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    I dedicate this book to my Lord; any skills or creativity I have are a gift from Him.
 
I especially thank Brenda Rudolph, who is a good enough friend that she reminded me why and how I was writing books.
 
I also want to thank all my readers and friends who tolerated my constant offering of Covers. I have incorporated and developed many of your suggestions.
 
Thank you, Broni, my long-suffering wife, adviser, and editor. While all those processes are slightly painful at times, this has been invaluable.

      

    


TERROR IN MY HEART






A President has been assassinated, a Prime Minister has been murdered. Who is next? Steve Wallace comes up against an international Assassin and the confrontation might costs Steve everything he loves.
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Grief never ends.... But it changes. It's a passage, not a place to stay. Grief is not a sign of weakness, nor a lack of faith.... 
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I acknowledge that any gifts, skills or creativity I have come from God blessing me with them.

Thank you to Broni my wife who travels with me into places that have a reputation and sometimes the potential for being dangerous. My companion through life as well, putting up with my being distracted when in her company and spending hours locked up in my office. Thank you Hon for all your hours of editing and convincing me to make valuable changes, (another demonstration of her bravery). A life partner who puts up with me sitting facing the door in restaurants and searching for secondary and tertiary exits.

On this novel I especially want to thank Brenda Rudolph who is a good enough friend to have reminded me why I write and how to do it better. 

I also want to thank Brenda's husband Ivan Rudolph an international author and blogger. He claims I'm the only Fiction author he reads, and that he loves my books. I value their friendship, encouragement and qualified contribution to my work.

Thank you Gus and Judy over there in Florida I have valued and incorporated your advice in the designing of my Book Covers.

I also thank all the readers and friends who also contributed towards my design of this book's covers, I love the result.

OTHER BOOKS WRITTEN BY DAVE ADAMS

GENRE: MILITARY/ TERRORISM

TERROR in OUR HOMELAND 

What readers say!


●  Everything you look for in a great thriller; action packed, authentic and intense.




●  A compelling voice in action/thriller writing; characters are flawed but become real as every page makes them come alive.

●  Explodes on the pages, twists and turns that coax you onward. 

●  Highly engaging characters, heart stopping scenes that keep you reading into the night.




●  Authentic battle scenes from a soldier's perspective.



Linda Mapp


●  Scary to think that this sort of thing can actually happen. Captivating from beginning to end.


TERROR in PARADISE 

What readers say!


●  JUDY from Florida USA


This is Judy writing. I will be writing a review for you on Amazon about Terror in  Paradise.  I just finished reading the book last Friday.  Not only was it great to meet   you and Broni on our cruise but it was exciting to read your book!  I loved it.  I was   reading in the middle of the night. When Ramone got killed I had to wake Gus up   to discuss that chapter.  Your research for the book was amazing.  I learned a lot   about self defence, baddies, and  international antiques smuggling.  


Prudence Bessant


●  I love a mystery to be solved and plenty of intrigue and drama along the way, complete with an Australian hero in the essence of James Bond. I really enjoyed being taken to exotic locations and interesting details about smuggling and ancient artefacts. 






●  A book with a hero in the essence of an Australian James Bond. This was a thrilling  read with plenty of drama and suspense. A wonderful mystery to be solved and   intrigue along the way. Exotic locations and interesting details about smuggling and   ancient artefacts to inform the reader.







GUS HOUGH Florida USA.
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●  A terrific read! Can't wait for Adams' third novel. Both books blur the line between  fiction and (terrorist organization vs Australian security) non-fiction. Can't wait to see   what operation Steve Wallace gets into next. 

GENRE:  CRIME.  THE OTHER STOLEN GENERATIONS; A novel that takes you into the mind and world of the Paedophile and their Victims, and those who pursue them.

What readers say!

Ivan Rudolph (International Non-Fiction Author)

●  Well done tackling a fictional approach to raise awareness, Dave. Not a pleasant subject to have had to work in, on, or research.
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It all begins with Osama Bin Laden's ghost.

THE BLUE MOSQUE

ISTANBUL

––––––––
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The prayer room had one door and no windows, and, much to the discomfort of the F.S.B. director, there was no Western furniture. Instead, there were several prayer rugs and a few large cushions. This was the first time the Director had been outside mother Russia since he was a field agent. It made him anxious on many fronts, and he was vulnerable to attack away from his castle, like Moscow HQs. On top of that, his President could never find out about this trip; he longed for the stale and smoke-filled office he called home. There was one strange item in the prayer room: a screen similar to that found in a hospital ward or perhaps a dressing room in an off Broadway theatre. 

The voice that now came from behind that screen was somehow familiar. Maksimov had fought in Afghanistan initially as an Armoured Corps Officer and then in the more covert role of a KGB agent. As the man behind the screen began to speak, he recognised the familiar accent of a man born in Saudi Arabia, educated in the West, and having lived and fought for many years in the mountains of Afghanistan.

"Now, Aleksey, if you hire the Assassin Roza as I have suggested, the execution of the contract is a given. It will be done, inshallah. He has never failed," the anonymous voice behind the screen asserted. 

"Yes, well, we haven't believed in God for a long time, so if this contract is 'his will' as you suggest, it won't be my prayers that have caused it," the Russian F.S.B. Director stated, cringing because the man hiding behind the screen had used his first name.

The man behind the screen hated Russians. He had fought them for decades; they had killed many of his family and comrades. He hated their godlessness, arrogant world ambitions and corruption at every level. The man squirming uncomfortably on the Persian cushions symbolised all these characteristics. He despised him. However, he hated the evil American, the Great Satan even more, if that was possible. 

