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  CHAPTER 1


  OPERATION: ANTHROPOID


  May 27, 1942. 10:30 AM


  Head nearly engulfed in smoke and standing with his back to the roughly-paved Dresden-Prague road, Glasgow-born Ian MacAndrew puffed furiously away on his cherrywood pipe, desperately trying to finish one last pinch of tobacco. If he was going to get himself killed a thousand miles from home in Czechoslovakia or Bohemia or whatever it was the blasted Germans were calling it these days, there was no way in hell he was going to waste the only civilized blend to be found on the war-torn continent.


  They could take his life but, God and Queen be damned, they’d never take his tobacco.


  The Scotsman shivered a bit in his ridiculously over-sized wool coat despite the morning already topping twenty-seven degrees Celsius. He’d finally admitted the truth of what Brigadier Gubbins and the boys back at the Special Operations Executive had told him when he volunteered to fly out from Sussex three days earlier: this was a suicide mission.


  Until that moment, the Captain in the Scots Guard had been deluding himself into thinking it would be a walk in the park. All he had to do was jump out of an airplane into the heart of the Hun Empire, meet up with a rag-tag group of Czech rebels, and assassinate one of the most powerful men in all of Nazi Germany: SS-Obergruppenführer Reinhard Heydrich, Reichsprotecktor of Bohemia and Moravia. A man known more often as the ‘Butcher of Prague’.


  A grunt, masquerading itself as the Scotsman’s version of a chuckle, slid from MacAndrew. The bristles of his thick, red mustache bounced under the shade of the dark hunting cap he wore pulled down low over his eyes. The man had done his best with the hopeless task of disguising his large frame. After all, a six-foot-two, two-hundred-and-twenty pound lad from Scotland with flame-red hair would stand out almost anywhere, especially lounging on the side of a village road just outside Nazi-occupied Prague.


  “Captain?” came a soft, worried German voice from behind and below MacAndrew’s left shoulder, snapping the soldier back from his musings. “Is everything all right, sir?”


  MacAndrew trailed twin coils of smoke like some ancient dragon of legend as he took a good look at the young man who had spoken.


  In his late-twenties, Jozef Gabcik was a slight man, standing just over five-feet-eight inches and one-hundred-and-fifty pounds. Expressive, cheerful eyes, undaunted by thoughts of dying, shone out pale blue from under his own wool cap, which kept shifting into what MacAndrew could only describe as a jaunty angle. Even before Gabcik had escaped the German invasion of his homeland a year before and found his way to the highlands of Scotland for training, the young man had been a fine soldier, awarded the French Croix de Guerre in 1940.


  Talented and good-natured even in the worst of circumstances, Gabcik had done well under MacAndrew’s harsh training for what was sure to be his last mission.


  Pride welled up in the Scotsman; pride at serving with Gabcik and the other men he’d trained for Operation Anthropoid. They were the reason he’d volunteered to come to this stretch of road, halfway between Prague and Brezary, and give up his life to kill one of the most evil men on the planet. Gabick, his best friend Jan Kubis, and Lieutenant Adolf Opalka, had trusted in their training to get them through the mission—had trusted in Captain Ian MacAndrew’s training—and he wasn’t going to stand by and let them do it on their own.


  Grinning widely, MacAndrew clapped Gabcik roughly on the back with a big hand and laughed, “Jozef, my lad, it’s a brilliant day. I’ve got my boys, I’ve got my pipe, and I’ve got the urge to kill a Nazi. What could be better, eh?”


  Jan Kubis checked his wristwatch for what must have been the hundredth time and looked up at the rest of the group, eyes narrowing. “It’s almost time.”


  “Aye, it is. Everyone get into position,” MacAndrew whispered, acknowledging the intense Kubis with a nod. The man, not much bigger than Gabcik, was wound tighter than a steel spring. Earlier in the morning, MacAndrew had ordered Kubis to sling his British-made Sten Mk II machine gun over his shoulder for fear the twenty-eight-year-old Moravian man would accidentally fire it in his nervousness.


