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      Colonel Gennadi Ivanov Nazarenko was still settling in to his new role, having never expected to live as a spy. Doubly so in the now-hostile West, as the wartime alliance with America and Britain had disintegrated before his very eyes over the last few years.

      Gennadi looked up as his office door opened suddenly. Ireland was almost as cold and foggy as Moscow might be this morning, and he had not been expecting company.

      Thus, he was doubly surprised when Comrade General Shuysky entered. Even in mufti, the man moved like the Soviet Air Forces General he was. Heavy, with smooth hands. Siberian face from the days of the Golden Horde. Gray hair brushed back.

      Gennadi automatically rose, but Shuysky waved him to sit with a broad smile. Yefim, Gennadi’s assistant, hovered nervously behind the general in the hallway.

      “Coffee,” Gennadi tole the young man who had accompanied him from Mother Russia.

      Whatever was happening, it could not be good if Comrade General Shuysky had traveled secretly to Ireland to talk.

      Yefim nodded and fled. Gennadi stared at the man and waited until two mugs got delivered and the door closed firmly.

      They sipped companionably for a moment. The General nodded and scowled.

      “At least as good as the best black market coffee we can get in Moscow,” he muttered darkly. “And that for the top. Here, the Irish drink it everyday.”

      “Many sacrifices were needed to save the world, sir,” Gennadi replied darkly, stopping himself short of name or rank.

      The base he was operating from was populated by Irish Reds with a deep and historic loathing of the English, aggravated by the Civil War a generation ago. Their civil war, ousting the English from most of the island after centuries of occupation.

      “Call me Zinoviy in public, Gennadi,” the man ordered.

      Still his boss, even if they were out of uniform, far from home, and hiding from almost everyone.

      Gennadi nodded. Waited.

      “Have you considered what it means that your Red Branch are coming to be seen as heroes in the West?” Zinoviy asked abruptly.

      “They are in a better place to hunt escaped war criminals,” Gennadi replied. “And worse, because they cannot operate so much in the shadows. At the same time, I believe that helps Sasha, as long as they believe him to be your enemy. The Jews and the Americans will be his allies in hunting those Nazis who escaped our wrath. Those the Americans haven’t themselves hired.”

      The General nodded and sipped.

      “Technology moves rapidly,” he continued, apparently happy to start in the middle and hare all over the place, but Gennadi had served under the man long enough to understand.

      They were both GRU. The Main Intelligence Directorate of the Soviet General Staff, though a small department hidden away in one corner, dedicated to hunting down those war criminal Nazis that had escaped justice with the help of the Pope and his damnable Ratlines.

      Those the Americans had kidnapped were generally beyond Soviet justice. For now. Nuremberg had left a good accounting of the ones that Stalin’s armies hadn’t taken for punishment.

      A few yet remained.

      Gennadi waited as Zinoviy hesitated.

      “Technology,” he repeated. “How soon until the Nightviper is obsolete?”

      Gennadi nodded, understanding.

      “The so-called second series of jets is about to be superseded by a third,” he replied. “The German ME 262 inspired many imitators, including our own Sukhoi Su-9 and Su-11. The Mikoyan-Gurevich MiG-9 is a good enough aircraft, and entered service last year, but I understand that the new swept-wing Mikoyan-Gurevich MiG-15 is so much better that is yet another revolution in aviation. And hopefully a terrible surprise to our foes when it goes fully into service. I have no doubts that the Americans and British will field equally impressive craft to replace the old Gloster Meteors or Lockheed P-80 Shooting Stars. In South America, there are no aircraft currently good enough to challenge the Nightviper in single combat. Even the German refugee Tank will be hard pressed, starting from nothing.”

      “However, you have only three pilots,” Zinoviy nodded. “All exceptional, but they can be beaten on pure numbers, as we did to the Nazis.”

      “Have you found a replacement that we could add?” Gennadi asked.

      “I have not,” the man shook his head. “Sasha might have to recruit an outsider. Is he up for it?”

      “I believe so,” Gennadi replied. “He has already carried the weight of the world on his shoulders, keeping the Werewolf Legion from bombing New York City and possibly igniting a war nobody wants.”

      “Nobody wants,” Zinoviy agreed. “We intend to absorb the rest of Europe quietly. Or had. The air armada feeding Berlin all winter seems to have inspired the West to finally push back. And the German public to choose sides. That leaves us with Eastern Europe to digest. After that, I do not know.”

      “What happens after Stalin?” Gennadi asked, willing to face these things, here in his office in Ireland, far from the Soviets and commissars.

