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SHADOWS OF THE PAST




			

			It was another busy day at the War Department. The room buzzed with the sound of muted conversations and typewriters clacking like dozens of other postwar offices in Washington, D.C. A dozen young women sat in neat rows going through stacks of papers, taking down information and transferring it to files for research later. 

			The sudden sound of a phone ringing broke the monotonous clicking of keys. The lady sitting closest to it rose quickly and picked up the receiver. “Petroleum Department, Miss Reed speaking.”

			Gabrielle DuMond brushed her brunette hair out of her eyes and glanced up to see that Lucy had answered the office phone. Her friend got a strange look on her face and then turned toward Gabrielle.

			“Gabrielle? There’s a phone call for you.”

			Gabrielle looked up from the notes and smiled at her coworker. “For me?”

			The young woman smiled at her and then pointed over her shoulder at the door at the end of the room. “Don’t be on too long. Mr. Harris doesn’t like us taking personal calls at work.”

			Gabrielle winked conspiratorially and walked over to the phone. “Gabrielle DuMond. May I help you?”

			“Your car has a stuck carburetor. You’ll need to come to the garage so we can discuss the price.”

			Gabrielle recognized the code words but kept her face impassive. “That’s most unfortunate. What time should I swing by?”

			“The sooner, the better, I’d say, Miss. This is going to be a complicated job.”

			“Very well. I’ll be there as soon as I can.”

			

			The line went dead, and Gabrielle hung up the phone. “Lucy, I’m afraid I’m going to have to leave. Can you please let Mr. Harris know I’ll—”

			“Let me know what?”

			Gabrielle knew she should have glanced around first. Her boss had an annoying habit of just appearing like a ghost the moment his name was mentioned. She turned and put on her best damsel-in-distress look, knowing he saw himself as a father figure to all the young women who worked in his department. “Mr. Harris, my garage called. They need me to come down to discuss some repairs. I was just about to clock out. Obviously, I’ll make up my time later.”

			Mr. Harris’s red face reflected the expression so commonly seen on middle managers across the U.S. government. “You were just going to clock out? And why do you need to go down there?”

			Gabrielle looked up at him, all wide-eyed innocence. “But, Mr. Harris, you’ve impressed on us so much that we absolutely must keep any personal calls to a bare minimum. Why, this call could have taken up to a half hour to resolve. I just didn’t feel it was appropriate to tie up one of our main lines that long. Has your policy changed?”

			Harris realized everyone was looking at him and adjusted his tie nervously before responding. “No. No, Miss DuMond, I think you made a very responsible decision. Of course, I’ll approve this absence . . . just as long as you make up the time, like you said.”

			“Certainly, sir.”

			“Very well.” Harris glanced around the room. “All right, ladies, back to work. Those reports aren’t going to write themselves.”

			Harris beat a hasty retreat to his office and the young women tried to keep their giggling as soft as they could. Gabrielle grabbed her hat and purse and made a beeline for the door. A few minutes later, she exited the Munitions Building, looking out on the National Mall, and hurried over to the curb where a Yellow Cab waited. 

			

			“Miss DuMond?”

			“Yes.”

			The cabbie didn’t say anything else and opened the rear door for her. As soon as the cab began moving, dark windows rose, cutting off the view of the passenger compartment from anyone glancing in from outside. Twenty minutes later, the cab crossed the bridge going from Washington into Alexandria, Virginia, and then continued into the Virginia farmlands west of the capital. The cab pulled into a large estate and rolled up to the front door. When the shaded windows came down, the brunette office worker was gone and a red-haired woman dressed in an expensive skirt, blouse, and jacket with matching hat and purse allowed herself to be assisted from the car.

			“Thanks, Tony.”

			The cabbie grinned. “Anytime, Miss Espionage. Big case?”

			“You probably know more about it that I do.”

			“Pfeah,” he muttered, scuffing his toe like a little kid who’d been caught in the cookie jar. “I just go and fetch people. They never let me in on the big stuff.”

			“Trust me, you probably sleep better. Be good and stick around. I may need you.” She gave him a pat on the shoulder before going inside. She had to show her identification to guards outside, just inside, and at the top of the second-floor landing before being escorted to a door at the end of the hall. She punched in the code and with a buzz, the door opened, allowing her in. A secretary pointed to a door with frosted glass. “He’ll be with you in one minute.”

			“This better be damn important, Diana. I spent a lot of time getting the Gabrielle persona down. What’s going to happen to her?”

			Diana Petermann gave her a somber look. “Tragic automobile accident. Hit by a drunk driver while on the bridge crossing the Potomac going toward Virginia. Car won’t be found for several days, and you’ll be declared another victim to the vice of alcohol. Body must have been taken by the current. If we need to, they’ll eventually discover a woman’s body many miles downriver after the crabs have found it.” Diana suppressed a shiver at the thought and then shifted in her seat to face Miss Espionage better. “Were you making any headway?”

