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CHAPTER ONE

	Day 1

	July 1995, Bonn, Germany

	THE THREE OCCUPANTS OF THE white panel van remained mute. Only the low rumble of the idling engine floated in the air. All three sat, sweated, and nervously twitched, but each stared at the driver’s hand-held radio. Nearby a crane operator with the same radio sat idle in his cab as his load swung precariously in the wind high above the street.

	Another driver in a flatbed truck on a different road stared blankly into the distance occasionally checking his rearview mirrors for any unusual activity. The hazard lights of his vehicle flashed incessantly as traffic navigated around his stationary vehicle as he also listened to his radio.

	Minutes passed by, which seemed like hours to the waiting crew. In tight suspense, each member of the team played out his role in the operation and hoped everything would go to plan. Glancing at a watch, checking the scene ahead, all waited patiently for the mission to begin as the clock kept ticking.

	All three radios squawked simultaneously—the American national anthem. The target was on his way.

	***

	The triangular shape of a folded Stars and Stripes flag lay on the lap of the United States ambassador to Germany, Winston Heymann, as he rode in the rear of his armored Cadillac in his two-car motorcade as it thread its way through the tight suburbs of Bad Godesberg. His left hand was placed firmly on the flag, and his right was supporting his chin as he gazed out the window contemplating life as an ambassador to one of Europe’s most influential and vibrant countries.

	The ambassador was heading to a cocktail party being held in his honor at the majestic Old Rathaus building in the center of Bonn following a hand-over ceremony of the old US embassy building to the German government. The event was short but significant in German-American relations post-Cold War, and Heymann, who had been an intelligence officer during the silent conflict, marveled at the changes in such a short space of time since the wall fell in 1989. As much as he would have liked to have been the ambassador to represent the United States in Germany during the first years of transition of West and East Germany, his role within the Department of State had prevented him from taking up an ambassadorship during the early years of reunification, but now, eight months into his new position as the number one American in the country, he was at last engaged in historical events.

	The occasion was attended by the oberbuergermeister (mayor) of Bonn, the buergermeister of Bad Godesberg, a small delegation of local functionaries, some former US diplomats who worked at the Bonn mission, and an even smaller leftover skeleton crew of US Marines. As the Stars and Stripes was lowered for the last time over Diechmanns Aue No 9, a Marine bugler played “The Retreat.” The flag, which now was securely in the possession of the ambassador, would be framed and mounted in the new, yet-to-be-constructed US embassy in the recently appointed capital of Germany, Berlin.

	As Heymann played out the scene in his mind of the lowering of the flag, he became oblivious of his surroundings and his overall profile in transit. As an endangered diplomat, the US ambassador was afforded a protective detail from the German police, who were with him every time he traveled outside the confines of the embassy grounds or his residence. It was therefore an almost farcical scene when the diplomat traveled by motorcade. In front was the official-looking polished, well-groomed, black-armored Cadillac Fleetwood Brougham, a shining example of US car manufacturing of the 1980s, and to the rear, the equally idolized, sleek, powerful and menacing, brand-new armored Mercedes Benz 560 of the German Police Diplomatic Protection Team.

	In the past, the cities of Bonn and Bad Godesberg were difficult for security experts to protect and transition through. The German government formerly sat directly in Bonn itself; however, the world’s representatives, embassies, and consulates were generally strung out into the Bad Godesberg environs, roughly five kilometers from the former German capital. As with most European cities, the streets were narrow, and the congestion was infuriating to even the most seasoned commuters. What linked Bonn and Bad Godesberg were the two well-worn parallel avenues of Bundestrasse 9 and the elongated streets of Konstantinstrasse, Ubierstrasse, and Mittelstrasse.

	Heymann’s two-car motorcade on this day traveled the most-used Mittelstrasse route that led directly north from the former embassy towards downtown Bonn. For Ernst Kaufmann, a driver of US ambassadors for almost thirty-seven years, the traffic seemed light, and so his mind wandered back to the hectic but exciting days of past experiences as the number-one driver at the old US embassy.

	Sitting to Kaufmann’s right was the stern looking German police commissar, Juergen Weber. Weber, a twelve-year veteran of protective details, had already been on the much sought-after and high-profile job for five years and was known for his professionalism and reputation for perfection when it came to whom he protected. Today, however, his concerns were mainly with the newly assigned team of young officers traveling perilously close in the armored Mercedes behind. Weber could already see through his rearview mirror that the follow-car team of upstarts were all wearing the obligatory shades and trying to look as cool as movie stars. He tried to concentrate on the road ahead but was drawn from his thoughts, and a scowl came across his rather bulldoggish face when the routine, five-minute radio check came over his earpiece.

	The protective detail had formed a habit of checking in with each other five minutes after departure and five minutes before arrival. Weber acknowledged the communication by double tapping on his radio switch, signaling I’m okay. Protocol denied Weber a voice reply, emergencies excepted of course, but what was frustrating, and in his mind unprofessional, was that he could hear the latest Madonna hit being played over the Mercedes car radio in the background. Kaufmann, who’d also picked up the transmission, broke into a wide grin. He’d been in the game long enough that he knew what kind of tongue-lashing the “kids” would get when they reached their destination and were out of earshot of others. Weber made a mental note and tried to maintain an impression of nonchalance. It wasn’t working; he looked like a rabid dog snarling his teeth.