      The Generalissimo was in his seventies. And whispers suggested that he was slowing down. If not done, possibly close to the end. Perhaps not there yet, but soon enough that the maneuvering to replace him had begun. That had led to another purge, under the cover of which Gennadi and Zinoviy had recruited the Red Branch and gotten them safely to Ireland, and then Argentina.

      “I cannot say, Gennadi,” the man acknowledged. “Perhaps Molotov. Perhaps Khrushchev. Perhaps both will be ousted by some as-yet unknown third. The Red Branch must be protected. Expanded. Kept up to date with technology as it advances, so that they can continue to punish those who fled Berlin ahead of us and think that our reach is not long enough.”

      “This factory can be scaled up to produce more aircraft, Zinoviy,” Gennadi nodded. “We have not, as yet, because we already have more planes than pilots, as well as sufficient spare parts stockpiled. And no understanding of what we might build that is better, like the new swept-wing jets. The MiG-15 and whatever else comes. What do we need to build?”

      “I cannot say, but part of my mission here is to prepare you for perhaps making this a permanent assignment, Gennadi,” the man said sternly. “Red Branch Command, as it is called, must have a manager, even if our Sasha is the actual unit commander. He will need this industry supporting him. Building for him. Money has been quietly set aside and will be made available for you to turn this into a proper facility, along with cover stories hinting at both White Russian investors and secret American operations.”

      Gennadi could not contain his gasp. He was not an old man, barely forty-seven. It was the injuries from the war that slowed him down. Made him walk with a cane many days. Turned his beard white. Kept him from flying warplanes in combat again.

      But to become the proper managing director of Red Branch Command? Permanently remain in Ireland, or wherever the job might take him later?

      Heady stuff. But the GRU had prepared him, just as he had set Sasha and the others up for success.

      “What else can our spies steal from the British?” Gennadi asked after he settled his stomach. And soul. “Already, they gave us the Nene engine that we have improved for the MiG-15 and the Nightviper. What comes after the de Havilland Venom that became our Nightviper? Are the Americans building better ideas that our spies can steal, as the Werewolf Legion did with their Curtiss-Wright Blackhawks?”

      “I shall inquire,” Zinoviy nodded. “For now, I need you to send the team to Paraguay. You will need to travel there as soon as possible to brief them, but everything must be strictly verbal, in chain from my superiors to Sasha. Am I understood?”

      “You are,” Gennadi replied, appalled that the General might have had to risk his own cover to deliver whatever information he brought. “What has happened?”

      He couldn't help his mouth falling open as Zinoviy began to talk.
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      Alois Voss felt the scowl envelope his entire face. Almost painfully so. Across the table, Herr Gerstenberger recoiled a bit, though no words passed between them.

      “It is a suicide mission,” Alois growled at the man when he finished.

      Gerstenberger’s hands came up placatingly, like he was trying to calm an angry wolf.

      The angry wolf. Wolf-1, commander of the Werewolf Legion.

      This man wasn’t one of Alois’s pilots. Merely the scientific genius that had consulted with men like von Braun and others at places like Peenemünde, where the great rockets and missiles had been designed and tested during the war.

      Before the Russians had come. The smarter ones had fled to Austria or the western zones, the former escaping to places like Spain and the latter merely being hauled to America to continue their work.

      Better, he supposed, than hanging at the end of a noose. Nuremberg was a name that would live in infamy. A vengeance Alois would see paid in full.

      They were operating out of a new air base in Paraguay. Not far from their old one in Argentina, but across national boundaries good enough to keep him from getting arrested. Not safe, but nobody was in this era or this continent.

      “I believe that we can make it less of a deathtrap, commander,” Gerstenberger offered. “Survivable, even. Care must be taken. Plans developed. Adaptations to the original intent, after all, as so much was lost.”

      Alois’s scowl deepened, but relented some. The man was a genius. Had previously designed for them the great flying wing that Alois would have used to bomb New York City. An Amerikabomber, as Hitler and Goering had envisioned it nearly a decade ago.

      Those damnable Russians of the Red Branch had proven that the wing was not a threat, as he’d been far too slow to escape them. And his Werewolf Legion, limited to only four aircraft after the strafing and bombing run, no match in the air.

      So he had demanded something faster.

      This was the result.

      “Let’s run through it again,” Alois ground out the words. “And explain how we might survive. You are going the wrong direction, after all.”

      “Understood, commander,” Gerstenberger nodded.