			

			“A few hints, but I think we can take Jonathan Harris off our list as possible suspects. He’s not the guy passing the info about oil reserves to the Soviets. I’m not sure where the leak is yet, but I’d say it was more likely in the research office.”

			“I’ll pass that along. Ah, I hear them breaking up.”

			The glass door opened and two older men in uniform came out with a younger man in civilian attire escorting them. “We’re in agreement, gentlemen. I’m going to assign my best people to investigate this. We’ll keep you up to date as information comes in.”

			One of the older men turned to him with a fierce look on his face. “You’d better, McGurk. Harry may have decided to put Hillenkoetter in charge of the agency, but I haven’t forgotten how to run missions. I’ve got connections all over Europe and Asia. Something big is happening and if you can’t handle it, I’ll take care of it.”

			“Don’t worry, sir. If we learn anything, you’ll be among the first to know.”

			“I’d better be.” The old man paused and then his face softened before he shook the younger man’s hand. “Well, good hunting, McGurk. I look forward to meeting the men you’re putting on the job.”

			McGurk smiled broadly. “We’ll schedule something soon. Thanks, General Donovan.”

			Miss Espionage watched as the older man maneuvered through the room like a battleship moving out to face a rival and disappeared through the door. Toby McGurk waited until he was safely gone before running a hand down his face in exasperation. “I don’t know how he does it, but that man has sources I’d love to track down. I swear he knows about things before I do—and he’s retired.”

			Miss Espionage smiled at Toby. “He’s not known as ‘Wild Bill’ Donovan for nothing, Toby. We had extensive files on him back during the war. While the Office of Strategic Services was never quite as professional as the British Special Operations Executive, the OSS was in some ways more of a threat because we never could anticipate what General Donovan might come up with. I take it his presence here has something to do with your call to me?”

			

			“It does and if you’ll follow me . . . ?”

			She rose and followed Toby through his office door, giving Diana a quick wave. Toby walked through his office to the far wall and pressed a knot in the wood paneling. A section of the wall slid in and back, exposing a door with a cipher lock. Toby punched in the code and pushed the door open, revealing a large room with several people working at desks within. 

			They moved through this room, greeting the analysts who were preparing reports, probably for the president’s daily briefing, and stepped into another office just beyond. Toby motioned her to a comfortable chair near his desk and then slumped down into his own executive chair, resting his chin on his hands. 

			“Wow, General Donovan must have put you through the wringer. You look like you just got back from your physical fitness test.”

			“General Donovan is the least of my worries currently, Klara. At least, I’m reasonably sure he’s on our side.”

			Miss Espionage frowned. Toby had used her real name, Klara Zelle, which was never a good sign. She knew he must be good and spun up if he let that slip. As the daughter of Margaretha Zelle, better known to the world as Mata Hari, she had been raised by her German spymaster and trained since she was a small child in the arts of seduction and espionage. Only a few people in the world knew she had fled Germany after the end of the Second World War and taken up the mantle of Miss Espionage to make amends. 

			“Maybe if you told me what was bothering you, Toby, we could find a way to make both Wild Bill and you happy. There’s no way you’d be this upset if it was just the usual Soviet moles or war profiteers we’ve been up against so far.”

			Toby took a deep breath to settle himself. “This could be the biggest case the International Counter-Spy Organization has ever faced. It’s a two-pronged issue. The more straightforward issue is that Germans are disappearing underneath the noses of the occupying forces. Not just wealthy or politically connected, but everyday people—technicians, doctors, machinists, chemists, many experts in their fields.”

			

			Klara took a deep breath and stared up at a map of occupied Germany Toby had on his wall. The lines dividing her homeland into the different occupation zones resembled scars after an operation, but this wasn’t the time to get homesick. “There always was a plan if defeat was inevitable to exfiltrate as many people as possible and move to new locations around the globe. Regroup, watch, and wait for the right time to establish the Fourth Reich.”

			“You’d think they’d have had their fill of this master-race nonsense after the pasting they took in the war.”

			“That’s because you surround yourself with open-minded people, Toby. The National Socialist regime in Germany drew from a wide swath across the people. Not all were foaming-at-the-mouth fanatics like Hitler and Himmler. Some fanatics are quite cold-blooded and calculating. You’d never have known they were true believers until it was too late.”

			She paused, remembering some of the parties and meetings she had attended before pushing on. “The main reason the Allies did as well as they did was because Admiral Canaris was actively sabotaging the Abwehr. Trust me, there was a solid group who, while not loyal to Hitler, were quite loyal to Germany. I easily can believe there’s a movement afoot to reestablish themselves somewhere—whether in South America, Africa or South Asia, I can’t say—but that’s where I’d start looking.”