"We are well past debating faith or religion. Now you have the complete list of the HVTs I require, and in the spirit of a mutually beneficial partnership, I am happy to accept the order you desired for your purposes. The Russian President will go first as you wanted. Equal in importance to the mission, I must again emphasise the need for my involvement to be not just protected, but non-existent. I will leave the smoke screen to achieve that for you. I mean, you have to earn your twenty-five Million Dollar commission somehow," the smooth accented voice stated.

Thinking about the other twenty-five Million Dollars that the Russian Director was planning to hold back from the Assassin on top of his commission, he allowed himself a smile. 

"Of course, I appreciate the importance of that mission component. I am anxious to return to Russia; I have a meeting with this Roza in less than ten hours," the Director said as he attempted to shorten this meeting. Between the anxiety of being exposed, lack of civilised furniture and the fact that he was about five smokes in debit, he wanted out of there. Now, whether it was arrogance, some primal need for comfort and nicotine, or just an attempt to assert his usual status, the F.S.B. Director made the biggest mistake of his life. 

"You know, between having hundreds of millions of dollars and a hatred of Americans that is stronger than your hatred of me and my country, I think I might know who the mystery man behind the screen is. I never trusted Obama; here he was on TV celebrating the killing of Bin Laden. You don't have to believe in conspiracies to notice they shot the Target in the face and then quickly buried him at sea. I know they talked about a DNA match, but that's also easy to fake. You've gone awfully quiet behind there. Am I right?" the arrogant Russian asked.

"You have all you need; be on your way and be extremely careful," the cultured voice hissed. Bin Laden was astonished and had to admit impressed by this corrupt Intelligence Officer. His deductive powers were totally accurate, and to a terrorist leader such as Bin Laden, who had remained invisible and untraceable for so long, he was more than a little shocked at being identified. As brilliant as the Russian had demonstrated he could be, blurting out his deduction was incredibly stupid. Either way, he had signed his own Death Warrant.

Behind the screen, the older man turned to the one who had spoken to the stupid Russian and whispered, "I didn't believe it, but you were right. He actually believed that you were Osama bin Laden. For such a successful, devious man who has survived so long in this field, he is truly gullible."

As he turned his head slightly, the younger man's head and face caught a beam of sunshine falling through the intricate wooden privacy screens called Mashrabiya. The resemblance to the real Osama bin Laden was uncanny for anyone except perhaps the famous terrorist's son.
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A second chance to stop the nightmares.

THREE MONTHS EARLIER.

––––––––
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Another gritty gust heated somewhere in hell hit my face. I turned away by reflex even though I was wearing the latest ESS desert goggles favoured by all the US Marines in country. This Ahl Alqarya was pretty much the same as every desert village in the region. Except for the visitors expected the next day. Situated just near the Syrian border, it had been chosen to host some very special training. Forty-eight hours before, Australian Intel, based in neighbouring Iraq, had overheard some coms about the little get-together, and for some unknown reason, never to be known to mere grunts such as me, I had been sent in to crash the party. A Marine Osprey, those weird planes that can rotate their props and operate as a helicopter, had dropped me ten klicks east of the village under the cover of a moonless night. I had a bitch of a headache from the NVGs and had tripped more than a few times, but it was worth it to be able to see my way in the inky black.  

My SatNav told me that my new Forward Operating Base, FOB, for the next two days was over the next rise. I took a knee and allowed my breathing to quieten; I listened for anything out of the ordinary: a click, a metallic thunk, a rock kicked by a boot. All quiet. Like a good little boy, I told Mum how my walk was going. I had radioed Base each time I crossed the designated checkpoint. We had decided that my present Pos would be my last contact until my mission was completed. 

“Grandad, this Sierra One, copy over,” I radioed.

A reply came so quickly I imagined them all sitting around the planning tent waiting for my call.

“Sierra One, copy over,” a female voice answered, probably Warrant Officer Evelyn Plater, one of the strategy planners.

“Grandad just crossed Murray over,” I checked in.

“Sierra One, good copy. Have a good stay, over,” The same female replied.

“Roger that out.” I terminated the coms, knowing that total radio silence would remain until exfil.

Happy, I moved on. Sun up was in about four hours, so darkness covered my trek. Crawling to the forward edge of the ridge above the village, I carefully chose my hide and set up for a long wait. I was operating without a spotter so I made sure I had a wide line of sight to the Target building. Whatever happened with the plan, I had to be able to drop the hammer on the bomb maker if he tried to make a run for it. Waiting is the sniper’s closest companion. I had to sit tight until this time tomorrow morning. I would make sure it was worth the wait. 

Just after 0300 Hrs, I descended the stony ridge. A thick, cold fog now embraced the mountain all the way down to the village. My NVGs were useless in this cloud, but I would be happy to have them if some freak wind blew the dense fog away. This made the going treacherous but I was in no hurry. If it had been a clear night this would have been different as I would have stuck out like the proverbial. I hoped it would hide me from any sentries guarding the grey mud-wall house where they would hold the lectures the next day. The trouble with that is the same cloud could be hiding a platoon of baddies right in front of my trail.