  The Colt .38 revolver clenched tightly in Kubis’ fist, half-hidden in the sleeve of his raincoat, was much less likely to go off before it was supposed to. MacAndrew just hoped the man remembered he had a bag full of grenades hanging across his torso. If they lived through this, MacAndrew would make sure to carry any jury-rigged explosive devices himself.


  A hiss from the tall, good-looking Lieutenant Opalka snapped everyone to attention. The immaculately-groomed member of the Czechoslovakian underground had been a late addition to their little group. He’d been successful in a number of other sabotage missions and the higher-ups back at Baker Street had been convinced he’d be handy to have.


  Opalka kept lookout for a signal from Josef Valcik, stationed about one hundred yards down the road, hidden in a thick hedge just off of the hairpin turn that would cause Heydrich’s driver to slow his car enough for their ambush. The sixth member of their team, Karel Curda, a dirty little man with a rat’s face, stood sentry across the road, seated in a poor imitation of relaxation at a stone bench.


  Valcik was to warn the merry band of Rela Fafik’s approach with a flashing mirror. Rela was Gabcik’s girlfriend, set to precede Heydrich’s car and let them know if he was alone or accompanied by an escort of soldiers on motorcycles.


  “Rela comes… I see her hat,” said Opalka, letting them all know Heydrich’s car was alone.


  Hearing the sound of Rela’s old auto echoing off the trees around them, MacAndrew sighed as he tapped the last few pieces of burning St Bruno’s from his pipe before stashing it in the front pocket of his old vest. “Get ready, lads. It’s time,” was all he said, reaching into his coat to check the slide of his Owen machine gun.


  The charcoal-gray coach bounced past and the group caught sight of the beautiful, raven-haired Rela. Gabcik flashed the girl a quick half-smile as he anxiously stroked the side-mounted thirty-two-round magazine of his Sten gun, inexpertly hidden under the knee-length wool coat draped over his shoulders.


  MacAndrew knew the young Czech wanted to shout out to the woman he loved, after all, this might be the last time they’d get to see one another, and was relieved by the man’s restraint. The thunderous roar of Heydrich’s open-topped Mercedes-Benz 320 B roadster announced their prey was close.


  The car was a monster and the Reichsprotecktor’s confidence in his own power kept the car’s convertible top opened and exposed to the world. That overconfidence would spell his downfall. In a few seconds it would all be over. One way or the other. Two flashes of light from Valcik’s mirror silently spoke volumes to the rebels: Heydrich’s driver, Johannes Klein, was making the turn, and the pulsating bleat of the car slowed to a murmur as it reduced in speed.


  The sound, rumbling closer and closer, no doubt fortified the resolve of every man present as they moved into their predetermined positions.


  MacAndrew, the most easily noticeable of the bunch, faded back into the thick hedge row lining the road for tens of miles in every direction, sliding the Owen gun from beneath his coat. Lieutenant Opalka trotted across the road to join Curda on the bench, faking a conversation with the little man. In the distance, MacAndrew saw Valcik mimic his own disappearing act.


  Only Kubis and Gabcik remained where they stood. To them went the most important part of the mission: confronting and killing Reinhard Heydrich. Nearly a year of planning and training came down to their ability to conquer fear and every ounce of self-preservation in their bodies to face a man directly responsible for the deaths of tens of thousands of their countrymen.


  If all went according to plan, the Reichsprotecktor would be dead in less than a minute, and no one would be savvy to the men responsible.


  Ian MacAndrew should have known better.


  As the sleek black roadster pulled around the corner and the two Czech soldiers angled for the vehicle, ready to open fire, the Scotsman heard the sound of a second, larger engine in the distance and was nearly blinded by a frantic series of flashes from the hidden Valcik’s signal mirror.


  Nothing ever went according to plan.


  Reinhard Heydrich laughed heartily at the words of his driver, SS-Oberscharfuhrer Johannes Klein. The young man had only recently joined Heydrich’s staff, but the de facto dictator of Czechoslovakia had already taken a tremendous liking to Klein and appointed him to the position of personal aide and driver.


  Klein’s stories of conquests with the local daughters of Prague were fast becoming legendary and, in Heydrich’s mind, those tales of nightly debauchery would be the only things that kept their long drive from his villa in Paneske-Breschen to Hradcany Castle bearable. The Reichsprotektor couldn’t imagine how truly ghastly the trip through the dreary Bohemian countryside would have been without the delightfully wicked boastings.