			Toby reached over and picked up his pipe, tapping it against his palm before opening a drawer to pull his tobacco pouch out. Klara could see a dozen thoughts forming and being filed away as he mechanically loaded his pipe and held the match to the bowl, so she waited until he was ready to continue. 

			“That will be one of the questions we need you to find an answer to when you return to Europe.”

			

			Klara smiled bitterly. “Toby, you and I both know there are only about seven people in the world who know I’m still alive and even fewer who know I work for you. If word gets out, the operative phrase used in your movies would be ‘Wanted—Dead or Alive . . . preferably dead.’ I’d prefer the dead over being caught by the NKVD. The Soviet secret police doesn’t pay attention to niceties.”

			Toby nodded but pointed the well-chewed end of his pipe at her. “I’m aware of the risks, but you’re the only person who has the contacts to the bottom of this. We’ve identified over fifty people who’ve vanished in the past month alone, and God only knows how many managed to slip away before we knew to start looking. For all we know, they’re reaching the end of their list, so we don’t have time to get someone else into the country and infiltrate the organization. We need someone who will be recognized and accepted with a minimum of suspicion.”

			“Toby, I’ve been out of circulation for over two years . . .”

			“And we’ll help you account for this time. We have a few pet Nazis who we’re keeping out of the Soviets hands who can vouch for what you’ve been doing and where you’ve been—with the right persuasion. We need you in Vienna as soon as possible. We’ve tracked some of the people there, but the trail goes absolutely cold after they arrive.”

			Klara took a quick breath before blurting out, “Vienna?”

			Toby nodded, exhaling a small cloud of smoke before continuing. “I believe you have worked in that city before.”

			Klara let a rare smile cross her lips. “I grew up there. My handlers wanted to expose me to a wider world, so I lived there before going to college at Oxford and doing my master’s degree at Vassar.”

			“Vassar?”

			“It’s good to see you can still be surprised. Vassar, Class of ’37. I graduated with my master’s at twenty-one, even though my papers said I was twenty-three. I was also working for the Abwehr while I was in college. German Intelligence had quite the dossier on the graduating classes at West Point from ’36 and ’39.”

			

			Toby shook his head. “I’ll pass on some notes to my counterpart at the Point. He might want to update his personal security plans to include cute coeds.”

			“I guarantee some of the young ladies dating your cadets speak perfectly good English when they’re not speaking Russian during their debriefings.”

			“I swear, if it’s not one headache it’s six new ones.” Toby paused a beat, then shook his head.” That’s a problem for another day. We need to insert you into Vienna so you can make contact with some of your former coworkers. However, that brings us to the second problem . . . the one thing that makes me hesitate to send you.”

			Klara’s internal alarm started ringing and her eyes narrowed. “And that would be . . . ?”

			“You’ve heard of Fraulein Doctor?”

			Klara felt the tension leave her body. “Annabelle? Of course I’ve heard of her. She was one of the greatest German spies in the Great War and a good friend of my mother’s. I started my training under her, but she retired from fieldwork before the war. The high command put her in charge of the best analytic team we had and on occasion she still trains elite spies, if they catch her eye. We worked together many times.”

			“Yes, your initial debriefs mentioned your relationship. We believe she’s one of the major players in Vienna. There’s a good chance she’s the reason we’ve failed to get any other agents into position. Still, we don’t think she’s detected our preparations to get you into Vienna so far.”

			“Don’t be too sure. Not much gets past her. Although Annabelle was never a member of the Nazi Party, once she left fieldwork it was more the excitement of outwitting someone that kept her in the game. If she’s involved, there’s a good chance I will be able to connect with the pipeline and find out who’s running it and why.”

			Klara noticed Toby was staring at her as if he was going to say something more, then his features shifted back into those of the no-nonsense boss she was more familiar with. “Klara, I can’t order you to do this because you’re not officially part of the ICSO. Hell, officially, you don’t even exist. I’ve run a dozen plans through my head since I heard about this fiasco, and this is the only one I can imagine succeeding. Besides, you heard Wild Bill. Word’s starting to get out and if I can’t fix it, he’s going to round up his old gang and have a go at it. I don’t even want to have to deal with the possible diplomatic fallout from that.”

			

			Klara could only imagine the hullabaloo if the press got a whiff of that. “That bad, eh?”

			“The worst. And there’s no use denying, it’s a bad deal all the way around. The second you get off the plane in Europe, you’re on your own. ICSO cannot risk tipping anyone you’re on our side. It’s a crappy job, but you’re the only person who could pull it off.”