So far so good, as the ground levelled out I had to approach the huts from memory the pea soup fog I couldn’t believe my good fortune; no guards were a gift to my plans of my nocturnal visit going undetected. I took out my lock pick gun, and with a few clicks, the simple lock quietly opened. I made a mental note to lock it again as I left to mask my visit. The largest room was on the ground floor, with no windows and two entries. One opening probably led to the kitchen, and I stood motionless in the other, listening. In preparation for the next day’s meeting, the smoky room contained several trestle tables along one wall. Grubby sheets covered each table and draped over something. Holding a small red lens torch, I gently lifted the corner of one of the covers. Drawing back a sheet, I could see several different  types of SVs laid out like a chef would set up for a cooking class. I selected the SV that seemed to be holding the most Semtec. It probably didn’t matter which Suicide Vest exploded, but it never hurt to go for a big bang. I knew the other belts and vests would go off in sympathy,  vaporising the classroom of future jihadist students. Removing the original mobile phone, I inserted the one I had brought with me. 

The ability to calmly wait was a given for a trained and experienced sniper. Under the cover of the friendly fog, I climbed back up the small ridge that overlooked the Syrian village. It was either pork or chicken MRE; I ate the roast chicken Meals Ready to Eat. I had figured that the suicide bomb class would be an all-day affair and wouldn’t start before the devout group had said Salat al-fajr or pre-dawn prayers. I dozed until the sun had burned the fog off and which now burnt me through my hoochie. I watched the comings and goings around the deadly classroom. Several men arrived at the door that I had locked on my way out the previous night. I set my Military151 Spotting Scope to mid-range magnification of around X 25 and took photos of each militant as they approached the house. The images were then fed through to Intel at HQ for facial recognition and matching using six different systems. If the face was unknown, a new file would be started. 

As I ate, I thought about the similarity of this mission to the failed Op that had haunted my sleep for so long. It wasn’t my style to overthink stuff, but this Op might have some cathartic outcome. I was looking forward to ending a bomber’s career. It had been a long time, but I was still plagued by a recurring nightmare. We had a local man undercover in the bomb class whose task was to mark the bomb maker/teacher. Once identified, I was to end the bomb-making teacher’s career. I had a 7.62 168-grain Sierra MatchKing boat tail hollow point (BTHP) with his name on it. It all went pear-shaped, and the Jihadists beheaded the UC ally. 

I hadn’t identified the HVT up to this point, nor had I recognised anyone else for that matter. That was no surprise to me as this was the first Op in this massive sandbox for years. The other ‘students’ arrived in twos and threes. 

All the men wore the unofficial uniform for Middle Eastern terrorists, baggy pants and farm clothes with a fighting vest probably of Russian origin. However, the next man arrived on his own; although dressed similarly, he was at least twenty years older than the earlier arrivals. My heart skipped a beat as I saw the bomb maker’s face as I clicked the long-distance camera. The face from my nightmares filled my spotting scope’s lens.

I didn’t really believe in Karma, but this offering would be accepted with the greatest of pleasure. This mission just got personal. Not that anything would change. Emotion clouds judgement. I was too focused to let this revelation negatively affect my actions. The bomb-maker cum teacher entered the house without knocking. I waited an hour or so. Some movement near the house dragged me from thoughts about my nightmare coming true before my eyes. Two women arriving with baskets of food confirmed that the bomb-making lesson had started, and logically, the teacher and all his students were present. I assumed that the women were serving the food, and as I waited, I hoped they would then exit the house. A wave of adrenalin was surging through me. I was a little surprised by this. However, the nightmares had hammered me nearly every night since my last tour. A bit of biofeedback was only natural. Finally, the women left the house carrying the now empty trays and baskets. 

I picked up the Sat phone I had laid out beside my spotting scope. I pushed the preset key for the only contact in the phone. The call didn’t require anyone to answer. I smiled as I imagined the old terrorist who had murdered so many Soldiers and innocents turning towards the table behind him. He alone understood the deadly meaning of the ringtone, which was the theme of The Good, the Bad, and the Ugly, which interrupted his class, but only for a second. The thousands of screws, ball bearings and steel nuts filled every inch of the training room. The shrapnel was travelling at approximately four thousand feet per second and decimated everything in its path. Flesh and bone were separated to become bloody fragments as the projectiles from the Suicide Vests sliced them into meaty confetti as the balls and screws ricocheted off the walls. 

I was already packing my rucksack when I looked down to see and hear five separate explosions as the various SVs and belts exploded. It was too dangerous to confirm any kills. However, nothing was left of the training room except for some low brickwork. I stood up, confident that no one in such a confined area as the training room could have survived. Slowly, I exfiled down the back of the ridge that had been my hide for the last forty-eight hours.

AUSTRALIAN NATIONAL 

SECURITY CENTRE

CANBERRA 

AUSTRALIA

Holding up the newspaper report, Colonel Goodrich laughed. He had been my Control at the Australian National Security Centre for nearly three years. The Colonel was the only one who believed in me when I was a nightmare-driven, half-drunk hermit. I had reported that Taliban terrorists had set up a training camp near my hunting property just outside the Queensland rural town of Roma. That was the first Op we had shared. Since then, I have completed numerous missions, including working with the CIA to shut down a worldwide ISIS banking system. Colonel Goodrich laughed again.

“So Steve, when we first met, even your friends weren’t sure you were squared away. PTSD nightmares and never far from your old counsellor, Mr Jack Daniels. You never really told me what tipped you over the edge, what those nightmares were about.”

I grimaced at the memory of how bad my life had been before I had a new mission in life: serving my country again and finding love with a local cop out Roma way. I laughed to hide the hurt that had just stabbed me as real as any USMC Kabar fighting knife. 

