were a State sponsor they would have simply sent a few agents to kill him. And that list could be long. Now, they could be outsourcing the deed to make it look personal and to direct attention away from them.”
She’d considered all of the options on the flight while she pretended to rest. “Good point. So far we have Turkish Kurds, Bulgarians and Serbs. But with the open market now…” She shook her head. “A million Euros will bring out all kinds of bad guys. You could even have Americans getting in on the action.”
“Exactly. That’s why Jake decided to take off.”
Toni scanned the room, her eyes stopping on the blood-stained spot near the front door. Well, the blood had been removed with bleach, but that had lightened the hardwood floor. Her gaze returned to Franz. “He waited here for someone to come for him,” she said. “He wanted to keep one alive to interrogate. But one got away. And the other he killed too good on the floor there.” She poked her finger into a bullet hole in the sofa.
Franz nodded and drank some more beer.
Toni’s mind wound around and settled on a thought. “He did the same thing at that gasthaus by St. Anton. But that time he got away with one of the men.”
“Yes.” Franz dropped his head again and then forced it up with a drink of his beer. “We found the second man. Another Serb.”
“What’s he saying?”
“He’s dead.” He collected his words. “It appears that he was tortured before being shot. Well, he was shot, tortured and then shot again.”
“Jake?”
“We have to assume. I could have kept our Polizei under control until we found this man. Self defense is one thing, but…”
“The best defense is a good offense,” she assured him. And she’d like to know what Jake found out from the Serb. “You know Jake. He did what he had to do.”
He raised his hand in protest. “Hey, I’m on your side, Toni. You think I don’t want him finding who killed Anna? I’ve been looking for the past two months and can’t seem to get one clue. Interpol hasn’t cooperated with me either.”
Toni wondered about that. And why had she not been notified about Jake getting shot? Something wasn’t right here and she’d find out what that was. She finished her first beer and started into the second one, sucking down half of it. Now she squared her gaze at him and said, “You don’t have a target on you and neither do I. We can work together on this. Find Jake and find out who’s trying to kill him.”
“And Anna’s killer,” Franz added.
“Right. Deal?”
“Deal.” He clanked his beer against hers. “Prosit!”
“Prosit!”
She noticed the fly rods hanging from the wall across from her, and remembered Jake taking her to Montana to his favorite rivers. The beauty was undeniable. Even for a city girl like her. But Jake seemed to fit that place, the sensuous motion of the fly rod drifting over his back, the line flipping out effortlessly and the fly landing in the perfect spot on the river. She, on the other hand, had been hopelessly inept with a fly rod — catching more trees and grass than fish. Yet, Jake had remained patient with her. The mountains calmed him. It was no real surprise he had moved to Innsbruck, with the gorgeous surrounding mountains and the river running through the city. If Jake had to live in Europe, there was almost no better place for him. Vienna was a surprise, though. Jake must have been in love to move there. A great city, but not for Jake.
They decided to stay the night at Jake’s place, Toni hoping the proximity to his stuff would give her some insight as to where he’d gone. She didn’t like it when Franz insisted she sleep in Jake’s bed, while he took the sofa with a blanket and pillow, but he was persuasive, saying he’d be getting plenty of rest soon enough when he was dead.
As she lay in Jake’s bed, her eyes on his high ceiling, she could smell him, and that nearly drove her crazy. They’d both been fools over the years, spending more time considering the fate of their country than the destiny of their relationship. A relationship that no longer existed. Jake had moved on with Anna, and Toni had gotten married. And now she saw her husband about as much as she would have seen Jake. The closet was open and she noticed Jake’s favorite leather jacket hanging there. She got up and went to it, feeling through the pockets. Nothing. She ran her hands over the soft black leather, and thought of his strong arms and chest inside. She’d bought the jacket for him in Italy years ago. With great reluctance, she crawled back into bed and pulled the covers to her neck.
Seconds later she heard footsteps coming down the hallway and she reached for her gun under the pillow. A light knock on the door.
“Toni. You still awake?” It was Franz.
“Yeah.”
The door opened slowly. “Sorry to bother you,” he said, his head around the door but not looking in at her. “But I just got a call from my friend. They found the car Jake had taken from the Serbs.”
“Where?”
“Garmish.”
She mulled that for a moment. “He’s not there.”
“No, I agree. But could it give us a direction?”
“I don’t know. Let me sleep on it.”
He started to pull his head back but stopped and said, “Oh. He took out a German Polizei.”
She shifted up onto her elbows. “He didn’t kill him.”
“No. Just embarrassed the man. Dumped coffee on his lap and then knocked him out.”
Laughing, Toni said, “Sounds like something Jake would do. Use what you have. Had the cop stopped Jake in the Serb’s car?”
“No. It was early this morning at a bakery. The Polizei had found the car and ran the plates. He was calling it in when Jake took him out. Turns out the guy had been to one of Jake’s counter-terrorism lectures.”
“What took so long for you to be notified?”
“Well, Jake took the Serb car and hid it in a residential area. They only found it a few hours ago. Are you sure we shouldn’t go there?”
“Yeah. He’s long gone.” But she had an idea which direction he might have traveled. “Let’s get some sleep and take off early in the morning.”
“Wunderbar.” He closed her into the room alone.
Now she had direction. Sleep came fast.
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Gustav Vogler got a call that a body had been found a few blocks from Karl-Marx-Strasse by a young woman walking her dog. That was an hour ago, when he still lay in bed with his newest girlfriend. He quickly showered, slapped a new nicotine patch onto his arm, shoved enough gum into his pants pockets to last all day, and jumped into his Polizei car. Not even time for coffee or food.
Now he stood with his assistant, Andreas Grosskreuz, in deep thought as he gazed down at the body of the man in the center of the park. His stomach growled enough for his assistant to stare at Gustav’s gut. It didn’t take a medical genius to see that the dark-skinned man’s neck had been broken. The man’s skinny neck was bruised and swollen and skewed awkwardly like a snake that had swallowed a boomerang.
With latex gloves on, Gustav searched the pockets of the man. This was much different from the other bodies they’d found over the last two months. Those had all been shot and dropped in the Spree River. Found sometimes a week or more later in various states of decay. This body wasn’t even close to the river or any other water. Maybe the killer wanted this man to be found sooner, Gustav pondered.
“What do you think, sir?” his assistant asked him. “Is this one related to our case?”
Damn good question, Gustav thought. He chewed on the large gob of nicotine gum in his mouth. “Could be. Although it doesn’t match the others.” Still stooped down, he gazed around at the scene and his eyes wandered to the edge of the small park. He’d ordered his men to cordon off the entire park and his officers were now carefully walking at arm’s length combing every meter for evidence. They would also photograph the onlookers again. Just in case. Even though they hadn’t gotten any clues like that recently.
Gustav continued his search of the body.
“With the others they could have been shot and simply dumped in the Spree,” Andreas said. “Perhaps the killer was interrupted before he could haul away the body.”
“Perhaps. Ah.” Gustav produced a wallet from the man’s back pocket. In a minute he’d searched every item within the leather wallet and then dropped those into an evidence bag held open by his associate. This made no sense at all, he thought. This was the only body they’d found with identification. Some of those found in the river had eventually been identified, but three men still remained unknown. This identification was too easy.
“A Turk,” Andreas said, viewing the man’s driver’s license through the plastic. “That’s a change.”
“Too many changes,” Gustav said. He wasn’t completely certain this was part of their case, but he had a gut feeling it was. “What do you suppose the killer is trying to tell us?”
Andreas crouched down lower to the level of his boss. “Well, maybe he decided it was time to make us think a little harder. Maybe he wants us to know he can strike anywhere in Berlin, and he doesn’t need to shoot them.”
“But what’s his motive?” That had bothered Gustav from day one with this case. As far as he could tell there was no motive — other than to kill for the pleasure of killing.
“Do sick bastards need motive, sir?”
Gustav searched one more spot on the body, the inside pocket of the man’s jacket. There he found a train ticket from Innsbruck to Berlin. One way. “He just got to town last evening.” In deep thought now, he postulated the meaning of this find. “This makes no sense, Andreas. A man makes a straight line from Austria to Berlin and ends up dead in a small park nowhere near a hotel. A Turk.”
“Maybe he was traveling from his home to see a relative here in the city,” Andreas said uncertainly.
The both of them stood again. Gustav placed the ticket stub into an evidence bag and handed it to Andreas.
“I don’t think so,” Gustav said. “The Orient Express still runs from Istanbul to Venice, and then you can catch a train north through Innsbruck, but it’s not the best route unless you have other business there. It’s better to go Istanbul to Bucharest to Budapest to Vienna and then head north to Berlin. Better yet, take a flight. Plus, he has no bags with him. Unless the shooter took his things.”
“Maybe he got in, dropped off his bags at a relative’s house and then went for a walk.” Andreas shrugged his shoulders. “Ran into the wrong guy.”
“I don’t think so,” Gustav said. “Do we have a missing person reported? I doubt it. No. This guy was here for a meeting. He let someone get too close and that got him killed. But he was here for a purpose. He came directly here from the Hauptbahnhof, I’m guessing. If he had a bag he probably left it at the train station. Have our people check the cameras at the station and see if they can catch this guy on video. Maybe he actually met the killer there. Or perhaps we’ll see if he put a bag in a locker there.”
“Sir, that could take a long time.”
“Not really. We know the track, the train and the time he arrived.”
“Of course. I’ll do it myself.” Andreas hurried off to a patrol car.
Standing there alone, the medical team waiting at the periphery for his signal to take away the body, Gustav stripped off his latex gloves and shoved them in his pocket. Then he took out another piece of gum and unwrapped it, his eyes on the dead man. He thought for a second about spitting out the old piece of gum, but not at this crime scene. The others had been drop sites. This looked like the kill location. Instead, he simply shoved the new gum into his mouth and added it to the old stuff. God, he wanted a cigarette.
He thought about the case. Did he finally have a break he could use? Maybe the killer wanted to throw some evidence his way. Wasn’t he too smart to leave all of this behind? Gustav motioned for the medical team to bag the man and then wandered around the scene deep in thought. A case like this could make or break a career. It didn’t matter much to Gustav. He could move on to retire. But he could help his young associate, Andreas. Something like this could come just once in a lifetime of Polizei work. His eyes scanned the buildings surrounding the park, checking to see who might be watching the scene. Nobody out of the ordinary. They needed a break. Maybe this guy had finally made a mistake.
Foreign Intelligence Service (SVR) Headquarters
Moscow, Russia
A woman in a black karate uniform maneuvered around the hard cushioned floor, her eyes keeping track of three potential young male attackers as her perfectly-toned body moved smoothly and gracefully counterclockwise. Suddenly a man tried to slip in from behind her. As if she had eyes in the back of her head, she thrust her left foot back, catching the man in the stomach and knocking him to the floor. Now the other two thought they found an opening and attacked simultaneously. But the woman shifted quickly to her right, swept her leg and sent one man to the mat. With a twist of her body she snapped a kick to the second man’s groin, dropping him to the ground also. She slid back, brought her fists together at her chest, and bowed her head to the three men, who dejectedly returned the woman’s bow. The three men left the exercise room for the locker room.
The woman relaxed and finally saw she had an audience of one, her assistant, Russian Army Colonel Vladimir Bortnikov. She hated when he interrupted her mid-day workout.
As deputy director of external counter-intelligence, General of the Army Tatyana Petrova was the first woman to rise so high in the SVR or its predecessor, the KGB. She had been trained at Russia’s finest universities and had started off her career in the military flying helicopters in battle in Chechnya. Along the way she had left her male counterparts behind, intellectually and militarily. She was on the fast track to become the first female SVR director. Even in her mid-forties, with her fit body, her silky blonde hair, her high cheek bones, and her elegant demeanor, she could have been confused on the street for an aging movie actor or super model. But that would have been a mistake. She was a sixth degree black belt in karate and knew how to use just about any hand-held weapon in the Russian arsenal, from knives to sniper rifles.
Wiping her face with a towel, Tatyana stepped closer to her assistant and said, “What is it, Vladimir?”
“General, you asked to be informed on any changes in Germany.”
Assessing her assistant, she noticed he seemed to have a lot more gray than when he started working for her six months ago. And he was five years her junior. Maybe she was working him too hard. Note to self…give Vladimir leave. In December.
“Well?” she asked.
“I think we might have a problem with Anton Zukov.”
She threw the towel to the floor. “Zukov’s only problem is he doesn’t seem to have any contemporaries who think outside the box like him.”
“But, ma’am…”
Tatyana waved her hand as if she would strike her colonel. “What is the problem? Get to the point so I can take a shower and eat my lunch.”
“He seems to be deviating from the plan, General.”
If she believed in a God, she’d hope he would strike this man in his tracks if he didn’t get to the point. “And?”
“He’s left one of the potential assassins dead in a park in Berlin.”
She twirled her hands for him to continue.
“And they still haven’t been able to track down that American, Jake Adams.”
“You have got to be kidding me, Vladimir. He’s one man. And he’s not even with the CIA anymore.”
The colonel clasped his hands together as if massaging arthritis from them. “Yes, ma’am,” he said.
Tatyana Petrova considered her assistant more carefully. Something was really bothering him. “What’s the matter?”
His mouth opened and closed a few times. “I don’t understand this direction,” Vladimir said reluctantly.
She squeezed down on his shoulder. Maybe she should give him leave in November. “We don’t always know everything we’d like to know, Vlad. Sometimes we must just do what we’re told. As a military officer, you know this deep in your bones. It’s programmed into your DNA.” Could she give him a little more information? Maybe it would settle him down somewhat. He was like a dog outside a Korean restaurant. Okay, she assured herself, just a little more information. “As you know, Russia has lost much power in the world in the last few decades.”
Colonel Bortnikov nodded his head as if in shame.
“Well, we’re just trying to build ourselves back up to where we were,” Tatyana said, a slight shrug of her shoulders. “You understand?”
“Of course, ma’am. But how do we do that by killing these men?”
She smiled and said, “That’s easy. We won’t be pushed around the school yard again. Their agencies will think twice about sending their operatives into the field without great caution. And this caution will lead to mistakes on their part.”
“It’s a game,” Vladimir concluded.
“It’s always a game, my friend.” She took her hand away and patted him on the shoulder as she started for the showers.
“But General.”
Tatyana stopped without turning around, taking in a deep breath. Finally, she twisted to face her assistant.
“Won’t the CIA react…” He hesitated as if seeking the proper word. But then he didn’t continue.
“We hope they react,” Tatyana said. “We live in a world of action and reaction, Vlad. We’ll see how and if they respond. That’s part of the equation.” She shifted her eyes toward the door and her assistant finally took that as a sign that he was excused.
She went back into the locker room and stepped out of her karate uniform. Then, as naked as the day she was born, she glanced at herself in the full-length mirror. Her only imperfection was a couple of scars she had gotten over the years — most were from being shot down in Chechnya. Lifting her perfectly-rounded breasts and letting them drop, she noticed they still didn’t sag but were not as uplifting as they had been in her youth. Damn gravity. Turning around, she slapped herself on the buttocks and smiled at how firm she still was in that area. She could live with that. Smiling, she stepped gracefully into the shower.
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Jake woke late Sunday morning with the smell of sex in the air and his left knee aching somewhat. He rolled over in the semi-dark bedroom to find Alexandra gone, a dent still in her feather pillow. Reaching down, he found he was still naked. Okay.
He found his backpack and pulled out some fresh underwear, socks, and a shirt, before heading off to the shower. While he let the hot water pelt his body, he thought about where he’d go next. It was one thing to simply run away from his problems, but he was endangering Alexandra by staying here. He knew that much. Somehow someone would figure out their relationship and show up to kill him. And he couldn’t put her in danger like he had with Anna. Sure Anna put herself in danger with Interpol many times, but she shouldn’t have had to watch her back while she was with Jake. Even though he was officially retired from the Agency, Jake guessed he had made too many enemies in his years there.
He came out of the shower still toweling off and found Alexandra back in the room, laying fully clothed on her side of the bed.
“What’s up?” Jake asked.
“Not you.”
“You didn’t get enough last night?”
Raising her brows, she said, “I got plenty.”
Jake got dressed and the two of them went to the kitchen, the smell of thick, dark coffee wafting in the air. She poured them both a cup and they sat at the small kitchen table.
“I’ll get out of your hair today,” he said.
“Maybe I like you in my hair.” She smiled over her cup of coffee.
He couldn’t keep her in danger, but he also knew that was the nature of her business with the German Federal Intelligence Service. The BND had pulled back many assets during the years after reunification with East Germany, but had slowly built itself back up with the war on terror.
“Where do you plan on going next?” Alexandra asked.
Shrugging, he said, “I don’t know.” That was partially true, but the less she knew the better.
“Stay on the move,” she said. “But I don’t need to tell you that. Sorry.”
“It’s all right. It’s good to hear it from someone else. Someone I trust.”
They stared at each other. God she was gorgeous. He knew that if it wasn’t for her job she would’ve probably been married with children by now — assuming she even wanted them.
“What?” she asked.
“Nothing.”
“You were wondering why I didn’t have a boyfriend.”
“Are you psychic?”
She smiled at him. “Maybe. I don’t even consider having a boyfriend. A husband is out of the question. Not with my job. I would need a very strong man. Someone who understood what I did for a living.”
He nodded understanding. “I better get going.”
“I think you need a ride.”
“I’d appreciate that.”
Jake rounded up his backpack, strapped one of his guns under his left arm, and covered that with a windbreaker. He wished he’d taken his leather jacket. But there had been no room in the pack for that.
Outside, she had Jake put his pack in the back seat and they got into her BMW. She started to drive away, a look of confusion as she glanced in the rearview mirror and turned right on a small residential street.
“What’s the matter?” Jake asked, his eyes shifting to the right mirror and seeing nothing of interest down the street.
“You get to know all the cars on your street,” she said. “Especially in our business.”
“And?”
“And there was a new one.” Her eyes concentrated behind her. “There…rounding the corner.”
Jake glanced back and saw the dark green Audi following them. “Looks like two guys.”
She picked up speed and turned left, shoving Jake against the door. Now she gunned it, the engine powering up. Home field advantage, Jake thought. She would know every way in or out of her place and take a different route almost every day. He looked behind them again. The Audi was still there but farther back. Seconds later and she entered a priority road heading toward Munich.
“The train station is the other way,” Jake said.
“I can’t bring you there now. They found you and they found me.”
He studied her and knew she was right. She wouldn’t be safe at her own home now. They could pick her up and force her to tell them where Jake had gone, even if she didn’t know.
They were flying down the two-lane road now. A sign ahead directed them toward Autobahn 95, and Jake knew that would bring them right to the outer rings of Munich. From there they could head west toward Augsburg, east toward Salzburg, or north to Nurnberg. They got onto the Autobahn and were only there for a moment before they had to decide which way to go.
“Are they still behind us?” Jake asked.
“Yeah.”
“Persistent bastards.” He pointed to the turn ahead. “There. Take ninety-nine.”
She quickly powered down, caught the exit and onramp to Autobahn 99 and said, “Which direction?”
“West.”
At the last second, she cranked the wheel left and jammed the gas down, shoving them back into their seats. Jake ran the road system in that area through his mind. Germany was great with signs, though. As long as he knew where he wanted to go eventually, down the road a ways, the signs would lead him there. And he knew his intended destination. Autobahn 96 would bring him toward Memmingen and then to Switzerland. Farther ahead, Autobahn 8 would bring him toward Augsburg, Ulm, Stuttgart and then Karlsruhe. From there they could head south into Switzerland, north to Frankfurt or beyond, or west into France.
“Where now?” she asked calmly.
Jake checked behind them, but he couldn’t see the Audi in the increased traffic. “Take the eight toward Stuttgart.”
Moments later she did just that and then picked up speed to more than 200 kilometers per hour. Neither said a word for a long while, Jake racking his brain trying to understand how anyone could have found him at her place.
“How could anyone have found me?” he asked her.
She kept her eyes on the road. “I have no idea.”
“Really.”
Turning to him, her eyes strayed from the road too long before concentrating again on the task of driving at high speed. “Really,” she repeated. “You think I would sell you out, Jake?”
That thought hadn’t crossed his mind. “No. It’s just that.” He hesitated.
“I understood your comment on the phone before I picked you up at the train station. The Prussian man and the Spree River.”
He guessed that much or he wouldn’t have brought it up to her in the first place. Although they both knew that Jake had killed her uncle Gunter along the Rhine River in Bonn, neither of them had ever confirmed the kill to the other. Gunter Schecht had gone rogue after retiring from German Intelligence, getting wrapped up in a scheme that included former Hungarian officers. Jake had nearly been killed by Gunter and his men, before the two of them finally shot it out in Bonn. Jake knew he had no real choice. It was self defense. Part of Jake wondered if his current situation didn’t come from that incident. But Gunter Schecht was dead.
“Your uncle didn’t give me much of a choice,” Jake assured her.
“I know.” She hesitated. “He was a good man at one time. A good military officer and a good Service officer. But it still hurts me to know you shot him.”
It pained him as well. He had worked with her uncle a few times while Jake worked in Berlin. “Some things are better left alone.”
“You think someone associated with Uncle Gunter is after you? You think they put up the million Euros?”
“I don’t know. That’ll take some time to figure out. What did you tell your boss at the Service.”
She turned to him again. “What do you mean?”
“While I was in the shower you packed a bag and took it to your car. Which is why you had me put my bag in the back seat.”
Alexandra’s eyes checked the speedometer and then settled on the Autobahn again. “I took the week off,” she finally said. “I haven’t taken a vacation in more than a year.”
“What did you tell them?” he implored.
“I just said I was going to take some time off. Maybe go to Paris. Maybe go to Berlin. I wasn’t specific. It’s none of their business.”
“They must have suspected something wasn’t right with your request. Sent a crew to check on you.”
“You think those men in the Audi were BND?”
He shrugged. “Maybe.”
“We don’t play games like the CIA and SVR.”
“That’s not true and you know it,” Jake scolded. “But it could have been innocent concern for your safety.”
A tear streaked her right cheek, which she let stay there, both of her hands occupied with the driver’s wheel. Jake wiped the tear away.
“I would never do anything to hurt you, Jake.”
“I didn’t mean to imply that. Like I said, they could have been looking out for you. You said you hadn’t taken vacation in more than a year, so that’s out of the ordinary for you. It raised a flag.” He thought for a moment as another tear rolled down her face. “Why didn’t you ask me to bring you along?”
She sobbed. “I know what you’d say.”
He moved toward her and wiped her face again. He wasn’t sure why she was becoming so emotional. It was a side of her he hadn’t seen.
“Are you all right?” he asked her.
She cried now. Not just sobbing, but full tears and emotions pouring out of her. As she did so, she slowed the car to a reasonable pace. Jake looked in her glove box and found some tissues, handing a pile to her. Jesus, he wasn’t overly equipped to deal with a crying woman. Not when he couldn’t hold her to sooth away the tears.
“What’s going on?” he asked.
Finally, she said, “I’ve been under investigation.”
“For what?”
“For two months.”
“Why?”
Recovered somewhat, she picked up speed again. “Since you were shot in Austria. My boss knew I knew you and Anna. I went to the funeral for more than just Anna. They had me check into the situation to see if it had anything to do with German state security. My conclusions were less than certain, but my superiors told me to end my investigation.”
“And?”
“And I didn’t. I continued to look. I thought I’d covered my tracks. And then when I heard a man had died trying to set a bomb on your car, I went to Innsbruck on my time off. I ran into a brick wall with that new Kriminal Hauptkommisar, Hermann Jung.”
“We’ve met. He came by the hospital a couple times.”
“I know.”
Jake scrutinized that revelation.
She continued, “Then I heard about the men at your apartment. How one had died and the other got away. I was concerned, so I inquired further. I’m guessing our internal division found out I’d been looking into the incidents. Your call from the train station wasn’t totally unexpected. That’s why I called you my cousin. But I called my real cousin Johann this morning. He said the Polizei came to his door last evening and asked to see his identification. Something about terrorism. He showed them his passport and driver’s license and they left. They were checking up on me. I just know it.”
Jesus. “This is my fault, Alexandra. Just drop me off at the next train station. Get out of my life. Everything goes to hell around me.”
“Nonsense. What happened to Anna wasn’t your fault.”
If only it was just Anna. What about all the others who had died at his hand or while working with him? He couldn’t even count all of those. What kind of man doesn’t remember how many people he’s killed? What had he become?
“I’m in this with you,” Alexandra said defiantly.
Just try to tell a German woman she can’t do something. Good luck with that, Jake. “All right. But will you have any access at all to your Service?”
She smiled now. “Yes, sir. Directly and indirectly. I have contacts all over.”
“Outstanding.”
“Where to next?” she asked, her hands gripping the wheel with newfound strength.
“Luxembourg.”
“Why there?”
“I need to make a withdrawal. In person.”
They drove on with great speed. At that pace, they’d be to the Duchy by afternoon, Jake guessed. He felt both good and bad about Alexandra joining him. Sure he enjoyed her company. But he didn’t want her getting caught in the crossfire when more assassins came for him. And Jake knew they’d keep coming. He felt it in his bones.
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German Federal Intelligence Service (BND)
Pullach, Germany
Toni and Franz drove north through Garmish early that morning, not even stopping, and continued toward Munich. The BND and the Agency cooperated on many levels, and Toni had worked with them dozens of times over the years. Although many of her contacts were on assignments overseas, or had moved on to the new facility in Berlin, she still had access to BND assets after a quick phone call to her boss, CIA Director Kurt Jenkins, on the drive.
Their greeting at the front door security wasn’t overly pleasant. Toni figured part of that had to do with it being Sunday. A young man in his mid-twenties escorted the two of them into a conference room deep within the newer building on the BND complex. There they were offered a cup of coffee and made to wait. She guessed they were being watched and listened to, but saw no camera. She informed Franz to let her do all the talking. The Germans only allowed Franz into the complex on Toni’s insistence.
The thick wood door opened and a man in his forties stepped in, followed by their younger escort.
“Martin Mayer,” the man said, extending his hand to each of them. He pronounced his first name ‘Marteen.’ He reminded Toni of Tom Selleck, only a foot shorter and lacking his musculature. He did have the thick black mustache, though.
They shook all around and then the young man stood in the corner while Herr Mayer sat at the head of the table, picking up a remote control.
“How may I help you?” Mayer asked, his eyes directed more toward Franz than Toni.
Toni quickly explained in English how they were seeking one of their assets, Jake Adams, and hoped for German cooperation.
Mayer smiled continuously as Toni talked. “I met Jake a few years back,” Mayer said. “He was speaking on counter terrorism at Oberammergau. An interesting man. But I guess I don’t need to tell you that.”
This guy was fishing, Toni guessed. “Right. He was with the CIA and spent many years in Germany. I’m sure you’re aware of that.” She figured he already knew this about Jake.
“Do you know that Interpol has a Red Notice out on him?” Mayer asked derisively.
“Yes, we’re working on getting that lifted. They had no right to issue that notice.”
Mayer released air through his nose. “He killed a man in Austria. He beat a German Polizei officer in Garmish, a family man who was just doing his job.”
Franz interjected. “He killed that Serb in self defense.” He covered his mouth and coughed into his clenched fist. “They were hit men sent to kill Jake.”
“And our Polizei officer?”
Toni placed her hand on Franz’s arm and said, “The Red Notice is for the death of the Serb in Austria. You have no evidence that Jake did anything to the German Polizei officer. Coffee in the crotch makes for an unreliable witness.”
The BND officer stared at Toni trying to intimidate her, but he obviously didn’t know her at all, she thought. This puke couldn’t intimidate a Southern debutante. She didn’t want to tip her hand, but she also wanted to leave with some information and the hope of cooperation from German Intel. To do so she’d have to play the diplomat, much like she was forced to do while the station chief in Vienna.
“All right,” she said. “I need your help. Mr. Adams is an important Agency asset.”
“With a million Euro price on his head,” Mayer interrupted.
“So you know,” Franz said, and saw Toni’s staunch gaze upon him, shutting him down.
“Of course we know, Herr Martini,” Mayer sneered in German. “We also know you are dying from cancer and are on medical leave. So…is your presence here on official Austrian State Polizei business, or is this personal for you?”
Franz started to rise in his chair but Toni settled him back down with a hand against his chest. Under his breath, Franz called the German a whore-screwing pig in Italian. Toni smiled at that. Her father had used that phrase many times while watching football on the television.
“Okay,” Toni started. “Herr Martini is working for me as a liaison.” She switched to German and said, “Now, can we cut through the bullshit and get to the business at hand? I know you’ve gotten a call from the director of our CIA, because he assured me you would cooperate fully with our investigation. Do you understand my German?”
The BND officer shifted in his chair and seemed to have broken out in a slight sprinkling of sweat. “Yes,” he said reluctantly. He was back with English.
“Well, come on,” she said. “We’re burning daylight.”
Mayer glanced at his young associate, who hit the lights. They were in total darkness for a split second until an LCD panel that filled much of the far wall came on, with photographs of a man on a train platform. The man’s head was down, but Toni still recognized Jake. Others would’ve had a tough time, though. The next couple of slides were equally obscured. Jake knew he was being photographed.
“Who is that?” Toni asked.
“Jake Adams.”
“How can you be sure?”
Mayer hit pause and clicked his remote. Sound above was of a phone conversation between a man and a woman. It was cryptic, the man asking for a ride, and the woman calling the man her cousin.
“The voice matches Jake Adams from his lectures,” Mayer explained.
“And the woman?” Toni already knew the answer.
Hesitating, Mayer finally said. “An asset of ours.”
“Where was this?” she asked.
“That’s the main Pullach Bahnhof. Yesterday.”
“The woman,” Toni repeated with more force.
Without answering, Mayer clicked another button and the photo of Jake switched to a video clip of Jake coming out of an apartment, a backpack over his shoulder, following a pretty woman. He threw the pack in the back seat of a black BMW and the two of them drove off. The camera followed them down the street and then the BMW sped up and evaded. Good driving, Toni thought.
The video stopped and the lights came on.
“When was that?” Toni asked.
“Just hours ago. And I’m sure you recognize the woman. She worked with you a few years ago in Vienna when you were the station chief there.”
“I thought she looked familiar,” Toni said, no shock in her voice. “But her hair was a different color. So, why do you have one of your own under surveillance?”
That caught the BND officer for a moment. “We thought she might be in some kind of trouble.”
Okay, that was a total line of crap, Toni thought. But then she wouldn’t have told him about an internal investigation at the Agency either. No need to push the issue.
“Where are they now?” she asked him.
“We don’t know.”
“No GPS tracking? Maybe an RFID embedded under her skin somewhere, being picked up by Autobahn scanners like some Big Brother grocery store check-out line?”
Mayer’s eyes raised to the ceiling, as if he was considering the possibility. “Afraid not,” he finally muttered.
She wasn’t going to get anything from these folks. Toni thanked them for all their help, such as it was, and the young officer escorted she and Franz out the way they had come.
They’d driven from Innsbruck in Toni’s rental car, so she got behind the wheel and sat while Franz finished smoking a long-awaited cigarette outside. Although Mayer thought he’d given her nothing at all, that wasn’t entirely true. She could learn as much by what they didn’t say as by what they did reveal. They didn’t have to let her see their officer, Alexandra. They could have doctored the digital file to crop her out, or only showed that portion with Jake. Yet, for some reason they’d allowed her to not only see her with Jake, but to imply that she’d done something wrong. They also hadn’t blocked the license plate of Alexandra’s car, which she’d placed in her memory. She made a quick call on her cell and hung up.