			She stood next to the map, staring at a spot somewhere over Toby’s head before finally coming to a decision. “All right, Toby, when you put it that way, I can’t really say no. Besides,” she said, the hint of a smile forming on her lips, “if I pull this off, it’ll be the greatest coup of my entire career.”

			“I also have a small surprise for you. The kids in the lab have been working on something I think you’ll find rather interesting.”

			“Now, I’m officially worried.”
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			As she disappeared down the hall, Diane walked to the door and stuck her head in. “Did you tell her everything?”

			Toby picked up his pipe and glared at the cold bowl as if he’d been betrayed. “No. I didn’t have the heart. This is going to be a tough enough assignment as is. If she knew the whole truth about Fraulein Doctor, I was afraid she’d lose her focus. On this assignment, she can’t afford any mistakes. With luck, she’ll never need to know.”

			“And if she finds out?”

			Toby stared at the ceiling. “If she survives, you may need to arrange my funeral . . . and I won’t blame her a bit.”
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			The airliner taxied to a stop at Tulln Airport near the terminal. Miss Espionage waited patiently as people jostled each other to retrieve their luggage and make their way forward as soon as the stewardess had opened the cabin door. She let a young man help her out of her seat and unsteadily made her way forward with her small case clutched in her hands. The stewardess smiled at her and assisted her onto the stairway that had been rolled up to the plane. One of the Air France workers helped her down the stairs and escorted her to the terminal doors.

			“You are certain you’ll be all right, Madame Bissonette?”

			“My young man, one does not get to be seventy-two and survive two wars by being fragile. I appreciate your assistance, but I can make it from here.”

			The young man smiled to humor her obvious frailness. “As you wish, Madame. If you need anything, Air France stands by to attend your every need.”

			“Merci. However, there is something you could help me with. Could you have my luggage brought to the St. Mark’s hotel in Vienna. I’m afraid I’ll have trouble enough getting there without dealing with it.”

			The young man pulled out a pad of paper and copied down her information and a description of her luggage. She smiled and slipped him a small bundle of francs for his troubles. He tried gallantly to refuse it but quickly slipped it into his pocket. After making her way through the Customs area and having her visa stamped by both the French and the Soviet inspectors, she made her way to the cab stand out front. 

			It didn’t take her long to notice the Soviets agents busily examining the incoming passengers against a photo sheet. Those weren’t the ones who worried her. It was the ones she couldn’t spot immediately that concerned her. Tulln Airport was deep in the Soviet Occupation Zone and if something went wrong, no one would ever know what happened to her. 

			

			After a short wait, one of the cabbies came over to her. “Where would you like to go, ma’am?”

			She noted his British accent and smiled up at him. In halting English, she gave him the address of the St. Mark’s and the driver held the door while she climbed in. They left the airport and took a long, circuitous route before they reached Vienna. The driver tried to make small talk, but Miss Espionage only said a few things in French and kept her eyes focused on the scenery and he eventually gave up. She had moved to where she could glance at his side mirrors and didn’t spot anyone following them, which was a good sign. After almost a half hour, they finally reached the outskirts of Vienna and another ten minutes of dodging traffic brought her to the steps of the St. Mark’s.

			The cabbie hopped out and got the door for her. After settling the bill, he started toward the driver’s side but stopped and doubled back. “I don’t know what’s going on, ma’am, but do be careful and always have your papers on you here in Vienna. The occupation forces are supposed to be cooperating with each other, but the Russians . . . well, they’ve been a lot thicker over here in the British sector than usual. They’re not supposed to be walking around without one of our blokes with them, but that ain’t never stopped them before. I don’t think there’ll be any trouble but be sure to have your papers. Even your age isn’t a guarantee there won’t be trouble.”

			“Why, thank you, young man. I appreciate your concern, but why do you think to tell me that? I’m just visiting my son. I can’t imagine anyone noticing me.”

			The cabbie shrugged his shoulders. “Honestly, I’m not sure why I brought it up. Might be because there were so many Russian cops at the airport. Something’s got them stirred up. Me? I just drive a cab and try to stay out of trouble. Well, enjoy your visit.”

			Miss Espionage watched him drive off and made a mental note to change hotels as soon as her baggage arrived. The cabbie could have been one of Toby’s men or it could have been a simple coincidence. In her business, though, coincidences almost never happen. She checked in and left word with the concierge her baggage would be arriving shortly and went to her room.

			

			After securing her door and ensuring no one could see through the windows, she turned her attention to her small carry-on bag. Setting everything inside on her bed, she removed her wristwatch and popped the back off, revealing a small key. The key fit into a concealed hole in the corner of her bag and with a twist, the false bottom came free. She eased out her Walther PPK and checked it over. Once certain it was fully functional, she strapped a holster to her upper thigh and fixed it into place before slipping in the small automatic. 