  Long fingers ran through thin blond hair for the thousandth time since the pair had left Heydrich’s home an hour earlier. The warm, moist wind of the humid morning had already blown his gray military hat from his head a number of times, and it now lay upside down on the seat beside him.


  Since their destination was still another hour away, Heydrich stretched out and called up to his driver . “Klein, please hurry. I wish to be inside before midday. The heat is dreadful. I’m sweating like a damned Greek back here.”


  “Is that wise, Herr Heydrich?” asked Klein, half turning from his perch behind the steering wheel. “We’re already a hundred meters or more ahead of the escort and they don’t seem to be catching up. Shouldn’t we wait for the men?”


  “My dear, Klein,” yawned Heydrich in half-feigned ennui. “We are lions amongst lambs here, with nothing to fear but boredom itself.”


  “Yes, Reichsprotektor,” came Klein’s response as he faced forward, the roadster picking up speed.


  Heydrich snatched his hat from the seat next to him, repositioning it on his head and prodded his aide once more, “Tell me again, Klein, of the barmaid from Minsk… but just the interesting parts this time, yes?”


  Before the young man could begin the tale, a strange flashing light reflected off of the highly-polished windshield frame of the Mercedes. It caught Heydrich’s attention just as a peasant stepped away from a tram stop and directly into the vehicle’s path.


  “Sir?” quizzed Klein’s voice.


  Heydrich’s order to run the man down died on his lips as the thin man with murder in his bright blue eyes jerked a machine gun from beneath a tattered raincoat and took deadly aim.


  In the blink of an eye, time slammed into slow motion for Captain Ian MacAndrew, causing the half-second between each of Valcik’s frantic mirror flashes to elongate into what seemed like long, painful minutes to the old soldier.


  With agonizing clarity he saw Gabcik stride confidently into the path of the oncoming Nazi command vehicle, slowly raise the black steel barrel of his Sten machine gun and squeeze the trigger lovingly as the driver stomped down on the car’s brakes, tossing up gravel and dust in a vicious spray behind them.


  Blood drummed through MacAndrew’s veins and his heart leaped in his chest as a huge Horch 108 military transport, loaded with a squad of ten heavily-armed Wehrmach soldiers, eased its way around the hairpin turn not far from Valcik. The SS troops were still far enough away that the rebels could all make it out alive if Gabcik made a clean kill.


  “Shoot him!” yelled MacAndrew with a voice stretched out in an indecipherable bellow, eyes tracking back to the small man who carried all hope of success on his bony shoulders. The sound of the gun’s slide jamming caused time to explode back to full speed around the now-screaming Scotsman.


  Staring face to face, eye to wide open eye with Heydrich’s driver, Gabcik struggled to unlock the slide of his machine gun, but the weapon refused to budge. The young Czech had to see the Nazi officer unholster a luger with his right hand as he stood out of the convertible’s open-air top.


  “Hovno,” was all MacAndrew head him mutter before the driver opened up with the small handgun. Gabcik was knocked to the ground, a hand grasping his shoulder; he’d been hit by at least one nine-millimeter slug from the Nazi’s counterattack.


  In the seconds the exchange had taken, MacAndrew burst from his concealment in the thick hedge wall, covered the ten or so yards to where the Czech soldier had fallen, dropped to one knee and began firing at the still-idling Mercedes-Benz with his Australian-made machine gun. His barrage of hot lead shattered the car’s windshield, peppering Klein with glass, and forcing the German to duck behind the dashboard for cover.


  “Everyone—fire!” commanded MacAndrew, ejecting a spent clip from the now-steaming Owen gun and snapping in a replacement. The Scotsman continued his withering attack on the vehicle and was joined by the sound of Lieutenant Opalka’s Sten gun from across the street.


  The Nazi’s automobile was being shredded by the relentless stream of bullets from two sides, its hood blown open with a geyser of steam from a pierced radiator, and doors resembling a fine Swiss cheese. A burst of return fire from somewhere within the Mercedes by one of the trapped Nazis was the only indication something still lived within the heap.