“Well, Sir, it was all about an HVT bomb maker and losing a local who was brave enough to go UC,” I stated calmly.

The Colonel was famous for his intelligence and deductive processes. 

“You’re kidding me, so this latest mission turned out to be the same guy? You got a second chance at him, hey? Maybe get some payback for that Under Cover local?” He asked.

“He sure is or was; I thought it was Christmas when I clocked him through the spotting scope. Completing a mission always feels great, but nailing that butcher was an absolute bonus.” I said.

The Colonel looked up from some papers on his desk. Astute as ever, he continued, “I’ve never pushed you about how you’re travelling these days. I figure that getting back in the green saddle and having someone love you at home has turned you around. Let’s hope that ending this guy might end those nightmares for good,” he stated. 

Usually, I wouldn’t appreciate this analysis, but Goodrich and I had developed a trust and brotherhood borne by watching each other’s backs time and time again. I changed the subject at least a little, “Sir, don’t you love it when the media get a true story so wrong?” I asked. 

“Yeah, what do you expect? They nearly sound sorry; these murderers have bought it.” Colonel Wallace replied. Remember what Mark Twain said; ‘If you don’t read newspapers, you are uninformed; if you do read them, you are ill-informed. It was true then, and it’s even more so now, especially with the political agenda of most modern media. Colonel did you read the rubbish in that newspaper story?" I asked holding the paper up.  

“Islamic Suicide Bomber Trainer Accidentally Blows Up His Entire Class

By: JACK MARSH, Canberra Times, Time:4 days ago

In Baghdad, a terrorist who appeared to be in the middle of conducting a training session for future militants accidentally blew up an entire class, killing 21 of his students and himself.

The group was part of the Islamic State of Iraq and Syria, the terror group that has been participating in a string of attacks in the United States.

The report stated that the incident may be viewed as justice for the many lives lost in the wake of foreign and domestic terrorists’ relentless attempts to convert the nation into an extreme-religious state. This turn of events will have spared many innocent lives. 

According to recent reports, the instructor was in the process of showing his students how to use a suicide belt. As he was teaching, the live suicide belt appears to have detonated, resulting in mass fatalities.

“What’s the plan, Steve, heading home for a while?” The Colonel asked.

“That’s a definite Roger, Sir; spend some time with Chris and Jake, of course. Chris always accuses me of loving that dog more than her. I tell her that when she starts jumping in the air and wagging her tail when I get home, I’ll be less confused about that.” I said with a laugh.

“I know you are one of the bravest men I have ever worked with, but that’s gotta be pushing your luck. Anyway, head home, and I hope I won’t need you for a good while.” Colonel Goodrich smiled as he stood and offered his hand. I shook it warmly and stepped back, a Major saluting his Colonel.
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The Evil is unleashed.
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F.S.B. H.Q.

LUBYANKA BUILDING 

MOSCOW 

––––––––
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The Russians weren't any different to the Americans, thinking that re-badging their notorious and murderous spy organisation, the KGB, would change the world's perception of it, but nothing had changed. Aleksey Maksimov, the current Director of Russia's Federal Security Service (FSB), lit his hundredth cigarette for the day using the one he had just exhausted. Once an iron-hard killer, he spent too much time behind his antique desk. Way too many cigarettes and bottles of Vodka had thickened his girth, causing his once handsome face to become splotchy and saggy. He knew Russia's current President had once sat in this same chair. And just like his predecessor, this ruthless Director believed he too, was destined to be the nation's next President. He was sure the highest office would be his if he pulled off this coup. Director Aleksey Maksimov had thought of nothing else but this call for days. He answered the burner phone: naturally, it was attached to a scrambler just to be sure.

"Yes, Dobre Utra," he said, attempting to hide his excitement at receiving the call he had anticipated. 

"Good Morning, Director. Can we speak English, please?" the calm voice asked.

This ploy hadn't fooled the experienced Russian Intel Officer; even though it was feint, he placed the underlying accent as Serbian.

"Certainly, go ahead," the Director relaxed a little. 

"You have an excellent C.V., but of course, we would not be talking if that was not the case, Dah?" the Russian said, more to regain his calm than to state the obvious. 

The Assassin, all business as usual continued as if the Director had not spoken. 

"From this point on, you can call me Roza. We need to meet somewhere safe, somewhere nice and public," it was a demand, not a request.

" I don't think that's going to happen. I like privacy," the Director countered.

"So, to make sure we both understand, as of this call I am in charge. I will guarantee the completion of the contract. However, I must have total control from this point," the Assassin asserted, leaving no room for debate.

"Alright, point taken," the Russian Leader said, unused to being told what to do.

"One hour, the Biblioteka imeni Lenina," Roza spat. The line went dead.

The F.S.B. Director smiled at the Assassin's choice of meeting places. A busy Moscow Railway Station made perfect sense. Unlike the more suburban stations that displayed better artwork and sculptures that many museums would envy, this big city station was a sterile, white-tiled tunnel crowded any time of the day or night. 

Forty minutes later, riding in the leather luxury of his bulletproof Limousine, he swirled the cold Vodka and smiled contentedly. 

"Viktor, I heard the name Roza, and I can not remember where I know it from; it feels like it's an important name. I just can't place it," the Director asked his chauffeur.

"Roza, the WW2 sniper, Sir. A famous war hero and inspiration to many, even us Spetsnaz guys. An amazing woman, sniper and comrade," the bodyguard cum tactical Driver stated passionately.