	As the motorcade negotiated the everyday traffic, they approached the site of the former Israeli embassy, located almost halfway along the Bonn/Bad Godesberg corridor on the corner of Ubierstrasse and Simrok Allee. The Israeli mission, like its American counterpart although much smaller in design, was also built like a fortress. That building, long abandoned for Berlin, had already been torn down to make way for a new apartment block. Construction was underway, complete with a large crane looming over the worksite that was now hauling a large concrete slab upward towards the top floor of the new housing complex. Weber’s frustrations were now put on the back burner as he watched the crane at work.

	***

	“Ah, bollocks!”

	“What’s the matter, Chris?”

	“I didn’t want to catch up with the ambassador so soon,” Chris Morehouse replied.

	Ted Holmes, a junior administration officer for the CIA station in Berlin couldn’t see what the problem was, so he pushed the driver for a little more information. “I don’t see the problem. What’s wrong with the ambassador?”

	“I don’t want to become part of the Caddy-Benz show. People still like to stop and stare at the ambassador or even throw some crap at him from time to time.” Chris paused as he dropped his speed but continued his thought, “I know that nobody is on a routine journey here, but don’t these people learn? I mean, look up ahead; there’s the ambassador in his Caddy—diplomatic plates, stars-and-stripes flag on the front of the car—and following him is a big-ass Mercedes with a lollipop sticking out the roof. I mean, how unnatural does that look?”

	“Lollipop? What are you talking about?” came the confused reply from Holmes.

	“Yeah, it’s the name the cops use for the temporary blue light they put on the car for motorcades. Because it’s an armored car, you can’t throw a magnetic dome up there so there’s a little bracket that sticks out the roof of the car that is hard wired. On the bracket goes the blue light, like an ice cream on a stick.”

	“So what?” Holmes countered. “He’s doing his diplomatic duty, and I guess that means flying the flag in an American car. I don’t see the problem, but then again, what the hell do I know.”

	Chris gave Holmes a sideways glance, then added. “It’s just that I remember when we used to consider this route a little hot and we tried to avoid it, or we’d at least avoid being conspicuous as much as possible… just thinking out loud, that’s all.”

	As they were talking, a little red Ford Fiesta pulled out in front of them, causing Morehouse to brake a bit harder than usual. He cursed inwardly for a second, Wanker!

	Holmes noticed the frustration on the driver’s face. “What’s bothering you so much, Chris?” he asked. Chris Morehouse exuded a comfort factor to those around him, and thus his first name was the one most people, even professional peers and superiors, simply called him.

	Chris hesitated before replying. “Well, driving in situations like this, you always have to play the what-if game.”

	“Meaning…?”

	“Well, for example, what if that little red Fiesta was part of an attack team? What if that flatbed truck in front of the Caddy was used as a blocking device? What if those two guys up on the scaffolding just halfway down the street—the ones who look like painters—are actually shooters?”

	“Okay, I understand your train of thought, but where does that get us?” Holmes, quizzed.

	Chris tried not to sound condescending to the junior staffer but offered his opinion. “I don’t think that the Ford is a threat. It looked like the driver was a male, mid-forties, of Arab descent, possibly Turkish; but they are notoriously bad drivers to begin with. His passenger was a woman, possibly the same age or thereabouts, wearing a black headscarf, probably indicating Arab or some kind of Muslim descent; and then there was also a child, a girl, possibly five to seven years of age, standing in the gap between the two front seats of the car, so no drama there. The car itself didn’t look as if it was going to win any races soon, either. It actually looks as if he needs a couple more pounds of pressure in his rear right tire. The two guys up on the scaffolding look German to me. They’re not paying attention to their surroundings; they have their backs to the street. There’s not much equipment lying around up there either, but you never know—that’s why you play the game.”

	“Hmm, interesting I never thought about it that way. What about the truck you pointed out?”

	“Not quite sure just yet—he’s too far ahead for me to get a good look. I can’t see his plates to see if he’s from out of town or not. It seems like he’s slowing the Caddy down a little, but then again, the ambassador’s driver isn’t the sharpest pencil in the box anymore, either.”

	“But doesn’t he have the experience, some training?”

	“To an extent yes, but the State Department still has problems in training foreign drivers to a decent standard.” Chris knew from first-hand experience that the US Department of State’s security training program in the 1990s rarely involved motor-pool embassy drivers from foreign countries, like Kaufmann. Instead, they focused their attention on US nationals, concentrating on teaching endangered diplomats who traveled overseas how to handle themselves while navigating through hotspots around the world. The puzzling thing about this practice, however, was that these diplomats rarely drove themselves on official business; they instead would rely on the untrained drivers of the motor pool to ferry them around. These drivers, who came from a variety of backgrounds, were generally referred to as foreign service nationals, or FSNs.