  MacAndrew grinned to himself from behind the now red-hot barrel of his gun. Another moment and they’d have the bastard dead to rights. They’d all make it out alive—


  The report from a round of heavy machine gun fire in the distance, followed by a gut-wrenching scream, punched MacAndrew in his stomach and destroyed his hope. One of the soldiers in the approaching Horch transport had spotted Valcik’s hiding spot. A pair of MG42 machine guns swung around in the hands of two powerful Wehrmacht soldiers and ended the life of the lookout in a blaze of nearly four hundred high-powered rounds, leaving behind a pile of red meat that bore little resemblance to the man it once had been.


  An instant later, Opalka’s weapon was knocked from his grip as a lucky shot fired by Heydrich in the rear of the car struck the Czech in the forearm.


  “Curda, back Opalka up, man!” ordered the still-kneeling Captain between bursts of rapidly-dwindling rounds from his gun.


  “He’s gone!” called back the wounded lieutenant, sliding behind the stone bench for cover, his gun covered in blood and forgotten in the bullet-riddled grass he had been shot on. “The little bastard ran off!”


  “Shite,” was all Ian MacAndrew could mutter, his attention split between the two men returning fire from within the besieged, battle-damaged roadster, and the gouts of flame he could see from the quickly-approaching Nazi trooper carrier. “Kubis, blow the bastards up.”


  Nodding, the young Czech shoved his smoking pistol into his belt, slid the satchel around from his back, and removed one of the modified anti-tank grenades the crew had fashioned for their mission. MacAndrew yanked the wounded Gabcik to his feet and began pulling the man back toward the relative safety of the hedge wall and the bicycles the men had waiting. A quick hand-signal to Opalka sent the lieutenant off in another direction.


  A heavy round of fire from MacAndrew’s machine gun kept the two Nazis ducked down far enough into their vehicle for Kubis to lob his short-fused explosive onto the running board of the ravaged Mercedes-Benz.


  The last thing the big Scotsman saw before he was engulfed in the thick brush was Kubis hauling mail after him, and Oberscharfuhrer Klein bolt upright in the front seat, taking aim at the Czech’s back with his 9mm Luger, never noticing the grenade at his feet.


  The force of the explosion a second later sent all three assassins stumbling to their knees as they reached their bikes. The acrid smell of burning flesh and rubber and steel, and the shrill sounds of Germans screaming, brought a tight smile to Ian MacAndrew; rekindling hope in the man an instant before it was extinguished once more.


  Over the sound of fire, MacAndrew heard the voice of the Butcher of Prague call for their deaths.


  “Ride hard, my lads,” huffed the Scotsman as the trio peddled down a cobblestone road toward the heart of Liben, “…the Butcher is still alive!”


  CHAPTER 2


  THE BATTLE JOINED


  In his few short years as Reichsprotektor of Bohemia and Moravia, Reinhard Heydrich had survived many attempts on his life by the mongrel lackeys of the former Czech leadership, by the Jews and the English, and even by those of his own Nazi party who feared his rapidly-growing power base.


  He had survived so many attempts that rumors of his luck had taken on near-mythical proportions with the locals. There were rumors the real Reinhard Heydrich never left his castle in Prague, that he sent out doubles and decoys for public appearances. Others said he’d bargained away his soul for immortality to the Devil of the Christians, or the Devil of the Arabs or even to some inscrutable Oriental demon. Of course, his current personal favorite had Heydrich wearing the skin of a dead Bengali Fakir that turned away attacks on his person.


  As if he’d allow himself to be sullied by the touch of something so filthy and vile as the flesh of some Indian beggar.


  The truth was far simpler: Reinhard Heydrich was intelligent, observant and, most important, incredibly paranoid.


  When the would-be Czech assassins had opened fire on his car, Heydrich took a moment to open the small calfskin pouch he wore under his shirt, and removed one of the seven tiny bones contained within. The pouch had been given to him by the members of the Edda Society, and its contents had saved him on more than one occasion.


  The particular bone he chose was slightly charred and had carved into its surface a series of runes; runes whose names Heydrich chanted quietly under the sound of machine gun fire against the reinforced steel doors of his auto and the tiny moans of fear that escaped Klein’s lips.