Franz smiled at her and stamped out his cigarette before getting into the passenger seat.
“You can smoke in here,” Toni assured him. “Living in Europe so long, I’m used to it.”
He put on his seat belt. “I thought you were assigned to Langley now.”
“I am. But I’m on the road more than not. Special assignments.”
Glancing at her left hand, he said, “I thought you were married.”
Funny, she thought. He had noticed no ring since the first five minutes the night before and now finally mentioned it. “I am. But I can usually get more information from men if they think I’m available to screw their brains out.”
He laughed aloud.
She started the car and pulled out of the BND facility parking lot.
“What just happened back there?” Franz asked.
“Games. We ask for help and they give us just enough to keep us satisfied. I report their level of help and we give them just a little less next time they ask for assistance.”
Franz shook his head. “At that rate the level will be zero soon enough. Did you leave anything behind?”
“A bug? No. The building is shielded against that. Even room to room. You notice how dead the sound was in that conference room?”
“Yes. No echo at all. You recognized the woman, I’m sure.”
“Your eyes said you did too.”
“She was at Anna’s funeral,” Franz revealed. “I thought you might be there.”
“As I said, I just found out about it yesterday.”
“Your Agency didn’t mention it to you? I personally notified them that Jake had been injured. And Jake said they had even checked into some of his old cases to see if the hit on him was somehow related to those.”
She drove around a residential neighborhood slowly and pulled over in front of an old house, turning off the engine. “What do you want from me?”
Franz looked confused. “I want you to be open with me. I just thought you and Jake were still good friends. Why else would you be here now?”
“I was assigned to find him. Nothing more. Any time a former officer is nearly killed, we need to find out why.”
“My point exactly. He was nearly killed more than eight weeks ago.”
She’d thought about that, wondering on the flight why they’d waited so long. She called from the jet to ask that very question. “I was told they’d been looking into it but had not gotten anywhere. Jake was debriefed in his hospital bed by our Vienna office but had no clue who had done it. It was only after these recent attempts that the Agency decided to take a more active role.”
“I see.” He tapped his fingers on his leg.
“Need another cigarette?”
Toni’s phone buzzed and she picked up. She listened carefully, memorizing what was said. She thanked the caller and flipped the phone shut. Now she knew.
“Something to do with the other call you made in the parking lot?” he asked her.
“Yep.” She turned on the car and sped off toward the closest Autobahn. “They just passed through Trier.”
“Jake and the woman? How do you know that?”
She smiled. “German Polizei.”
“How’d you get them to cooperate? Better yet, how did they find them so fast?”
“German Intel wanted me to do their job for them. They let me see the license plate of Alexandra’s car, knowing I would contact the Polizei to track down the auto.”
“And you went along with this? Why?”
She was still trying to figure that out herself. But she needed the Polizei and the BND. “People use each other in this business all the time. It all works out in the end. They didn’t want to make a direct request, since she works for them. But now they can go ahead and call the Polizei and ask who’s been asking. Of course they won’t find out it was me. I used an FBI persona.”
Franz shook his head. “But I’m still confused. How did they track down the license so fast?”
“You honestly don’t know? I mentioned it to Martin Mayer.” She mocked the man’s first name.
“RFID? I thought you were kidding.”
“You see the look on Mayer’s face? I was briefed a year ago on the German system, which has been in place for almost five years now. They’ve been implanting RFID in newly issued license plates. Since plates only last four years, they should have full coverage by now.”
“Why don’t I know about this?”
“It’s one of Germany’s best kept secrets.”
“This is amazing. Big Brother. But your car is from Austria. So they can’t track any car coming from other EU countries.”
“Not yet, with the exception of the Swiss. But they put their RFID in their Autobahn stickers.”
“Brilliant. Not only are they being tracked, but they’re paying for the privilege.”
“I hear Austria is coming next,” she said.
He lowered his head. “As a Polizei officer I can see the benefit. But as a citizen…”
She agreed. Big Brother was great when you needed him, but as Jake could find out, not so good if you’re on the run. Toni only hoped nobody else was using the technology. But she guessed it was only a matter of time before the system made it to America. God knew they could sure use it to catch criminals. Yet, a part of her longed for the days when one still had to get up from the sofa to change channels.
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Berlin, Germany
It had taken Gustav Vogler’s assistant, Andreas Grosskreuz, a few hours to access the proper video with the Turk walking from the train through the main train terminal in Berlin’s central area, and finally dropping off a bag in a locker before scooting down to the U-bahn connection that would bring him to his final destination — the site of his death by strangulation and broken neck.
Grosskreuz had to break open three lockers to find the right one. The one with the backpack that contained an automatic handgun, a Glock 17, along with paperwork that provided Gustav with a direction that he hadn’t expected.
Now, Gustav sat in his office looking over the papers, his assistant in a chair across from him eagerly waiting for his boss’s response to his find.
They’d brought in lunch and ate their curry wurst and fries as each took turns flipping through the paperwork.
“What do you think?” Gustav finally asked his young associate.
Andreas had his laptop computer on the edge of Gustav’s desk, open to a website referenced in the papers. “This is interesting. It looks like our Turkish friend not only printed up the location for this meeting, but also for a meeting of some sort in Innsbruck.”
“Check on that address with Austrian State Polizei,” Gustav ordered.
Andreas started clicking away on his computer. “I can do that quicker through Interpol.” After a few moments he said, “Wow. You’re not going to believe this.”
Gustav turned the laptop toward him and read what his associate had found. “A hit of some sort. Another Turk killed by this American in his apartment.”
“And now a Red Notice out on this American,” Andreas said. “What’s going on?”
Quickly picking up his phone, Gustav punched in a number and waited. “You run the gun through Interpol’s database?” he said briskly into the phone. He listened carefully, his eyes drifting toward Andreas and a smile forming on the edge of his mouth. “Thanks. No, don’t upload that information yet.”
“Ballistics on the Turk’s gun?” Andreas asked.
“Got him.” Gustav slapped his hands together. “The Turk’s gun was used at the Innsbruck apartment. Bullets match.” He ran the events through his mind. The Turk takes a train from Istanbul to Innsbruck. Attempts a hit on an American there. And then takes another train to Berlin. “Pay off,” he said softly.
“Pay off?”
“Yes, my young friend.” Gustav rose from his chair and adjusted his pants on his waist, shifting his gun on his right hip. “He attempts the hit in Innsbruck and then comes here to Berlin to get paid.”
Andreas had a confused expression on his face. “But he didn’t finish the hit.”
“Exactly.” Gustav pointed at his friend. “And that probably got him killed.”
“So this has nothing to do with the other murders?”
Gustav ran his hand over his bristly face. “I don’t know.” What if it did? Regardless, they had a fresh murder with a direction. Whereas, with the other bodies found around the city recently, they had no leads whatsoever.
Andreas clicked onto a location on the internet, which opened a window with a login and password required. He looked at his boss, who’d sat back down behind his desk. “I’ve come to a secure site.”
“Wait a minute.” Gustav shuffled through the paperwork from the Turk’s backpack. He found a small piece of paper that had made no sense until now, which he flipped to Andreas. “Try this.”
It was two series of letters and numbers. Andreas clicked them into the login and password and the site opened. But he could only access one set of information.
“What is it?” Gustav asked as he leaned across the desk toward the laptop.
“Information on this Jake Adams, the American who the Turks tried to hit in Innsbruck.” He read slowly and then turned the computer for this boss to read also.
Reading carefully, the first thing Gustav noticed was the lack of information on the man. Much of what was there was speculation and supposition. Someone had outed the man, so even if it wasn’t true, he was still in a whole lot of trouble. When he was done reading, Gustav said, “My God. This Adams could have been an American spy. Might still be. What have we gotten ourselves into now?”
“If it’s true. But that was going to be my question to you.”
Were all these bodies espionage related? Gustav wondered. There was a couple ways to find out for sure. He had a contact with the BND in Berlin. He could simply ask the question. No. They’d try to insert themselves into his investigation. Maybe cut him off completely. And there was no way of knowing for sure if any of these were related. This last death was interesting. Perhaps not of the same motivation as the others. But still…someone was killing people in his city. And that was his problem. His responsibility.
“Where do we go from here?” Andreas asked.
“Someone has to be reporting these men missing. Let’s assume those we found in the Spree were not from Berlin either. They could be from anywhere in the world.”
“They were all European,” Andreas corrected.
“Or American or Russian.”
“That’s true. But not Turks or Middle Eastern or African. We know that much.”
“Or Asian.”
“Right.”
“So, get into the Interpol system,” Gustav said. “Check on missing persons first in European countries.”
“We’ve run that request, sir. The numbers were too high.”
“I know. But this time also search for unsolved murders around the same time as the missing persons.”
“That will take some time,” Andreas complained. “What do you hope to find?”
Gustav wasn’t sure about that. But he had a hunch. “We might have run into a shadow war of some kind.”
“Shadow war?”
“Yeah. What is the first rule of assassination?”
Andreas hunched his shoulders.
“Kill the assassin,” Gustav said.
“I see. So, perhaps I can link various murders in Europe to missing persons, and then overlay that with our dead bodies.”
Gustav smiled. “I knew there was a reason I brought you with me from Munich.”
Andreas closed his laptop, got up, and headed for the door. “I’ll need to work on this at my desk,” he said.
“Keep me informed,” Gustav said. And then he was alone in his office. Finally, a direction. But he wasn’t entirely sure he liked the way this was heading. Even if they could link all of these deaths together, how would that help them? They still had no motive or suspects. But they did have one potential victim. This Jake Adams. He had somehow escaped the hit, though. And now he was being sought by Interpol, Austrian State Polizei, and the German Polizei. So someone hadn’t only sent the Turks after this American, but a second hit team. And this Adams had taken out all of them. He’d have to meet this man.
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Luxembourg City
Jake and Alexandra got to the Grand Duchy of Luxembourg in the early evening the night before, after crossing the German border just west of Trier on the Autobahn. Jake needed clothes, so the two of them did some late shopping in the downtown area along the tourist-laden pedestrian mall. Bags in hand and wearing new clothes, including a thin leather jacket, Jake checked into the Grand Hotel Cravat on Roosevelt, in the center of it all in Luxembourg City. The hotel was close to the main train station, close to tourist attractions, and, more importantly, workers there were used to seeing tourists — which the two of them were attempting to portray. Jake alone had checked into the hotel with his Canadian passport, and the place was large enough to not notice or care when a beautiful and elegant woman like Alexandra stepped through the front door alone and went to the room. They couldn’t have her check in with him, since she only had her personal passport with her and someone could eventually tie the two of them together. Their room was on the ninth floor overlooking the Place de la Constitution. They’d eaten dinner at the hotel restaurant and had a few drinks before retiring to their room early. As beneficial friends with needs, they’d made slow yet passionate love and gone to sleep early. At least she had. Jake had gotten up and stood at the window watching the city lights and the cars passing by on the road below, his thoughts to the days ahead and those of the past few months. It hadn’t been that long ago that he and Anna had stayed in similar places, never really discussing the future, but living for the moment. All that changed in the mountains of Austria two months ago. Having just asked her to marry him that weekend, he had only a short time to contemplate the possibilities of their future together. Maybe that was the problem. It hadn’t given him much time to consider the consequences of settling down. Could he have done so? Now he might never know for sure. There was no doubt that he loved Anna. And money wasn’t a problem. After that Bulgarian case they could both live the rest of their lives without working again — if they’d made that choice. Jake’s problem was deeper. Even though Anna had agreed to marry him, he wasn’t entirely sure he could have gone through with the marriage. With both of their jobs they would have never seen each other. That had killed his ten-year marriage to Toni. They had always been at least one country away. After they both knew their union was over, Jake had tried to add up the actual time they had spent together. About a year, he figured. These thoughts racked his brain on and off all night, until he was finally exhausted enough to crash on the bed next to Alexandra.
Monday morning Jake and Alexandra slept in before going downstairs for a quick bite and vast quantities of thick, strong coffee. Jake had stayed in Luxembourg a number of times over the years, but not at the Grand Hotel Cravat for a few years. And then he’d used a different name and passport. He had ties to Luxembourg, having first opened a bank account there while working for the CIA in Germany. He’d kept the account while assigned to different countries in the CIA, and found no reason to get rid of it after leaving the Agency. The banking laws of Luxembourg, although having changed somewhat recently, were still more favorable than those in Switzerland. More private too.
Now, Jake stepped across the street and then glanced for a second up at the hotel, where Alexandra would be moving the bags to the car. He checked his watch. It was nine thirty. Moments later and Jake walked through the front door of his bank. He’d last been there a couple months ago when he shifted funds from an electronic transfer from a Swiss bank, via Bulgaria, and converted some to cash. After Anna died, and he recovered from the gunshots, he hadn’t thought about the money that much.
An older distinguished gentleman in a fine Italian suit recognized Jake and greeted him with a hand shake. “Nice to see you again, Mr. Adams,” he said discreetly. “How may I help you?”
“I’d like to close my account Tyson.”
The banker went pale.
“I’m just kidding,” Jake said. “You used to have a sense of humor.”
The man sighed heavily. “Apposing forces. My sense of humor has fallen as your account has risen.”
“No worries. I just need access to my safe deposit box.”
The man led Jake into the vault and left him in a private area to open his box. It was the only area in the bank without cameras, but Jake still kept an eye out, just in case they decided to change that policy. They hadn’t.
He had the largest box available and it was quite heavy. Inside he removed a hard plastic handgun case and pulled out another Beretta PX4 Storm. He was sure he hadn’t shot anyone with it. He then found a roll of bubble wrap, unrolled it, and took out another barrel. Glancing toward the door, Jake quickly pulled his Beretta in the holster, broke it down, and within seconds swapped out the barrels. Now he had two clean .40 cal automatics. He also grabbed a couple of extra full magazines, shoving them into his coat pockets. He ran his hand across a container with personal items, but left them there. Instead he found two stacks of 50, 100 Euro bills. Ten grand should do him, he thought, without having to use ATMs. He shoved them into inside jacket pockets, closed the box, and put it back into its slot before calling the banker back to lock his side.
Jake smiled and shook the man’s hand. “Nice to see you again, Tyson.”
“When are you coming to live in Luxembourg for good?”
“I don’t know if I do anything for good?” Jake quipped.
“Good point. Have a great day.”
Jake smiled and left.
He turned right and went down the block to the corner, waiting there for the light to change. Checking his watch, he figured Alexandra would be picking up the car by now and would eventually come around the block to the front entrance. The light changed and Jake started across the wide boulevard. Halfway across, a silver Mercedes turned right so Jake stopped to let it pass.
The car slowed. Something wasn’t right.
Jake saw the windows come down and the two guns almost immediately. His reactions were swift but he had no place to hide. As he shifted to his right he drew the Beretta from his pocket and rolled to the ground just as he heard the sound of gunfire.
Bullets whizzed over his head as he returned fire.
He struck the driver’s door and the rear passenger door with three rounds each before he rolled again to his right.
More bullets struck the pavement and Jake felt a stinging sensation in his left temple.
Returning fire, Jake aimed a little higher into the windows this time, most hitting the back window as the car tires screeched and the Mercedes sped away.
Traffic halted in all directions. Jake jumped to his feet, his gun still drawn, and he aimed it now toward the ground as he continued across the road.
The street cameras would have him on film. People would’ve probably captured him on their cell phones.
The gun at the side of his leg, Jake hurried toward the hotel. Just as he got to the edge of the buildings he heard a car’s tires squeal around the corner, so he turned his head quickly and saw it was Alexandra. She squeaked to a stop at the curb and Jake jumped into the front passenger seat.
“What the hell just happened?” she yelled as she jammed the gas down and pulled past the front of their hotel.
Jake changed magazines in his gun. “I don’t know. I crossed the street and this Mercedes rounded the corner. Two guys opened fire, the driver and a man in the back seat, who I think I hit.”
“I was coming out of the parking ramp and heard gunfire. Then I saw the flashes. But the cars stopped and jammed me up. I couldn’t get around them. Which way did they go?”
“I don’t know,” Jake admitted. “I was too busy looking for a second set of shooters.”
“Do we try to find them?”
Thinking quickly, Jake said, “No. Head out of town.”
“Where to?”
That was the problem. The two of them had discussed how they wanted to proceed, but they hadn’t really come to any consensus. Jake didn’t want her to get hurt, even though he understood that danger was more a part of her work than it had been for Anna. How had the shooters found him? He’d used a Visa for the hotel associated only with his Canadian persona, which wasn’t traceable to him in any way. Yet somehow these men had tracked him down. Less than a handful of people knew he had a Luxembourg bank account, and none of those knew which bank.
“Jake. Which direction?”
They approached the Autobahn that led to Germany to the east and Belgium to the northwest.
“Take a right.”
Alexandra jammed the wheel and hit the gas. As she entered the Autobahn her eyes traced back behind them. “We might have a tail.”
Jake turned and saw the silver Mercedes enter the Autobahn ramp and quickly make up time toward them. “Damn it. They must have pulled over and waited for us to pass. Crap. Take the exit ahead. Toward Metz.”
She did as he said. In less than fifteen kilometers they would be in France.
“They’re closing in,” Jake said.
She moved into the fast lane and flew past those in the two right lanes. The Mercedes was still half a kilometer back, paced with them. He needed to talk with these guys and gather some intel.
“Just after you cross into France,” Jake said, “pull off onto the first exit.”
A minute later and they crossed into France. The first exit was five kilometers ahead. She punched it and the BMW surged forward.
Jake saw the exit ahead.
“What’s the plan?” She pulled into the far right lane and slowed for the off-ramp.
“Stop at the top and let me out. You take a right, do a U-turn, and come back and pick me up.”
“No. Let me help.”
They approached the stop sign at the top of the ramp and Jake saw the Mercedes approaching. “No!”
The car stopped for a second and Jake jumped out, slamming the door behind him. She pulled away and he pulled both of his guns, directing them at the car as it closed in on him.
The driver of the Mercedes screeched to a halt twenty feet from Jake. A man came out of the front passenger door, using the door as cover, his gun through the open window.
Jake’s first shot struck the man in the calf and he tumbled to the ground before he got a shot off. As Jake vectored to his left, he saw another gun appear over the driver’s mirror, followed by three flashes and blasts. Jake ran forward firing as he went, his bullets smashing through the windshield toward the driver.
The man on the ground held his leg with his left hand and tried to lift his gun with his right, but Jake was now only a few feet away and easily shot the man’s right forearm, making him drop the gun.
Rounding the car, Jake prepared to shoot again at the driver. But as his vision of the inside of the car cleared, he saw the man slumped behind the wheel.
Jake checked the back seat. There was a man shot, laying on the seat. Okay, there had been three.
The man on the ground writhed in pain as Jake kicked away his gun. He tried to reach into his jacket but Jake slammed his heel into the man’s jaw, knocking him out. Damn it.
Suddenly, Alexandra rounded the corner and entered the ramp in the wrong direction, coming to an abrupt halt and jumping out, her gun aimed at the car.
“Jake, are you all right?” she yelled.
“Yeah, grab the IDs from those two in the car.”
As she did that, Jake holstered his guns and grasped the injured man by the collar and dragged him toward Alexandra’s BMW. He wasn’t bleeding too bad, Jake saw, since the first bullet had shattered the man’s shin, and the second shot had likely bounced off the man’s wrist bone.
“Got ‘em,” she said. “We taking him?”
“Yeah. For a while.”
She released her trunk remotely. “I don’t want blood on my leather seats.”
Jake removed their bags from the trunk and threw them into the back seat. Then he saw the duct tape. He ripped off a couple of feet and wrapped it around the man’s leg wound. Then he did the same for the guy’s wrist, before taping his hands behind his back. Satisfied, the two of them hoisted the man into the trunk and slammed him inside.
They got in and she pulled away, entering the Autobahn again toward Metz.
“Duct tape?” Jake asked.
“You never know when you might need some,” she said, smiling. “Where now?”
Jake had an idea where they needed to go next. “Head toward Nancy and we’ll decide from there.”
“All right.” She glanced at him and smiled. But that smile quickly turned to concern. “Jake, you have blood on your left temple.”
He felt the left side of his head and felt wet, sticky moisture. Looking into the sun visor mirror, he saw that the blood was a dark patch in his thick hair. The bleeding had already stopped. Thinking back, he remembered feeling pain during the shooting outside his hotel.
“It must have been a piece of the road chipped up with the shooting in Luxembourg,” Jake said, flipping the visor back to the windshield. He found some tissues in the glove box and held them against his temple.
“Are you sure?” she asked. “It could have been the actual bullet.”
“I’m all right,” he stressed. “Whatever it was just glanced off my thick skull. I think my long hair might have actually been good for something.”
She still had an expression of shock in her eyes.
“I’m all right,” he assured her. “I’ve had worse injuries playing football. And I’m not talking about German Soccer, where the players trip over a blade of grass and fall to the ground like they just had their leg blown off by a landmine.”
“I know about American football,” she said, her accent coming through on the last word. “I used to watch NFL Europe before they cancelled the teams.”
Jake checked the tissues, which had very little blood on them. He’d have a headache. Another close call. He had to get a handle on this. He was playing defense, back on his heels. Time to shift to the offense.
* * *
Back in Luxembourg, Toni Contardo pulled over to the curb a block from the Grand Hotel Cravat. She and Franz had gotten into town on Sunday night, and both had asked their respective organizations for help finding Jake and Alexandra. Yet, Toni knew that Jake wouldn’t be using his own name if he used a Visa. Although she knew a few of his personas, he could’ve easily made up a few more in the past couple of years. He could’ve also been staying in a smaller hotel or gasthaus with cash. Toni also knew Jake had a bank account in Luxembourg, but didn’t know which bank. Her and Franz had been traveling from bank to bank all morning flashing Jake’s picture, when they’d heard on the radio about a shooting on Roosevelt near the Grand Hotel Cravat. By the time they got to the hotel, though, the Police Grand-Ducale had most of the area cordoned off.
“What now?” Franz asked Toni.
“Let’s go for a little walk,” she said.
They got out and went down the block toward the hotel. The police were still allowing pedestrians to access the hotel, so the two of them crossed the street and went to the front entrance of the Cravat.
Toni stopped Franz and said, “Look across the street.”
Franz glanced around. “A bank. You think that’s why Jake was here?”
“Come on.” She led him into the hotel lobby and showed a younger woman at the front desk Jake’s picture, without saying Jake’s name.
“I can’t give any information,” the woman said.
Franz flashed his Polizei badge. “It will help with the investigation out there.”
“I heard the shots,” she said, reliving the event in her mind. “It was scary.”
“So he was staying here,” Toni pressed.
“He never checked out.” She clicked on her computer. “Are you sure he was involved with the shooting. He seemed like such a nice man.”
“A victim,” Franz assured her. “Maybe a witness.”
“Was he with anyone here?” Toni asked.
The desk clerk shook her head. “I don’t think so. He checked in himself. Here it is. Peter Magrath from Calgary, Canada.”
Toni thanked the woman and led Franz to the front door. That was a new identity for Jake, she thought. Since the road out front was closed off, they crossed Roosevelt to the bank.
“You don’t think he used the same name at the bank,” Franz said.
“No.” Nor did it really matter at this point. Jake had been here, but was gone now and she had no idea where he’d gone. She stopped out front of the bank. “Why don’t you let me handle this.”
Franz pulled out a pack of cigarettes and shoved one into his mouth. Smiling he said, “Go for it.”
She slowly walked into the bank, knowing it would take a lot of finesse to get any information out of a Luxembourg bank. She’d run into a brick wall with them all morning, not really expecting a straight answer. But she was mostly relying on her ability to judge the truthful statements of others than an actual answer. Toni went straight to a manager type, an older gentleman in a fine suit. If Jake had used this bank for a long time, this guy was likely to know him.
Toni handed the photo of Jake to the man. “Do you know him?”
“Does this have something to do with the shooting on the street?” the man asked.
“Yes.” She wasn’t lying. “Do you know him?”
“Was he involved?”
The man looked concerned. Bingo. He knew Jake. “Maybe. We’ll have to wait to review the street video.” She got what she needed from him. Maybe one more thing. “He was here this morning.”
“I can’t say,” he said.
“You just did. Listen, he’s a friend of mine. We worked together.” No need to tell him they had been more than friends for years.
“The American company in Frankfurt?”
Jesus, Jake. How long had he had that account? “Yes,” she lied. “We were more than friends. If you know what I mean.”
He smiled.
Toni looked at his name tag. “Tyson. I’m concerned for his safety. Do you know where he was going?”
“No, I never knew when I would see Mr. Adams.”
She shook the man’s hand and thanked him.
“I hope he’s all right,” Tyson said.
“I’m sure he is,” she said and then left him there alone. Unknowingly, the man had given her more information than he knew. So Jake had actually opened this account long ago, under his own last name, when he was probably in his first overseas assignment with the Company. Interesting. Almost every operative had such an account. A fail safe.
As Toni stepped outside, she found Franz drawing in on another cigarette. He’d snubbed out two other butts on the sidewalk.
“What you find?” Franz asked.
“Another dead end,” she said. “But it doesn’t matter. We know he stayed at the hotel. Who cares if he went to the bank? What we need to know now is where he’s going. Any ideas?”
Franz blew out a stream of smoke and said, “This is the perfect jumping off place. Head north and you hit Belgium. Northeast to Netherlands. West and south and you’re in France. Or backtrack to Germany. All within an hour in any direction. He could be anywhere.”
“But someone found him before us,” she said. “How the hell was that possible?”
Toni grasped Franz by the arm and pulled him toward the car. They walked right in front of the shooting scene. Jake could be anywhere. Where would he go now? Perhaps somewhere totally unexpected. He’d come to Luxembourg for money, which she knew he had plenty of in that bank after his last case in Bulgaria. But now he’d go farther underground. She was sure of that. Because that’s what she’d do.
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Ten kilometers south of Metz, France, Jake had Alexandra pull off the motorway on to a priority road, and then onto an old farming road along a stretch of vineyards, where the grapes had already been picked clean.
They’d heard the man pounding on the trunk floor while driving through Metz and Jake felt they had put enough distance between them and the two shooting locations.
“You have any latex gloves?” Jake asked her.
Confused, she said, “In the first aid kit under the seat.”
He found the gloves and put them on. “Let’s go.”
They got out and she clicked open the trunk remotely.
Staring at them with wide eyes was the man they’d learned a little about on the drive down, having checked on his passport and accessing the BND computer on the fly. The guy’s name was Bado Anvari. Iranian passport.
With one fluid motion, Jake grabbed the man by the jacket and hoisted him out of the trunk and plunked him onto the dirt. The man tried to struggle, but Jake shoved his knee into the man’s chest.
“This can only go one way,” Jake said. “My way.”
No reaction at all. Did the Iranian understand him? Absolutely. He had gone to the University of Michigan for his undergraduate degree in business.
Jake punched the man in his face, knocking his head back into the ground. Blood flowed from the man’s nose.
“Don’t try to play stupid. Of course, in your case it might not be a ploy. Again…this will go my way. Both of your friends are dead. Who hired you?”
The Iranian licked blood from his upper lip but said nothing. Jake knew the man had spent two years in the Iranian Army before going off to college. But he’d been regular army, not the more intense Revolutionary Guard. He would break. Everyone broke.
“What do you hate most, Bado? Fire? Water? Some other basic element? We’ll find out. And then you’ll tell me what I want to know. You could save yourself a lot of pain and time.” Jake pondered the possibilities. It was hard to come up with something original. Everything had been done before. Yet part of him wished he didn’t have to do what he knew had to be done. The game was getting old and tedious. A small bird flew over and landed on a grape vine near them. Jake was mesmerized for a moment on the beauty of its plumage. He thought of how he could take some of those feathers and make them into fishing flies, as he had so many times over the years. Maybe he could just take the money from his bank and move to Montana. Spend a few years reliving his youth fishing every stream that flowed from the Rockies to form the Missouri River. He could even drift up to Canada and explore more rivers there. Heavy sigh, he focused on the task at hand.
It took Jake just thirty minutes to get what he wanted. He worked on the bullet wound area with a knife, carving away at the nerve endings in the knee and again in the wrist. He damn near circumcised the guy, what little there was to find there. He shoved dirt down the guy’s throat until Jake thought the guy would choke to death. When he followed that with shoving the man’s head in water in an irrigation ditch, Jake found the man’s one fear. Drowning. But he didn’t get everything. The Iranian mentioned Gunter Schecht, Alexandra’s dead uncle. Yet, he didn’t know how they’d found Jake in Luxembourg. The driver had gotten a call from someone on his cell phone, so maybe they’d trace that back, since Alexandra had collected phones as well as identification.
Once Jake was sure he’d gotten everything there was from the Iranian, he taped the man up like Jesus on a grape vine. They’d call the police and give them the guy’s location once they got down the road a ways.
While Alexandra drove, Jake went through the phones, transferring the numbers to his computer server. They’d need some help to trace those calls.
“I saw a different side of you back there, Jake.”
“What do you mean?”
“Remind me not to piss you off.”
“It’s a dirty business getting information from someone. But everyone breaks. Even the most radical terrorists. It’s our fear of death.”
“What about the seventy-two virgins?”
“They’re virgins for a reason. Probably fugly.”
She cocked her head to the side. “Fugly?”
“Frickin’ ugly. Besides, you’d have to teach them everything. That’s no fun. Better if you get seventy-two porn stars.”
She giggled again and said, “It was kind of hot.”
“What was?”
“The way you handled that man,” she said, her brows raising seductively. You’ll have to punish me later.”
Well, that was an unexpected benefit of interrogation, Jake thought.
She found her way back toward the motorway. “Now which direction?”
“South toward Nancy.”
Alexandra giggled again.
“What?”
“It’s pronounced Naa Si.”
“Yeah, well in English it’s still a girl’s name. Damn French. This you should know about me. You’ll almost never get the right French pronunciation from me.” Italian and German? No problem. He drove Anna crazy with his lack of care with French. He’d traveled with her to Interpol Headquarters in Lyon on many occasions, and those contacts had directed his current path.
“Head south to Lyon,” Jake said, with his best French impression.
“Why there?”
“I need to see a man about a horse.”
Her brows rose. “I’ll never get used to American idioms.”
That made two of them. But this time the idiom almost fit.
It was about 450 kilometers from Metz to Lyon. Driving close to the speed limit, it took them four hours to reach the sprawling outskirts of Lyon. They wouldn’t be going directly to Interpol Headquarters, though. Instead, Jake directed Alexandra to a hobby farm 20 kilometers northeast of the city near Meximieux.
Getting off the paved road, they slowly finished the final leg of their trip on a hard-packed gravel driveway as the early evening approached. She parked the BMW out front of a ranch house next to an older Citroen. Two fit horses grazed casually in a pasture surrounded by a white fence.
“Those would be the horses?” Alexandra asked.
“Yeah. Let’s go.”
Jake checked his watch as he got out of the car. Although it was five p.m., he guessed the owner would be home. As they approached the front door, it suddenly swung open and an older man with gray hair to his shoulders stood with a glass of red wine. He shoved his little round spectacles higher on his long, narrow nose, his forehead wrinkled with thought. He was short and somewhat frail.
“Qui l’enfer sont-ils vous?” the Frenchman said.
Stopping about ten feet from the man, Jake smiled, his hands out, palms up. “Andre. It’s Jake Adams.”
The old man laughed and met Jake halfway, kissing him on both cheeks and then giving him a bear hug.
“Who is this fine woman?” Andre asked in perfect English.