			She examined herself in the mirror and made sure it was well hidden in the folds of her dress. There was a small slit held in place by a string allowing easy access to the gun in case of emergency. She also slipped a pearl bracelet on her wrist and examined it closely. Without a microscope, it was impossible to spot the seams in the two biggest pearls, where an explosive had been inserted. Toby swore this new formula contained enough power to open most locked doors but was quiet enough to not be heard more than ten feet away. She hadn’t tried them yet, but the boys in the lab were known for making interesting toys. 

			Klara had just put everything away when a knock at her door announced the arrival of her luggage. She tipped the porter generously and began setting up her gear. It was obvious the customs personnel had given her bags a thorough search, even though everything was still neatly folded. She ensured she hadn’t acquired any listening or tracking devices before she pulled out her watch key again and opened the false sides on her steamer trunk. 

			On one side were other items that she might find useful while she was in Vienna. The other side contained the most ridiculous outfit she’d ever seen. Toby and she had argued for several hours after he showed it to her, but he kept referring to other mystery men and women who’d been active in the United States, Europe, and the Pacific theater of the war. 

			

			“Toby, you have got to be kidding,” she’d said. “It’s a swimsuit with boots, a half cape, a beret, and a mask. How is that not going to bring attention to me?”

			“And that’s the whole point, Klara. They’re going to be staring at the outfit, not your face. They’re going to wonder who the new mystery woman is. Then when you show up in civilian clothing, no one’s going to pay attention to you. Unless you really want to spend the rest of your life wearing makeup and false wigs. Face it, it’s tough to keep coming up with new looks for you just here in the D.C. area.”

			“But, Toby, espionage means not being noticed. I can’t wear this and not be noticed. Besides, I’d freeze to death.”

			“The outfit is made with the latest in ballistic cloth, so it’ll protect you against most small-arms fire. There’s a leather pouch you wear on the waist to carry any equipment you might need when you’re on assignment, and it makes it easier for you to get to your weapons. Think of it as a modern version of your mother’s gear.”

			“No offense, Toby, but my mother was an exotic dancer in Paris. She wore normal clothing around town.”

			“And did anyone recognize her as the fabulous Mata Hari when she was in mufti?”

			“I was fifteen months old when she was executed, but I guess you have a point there. All right, for this mission I’ll go along with this insanity, but if it doesn’t work, I’m never getting in it again.”

			“Deal.”

			Klara held up the one-piece outfit and modeled it in the mirror, staring at it in disbelief. Deal? I should have my head examined to agree with this. Muttering softly, she consolidated the important items into her small bag and the other clothing from the secret compartment into her suitcase. Everything else was shoved into the steamer trunk, which was then secured with a lock. 

			After dinner, once darkness had settled over Vienna, she set to work with her makeup kit. The gray-haired grandmother who’d checked into the hotel was now a middle-aged woman with black hair. Once she’d repacked everything, she eased out of the window onto the fire escape, then cautiously lowered her baggage down to the back alley with a rope. Reaching the ground, she maneuvered through several alleys until she came out onto a major thoroughfare and walked over to the nearest cabstand. 

			

			A short ride brought her to the Hotel Sacher, which was on the other side of the British zone. Inside, she identified herself as Mrs. Anthony Mabry of New York City and that she had a reservation. The clerk called over one of the British MPs, who reviewed her papers before escorting her past several offices commandeered by the British Occupation Forces to the elevators. He informed her that she had full run of the lobby and bar area and her floor, but the first five floors were off-limits. 

			She went to her room to secure her luggage and then returned downstairs to visit the bar, where she had a martini and made small talk with the bartender. Having established herself as a lonely widow who’d decided to get away from her deceased husband’s greedy relatives, she got some change and went to the lobby phones, where she placed two phone calls and then returned to her room, to get the first good rest she’d had since Toby had called her four days earlier.
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			She was enjoying her breakfast and the morning newspaper when the phone in her room rang. She picked it up carefully. “Mrs. Mabry, speaking.”

			A voice with a hint of a German accent spoke. “Oh, I am so sorry. I was looking for Lorelei. They must have patched me through to the wrong room.”

			“Don’t worry about it. I’m sure it happens all the time.”

			“More than it used to. Sorry to bother you. Good-bye.”

			There was a click as her caller hung up and then a softer click. So, someone at the switchboard was listening in, but for which side? Klara set the phone back on the receiver and glanced at the clock. Lorelei was one of her former code names when she was working in the Abwehr. The second line contained ten words, so that meant she was to be on the street at 10 a.m. She wasn’t sure how they’d contact her, but she knew they would.