"Of course, of course. Now I remember. Roza Shanina, the Kindergarten Teacher, became a world-class sniper after the Nazis killed her brother. They named her 'The Unseen Terror of East Prussia'. Forty-nine confirmed kills, but you know there was probably twice that number," the Director remembered from the back seat.

"Dah, Dah. She wasn't the only female sniper, but she was the first to win an Order of Glory medal for her service," agreed the Driver.

He had forgotten how much he detested public transport. It hadn't crossed his mind for many years, the F.S.B. Director having his own high-security detail, including his Spetsnaz-trained chauffeur. The Security Detail Commander wasn't happy being told his Principal wanted to go out without his detail. It worried the Captain, but he was always a Soldier first and obeyed his commander's orders without discussion. Entering the busy Railway Station, the F.S.B. Director and his loyal chauffeur were met with a blast of cold, stale air coming from the depths of this man-made cave system that assaulted their senses.

To make matters worse, as with most railway stations in these liberal days, an amateur band playing old Beatles songs echoed around the tiled cavern. There was a wall of information posters, ticket booths on their immediate left, and a massive map of the Moscow railway system. The wall map resembled a flat Christmas tree, with every stop on every track represented by a bright little red light. This bulb would become green as the train entered that particular stop. 

The chauffeur was arguing with the ticket seller, "We don't want any tickets we are not catching a train," he growled.

"That's is what they all say, Dah. You will buy a ticket, or you will not go down those escalators," the old railway woman said. Seeing his growing frustration and anger, she stood up behind the perspex screen to further assert herself. "One more word, and I will call Security. Is that what you want?" she asked threateningly.

The chauffeur/ bodyguard knew they wanted no commotion, publicity, or official reports placing the Director at the railway station. A scene would then mean questions about why he was there, and his many enemies would try to make something of it. He gave up. 

"Two tickets to Aleksandrovskiy sad," he demanded, purposely refusing to say please as he paid to go to the next railway station up the line.

The heavy-set woman with a flat face and tobacco-stained teeth smiled in victory as she slipped the two tickets under the perspex. 

"Spa-si-bo," she exaggerated her 'thank you' by emphasising the three syllables.

"OK, my friend, try to keep me in sight but be careful, this Roza has not earned that reputation by being sloppy. 

That we can be certain of," the older man said in a tired voice. He then walked over to what could have been a cliff because the floor abruptly dropped away from where they stood. Eight escalators a hundred metres long fell away like a ski slope. Hundreds of people filled these moving steps, going both up and down. Unlike many Asian and some European countries where the habit of standing to the right to allow people to run up and down these escalators, this didn't apply here. The Director was immediately swept downwards as he stepped onto the moving incline. The chauffeur followed his Boss a few seconds later. It seemed to take an eternity for the escalator to reach the bottom and disgorge its writhing worm of passengers. Uncomfortable on about twenty different levels, the F.S.B. Director moved with the crowd of commuters. Towering tiled pillars supported the ceiling. As he walked, he was counting them. He just passed the fifth one on his right; it was covered in cigarette advertising and students leaning there acting cool.

"Don't turn around; just stand there like you're waiting for someone. You are very nearly late, my Director," Roza the Assassin said quietly.

The F.S.B. Boss froze. "Very nearly doesn't count. Let's get this done. I'd rather be just about anywhere else," the older man hissed through his clenched teeth.

"OK, that's good you've caught on, hey? Straight down to business, I like it," the Assassin said in a friendly voice.    

"This contract, the HVTs, well they are the perfect definition of High Value Targets. Your Russian President, then the American President in that order, as per your requirement. Then you want me to remove two Prime Ministers that don't seem in the same class, the English and the Australian Head of State," the Assassin stated.

Showing more annoyance than he would have years ago and realising it, he hid his shaking hands as he lit yet another smoke. The F.S.B. Director smiled as he remembered the first time he evaluated this imposed order of events from the man behind the screen. Thinking back to that initial meeting the Russian bureaucrat remembered that he had become even more sure it was Bin Laden. When the unidentified man used the term the great Satan, one normally used by the Jihadists when speaking of America. The Russian Director knew that those ordering these high level hits hated Russia nearly as much because in Afghanistan his Comrades had become just another invader. Of course, this suited his ambitions. Was this a coincidence, or was he being manipulated by the possible Bin Laden? Either way, he would benefit, his next promotion was a massive one and all that money was a landfall. He didn't care if he was being pushed through a gate. It was the one with a sign saying WIN / WIN. Thinking more about the contract details, he assumed that the English and Australian Prime Ministers were being targeted because they had been both vocal and military allies of the USA.

The Director disliked being told what to do, so he took this opportunity to assert his position. Sounding more indignant than he felt, he demanded, "Surely you're not asking why. I was assured your professionalism would dictate that you wouldn't require an explanation of my motivation or any of the details regarding this contract." 

Backed by his own F.S.B. army and the might of the entire Russian Military that he would inherit, he feared no man. However, the Director knew he must be careful. Upsetting the world-class Assassin standing behind him was as deadly as playing with a spitting cobra. He had mentally balanced the risks a thousand times. Any personal danger was outweighed. There was so much money at stake as well.

"I couldn't care less why, but it's a huge risk. What you are proposing is the biggest hit in the history of hits. If, and I say if I was to take this on, well, it would be the end of my career," the Assassin stated.

"With $250 Million in an offshore account, I think you may be able to buy a small country to retire to. I am certain that you will get by, my comrade," the Director said sarcastically.
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CHAPTER 4. 
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A nice Russian river cruise.