Jake introduced them, without mentioning her profession. He did say that Alexandra had been he and Anna’s friend for the past few years. When Jake mentioned Anna’s name, a sadness came to the old man.
“Please, come in,” Andre said, leading them inside.
Jake had been there a few times, but still couldn’t help observing the contrast. Where one would have expected French country style, Andre’s house was decorated with an American Southwest theme. Right down to the Texas longhorns over a stone fireplace, which burned real wood now. They sat down on dark brown leather chairs across from a sofa made from cowhide.
Without asking, Andre ran off and returned with a fresh bottle of wine and two more glasses. He poured them each a glass of Beaujolais. Then he took a seat across from them on the cow.
Jake took a drink of wine, his eyes concentrating on his host.
“I’m sorry I didn’t make it to Anna’s funeral,” Andre said.
“I didn’t make it either,” Jake said, swirling his wine lightly in the wide glass. “Alexandra did.”
“You had a good excuse,” the Frenchman said. “I understand you were in the hospital.”
Turning to Alexandra, Jake explained, “Andre was Anna’s boss and mentor when she first joined Interpol.” He turned back to Andre. “I thought you were going to retire this year.”
Andre laughed. “They’ve been trying to force that on me for the past two years. I’m still with Interpol, but I only work about half time.”
“Just like everyone else,” Jake quipped.
“You’ve always been a smartass, Jake. But that’s what I like about you. You tell me like it is.” He took a sip of wine and set his glass down onto a huge wooden coffee table that was the crosscut of a huge tree.
Silence as the two men stared at each other.
Jake took the opening. “I need some help.”
Andre laughed. “I would hope so. We have a Red Notice out on you.”
“What?”
Alexandra sat forward in her chair, a concerned look on her face.
“Afraid so. It was issued by our Vienna office for the death of a man in western Austria.”
Great. That’s all he needed. First he had every swinging dick in Europe trying to collect on a million Euro bounty, then the Austrian and German Polizei were after him, and now Interpol.
“That’s totally bogus,” Jake said. “I’ve had people trying to kill me.” He explained what had happened since the men killed Anna two months ago, including the car bomb, the men at his apartment, and those at the Austrian gasthaus. For now he left out the shootings earlier that day.
“It’s all true,” Alexandra interjected.
“I understand,” Andre said. “I believe you. But a Red Notice…” He trailed off and shrugged his shoulders before picking up his glass of wine and sipping gently.
“You’re yankin’ my chain,” Jake said.
Andre shook his head and produced a laptop computer from a side table. In a few moments he had accessed a site and then turned the computer for Jake to see. It showed the Red Notice with Jake’s photo. He was armed and dangerous and should be approached with great caution.
“That’s a terrible photo,” Jake said. “From one of my lectures in Austria.”
“How may I help?” Andre asked.
“Well, I guess you could start by convincing your Interpol friends to drop the Red Notice.”
Andre shook his head. “That has to come from the issuing organization. The Vienna office.”
They stared at each other again. Something wasn’t right.
“What’s wrong, Andre?”
The Interpol officer turned the computer back toward him and clicked a couple of times before showing Jake the screen again. It was a video of the shooting in Luxembourg. Looked like it came from a closed circuit camera that must have been directed toward the bank. It showed Jake walking across the street, the shoot out, and then Jake casually walking down the sidewalk. The camera hadn’t caught him getting into Alexandra’s car.
“It’s number three on the internet,” Andre said. “Will probably be number one by morning.”
“I told you people were trying to kill me,” Jake explained. “I was just walking across the street and they opened fire.”
Andre’s head nodded agreement. “I understand. Now the Luxembourg Police Grand-Ducale have a problem with you carrying a concealed weapon and shooting up their city. It’s bad for tourism.”
“Would they rather be investigating my murder right now?”
“Good point.”
Alexandra had been sitting back watching both of them talk, obviously wanting to stay out of the action. Jake didn’t want to give Andre any idea that they’d been together intimately, it being so soon after Anna’s murder. He also didn’t want to involve her any more with what he would have to do soon to take this case forward. Yet, he’d appreciated her company and her insight every step of the way. Maybe it was time to come clean with Andre also.
“I know what you’re thinking, Jake,” Andre said.
“Really.”
“You’re wondering if I know.” The Frenchman smiled.
“Know what?” He was feeling him out but Jake wasn’t buying it. The guy was a chess master, and he shifted people around like it was always his move.
“The million Euros. Dead. Not alive.”
“If you know that, then why do I still have a Red Notice out on me? You know damn well I’m just trying to stay alive.”
“I hope you’re doing more than that,” Andre said. “Trying to find out who killed Anna.”
Jake sucked down the rest of his wine and set the empty glass on the table in front of him. “The two are connected. Are you going to help me? What does Interpol know about this case?”
Andre smiled and poured Jake more wine. “We’ll move on to a Pinot Noir next.” Hesitating, as if searching for the right words, he continued, “We found the two men dead just across the French border south of Luxembourg City, and later someone mysteriously called in the location of another man…gently crucified in a vineyard. They were all Persians, based on the car. They had no identification on them, though. I would bet my life that the two died from a bullet from the gun under your left arm.”
“Again, self defense. They were the same men who’d shot at me in Luxembourg.”
“Yes, I know. The Police Grand-Ducale in Luxembourg are taking credit for your work, giving some support to the French authorities. You see, all is well in the Grand Duchy. Come back and spend your money. Did you get any information from the man taped to the vines?”
“That’s why we’re here,” Jake said. “They’re Iranians, but I think it’s more likely they’re not Persians. They’re Kurds.”
“The man told you that?”
“He didn’t need to. I understand a few Kurdish phrases from my work there. He questioned not only the veracity of my parents, but indicated I should try to satisfy myself with extreme prejudice. I assured him that wasn’t possible. Many have tried.”
“I’ll bet. What did he tell you?” Andre pressed.
“Will you help me?”
The Interpol man hesitated. “Of course.”
Jake told Andre everything the man had told him, including the preposterous notion that somehow Gunter Schecht had risen from the dead and placed a price on Jake’s head.
“Now you know why I need your help,” Jake said to Andre.
“How can I help?”
Jake glanced sideways at Alexandra, who pulled Jake’s laptop from his backpack and handed it to him.
“Just a little internet access,” Jake said.
Andre leaned back in his comfortable sofa like a cowboy easing back on his saddle. “You could’ve gone to a cybercafe to do that.” Then his brain contemplated Jake like a chess master does to a worthy opponent. “You want an untraceable secure access to my Interpol database.”
Jake nodded.
“Why don’t you just access her German Intel database?”
Jake didn’t budge, but he saw Alexandra shift in her chair slightly.
“How did I know?” Andre asked. “First of all, she’s carrying a pistol on her right hip. Second, you wouldn’t let her know what you’re doing if you didn’t trust her. And last of all, you wouldn’t trust her unless she was either CIA, BND or Austrian Intel. Given her accent, I’d say she was Bavarian. Which means BND.” He hesitated to let his revelations set in. “Besides, we got a Blue Notice on one Alexandra Schecht this morning. You need to update your photo. You are much more beautiful in person. Any relation to Gunter Schecht?”
Alexandra’s jaw tightened but she said nothing.
“I think you know that also,” Jake said. “Why’d they issue a Blue Notice on her? She’s done nothing.”
“A Blue Notice simply asks local law enforcement to acquire additional information about a person’s possible illegal activities,” Andre instructed. “She was with you when you shot those men this morning. Her car was caught on another video camera picking you up. You understand.”
Yeah, Jake understood. He had gotten Alexandra in way too far and he wasn’t pleased with himself. “Which is why we can’t get onto her BND account. Can you give us access?”
Subdued, Andre nodded his head in agreement.
Jake got onto his computer and used Andre’s access to the Interpol database. He first did a series of requests for information on those who he’d shot that morning, including the man he’d interrogated. He quickly saved that data to his laptop. Then he searched a few more areas of interest. While he was on the computer, he noticed Andre had slipped down the sofa, ending directly across from Alexandra. The two of them were speaking German and then switched to French. Laughing. Drinking wine. A half hour later and Jake had downloaded more data than he could go over in a week. But he didn’t have a week. He’d used Anna’s access to Interpol many times, with and without her permission, so he knew his way around. He also knew how to have their computer analyze the data in various strings. While that was going on in the background, Jake quickly checked on a few names that had come up. Names that he’d recognized from his past. His computer beeped when the Interpol analysis was complete. But Jake’s brain had reached the same notion about thirty seconds before the computer. All of the dead men, from those who killed Anna to the man he’d killed at his apartment in Innsbruck, to the men who’d come for him in St. Johann, and to the Iranian Kurds who’d tried to kill him that morning — it had all been a grand ruse to make him believe the hit had been ordered by someone from a former case. Well, the computer didn’t actually say that. The program simply showed no relationship among all the men, and no likely coordinated attempt. Someone wanted Jake to look into the Kurds as a source, or perhaps the Serbs, or even Gunter Schecht, who was dead. By doing so, the real source of the hit, the one pulling the strings, was someone as far from those sources as possible. Sleight of hand. Have him look one way while the knife sticks him in the back. Or, more likely, the bullet. But that was also disturbing, because only certain people knew about these cases in their totality. And that list wasn’t as long as one would guess. A list that Jake would have to deal with alone. He should’ve come to this conclusion a long time ago. Perhaps he would have if his mind wasn’t thinking about the death of Anna, and his body wasn’t constantly being attacked. That was the play. Much like Andre and his chess. You make a player think you’re working your way in to put the opponent in check or mate, they let down their guard, and you steal their queen. You keep picking away like that until they have no more defenses left to protect their king. Time to take a few more pieces. Other than pawns. Go on offense, Jake.
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Early evening now, and Toni drove her rental Opel along the German Autobahn near Martinislautern. She exited at the Ramstein Air Base exit and then slowly drove along the priority road toward the front gate of the American Air Force Base. She’d gotten a call from the CIA director, Kurt Jenkins, earlier in the day, telling her to pick up a package at the base Office of Special Investigations detachment. She’d been on the sprawling Ramstein many times while working in Europe, but hadn’t been given any indication as to what she was picking up. Most communications in the Agency now were not only highly encrypted, they were easily downloaded to hand-held devices, which Toni carried at all times. However, she also knew that her boss, Kurt Jenkins, was a bit old school and liked to maintain some of the old communications methods. Couriers were still important to him — especially if he felt other methods had been compromised in some way.
She signed Franz Martini onto the base and they proceeded to the OSI detachment building.
“What do you suppose they have for you here?” Franz asked her solemnly.
Toni had a feeling it was a package of information. Something she could have just as well accessed with her computer. “I don’t know,” she said. “Intel I’d guess.”
They’d discussed all afternoon what to do — try to follow Jake and hopefully catch up with him, or move in another direction. Part of her wanted to drop Franz off at the nearest airport and let him fly back to Austria. His health seemed to be deteriorating by the minute. His coughing had forced them to go to a pharmacy in Trier and get him a suppressant, which he was sucking down like an early-morning alcoholic takes down his first drink of the day.
She pulled in front of the OSI building and parked. A sign out front said ‘No Smoking Within 100 Feet of Building.’
“I’m sure that means outside,” Toni assured him. “They won’t let you inside anyway. So why don’t you stay here and have a smoke while I retrieve whatever’s here for me.”
He nodded agreement.
Getting out, she saw him light up as she rounded the front of the car. Although she’d said he could smoke in the car with her, he’d refrained from doing so. Smoking seemed to be the man’s only pleasure in life and she had no desire to take that from him.
After going through security inside, she was escorted to the office of the OSI detachment commander, a man in his early thirties with a full beard and long hair in a ponytail. He stood and shook her hand before slumping back into his leather task chair. The office had no windows and appeared to be in the exact center of the building, with sound-deadening walls much like the conference room at the German Intelligence building near Munich. She remained standing.
Toni glanced about the office for any package of size that might have come from the Agency. “Where’s my package?” she asked the commander.
He moved a few pieces of paper and produced a sealed folder the size of a DVD. He handed it to her and looked eager for her to open it there in front of him. It was in a standard diplomatic envelope with Kurt Jenkins’s familiar signature across the seal. Inside, she knew, would be a DVD carefully sealed further in an airtight plastic like a freezer bag. It would have survived a plane crash packaged like that.
“Must be pretty important,” the OSI officer said, “to be flown in here on an F22.”
She didn’t take the bait. “It’s a mix CD from my boyfriend. Yeah, we’ve been having a few problems and he likes to make grand gestures. Thanks for your help.” She left him there pulling on his beard.
By the time she got back outside, smoke filled the inside of her car, making it look like it was on fire. She opened the door and let air flow for a moment.
“You forgot to leave me the key,” Franz said. “Couldn’t open the window.” He glanced at the package. “That’s all?”
“Afraid so.” She took a seat behind the wheel and thought for a moment. She needed to view whatever was on this DVD alone. Her cell phone rang and she checked to see who it was. Kurt Jenkins.
She flipped open her secure phone and said, “Yeah.”
“You got the package, I understand,” Jenkins said.
“Sure did.”
“You need to go over the data immediately. I’ve reserved two rooms for you at Air Force Billeting. Yours will be one visiting dignitaries normally use — colonels and general officers. You can review the information there. Give me a call once you’re done.”
“Got it. Anything else?”
“Our friend is still in France. At least as far as we know. We’re guessing he won’t change transportation, since he’ll want his guns.”
“With the money he has,” she said, “he could charter a flight. But we don’t even know where he’s going.”
“Check out the DVD.”
“All right.”
They both hung up.
“Everything okay?” Franz asked.
“You don’t mind staying here tonight, do you?”
“Not at all. But I could use a drink.”
Toni cranked over the car. “I hear that.”
Twenty minutes later and Toni had dropped Franz off at his base hotel room, where he planned on taking a nap before the two of them would go to the officers’ club for dinner and drinks. Meanwhile, Toni brought her laptop and set it up on her bed, letting it warm up as she stretched for a moment. She’d been locked up in the car for the past few days and felt constricted. What she really needed was a quick run or a long walk.
She broke the seal on the package and cut the DVD out of the inner plastic wrap. When she slid the DVD into her computer, the first thing that happened was a video image starting up. It was simply Kurt Jenkins sitting behind his desk talking to her, explaining that they had a number of analysts going through the data and would continue to do so. He was concerned about a leak of some type. Not on his end, but somewhere with their European partners.
“We still don’t know why someone wants Jake dead, but we think we’re getting closer,” Jenkins said. “This could be classic deception. So far there have been Kurdish Turks, Serbs, and now Iranian Kurds coming after Jake. That doesn’t even include the Eastern Europeans who killed his girlfriend two months ago. As you know, Jake was involved in the past with the Kurds, and they have long memories. However, it’s more likely that this is a ruse of some sort. If you send someone to assassinate another, you want someone with no possible ties to you. So a German might send a Chinese agent. But you know this. Then, I’m guessing, they knew that Jake would kill some of them and have law enforcement after him. They counted on this.”
She paused the video. Of course. She’d been so stupid. Concentrating on finding Jake and not even considering who was after him. Or why. Whereas she should have been seeking the source. She started the DVD again.
Jenkins continued. “That way they could monitor the progress and perhaps direct more assets. Then, once the deed was done, they would send someone to kill the killers. There would never be a payout of the million Euros. Review the data files and then call me on your secure cell. Alone.”
The video faded to black and the screen went to a set of file folders. She clicked on the folder labeled ‘The Dead.’ Inside was a folder for each man who’d been killed so far, from the two men two months ago that Jake had killed when Anna was murdered, to those two Jake had shot in France that morning.
She started at the beginning. Within an hour she’d read everything known about all of the dead men. It was truly an international affair, from the Hungarian and Bulgarian Jake killed two months ago to the Iranian he last had contact with in France. That man had been somewhat interesting, with his degree from the University of Michigan. Nothing was jumping out and leading her in any significant direction, though. Could it have simply been hired guns from all these various countries on purpose to drive the Agency and Jake in different directions? A ruse to confuse? That’s what she’d have to find out.
But by now her stomach was starting to rumble. She took out the DVD, put on her leather coat, and slid the disc into an inside pocket. Time for a little dinner and drinks.
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Berlin, Germany
Much had happened in the past twenty-four hours. Since Gustav had instructed his associate to try to connect the dots with the bodies found in Berlin to possible missing persons and those to murders elsewhere, Andreas had possibly come up with something important. A man had been shot in Prague three weeks ago, and a week later a body had shown up in the Spree. The medical examiner had estimated the time of death to be five or six days prior to the find, which would have been a couple of days after the Prague killing. It wasn’t much to go on, Gustav knew, but it was a direction. Especially with the possibility that the Turk had tried to kill Jake Adams in Innsbruck and then could have tried to cash in on the hit in Berlin just after that. The clincher? The man who was killed in Prague was a former spy with UZSI, the Foreign Intelligence Service of the Czech Republic. Which is why Andreas and Gustav hadn’t been able to get much information on the death of the man. The authorities there had simply called it a street crime. A robbery gone bad. But Gustav wasn’t buying that explanation.
Now, just after ten p.m., Gustav sat in the main terminal at the Hauptbahnhof watching the big board click off arrivals and departures. When he finally saw the train he wanted coming into Berlin from Warsaw, Poland, he spoke softly into his mic to send his officers into action. Then he got up and with a casual gate went to the platform to wait. He saw Andreas on the far end of the track platform, making sure nobody would escape down that way. His other officers formed a barricade, their MP5s intimidating and ensuring everyone would stop and hand over their passports.
They’d gotten only a number on the passengers. No names. With over 150 onboard, it might take a while to check on all of them. But their men had a hand scanner, which would not only verify the identity of each passenger, it would also run the data into a computer inside the terminal and run a quick background check for any outstanding Interpol notices or even local warrants by law enforcement in their home countries. The process worked better than planned. Quick and efficient. However, they only found a few with traffic violations and one man wanted for rape in Warsaw, who his men took into custody. When each passenger was cleared, a sticker was slapped onto their passport.
Once all the passengers ran through their gauntlet, Andreas met Gustav on the platform.
“I was so sure we would find something,” Andreas said.
“We might have,” Gustav said, his eyes shifting toward the passengers who were now dispersing in all directions through the terminal.
“True. The RFID sticker in the passport was brilliant.”
“Well, that only works after the fact,” Gustav assured his partner. “It’s not like we can track all of them.”
“Why do you think the killer would be on this train tonight?”
While tracking mysterious murders in Europe, Andreas had come across the shooting death of an older man in Warsaw a day ago. That man had also been part of the old spy community, having worked for the Polish Foreign Intelligence Service. A check with German Intelligence confirmed that the Pole had also worked for quite some time in Berlin during the height of the Cold War.
Gustav wasn’t entirely sure of his answer, but he had a big hunch. “The timing seems right, Andreas. But we don’t know anything for sure. We’re flying blind here.”
“You’re right, boss. And we don’t know if the shooter just passed through here. We might assume the Warsaw killer would have a clean record.”
“Absolutely. It would help, though, if we could break into the website. Any word on how long that will take?”
Andreas shoved his hands into his pockets and said, “No, sir. We’re not even sure of the city where it’s hosted. They’re trying. I have a couple programmers working all night to break it.”
“Good.”
“Now what?”
Gustav thought about the rest of his evening and smiled ever so slightly.
“You have plans with a lady friend,” Andreas stated.
“Maybe. There’s nothing else we can do until morning when the next train from Warsaw comes in. You should go home to your wife.”
“Sounds like a plan. I’ll check on our computer friends before I go to bed and call you if they’ve found anything.”
Gustav checked his watch. “Give me a few hours of privacy.”
Andreas nodded and then left.
Shaking his head with wonder, Gustav wandered off to his car. It took him thirty minutes to drive from the main train terminal to his apartment on the west side of Berlin, a few blocks from the old Olympic stadium and just a block from the Spree River. He locked his car and walked with a spring in his step toward his row house apartment. He lived on the second story of the three story brick building, his apartment with a view of the Spree and a large park.
When he got to his door, he hesitated a moment, digging in his pocket for the keys. Something wasn’t right about this whole case, he thought. The deaths were quickly drifting to a realm that was not his.
Suddenly the door opened and the young woman stood before him in the silk robe he’d bought her for her birthday last month. Her blonde hair shot straight down over her shoulders. Her cheek bones became more pronounced when she smiled without showing him her imperfect teeth, which bothered her. Regardless, she was a stunning beauty. Her perfect body made up for any superficial imperfections, and might make a gay man question his decision to swing that way.
She opened her robe and exposed that nude, wondrous body to him. “I was hoping you would come soon.”
Gustav moved past her and closed and locked the door behind them. “Oh, I will.” Seeing her like that had brought a great rise to his evening.
They hurried to the bedroom and he got out of his clothes like they were on fire. The first time he’d met Ilka six months ago, she was working for a high-end call service out of a high-rise posh hotel near Tempelhof. Her “client” had died from an aortic aneurysm and Gustav was there to verify there was no foul play. Seeing Ilka, he guessed immediately that she could have induced a heart attack in a marathon runner. She’d taken to Gustav after that for unknown reasons to him, and he’d taken to her for two reasons — one was the obvious physical attraction, and the other out of some guilty Catholic pattern of possible redemption. He’d done the same thing with Kora in Munich, and she was now out of the business and owned a dress shop in Berchtesgaden. One success out of a million crashed and failed attempts.
They made quick and fast love the first time, both knowing they’d slow down and do it right the second time. After, they lay together in bed, the quiet overwhelmingly chaotic for Gustav. He couldn’t get his mind off the case. Couldn’t understand the significance of the murders in other parts of Europe, or how those might relate to his dead men in the Spree River.
“Where are you?” Ilka asked in German with a Russian accent. “If you think of dead corpses all the time, I’m amazed you can become hard at all.”
“I’m sorry. It’s not so much the dead bodies. It’s the motive behind them.” He couldn’t say any more, but he wanted to open up with her. Confide in her completely. Yet, it was too soon for that.
“Let’s make a deal,” she said, her lips kissing his chest and then her eyes wandering up to his. “When we are together you think only of me. When we are apart, you also only think of me.” She tried not to smile.
“That sounds fair.” He reached down between her legs and felt her moistness. This was why he’d given her his apartment key in the first place. Time to move a lot slower this time. Clear the mind and live for now. There was time to save Ilka later.
* * *
Anton Zukov had followed the Pole from the main terminal Hauptbahnhof, watching the hapless Polizei try their best to sift through all the passengers on the train from Poland. He had smiled when he saw his contact make it through that checkpoint undiscovered. But this Pole was a little smarter than the last man. He had agreed to meet only at a well-lit location along one of Berlin’s busiest streets a few blocks from the city’s landmark, the Brandenburg Gate. Yet, humans could only be so smart, especially when one million Euros came into play. Zukov let the man get to the meeting site first and made him wait, watching the Pole from a distance become more and more nervous as the clock clicked away, probably thinking he had killed a man with no payout.
Now, Zukov got out of his car and casually walked up the sidewalk, cars passing by faster than one would expect. At this time of night on a weekday the roads here would be mostly filled with those people shifting from late dinners at restaurants to the bars. A bus cruised toward him but kept on going. Zukov had set up the meet on this side of the road at this particular location for a reason — there were no bus stops or normal taxi stops along this stretch of the busy Unter Den Linden that lead to Pariser Platz, the pedestrian zone leading to the Brandenburg Gate. The road used to drive right through the gate, but it had been closed off with the Berlin Wall for some thirty years, opened for a short while in the nineties and turned into the tourist trap it was today at that time.
Making his way toward his contact, Zukov ran through his mind how this meeting should go. He could mess with the man’s mind for a while, make him think he was with the Polizei or something else. But that would be cruel. No, stick with the plan. He wasn’t moving as a man of strength and youth. Instead, he had a cane and make-up allowing him to appear like an old man out on an evening stroll. A slow walk. Painfully slow. Stopping from time to time as if catching his breath. His only constant was his ubiquitous black watch cap covering his nearly hairless skull.
As he approached, he saw the closest pedestrian was more than a block away, heading toward the gate. He could hear nobody behind him.
The man was nervous, it was plain to see, his feet shuffling about as his head moved on a swivel. Okay, maybe he wasn’t as smart as Zukov initially thought.
Closing in on the man, Zukov kept his head lowered and his body hunched over. Just a little closer. Nobody noticed the elderly. They were only one step higher on the food chain from the homeless, who people concerned themselves with more because they were normally younger and might just be crazy.
Ten feet now and the Pole wasn’t even looking at him.
Zukov thought again about changing his plan. No. Don’t deviate, he implored himself. Discipline.
He was within range now, that distance close enough for concern under normal circumstances.
Five feet.
With one swift movement, he lifted his cane as if to reach out for another step, pushed a button and the double-edged blade snapped from the bottom, which he swiftly thrust up into the Pole’s chest, hitting solidly above the sternum. He twisted the cane in a circular motion and shoved with all his might, sending the man onto his back into the grass along the edge of the sidewalk.
Pushing the button again, the blade returned inside the cane and Zukov continued walking as if nothing had happened. From the corner of his eye he saw the stunned expression on the Pole’s face for a fleeting moment.
His own eyes scanning now, Zukov could see a couple across the street. But they hadn’t reacted to the man falling. He turned down the next street and picked up his pace. A few minutes later he got back to his car and took off his old man make-up, removing the gray beard and bushy eyebrows. Driving away at the speed limit, he still didn’t hear any Polizei sirens. For a while he had been concerned that this could have been too risky. But people were easy. They didn’t expect an old man to kill them. Didn’t think a man with a broken arm would shoot them with the cast. And over the years he had perfected dozens of ways to kill. Not once had he even been close to getting caught. He laughed at that thought. Well, there had been that one time in the Alps a few months ago. But that was different. A direct approach. Maybe they should have used more finesse and finished the job right there.
Heading toward the east side of Berlin, he checked the clock on the car dash. Viktor Pushkin, his boss, would be waiting for him at the office. Strategy meeting. Zukov knew what was coming. He could predict the direction they would take as if he stood at a black board inside Viktor’s mind and Zukov was scribbling orders with the chalk.
Driving slowly through the industrial area of the former East Berlin, he finally pulled in front of their building. Two cars sat out front.
Anton Zukov habitually smiled as he punched in the security code to access the front door, knowing he was being watched by one of his colleagues in a back room through closed circuit TV. He lifted his cane as a salute.
Inside, he walked past the display area, where dozens of cell phones sat for their corporate customers to handle. Thankfully they didn’t do business with the general public, only selling the service and phones to companies at a huge discount. They could afford to do so. They had no corporate board, no stock holders, no owners. It was the perfect front for their operation. They made huge profits off phones that had been stolen from the Finns, they sold them to hundreds of accounts, and even profited from the cell service, which was handled by another of their subsidiaries, who then had direct access to all the phones in their target market. They could keep track of any call they wanted, pulling in corporate intel, and blackmailing businesses on each side. They could even keep track of the users physically by GPS. What a business. Make money coming and going.
Zukov wandered through the office into a back room, where large shelves held stacks of phones from floor to ceiling, and into a break room. He stuck the end of his cane into the sink and released the blade. He first ran hot water and soap over the knife blade and the end of the cane. Thinking this might take a while, he plugged the sink and filled it with water, completely submerging the end of the cane. Then he poured two liters of bleach into the water. Let it soak, he said to himself.
Satisfied, he walked back through the storage room and out into the front area behind the counter. There were a few desks there with computers, which were almost never used. This part of the office was mostly for show.
He headed back into a hallway toward Viktor Pushkin’s office, knocking lightly on the door. His knuckles barely left the wood when the door swung in. It was Nikolai. Zukov couldn’t remember the man’s last name, but remembered he had been with the Red Army until about a year ago. Big guy. Brutal as hell. That’s all he really needed to know.
Sitting back in his leather chair in the show office, Viktor Pushkin smiled and motioned for Zukov to take a seat.
“How did it go?” Viktor asked, stroking his thin beard. “Did the man get his money?” He laughed and kept a smile on his face.
“He got what he deserved,” Zukov assured his boss.
“Any problems?”
Zukov shook his head. “No. Not the best location.”
“I agree. Don’t let that happen again.”
He had thought the same thing from the moment he’d made that mistake. But Zukov couldn’t cancel or make changes after the initial order. Neither were to make any communication. They knew how easy it was for someone to listen in on their conversation or to pick up other forms on contact. Zukov simply nodded his agreement, fighting his urge to play with his watch cap.
“I think we should change our methods a little,” Viktor said. “Maybe let a few others take some turns. How else will they get the experience?”
Trying not to look concerned, Zukov ran this information through his mind. It was never a good sign when the boss wanted others to take a turn. Either he had lost confidence in him or he was ready to replace him. That would mean a long trip back to Moscow, or worse. He would end up in the Spree River just like those he’d put there. No identification. No identity. He would die a nobody.
“I can handle it, Viktor.”
“I know, Zuk. It’s not that.” His boss hesitated, a reassuring expression on his complex face. “I need you to find the American. Take a more active role.”
Zukov let out a subdued sigh. “I understand. But what’s so important about this one man?” He had asked this before, and never got a good answer. Didn’t expect one now.
Viktor Pushkin shrugged and put his hands together. “It’s personal.”
That he did understand. “All right. I’ll get on it first thing in the morning. Anything else?”
“You’ve been leaving behind the identification on the last couple of people,” Viktor said. “Any reason for this?”
Yeah, there was a reason. But nothing his boss would find appropriate. “The Turk was a mistake,” he lied. “And the man tonight I couldn’t linger. It was a busy street.”
“Okay. It doesn’t have anything to do with this Polizei investigator, Gustav Vogler?”
Zukov thought for a second too long. “All right. You caught me.”
“You’re playing with the man,” Viktor said.
Shrugging slightly, Zukov said, “Maybe a little.”
Viktor raised his praying hands to his lips. “No more, Zuk. It’s not about you. It’s not about this Polizei man. There’s more at stake here.”
He sure as hell knew that. He’d been in on the plan from the beginning, helping develop the strategy. “I know,” he finally said. “I understand.”
“Get some sleep and get on the American in the morning.”
Zukov took that as a sign to get up. This is really what he wanted all along. A challenge. Rewards never came without great sacrifice. He went back into the break room and got his cane, before heading out into the cool night air to his car. He’d find the American. And when he did, well, things would go a little different from last time.
* * *
Closing in on midnight and Gustav’s cell phone shook him from his sound sleep. He swept his hand in the darkness and knocked the phone to the floor. Scrambling onto the low-pile carpet with his hand, he finally reached the phone and flipped it open.
“Ja. This better be damn good,” he sniped.
“Sir, this is Andreas.”
“I know that. Your name came up on my cell,” he muttered more calmly. “What’s up, my friend?”
“Another body.”
Jesus. What was going on in his city? “Details.”
“A thirty-two-year-old man found stabbed to death in Mitte. On Unter Den Linden, a few blocks from the Brandenburg Gate.”
“That’s brash,” Gustav said.
“There’s more, sir. He’s a Pole. He was on that train from Warsaw tonight.”
“Are you sure?”
“Yes, sir. I’m at the scene now. I have his passport in hand, with the RFID sticker we placed there. Also has a ticket stub from that train.”
“Damn it. We missed him.”
“There was no way of knowing.”
“Hold the scene. I’m on my way.”
Andreas gave his boss the address.
“How’d you get there so soon?”
“I live just five blocks from here,” Andreas explained.
The better question was why his assistant had been called first. The call should have come in to Gustav.
“I’m on my way,” Gustav repeated and then hung up.