			

			At 9:50, the elevator deposited her in the lobby, and she walked across the marble floors until she spotted a redheaded soldier with an MP band on his arm. She put on her most innocent smile. “Excuse me, but could you tell me how to get to the Vienna Opera House?”

			“Excuse me, ma’am?”

			She could tell he was from somewhere in Scotland and that she’d completely flustered him with her question. “The Opera House. Surely even soldiers get to go out once and a while?”

			“Ma’am, I don’t know if you’ve noticed or not, but this is an occupied town in a former war zone. We’ve been a bit busy trying to keep law and order in this area. So, you’ll pardon me if I make a lousy tour guide.”

			“But Officer—”

			“Sergeant. Sergeant Ian MacDougall, ma’am.”

			“Excuse me, Sergeant. I’m not asking you to take me. Can you just point me in the right direction? After all, I’ve walked around Manhattan enough times, I’m certain Vienna can’t be much worse.”

			“Coo, what lasses are they sending us these days? Ma’am, you don’t seem to understand. Vienna is divided into different occupation zones. It’s tough enough getting around when you know where you’re going. Please, if you insist on touring the city, take a cab.”

			She let out a long sigh as if exasperated by the sergeant’s behavior. “Very well, but I’m perfectly capable of taking care of myself.”

			“Save me from Americans,” he said, escorting her to the entrance to the hotel. “Please use the cabs, ma’am. They can use the business, and I won’t have to bail you out from some other sector’s jail.”

			“I appreciate your sentiment, Sergeant MacDougall, even if I disagree with your methods. Very well. I shall use the cabs.” 

			Satisfied that if anyone asked, she was safely on her way to the Opera House, a place she’d spent enough time in to describe it blindfolded, she left the hotel at ten on the dot and walked down to the cabstand. She passed the first couple of cabbies who offered her a ride, enjoying the cloudless day and the warmth of the sun reflecting off the buildings. 

			

			Another cabbie approached her. “Ride, miss? We do a special tour along the Danube.”

			“Why yes. That sounds wonderful.”

			The cabbie held the door for her and then jumped into his seat. As the cab lurched forward, he turned the mirror so he could see her clearly. Once he had gotten into traffic, he began speaking in German. “You are taking quite a chance coming out this openly, Lorelei.”

			She kept her facial expression neutral and answered in German. “I am taking no chances. However, I do not answer to the messenger boy. When we arrive, then we will talk to the one who sent for me.”

			“Yes. Yes, you will.”

			The threat hung over the cab for the rest of the ride. After the cabbie had satisfied himself they were not being followed, he pulled up at the front of a warehouse and honked. The large doors rumbled open, and he pulled forward into the darkness. When they reached the middle of the room, a bright light turned on overhead, revealing the warehouse was empty except for the car. Klara glanced out the window and saw figures moving around on the catwalks above. Her hand rested lightly on her PPK, but she was there to talk, not get into a gunfight.

			The cabbie exited and opened the door for her. She stepped out and was directed to the side where a set of stairs led upward. When she reached the first landing, a voice came from above telling her to stop. She waited as a figure moved to the top of the stairs and the others moved to where they had a clear line of sight. The cabbie remained at the bottom of the stairs, effectively boxing her in.

			“So, you are Lorelei.”

			“So you say. I don’t know you.”

			Mirthless laughter rang down from above and the figure moved closer to her but stopped well short of where she stood. “Good. You don’t trust me. I don’t trust you, so we’re even. Where have you been the past eighteen months?”

			

			“Geneva, New York, Honolulu, and Paris,” she answered truthfully. 

			The figure paused before responding. “Geneva, I can understand, but why America?”

			“Can you think of a better place to hide than right under their noses? They were tearing up Europe looking for me. So, the best option was not to be here.”

			“But you are here now.”

			“I received word people with my ‘talents’ could be useful again. Only now, it’s a more lucrative profession. After all, a girl must eat.”

			“Some say it’s a more dangerous profession these days. Some of our former friends turn up in the river from time to time. When they turn up at all.”

			“So do some of our former enemies. But enough of this. You contacted me. If you don’t believe me, why did you respond to my call last night? You could have ignored me, and I would have left in a day or so to my next stop. Instead, you reached out to me.”

			“Because I am not stupid. If you are Lorelei, then you could be a great asset to us. If you are not, then we need to convince your superiors they are playing the game poorly.”

			Klara stared up at the shadowy figure. There was something in his accent and his shape that seemed familiar. “I can prove who I am, but I will not do it here in front of a bunch of stooges, Otto Piske. So, do we go somewhere and sit down like professionals, or do we keep playing cloak and dagger for the assembled audience?”

			The shadowy figure applauded as he moved to her landing. Otto Piske, a tall, blond man who looked like he stepped out of a German Army recruiting poster, smiled broadly as he stepped out of the shadows. “I should have never doubted it was you, Lorelei. When was the last time we saw each other?”