––––––––
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Nearly four months had passed since Roza met the F.S.B. Director at the Moscow Railway Station. After taking an Uber from his hotel to the Kremlin gardens he wandered around Red Square and the surrounds of the Kremlin taking lots of photos as any tourist would. He had ended up sitting in the Kremlin Rose Garden going through the photos he had just taken. His concentration was interrupted when he was surrounded by a bus load of tourists filling the path between the rose bushes and a central fountain. Roza heard a woman with an annoying American accent ask the guide, Sasha a question that was redundant as he had just explained the answer a minute ago. He responded politely, in clear English with the slightest Russian accent. The Assassin listened to the guide's response and his repeated explanation of the gardens and the surrounding points of interest. Roza had already noticed and photographed the L.Z., that was at the base of a slope on the Eastern side of the garden. He had an inkling of the L.Z.'s function. However, he had no way of knowing it's true purpose. The guide's next story stunned the Assassin where he sat. He explained that the L.Z. was where 'our President's helicopter lands each day'. Roza couldn't believe his good fortune as the guide continued his rehearsed patter informing the tourists of the security measure employed by the President to protect him in flight and on take off and landing. Of course he didn't know the details, but the seed of a plan had begun to grow. In the next few days he researched the possible scenarios, weapons and what cover he could engage to execute the mission and escape after he had completed his mission.  Roza, the Assassin, had chosen this river cruise because it was as if it was especially designed for his mission. The cruise he chose included several bus excursions visiting all the city highlights, including a stop at the Kremlin's Gardens. Roza couldn't believe his luck when he discovered that the specialist weapons supplier he had enlisted  was actually one of the cruise highlights. However, few knew this craftsman lived a dual life making deadly items for a highly specialised group. That was how Roza now found himself on that same company's tour three weeks later. He had even ensured that Sasha was to be his guide. However, although he knew that this was the safest way to get within striking range of the Target the Assassin was conscious of wasting time on this river cruise. Travelling from St Petersburg to Moscow, the Volga had always bored him, and it was living up to his miserable view of the world. However, if not happy, it was understood that the required weapon was highly unique. The Target couldn't have been of a higher value. The risks couldn't have been greater, nor the fee. The method demanded creativity like no other method had before. Begrudgingly, he accepted those two factors dictated a lot more Security that just going to the Railway Station and opening a locker like usual. This was outside his usual SOP; hiding in clear sight among American and Australian tourists was pushing his limits. His Standard Operating Procedure was defined by one word 'smoke'. One minute, he would be there, just a hint, an aroma, or an irritant in your eye. Then, a moment later, as the Target was still falling to the ground, he would be gone like a puff of smoke. He left those present would be looking around bewildered, questioning their own senses. Did they really see someone? Did they hear something?

The tourist ship was once a Hospital ship supporting the Motherland's Baltic Submarine Fleet during the Cold War based at the mouth of this very river. The small cruise ship meandered from St Petersburg to Moscow and, once replenished, cruised back. The rooms, while a little small, were exceptionally well renovated and worthy of foreign tourists seeking a little adventure. While Roza sought his own company, drinking his favourite Belvedere Vodka alone. Occasionally, he would sit out on the narrow deck appearing to be  engrossed in the book he held to discourage passers-by from trying to talk to him. The Assassin had toyed with hiding amongst a large group of Danes on board. Due to the ridiculously high price of anything alcoholic in Denmark, this happy bunch drank from sun up to midnight and sometimes even later. He had decided that although they had welcomed him several times, he would look like a zebra running with a herd of horses. He couldn't act that happy all the time. They seemed to accomplish that state without effort.

The dining format forced him to eat his meals while surrounded by his fellow travellers. However, he refused to be more than barely civil and excused himself as soon as he had finished eating. Throughout his career he had survived, no, flourished due to his ability to compartmentalise and focus. A lesser warrior may have been distracted by the holiday environment and several single women's availability in semi-luxurious settings around the ship. While he appreciated the fact that he wasn't belly down in two feet of snow waiting for an opportunity, he also knew himself well enough to know that being comfortable too long could dull his edge. He allowed himself the tiniest of smiles as he thought of his trainers at the State Security Service, the SSS, the Serbian equivalent to the CIA or F.S.B. 

A national champion with the rifle, he was quickly recruited, attracted by the elite reputation and adventure of the SSS offering an escape from the monotony of civilian life in a cold, harsh, unforgiving country. He was then educated in the art of assassination, everything from employing knowledge of anatomy, chemistry and physics to the more obvious martial arts, small arms and knives and, of course, bombs.

As he dressed for dinner, he looked at his reflection and couldn't help but smile. His usual blond hair was gone, his head shaved clean, and he was wearing a bushy beard with the only hint of his original hair colour. He wore a body suit of Hollywood quality that added fifteen or twenty kilos to his super-fit torso. Placing the thick black-framed glasses high up on his nose completed his visual disguise. He then placed a thick moulded insert into his left shoe, which caused his image in the full-length mirror to immediately tilt. He hunched his shoulders slightly to lessen his six-foot frame and left the cabin. As he headed to dinner, anyone observing him would wonder how he had been injured so badly for him to have such a pronounced limp. If it hadn't been for the orthotic insert, he may have even had a spring in his step. He noticed he felt a little elated and then realised that his spirits were lifted as he thought about tomorrow when the ship would visit Kizhi Island.