He slammed his phone shut vehemently. This was getting ridiculous, he thought as he got out of bed and slipped into the clothes he’d hastily thrown off to have sex with Ilka. Just when they’d gotten a possible break in the case, another setback. And a brazen attack near Berlin’s landmark. This man had to be stopped. Before leaving, he gazed down at Ilka. She had not even woken with the phone or the talking. He was jealous she could sleep that soundly. If only… He shook his head and reluctantly left her there, knowing she was still naked under his sheets.
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Andre had given Jake and Alexandra the guest room, but Jake had found it hard to sleep. He’d stayed up late on his computer searching all the data from Interpol, hoping to find some direction. While he did so, he also ran through his mind every case he’d been a part of over the past couple of decades. The list was long, but only a dozen or so stuck out as problematic.
Morning now, a fresh perspective, Jake stood in front of the window watching the horses graze in the small pasture. It would have been nice to go for a ride. He had done that before while staying with Andre. His horses were half Arabian and half Quarter horse. And he rode with Western saddles. They had gone to a nearby river and followed a trail up toward the Alps. It wasn’t like riding in Montana, but the countryside was beautiful and any day in the saddle or on a river was better than sitting in a car.
He glanced back at Alexandra still asleep, covered with only a thin white sheet. What was he doing? Had enough time passed by for him to be making love with another woman? Even Andre, about as sexually liberal as they come, seemed somewhat disappointed with Jake. Yet, he couldn’t let what others thought dictate who he was or what his future could be. Only he could decide that. Besides, he had come close to death too many times in the past few days to worry about proper periods of mourning. Life could be shortened at any moment. He had to live for now.
He slipped off his underwear and slid into bed, finding her warm and naked beneath the covers. Smiling, she guided him into her.
A while later, while Alexandra showered, Jake got back onto his computer and ran the intel through his fresh mind. He knew what he had to do, but he didn’t want to involve her in his plan. This was something personal. Something only he could accomplish. Perhaps it had been a mistake taking her along to begin with, even though she’d wanted to be with him. Wanted to help. But at what cost? He’d almost gotten her killed. Got her involved in an Interpol Blue Notice, which wasn’t too serious, but could be a problem with her employer. Still, she had issues to deal with on her own back in Germany.
She came out toweling off her naked body. God, she was gorgeous. He wanted to ravage her again. Yet, he still struggled with his feelings. Perhaps he already felt dead and needed to experience resurgent life.
“What?” she asked, shifting the towel to her long, think hair and rolling it up into a beehive.
“Just observing God’s perfection.”
She turned to him and slowly stepped into a thong. “I didn’t take you for a believer, Jake.”
“I’ve had my questions. For instance, how could a just God take someone like Anna but leave evil despots on Earth?”
She seemed to be considering that as she strapped her perfectly rounded breasts into a matching black lace bra. “Maybe that’s why He put us here.”
“To vanquish evil?”
“Yes.”
He left his computer and went to her, drawing her into his arms and taking in her fresh odor. “So, when you called to Him this morning, what were you asking for?”
She laughed. “My prayers were answered, Jake. Twice.”
They kissed gently and he ran his hand against her cheek. “I’m glad you came with me.”
“I’m glad you held out.”
“No, I meant on this trip.”
“Oh, well you actually came with me. I drove.”
She had a point.
“What are you trying to tell me, Jake?”
He pulled away from her and closed the screen on his laptop. “We need to split up,” he said abruptly.
“I don’t think so.” She put on some comfortable brown slacks and tightened a thin belt around her small waist.
“I can’t do this with you, Alexandra.”
“Why?” She looked disturbed now. With a hurried motion, she slung a black sweater over her head and flung it down to her hips.
“I have to go some places and do some things that only I can do,” he said.
Her eyes intensified. “You mean like what happened with the Serb? Or maybe the Iranian?”
They’d never discussed in great detail what actually happened to the Serb. Jake had given him a chance. More than the man had given Jake at the Austrian gasthaus.
“The Serb shouldn’t have tried to kill me. I told you it was self defense.” Well, he could have left the man to bleed out in the cold mountain air. But would that have been more humane?
She sat onto the bed, dejected.
He sat onto the bed next to her, his hand on hers. “What’s really the matter, Alexandra?”
Shrugging, she said, “I like hanging out with you. There’s never a dull moment.”
“Sure. Stay with me and get shot at daily. Maybe I should sell tickets to thrill seekers.”
“That’s not fair,” she yelled softly.
“I didn’t mean it that way. I’m sorry. I just don’t want you getting hurt.”
“That’s my job, Jake.” She had quickly fluctuated from subdued to pissed off to calm.
“But, like I said, I might have to do some things counter to your Service’s mandate.”
She put her hand onto his now and squeezed down. “You don’t think I’ve had to skirt a few issues of legality over the years? That’s what happens when you go undercover. You know that. Sometimes you have to look away for fear of what you might see.”
God, he knew that too well. But he couldn’t bring her along with him. Not now. “You have to give me two days. Three tops. Then we’ll meet and compare notes.”
She was confused. “What do I do in the meantime? Go bake some cookies?” Her German accent really sprouted with those words.
He got up and went to his backpack, retrieving a cell phone and handing it to her. “I picked this up at my bank in Luxembourg. It’s a secure cell. I have its brother. It’s non-traceable. We’ll stay in contact with these. You go back to your apartment.”
“You forget one thing. There’s a Blue Notice out on me.”
“Andre can lift that and expunge it from the system.”
“Where will you go?”
“It’s best if you don’t know.”
She accepted the phone.
“Remember this number.” He gave her the number for his secure cell phone. “Once you’ve called me make sure you delete the call record. Just in case someone gets their hands on the phone. But even if they did, they wouldn’t be able to track me down.”
“Where do we meet?”
He explained his plan for additional contacts in person, and how he might need her access to her BND database. “But don’t compromise your position there.”
Jake thanked his host for his hospitality and he and Alexandra left the French countryside, heading back into Lyon. As Jake kept track of signs to his destination, he thought about leaving Alexandra. He definitely had mixed feelings about splitting up, even though he knew it was the right thing to do. She shouldn’t know where he was going.
When Alexandra reached the downtown area in the center of the city, Jake had her pull over to the curb when he saw a line of taxis in front of a row of hotels.
“This is good,” he said, gathering his things.
“Are you sure, Jake?” she asked. “Let me drive you to wherever you need to go. I want to help.”
They’d already been over this a dozen times that morning and on the drive into Lyon.
He shook his head. “I need you to reconcile with your Service. The BND could be helpful down the road. I need you, Alexandra. Still need your help. But behind the scene.” He grabbed his backpack from the back seat, closed the door, and then leaned back into the front seat.
Alexandra had an expression of longing lingering on her face. Jake pulled in to her and she met him halfway, kissing him on the lips and grasping his arm. “Be careful, Jake.”
A heavy sigh, Jake said, “I’ll try.”
He pulled away and her hand reluctantly let go. The door closed, Jake walked off to the front taxi, not looking back. As he settled into the taxi, he watched Alexandra drive by them, her hand wiping away a tear from her cheek. Damn it. He didn’t want to get too close to her. Not now. Not so soon after…
“Where to, sir?” the driver asked in French.
“Station de train centrale,” Jake answered with a German accent.
The taxi driver looked at Jake in the rearview mirror. In German the man said, “That’s five blocks from here.”
Jake also switched to German. “I have a bad knee. Please drive. I have a train to catch.”
“Yes, sir.”
The driver pulled away and Jake kept his eyes open to anyone following them. He wasn’t entirely certain that Andre wouldn’t have someone following him. Regardless of the man’s level of help and his friendship over the years, Jake still knew that Andre was dedicated to Interpol.
Jake got out at the central train station, paid the taxi driver with cash, slung his backpack over his shoulders, and limped off through the front doors. The driver would remember the limp and not much else.
Inside, Jake stopped for a moment to view the huge board that showed all the trains coming and going through France. Lyon was a major station. From there he could go south to Marseille or Provence and on to Italy, to the southwest to Spain, to the north to Paris and continue on to England across the Chunnel, or the east to Switzerland. He could also head north and then east into Germany.
He walked to a stand that held route pamphlets and turned to view one, his gaze also scanning the terminal for anyone interested in him. But everyone seemed to be going about their own business. His training would take hold of him now. Instincts and logic. Rational yet randomly driven. Nothing that would make his movements understandable or predictable. His eyes glanced up to the large clock above the destination board. Ten minutes to ten. This morning he would be a German. But not a German. A German speaker. For in his pocket he held his Austrian passport, a diplomatic passport that would allow him to travel with his guns. A persona he’d created four years ago after receiving the Great Golden Decoration with Star of Austria, the highest honor bestowed upon any civilian in that country. The Federal President of Austria had awarded him personally in a private ceremony, after Jake helped bring down a terrorist cell in that country. It was one of Jake’s major accomplishments in Europe during his tenure with the Agency. However, the Federal President didn’t even know the name on Jake’s diplomatic passport. The passport would stand the scrutiny of local police, border agents and customs officials. It was a real Austrian diplomatic passport. But it had never been entered into any database in that country or others — Jake’s reason for using it in the first place.
He cautiously moved onto his train waiting at the platform and settled into the first-class section.
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Toni and Franz slept in until seven, grabbed some pastries and coffee, and checked out of the base quarters. She didn’t like the way Franz looked. He wasn’t only more tired, he was coughing up spots of blood now. If he wasn’t actively dying, he was on the edge of the cliff looking over. Before leaving the base, Toni went alone to the service station and filled the gas tank, where she called Kurt Jenkins on her secure cell. They had a direction to go now, but she was questioning her decision to bring Franz along for the ride. Yet, what choice did she have? The man was dying — she could see it and smell it on him. After all he’d gone through in his life, he deserved to see something good come out of it in the end. He needed to find out who’d killed his Godchild, Anna. Deserved to help his old friend, Jake Adams. No, Toni had no choice.
Now, after driving for almost an hour and a half, from Autobahn 6, to 63, to 67, and finally 3, they exited and headed toward the center of Frankfurt am Main.
“Are we sure your contact will be home?” Franz asked. His coughing settled down somewhat with his constant smoking.
“He’s there,” she said, slowing her car and turning onto a residential side street where three-story stucco row houses lined both sides of the street. “Some of our assets have been watching the place.”
She slowed the car to a crawl as she approached the address, and noticed the green VW Passat a block away from the target, a single man at the wheel. Christ. Mr. Obvious. Toni pulled in behind the VW and parked.
“Let me talk with this guy,” she said, disturbed.
She got out and went to the passenger side. The driver opened the door for her. He looked about twelve, a slight man dressed sharply in slacks and a leather jacket, with bright blue eyes and dark brown hair.
“It’s cold this morning,” the man said.
Toni took a seat and said, “No shit. Has our guy gone anywhere?”
“No ma’am. That’s his car there. The ancient gray Beemer.”
“That’s silver,” she corrected. “What about a back entrance?”
“My partner is back there.”
“Army intel?” she asked him, knowing the answer.
“Yes, ma’am.”
“You call me ma’am one more time and I’ll cut off your nuts and feed them to you.”
“Yes…I understand.”
“Great. As I go in you call your little friend and tell him I’m doing so. Also describe what I look like, along with my partner. I don’t want any friendly cross-fire. You understand?”
“Yes. You want me to follow you in?” He reached for his gun inside his jacket.
“No. You stay here. But if you see him running to his car, you drive up there and box him in. His car is stuck between those other two. You put your car in there and he has no way out.”
“Understand. Second floor. First floor is an old woman. Third floor is a young couple. Husband is at work and the pregnant wife is at home. There’s no buzzer to get through the first door.”
“Okay.” She gave him a reassuring smile and got out. Jesus, they’re getting younger every day, she thought. She nodded her head to Franz, who took that as a sign to get out.
Franz met her on the sidewalk and the two of them walked arm-in-arm toward the apartment on the right. To anyone watching, they’d appear as a father and daughter out for a walk.
“You’ll need to let me deal with this guy,” Toni whispered to Franz.
“All right. But I thought I’d be the muscle for once.” He smiled at her.
They turned up the front walk and climbed a few steps to the entrance. She felt like they were being watched. Inside, they both drew their weapons and headed up the stairs to the second level. Franz stood back away from view of the peep hole, while Toni, gun behind her back, knocked lightly on the door, a sunny disposition across her face.
She saw movement at the peep, an eyeball, and then heard the door unlock and swing open. Standing in front of her was a rough-looking character of fifty-seven years, two months and five days. Sergei Lobanov Kozerski, former KGB and SVR officer, and reportedly retired in the last few months. But Toni knew the old KGB and the SVR never really retired anyone, unless it was with a bullet in the back of the head.
“What can I do for such a beautiful woman this fine morning?” Sergei asked her in German.
She simultaneously smiled, shoved the gun in his face, and thrust her foot against the closing door. The man reluctantly backed into his apartment, followed closely by Toni and then Franz.
“Let’s use English,” Toni said. “Have a seat.”
The Russian sat down onto a sofa, his hands on his knees and his expression insinuating pain upon Toni.
Glancing about the room, Toni noticed the large computer work station, with a line of servers cooled with liquid, and two 24-inch LCD monitors side-by-side on a large desk with empty Coke cans lined up in rows like soldiers at attention. Empty Coke cans also overflowed a garbage can and under the man’s desk.
“If this is rip off,” Sergei said, “you come to the wrong place. I have no money.”
“Right,” Toni said. “You spent it all on your computer equipment.” She hesitated and nodded for Franz to check out the rest of the apartment. He led with his gun into the back rooms.
“What do you want?” the Russian asked.
“Just some information,” she said. “I get the answers I like and you get to keep your little enterprise going. If not.” She shrugged. “Things will be a little different.”
“Who are you?”
“I’m your worst enemy or your best friend. You’ll have to decide.”
His mind seemed to reel out of control. “I don’t get your accent. You look Italian. I would have to guess Italian Intelligence.”
She laughed as Franz came back into the room carrying an additional automatic handgun, which he broke down and shoved into his pocket. Then Franz started rifling through drawers in the adjoining kitchen.
“You might want to forget who I am,” Toni said. “And worry how you might survive the rest of the day.”
The Russian thrust his hands out, palms up. “What have I done?”
“Sergei Lobanov Kozerski,” she said, and then rattled off his specifics, including some of the more important highlights from his career. As she spoke he seemed to sink deeper into the couch. “And now, she said, you run an internet enterprise. Some legitimate but mostly illegal. You were one of the first to start running massive e-mail SPAM attacks, collecting personal banking information. By the way, I think most people know that there’s no more royal family of Masovia.”
Sergei smiled. “Hey, if people are stupid enough to believe in such things, they should give me some of their money for compensation.”
“Right. But I’m more concerned about a more recent scam.”
Franz started coughing into his fist uncontrollably.
“Your friend doesn’t look too good,” Sergei said. “I think he needs a doctor.”
Franz washed his hands and went to the refrigerator, finding a bottle of vodka in the freezer. He poured himself a glass and shot the clear liquid back down his throat.
“You’ll need a doctor if you don’t answer my questions,” Toni assured him, her gun pointed at his head.
“Okay. So you’re not Italian Intelligence. What then?”
Franz came into the living room, walked past the sofa, and smacked the man across his head along the way. “Answer the pretty lady’s questions.” Then he continued his search of the apartment.
Sergei mumbled in Russian under his breath.
“He might not understand Russian,” Toni said, “but I do. And I don’t think he’d like you calling his mother that.”
The Russian pointed his finger at Toni. “You’re American spy. The Agency.”
“I’m not important,” she said. “But if I was, I’d put a bullet in your head right now. Stop this illegal business of yours. Maybe pull you out of here and place you in a prison on some island where you’d live your life making big rocks into small rocks. But I’m not. You had the Italian part right, though. Very good guess. But I’m on the other side there.”
His eyes widened. “Mafia?”
She didn’t answer, knowing this guy would be far more concerned about dealing with the Mafia than with government intelligence officers.
Franz walked past the couch again, smacking the Russian on the other side of his head.
“Hey.” The Russian rubbed his head.
Toni knew she could torture this guy and maybe get what she wanted, eventually. But she had a better idea. Had formulated it in her mind on the short drive from Ramstein Air Base to Frankfurt. She knew what motivated this guy. Find that in anyone and the answers come without too much trouble.
“I have a proposition for you, Sergei,” Toni said, her tone much more congenial.
He smiled.
“It has nothing to do with sex,” she assured him.
“You seem to know what I’m thinking. So how can I be of assistance to your…organization?”
She lowered her gun to her side, but kept the pistol ready in case he wasn’t buying what she was selling. Her eyes shifted slightly to observe Franz looking through more drawers on end tables, and then flipping through books stacked on the floor.
“Your servers are hosting a site that has put out a contract to kill a number of people,” Toni started, choosing her words carefully. He seemed to be more concerned now. “As you might guess, this is a direct conflict with our organization.”
“But…”
She raised a finger to him. “Don’t ask how we know this. I can see that you know I’m correct.”
Silence as they stared at other, the Russian’s disposition shifting from nearly a lack of concern when he might be shot, to grave anxiety with this new prospect.
“What do you want?” Sergei asked, defeated.
“Quite simple. Who hired you to set up the hit site?”
Sergei shifted in his chair. “You might as well just shoot me.” His head turned to the side. “Why do you care about that if you are Mafia?”
She knew this was coming. “Maybe we want to work with these people. Set up a similar situation for our concerns. Are you all right, Sergei. You don’t look well. Would you like some water? Maybe a coke?”
Sergei looked to the kitchen and then back to Toni. “Maybe some vodka. Just a little.”
Toni nodded to Franz, who went to the freezer and poured the man a glass of vodka.
Franz lifted the glass to show Sergei, who lifted his thumb in the air asking for more than that. Franz filled the glass higher and brought it to the Russian. He started by sipping and then downed the entire glass.
“Feel better?” she asked Sergei.
He nodded.
“Good. Now, on with the negotiation. You were just going to tell me who hired you to host that hit site.”
The Russian shook his head and tried to focus his eyes on Toni, but he was clearly having problems.
Toni asked him simple questions first — like the color of his eyes, the city where he was born, his mother’s name, his sister’s name — questions where she already knew the answer. She had him just where she wanted him now. In fifteen minutes the Russian was a pliable as a five-year-old, telling her everything she asked. Truthfully.
When she got what she wanted from the man, she drugged the Russian further and went to work on his computer. Since she’d gained access to his servers, she could control any of his sites or those of his clients. Toni could have used Jake right now. He was much better with computers. While she trolled Sergei’s computers, Franz smoked until he ran out of cigarettes. She transferred and downloaded what she needed and then deleted any trace of her access.
A couple hours later and they were ready to go. Toni sent access codes to the Agency, allowing them to take over Sergei’s computer at any time. For now they needed to keep the Russian in place. When he woke he’d try hard to remember what had happened to him, but find his morning rather blurry. He was likely to remember she and Franz had been there with the gun, searching his place, but that’s about it. Even if he decided to search his computers for any breach, he wouldn’t find one. Yet, he would change the codes almost immediately. Just in case. She knew that and expected it. And the Agency would be able to automatically collect those new access codes.
She smiled as she left the Russian there dozing on the sofa. Sergei had just become Toni’s bitch.
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Baden-Baden, Germany
Jake purchased a five-day five-country first class Eurail Pass that morning in Lyon. He first hopped a train to Geneva, Switzerland, changed trains and headed north through Basel and into Germany. He was on a train that would eventually end up in Berlin, but he could get off at any stop along the way and pick up any train he wanted to at any time. He knew the German train system intimately, having traveled the system too many times to count. And one thing he knew is that another train always came along, on schedule. Their precision was inspiring in a time when airline delays were insane and traffic jams on the Autobahn could delay drivers for hours.
The train pulled into Baden-Baden now and Jake gathered his bag and got off. The train would only stop in the city for two minutes.
Baden-Baden was a famous German spa town on the northern edge of the Black Forest. The Romans had known the healing powers of the water there, and the town had subsequently become the summer playground for European aristocracy — everyone from the rich and famous to royalty. Dostoevsky hadn’t only lost his shirt in the spa, but also the casino. Jake had fished the rivers of the Black Forest a few times with a local club, catching mostly small rainbows and browns on barbless flies and releasing them to fight another day.
It was late afternoon now. Jake considered getting a taxi and going to a hotel, but after sitting on the train all day he needed to stretch his legs. He slung his backpack over his shoulders and hiked into town.
Stopping to gaze at windows, he kept his eyes open in the reflection for anyone tailing him. Nothing. He’d select his hotel randomly, staying somewhere he’d never been before and pay cash. He found a hotel in the center of the old town section, using his best German to his advantage. Having lived in Germany and Austria for so many years, he had no American accent. He even dreamt in German now.
When he got to his room, he plopped down on his bed and lay for a moment. Baden-Baden hadn’t been a random location for Jake. Someone was there who could help him. And he might even be able to reciprocate. But first he needed to get some sleep. This man was best to see after dark. He immediately went to sleep.
When Jake woke the room was dark, his stomach was rumbling, and he felt like he had a hangover. He showered and changed and went downstairs for dinner in the hotel restaurant. It was almost nine in the evening now. Time to go see an old friend.
Jake slowly walked six blocks from the city center to a residential area of row houses. Although Baden-Baden was one of Germany’s oldest towns, the population still hovered around fifty thousand. That population had always included many different nationalities, from French to Romanian to Russian to American.
He reached inside his leather jacket and felt the butt of his Beretta. A block ahead he saw the building, which sat right up against the narrow road and rose to only three floors. His target lived on the third floor. Jake guessed he had a nice view of the Black Forest to the southeast on a clear day.
As he approached the front door, he saw that there was an entryway to an inner courtyard. Maybe he should have come by in the daylight to get the layout, but he didn’t want the guy to see him in the daylight.
Jake stepped slowly through the corridor until he came to an inner garden, which was shared with a building from the streets next door. It was a perfect square inside with stairwells on four corners.
He casually climbed to the third floor and entered the building. Must not have been much crime in Baden-Baden, Jake guessed. There were also no cameras as far as he could tell. A good thing. All he needed was to get caught on someone’s camera.
How to approach this guy? Directly? Maybe. But there was only one way in and out of his apartment. This might take a little more finesse. Jake retrieved a reverse peep hole viewer. He could place it over the peep and view into the man’s apartment, which he did now. Jake pulled the viewer away quickly when he saw the man inside servicing himself to a porn movie.
Okay. A different approach. Jake pulled his gun, stepped back, and slammed his right foot against the door just below the handle. The door broke and swung in, and Jake smashed his shoulder against it, his gun aimed at the man on the leather chair, a look of shock on his gruff old face.
“You can finish if you like,” Jake said in German.
The man had quickly covered himself with a T-shirt. Probably his clean-up material.
Jake kept his gun on the man as he closed the door. But it wouldn’t latch until Jake turned the dead bolt open and leaned his shoulder into it.
The man, who Jake guessed was around sixty-two by now, searched Jake with his eyes to find some understanding of his situation.
“Who are you? And what do you want?” The man’s German was still riddled with Russian.
Switching to English, Jake said, “Your memory is as small as your dick, Vladimir.”
With his name mentioned, the Russian inspected Jake more seriously, his red, spidery vodka-infected eyes rolling to a stop. He raised a finger at Jake. “I know you. You were CIA in Germany. I read your file.”
“I’m sure you added to my file,” Jake said. Vladimir Volkov had been one of the KGB’s best spies during the Cold War, running more agents in the former West Germany than any other officer. He continued on after German re-unification with the SVR, but his role had been scaled back with the reduced tensions and emphasis on Europe after the fall of the Soviet Union. Retired now, Jake knew, but nobody really retires from the major spy agencies. Not until they throw dirt onto the casket. Especially not if mother Russia needs them for some reason.
“This is a bit embarrassing,” Vladimir said. He sat in his chair with only black socks up his calf, his crotch covered with his shirt.
Jake stepped forward and kicked the man’s sweat pants to him, which he put on without underwear. Then he pulled the shirt over his head. The TV still showed a woman being made airtight by three men, her moans increasing in volume. Jake picked up the remote from the end table and stopped the DVD. The porn was replaced by a football match on regular German television.
“So,” the Russian started, “what can I do for Mister Jake Adams?”
“Just need a little information, Vlad.”
“I’m retired.”
“I know. But you still might know what I need to know.”
“I doubt it very much. They put me, how do you say it in America? Out to pasture?”
“Well, you’re certainly spreading manure,” Jake quipped. “But you can still help me.”
“How about a little vodka?”
“You get a little parched slapping the sable?”
“Of course. It’s hard work for an old man.”
“You’re only sixty-two, Vlad.”
“That’s like eighty-two in spy years.”
Jake knew what he meant. It was also a lot of work watching one’s back for so many years. He waved his gun toward the half-full vodka bottle on the table next to the TV remote.
The Russian poured a glass halfway and brought it to his mouth but stopped. “You could get a glass and join me.” The man’s eyes went to a small table under a window which contained dozens of small glasses, twice the size of shot glasses.
Shaking his head, Jake said, “I don’t think so. I’ve seen where your hands have been. Go ahead.”
The Russian sucked down the contents of the glass and set the glass onto the table.
Jake paced the room, his eyes constantly on the Russian but his thoughts elsewhere. This guy was truly surprised to see Jake. If he had anything to do with his situation, he would have expected him to show up eventually and taken appropriate precautions. Yet, he did come up with Jake’s name pretty quick, considering they had no contact in the past few years.
“What do you want?” Vladimir asked. “And put that gun away. I told you I’m out of the game now.”
Settling across the room from the Russian, Jake leaned against the wall behind the main entrance. “Tell me what you know about the contract.”
“What contract?”
Jake had him now. The Russian’s eyes had raised with the word. “You know what I’m talking about.”
Vladimir shook his head and started to pour another glass of vodka. When Jake didn’t respond, he poured away and then quickly downed the clear liquid. At that pace the bottle would be gone in thirty minutes.
“You are such a narcissist,” Vladimir said. “Is it always about you?”
“In this case it is,” Jake assured him. “A million Euros worth.”
The Russian laughed aloud. “That’s a problem. But you are not alone, Jake.” His jaw tightened and his smile changed to a pugnacious smirk.
Mind reeling now, Jake couldn’t help wonder if his old opponent meant what he thought. “Are you saying I’m not the only one with a hit out?”
“You are quick, Jake.”
“Who else? And why?”
Jake heard footsteps out in the hallway. He had seconds to react, stepping back away from the door, his gun swinging around to the entrance just as the door flew open.
The next few seconds seemed to stand still. Silenced guns flashed around the room as Jake sat to the carpet and fired his gun at two men, his .40 cal auto blasting through the silence catching one man in the chest and the other in the midsection. Jake continued shooting until his slide stuck back. He quickly dropped the empty magazine, replaced it with a full one, and released the slide home, cycling a round into the chamber. He shoved the empty magazine into his jacket pocket and got up from the floor, his gun leading his eyes around the room.
Still sitting in his chair, Vladimir Volkov had taken rounds to his chest and a deadly one to his head. Jake hurried now to the two shooters dead on the floor. Silenced guns. He searched them quickly for identification but found none. No keys either. Damn it. Did you touch anything, Jake? No. Not even the brass from his gun. He had loaded the rounds with latex gloves.
Get the hell out of there, Jake. He ran out into the hallway. Which way? The two shooters had to have gotten here somehow. Now he knew what to do.
He hurried out of the building into the courtyard, his gun at the side of his leg.
Suddenly, where there had only been ringing in his ears and the pounding of his own footsteps on the ground as he ran, sirens broke through, echoing from the distance.
Go, Jake. He ran out front and stopped by a large cedar, his eyes scanning the street. He had memorized the cars there on his way in. Only one was different. An Opel Omega. Engine running.
Without forethought, he ran directly to the car, hoping the man would think he was one of them. As Jake got closer to the car, he could see the driver, who also recognized Jake as not one of them.
The driver put the car in gear and hit the gas, pulling away just as Jake reached for the passenger door handle.
Jake caught the license number and put it to memory. The sirens got closer.
Move.
He ran down the street and crossed over to the next one. Finally, a few blocks away, he safed his gun and shoved it into the holster under his left arm. Then he started walking casually back toward his hotel. Could he still stay there, though? Or would they be waiting for him? He did know one thing for sure — the Polizei would close down all transportation in and out of Baden-Baden in minutes. He was stuck.
Holiday Inn
Moscow, Russia
Tatyana Petrova rose up and down onto the young man below her on the stiff hotel mattress, her muscular body pounding the man deep inside her. But she knew the junior captain could take it. She had hand-picked the man for this most important duty, keeping the general of the army happy, from hundreds of applicants to the SVR. It wasn’t as difficult as one might think. After all, she had required all applicants to provide a sperm sample just in case someone might try to compromise them during undercover work. Of course she had also filmed them providing the sample, so she knew exactly what she was getting with this man — or any of the others she had “interviewed” since taking over as the deputy director of counter intelligence for the SVR. Size did matter. But she also required a fit body worth viewing.
With a final release, her body shuddered in a wave of ecstasy that sent a shiver through her frame from head to toes.
Her cell phone suddenly buzzed on the nightstand and she used that as an excuse to cut her session short. Besides, she was done with this one for now. He had passed. With a wave of her hand, she sent the man to the bathroom, his penis still hard as a rock and wrapped in a condom with a full chamber.
Once the captain was gone, Tatyana lay back onto the bed, checked who was calling her, and answered with an annoyed, “Yes.”
“Ma’am, we have a problem in Germany.”
It was her assistant, Colonel Vladimir Bortnikov.
“This can’t wait until morning?” She checked the room clock. It read a few minutes past one in the morning. This had been round two for her and the young captain. She needed to make sure he had the stamina required for covert ops. Which could take a while longer to assess.
“Afraid not, General Petrova.”
Silence for a moment.
She was constantly bothered with the colonel’s ticks and hesitations. Yet, he did have his good points, including his discretion setting up this room for her at least twice a week. “Well?” she said. “Out with it.”
“One of our former assets has been killed in Baden-Baden, Germany. It’s…”
“I know where it is. Who died?”
“Vladimir Volkov.”
Volkov was a legend in the old KGB and had even made the transition to the SVR before retiring a few years ago. She expected this call eventually. Had even planned her reaction to the news. She would have to be outraged, of course. Maybe a subdued outrage.
“How did he die?” she asked, concern deep in her voice.
“Murdered. Gunned down in his apartment.”
“What do you think, colonel? Who could be responsible?”
Hesitation and only breathing on the other end of the line. Finally, he said, “I can’t be sure. I would guess maybe either German BND or the CIA. Perhaps Mossad.”
Where did he come up with these grand ideas? She had asked him this question knowing he would blame the usual suspects. Then her next orders would seem as if they were his idea.
“Contact our people in Berlin,” she said.
“They’re the ones who called me, general.”
Of course they had, she smiled to herself. “Did they ask for direction, colonel?”
“Yes.”
“That’s what I’m giving them,” she said. “Have them investigate but not retaliate. Not before getting back with me. Understand?”
“Yes, ma’am.”
“Tell Berlin to contact me in the morning and give me a briefing on their progress.” She thought for a second about the good captain in the bathroom. “Make that around noon our time.”
Without waiting, she hung up on her assistant, flipping her phone shut and setting it on the nightstand. This was working out better than she expected. Just think of all the money she was saving the State by getting rid of pensions from some of these old officers. Then the Americans would get blamed for the killing. When their old officers died, they will assume it was out of retaliation for the SVR officer killed. This would either be a new Cold War or a Hot War. Action and reaction. Their choice.