  When the Reichsprotektor had finished, he felt the power of the Old Gods enter his body as he activated the pact the members of the Edda Society had formed two years earlier. The tingling roamed from the base of his neck, through his torso and down to his fingers and toes in a delicate electricity that caused his blood to race and goosebumps to form. Thus activated, this particular pact would allow him no harm from man-made weapons. Knives and bullets both would be turned away with no effect.


  All Heydrich had to do was sit back and wait for the loyal Wehrmacht soldiers in his escort to arrive. A smile split the Nazi dictator’s face as he decided he’d have Johannes introduce him to one of his women once they reached Hradcany Castle. After a battle, there was nothing better than the feel of smooth, perfumed skin and the moans of a good woman… or a bad one.


  Klein’s voice interrupted his train of thought. “The rebels are fleeing, Herr Heydrich.”


  Fleeing? Heydrich stole a glance over the back of the car and saw the rapidly-approaching Horch loaded with his men. The transport was still nearly a minute away. Why had their attackers fled?


  Panic raced through the Reichsprotektor’s mind. Why were they fleeing?


  Klein bolted up, boots pressed firmly into the dark leather of the bench seat of the automobile’s fore, right arm extending to take aim at the backs of the quickly-vanishing peasant thugs. “We’ve got them on the run!”


  Heydrich’s bowels nearly voided themselves as he caught sight of the stick grenade resting just out of reach on the thin running board of the Mercedes. His pact would protect him from guns and bayonets, but not from fire or the ruinous explosion of such a device.


  Heydrich kicked open the door on the opposite side of the car, and scrambled to escape the certain death promised him by the assassin’s grenade. Diving for the grass just beyond the auto’s confines, Heydrich looked back and was taken full-face by the heat and light of the explosion. Later, he would recall seeing the flesh torn from his aide’s body before the bliss and darkness of unconsciousness took him.


  By the time he regained his senses, he was surrounded by the gray and black uniformed men of his escort. His car was burnt beyond recognition, and SS-Oberscharführer Johannes Klein was dead. An oily-black cloud coated the area and darkened Heydrich’s mood.


  “Are you alright, Obergruppenführer?”


  Brushing away the plump, pasty hands of Sergeant Schreieder, the overly-rotund commander of his escort detail, Reinhard Heydrich climbed to his feet, swatting at the still smoldering patches of his formerly-pristine black trousers, and ran fingers through the tangles of his pale hair. He would not stand for this attack.


  “What are you all standing around for?!” Heydrich screamed. Kicking Schreieder’s backside, he forced the man back toward the diesel-belching Horch. “Bring me the men who tried to kill me, Sergeant!”


  “Yes, Obergruppenführer. We will find them.” To Heydrich’s ears, even Schreieder’s voice sounded fat as the man climbed into the driver’s seat of the transport vehicle. “Mount up, men!”


  At their leader’s urging, the soldiers climbed noisily into the heavily-armored car, weapons at the ready. Heydrich slid into the passenger’s seat next to Sergeant Schreieder and pounded on the dash of the open-air vehicle.


  The thunder of the German auto and bellows of its passengers chased the fleeing rebels through the cobblestone streets of Liben, spurring their pedaling to the edge of their endurance and beyond.


  MacAndrew hated to lead his pursuers into the more populated section of the village, but he saw no other hope for escape. If they could lose sight of the Nazis for even a moment in the crowds or tightly-packed Czech buildings, then his men might have a shot at making it away from the failed assassination with their lives. Opalka and Gabcik were wounded and barely able to keep up. With the burning pain in his own calves growing with each downward pump of the pedals, MacAndrew knew if the shot didn’t come soon he and his men were goners.


  Seeing the busy main thoroughfare of Liben up ahead, MacAndrew signaled for his men to turn onto the street. If luck was with them, the quartet would be able to ditch their bikes and steal an automobile.


  Rounding the corner at high speed, MacAndrew’s eyes darted down the busy road spread out before him, taking in every piece of detail in his search for his team’s salvation. Every detail except for the enormous shadow crossing his path as his eyes turned away from the thin pedestrian walkway he angled his bicycle down.