The sign greeting the tourists on arrival told the story about of the island. Kizhi Island is about six kilometres long; all the buildings are made of wood, and even the two famous churches are unique. The structures have survived even though they were built in the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries, and nothing much has changed since then. The island has successfully catered to thousands of tourists since the opening of Russia to Western visitors in large numbers. Somehow, the inhabitants have maintained an authenticity that provides an authentic experience of village life, including numerous crafts and local foods. He wasn't interested in any of that, pushing his way through a group of passengers waiting to disembark. The man with the limp and the gruff attitude headed directly for the Glassblower. He still made sure he wasn't being followed by covertly checking his six by stopping to take photos he would never look at. The last one in the row was an old grey wooden house with herbs and flowers hanging from drying hooks along the walls. It looked just like those around it except for a large glass ball swinging gently at its gate. 

Pushing aside a multi-coloured woven curtain screening the doorway, he was expecting an artist's studio only to find a small room with crowded shelves of handmade glass items. No surprise, the artisan cum weapon supplier still had to pay the bills and maintain a solid cover. Another doorway led into what could have been a family lounge centred around a huge fireplace. On entering the area, the heat struck him like a blow. There was a smallish man with an out-of-proportion chest. The Assassin thought that the craftsman's lungs must have developed from blowing thousands of glass items. He was dressed in farm clothes with a well-marked leather apron, and was in the process of rolling a glowing glass ball across small brightly coloured glass fragments. The Assassin couldn't remember why or how he knew these sand-sized pieces of glass were called frit. The craftsman didn't show any recognition that he had a visitor; he was totally focused on his creation and continued to work on the piece. Eventually, he was finished and looked up, appearing to be surprised that the man was there. 

"Dobre Utra," smiling at the customer, the Glassblower switched to English, "Good morning, and welcome," the Glassblower said warmly.

"Good morning, Sir," the Assassin responded." Initiating the required password, he continued. "I was wondering if you had any swans?"

The Glassblower was not surprised by the password; the man before him may look overweight, and he had noted the limp as he entered the room. He had seen too much death, too many killers. This 'tourist' had eyes reminiscent of a shark, black and without the spark of life.

"Not as many as this time last year," the old craftsman replied with the correct response.

"Good, I am ahead of the boatload of tourists, so let's make this quick," the Assassin said, never one for pleasantries. 

Having the customer in his home worried the weapon supplier. It was highly unusual as normally the ordered item would be delivered by a trusted courier to a locker or a safe drop. The Glassblower knew hitmen didn't like loose ends. A supplier of weapons knowing where they were or what they looked like, even in disguise was vulnerable. His gut was uneasy, and it wasn't just from too many Piroshkis, his favourite meat pastry. The weapon supplier's anonymity was as crucial as the Assassin's, but now it was blown. He could only hope that this mutual straying from procedure would protect both him and his limping killer. Deciding that, like the Assassin, the less time this shark was in his pool, the better his chance of survival the glassblower said. 

"I will get your purchase from the back room," he disappeared through another heavy screen, moving deeper into the ancient wooden cottage.

The Assassin, always on alert, didn't like this man being out of sight; what if this was a set-up, an ambush? He made up his mind there and then. The old wooden floorboards creaked behind the screen, and the Glassblower pushed through the heavy curtain hanging across the doorway. He was carrying a gift-wrapped box about four hundred millimetres square. He placed the box on the table and turned towards the Roza. He had been paid in full, so there was nothing that would delay the customer's departure. No training or explanation was required as the Assassin had demanded the item and supplied all the technical specifications. The Glassblower started to breathe again, feeling a release thinking about the man leaving his shop and awaiting the flood of tourists from the cruise ship.

"It's all yours as ordered," the weapons supplier stated, knowing that men such as before him didn't need any flowery descriptions or sales talk.

"Thank you, your reputation promises quality," the Assassin stated in a friendly tone. The tenseness that he had noted in the Glassblower visibly left him. He took two limping steps towards the small man in the leather apron and offered his hand. The old craftsman responded in kind and even smiled. The sharp pain he felt in his palm caused him to retract his hand as though he had been bitten by a snake. In a way, he had. A miniature syringe loaded with the infamous Novichok that the Assassin had concealed in his palm had indeed bitten the Glassblower. Within seconds, the chemical caused the weapons maker's heart to fail, and he was dead before the Assassin had reached the front landing. Looking around, he made sure no one was nearby. Roza had ensured that he was alone by going straight to the Glassblower while his fellow passengers worked their way along a row of wooden houses filled with a variety of crafts and wares. By the time some tourists discovered the dead artisan, the Assassin would be back in his room onboard the ship.

"Welcome back, Sir," the young Sailor said as he stepped aside to allow the Assassin up the gangway. He was sensitive enough not to stare as the old man limped and struggled momentarily as he traversed over the gunwale onto the deck. 

"Looks like you bought something nice, hey?" he offered in a friendly way.

"Yes, a beautiful handmade quilt for my mother," the Roza lied and calmly headed for his room. Like every Soldier who routinely checked his rifle, parachute or vehicle, he would thoroughly examine the item he had just received knowing that when you needed to use said weapon, it was too late if something was wrong. Back in his cabin, he planned to unwrap the box and check its contents. By executing the Glassblower, he had created the situation that if anything was wrong or missing, it would be up to him to fix the problem. His peace of mind held no regrets.