She got up from the bed and looked at herself in the large full-length wall mirror. Yeah, she still had it. Twisting and looking at her backside, she grasped a cheek in each hand and squeezed down onto her hard buttocks, her finest assets. Satisfied, she called out for the captain to come back.
He smiled as he entered the room naked, his freshly cleaned manhood still partially enlarged, swinging side to side as he approached. Stopping a few feet away, he knew not to come any closer unless asked. A good soldier. She smiled at him, wondering if he could go again so soon.
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Toni and Franz drove from Frankfurt to Bonn, the former capitol of West Germany. That was before the country was reunited with their eastern brothers and sisters in the nineties, and the capitol moved back to traditional Berlin. During her days working in Germany, sometimes with Jake Adams, she’d spent a lot of time in the city on the Rhine. Not all fond memories, though. She and Jake had run a number of agents there during the waning days of the Cold War, working with a company that was selling missile guidance components to Czech agents, who then transferred them to their Soviet counterparts. Jake had gone undercover in the company and was nearly killed. But he was able to bring down the ring almost single handedly, sending many company officers to prison for a long time. When she and Franz had downloaded information from the Russian in Frankfurt, one name stuck out with her. This person might still hold Jake responsible for his long incarceration, and had enough money to afford a one million Euro bounty.
They checked into a hotel on the Rhine in the downtown a few blocks from the Beethovenhaus, the museum which was the birthplace of Ludwig van Beethoven. The two of them ate an early dinner and got back to the hotel for a couple of drinks at the first-floor bar.
Toni didn’t like how Franz looked, though. He was still coughing up blood and now seemed to be getting a fever, his forehead bubbled with sweat followed by the chills. The man needed to see a doctor.
Now they were in his room at the hotel.
“We need to get you to a hospital,” Toni said, pacing back and forth, her hands on her hips.
Franz stuffed his thick hand into the mini-bar and came out with a handful of small liquor bottles. “I’m fine,” he said breathlessly. “We finish with this case and then I’ll think about it.” He coughed into a wash cloth, which was already spotted with blood, and then plopped himself onto the bed, opened the first bottle and sucked it dry. He re-capped the empty and clanked it into the garbage can.
“Fine, my ass.”
“Yes, it is. I can see why Jake liked it.”
Christ. Half dead and he was still looking. Maybe he wasn’t dead yet.
“Listen,” Toni said, “I need to do this myself tonight.”
“You should have back-up.”
“I do,” she lied. “Our office in Berlin has sent a couple of officers.”
Franz tried to force his eyes open wider, but he was clearly tired and needed to sleep. “I didn’t know that.”
“Well, we still have some secrets.” She smiled.
“That you do.” He paused to study her. “You just have to talk with a man.”
“Yes.”
“All right. Let me know how it goes.”
“I will. I’ll come by at eight for breakfast.” She patted him on the shoulder and left him in the room.
She got to her car parked in the hotel ramp and sat for a moment. Emotions welled up in her, bringing tears to her eyes. She’d known Franz for years and hated to see him like this — dying little-by-little day-by-day — his pain obvious but the strong man that he was pushing the anguish out of his mind. This was no way for a man of dignity to die. She wiped the tears away and drove out of the ramp.
It was almost ten p.m. by the time Toni parked her rental car along a residential street with huge houses hidden behind high gates and hedges that might stop a tank. Checking her two guns, she got out of the car and stepped silently down the sidewalk. She was still two blocks from her target house. Having considered her approach to this guy, she knew that this had to be the best way. He would remember her from the old days, she was sure. So simply driving up to his gate was out of the question. She also didn’t want to try to go to the man’s office in the morning. No, this was the best way.
She got to the outer edge of the yard and climbed the fence and inner hedge, slipping down onto the damp lawn on the other side. Thinking of pulling her gun, she waited for a while as she vectored toward the large three-story house. She could hear music coming from the house. Although it was a cool evening, the homeowner had some of the windows cocked open at the top to allow in fresh air.
Glancing to the second floor, she saw her way in. She quietly climbed a gutter downspout to a balcony, hoisted her body over the railing and settled for a moment to catch her breath and listen. Still music from downstairs. The balcony led to a bedroom. Sneaking to the door, she checked the latch on the French door. It was unlocked, so she slid inside.
Immediately, she pulled a gun and made her way toward the hallway. Silently she peered out the door and listened. Just the music from the first floor. Classical. Bach?
Out into the hallway now, she gently stepped toward the stairway, stopping for a moment at the top to glance down toward a grand foyer below. Lighting couldn’t have been more in her favor. The guy didn’t like to turn on many lights. He lived alone. She knew that much. His wife had filed for a divorce after the man had been in jail for a year. And, as far as she knew, the man had no security detail.
At the bottom of the stairs now, Toni moved toward the music. She saw the head of a man, the back of his head, leaned against a leather chair, his hand a few inches from a glass of red wine, the room lit by a real wood fire and the massive stereo system components.
The man nearly jumped from his skin as Toni moved into the center of the room, her gun aimed directly at the man’s torso. His hands gripped the arms of the chair as if he would launch his body at her like a cat pouncing on a mouse.
“I wouldn’t move, Herr Wolf,” she said.
His eyes changed from fear to subdued understanding. “Do I know you?” Wolf asked. “You’re with Polizei? As you can see, I haven’t left the house.” He pulled up his right leg to show an electronic ankle monitor.
“You don’t know me, but I know you. You used to own a profitable defense company. But you violated a bunch of international trade laws and found yourself in jail for corruption. Not to mention conspiracy to commit murder and murder.”
“Just a minute,” the German said. “I was charged with those things and spent more than ten years behind bars. I was never found guilty of the murder charge.”
“That’s because they couldn’t find the bodies of the men you killed, so they couldn’t testify against you,” she said. “Conspiracy to commit murder stuck, though.”
“I served my time,” he said, “and continue to do so.” He pointed to his leg again.
“Ten years and electronic monitoring for six months? A slap on the wrist.”
“Who are you? And what do you want?”
“A girl with a gun and world peace.”
They stared at each other for a moment. He picked up his glass of wine and downed the remainder.
“You gonna offer me a drink?” Toni asked.
“Of course.” He started to rise from his chair but stopped when she leveled the gun on him more vehemently.
She moved over to a bar built into the wall, a magnificent cherry wood cabinetry, found a bottle of wine and a glass, her eyes and gun remaining to keep the German in his chair. She set her gun down long enough to de-cork the bottle. Then she went back and picked up Wolf’s glass and set it next to the open bottle of wine.
“This is a great room,” she said, her body between the man and the bar. She pointed to the fireplace. “That’s a beautiful mantle. Is that Carrera marble?”
As Herr Wolf looked to his left, she dropped the liquid capsule into his glass and poured the wine. The capsule was designed to disintegrate immediately upon touching liquid. The contents were tasteless and without odor. It had worked perfectly with the Russian in Frankfurt and would do so again this evening on Wolf.
“Yes, it is Carrera.”
She handed the man his glass of wine, took hers, and settled across the room in a tall-backed chair near the warmth of the fire.
“This is a good Pinot Noir,” Toni said. “I won’t waste any more of your time. Just the one drink and I’ll be on my way.”
He half smiled and nervously took a long sip. “What would you like to know?”
Nothing right now, she thought. Everything after a few more sips of that wine. She drank more wine, not setting the glass down.
“First of all,” she started, “how are you able to afford this huge house?”
He sipped more wine and then said, “It’s been in our family for generations. Also, I lost my company, was fined, but did not lose all of my money.”
She knew all of this. Remembered how Jake had been disgusted by the outcome of the case, considering what the man had transferred to their enemies. “Interesting. It is a beautiful place.”
“Thank you.” More wine.
When he had finished half of his glass, she could see he was starting to feel the effects of the drug. The first symptom was thirst, which made the subjects finish the drink. There. He did that right on schedule, draining his glass. Moments later and she could have dressed the man up in women’s clothing and taken photos of him with no complaints or eventual recollection of the act in the morning. Instead, Toni asked Herr Wolf first about those things she knew to be true — certain aspects of the case with Jake Adams, and how Herr Wolf had been working as a double agent for the Agency and the Czech foreign intelligence agency UZSI. He answered all of these as she expected. Then she moved forward to the past few months. She asked about the hit on Jake Adams in Austria and the million Euro bounty on his head. But Wolf knew nothing about those events. She was sure he was telling her the truth. Nobody could beat these drugs. The only problem with them was the window of opportunity. If she didn’t get the questions out fast enough, the subject would fall asleep and not wake for at least twelve hours. Twelve hours lost. But twelve hours of the most restful sleep anyone would have experienced. She knew this from first-hand use.
Damn it. Dead end. He knew nothing.
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Jake had walked directly back to his hotel as if nothing had happened, sirens from Polizei cars echoing from a few blocks away. The train stations would be closed down, along with the roads in and out of Baden-Baden. He’d have no choice but to simply lay low at his hotel. To leave would make him appear guilty. Which he was. Guilty of protecting himself.
He lay in bed for a while, one gun under the pillow next to his and the other on the table next to the bed. Yet he didn’t feel secure. The Polizei could be knocking on the door at any time. Worse yet, the last gunman, the one who had gotten away, could find him there. But did the gunman know where he was staying? And how’d they find him? He hadn’t made contact with anyone. Had taken every precaution, using cash for the train and the hotel. Yet, somehow the shooters had found him.
Something still bothered Jake about his encounter with the former Russian spy. It was as if the man expected to be shot. Expected someone to come there and blast away. Vladimir Volkov had also been surprised to see Jake. Even on his worst day, Vlad could have eventually expected to see Jake show up. The Russian had called Jake a narcissist and said that he wasn’t alone. Did he actually mean that Jake wasn’t the only one with a hit out on him? If that was the case, which he guessed to be true, then the attack at Vladimir’s apartment had nothing to do with Jake. He had just been at the wrong place at the wrong time. In that case someone, the driver, would try to collect on his own bounty. Maybe Jake had a way in. He could try to collect first. After all, he could describe the kill scene, whereas the driver could not.
Jake clicked on a table lamp, pulled out his laptop, and wirelessly accessed the internet through the hotel link. First he accessed his computer in Innsbruck. It was still up and running. He took control of his computer there and ran his search from that computer. Any good computer programmer would be able to link back to his current location eventually. But that would take time and would only narrow the search to somewhere within the Baden-Baden hotel, or perhaps from a car within a short distance from the hotel. Jake had been meaning to access the hit website for some time, but hadn’t settled long enough to do so. And he sure as hell didn’t want to do it while he was at Andre’s place in France. He had to make his way around the web through layer after layer just to find the hit notice on him. It took him nearly an hour to go from his notice to find the one on Vladimir Volkov. Once he found that, he searched again for a way to collect on the one million Euros for the Russian’s death. Jake was right. To confirm the kill, he’d have to explain the circumstances of the man’s death, including what he was wearing, the manner of death, the bullet placement in his case, and not just the location of the kill, but the physical position of the body’s last resting place. A photo would help. Jake had everything but the photo. The driver had nothing. This got Jake wondering why some on-scene Polizei officer wouldn’t try to collect the bounty. Ah, Jake found it. Polizei were not allowed to participate, and they, whoever they were, would know.
This was getting more strange by the moment. He memorized the details on how to collect and made the claim to have taken down Vladimir Volkov, using a code name Remus.
Before he got off the hit site he found many others in his situation. Europe had suddenly become the wild west. Only without any apparent code of conduct. He knew many of the names from his days working in Europe with the Agency. What the hell was going on? Why would someone or some group want all of these former intelligence officers killed?
Then he shut down his computer and lay back into his bed. It was now after midnight.
He picked up the non-traceable cell phone and considered calling Alexandra. Where would she be? Would she be awake? He punched in the number and waited.
“Hello,” came a woman’s voice. It was Alexandra.
“Did I wake you?”
“I’m in bed but I can’t sleep. Where are you? Never mind.”
“Are you at home?”
“Yes.”
“Did you go to work today?”
“No.”
He hesitated. If he told her about the shooting down the road, she would know where he was. He could call her in the morning and tell her then. Once he was gone from Baden-Baden.
“What’s going on?” she asked him. “Are you all right?”
“Yeah. I just needed to hear your voice.” He could tell her in broad terms that he wasn’t the only one with a bounty on his head. It might actually make her feel better.
“The Interpol Blue Notice was lifted,” Alexandra said. “Thank your friend for me.”
“I will. Listen, things are getting a little intense. But I’m not alone. There are others with my problem. And they might not know about it. But I was checking the net and found hits on others. Many others.”
“Who?”
“I shouldn’t say at this point.”
“I understand. What do they say in real estate?”
“Location, location, location.”
“Right. Do you have access at home to your work computer?”
She thought and said, “Yes. But they might be checking for my access.”
“That’s what I’m hoping for,” Jake said.
“You want them to find me looking?”
He couldn’t wait for her to get into the office in the morning. Had to trust her, which he did. He just didn’t trust everyone with whom she worked.
“First, check the German news on the internet. I came across an interesting item.” He knew it was there, because he’d read the story himself.
“Just a minute.” He could hear her tapping on her computer in the background. “The woman in Mainz whose cat had a kitten with two heads?”
“Yeah, I thought you’d really like to see that image at this time of night.”
“How about this. Three men found shot to death in Baden-Baden?”
“Yeah, I’ve been there before and it seemed to be such a nice resort town.”
“What about it?”
“Any identification?”
“No.”
“But they gave an address,” Jake said. “I was curious so I looked it up. Turns out to be a guy named Vladimir Volkov.”
“The Vladimir Volkov? Former KGB and SVR?”
“That’s right. So I searched the net and found not just my hit notice, but that for Vlad as well. Turns out someone had a million Euros out on him also.”
“Interesting.”
Neither said a word for a minute and Jake guessed she was considering the ramifications of this new revelation.
Alexandra said, “Don’t tell me you plan on collecting.”
“You know a better way to catch those involved?”
“No.”
“Go to work tomorrow,” Jake said. “Tell them you saw the news on the internet, found out it was the former Russian spymaster of Germany, and started to search.” He gave her the fastest way to find what he’d found online earlier. “Come clean about your involvement with me driving to Luxembourg, and how you linked the hits against me to those of Vladimir Volkov. Ask to be put on the case. Then you won’t have to sneak around. You’ll have full intel at all times.”
“You think they’ll believe me?”
“It’s the truth. They have to believe that. Besides, they might already know about the hit notices. Maybe there have been others killed already. For some reason someone wants former spies dead. We need to find out why and who’s behind it.”
“Are we still set to meet the day after tomorrow.”
“It’s after midnight,” Jake said. “So that’s tomorrow.”
“Right.”
Jake said good luck and goodbye and shut down his cell phone. Maybe now he could actually sleep. Instead, his mind reeled back over the past few days, seeing the men he’d shot. Deep inside he knew he’d had no choice. Shoot or be shot. But these were all men who would no longer enjoy a good beer or experience the touch of a woman. As quickly as they’d entered his mind, Jake shoved them out again. Now his mind transported him to a Montana mountain stream, with Jake making the perfect presentation of a dry fly. Almost immediately a trout scooped it up and flew out of the water. The fight was on. The heavy rainbow broke the surface, flipping high into the air, trying its best to spit out the fly. But Jake kept the line tight. Those were his last thoughts as he finally dozed off.
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Berlin, Germany
Clouds swirled over the city and a light rain started to dot Anton Zukov’s windshield as he drove through the eastern industrial area of the city. It had been only a couple hours since his last meeting with Viktor at the office, where he told him to go home and get some sleep. Right. Instead Zukov was at a late dinner when he got the call from Viktor to meet him at their office again. As he drove through this crappy area of the city, he thought about why Viktor had set them up here. First of all, it was cheap real estate — more money went straight into Viktor’s pockets and more also trickled down to Zukov. Another reason? Viktor had what some would call an unhealthy longing for the past. Their cell company was located within a short drive of the old KGB office in what was East Berlin. And if they looked carefully, they could even see the former headquarters of Stasi, the old East German Secret Police that had actually run the city with fear and intimidation during the Cold War.
Ah, the good old days, Zukov thought as he pulled his Audi A3 in front of the cell company building right behind Viktor’s new black BMW. He smiled in admiration at that car, which he knew was purchased with the false profits from cell phones. Did they actually broker phones to other companies? Of course. But most of their money still came from other ventures.
Zukov got out and hurried through the rain until he reached the overhang at the main entrance. Then he stopped and glanced back at the city, where dark shadows couldn’t only hide adversaries, but had hidden him and his friends over the years playing games that had become more deadly with each year and month and day.
Glancing back at the camera, Zukov smiled and raised his chin and heard the door zap. He shoved his way inside.
The foyer was like any waiting area for any business in Germany — a few uncomfortable chairs against two walls, an industrial counter to keep unwanted customers from passing into places they shouldn’t, and a few desks behind the counter where disinterested employees would eventually wait on the unwanted customers. To the left was a large back room with shelves of cell phones in boxes.
Zukov swished through a low swinging door with the sign that said ‘Employees Only’ in German and Russian, and walked briskly to the back offices. Down the main hallway he had an office with almost nothing in it, but Viktor played the game better than most. He was the face of the fake company, so he had to make his office the largest, with actual furniture and faux certificates and plaques he didn’t earn.
As Zukov entered Viktor’s office, two other men left and went out into the main entrance area.
“Have a seat,” Viktor said. He sat behind his large metal desk with two LCD screens. One had a constant feed of the cameras around the building. The other was hitched up to high speed internet access.
Zukov sat in a hard wood and leather chair, his eyes on his boss.
“Vladimir Volkov is dead.”
“Where was he found?” Zukov asked, not restraining his surprise. He had the hit notice out on this man for the past two weeks and nobody was able to find him.
“Baden-Baden.”
“Is it confirmed?”
Viktor turned his monitor for Zukov to see. There were photos of the crime scene from German Polizei, along with a report on the incident, which he quickly read.
“Two others dead?” Zukov asked, leaning back into his chair. “Do you guess that was collateral damage?”
“Collateral to someone. But we got a claim of responsibility.”
Zukov was confused. “Who are the others killed?”
“We don’t know for sure,” Viktor said. “This was an open assignment to the highest bidder. We might have had two teams get there at the same time. It’s more likely that Vladimir Volkov got off a few shots.”
Shaking his head, Zukov said, “The Polizei report says there was another shooter there.”
Viktor smiled. “Good catch. Watch this.” He clicked on a video link on the computer, which showed a man with a gun at the side of his leg walking out of a building. The video was crude and dark.
When the video was done Zukov said, “So that’s our shooter. He claimed responsibility?”
“Yes. Calls himself Remus?”
Zukov laughed. “Of Roman lore?”
“Apparently.”
“Something bothering you?”
“Yeah. You get a feeling about these things. I’m going to send Nikolai on this meeting.”
“Are you sure? Will his old BMW even make it there? He’s had engine problems. He needs to steal a newer one next time.”
“He’ll be fine. You go as backup. But only observe from a distance. Do not shoot him.”
This was out of character for Viktor. He’d always let him handle these claim meetings.
“You have a problem with this, Zuk?”
“It’s my job, Viktor.”
“Nikolai needs the experience.”
“He’s right out of the Army.”
“He’s twenty-five. He spent time in Chechnya. It’s my decision.”
“Is something wrong with my work?”
Viktor leaned back in his chair, his hands clasped behind his head. “I thought we agreed to dump the bodies without identification,” he said directly. It wasn’t a question.
“Are you talking about the Turk? I made a mistake.”
“And the recent Polish man. Two mistakes? I could believe one but not two.”
They had gone over this earlier in the evening. Zukov was burning inside now. He didn’t like explaining his actions to anyone. Which is why this assignment in Berlin had been so good for him. He could maintain a certain level of autonomy.
“All right,” Zukov finally said. “As you know, I’ve been having a little fun with the local Polizei.”
Shaking his head side to side, Viktor said, “I thought that might be the case. This isn’t chess, Zuk. What if the Polizei actually catch you?”
“I’ll be expelled.”
“And what will Moscow do with you then?”
Perhaps Viktor had a good point. They could send him to far worse assignments. But it would have to be a place without diplomatic relations with Western nations, unless they gave him a complete change of identity.
“I understand,” Zukov said reticently.
“What do the Polizei know of these dead men?”
“Not much, I’m sure. None of the dead men have any ties to us. Have you found the American yet?”
Viktor grasped the arms on his chair. “Not yet. But it’s only a matter of time. He has the Austrian and German Polizei after him, an Interpol Red Notice on him, along with every hit man in Europe on his trail. His days are few.” A smile forced its way out the side of his mouth.
Zukov smiled with him, not knowing the real reason for the obsession his boss had with this man. Maybe some things were better that way. Secrets always made life more interesting.
“I’ll find this American,” Zukov said. “Anything else?”
Viktor’s eyes shifted to his computer and then back to Zukov. “Moscow wants us to accelerate.”
How much faster could they go? Any quicker and Russia and America would be in a real war together. “You mean General Tatyana Petrova.”
“Keep your mouth shut, Zuk,” Viktor spit out. “Only you and I know of her involvement.”
And they had no official orders for their current work. If they were caught, the good general would hang them all out to dry, like smoked fish on a Siberian line.
“I understand,” Zukov said. “But I would feel better with a fail-safe of some kind.”
Shaking his head, Viktor explained, “There are few guarantees in this business. Success is your only insurance.”
He knew that too. “Then I better find the American,” Zukov said.
Without another word, Anton Zukov left his boss alone and exited the office building. Sitting in his car for a moment, the rain coming down a little harder now, he considered the next meeting with this man who had killed Vladimir Volkov. The man had been a legend in the spy game. Part of him wished he could have found the man first and picked his brain. Found out all his secrets. That man had to have thousands of them. Maybe that’s why General Petrova had personally placed his name on the list. They were killing the past and building a future. He could live with that.
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Waking the next morning in Bonn, Toni went to get Franz from his room to go down for breakfast. She was forced to knock a few times before a groggy Austrian Polizei man shuffled to the door. He looked like crap. There was no other way to say it. She went ahead of him to start on coffee, while Franz took a long shower to clear his lungs of infected sputum and blood. He was moving into a pneumonia, she could tell, and wasn’t sure what would kill the man first — that disease or cancer, which had sucked all vitality out of a man that had been brusque and burly just a few months ago.
Drinking coffee by herself at the hotel restaurant, Toni’s phone buzzed in her pocket and she picked up. She had just turned it on after going to wake Franz.
“Yeah.”
“Where the hell have you been?” It was her boss, Kurt Jenkins, the CIA director.
“Sleeping. What’s up?”
“Can you talk?”
“I’m at a hotel restaurant, but there’s only a few people here and they’re across the room. What you need?”
“A lot of activity last night,” Jenkins said. “A former KGB slash SVR officer was killed last night in Baden-Baden.”
“Anyone I know?”
“Vladimir Volkov.”
“Jesus. He practically ran the spy game in Germany during the Cold War. What was he doing in Baden-Baden.”
“Apparently retired.”
“How’d he die?”
“Don’t know. There were two others dead in the apartment.”
Toni’s mind immediately thought of Jake Adams. “Was Jake…”
“No. But he might have been there. The Polizei found about a dozen spent brass. Forty cal. Jake’s preferred round.”
“And you think Jake took out Vladimir Volkov.”
“No. He was killed by two shooters with nine millimeter silenced Yarygin PYa pistols.”
“Did the Polizei identified the shooters?”
“Not yet. Based on the guns they’re guessing Russian. Both were in their twenties. Could be GRU.”
“That makes no sense,” Toni said. She saw Franz enter the restaurant and go straight to a coffee machine. “Anything else?”
“Yeah. We searched Vladimir Volkov. He’s been retired in Germany for two years. We got a ping off the Russian’s computer in Frankfurt. Sergei. Volkov also had a one million Euro bounty on him.”
“Interesting.”
Franz sat down across from Toni, his cup spilling some coffee onto the table, which he wiped up after swearing.
“Someone there with you?” Jenkins asked.
“Yeah.”
“Franz Martini?”
“Yep.”
“You need to send him back to Austria.”
“Not yet. Anything else?”
“Maybe. Someone has asked to be paid for the hit of Volkov. I think you should intercept that. Maybe take credit for the hit yourself.” He went on to explain what he wanted her to do, giving her the details of the hit and the meet. When he was done, they both hung up.
“Sorry about that,” Toni said to Franz, stuffing her phone into her pocket.
“Work is work. Any good news from the Agency?”
She wasn’t sure how much she could tell Franz. It wasn’t that she didn’t trust the man, but over the years she’d come to compartmentalize almost everything — much to the displeasure of her new husband, who had become increasingly frustrated with her job, even though he knew what he was getting into with her. Well, he knew she worked for the government, not the Agency.
Toni explained the hit in Baden-Baden. She left out the important details, though.
When she was done, Franz gave a little whistle. “Sounds like this goes much deeper,” Franz said. “So Jake isn’t alone.”
“Do we know what Anna was working on with Interpol?”
“As you know, I’m sure, she worked with The Public Safety and Terrorism Sub-Directorate.”
“That could cover a lot of things,” Toni assured him.
“I know. But I’m sure your friends at the Agency could find out more about her work.”
Toni raised a finger while she dug out her phone and called back the director, explaining what she needed. Jenkins said it could take some diplomacy and a few favors to get that information, but said he’d find out.
She hung up and said, “You better get down something solid. We’ve got a little drive this morning. I’ll go check out.” She got up to leave.
“Great. Crazy woman on the Autobahn again. I hope I can keep my food down.”
She laughed and left him there. It was good to see he still had a sense of humor.
* * *
Alexandra Schecht reluctantly drove into work, getting to the BND building outside of Munich by nine. As she passed through security, she was stopped and held for a moment until two of her colleagues showed up — Martin Mayer and a young officer, whose name kept escaping her, but who she knew as a smug suck-up.
“I thought you were off for the rest of the week,” Mayer said as they walked down the main corridor.
Where would they bring her? To one of the interrogation rooms? Settle down, Alexandra. She’d run every scenario through her brain, trying to assure herself, and was ready for every possibility.
“I need to report some contacts over the past couple of days,” she said, trying to get ahead of the conversation.
“Wait on that for a moment,” Mayer demanded.
Why was he being such a hard-ass? More so than normal. He would have made a great Gestapo officer, she thought.
The three of them went into a conference room, and Alexandra knew it was not only sound proof, but she would be recorded visually and audibly. Not only that. The chair had hidden plates inside that would check her pulse for lies. If they were trying to intimidate her, they were far from doing so. They were just pissing her off.
In their chairs now, Martin Mayer leaned back and smiled. “All right. Please explain your actions.”
She started from the beginning, like Jake had asked to do, from him showing up in town, to the men chasing her to the Autobahn, and through the Luxembourg incident. She also brought up the fact that Jake had to kill the two men in France. However, she left out the part about her and Jake making mad passionate love for a few days, or the fact that they’d gone to the Interpol officer’s house near Lyon. No need to get Andre involved. When she was done, she leaned back in the chair and let out a slight breath of air to observe Herr Mayer. She knew he had no field experience as a BND officer and had come from academia only a few years ago. Psychology professor from Berlin.
“An interesting story, Fraulein Schecht,” Mayer said, his elbows on the table and his hands clasped together with a steeple, the spire touching his lips. “Why did you come back through Geneva, Switzerland?”
Calmly, she warned herself, or they’d know she was lying. “I said I dropped Mister Adams at a train station in France. If you look at a map, it’s not really out of the way.” This was true from Lyon, but not from much farther north in France, closer to Luxembourg. In her story, she had only said she’d dropped Jake at a train station in France, and not which station. But now he would ask her that location.
“I assure you I understand European geography, Alexandra. Geneva is quite a distance from Luxembourg. Where did you drop off Mr. Adams?”
No harm in telling this, she thought. “Lyon.”
“Ah, then that makes sense.” Mayer spread his hands out onto the table, his eyes shifting to his young minion, who stood in the corner behind Alexandra, and then settled back on her.
Something was bothering her. How did they know she had gone through Switzerland. It had been a long time since there had been any requirement to stop at the borders.
“I know what you’re thinking,” Mayer said. “How did we track you through Switzerland?”
“Exactly. You are brilliant,” she said diffidently. “I didn’t think I had a GPS tracker on my car.”
Martin Mayer grinned broadly. He explained the new tracking system that had been adopted by Germany and Switzerland and would probably spread to all of Europe in the near future.
“Wow,” she said. “That’s going to piss off a lot of people when the word gets out.”
“It’s a closely-held secret,” Mayer explained. “Only a few people in the Polizei even know of the system.”
Someone will leak it to the press, she thought. And it will only take one passing over of a promotion, or some other snubbing to anger a bureaucrat into releasing the information. These things never remain a secret for long. And once it got to the press, they’d blab it to the world.
“Perhaps. But by then we will have a list of successes to lay out for the public. Explanations to describe how their government has kept them secure, with little loss of civil liberties to law-abiding citizens. We will assure them that we don’t have the time or inclination to observe the comings and goings of ordinary citizens — only those who we suspect have committed a crime. There are legal safeguards in place.”
Right. “Truthfully, it sounds like a great system.” The detectors would find no lie in that statement.
“Now, let’s get to work,” Mayer said. He clicked on the LCD screen on the far wall and the lights dimmed immediately. “If you’re ready to come in off vacation, we have an assignment for you.”
On the screen was a grid of photos of six men and two women. The slide show pulled up each briefing on the individuals, along with short bios. The last man was Vladimir Volkov.
Alexandra found a perfect opening. “That man was just killed in Baden-Baden,” she said, bringing a shocked look to Martin Mayer.
“How do you know that?” Mayer asked.
“I was on the internet last night,” she explained. “They mentioned three Russians had been killed in Baden-Baden, but hadn’t given the names. I checked on the address and found out it was Volkov. My uncle Gunter mentioned the man many times. How Vladimir was the spy master of Germany, running more agents than any other Russian during the Cold War. So last night I dug deeper and found a hit had been put out on the net for the man. One million Euros.”
“Just like Jake Adams,” Mayer said with a smile.
“You knew this?”
“Of course,” Mayer said. He pointed to the screen. “All of those on the panel have been killed in the past month. All had one million Euros on their head.”
“But what do they have in common?” she asked. “There were Russians, Czechs, a Pole and two Hungarians.”
“They are all former Cold War spies,” Mayer muttered.
She thought for a moment. Jake had been right. Someone was killing all kinds of former spies. “What do we do about it?”
Mayer clicked off the screen and the lights rose to a near-blinding sheen. “That’s where you come in, Alexandra. You are going to Berlin to take responsibility for the hit on Vladimir Volkov.”
Wunderbar. She didn’t even have to ask to be put on the case. “Why me?”
“You are one of our best field officers,” Mayer praised. “And not well known in Berlin. You will be fully briefed on the details of the shooting in Baden-Baden. Right down to the type of underwear the man was wearing.”
“What kind would that be?” she asked curiously.
Mayer smiled and said, “He wasn’t wearing any.” He got up to leave. “Wait here. An analyst will be here in a minute to brief you. Show you Polizei photos. The whole works. You must leave by this afternoon. We’ve already made contact online, having you claim responsibility. Your meeting is tomorrow in Berlin.”
He left her in the room alone, her thoughts going to Jake, who had been right. They would let her get into the case. But she didn’t have to convince them of anything. They had her in mind all along. That was more than a little interesting. Perhaps disturbing as well.