      They were alone in the man’s new workshop office. A place to design new toys. Blueprint them. Then figure out how to build them or pay someone to have parts built. They had enormous depths of funds from gold that had vanished ahead of the American army in 1945.

      The table between them had a surface done in brown, suggesting desert. Mostly flat, though ramped up at one end like a hillside. It was the model train track running from end to end that confused him. Vexed him.

      Gerstenberger touched it, and the strange car that seemed to hold a silver dart with stubby wings.

      Alois took a deep breath, then went ahead and lit a cigarette to calm his nerves.

      “We Germans came up with the idea originally,” the scientist began. “Eugen Sänger and Irene Bred. It was a design for a liquid-propellant, rocket-powered, sub-orbital bomber intended to strike America from Europe, so high and so fast that nothing could defend against it.”

      “Sub-orbital?” Alois clarified.

      “The theory was that it could reach an altitude of one hundred and forty kilometers or more, flying more than twenty thousand kilometers per hour at the peak,” Gerstenberger continued. “From a launch site in German or the occupied territories, they could strike New York or Washington, then continue, staying high in the atmosphere until they came down somewhere in Japanese-held territory in the Pacific.”

      Alois had heard that before. It still seemed impossible. Worse, Gerstenberger seemed convinced that it could be done.

      “We cannot fly from Germany, east to west,” Alois reminded the man. “And Japan is done. Flying north from here, where do we land? Siberia? China?”

      “Ah, commander, that is where we differ from the Silver Eagle as they originally envisioned it,” the man smiled. “I have no intention of building an antipodal bomber. As you note, there is nowhere to flee to, and the missile is hardly maneuverable by more than a simple vector change of only a few degrees.”

      “Where does it go?” Alois asked.

      “Hudson Bay,” Gerstenberger smiled.

      Alois followed as the man moved to a different table and pulled out maps. From Paraguay to Washington DC or New York City, the path led inevitably north. To the pole and Russia beyond.

      A death sentence.

      “Here,” Gerstenberger said, tapping the in northern Canada map. “Southhampton Island and Coats Island, near the Hudson Straight. We will place a ship in the vicinity, with small motorboats aboard. The pilots can aim close, then set the autopilot and parachute to safety somewhere near Coral Harbor, where they will be picked up on the shore and sailed safely away before anyone can track them down. You are far enough from any Canadian military forces, as well.”

      Alois kept his grumbles to himself. Gerstenberger had had to parachute from the Wing, as had Alois, so the scientist had a better understanding of the randomness and difficulties of such a thing.

      “Water landing or land?” he asked.

      “I think land would be safer, but we will include inflatable rafts with emergency gear,” the man replied. “More complicated, but not that much, given the pilots involved.”

      “Who do you foresee flying this beast?” he asked, turning back to the map table.

      “Probably Wolf-3 and his radarman,” Gerstenberger replied. “He seems to be the more agile of your other fliers.”

      Ekkehardt Fischer. The weasel. Yes, better than Wolf-2, but Sigmar was the brute when Alois needed muscle. Ekke was the shiv. This felt like a job for a sharp knife in the dark.

      “I believe I understand so far,” Alois said, gesturing for the man to continue.

      “The sled is on rails,” Gerstenberger returned to the train on the table. “It is fired by its own liquid-fueled rockets to get it up to a tremendous speed, then it hits this ski jump, catapulting the Silver Eagle aircraft skyward. The Eagle’s rockets and wingtip mounted ramjets would then carry it fully aloft. As we are not intending to fly to Russia, the fuel requirements are less, as are the speeds and altitude needs, so we can carry a significant tonnage of bombs the necessary distance.”

      “It is a terror weapon,” Alois said. “At that speed, could anything be controlled?”

      “I envision glide-bombing,” the scientist nodded. “The radarman will control the bombs via remote radio packet guidance. You will need a large target, obviously. One with great symbolic value to the Americans. I doubt that you would have the accuracy to strike the Statue of Liberty at these speeds, but the Wall Street district at the south end of Manhattan should be viable.”

      “Or the newly finished Pentagon that houses the military command of the United States,” Alois mused. “The White House as well, using the former as a bullseye and the Washington Monument’s spire as a guiding tower. The physical damage will not be great, but the emotional—the morale—value will be exceptional. And the Fuhrer will be avenged, if only a little.”

      “I had also considered the possibility more recently of somehow decamping our entire structure to the American West, commander,” Gerstenberger continued carefully. “Using an American launching point to strike Moscow, but the ranges truly become antipodal at that point. The technology is not mature. And the pilots would have to land in Siberia, which is a death sentence I did not presume would appeal to your wolves.”