			“Amsterdam, January 1945. You had just eliminated that Dutch double agent, and I was moving toward Paris with the refugees to infiltrate U.S. High Command. I heard you were dead.”

			

			“I heard the same thing about you. Seems you just can’t believe anything you hear these days. Come, we will go to my office.”

			He took her by the elbow and guided her to the car after motioning to the assembled shadows above to leave. The cabbie climbed into his seat and once Otto and she were comfortable, he drove out of the warehouse toward the center of town.

			“As you can see, Vienna was spared the damage most German cities suffered. It should be back on its feet in no time. As a matter of fact, Vienna’s become quite a hub for importing and exporting things from both sides of the Occupation Zones. Seems the Russians have gotten a taste for decadent Western goods. Since they can’t officially buy them, well . . . let’s just say, there’s good money in becoming a procurer of these things.”

			“And the Americans, British, and French just let you do this?”

			“Of course not. They get their cuts too. That’s why prices are so high these days.” He inched closer to her. “But we’re not here to talk about my business.”

			“Actually, I think we are,” she said, scooting toward the far side and staring at him as if daring him to move closer. He shook his head sadly and inched back to his side of the cab before she continued. “I believe you when you say you’re importing and exporting things, but I don’t quite believe you’re only supplying the Russians with luxury items. Let me take that back. I believe that’s what you’re doing overtly. I’m more interested in what you’re covertly exporting these days.”

			He made a small choking noise. “Lorelei, I think you have me all wrong.”

			“Do I? Then you can let me out at the next corner. Otherwise, quit talking nonsense. I have my reasons for asking.”

			Otto motioned toward the driver, who was pointedly acting like he wasn’t listening. “Let’s say I don’t discuss business details in automobiles or on the sidewalk. It’ll have to wait until I get to the office.”

			

			She settled back to wait. She’d met Otto a few times in the early days of the war. He’d been a firebrand then, fully devoted to the Party and the Führer. He never was much of an operative, but he was a whiz at getting equipment to people and recovering gear after it had been used. The ICSO had traced him to Vienna and if anyone was smuggling anything, Otto would be the first person they’d contact. 

			When they pulled up in front of a moving and storage company, she wasn’t surprised at all. Otto beamed as he pointed to the building. “See, I can be as legitimate as I want to be. I just don’t want to be very often. Markus, stay with the car. After we finish our business, you’ll need to take Mrs. Mabry back to her hotel.”

			Entering the building, they went into his inner office and Otto flipped on the lights. After checking around—no doubt to ensure nothing had been touched while he was out—he pushed a button on his desk and a section of the desktop slid back, revealing a thin map with lines etched on it in different colors.

			“You were asking about covert cargoes, Lorelei. It’s very simple. I help people get out of Germany, especially those whom other people would like to stay there. I don’t handle finding them or getting them to the rendezvous, that’s a different section’s responsibilities. What I do is get them out of Germany, process them, prepare them for travel, and then get them en route to the next location. Once they arrive, money appears in my bank account, and we secure the area for the next shipment. We leave nothing behind to tip anyone off, even the next set of cargo. That way, if anyone is ever caught, all they can do is name a barn or a warehouse where they were brought to or taken out of at night. It’s quite simple and efficient.”

			“I thought you’d be doing this for the future Reich,” she said, glancing at the map.

			“Oh, I am. I am. But, until it’s established, I have a business to run, employees to pay, police to bribe, taxes to file . . . It’s not easy to get the finer things of life in an occupation zone. With the right amount of money, anything is negotiable. Although, with your looks and skill, I doubt you’ve known a hungry day in your life.”

			

			Miss Espionage spun around and speared him with a look. “My personal life is none of your concern, Herr Piske. Ther’s no question you’ve done very well for yourself and the cause. I see these routes all wind up in Istanbul, and that we’re still taking advantage of Turkey’s fondness for Germany, but I never considered using it as a base for a comeback.”

			“Istanbul is just one part of the trip. I don’t know where they go from there, but Turkey isn’t as friendly a place as it was six years ago. The verdamnt Soviets have been putting pressure on Turkey and driving it right into the hands of the Americans. They’re as ham-handed as ever, so we must be circumspect to avoid drawing the American military’s attention, not to mention the French in Syria or the British in Iraq. But never fear, I have faith in my other companions who are responsible for the other stages.”

			“You were always the best procurer.”

			Otto preened at the compliment. “Yes, I was . . . and still am. That’s why I’m here. Trust me, getting people through the occupied zones in Germany and Austria and slipping them down the Danube right under the Russians’ noses is not a job for an amateur.” 