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Jake woke that morning in Baden-Baden unsure how the local Polizei would react to what they thought was a triple homicide, but what Jake knew was a hit on a former Russian spy, with him getting in the way and ruining their hopes to collect on a one million Euro bounty.
When he got to the main train station, security hadn’t seemed any different from normal. Nobody checked his backpack or passport, and with a Eurail pass he simply walked on to the train to Frankfurt.
That was earlier in the morning. In Frankfurt Jake had taken a 12:13 InterCity Express train to Berlin, a four-hour non-stop that got him in to Germany’s capitol at around 4:19 that afternoon. Again, security hadn’t been a problem. Not until he got off the train at the Berlin Hauptbahnhof, where the Polizei asked to see bags when they got off the train — a strange occurrence, since they hadn’t stopped anywhere along the way.
The two Polizei officers carrying HK MP5 sub-machine guns asked Jake for his passport, holding up the line of passengers.
“No problem,” Jake said in German. He handed them his Austrian passport and they scrutinized it carefully. His photo on the passport was similar to his current appearance — with the long hair and ten days of stubble on his face — and looked nothing like the photo the German Polizei was using while searching for him concerning the Garmish affair, or that Interpol was using for their Red Notice. When the Polizei officers found out it was a diplomatic passport, they slapped it back into Jake’s hand and waved him through. They didn’t look too happy with their job.
Jake had worked in the Berlin area back when it was a divided city, with West Berlin apportioned to the Americans, the Brits and the French, and East Berlin one mess of crappy concrete block Soviet built buildings — the city cut through by the huge wall. Jake had been a young CIA officer during the exciting fall of the wall, and had worked there a number of times during reunification. It was a crazy time. Like the old west. Former East German agents of the KGB were trying to defect, saying they’d been forced to spy on their fellow citizens. Russians were culling the herd like ranchers taking down weak cattle. Those who managed to convince the German government would never convince their own neighbors, and many ended up stoned to death with chunks from the very wall that had divided them.
So Jake knew his way around the city. From the Hauptbahnhof, he got onto the U-Bahn subway until he reached the Alexanderplatz in the eastside of Berlin.
Rising to street level, backpack over both shoulders, he started walking across the large square where shoppers mingled with commuters on their way home from work. Darkness was falling heavily on the city and it looked like rain might follow.
It was a few more blocks to a section of row houses built in the 60s. Since Berlin was almost completely destroyed by the end of World War II, almost every building in the east could be traced back no more than 60 years.
But before he went there, he checked in to the Forum Hotel to drop off his bag. He took a quick shower and changed clothes, wanting to get a few winks, but knowing he might not wake until morning. Jake checked his two guns, the one under his left arm and the back-up clipped to his belt by his right kidney. He hid those with his leather coat and headed back out to the square. He bought a curry wurst and fries from a street vendor and scarfed the food before heading out again.
Crowds were clearing as darkness was complete, but the rain started now, a light mist carried in on a cloud of fog. As he walked down the sidewalk toward the eastern residential area that sat back from the square a few blocks, Jake kept his eyes open for anything out of the ordinary. But that was the problem. There was still too much activity for one person to take in and analyze. When he worked with the Agency, he had comm and back-up, with eyes and ears all around him. He felt isolated now.
He’d have to make a direct approach on the building, he knew. To hesitate would bring suspicion. The apartment buildings here were five stories high. Jake was following a young couple now, hoping they were going to the same place. When they turned up the steps to the building on the left, Jake followed them, keeping back far enough so as not to intimidate, but close enough to grab the door before it slammed shut.
The man held the door for the woman and Jake thanked him and took the door from him, making sure to smile. Now Jake had a choice. He could get on the elevator with the young couple, or linger back, which would look suspicious. Or he could take the stairs. He got in to the elevator and waited for them to punch in three. He hit four, even though he was also going to three.
When the elevator opened on three, Jake held the doors for the man and woman to get off, and then stepped back and rose up to the fourth floor. He got out and found the stairs, heading down one flight. The couple would be in their apartment by now, he guessed. But to be safe he waited a few seconds before peeking out into the third-floor corridor. It was empty. Good.
Jake unzipped his coat halfway and reached for his gun. No problem. As he walked, his eyes caught the apartment numbers. A few more. On the left.
Damn. No peep holes. He couldn’t check inside, but then the resident would also have to open his door to see Jake.
Direct approach, Jake reminded himself. This guy had worked for East German Secret Police, the Stasi, during the height of the Cold War, working closely with Vladimir Volkov. Bernard Hartmann had been one of the Stasi caught shredding documents in 1989 when the wall started coming down. He was lucky enough to escape the citizens with torches and pitch forks, but Jake had been assigned to find him and bring him in for a debriefing. Turns out the CIA had also been getting some reliable information from the man over the years. Some not so reliable. Regardless, his former CIA ties had kept him alive long enough to get a job with the Bundespost until he could retire with a civil service retirement a few years ago. Jake hadn’t seen the man in five years, and then the old Stasi officer looked like he had been drinking himself to death, his complexion a road map of mottled red and white and his formerly Arian locks having turned a dull blue gray. He was at least sixty-five, Jake guessed. Yet, when Jake first met the man in the late 80s, Bernard Hartmann was a bear of a man. One to be careful around, for sure. The briefing on him was littered with references of brutality, including death squads and political assassinations. Regardless of age, a former Stasi officer was still dangerous.
Jake stopped and looked up and down the corridor. Clear. He knocked lightly and waited, his hands at his sides.
The door swung in, a surprised look on the old Stasi warrior, his face ruddy, his nose somewhat bulbous. He wore an old gray sweater a bit darker than his hair, and his muscle tone had collapsed since the last time Jake saw the man. His right hand sat behind him.
“I’m guessing you still have your Walther P38,” Jake said in German, his own hands in plain view.
“I’m looking at a ghost,” Bernard Hartmann said in English, which was as close to accent free as possible. The former Stasi officer showed his right hand held the venerable German sidearm, which he let hang at his side now. “What can I do for Mister Jake Adams?”
“Can we talk inside?”
The German waved his gun for Jake to enter and closed them inside the small apartment, sparsely furnished with cheap Scandinavian box store products.
Jake wandered to the center of the main room, his eyes scanning the room. Other than the furniture, the place was a shrine to communist rule, with old photos of men in uniform and plaques from his days in East German State Security.
“Nice place,” Jake said. “Reunification was good to you.”
Bernard laughed. “Right. I should have retired to a country estate. Who knew that communism would fail?”
“Ronald Reagan.”
“You say his name in my house?” The German set his gun on a table next to a tattered chair. Then he went to a wet bar and poured himself a glass of schnapps. Without asking, he poured a second glass and held it out for Jake, who took it from the old Stasi.
“All good things come to an end,” Jake said, raising his glass. “Prosit!” They clanked glasses and each downed their drink.
The German took the glasses and then went to the refrigerator in the adjoining kitchen area, producing two Berlin pilsners, handing one to Jake and shuffling into the living room, taking a seat in the battered chair. Jake sat on the sofa and sipped his beer.
“Now,” Bernard said. “What brings a dead man to my apartment at this hour.”
“So you’ve heard?”
He nodded. “You’d have to be brain dead not to know what’s going on.”
“Well, I haven’t had a frontal lobotomy, but I do have a bottle in front of me.” Jake raised his beer and took a long pull.
“You’re not alone, Jake. But I’m sure you know that by now.”
Jake watched the man’s eyes. They were the only thing that had given him away during interrogation. Normal. Bernard was feeling him out for information. “I know that people have been trying to kill me for a while now, and I’ve had to stay one step ahead of the shadow game.”
“I see that. But one million Euros is a lot of money. Perhaps I should collect.” The German took a drink from his bottle, but his eyes never strayed from Jake.
“I thought about killing myself, Bernard, but that would have made it hard to collect. I could collect on your bounty.”
The Stasi man’s chin raised slightly. “So, you know. Is that why you’re here?”
“I’m here for answers.”
“Like who wants you dead?”
“Who wants us all dead,” Jake said. “As far as I can tell, someone has put out a contract on damn near every player from the Cold War days. From what I can tell, most had worked here in Berlin.”
A slight smirk formed on the old Stasi man’s chapped lips. As if he was remembering the good old days. Finally he said, “There’s a new Cold War, Jake.”
“Who started it?”
“It doesn’t matter who started it. It just is. Like life and death.”
Jake took in more beer and thought about that. It had been staring him in the face for weeks and he’d denied the obvious. He knew in his gut that the German was right. Had even considered it a hundred times in his mind over the past few days. Yet, somehow, hearing it from someone else who’d been there in the old days, Jake knew the words were true. It was a new Cold War.
“The Russians have been testing new weapons with their oil wealth,” Jake said. “Trying to get back some semblance of influence in the world. Perhaps their status as a super power again. And now they’re back to their old ways. Is that what you’re saying?”
“Who else? The Chinese? Doubtful. They’re just going to overwhelm the world with economic power. Ten times what the Japanese did two decades ago. But the Russians.” He shrugged his shoulders and drank down the last of his beer. “One more?” Bernard got up and went to the kitchen, coming back with two more beers and handing one to Jake before sitting down again.
“Who’s running the show?” Jake asked.
“I don’t know.”
He appeared to be telling the truth. Damn.
Bernard said, “But I do know it most likely comes from the SVR. They’re almost back to Cold War KGB strength. You can’t kick a football in Berlin without hitting one. Did you hear about Vladimir Volkov?”
Jake had anticipated the question and didn’t react. “What about him?”
“He’s dead. Killed yesterday in Baden-Baden.”
“Interesting. I heard he was on the list.”
“So, is that why you’re here? To collect on Volkov’s assassination?”
“I haven’t been to Baden-Baden in four years,” Jake said calmly.
The German laughed. “That’s good, Jake. I couldn’t even tell you were lying.”
“What do you mean?”
“You were on the news tonight. They had a video of you coming out of Volkov’s apartment complex with a gun at your side. You had a slight limp, just like when you came in to my apartment. You couldn’t hide that.”
There was no way, Jake thought. He’d checked the building for cameras. But could someone have caught him on a hand-held video camera? Perhaps. Jake took another drink of beer to think. Would it matter if he came clean?
“Vladimir Volkov was an asshole,” Bernard said. “I’m glad you killed the bastard.”
“I didn’t kill him,” Jake said emphatically.
“But you were there. Video doesn’t lie.”
“Did the Polizei actually name me?”
Bernard shook his head. “No. But when I saw it, I knew it was you.”
This would actually help his case when he went to collect on the one million Euros for Vladimir’s death. “I was there,” Jake said. “But, just like now, I was only trying to get some info. Two guys showed up and shot him.”
“And you shot them.”
“Right.”
“Before or after Vlad gave you what he knew?”
“He never got a chance to tell me anything. At first I thought someone had somehow followed me. Even though I knew that couldn’t be true.”
“Because you’re too good for that?”
“No. Because I took extraordinary precautions.”
“And you were busted by some local amateur with a three hundred Euro camera.”
“They must have heard my shots. The Russian guns were silenced. It took me a while to get downstairs.”
“Long enough for the cameras to roll,” Bernard said, his head swishing side to side. “It was so much easier in the old days. You only had to deal with pros taking your picture. And these new spies. They’re…”
“They’re what?” Jake probed.
“Impatient. Impetuous. Arrogant.”
“Why do you suppose they’re trying to kill off all the old timers?” Not that Jake really considered himself in that category. After all, he was just a young officer at the end of the Cold War.
The Stasi man lifted his shoulders high. “You’ll have to find out. I have no idea. Maybe they’re the young wolf who wants to be the leader of the pack. But to become the lead wolf, the Alpha, they must kill the old leader. Or at least drive them away.”
That made some sense. “But why bring all the attention?” Before the German could answer, Jake finished on his own. “They’re cleaning house. Getting rid of anyone who knew the old ways. Knew the old secrets of the Cold War. It’s a God damn purge.”
The German snapped his fingers. “I think you’re right.”
Jake finished his beer and rose to his feet. He started for the door and stopped, his gaze upon the old Stasi who had sunk to half his former self. “You don’t seem too worried about someone killing you.”
He smiled broadly, more so than Jake had ever seen from the man. “Did you know I have a sister?”
“No.”
“We got her to the West just before the wall went up. We haven’t talked much until recently. She has two children in their early twenties. Good college students. My sister has never told her children about me. She was embarrassed by my position with the Stasi.”
“I’m sorry,” Jake said.
“It’s all right. I did what I thought was right at the time. We saved one soul to sell the other. Anyway, when I heard there was a hit notice out on me, I took out a one million Euro life insurance policy on myself, with benefit going to my sister’s children. So, what do they say in America? Bring it on, asshole. Maybe I take a few down with me. Don’t want to make it too easy for them.”
The old Stasi officer got up and met Jake at the door, shaking his hand with all the strength he could muster.
“It’s been nice knowing you,” Jake said.
“You too. Take those young arrogant bastards for everything they’ve got. If they try to screw you over, take them out.” He swung his fist up into the air.
“I will. Take care. Thanks for the drinks.”
Jake left the man there, wondering what would kill him first, the drinks or the bullets. He hoped for the sake of the man’s ancestors the later. Part of him felt guilty having drinks with a man who had brought so much pain to his own people over the years. Maybe time had healed Jake’s position a little. Bernard was doing what he thought was right at the time, regardless of how misguided that might have been.
As the German closed his door, Jake noticed the young couple from the elevator walking down the corridor toward him. When they were twenty feet away, the hairs on the back of Jake’s neck tingled. He turned to walk toward the elevators and simultaneously reached into his jacket for his gun. Turning his head, he saw the couple had stopped at Bernard’s door. Should he let them go? His gun out now and behind his back, Jake backtracked down the hallway. Approaching the young couple, he saw they had silenced guns at their sides. Okay, they weren’t Polizei.
The couple raised their guns together, aimed at Jake. Flashes burst from the barrels with the sound of small pops, just as Jake returned fire and shifted his body sideways to make his own target smaller. Jake didn’t stop firing until the man and woman were crumpled on the gray industrial carpet, frothy blood pooling out from multiple bullet strikes. Out of bullets, slide locked back, Jake calmly walked toward the couple smacking a full magazine into the gun butt.
Suddenly, Bernard’s door opened and the German stood with his Walther P38.
“You should have let them come, Jake,” the Stasi man said.
“Instincts,” Jake said. “Besides, I couldn’t let these two young punks take down former Stasi officer, Bernard Hartmann. Who would believe that?”
The German smiled. “You better get going.”
Jake agreed and hurried off down the corridor, taking the stairs this time. He’d have to get to a cross street before the Polizei reached the road in front of the apartment building and closed it off, stopping anyone and everyone along the way.
As it was, he had plenty of time. He didn’t hear the sirens until he got most of the way back to Alexanderplatz. But that was a problem as well. There were cameras in the square, he knew, with face recognition. If Bernard was right, every Polizei in Germany would now have Jake’s photo. The situation was starting to clear in his mind. It was amazing how one could hold back the obvious from escaping the deeper confines of the brain. Only time would tell if the theory he and his old German associate had developed was true.
Determined and trying to walk without a limp, Jake was more sure of himself with each step.
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Changing his body position and walking like a wounded duck, Jake made his way across the edge of the large Alexanderplatz square toward his hotel. He’d pulled his T-shirt off and wrapped it over his head like a scarf, hoping to appear as an old hunched over woman, his face obscured from the cameras.
Once Jake got toward the entrance of the hotel, he slid the shirt down to his neck like an ascot, stuffing the ends down into his leather jacket.
Avoiding the front desk, Jake went directly to the elevator. When he got off on the second floor, he punched all the other elevator buttons before leaving.
He was shaking from the excitement of the last half hour. This case had become much more complex than he’d first thought. Was he or Anna the actual target in Austria? The more and more he thought about it, he had to have been the intended target. But then why had someone not killed him while he rehabbed in the hospital. He was an easy target then.
Getting to his room, he hesitated. On the floor was a tiny piece of paper he’d wedged in the door so he would know if someone had gone inside while he was away. A cheap trick.
He glanced down both sides of the hallway. Nothing.
He pulled his gun and opened the door. Then he rushed in, his gun aiming his way and centering on the figure laying in his bed. A split second is all he had to shoot or not shoot, his heart racing.
Jake quickly lowered his gun.
“What the hell?” Jake said. “You were supposed to come here tomorrow morning. I almost shot you.”
Alexandra Schecht slid her legs to the floor and said, “I knew your reactions were better than that.” She rushed to him and wrapped herself around him.
He embraced her also, glad she’d come tonight. “Why the change of plan?”
She pulled away from him a foot. “The Service wants me to try to collect on the hit in Baden-Baden. I’m to coordinate my attempt tomorrow with officers from our Berlin office. There’s more to this than I realized, Jake.” Her breaths heaved her chest with each word, her nipples protruding against her thin white silk shirt, enticing Jake. She took his hand and brought it to her breast, and she moaned with his touch.
He took off his jacket, dropping it to the floor, his bare chest accented by his empty leather holster. She gasped suddenly.
“What?”
“You’re bleeding. How’d that happen?”
Glancing at his left arm, he saw that a bullet had cut through his flesh. Why hadn’t he noticed it when he took off his shirt to put over his head? Adrenalin.
“It’s nothing. I’ll explain later.” He picked up his leather coat and put his finger through a hole on two sides. “Damn. My new jacket.”
She went to the bathroom and found a wash cloth, which she soaked with cold water and placed over the wound, and then cleaned it with a rub.
“Hey, that’s an open wound,” Jake protested.
“Don’t be a baby.”
Jake sat on the edge of the bed. “Well, as long as you’re being a nurse tonight, I could use a complete sponge bath.”
“How about an enema?”
“I don’t go that way.”
She examined the rip in his skin. “The bleeding has stopped.”
“Of course, the blood has flowed elsewhere.”
Smiling, Alexandra grasped Jake’s belt and deftly unhooked it. “I better check the rest of your body to make sure you have no other mystery wounds.”
Jake stood and let her undress him. “If you must.”
When she saw him engorged like that, she hurried to remove her own clothes. The first time came quickly for both of them, their bodies meshing together in a fast, passionate release. The second time they paced their movements, examining the body of each other.
A good while later, they lay naked together in bed, her head nuzzled against his broad chest.
“Now will you tell me about your cut on your arm?” she asked, her voice softer than he ever remembered. As if she was finally herself with him.
He explained his conversation with the former Stasi officer and the hit attempt by the young couple.
“I’ve heard of Hartmann,” she said. “He was quite brutal back in the day. You should have let them kill the man.”
“Maybe. But their tactics were flawed. Perhaps they would have gotten better with age.”
“Too late now.”
“Right.” He felt a little guilty about shooting them, even though they would have killed him in an instant if he hadn’t reacted. Yet, he could’ve simply gone down the elevator and let nature take its course.
“They should have slowed and let you go downstairs before making their move.”
“Better yet,” Jake said. “The woman should have said she forgot something in their apartment, letting them go back in the other direction until I was gone.”
“Why the woman?”
“Did I not mention she was blonde?”
Alexandra slapped him on the chest. “So that’s the true Jake Adams.”
“Okay. The man forgot his car keys. You satisfied now?”
She rubbed her hand along his chest. “Very satisfied.” Her eyes rose to his. “Where do we go from here?”
“To the meet. But we have to decide who takes the lead. If you’re going to have some friends show up, that could be a problem. I might get shot in the crossfire.”
She slapped his chest again. “I meant with us.”
“Oh.” How the hell did he answer that without saying the wrong thing? Don’t delay too long, Jake. “I think we should figure that out once this case is over. If we over think it now, our judgment might be compromised.”
Thinking for a moment, she said, “I agree. But I want you to know I am ubersmitten.”
“Auch.”
She raised her head up and kissed him on the lips.
* * *
Anton Zukov’s cell phone buzzed in his pants as he drove his Audi A3 in light traffic along a quiet boulevard near the Tegeler See in Berlin’s northwest. He was looking for a good place to drop a body in the dark. Someplace with light traffic in late evening, and he found just that along the western shore of the lake. It wouldn’t help him immediately, since that meeting would be taken by his associate Nikolai, but he was always trying to stay a few steps ahead of the game.
Finally getting the phone from his pocket, he immediately flipped it open when he saw the most recent number flash for Viktor. “How can I help my good friend?” he asked in Russian.
“Where are you?”
“Driving in the northwest. What’s going on?”
“Two things. First, a couple of our people were killed near Alexanderplatz.”
“Who?”
“The local couple.”
Zukov tried to picture their faces. The husband and wife team had been recruited in Leipzig a couple of years ago — the husband a former Germany Army private who’d done his conscription with little fanfare and great dissolution, and his anarchist wife — too hot for the Army man but nearly too crazy for Zukov to even consider screwing. And that was saying something.
“I thought we were holding them back for something else?” Zukov said with true wonder. He slowed his car at a stop sign and waited. Nobody was coming from any direction.
“We were,” Viktor said, disturbed. “They went freelance after our Stasi friend.”
“What? He wasn’t assigned for two weeks. Not until your friend, the American, was taken out.”
“I’m aware of this. I set the schedule.”
“Of course.” This would throw off his own schedule and that wasn’t good. He liked to move his pieces on the board on his terms. But then their boss had ordered them to move the process forward quicker anyway. “Was our Stasi friend hurt?”
“Not a scratch.”
“He’s still good.”
“He didn’t fire a shot. A man matching Jake Adams’s description was seen entering the building.”
Great. “He’s here.” Deep in the back of his mind he had a feeling Adams was going by the name Remus, and would try to collect on Vladimir Volkov’s death.
“He doesn’t leave anything to chance.”
“I’ll bet he was after our Stasi friend for information, not to kill him.”
“I agree. I’ll let you know more when I know.”
Sensing his boss was about to hang up, Zukov said, “You said you had two things to tell me.”
A car pulled up behind Zukov, so he pulled out to the right and continued along the north shore of the lake.
“Right. About the meeting tomorrow. Our American friend has to be Remus. And he’s not the only one to claim responsibility for Baden-Baden. There are two others.”
“What? We know that man was there, caught on video.” In fact, they weren’t sure that the man in the video was Jake Adams. But it did look like him.
“I know. The other two also have the information, though.”
That was a dilemma. “Will you take out all three?”
“No other choice,” Viktor said. “There’s no money.”
Zukov laughed. “You sure you want me to simply observe?”
“Yes. This could be a feign move.”
That’s what Zukov was thinking. “Understand. We’ll go as planned then.”
Viktor hung up and Zukov shut his phone, setting it in a cup holder on the console. Maybe he could convince Viktor to allow him to bring along a sniper rifle. Just in case. He smiled with that thought and picked up speed.
* * *
It took Gustav Vogler nearly an hour to get to the crime scene near Alexanderplatz. He’d been at his desk in deep thought on his computer, going over the case files one more time. The first Polizei officers to arrive at the scene in the apartment complex thought it was a bungled robbery, with the apartment dweller protecting himself. But when they noticed the silenced guns and finally ran the apartment owner’s name through their system and found out the man had been a notorious Stasi officer, they’d decided to call in Gustav and his team.
Now, on the third floor of the apartment building, Gustav and his associate Andreas had the former Stasi man back in his bedroom while the crime scene investigators collected evidence, took photographs, and finally bagged the two dead shooters.
Gustav glanced at the one-page briefing on the man’s background and then said, “You say you’ve never seen those two killed outside your door before?”
“That’s right.”
“And they were trying to kill you?”
“I don’t know,” Bernard Hartman said. “I heard shots and eventually opened my door. They were laying there dead. Someone had shot them.”
“Just like that.” Gustav snapped his fingers.
The old Stasi man shrugged his shoulders and nodded his head simultaneously.
Gustav thought about the consequences of this hit. He guessed that there would have been another body showing up somewhere in Berlin in the next day or two. That is if the young couple had been successful. And if that had been a man and a woman it would have thrown their original investigation into an entirely new direction. It would have been the first woman. But then there were probably not a lot of female hit women.
“Who killed the young couple?” Gustav asked, his tone changing from congenial to gruff.
“I don’t know,” the former Stasi said.
The man appeared to be telling the truth, but Gustav knew the man had been trained in interrogation deception by the best in the business. He could beat and torture the man and get nothing. Gustav glanced at his partner, who shook his head slightly. They’d get nothing from him. They left him there and went out into the outer corridor, where the medical team had already bagged the bodies.
Gustav pulled his partner toward the elevators and said, “What do you think?”
“He’s lying. But did you happen to catch the spent casings out here in the hallway? Forty cal. And I’ll bet they match those found in Baden-Baden.”
Nodding his head in agreement, Gustav pushed the down button and waited. “Good observation, Andreas. Which means we should be on the lookout for another body dropping somewhere in our fine city in the next day or so.” But this time they’d have no opportunity to check on trains or any other mode of transportation. The possibilities of routes and modes of transport from Baden-Baden to Berlin were nearly endless. Besides, the hit man was already here in Berlin. All they could do was try to beef up patrols in dark areas around Berlin — a city where shadows had always cast wide, hiding those who didn’t want to be found.
* * *
Toni and Franz traveled much of the day from Bonn to Berlin, stopping often for food and bathroom breaks. She was in no real hurry. She knew she’d have to coordinate her efforts with the local Agency office, the station chief headquartered at the American Embassy in Berlin. Her concern for Franz had grown, though. His coughing up of blood had increased and she guessed he was fighting his own death with every good cell left in his body. Why? Because he needed to get to the bottom of Anna’s murder. It was his last case and he knew it. But he had to finish at the top of his game and she sure as hell wasn’t going to stop him. If anything, she’d make sure of his success. And her own. Even though she and Jake had divorced a long time ago, she still had feelings for him.
A few hours ago she and Franz checked into a hotel near Tempelhof International Airport, the one-time hub for the Berlin Airlift and home to the American military presence for decades.
Now, nearing midnight, Toni sat alone watching the local news. There’d been a shooting on the east side of Berlin, near the Alexanderplatz, where a young man and woman were killed. The reporters speculated, with no attribution whatsoever, that it had been drug related. Toni guessed the locals liked to hear that. Random shootings were both rare and unnerving. The message? Stay away from drugs and you won’t be shot.
Toni’s phone buzzed and she checked the number before picking up. It was her boss, Kurt Jenkins, the CIA director. “Hi, Kurt. What’s the news?”
“Where are you?”
She told him the hotel in Berlin and added, “Yes, Franz Martini is still with me.”
“How’s he doing?”
“Much better,” she lied. “He’s just contrary enough to kick cancer’s ass.”
“Let’s hope so. Are you alone?”
“Come on. He’s old enough to be my father.”
“That’s not what I meant. And you failed to mention that you were married.”
“I didn’t think I’d still have to tell you the obvious,” she scolded. “Who do you have for me locally? And don’t give me any more post-pubescent Army pukes. I need someone with some pull in Berlin.”
“I understand. How about Hank Roberts?”
“The station chief? That would be great.”
“You two have some history, right?”
He knew the answer to that. She and Hank had worked together many times when she was station chief in Vienna and Hank was in Hungary.
“Yeah, he’s a good guy. Anyone else?”
“He’s running a little thin right now,” Kurt said. “Most of his officers are at a meeting in Brussels. Hank stayed back because his wife is about to drop kid number three.”
“Is that wife number two?”
“Number three.”
“Wow, I’m behind.”
“I’ll have him meet you at the hotel for breakfast at nine.”
Toni watched the TV as the director talked. When she saw the image of a man running with a gun, she turned up the volume. “Just a minute.”
The reporter now speculated on a shooting in Baden-Baden that had happened the day before, showing the image of a man leaving an apartment complex there over and over. Although the face wasn’t in perfect view, Toni knew the man. Jake. And he had a limp from the knee replacement. She lowered the volume.
“Everything all right,” Kurt asked.
“Yeah, no problem. I’ll meet Hank tomorrow. Anything else?”
“Should I mention your Austrian friend to Hank?”
“Jake?”
“No. Franz Martini.”
“Absolutely. Franz also has contacts here in Berlin I plan on exploiting.”
Kurt Jenkins thanked her for her good work, which she knew was sketchy at best, and then they both hung up.
She lay back onto the bed, her thoughts going to Jake. What the hell have you gotten yourself into this time, my friend? If only she’d known about Jake and Anna being shot a couple months ago, maybe she could have gotten ahead of the situation and found out who was the intended target, who’d ordered the hit, and why they wanted either of them dead. Now she was playing catch up, just trying to stay ahead of the bullets. But Jake seemed to be a mile ahead of her. He was right in the thick of things. Like normal. Go to sleep, Toni. Tomorrow will be a long day.
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Jake slipped out of his hotel after Alexandra was sound asleep, making his way by U-Bahn to a nice neighborhood in the west part of Berlin near the expansive Tiergarten.
Wearing all black, he walked the last portion of his journey in a light rain. A mist. Then he found the brick, three-story row houses in a posh area, occupied, Jake knew, by mostly diplomats from many different countries. An international school sat two blocks away. The children of these diplomats didn’t have to go far to school or to play in green open spaces.
Security was fairly high, but the systems weren’t infallible. So when Jake came to his target house, one of the nicer houses in the row, he quickly went to work disabling the system and entering through the back alley entrance. Once inside, he stopped and removed his shoes, which were wet and would squeak on the wooden floors.
Now, on the second floor master suite, Jake sat in a chair next to the large bed, his gun out, the barrel itching his aching replaced knee. In the bed, the two people lay sleeping, the man’s breathing somewhat uneven, and the woman on her side facing away.
Jake thought of the best way to approach the man, but there really was no good way to wake a dangerous man from his sleep. He just needed to try not to make too much noise. A hand over the mouth? Too much? A gentle nudge? Maybe.
Without more thought, Jake simply reached over and took the man’s hand, his gun hand, and held it tight. When the man’s eyes opened and realized it wasn’t his wife holding him, he panicked for a split second. Until Jake put the barrel of his gun to his lips and said “Shhhh.”
Rolling to his side toward Jake, the man tried to focus his eyes in the dark room, which was lit somewhat by the street lights out front and two night lights.
“Jesus Christ,” the man whispered loudly.
Jake let go of his hand. “I prefer Lord and Savior.”
“Jake, what the hell are you doing here?” the man whispered loudly.
Nodding his head toward the door, Jake led the man outside the bedroom. They went down the hall to a study, where the homeowner clicked on a small light. The guy was bare-chested and wearing only pajama bottoms.
“Transformers,” Jake said, taking a seat in a chair across from a large desk that took up much of the room. The study reminded Jake of something a tidy professor might own, with full bookshelves taking up one whole wall.
“Birthday present last year from my kids,” the man said. “Now, can you explain why you’ve broken into my house at two in the morning?”
“Have a seat.”
Reluctantly, the man sat into the large leather chair behind the desk.
“It looks like the Agency pays a lot better than I remember,” Jake said to him.
“It’s a station chief perk. I don’t own the place. How did you get in here?”
“I’ll tell you how to upgrade your security system later, Hank, but first I need your help.”
“Couldn’t you just have come by the office in the morning?”
“What? Make a damn appointment?” Jake had been senior to Hank Roberts when he was in the CIA, and the two of them had worked together many times in Germany and other locations in Europe.
“Hey, you left the Agency,” Hank pled. “It’s taken me a long time to get here. And I understand you’ve done quite well for yourself. Especially after that recent case in Bulgaria. That’s a lot of booty.”
“Speaking of booty…looks like you and Karen are pumping them out like rabbits.”
“Hey.” It was a woman’s voice from the door. A severely pregnant woman, but terminally attractive nonetheless.
Jake got up and met her, hugging her as close as he could considering her condition. “Sorry to wake you.”