      “No, you are correct,” Alois acknowledged. “The final Amerikabomber project for now, to strike one last blow for the Third Reich. After that, I expect that we will have to work on keeping ourselves alive and fed, in a world where fascism has failed for now and those verdamnt Americans might be the only thing saving us from the communists.”

      Both felt the seriousness of that fall upon their shoulders, a wet chilled cloak.

      “Are the Americans our only hope of staving off the Slavs?” Gerstenberger pressed quietly.

      “Already, Britain implodes under the failure of Empire,” Alois nodded. “The French are not far behind them, nor are the Dutch and others. The Russians tried to starve Berlin and push out the western allies. Instead, that catalyzed them into resisting. The Berliners have switched sides. Everything I have heard suggests that a world split into two parts is coming, just as Churchill suggested.”

      “His Iron Curtain,” Gerstenberger murmured.

      “Evil, fighting evil,” Alois said. “Worse, we may be called upon to fight the communists by the selfsame Americans I wish to punish. Worst, we may find ourselves on the same side as the Red Branch, as I cannot imagine they wish to see their former friends and superiors conquer the world. I would not, having been purged and driven out like a whipped dog.”

      “Could we ally with them?” Gerstenberger asked, eyes large and nervous.

      “I doubt it,” Alois shook his head. “They seem to be cast in the mold of international heroes, while this attack, like the one before it had it succeeded, would have made us the worst enemies of civilization.”

      “Gangsters?”

      “As good a name as any,” Alois nodded. “I will use terror on my foes. That they might change later does not impact today.”

      He shook himself and studied the toys in front of him.

      “You got this from the Russian?” Alois asked. “Keldysh?”

      Gerstenberger nodded.

      “Stalin himself was so intrigued by the idea of the Silver Eagle that he sent his son after Sänger and Bredt in France. They refused, so Keldysh has a new design bureau experimenting. This is a version built from his plans, smuggled out by loyal Germans who will never see freedom again, and are willing to assist the Americans in stopping them. I have friends in both places.”

      Alois understood that. Half of the teams kidnapped by either side and made to work at gunpoint.

      It was that or the noose.

      “How soon can we start?” Alois asked.
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      Sasha—the former Soviet Major Aleksandr Kryvenko—would have liked to have done this from the air, but there were only so many things you could learn from photographs taken at a great distance. Especially when his team lacked the sorts of aerial surveillance platform that modern air forces took for granted. Perhaps he would need to build something, someday.

      Thus, he was on the ground. In the darkness. Armed. Leading a small team. It would have been nice to bring a larger force, but he needed Lyuba, seated in her aircraft and ready to launch in thirty seconds. And Yuri aloft in his Camel, the camouflaged Ilyushin Il-28 jet bomber that had the range to stay out of sight of the ground, but able to pick up radio signals and relay them.

      Sasha wasn’t expecting to need Banshee to strafe the facility, as she had the Werewolf Legion base, but that wasn’t the same as not preparing for such an eventuality.

      Instead, he and Vanya had split into two teams. Sasha had brought Ilya Markov, his radarman who was trained in explosives, and Nikon Ilyin, who had flown with Pavel before.

      Nikon had spent time in China during the war, studying their esoteric fighting arts firsthand. Somewhat out of sorts today, without a pilot, so Sasha had taken to flying training missions with the man, keeping him part of the team until a replacement pilot could be found.

      Both sets of skills were useful.

      Nearby, Vanya—the former Commissar Ivan Zhidkov—had Arkadi Nenashev and his sniper rifle, ready to intervene if necessary. Or rescue them if something went wrong.

      They had portable radios. Guns. Dark clothing that still displayed the logo of the Red Branch, because they had managed to be hired by friends of General Don Alejandro Navarro y Garcia for this mission. The truck was parked a few kilometers away, hidden in the brush where it would not be found casually.

      The compound ahead of them held the enemy. At least so Sasha had been led to believe. Escaped Nazis. Not necessarily mere former German soldiers seeking a new life in Argentina. Those were largely victims of the war, and had already paid a hefty price in being forced to emigrate.

      No, he was after the important ones. Those disciples of Mengele or Dornberger who hadn’t been taken by the Red Army or the Americans. The ones that had escaped all punishment in fleeing to South America.

      Those would be brought to justice, however rough it might end up being. That was why the Red Branch had been created, however secretly that truth might be hidden from the world.