			There was a frantic knocking at the office door, and Markus called out, “Otto, something’s going on. Two jeeps full of Soviet MPs pulled up just outside and they’re heading this way.”

			“Don’t those Bolsheviks ever give up? Are there Americans?”

			“I didn’t see any. We have to go. Now.”

			Otto pointed to a door in the back of his office. “Go. I’ll be right behind you.”

			Miss Espionage moved to the door and eased it open, exposing a small alley leading to a gate at the far end. A glance over her shoulder revealed Otto closing the desktop and then pushing the pen and pencil in the set level with the desktop. As he ran to the escape route, she heard the front door crash open and the sound of submachine guns. Otto slammed the door shut behind him and rushed toward the other end of the alley.

			

			“What about Markus?”

			“What about him? Now run or you can find out what happened to him yourself.”

			When they opened the gate, two things happened almost simultaneously: the door behind them flew open, and a huge explosion shot a fireball into the air. They dove into the rustic garden as flames danced behind them. 

			“What in the hell was all that?” Klara asked once the ringing in her ears subsided.

			Otto got off the ground, brushing the dust and ash off himself. To her amazement, he sounded blasé about the entire incident. “Occupational hazard, I’m afraid. Let’s just say I occasionally have unsatisfied customers. Seems that group discovered those nylons I sold them were cheap imitations. Luckily, that was only one of my offices. I move every so often to avoid little incidents like that.”

			“No, I mean that explosion!” she clarified in exasperation.

			“Ah, Soviet plastic explosives. I trade them stuff, they trade me stuff. The Soviets aren’t subtle like the British. They like big explosions. Still, it gets the job done. I have all my offices set up to destroy all evidence if discovered. It’s just good business practice.” 

			He led her through the garden and into an abandoned office building. She heard fire trucks’ sirens rushing toward the scene of the explosion, but he placed a hand on her arm and nonchalantly walked out the front door and down the street. He opened the door to a car and ushered her inside.

			“You’ve seen what I’m up to, Lorelei. This shows my good faith. Now, we’re going to go talk to some other people who’ve also taken an interest in why you’ve come to Vienna. I certainly hope you prove your good faith to them. They’re much less trusting than I am, even with an old compatriot.”
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			Klara heard footsteps moving closer to her as she sat in the darkness. Otto had made a phone call and then taken her to a farmhouse a few miles outside Vienna. Once there, he tied her to a chair and placed a hood over her head. That had been over three hours ago, and her arms and legs were numb from sitting unmoving for so long. She’d heard people coming and going, but no one had spoken or approached her since she’d arrived.

			Suddenly, there was movement behind her and the hood was snatched roughly off. Before she could react, a bright light flashed into her eyes. She instinctively tried to raise her hands to block the light before remembering they were still securely tied to the chair. Squinting, she was able to make out two dark shapes, one on either side of the light. She smelled strong cigarette smoke and knew whoever was across from her was smoking a European brand. 

			After a minute, the large figure to the right spoke and she recognized his Bavarian accent as soon as he spoke. “Ah, Lorelei. The years have been good to you. The last time I saw you was in 1940.”

			She thought hard for a moment and finally placed the voice. “Baron Emil von Kruger. I hate to disagree with you,” she said, “but it was April 1942 in Berlin when we last saw each other. You’d just returned from Vilnius.”

			A soft chuckle escaped von Kruger. “Your memory is as good as I remember. There are many who wondered what happened to you after the war. Your departure was rather . . . sudden.”

			“Just because few knew what I looked like did not mean no one did. In my position, I felt it was best to remove myself from harm’s way.”

			She heard the rustling of paper beyond the burning light. “Yet, you are here now?”

			“I still have contacts in Europe. I’ve heard a snippet here, a careless word there, and thought my talents might be useful. Same thing I told Otto when I met him. Nothing has changed in the past four hours.”

			The other figure rose and moved to the left, out of Klara’s sight. That person worried her more than von Kruger, but secured as she was, there was little she could do about it. The room remained silent except for the faint sound of footsteps behind her, almost as if both von Kruger and she were waiting for the other to make the next sound. She tried to pick out any details of the room, but the lights were too bright. 

			

			Finally, von Kruger let out a deep sigh. “We don’t know what your sources have told you, but our sources say very little about you. You vanished in early 1945 and now you just turn up here in the middle of a project we’ve gone to great lengths not to advertise.”

			He paused and clucked his tongue against the inside of his cheek. “Tsk, I hope you can appreciate why some suggested we eliminate you immediately. Others suggested we do so after we dig your secrets out of you.” He shook his head sadly. “Obviously those people never met you before. A small but influential faction, of which I am one, suggests we take advantage of this windfall. Luckily for you.”

			 She’d heard more believable used-car salesmen back in the States
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