“It wasn’t you,” she said. “I have to pee every five minutes. What are you doing here so late? Don’t tell me. I know, you’d have to kill me.” She waved her hand and drifted away. “Nice to see you again, Jake. Come by for dinner after I drop this one out.” As she turned and left, Jake noticed an automatic pistol clipped to her pajama bottoms at the small of her back.
Alone again, Jake said to Hank, “Karen hasn’t changed a bit. Does she miss working for the Agency?”
“When she’s that prego, damn right. You want something to drink?”
“No. I’ll get out of your way in a hurry. Let you get back to sleep. But I need a little information.”
The Berlin station chief looked somewhat concerned. Like he knew he was going to lie to Jake, but also knew that Jake would know he was lying. “You know I can’t talk about any op we’re working.”
“How about an exchange of information then?”
Hank considered that. “You first.”
Jake expected that. “All right.” He explained what had happened to him in the past few days, right up to the point where he was forced to shoot the young couple that night outside the old Stasi’s apartment.
“You had drinks with that Stasi bastard?” Hank inquired.
“I needed information,” Jake said. “And got it.” He told his friend about the man’s theory about the surge in Russian SVR influence, and how Jake had suspected as much. “You have to be seeing similar things, Hank.”
The Agency man nodded his head. “Yeah, we’re a little concerned. Becoming quickly outnumbered here.”
“What are the Russians trying to accomplish?”
“Influence mostly. For now. But they’re back to their old games. Stealing any high technology they can grab with their grubby hands. But these are a different breed, Jake.”
He knew that first-hand. “You mean how they seem to be shooting first and not even trying to ask questions?”
“Exactly. During the Cold War there was a civility. Honor. We were all doing our job for our respective countries. Sometimes it got brutal, but that was the exception. Mostly the thing of spy novels. I don’t know where they’re getting these young agents…”
“Probably from the children of the Russian mafia.” Either that or they were also reading spy novels.
“You might be right.” Hank sat back in his chair, his thoughts obviously elsewhere. “What’s your play in this?” he asked Jake.
“You heard about my girlfriend, Anna?”
“Yeah, sorry to hear about that.”
“We were going to get married.”
“Oh, Jesus. I didn’t know that. Jake Adams married? Now there’s a news flash.”
“Yeah, I had asked her just before the shooting started. So I didn’t have long to settle in to it myself.”
“How can I help you?”
“Stay out of my way.”
Hank Roberts didn’t flinch, as if he expected Jake to respond as he had. “Stay out? I should be telling you the same thing, considering my position here.”
“But much of your office is at that conference in Brussels,” Jake said.
“How’d you…never mind. Yeah, we’re a bit stretched, but we still have assets to handle this.”
“Maybe. But if I handle it for you, you have complete deniability.”
“Yeah, that works these days. They’ll shove their boot so far up my ass I’ll be chewing leather for a week.”
“I didn’t say you wouldn’t take some heat, but that’s why you make the big bucks, Hank.”
The station chief thought it over, his eyes giving away more than he liked, Jake was sure. “All right. Our people will hang back and take a back-up role. But if you need anything, just call my private number. You obviously remember that. Now can I get some sleep?”
Jake got up, satisfied he’d accomplished his main goal, to let the Agency know he’d be around and not shoot him by mistake. He knew Hank couldn’t stay out of it, nor would Jake expect him to do so. But he also had a feeling he might need the extra guns. The Russians were making a King’s Gambit and Jake couldn’t let that happen. When they killed Anna, they’d made a major error of judgment.
“You really need to fix your security system,” Jake said. “When I’m done here, I’ll hook you up with a nice system.”
“But, of course, you’ll still be able to break it.”
Jake shrugged. “The master doesn’t teach the student every trick.”
Hank hung his hand out for Jake and the two of them shook. “Take care.”
“Always do. Say goodbye to Karen. And congrats on the new child.”
The station chief nodded and Jake left the way he’d come, slipping on his shoes before leaving through the back door. He made his way back to the hotel using a new route and methods to ensure he hadn’t been followed.
When he got to his room, he stepped in quietly, got undressed, and slid into bed. Alexandra lay quietly next to him, her breathing a steady flow of air. He didn’t expect Alexandra to wake, since he’d reluctantly slipped her a couple sleeping pills before they went to bed — enough to make her sleep a good eight hours. She needed the rest, he reasoned. Maybe he should have taken a few himself. He hadn’t been sleeping like normal, with his conscience out of whack having to defend himself daily from unknown killers. Even though he realized he was forced to kill those who came for him, he still felt guilty for having to do so. Again, his mind seemed to have a special compartment of rationalization for such things. He knew he had choices. He could simply hop a plane and fly to Montana, saddle a horse, and ride up into the high country to wet a few flies. Maybe even keep a couple and fry them in a pan on an open fire.
With these thoughts running through his mind, he didn’t need any sedative. He fell to sleep almost immediately.
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The next morning Toni woke early, not able to sleep much, her mind on Jake and the case. She showered and watched some local news on the TV. The Berlin Polizei were still concerned about a significant increase in crime — especially murder — which wasn’t actually rare in the city, but nothing compared to city’s of comparable size in the U.S. It seemed to Toni that the Germans liked to compare themselves to the Americans when it came to crime, but didn’t like to admit problems of their own. Like high unemployment, and the pacifistic nature of the German government on foreign affairs.
When Toni picked Franz up at his room, his skin was an ashen tone, his eyes red, and his breathing labored. It took great strength not to show concern for his condition.
“Are you all right, Franz?” she asked.
“I’ll live,” he said. “At least for the day.” He coughed into a handkerchief and immediately folded that into his jacket. “Let’s go. I could use some coffee.”
God, she didn’t like the way he looked. But there was no way she could leave him out of this. Not now. He deserved to see this case through to the end.
They barely sat down in an isolated area with their coffee when Toni saw her contact come through the restaurant door. He saw her and stepped over to her table. It wasn’t the perfect place for a meeting, but she sure as hell didn’t want to be seen going into the U.S. Embassy.
“Toni.” Hank Roberts reached across and shook her hand.
She introduced Franz to Hank and they also shook before they all took seats.
Toni briefed the CIA station chief on what she knew, how Franz had been helping her, and how the Austrian Polizei officer would be talking with his counterpart in Berlin later in the day. When she was done, she sat back and observed her Agency friend, who seemed a bit reticent. They had worked together so many times, she could read the man better than her own husband.
“What’s the matter?” Toni asked Hank.
“I got a late night call from Jake,” Hank said.
“Jake is here?” She feigned shock, even though she guessed as much. After all, Jake had been one step ahead of her for the past couple of days.
Hank explained how Jake had gotten into his house and what they’d discussed.
“That sounds like Jake,” she said.
“I understand you two have a history as well,” Hank said, directing his gaze at Franz.
Franz held back a cough and said, “Yes, we’ve known each other for quite some time. Trouble seems to hang over him like a dark cloud.”
Toni laughed. “His problem is he cares too much. He can’t let things go.” Except for her, she thought with consternation.
“What do you have planned?” Hank asked.
She explained the meet later that night. How it should go down. Contingency plans. The works. What she couldn’t control, though, was how the local Polizei would respond.
“They’ve been working a multiple murder case,” Franz interjected.
“But they’ve been mostly collecting evidence at the scene,” the Agency station chief said. “As far as I know, they can’t find a link to any of them.”
“I’ll help them with that,” Franz said.
“After the fact,” Toni assured her Agency friend.
“Good.” Hank got up to leave. “It was nice to see you again, Toni. And nice to meet you, Franz.”
They shook hands all around once more, and the Berlin station chief left Toni and Franz to finish their coffee.
“He seems like a good man,” Franz said. “Can I get you some more coffee?”
She slid her empty glass to him. “Sure. Thank you, Franz.”
When Franz went away, she ran the conversation through her mind to make sure she knew how it would go down that evening. Jake was the only glitch. She wished she could talk with him before this went down.
Franz returned with the coffee and sat down across from Toni. “Everything all right?” he asked her.
“Yeah.”
“You’re thinking about Jake.”
“A little.”
Franz nodded his head. “You’re wondering why he hasn’t tried to contact you.”
“No. Jake has no idea I’m here. No clue I’m working this case.”
“Then you still have feelings for him,” Franz concluded.
“You think I’m that easy to read,” she said derisively. “I’m married.”
Franz sipped his coffee, smirked, and said, “You don’t have to convince me of that. The two of you were lovers for a long time.”
“Are you going to eat something?” she asked. “You’re starting to look like a cardboard-sign-holding homeless man.”
“I was born ugly. There’s no cure for mean.”
“Too harsh?”
Franz put minimal space between his thumb and forefinger.
“Sorry. I’ll take you to lunch after we talk with your Polizei friend.”
“Agreed.”
They got up and left.
* * *
Jake and Alexandra slept in late, her because of the sedatives and he because of the late-night reconnoiter to his old friend’s place. They ordered breakfast in their room and now she was taking a shower while Jake lay back on the bed watching the local news on the TV. The reporters talked about the men found dead throughout the city in the past few weeks, and Jake knew why those bodies had started stacking up. Some, like the two he’d shot the night before, had gotten caught up in the shadow game. The others, and this was only speculation on his part, had come to Berlin to collect on hits made in other parts of Europe. But the shooters weren’t collecting on the one million Euro bounty. Instead, they were catching bullets by other shooters. It was classic KGB assassination schemes. First, kill the assassin. Things hadn’t changed much. The SVR had the KGB play book.
Alexandra came from the bathroom naked. She turned her back to Jake and grasped her right butt cheek. “Is my ass starting to sag?”
“God no,” he said.
She slapped herself and turned to Jake. “Are you sure? I haven’t worked out in a while.”
He was rising just looking at her. How could she even ask him a question like that? He grasped himself through his pants. “See what you do to me?”
Smiling, she came to him and replaced his hand with hers. “We’ll have to take care of this. Any thoughts?”
“Well, you wanted a work out,” he explained. “Maybe you should do all the work. I’ll just lay here and take it like a man.” He flattened himself onto his back and smiled broadly.
“That’s what I get for opening my mouth,” she said.
Jake smiled. “You could do that too.”
She followed orders precisely, stripping his pants off him, taking him in her mouth for a while, and then impaling herself with him.
A while later, when they were both done, they lay together in bed, her head against his chest.
“Why’d you do it, Jake?”
“I think you did it to me.”
“No. I mean last night. Why’d you give me the sleeping pills?”
He didn’t try to deny it, knowing she would probably know the side-effects of having been drugged the night before. “I needed to go somewhere and I didn’t want you insisting on coming along.”
She raised her eyes to his. “That sounded like the truth, Jake.”
“It was.”
“Why not just tell me last night? You must be open with me. I can take it.”
Now he felt like crap. Of course she could. “But if you’d said that to me last night, I would have followed you. I assumed you’d do the same.”
She laughed under her breath. “You’re right. I probably would have followed you. Are you going to tell me what you found out?”
He explained to her his relationship with the station chief and how Jake wanted to make sure the Agency wouldn’t get involved at this point. He left out some of the irrelevant information, like how he’d actually broken into the man’s house. It was nice to keep a little mystery in whatever relationship they had at this point.
“Oh. I thought it might be a woman.”
“No. I can only handle one at a time. Although two has always sounded kind of interesting.”
“I agree,” she said smiling. “But where would we find the other man?”
“Wow. A German with a sense of humor. I can die now.”
“You’re Scottish, but also part German. Am I right? You forget about that part?”
“Not at all. I struggle every day to keep order in my life. I can be as precise as a diamond cutter. The other part of me forces me to be late for appointments once in a while, to forget birthdays, or to run naked through the streets.”
“I’d like to see that.”
“First let’s go check out the meet site during the daylight.”
“Agreed.”
They got dressed and left.
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Nearing midnight, Jake sat in the passenger seat of Alexandra’s car as she drove along Muhlenstrasse in Berlin’s southeast industrial area, the Spree River to the west and major railroad tracks to the east. Earlier in the day the place looked like a bad idea to walk alone. At night Jake guessed it was a rat-infested hell-hole, with every lowlife in the city tagging trains with anarchist symbols and gang graffiti. It was literally the south-central of the city. Jake was glad he carried both of his Beretta handguns in .40 caliber, with multiple extra magazines, and the Glock he had gotten from Franz.
“What you thinking?” she asked him.
They’d spent most of the day hanging low. Resting up. With Jake’s image from Baden-Baden still streaming across computers and TV broadcasts, he didn’t want to get picked up by the Polizei at this point. He was too close to finding out the truth about Anna, and about why someone wanted damn near every former intelligence officer from the Cold War whacked.
“Thinking this would be a nice place to build some high-end condos. Plant some trees. Maybe a garden here or there.”
“Really? I was thinking a good firebombing would help.”
“Think that already happened.” He checked his watch. They were fifteen minutes early. He guessed his contact would be fifteen minutes late, but would be watching him get out of the car from somewhere close by.
She slowed the car as they approached the drop point. “Are you sure you want to do this alone?”
Her Service was expecting her to set up a meeting for tomorrow, coordinated with the BND office in Berlin. But she’d put them off, saying the meeting was changed.
He didn’t have a choice. “They’ll be watching me get out. Let’s just stick with the plan.”
Stopping along the deserted street, Jake started to open the door but she grabbed his arm and stopped him. Pulling him back to her, she planted a long kiss on his lips. “You be careful, Jake.”
He nodded and got out, closing the door behind him.
Alexandra pulled away slowly and soon had wound around a corner, still following the river.
The air was cold and damp as Jake walked toward the river along the concrete. The area had once been used to offload barges with something, probably coal, and hadn’t seen the revitalization money from the reunification of Germany in the 90s.
He could hear and smell the river ahead, the lights from more affluent areas across the river shone on the surface, his only light source. As he approached his contact point, he tried to remember everything he’d noticed earlier in the day. There was almost no place for anyone to hide here. It was the perfect meeting place from their point of view. For Jake it couldn’t have been less favorable. He was out in the open. Cornered against the river. No cover from the shooter. It was places just like this throughout the city where bodies had been found, shot to death from close range. That was Jake’s only optimistic point. At least the shooter killed from close in and not with a high-powered rifle. He hoped they wouldn’t change their pattern now, because he needed to talk with this guy. Unlike the men who’d come for him in Austria, this guy would know something about something.
Exposed and isolated, Jake stuffed his hands into his pockets for warmth.
Suddenly a soft shuffling shook his attention toward the Spree. Moving just his eyes, he caught the shape of a large rat about the size of a cat scurry along the edge of the water wall. Jesus he hated rats.
He was near shivering a half hour later when he heard the sputtering car come off the main road a hundred meters away and angle toward him. The guy knew it was cold and wanted Jake’s muscles to be stiff and non-reactive. Exactly what he would have done.
The car caught Jake in its headlights and came right toward him before squealing to a halt just ten feet in front of him, cutting the lights so those passing by on the road, which were few, wouldn’t see them there. The tired engine shut down, and Jake thought it might never start again.
With the lights out, Jake could see the car better. It was an older dark BMW. Probably charcoal or black. He could also see the silhouette of the driver and perhaps nobody else in the car, unless they were crouching down.
The driver’s door opened but no overhead light came on. A tall man stepped out and stamped the last of a cigarette into the concrete. The door remained open, the man behind it. He looked too young to be at this meeting.
“Throw your gun into the river,” the man said, his accent clearly Russian.
“Screw you!”
“You want your money, you do as I say.”
Crap. Jake guessed it might come to this. Did he have a choice? Yeah, he had a choice. He could just continue to tell this guy to go screw himself and head back to Innsbruck. But then more men would continue to come. How many could he kill? Would he finally slip up?
“This is an expensive gun,” Jake said.
“A million Euros could buy a lot more,” the Russian declared.
“Yeah, but this one has sentimental value.” All of his guns had been like friends to him.
The Russian started to get back into the car.
“All right,” Jake yelled. “I thought Russians had patience.” He reached to his right side and removed the Glock from his hip holster. With one reluctant back throw, he sent that gun into the dark water of the Spree.
“Now the other one,” the Russian demanded.
If he got rid of that one, he could be in trouble. He’d only have one left. “First you show me the money.” Jake took a couple steps toward the Russian.
The man pulled a gun from behind the door and aimed it at Jake. “I said to get rid of your other gun.”
“I do that and you shoot me,” Jake reasoned.
“You don’t do it and I shoot you. A conundrum.”
Running possible scenarios through his mind, Jake stalled for time. “Just like you killed the others?”
“You have no clue, Mister Adams.”
So he knew his real name and not just his code name, Remus. “That’s what my fifth grade teacher used to tell me. Yet, he ended up dying a poor public servant. That won’t be me.”
“The gun.”
This guy was starting to piss him off. Yet, Jake knew he was only a messenger at best and a shooter at worst. He needed to work his way farther up the food chain.
“All right,” Jake agreed. He reached into his leather jacket and started to pull the gun out.
“Very slowly,” the Russian demanded.
Cocked and ready to fire, Jake did just the opposite. He started to move his hand slowly, but then shifted his body swiftly to his right, aimed and fired in one motion and then rolled to the concrete.
Jake’s first rounds smashed through the door window, shocking the man, and at least one bullet hitting him and dropping him to the ground.
Now, both men on the ground, the Russian returned fire at Jake. But Jake rolled more and fired a couple times, trying his best not to kill the guy.
Vectored favorably now, Jake took aim and fired twice, striking the Russian in the left leg. The man grasped hold of the wound, his gun dropping to the concrete.
Jake didn’t hesitate. He jumped to his feet and ran at the guy, his gun leading the way and ready to fire. But Jake didn’t want to and didn’t have to fire again. He simply picked up the man’s gun and flung it into the river. Then Jake checked the man for more weapons, finding a knife strapped to his right leg, which he pulled out and thought about throwing. Instead, he held it tightly in his left hand, his right hand holding the gun aimed at the man.
“Now,” Jake started. “You’re going to tell me about my one million Euros.”
The man was in obvious pain, with one hand holding the wound on his left thigh and the other on a hole in his gut. There was no way he would survive, Jake knew. He’d hit the man’s femoral artery. Just like Anna had been shot.
“Screw your mother,” the Russian said in his native tongue.
“My mother’s dead,” Jake lied, surprising the man. “You have about ten minutes before you bleed out from that leg wound. Tell me what I want to know and I’ll put a bullet between your eyes. Take away the pain.”
The Russian grit his teeth from the pain. “There is no money.”
“No shit. But you’re going to tell me who set this whole scheme up. And why.”
“Why? If I’m already dead.”
He had a point. Jake threw the knife into the river and then checked the man over and found his passport. He looked at the name and address and then rubbed the passport in the man’s blood, waved it dry, before folding it and shoving it in his back pocket.
“You have anyone you want me to give your last words to?” Jake asked him sincerely.
Without thinking, the Russian said a woman’s name. His sister. “Tell her I love her.”
“I will,” Jake promised. “Just before I kill her. Or maybe after.”
“Screw your mother.”
“Have we not determined that impossibility? Five minutes, my friend. You tell me what I need to know and I tell your sister all kinds of nice things about you.”
The Russian tightened his jaw.
“A name and location.”
Finally, the Russian forced out, “Viktor Pushkin.”
Something clicked in Jake’s mind. He knew a Russian named Pushkin. “Any relation to Colonel Yuri Pushkin?”
The man’s breathing became labored. “What do you think?”
Crap. Jake knew Yuri had a couple brothers and at least one sister. “Who does Viktor work for?”
“Take a guess?”
“No. I want to hear it from you.”
But the man’s eyes started to close. Jake kicked him in the good leg. “Wake up.”
“What do you want?”
“Who does he work for and how do I find him?”
The Russian mumbled and Jake got closer to hear him.
“Say again,” Jake demanded.
The Russian said what Jake thought he would. The SVR. He also muttered a location, but Jake wasn’t sure if that was correct. Then the Russian drifted off, his muscles relaxing completely, and the only sound that of blood moving about the man’s torso.
* * *
Anton Zukov pulled his eyes away from the night vision scope and set the butt of the sniper rifle onto the ground. Positioned on the higher ground two hundred meters away, he could have easily taken out Jake Adams at any time. But he had his orders and he was nothing if not reliably obedient. Still, he had to muster every bit of strength in his body to not squeeze off a round and blow that American’s head off his shoulders.
As he packed up his rifle and hauled it to the trunk of his Audi, he thought about their young man Nikolai. He should have never been allowed to meet with Adams. The American was far too experienced for Nikolai. Yet, he could never bring that up with Viktor. Nikolai’s tactics were not completely flawed, but his reactions were slow. He should have anticipated the American would not throw away his last weapon. In fact, Jake Adams probably still had a third gun somewhere on his body. Maybe at his ankle.
He got into his car and thought for a moment, his hand shifting his watch cap into a more favorable position on his head. Maybe Viktor would give him the job now. He’d tried calling his boss to get the shoot order after Nikolai had been shot, but for some reason Viktor wasn’t picking up. He started his car and reluctantly took off.
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Toni and Franz waited back along the edge of the small park off of Leipziger Strasse at the edge of Berlin’s Mitte and Kreuzberg areas. She thought it a strange location for a meet to drop off one million Euros, and even worse for a place to kill a man instead of paying out the money for a hit. But that’s where the instructions had led them. In fact, after the meeting with the Polizei homicide detective earlier in the day, she should’ve known the location was wrong. Most of the other killings had been in remote industrial areas on the east side of the river. Except for the Turk and the Polish man recently. Maybe they’d changed their pattern.
Now it was an hour after the midnight meet time. She’d been sent on a wild goose chase. Damn it. Jake had done this to her, she was sure. Even though she wasn’t certain how he could have changed the location. Her mind reeled back to the server in Frankfurt. Somehow Jake had gotten into that system and sent the location. He was capable, there was no doubt about that. But why would he do it? As her eyes gazed out into the darkness, she realized why. He wanted to keep anyone else from dying or getting involved. Jake knew others would take advantage of the situation, just as he was planning to do, and could either get in his way or get killed.
“What happened?” Franz asked Toni, his tone subdued and his throat horse from coughing and smoking.
“Jake happened.” She explained her theory to Franz. How she figured Jake had changed the meeting location.
He shook his head. “Sounds like something Jake would do. So, where is he really at this moment?”
That was Toni’s problem. If she had to guess, Jake was in trouble. More trouble than even he knew. “I don’t know. Could you call your Polizei friend and see what he knows?”
Franz didn’t answer. He simply flipped open his cell phone, punched a speed dial and waited. He talked for a moment in German and shook his head as he closed the phone. “Let’s go. There’s been a shooting east of the river.” He relayed the initial directions and Toni sped off.
“Did they say who was shot?” she asked, her mind immediately focusing on Jake.
Franz lit another cigarette and said through the side of his mouth, “He had no identification.”
My God, she thought. Could it be Jake?
“They think it was a Russian.”
“How?”
“Based on his watch and dental work.”
Franz continued to direct Toni toward the shooting site. With the light traffic at that time of night, it still took them more than twenty minutes to reach the site of the shooting. The Polizei had already set up lights and crime scene tape, keeping back the media and gawkers. Two Polizei boats cruised out in the river as if searching for more bodies. The Polizei homicide investigator Toni had met that afternoon, Herr Vogler, strolled up to the passenger side of her car and Franz opened the window for him.
“You got one of those for me?” Herr Vogler asked Franz in German, who flipped the pack for the Polizei man and he started to grab a cigarette but stopped. Instead, he simply pulled a piece of gum from his pocket and shoved it into his mouth. “Trying to stop,” he explained.
“Anything interesting since we talked?” Franz asked.
“Glass by the body. Looks like the man was shot through his car window. Probably used it as a shield. But not good enough to stop a bullet.”
“What caliber?” Toni asked, sticking with German.
“Forty cal,” Vogler said, pointing back toward the river. “Same as Baden-Baden. Same as Alexanderplatz. Found the spent casings over there. Looks like the shooter was standing there and then hit the ground and shot some more. But there’s no blood, so it doesn’t appear he was hit. Our victim was hit once in the stomach and again in the leg. The femoral artery. He didn’t have a chance.”
“Who owns the car?” Toni asked.
“It was reported stolen from a restaurant a few weeks ago,” the Berlin Polizei man said.
Damn it. Jake was here and she should have been as well. How would she find him now?
“How did you get here so fast?” Franz asked.
The Polizei man smiled and took in a deep breath, then continued his assault on the gum. “Someone across the river heard the shots. Called it in.”
“Are the boats searching for a gun?” Toni asked.
Herr Vogler hesitated and stooped lower to gaze directly at her. “Yes. There was no gun found at the body. But we know the dead man shot. He has residue on his right hand and there are spent nine millimeter casings near him. So, either the other shooter took the man’s gun after he shot him, or he threw the gun into the river.”
None of this helped Toni, except the revelation that the second man had probably not been shot, since there was no blood. But this German Polizei man seemed to know more than he was willing to tell them. It was his expression of superiority that bothered Toni. Where would they go from here? Jake must have kept the Russian alive long enough to get some information.
“What are you thinking, Frau Contardo?” Vogler asked in perfect English. “Let me guess. You know who did this. It’s the same man from Baden-Baden and Alexanderplatz. A man you know all too well.”
“That man wouldn’t have missed so poorly,” she said.
Franz nodded agreement. “She’s right.”
Herr Vogler considered that for a moment. He took the time to add another piece of gum to his mouth. “Perhaps. But maybe this man wanted to know a little more from the dead man. The man was down and bleeding and the shooter could have simply popped a round into the man’s head and finished him off. But he didn’t. No. We have a couple foot prints near the body. The shooter wanted information.”
Crap. This guy was good, Toni thought. She’d considered that precise scenario. It’s something Jake would do.
Vogler continued, “I would guess your friend got what he came for.”
“A name,” Franz said. “This dead man’s boss.”
“Exactly.”
Toni started the car and said, “It looks like your case is nearly solved.”
The Polizei man said, “You think so?”
“Yes. When your men find the gun in the river, I’m sure ballistics will match at least one of the killings over the past couple months.”
“Maybe,” Vogler said. “But then we still need to wrap up motive and consider if the killer was hired. And if so, who hired him?”
She put the car in reverse and looked over her shoulder to pull back. “If I know our friend, you’ll have that by morning.”
The Polizei man kept his hands on the door, his eyes on Franz. “You take care, my friend.”
Franz pulled out a cigarette for his old friend, lit it, and tried to hand it to Vogler.
“Thanks. But I better stick with the gum.”
“That will just kill you a little slower,” Franz said.
“Not before the job.” Vogler pulled his hand away and tapped the roof.
Toni backed away, stopped, and did a U-Turn, heading back toward the center of Berlin. There had to be some way to find Jake. And it would come to her soon.
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A chill came back to Jake as he’d waited for Alexandra to come around from the opposite side of the Spree River, where she’d watched Jake and the Russian shoot at each other. She’d pulled up just long enough for Jake to jump in before hurrying away from the meeting site.
From the riverfront, Alexandra drove around to the east, picking up one of the outer ring roads before asking Jake what had happened.
“About what you’d expect,” Jake said. “As I thought, there was never any money put up for a bounty. It was all a big ruse to kill off the old guard.”
“But why?”
“I don’t know. Your Stasi friend Bernard Hartmann isn’t too keen on the new SVR or their tactics.” Jake had an idea what motivated them, but would reserve judgment until he knew for sure.
“First of all, that Stasi bastard is not my friend. And second, he should talk. He killed his own people for minor indiscretions during the Cold War.”
Jake knew all of this. “I was kidding, Alexandra. The Stasi kept that Wall up at least a decade longer than they needed. Well, it was never needed.”
“I’m sorry. Stasi agents killed two of my cousins who tried to cross over to the west in the seventies.”
“Were you even born in the seventies?”
“Very funny.” She hesitated and said, “I was a young girl. You remember my school girl uniform. Where next?”
Jake hadn’t told her that he’d gotten a name and location from the Russian. “Let’s go get the real mastermind behind this whole crazy plot.”
She glanced at him. “The Russian told you something?”
“Yeah.”
“How can you be sure he wasn’t lying?”
“He was highly motivated,” Jake remarked. “And even if he was lying, you have something better to do tonight?”
Smiling, she said, “I could think of something.”
“I meant with our clothes on.”
“Then no.”
He gave her the location and she turned off the ring road and headed west.
“That’s not a great neighborhood,” Alexandra said. “I would have expected…well, I don’t know what I thought.”
“Remember, this is the SVR. Or at least a rogue faction of the SVR.”
“Have you heard of this person?”
How could Jake answer that? After a long internal deliberation, he finally said, “Yeah, but we’ve never met.” He explained how he knew the man’s older brother. How the former Russian colonel had died right in front of Jake during a mission. But he didn’t go into any detail.
“Did you kill him?”
“No. He was shot by another Agency officer during an Op. I liked Yuri Pushkin. He could drink more than anyone I’ve ever met. But I understand he did try to have me killed more than once.”
“Well, there’s that. And you still liked the man. You are strange, Jake Adams. What do you know of his brother?”
“Last I heard he was a major in the Russian Army, but I heard he was attached to the GRU. That was years ago, though. I don’t know when he switched to the SVR.”
“This is tough to ask, Jake.” She turned and looked at him seriously before concentrating again on her driving. “Does he blame you for his brother’s death?”
“I don’t know.” It was the truth. After Jake’s action on that mission, he never heard what happened to those left behind, including the disposition of Colonel Yuri Pushkin. “It depends on how the Russians briefed the event. I’m sure they made me out to be the bad guy, with Yuri a state hero. So maybe his brother Viktor blames me. But I don’t know.” Pushkin’s name had not even come up on his radar in the past two months as Jake lay in bed and wondered who had killed Anna.
“Sounds like a good motive.”
That’s what Jake thought from the moment Viktor’s name came out of the mouth of the dying Russian. Jake reached behind him to his backpack, retrieving a few more full magazines to replace some of the firepower he’d thrown into the river. Then he made sure all of his magazines were full. Now he had two identical Beretta PX4 Storms.
“I thought I saw you throw a perfectly good gun into the river,” Alexandra said.
“It was the Glock I got from Franz in Austria. Remind me to buy him a new one.”
“All right. I hate to see Jake Adams abusing one of his children. We’re almost there. How do you want to play this?”
Good question. “I’m guessing the guy already knows I’m coming. Otherwise his man would have called him, saying I was dead. In fact, I’m thinking he bet on his man getting killed, but not before he gave up his location.”
Alexandra looked shocked. “But why?”
“Because he wants to confront me himself.”
“You think he thought his man would fail?”
“Yeah. I mean, if he’d succeeded he could live with that. He loses a good killer, but then he gets to set me up as well, and take me on his turf.”
“He’s that calculating?”
“You can bet on it.”
“But then he knows we’re coming.”
“Pull over.”
She did as he said, pulling her car to the curb in a deserted industrial area of Berlin’s eastern area. Turning off the engine, she stared at Jake with concern.
He found his cell phone in the backpack and put the battery back into it, activating the GPS.
“What are you doing?” she asked him.
“Just in case I fail.”
“Let me call my people,” she pled.
He shook his head. “This man killed Anna to get to me. One of the shooters got away that day. I was down and out. He could have simply walked up to me and put a bullet in my head. It’s always bothered me that I survived that shooting.”
“That’s natural.”
“There was nothing natural about Anna’s death.”
“I’m sorry, Jake. I didn’t mean that. I meant you feeling guilty for surviving.”
“I know. But I was vulnerable in the hospital for nearly two months. An easy target. Why not just kill me then?” That had also bothered Jake for the past few weeks.