FSB HQ

MOSCOW

Aleksey Maksimov, Director of Russia's Federal Security Service (FSB), looked up from the monitor before him. He was annoyed at the constant and urgent knocking on his thick wooden door. This door kept most things out of his office and protected him and his privacy. Without any insincerity, he had developed and nurtured a reputation of an angry ogre hold up in this majestic ornate cave. 

Only his Second in Charge, Colonel Ivan Kolesneschenko, had direct access to him. This was strictly limited to Situation Reports and planned meetings. This knocking was not only annoying but also worrying. For his 2IC to need to see him this urgently, the sky must be falling.

"Vkhodit'," "Enter, just stop that infernal knocking," he shouted angrily.

Saluting, the Colonel knew he had to be quick before the dragon burnt him to a puddle of uniform and melted brass. He reminded the Director of a timid schoolboy who was too scared to ask permission to go to the toilet. He took some pleasure in this as the man before him was a seasoned warrior of many years serving in Afghanistan and a quality Intelligence Officer to boot. But, in this wonderful country, ambition and treachery were close partners. A superior officer had to dominate all those below to maintain that Security. The Americans say: 'You treat them mean to keep them keen'. He smiled at the thought. Ignoring Rank was another way to assert superiority, so he used his first name. 

" Ivan, what can be this important?" the Director demanded.

"Sir, we have just received Intel that a foreign agent is in country and planning some form of attack," the Colonel spat the words like ridding himself of a bad taste in his mouth.

"OK, what are the details, and where did this intel come from?" the Director demanded.

Colonel Kolesneschenko pushed on. 

"Sir, we have heard rumours about an operation named Poezd. Of course, that is what our beloved President will name the new High-Speed Train next week when he launches it. We don't know much else Sir. Our team is exploring any potential sabotage scenarios of the train; of course, we are checking for any HVTs planning to travel on it in the immediate future."  

Sitting at his desk, he displayed no emotion. However, the Director was shocked to hear this intel. And more so, that his subordinate had linked this intel to the possibility of a plan to assassinate the Russian President. The Director had to be careful not to discount this intel or the Colonel's assumptions. If and, more correctly, when the President was assassinated, the last thing he wanted was a memory of such a huge oversight. 

"Ivan, how certain are we that this foreign agent is already here?" he asked, more to maintain control of this discussion than actually needing the answer. He had several questions that he would typically ask. However, just in case this launching ceremony was, in reality, his Assassin's opportunity, he didn't want to pre-empt the plan. The last thing he wanted to do was to stimulate this line of thinking up and down the corridors of the Security H.Q. building where he now sat.  

"Sir, the source is Andis; as you know, he has always been highly reliable, but at this time, the details are somewhat lacking. I knew you would want to be informed. I suppose knowing the code name for this is a bonus we don't usually get. Of course, I will inform you as soon as anything comes to hand," the Colonel's speech was rapid, as though he wanted this over. He was annoyed because he felt like a child expecting to be slapped by a disappointed father or teacher.

"Very well, Colonel, do that," the Director said, and the junior officer understood he had just been dismissed. However, he didn't realise that the shock of this intel becoming available cut the meeting even shorter than usual. 

As the heavy black door closed, the Director reached for the Vodka and a glass in his desk drawer. Unusually, his hands were shaking.
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CHAPTER 5 

[image: ]


A pretty rose garden and a bird of prey.

––––––––
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RUSSIA

––––––––
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Finally, back in Moscow the last night had arrived, all the cruisers were bused to a Ukrainian restaurant in the city. Most of the fellow passengers had been waiting in the ship’s bar for this excursion to disembark. As they alighted the bus, they were chatting away merrily. The Assassin ignored the bus protocol of alighting from the back first and stormed off the bus. He could hear the Danish contingent as they fell up the stone stairs, noisily knocking over a pot plant. The restaurant had two big windows at the front with horizontally striped curtains. The owner, dressed in traditional Ukrainian red pants and a long coat, welcomed them all as they shuffled through the carved wooden entry. The Assassin had seated himself to have a good view of the front door and near the back exit, just in case. Old habits never die. He was careful not to drink too much, but several Black Russians warmed him as did the excellent food that the restaurant served. He had developed a taste for the Black Russians in his previous life, the vodka taking the sweetness off the Tia Maria. The night was a huge success even for him; the Assassin sat with the tour guide, who was very good at his job and likeable even to the anti-social Roza. 

MOSCOW

KREMLIN ROSE GARDEN 

NEXT DAY

Today was the one the Assassin had been waiting for. The last day of the cruise included several bus tours of all the city highlights.  The Assassin maintained his cover by going on excursions to the grand Tsaritsyno Palace of Catherine the Great and the Novodevichy Convent, including a stop at the Kremlin's Gardens. By the time the Assassin had finished his morning exercises and breakfast, it was time to board the buses for today’s excursion. No one seemed to notice that for the first time, the man with the limp who had avoided making any friends on the cruise, was carrying a large box under his arm. He had carefully wrapped it and pasted on a fake address label. He had then slit the gap enabling the addressed lid to be removed and be able to be replaced without disrupting the wrapping. If an inquisitive fellow traveller or official asked, he would say he had plans to post it after the tour. It was so big that it stopped anyone sitting beside him, this suited him just fine. He was too professional to be anxious; however, he could feel the slow trickle of Adrenaline increase as the tour progressed. Red Square was impressive, bringing memories of massive communist rallies and military parades. They arrived at what he had been waiting for. There were no surprises; he had visited these gardens several times and he had studied and measured the buildings and surroundings in books, charts, and in person when he had visited Moscow by himself the month before. 

His thorough
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