  “Captain!” came Opalka’s warning from behind, a split-second too late as the shadow fell and the Scotsman slammed into something harder and more unyielding than stone. MacAndrew was thrown to the ground, his now-ruined bike skittering off into the rough street, and sending a shower of sparks as it went. His Owen gun bounced to a stop in front of one of the largest men he had ever seen.


  From the hard leather boots to the shock of fine white hair that bounced around the sun-silhouetted head well over six-and-a-half feet above the ground, MacAndrew’s one thought as his eyes traveled up the monstrous frame above him was that no living man stood before him. For a fleeting instant, MacAndrew was convinced a marble statue, sculpted by Michaelangelo himself, blocked his path.


  The illusion was broken as the giant bent down to pick up the fallen weapon at his feet with hands large enough to palm a human head, making the gun look like a child’s toy in its grasp.


  All thoughts of flight vanished from the old soldier’s mind as he allowed his men to pull him to his feet. For a moment they all stood shock-still, riveted in the wonder posed before them.


  The man, whose height MacAndrew re-evaluated at six-foot-eight or more, was pale to almost translucence, and massive beyond comprehension; covered in muscles that had more in common with expertly-chiseled marble than with flesh and blood. But even the incredible physique and unnaturally white skin were nothing compared to the eyes, which blazed out from the handsome face before them ‒ eyes of the brightest blue that seemed to dance with flashes of electricity as they stared at MacAndrew’s gun.


  “Captain… the Germans. We must get off the streets.”


  MacAndrew barely heard Gabcik’s urgent hiss from behind, but the cold fire of the giant’s eyes snapped up at the sound, finally taking in the group of rebels.


  “Die Deutschen?” came the giant’s voice, rolling out in a deep baritone, sapphire orbs narrowing at the words, fingers threatening to snap the Owen gun in half. Every gun in the group echoed with the sound of chambered bullets upon hearing the fluid German pronunciation by the man.


  Machine gun fire tore divots of stone and pavement free around the men as the armored troop carrier turned onto the street with them.


  “It’s Heydrich,” screamed Opalka, diving for cover behind an old truck and returning fire. Gabcik and Kubis followed suit, hunching down, wounds forgotten as they prepared to make their last stand.


  MacAndrew started to follow his men when he was yanked up forcibly, feet dangling nearly six inches from the ground; his frantic eyes looked up into the blazing gaze of the giant, heart sinking.


  Brilliant, the monster is one of them.


  “Where is Heydrich?” the giant said slowly, this time in heavily-accented English. MacAndrew could feel the anger and hatred radiating from the man; but there was more than that, he thought, as the Scotsman looked down and finally got a good look at what the man was wearing.


  Beneath the tight, knee-length leather duster coat, the giant wore a cloth vest, open to the navel, and tucked into a belt the likes of which MacAndrew had only seen in the storybooks of his youth.


  The belt, an enormous thing more suited to an earlier age, covered the giant’s midsection from groin to ribcage. It was made of what appeared to be hand-worked leather mounted with hammered iron plates, and trimmed with some sort of gray and white fur. Each plate—nine in total—was adorned with an ancient Germanic rune beaten into the surface, and all seemed to glow with an inner light that pulsed in synchronicity like the beating of a heart. Strapped to one side was a large handgun, and to the other a short, Viking-style sword in a hard scabbard.


  “Where?” demanded the rich voice once more. The giant shook MacAndrew for good measure, unaffected by the Scotsman’s own considerable bulk.


  MacAndrew jerked a thumb toward the rapidly-approaching Nazi vehicle. “There… he’s after my men.”


  Nodding, the unearthly giant let MacAndrew drop to his feet and then returned the Owen gun to his hands. “Get them to safety. Heydrich has much to answer for.”


  In one fluid motion, the giant tore off his leather coat, snapped open the holster on his right hip, pulled out the Shanxi Type 17 Broomhandle Mauser pistol housed within its confines and squeezed off a pair of shots into the driver-side window of the German military vehicle. Copies of the nine runes were tattooed along the man’s arm, from wrist to chest, all illuminated with the same glow. Peeking from behind cover, MacAndrew gasped as, from a distance of nearly fifty meters, the first shot took the Horch 108’s driver in the right eye and the second blew off his lower jaw, disintegrating most of the soldier’s face.