      Peron didn’t appreciate the pressure of the Americans, demanding that he take sides, so he had invited anyone to come to Argentina. The Pope had created his ratlines to get some of the worst scum out of Europe, but that one was a fascist sympathizer at best, and more likely an active participant.

      Millions of dead would never see justice, unless Sasha delivered some measure for them.

      He looked at the night sky and nodded. Clear and warm, though cooling as fall began to take hold. Moscow would be in spring, but he doubted that to be an image he could enjoy for years.

      But he had accepted his role as Vengeance Personified, however much it also meant exile.

      “Two, this is One,” he said into the radio. “We’re ready.”

      American kit. Portable. Sufficient range for this, and able to connect to Five overhead.

      “One, go ahead,” Vanya replied. “We’re standing by. No change in target.”

      Sasha nodded and slipped the device into Ilya’s demolition bag for now. The man had a Thompson submachine gun, that American weapon that helped disguise the Soviet origins of Sasha’s team. But then, the Americans had armed the world to stop fascism, and all of his people were familiar with US gear.

      Sasha drew his Shanxi Type 17 pistol, an oversized copy of the old Mauser C96 broomhandle, redesigned in matching .45 caliber by Chinese warlord Yan Xishan during their Civil War, now almost won by Mao. Better stopping power at short range, and Sasha doubted the need to ever take a shot at five hundred meters.

      He turned to Nikon and noted that that one had drawn a weapon he called a rochin. Okinawan, apparently. Sixty-some centimeters of dowel rod with a diamond-shaped metal blade the size of Sasha’s hand at one end. Able to stab, slash, or merely stun someone as circumstances demanded.

      Sasha had seen the man do slow dance forms with it. Like sword fighting, but not the gentlemanly dueling the French or Germans did on a long rug. Brutal and deadly. Back alley stuff.

      Just the sort of thing that Sasha might need tonight.

      “Nikon, you lead,” he said, following the silent ghost out of the dark brush that had concealed them ere now.

      The compound had a wall around it. Old. Adobe over stone. Two and a half meters tall. Enclosing perhaps two hectares of buildings and courtyards inside.

      More a statement of purpose than a true defense, as it had sheds and outbuildings that came close enough that they could be used to get over the wall, in addition to several small gates around the sides for gardeners and servants to access the grounds.

      Nikon led them to one of the huts, added later and rough-sided enough to climb. He went up the wood and peeked over the wall. Sasha had chosen a dark corner, away from where servants and residents lived, near the garage where several trucks and cars were stored, with more parked outside.

      “Clear, sir,” Nikon whispered.

      Ilya handed him up a rope that had been tied to a nearby tree, in case they needed to climb back out this way later, though there were two gates close enough. And he could always steal a truck and drive through those flimsy barriers if he had to.

      Nikon tossed it over, then followed. Sasha went up and looked in, but it didn’t appear to have changed at all from pictures taken before.

      Over and down, he landed next to Nikon, behind the fender of a Ford sedan. The building remained dark where he could see it, with little external compound lighting on this side. Ilya joined them a moment later in a small puff of dust.

      Sasha studied the scene, then pointed.

      “That door, I think,” he ordered.

      Nikon rose and slipped along, stick low to his side where it could flash up and block or strike with equal effectiveness. Sasha had seen it happen. He trailed the man to the small door beside the wider garage door, pistol in hand again and ready for trouble. Ilya followed silently.

      Nikon leaned into the door and shoved, but it hadn’t been locked, an oversight that they might come to regret later.

      Inside it was pitch black, broken only by what little light entered via a pair of high windows.

      Ilya closed the door after they entered, and Sasha pulled a small flashlight from his belt, shining it around the bay to reveal the big Mercedes with the top down. Not a staff car as the Nazis had done them, but a distant cousin. Tools nearby. Spare tires. Jumpsuits for mechanics.

      No people, which was all he cared about.

      Sasha nodded, then followed Nikon to the inner door. Past this, a kitchen, according to reports from spies and visitors that had been passed back to Sasha. Then space for storage and entertaining, with servants at the far end of the ground floor and his target upstairs.

      As outside, the inner door was unlocked, the residents secure in their compound and reputation. Nasty Germans who would brook no interference from others.

      Sasha didn’t care. He was on a mission. Several, in fact, but they all met at the same location.

      A dead man.

      The hallway was only dimly lit. A rug down the center and wood revealed on the sides. Art that was too dark to see more than lighter and darker bits as they passed.