She simply shrugged.
“Viktor Pushkin was setting this whole thing up, running the chess board like a grand master playing with his grandchild. I knew someone was doing this when I saw the list of people on the hit list. Everyone on that list had some contact with me over the years — either as an adversary or a confederate. I assumed someone was just picking off former agents or government intelligence officers. But that list would have included some people that I had never worked with. This list was quite specific. My only problem was trying to link who else would know I’d worked with these people, and who would have a motive to kill me. Many on the list fit that description. So, I thought that perhaps someone on that list had actually added their name to throw me off.”
“Ah. That’s why you went to see the Russian in Baden-Baden and the Stasi officer here in Berlin.”
“Right.”
“But neither man could’ve been the one who was trying to kill you.”
“No. Vladimir Volkov was killed right in front of me. And I don’t think Bernard Hartmann is involved. He’s just waiting to die himself.”
“Let me call in our people,” she reiterated. “We can handle this.”
“I don’t think so. He’s with SVR. Your people will just pick him up and put him on a plane back to Moscow. He has diplomatic immunity. Then he simply regroups and comes after me again.”
“Only if the SVR has sanctioned his actions.”
She had a good point, but he wouldn’t tell her that. He needed to take care of this himself. “Even so, they would still just ship him off to Mother Russia and put a bullet in the back of his head. Maybe send him to Siberia.”
“Do they still do that?”
“Haven’t you heard, Alexandra. This is a new Cold War. One the Russians have started with their desire to return to some level of relevance. They want to become a superpower again.”
“So, the shadow game is on again?”
“Afraid so.”
She considered his words carefully and said, “At least let me come with you, Jake.”
He didn’t want her to get hurt, but he also knew that Viktor Pushkin wouldn’t be alone. Especially if he knew Jake was coming. He would have called in all his agents to help. And it wasn’t like Jake could really tell Alexandra what to do. It was her country. Her intelligence responsibility. She was obligated to take down any rogue element in her country.
Jake agreed and they took a few minutes to discuss how they’d approach the Russian.
He thought about his own words to Alexandra. He had not been entirely truthful to her. There were many names on the hit list he didn’t even know. Names he assumed must have been former intelligence officers or agents they had been running. No, this was bigger than Jake Adams, he knew. The Russians were making a major power play. A purge.
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Having just gotten a call from CIA headquarters, Toni and Franz were on the move heading toward Berlin’s east side.
“Why would Jake turn his phone back on?” Franz asked.
He must have had a good reason, she thought. But she was glad he’d done so. The Agency had been monitoring Jake’s cell phone for days, hoping he would put the battery back into it.
“Why don’t you call him and find out,” Toni said. “But don’t mention you’re with me.”
“Are you sure?”
“Yes. Do it now. He’ll turn it off again soon.”
“How do you know?”
“Because if he’s going in somewhere covertly, he won’t want his phone going off. He knew we would be monitoring his phone. Knew we would be checking on him. Especially after having gone to see our station chief in Berlin.”
Franz quickly flipped open his phone and hit Jake’s number in his address book. Two rings later someone picked up on the other end.
“Jake?”
“Franz. Isn’t it past your bedtime?”
“Where are you?”
“Are you driving after dark?”
Without going into great detail, Franz told Jake how he’d just come from a shooting along the river in Berlin.
“What are you doing in Berlin, Franz?”
“Trying to keep you out of trouble. But I seem to be one step behind you at all times.”
“Some things never change. Hey, your voice doesn’t sound right. Are you okay?”
“Wunderbar.”
They were coming to a turn ahead with a choice of left or right, so Toni grabbed onto Franz’s sleeve. Franz pointed to the right.
“Who’s with you? Stefan Beck?”
“No, I’m alone.”
“You’re a terrible liar. I turned on my phone for a reason, Franz. I knew the Agency would be monitoring my line. Since you were the first to call me in the middle of the night, I’m guessing the Agency told you my phone was back on. Why would they do that unless you were with an Agency officer. And there’s only one Agency officer we both know really well. So, why don’t you hand the phone to Toni.”
Franz shook his head and handed the phone to Toni, who was shaking her head. “He knows you’re here,” Franz said.
Releasing a breath of air, Toni took the phone reluctantly. “What the hell have you gotten yourself into this time, Jake?”
“You know me. If I look hard enough, trouble can be found.”
“I’m sorry to hear about Anna,” she said demurely.
“You just found out?”
“Kurt told me a couple days ago. I was working a special project for him until recently. What’s going on here?”
Jake quickly explained what he knew about the case, including his current target.
“He’ll know you’re coming, Jake.”
“I know. That’s why I could us some backup.”
“What about Alexandra?”
“What about her?”
“Why are you two working together?”
“I had everyone coming at me at once,” Jake explained. “Not many people even knew that we knew each other. She’s been invaluable.”
“I see.”
Hesitation from both of them as they sat in silence and as Toni turned onto a major outer ring on Berlin’s east side.
“You all right?” Jake asked.
“Fine.” Was she jealous? Maybe. “How do you want to play this?”
Jake explained the set up, how they’d driven around the outlying roads to check for possible escape routes, and how they were now ready to move in on foot. He gave her an approach route that would put her on the other side of the light industrial building. He agreed to wait until they were in place.
* * *
Jake flipped his phone shut and glanced at Alexandra in the darkness of the car.
“Invaluable?” she said to Jake.
He reached over and took her hand. “Absolutely. Are you ready?”
“Of course. I’m a little concerned about your approach.”
“It’s not perfect,” Jake admitted. “But it’s also short notice.”
“We could call my people or the Polizei.”
“We’ve discussed that. This guy doesn’t give a crap about the Polizei. Besides, he has diplomatic immunity.”
“But I should go in with you.”
“No. He wants me. If things go all to hell, call in the Polizei at that point.”
“Are you sure?”
“Yeah.” Jake looked off down the deserted road. He guessed that during a normal work day there would be trucks making deliveries, workers coming and going, and a few people walking around. But at this hour, there were no cars, no pedestrians. Nothing. He’d really stick out if someone was watching for him. “I better get going. I’ve got five blocks to walk.”
Jake got out, checked his guns, and walked off down the sidewalk. He had one advantage. Clouds and a brisk breeze. Also, the sidewalk was not lit well. There were only dull lights on the corners, and some of them had been either knocked out by young miscreants or burned out and not replaced. He was also dressed in black, with a knit sailor’s watch cap, his hands shoved into his pockets. With every step, he tried his best to change his gate to something unrecognizable — no limp, no steady pace. But each strained step brought great pain from his knee. He didn’t even realize he’d been taking pressure off the knee for the past few days, mostly by riding in cars and trains, but also by limping unconsciously.
As he got closer to the building where he suspected Viktor Pushkin ran his operation, Jake thought about Toni and Franz coming in from the back. She’d said she would wait for him to get in place. He’d text her, without looking, with his phone in his right pocket.
The building was part of a huge structure that ran the entire block, with truck delivery doors along the street at various intervals, and simple signs at entrances indicating the businesses within those sections. Three cars were parked in the area — a VW Passat, an Audi A3, and a new black BMW. They had already done a check with the Polizei and knew the BMW belonged to Viktor Pushkin, registered to a front company at this location — a cell phone distributor.
Without hesitation, Jake cut across the street directly to the business next to the cell phone company. His back to the closed circuit camera, it took him just thirty-five seconds to pick the lock to the door. Not a record for him on that lock type.
He slipped inside and locked the door behind him, his eyes searching for a security system, which he didn’t expect to find. The business seemed to store paper and other office products.
Next he sent a text message to Alexandra, saying he was in the adjoining business and ready to move. Then he turned his phone to vibrate. Now he just needed to find a way into the Russian’s place without making too much noise. It would have helped if he had plans for the building. But every building in every part of the world had at least one vulnerable entrance. Jake clicked on a small LCD headlamp with a red filter and made his way through the building, his eyes scanning.
It didn’t take Jake long to find what he sought. Both businesses had at one time been one, split down the middle with an industrial wall, but with a door between the two locked from both sides. He considered quickly how to proceed. He could pick this lock, but that would take time and might make too much noise. Jake had to believe they would know he was coming, having not heard back from their man at the meet. He had no choice.
Pulling both guns from their holsters, Jake stepped back and with one quick thrust of his right leg, smashed the door right at the dead bolt, sending the door flying inward. He rushed forward, his guns leading the way into near darkness. It was a large storage area with shelves of cell phones. Damn it. Had he been duped? No. The man’s car was out front.
Suddenly there was movement ahead to his right.
Gun.
Jake dove to the floor just as he saw the flash and the loud report from the shots. Two. Three.
He returned fire with two rounds, rolled to his right behind a shelf and rose to his knee. Then he ripped the headlamp off, switched it off, and had an idea. He strapped the lamp around a box on the shelf, turned the lamp on again and turned it toward the shooter, as he simultaneously moved quietly to his right toward the outer wall, crouching lower to see through the other shelves, the gun in his right hand waiting for the response.
It didn’t take long. Three shots. Jake saw the blasts and aimed slightly high, returning fire with three of his own.
Silence.
Jake sat onto the floor and looked to his left at the box that had been shot from the shelf. It would have been his head.
He waited for the next round, which he knew would come soon. But he needed to move. He was pinned down where he was. If someone came around to his left they’d have a clear shot at him down the row, with him having no escape. He could use a little help right now.
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Toni and Franz both heard the shots coming from inside the building just as they got out of their car and were walking along the back side in near darkness. She contemplated how to make their approach on the building, but now they had no choice. Toni knew they had to hurry. She quickened her pace.
“We have to make a front approach,” Franz said.
“I know. No other choice.”
They ran now around the block, heading toward the front door. It had to be on the next block. This end had no doors, only a few windows. She stopped dead in her tracks.
“Windows,” she said.
Franz looked and understood, racking his brain for a way in. He ripped his jacket off, wrapped it around his arm, and swung with a backhand at the glass. The first strike did nothing. Second did nothing. He pulled his gun and fired twice, then smashed his arm through the window. It gave way this time and shattered around him. He used his jacket-wrapped arm to knock most of the glass from the lower frame and then put the jacket over it so they could get through.
Franz helped Toni through the window with a boost and then climbed in after her.
They were inside an office with a computer and file cabinets. Both had their guns out and moved toward the inner door. Just as they were about to open the door, six more shots rang out. First three and then three more.
Jake, Toni thought. “Let’s go,” she whispered loudly.
As Toni cracked the door open, she could see red overhead lights in the hallway. Then there was movement, followed by shots that busted through the door next to her hand. She shoved the door closed, locked it, and backed against the inner wall.
“Maybe the front door would have been better,” Toni said.
“No,” Franz said. “They would have had that covered with video. This was unexpected.”
“It might divert some fire away from Jake,” she said.
Franz checked his gun and said, “Let me go.”
His determined look was new to her. “They got us pinned down, Franz.”
“I don’t care,” he said and coughed against his shirt sleeve.
“You’re bleeding,” she said. “The glass cut you.”
He didn’t even look at his arm. “They killed my Anna. And they’ll pay for that.”
“Your Anna?”
“She was like a daughter to me.”
With a brush from his large hand, he pushed Toni aside like she was a small child. Determined, Franz opened the door, shoved his gun out and shot twice. Then he rushed out, a man possessed, his gun firing as he went.
Toni heard shots from the other direction, more from Franz, more from the other side, and a couple final shots from Franz, followed by the sound of a body crashing to the ground. Franz came back into the office holding his stomach with his left hand. She locked the door behind him.
“One down,” Franz said, a look of relief on his face. Maybe a slight smile as he slumped to the ground and put a new magazine in his gun.
“Franz,” she said, “you’re hit pretty bad.”
He looked at the desk and said, “Get me that stapler.”
Toni turned and then looked back at him in disbelief.
“I’m kidding,” Franz said. “You have to admit it was funny.” His hand held tight over his wound as his face grimaced and smiled simultaneously.
She checked his back and saw that the bullet had gone through and through. Jesus. He had to be in major pain. She found his cell phone and said, “You need to call the local Polizei and an ambulance. Give them your location.”
“Not until we get these bastards,” he said, his voice gruff and losing strength. “They don’t deserve to go to prison. Besides, the Polizei will only be forced to extradite them.”
She knew he was right. “You call and then we’ll get them.”
Franz agreed with a nod. As he called, she went to the door to peek out. Nothing. She didn’t have a choice. She’d have to leave Franz there and help Jake. She heard tires squealing outside and seconds later a major crash out front. Then the sound of a car alarm.
* * *
The shots had been muffled, but Alexandra heard them nonetheless. She was supposed to wait for Jake’s signal, which she did, but then the shooting started almost immediately following his text message.
She’d punched the gas on her car and squealed the tires heading toward the Russian cellular front company. As she got close to the front door, she saw someone starting to exit the main door. She powered up her car and turned the wheel at the last second, jumping the curb and smashing it into the front entrance, sending the man scurrying back inside.
Shoving the air bag away from her, Alexandra pulled her gun and got out, rushing to the side of the front door. Thinking she was being watched, she turned and saw the camera pointing toward the front door. With a quick shot, the camera exploded.
Alexandra quickly looked around the open door and pulled her head back just as fast. Two shots came past her and shattered into her windshield. She smiled. All right, you Russian assholes. I’ve got you right where I want you. She swung her arm around the door and shot twice. “Take that, you Russian pigs,” she yelled in German.
Then she scooted back around the door frame, her body against the outer wall. She could have used a comm link to Jake right now. She didn’t like working blind.
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Jake moved to his left and peered around the shelves, thinking he might have to retreat back through the door if he couldn’t find a better way forward. As he contemplated that, he heard glass shattering, followed by shots. More shots. Then he was sure he heard a car crash out front, with more shots a few seconds later. Somehow he thought about Toni first, figuring she might be there with Franz. But when he heard Alexandra yelling out front in German, he smiled. She was all right. He could have used a comm link to her. Instead, he turned his phone on quickly and called her.
“You all right?” he asked her when she picked up.
“Yeah, I’ve got the front covered,” Alexandra said.
“I’m in the back,” he whispered. “A storage room with cell phones. Hang on. I’m getting another call.” He hit another button to switch to the other caller. “Yeah?”
“Where are you?”
It was Toni.
“In the far back. A storage unit. Alexandra has the front door covered.”
“There’s no way out,” Toni said. “Franz and I have the back offices covered.”
Suddenly bullets broke the silence around him. He ducked back farther against the wall.
“You all right?” she asked.
“Yeah. Better go. I’ll tell Alexandra where you are.” He switched back to Alexandra and told her where Toni and Franz where. Hopefully nobody would get shot by crossfire. Movement at the other end of the room. The opposite side from where he’d shot the man.
“Jake Adams,” a man yelled out.
He didn’t move.
“I don’t care about those others,” the man said, his words infested with a Russian accent. “I must say. You have been fun to play with.”
Jake shot at the sound of the voice.
“Not even close,” the man said.
Now Jake couldn’t help himself. “Major Viktor Pushkin.”
“Major?” The man laughed. “I’m a colonel now.”
“Just like your big brother, Yuri?”
The man yelled something in Russian and Jake only understood part of it. Something about Jake servicing himself like a contortionist. “I don’t think that’s physically possible,” Jake said. “Although I’m sure many have tried.”
“You’ve got some balls, Adams,” the Russian growled. “You kill my brother and then make a mess of my work.”
Jake considered that and wasn’t sure what to think. “First of all, asshole, I didn’t shoot Yuri. Someone else did that. But your brother did try to have me killed more than once.”
“If he had wanted you dead, he would have done it in Berlin many years ago.”
So Viktor Pushkin knew about that. Jake didn’t know it at the time, but Yuri had been responsible for capturing Jake back in the Cold War days and torturing him for more than two weeks in a crappy warehouse along the Spree. Where Jake first learned to hate rats. He’d been beaten senseless, starved to near death, and struck again until his skull was fractured more than once, his ribs broken front and back. He felt the pain again now as he thought back on that time.
“It wasn’t from lack of trying,” Jake said.
“You were spying on our missile production,” Viktor said.
“I was proving that your missiles were a piece of crap,” Jake screamed.
“You cried like a baby.”
Now that was a lie. He had screamed in pain. Any man would have. But he hadn’t cried. Real men from Montana didn’t cry, he had always been told.
“Do you have anything you’d like to say before I send you to your maker,” Jake said. “Maybe you should go to the bathroom first so you don’t piss your pants like Yuri did when he was shot.”
“You bastard!” The Russian shot twice toward Jake, the bullets striking boxes next to him.
Good idea, Jake. Keep pissing him off until the man runs out of bullets. This should work.
“Listen, Viktor,” Jake started, “since I’m going to die anyway, why don’t you explain your grand scheme to me. Why such a master scheme? Why not just come to me yourself and kill me? Why use all these little pawns when the king could take me himself? Oh, I know. Maybe you’re afraid of me. Afraid to get your hands dirty.”
Two more shots. Predictable.
“Afraid of you?” Viktor asked. “You think this was all about you? You are Narcissus reincarnate.”
“Wow. A Russian who knows Greek Mythology. I’m surprised you learned to read. But you’re right, my friend. I’m looking in the mirror right now.”
Two more shots. Not even close.
Once the sound settled down, Jake said, “So, who was this about?”
“I knew you would finally come around to this.”
Jake could see the Russian now through the mass of boxes. Just a glimpse of his foot and a sliver of his face. His eyes. They were just as intense as his brother Yuri’s piercing glare.
“Well, I always like to know why things happen.”
“It’s about my country,” Viktor said. “Everything.”
“Then why kill Anna?”
“Your Interpol girlfriend? That was…how do you put it? A bonus? Seriously, she was insignificant. She just got in the way.”
Swinging his arm around the boxes, Jake shot directly at that Russian’s head, not really expecting to hit the man. “She was my future wife.”
Jake heard some muffled speaking in Russian and had to assume there was now another man with Viktor. The room was not huge, but if one shot while the other moved, Jake would not be able to cover the both of them. Not even with a gun in each hand.
“I’m sorry to hear that,” the Russian said, and he sounded sincere. “It would have been much better if you had died that day and not her.”
That scenario had run through Jake’s mind many times over the past two months. Anna would be alive. Maybe the world would be a much better place that way.
“But I didn’t,” Jake said, “because your men screwed up.”
“It is hard to find good men. Too smart and they won’t fight. Too dumb and they die easy.”
More words between two men in Russian. Sounded like arguing to Jake.
“What happened to the other shooter in Austria?” Jake asked.
The Russian laughed. “Oh, he’s been having a lot of fun with you over the past few weeks.”
“Why didn’t you kill me in the hospital?” Jake asked. “I was an easy target.”
“That wouldn’t have been fair,” Viktor said. “Besides, wasn’t it fun these last couple of weeks?”
Jake burned inside now, his jaw tight, and his breathing nearly out of control. “So the man who killed my girlfriend is with you there,” he growled. “Send him my way. I’d like to have a little talk with him.”
The other man finally yelled at Jake in Russian. Comparing the voices, the two men were about ten feet apart. Good. Jake had gotten that out of them. Time to make his move. He pulled out his cell phone, punched in a saved text message, and hit send. Checking his watch, he waited for precisely one minute. While he did so, he made sure both guns were loaded to the max.
Looking at the seconds click off on his watch, he suddenly jumped to his feet and ran across the length of the shelves toward the center aisle.
Shots traced his steps, but he didn’t shoot. Not yet.
As he scooted up the aisle he shot twice with both guns, each aimed in the general direction of both men. Then Jake dove behind the next row of shelves just as more bullets struck next to him.
When the new shooting started, Jake also heard shooting coming from two other locations in the building — perhaps Toni and Franz on one side and Alexandra on the other. They would be pinching the Russians toward the center.
On the move again, Jake vectored up one more aisle, with shots blasting toward him again. He felt pain in his left leg as he dove to the hard surface. Pulling up his pants, he saw a bullet had grazed his calf. He grit down and shoved his pants over the wound, holding his hand over the rip. He scooted on his butt and then lay onto his back to try to find another view. There.
Aiming his right gun, Jake shot three times at movement and heard the unmistakable sound of bullets hitting human flesh. A second later he heard the body hit the ground. It was the other Russian. The second shooter and Anna’s killer.
“It’s just us now, Viktor.”
“Maybe I give up,” the Russian said. “Go back to Moscow. Besides, this is not over. Not by even a little bit. If I die more will come.”
Jake laughed. “I don’t think so, my friend. You go back to Russia and they might just make you a general.”
“But you are a man of honor, Adams. If I give up, you cannot shoot me.”
“I don’t accept your surrender,” Jake said defiantly. “Someone has to pay for all the deaths. I can’t let you get away with killing all these people.”
“What is it to you? And how many have you killed in the process?”
Jake ignored him. “You obviously don’t know me very well. Honor is one thing, but I also understand history. Your people didn’t give up in Stalingrad, and you won’t really give up here with me. Nice try.” Jake tried to remember how many times he’d shot with each gun. He switched them from one hand to the next. This was it. Time to move.
Pain shooting into his left leg, Jake rose up and made his way toward the aisle again. He’d occasionally see slight movement where he guessed the Russian sat, but couldn’t see a barrel. Screw it.
Thrusting his body forward as fast as his legs would carry him, Jake ran toward the Russian, bullets breaking the air around him, he dove to the ground firing both guns at the flashes ahead. When he hit the ground he continued to fire until both guns slammed back empty. Then Jake rolled to his right behind some boxes, his head against a metal support stanchion. Quickly he dropped both magazines out and slapped the last full ones into the butts of the guns.
“You still with me, my friend?” Jake yelled.
Nothing. Just more gunfire from the two other locations. And? Sirens. Crap, the Polizei were on the way. How he could hear anything was a miracle. His ears were ringing and what sound there was came in a muffled, hollow form. The air was filled with smoke and smelled of burnt gunpowder.
He had to move, though. Once the Polizei took over, the Russian would be simply sent back home, dispelled as if nothing had happened.
Go, Jake.
Guns leading his way, Jake ran forward. When no bullets came back at him, he kept running until he reached the front row. A gun on each side, Jake’s head swiveled back from one side to the next — first seeing the man who’d killed Anna laying on his right and then his eyes focused on a lump of a body to his left. Jake cautiously moved forward, his right arm stretched out and ready to fire. But as he got closer to Colonel Viktor Pushkin, he saw the dark red patches of blood pooling out from the man’s head and chest. He kicked the man. Nothing. Just flesh and bones and blood. Jake carefully rolled the Russian over and saw a bullet had struck the man in his left eye, which was gone, and two more had hit him in the chest.
Suddenly the door burst open and a man ran in. Startled to see Jake, he raised his gun to fire, but Jake was quicker with both of his guns firing a salvo of two rounds each, dropping the man instantly.
“Jake? Are you all right?” It was Alexandra’s voice from the front room.
“Yeah,” Jake said. “I got this guy. It’s all clear back here.”
“Clear here,” she said.
Moving through the door, the scene out there came into focus for Jake. Two other men lay behind desks, killed by Alexandra, who still had her gun out and stood tall in the center of the room. And then Toni came from another hallway, putting her gun into the holster under her arm as she stepped over two other dead men.
“So much for diplomacy?” Toni said.
“Where’s Franz,” Jake asked her.
Toni shook her head. “Took a shot and bled out.”
Part of Jake felt good about that. It was a much better way to die than from the constant daily slow death of cancer. He considered going back now to say one last goodbye, but stopped himself from doing so. Jake wanted to remember Franz as he had been — the strong, vibrant Polizei officer he had first met when Jake worked in Austria years ago.
“He thanked you for your friendship over the years,” Toni said solemnly. “And…”
“What?”
“He said, he knew you’d get the bastards who killed Anna. He trusted you to find a way.” Toni turned away, flipped open her cell phone, and punched in a number.
Alexandra came to Jake and seemed somewhat subdued. “Are you all right?”
“Yeah,” Jake said.
She saw blood on Jake’s leg and she holstered her gun to take a look. “I’ll kiss it later.” Alexandra put her hand affectionately on Jake’s shoulder. “The bullet just nicked your calf.”
Moments later a man’s voice came through a bull horn at them in German, telling them to come out.
“Did you call them?” Jake asked.
“I had no choice,” Alexandra said. “This is my country. My responsibility.” She went to the front door, her hands in the air with her BND Badge in her right hand, and wandered out to talk with the Polizei.
When Alexandra was gone, Jake stared for a moment at Toni. She flipped her phone shut and shoved it into her pocket.
“Your girlfriend go talk to the Polizei so they won’t shoot us?” Toni asked derisively.
He thought about that. Girlfriend. He wasn’t sure about his relationship with Alexandra. Maybe it was too soon after the death of Anna. Sure they’d come together in more ways than one. But it was way too early to consider anything more than simple needs.
“Yeah,” Jake said, leaving it that way. “What did Kurt have to say?”
“Same old stuff. Good job. He’s still trying to convince you to come to work for him again full time. He said you could work special projects for him like I do.”
Jake laughed. “I don’t think so. I think this is my last little adventure. Maybe it’s time to go fishing.”
Toni half smiled at him. “Can you really stay away?”
“I don’t know. That’s what I’ll have to find out.”
“Where will you go from here?”
He had no idea. He’d need a new car. Maybe a new apartment. Better yet, a house. “I think it might be time to settle down, Toni. I’ve pushed my luck too much over the last couple decades. It’s gotta run out sooner or later.”
Neither said a word as they stared at each other.
“What about you?” he asked her.
“Working special projects for the director of the CIA isn’t that bad,” she explained.
“What about your husband?”
“It’s not working out.”
“Sorry to hear that?” And he was. He wished she would find someone who made her happy. Someone who respected and loved her like…
Polizei officers streamed into the front entrance. Alexandra must have explained what they would find, because none of them had guns drawn.
“You take care,” she said to him, moisture forming in each eye. “Let me know where you end up.”
“I will.”
She turned and showed her credentials to the Polizei officers.
Jake wandered out the door to find Alexandra. Maybe he knew this was the way it would end up for him. He’d always thought, though, that he’d go down like Franz, instead of simply retiring to a mountain home in the Alps. With no foresight of thought, he went right to Alexandra, who was talking with the Polizei officer in charge of Berlin. As she turned to him, Jake planted a heavy kiss on her lips and she responded passionately to his gesture.
When they finally pulled away, she led Jake a few feet from the Polizei man and said, “What does this mean, Jake?”
“I don’t know. I think it means we should spend more time together. You never really took that vacation. Maybe we should go together.”
She kissed him quickly and said, “I agree.”
Jake looked back at her smashed car and then laughed and said to her, “Looks like we both need a new car.”
She wrapped her arms around him, her head against his shoulder. He held her there like that for a long time.
Central Intelligence Agency
Langley, Virginia
Toni Contardo sat back in her chair, exhausted physically and emotionally after the long trip back from Europe. For the last half hour she had briefed her boss, CIA Director Kurt Jenkins, on the basics of the mission to Berlin. He sat behind his desk in deep thought, his eyes staring at a point on the wall across the room.
“If there’s nothing else, sir,” she said, “I’d like to get home and take a shower. Maybe sleep for a couple of days.”
Jenkins shifted his gaze to her. “Do you think the Russians in Berlin acted alone?”
Truthfully, she had no idea. “These thing are almost always more complex than they first seem.” But she knew he knew this already.
“I understand. But what’s your gut tell you?”
She shifted uncomfortably in her chair. “Opinions and supposition are for politicians.”
“A guess,” he probed.
“I don’t think much happens without the SVR in Moscow knowing about it,” she said. “Zukov was a sick bastard who probably came up with the million Euro scheme and sold the idea to Pushkin. And, of course, Pushkin had it in for Jake, thinking he’d killed his brother years ago. The others simply followed their lead.”
The CIA director’s forehead scrunched in consternation. “What was the point?”
Toni had already gone over her theory with him about Russia flexing its muscles again, trying to find some relevance in the world. But she knew that’s not what Kurt meant. “It was a test, sir. To see how we would react. I think it was just the beginning of a larger plot.”
“Really?”
“Yes, sir. First they kill a bunch of old agents from their own side, which they run up the chain to the Kremlin, who order retaliation.”
“But then why hit Jake Adams so soon?”
He had a good point, and it had bothered her on the flight back from Europe. “Like I said, that was personal on the part of Pushkin. He slipped Jake in with the others. And they only hit former officers. They knew that if they hit our current assets, they’d start a war.”
He brought his hands to his lips as if praying. “Something’s bothering you,” he said.
“This whole case bothers me,” she said. “The Russians have had some grand schemes in the past, but this seems different. Something new.”
“How far up the chain does it go?” he asked her.
That was the problem. There was no way to know for sure. But she had an idea. “If you put a gun to my head, I’d have to say to the deputy director of external counter-intelligence.”
“Tatyana Petrova?”
“General of the Army Tatyana Petrova. Yes, sir. Rumor has it she could be next in line for the director’s job. She’d be the first woman in Russia to ever rise that high.”
Kurt Jenkins grunted and swiveled in his chair. “Thanks, Toni. Now get out of here and get some sleep. Take some time off.”
She barely had enough strength to rise from her chair. She thought about her current life and how she had nowhere to go. Her marriage, such as it had been, was over now. And Jake Adams had moved on again without her. She had no one. A woman in her forties with no one was pathetic, she thought. How had her life come to this point? The job had been everything to her. Still was. But it was hollow. A forgettable life. She tiredly shuffled to the door.
“Toni,” Kurt Jenkins said.
She stopped and turned to him, her eyes just moments from tearing-up.
“Do something fun,” he said. “Something just for you.”
Nodding, she tightened her jaw against a wave of tears and left him alone in his office.
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Gallatin River, Montana
A cool breeze drifted down from the Rockies, caught the nose of the two horses tied to a tree alongside the river, and one of them whinnied loudly.
Some twenty yards away, up to his thighs in the frigid water, Jake Adams gave a little whistle to reassure the horses, as he gracefully swished his fly rod back and forth, letting out line in a precise display and dropping the fly into a small back eddy. The fly drifted down stream a few feet until his line straightened out slightly. He lifted the tip on his nine-foot rod and lightly set the hook. The cutthroat rose out of the water and flipped viciously to release the fly from the side of its mouth. Hitting the water again, the trout shot up stream and Jake kept the line tight against its escape. Less than a minute later and the trout had lost all fight as Jake brought the fish in front of him. He reached down and, without even touching the fish, was able to pop the barbless hook from its mouth, letting the fish slowly drift back down stream to fight another day.
“If you keep letting them go, how do you expect us to eat tonight?”
Jake turned and saw Alexandra sitting on the bank, her feet in waders still in the water, and a long piece of grass in her mouth. He slowly made his way out of the river toward her.
“I was hoping you’d catch something,” Jake said. “I don’t have the heart to keep them.”
She raised her brows at him and opened her whicker creel. He sat next to her on the bank and looked inside. She had kept two nice rainbows.
“Nice work,” he said.
She threw the grass from her mouth into the river and watched it drift downstream. “I had a good teacher,” she said, closing the creel.
They had gone straight from Berlin to her home near Munich in a rental car. She was authorized two weeks of leave. Then they went to his place in Innsbruck, packed up his fishing gear and clothes, and flew out immediately on the next flight to America. That was a week ago. In that time they had fished almost every river in a hundred mile radius of Bozeman, Montana. They rode horses into the back country. He had even introduced her to a few of his old friends, something he had rarely done with other women. Not since Toni.
He set his rod and other gear onto the bank of the river and put his arm around her. They kissed for a long while and then she put her head against his shoulder as they watched the river and listened to the birds around them.
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