  Driverless, the Horch swerved and bounced out of control along the road, smashing through an iron lamp-post and a smaller roadster parked in front of a bakery before plowing into a storefront thirty yards distant. Smoke and debris filled the air along with cries of pain from those caught inside by the collision.


  Seemingly unsatisfied with his first salvo and the destruction it had caused, the giant charged toward the Nazis, who were scrambling from the crash. Each shot fired from the Shanxi Mauser sounded like a canon burst, and the flash from its blow-back lit the giant’s face with a furious orange glow. While most of the Waffen-SS troops were protected by the armored shell of their vehicle, one unlucky soldier made the mistake of rising from his bench seat just behind the driver’s compartment to take aim with an assault rifle—only to be perforated by a trio of shots to the chest and neck.


  Wiping off the pieces of brain matter and shattered skull from the dead Horch driver, Reinhard Heydrich pushed Sergeant Schreieder’s corpse to one side and chanced a look through the blood-splattered, bullet-ridden side window to see who dared to attack him.


  More Czech rebels no doubt. Squinting to focus through the smoke spitting out of the ruptured radiator beneath the ruinous hood of the transport, Heydrich knew his men would make short work of the insurgents and the Reichsprotektor would still make afternoon tea at Hradcany Castle. But the sight of the nearly seven–foot-tall giant with skin the color of bone and a great mane of white haloing his head, froze the blood in Heydrich’s veins. The giant marched unfalteringly toward them, pausing only to reload the deadly hand canon held firmly in his right hand.


  “No,” whispered Heydrich in dread and disbelief. He recognized the man and the throbbing blue runes that snaked up his arm and around his waist. “Grimm,” he said even quieter, fearing that just speaking the name would give the giant more power.


  “HEYDRICH!” shouted Grimm, as if in response. Increasing the speed of his approach, the giant fired off rounds in rapid succession with a deadly accuracy that almost sent a steel-jacketed bullet into Heydrich’s temple.


  Having already used the only charm he had to protect himself from Grimm’s attack, Heydrich flattened himself against the opposite side of the auto’s passenger compartment and shrieked out to the soldiers in its rear to open fire. They had to kill the single-minded Grimm before the giant could get his hands around Heydrich’s throat.


  Four gray-clad soldiers scrambled from the rear of the Horch, prototype MP43 rifles locked and loaded, and opened fire on the monster with death blazing in his frosty blue eyes.


  “Kill him!” yelled Heydrich.


  From his position a few yards away, stationed in a small alley with his band of wounded revolutionaries, MacAndrew was convinced the first few bursts of machine-gun fire from the Nazis was going to kill the mammoth German warrior. There were too many guns on the stranger, and the soldiers too skilled in the use of those weapons for him to have any hope of escape. In that instant, MacAndrew made the decision to help the giant of a man. If nothing else, his distraction could aid the Czech underground in their mission to kill the Reichsprotektor.


  Before he could vocalize orders to his men, the giant burst into action at a speed that belied his great bulk. He ducked under the first volley of shots and returned fire, emptying the Mauser’s clip into a pair of his opponents, killing them instantly. With no time to reload, and three more SS troops replacing the two he’d sent to the afterlife, the giant of a man holstered his pistol and leapt for cover behind an old Volkswagen delivery truck.


  Watching the man slowly reload his Mauser, taking his time and in no real hurry despite the hundreds of rounds of bullets pounding into his shield, MacAndrew cocked his Owen gun and said, “We still have a shot at Heydrich… help that crazy bastard kill some Krauts!”


  The Scot made a break for the rapidly-disintegrating delivery truck as his men provided heavy covering fire. From their positions thirty to forty meters from the heart of the battle, Opalka and the others couldn’t do much more than harry the Nazis, but every little bit would help. If there were just some way for MacAndrew—or the ferocious newcomer—to cover the last few feet to where Heydrich was trapped in his truck, they could end things.


  Sliding into position next to the giant and ejecting a spent clip from his submachine gun, MacAndrew flashed the German a serious grin, letting him know they were in things together. The newcomer nodded in return and continued
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