      Nikon made no sound. Sasha made little. Only Ilya, and that less than a cat might.

      Kitchen on the right as they approached. Light suddenly appeared, then disappeared a moment later as the sound of a refrigerator door opening and closing became obvious.

      Nikon had frozen. Sasha nodded the man forward, himself and Ilya waiting in the hallway.

      Nikon vanished into an open archway without a sound. Then a crack, as the wooden handle of a rochin on a hard skull, followed by a body collapsing to the ground.

      Sasha flowed quickly into the room, finding an unconscious man in nicer clothes. Too young to be his target, though, when Nikon turned the face up.

      “Dead?” Sasha whispered.

      “Merely out,” Nikon replied. “What are your orders?”

      “Tie him up and gag him for now,” Sasha decided. “Employee who shouldn’t have to face terminal sanctions for his employer.”

      After all, Sasha walked a thin ledge. At the end of the day, he was an assassin still secretly working for the GRU. The Party itself. Punishing Stalin’s foes.

      And the enemies of civilization itself, considering where he was tonight.

      Innocents should be protected as much as possible.

      If possible.

      Nikon worked quickly while Ilya watched the hall and Sasha listened to the silence of the building, settling as the evening cool set in.

      Then they were up and in the hallway again.

      Nikon paused, pointing at the staircase across and up. Sasha nodded, then gestured Ilya to keep watch from here with his machinegun. As planned, so that they could retreat without being cut off if necessary.

      Up, Sasha followed the other man to a landing and then the second floor, where he turned and looked both ways. Narrower up here than on the ground floor. Same hardwood floors with a rug down the middle. Doors both directions, about half of them open. All dark.

      Unlike many mansions or palaces, the master of the home was in the center of the back, where he had a view of the deep gardens. Sasha had decided against approaching from that side, because there were lights on back there much of the time. He assumed that his target would pull the curtains to sleep. Or have a mask that blinded him.

      Something.

      Double doors directly across. Dark underneath. Closed. Presumably not locked, but Nikon could force them quietly. Or Sasha could kick them in.

      He was not feeling benevolent tonight. Even after saving a man who might be a cook.

      No, not after hearing how Dornberger had dealt with the slaves that had built his launch platforms for the V-2 rockets. Murdered them all when the project was complete, in order to keep his secrets. Same for the Dutch women he had forced into prostitution, murdering them then bringing in more every two weeks during the construction.

      Silence, bought with blood. If the General himself was safe in American hands, his overseers hadn’t all made it to America. Tonight, Sasha could almost hear the ghosts crying out to him in their rage.

      Still, this had to be done in silence, lest he have to fight his way out afterwards. Most of the people in the compound were probably innocent, save his target. Servants and employees ignorant of the man’s crimes didn’t deserve to suffer his fate, which was why Sasha hadn’t chosen to bomb the place instead.

      He drew a breath and again looked both ways before nodding Nikon into motion and preparing to open fire on moment or sound.

      The man slipped silently across the hall and tested the handle, nodding over his shoulder. Sasha rose and crossed, following him into an antechamber of some sort as Nikon opened it. A place for servants or guests to wait their master’s emergence.

      Sasha closed the door and listened, hearing a hard sawing of an overweight man snoring from the next room. Good enough.

      Nikon slipped up and looked in, pausing to check both sides before entering. Sasha followed his Shanxi into the chamber.

      Bedroom. Lit by a small light on a bedside table. One man asleep with an eyemask. No wife or mistress present, but nobody had been certain if Herr Oberst Achterberg had either.

      Richly decorated room, as might befit a retired Luftwaffe Colonel hiding in South America with the looted goods of a dozen countries. Sasha had been instructed to keep watch for certain things by Colonel Nazarenko, but tonight that was not high on his list. The important wealth would either be in the manor house itself, or stored in a bank’s safety deposit box somewhere. Possibly Switzerland, since those parasites cared not a fig for good nor evil if there was profit to be made.

      Sasha approached the bed, with the fat mountain of a man sawing lustily at his logs.  Eyemask or not, Oberst Achterberg matched the pictures Sasha had been given.

      The Pimp of Saint-Omer.

      Sasha nodded and pulled a silence from his holster, screwing it onto the barrel of the Shanxi. The .45 cartridge could be made subsonic, but he’d brought standard ammunition tonight. The silencer would reduce that explosion to a loud sneeze at any distance.

      Good enough. Except that those ghosts calling out for blood demanded their moment.

      Sasha pointed the weapon at the sleeping man and
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