	The typical FSN was a resident of the country he or she served in, hired from a community near the local US embassy. In addition to the motor pool drivers, a substantial proportion of each embassy’s administrative/domestic staff was also FSN. Chris Morehouse, a former British soldier, was an FSN driver for the US motor pool in Berlin.

	Although not exactly a member of the local community, Chris, an unemployed and out-of-luck foreigner in Germany, had simply responded, without any real forethought, to an advertisement for a driver in a newspaper he had picked up on a train in Cologne one day. He had been stationed in Germany with the British Army and decided not to return to the UK when his term of service was complete. As an independent-minded twenty-six-year-old, he thought he’d be happier managing his life the way that he wanted, away from the pub culture of moderate-income British society. He wasn’t ready to go home to his family, either, although his mother and brother missed him. His mother had especially missed him—since Chris’s father had passed away a few years before and she hoped that her eldest son would act as an authoritative figure to his wayward younger brother. But Chris had plans to see the world and make his mark in some fashion, in someplace of his choosing. He wanted to have a say in his own destiny—once he figured out what it was.

	With a successful interview under his belt, Chris started work as a motor pool driver with the US embassy in Bonn; what happened shortly thereafter changed his life forever. Chris was soon recruited by the Mission Consulting Services (MCS), one of a myriad of internal departments that litter all US embassies around the world. At the time he didn’t know what he had let himself in for by agreeing to work for this group. He soon was being used for all manner of trips and excursions and was constantly on call for quick runs to airports, restaurants, hotels, and the like. But it was only when a certain Mr. Nash began using Chris as a regular driver that he began to sense a difference in the people he was shuttling around. They were generally quiet people but exuded power—and they seemed to like Chris’s unassuming yet careful manner. Before long, MCS formally requested Chris’s full-time services from the motor pool, and after a few months, Chris began working for the department on a permanent basis. He was neither stupid, nor naïve, yet it still took Chris a few months to figure out he was working for the CIA—albeit indirectly.

	“So what’s still bugging you, Chris? If you’ve disqualified those possibilities, and quickly I might add, then why the concern?” Holmes asked.

	“I don’t know. I realize that we are on an unscheduled trip, and so is the ambassador… of sorts. But whenever I see the Caddy traveling the same old routes, in the same style as it did just a few years ago, I get a slight chill up my back.” Holmes looked blank-faced as Chris continued. “I know I shouldn’t be so paranoid, but I guess I see things differently than others. And I know that Kaufmann won’t even be considering half of what I’ve just said. I just play the game, and I suppose it keeps me sharp.”

	The hyper-vigilance of the what-if game was exactly what Chris’s active mind needed. The endless hours of driving from point A to point B were kept interesting only by playing out such scenarios in his head. But this was a serious game to play; he was in effect playing with people’s lives since the automatic follow-up to what if was do what? Go where? Where is the escape route? What are the options?

	Chris rationalized his continual thought processes—unlike a number of professionals in the protection business—in a very simple manner: The easiest way to kill a VIP while in transit was to stop the car. What was the easiest way to stop a car with a VIP? Kill the driver! As such, Chris’s self-preservation took priority in all matters of safety. If he was able to keep himself alive, keep himself out of danger, then those who traveled with him would also be safe. It was an oversimplification of the situation, but it worked, and those who hired him were quite satisfied at the precautions that he took. This positive mindset was an important supplement to the practical skills he needed for keeping away from attack scenarios—and getting out of them when needed.

	When he first started working for MCS, Chris attended the run-of-the-mill crash-and-bang training schools in the US and in other parts of Europe where he learned how to really drive a car. What followed shortly thereafter, however, were stricter regimes of expert one-on-one counterterrorist training by the best instructors the CIA had to offer. He also learned personnel protection skills and counter-surveillance techniques that further enhanced his own self-preservation philosophy. He excelled so much at counter-surveillance that he was regularly spotting the German intelligence services assigned to protect and spy on the various government officials and visiting heads of state in and around Bonn and Berlin. Those at the Germany CIA station knew that Chris was no slouch, and not just a driver. He clearly had potential, and they wanted to provide him with the skills to test it out.

	Four cars to the rear of the Caddy-Benz show, Chris spotted the crane and the slab but told himself to relax a little while he could. It wasn’t his business to worry about the ambassador; Berlin was a long drive, and it looked as if foul weather was about to close in. His mission to transport Ted Holmes to the fourth floor of the former embassy to check on the empty CIA station was complete; all he had left to do was get them both home. The last thing that he needed was to drive on the autobahn in the rain, sharing the road with idiots traveling at 160-plus kph who didn’t know how to stop a speeding car in a hurry. He’d have to scan for escape routes in double time.

	***

	Kaufmann was keeping to the posted 50 kph speed limit as he approached the junction of Ubier Strasse and Simrock Allee where a flatbed truck just in front of the Caddy came to an immediate and abrupt stop.

	Weber’s thoughts were quicker than his actions. He immediately thought back to his driver training and basic vehicle dynamics, the effects under braking and acceleration known as “squat and dip.” The squat effect is most dramatic when rear-drive vehicles pull away sharply, causing the front end of the vehicle to rise slightly and the rear end to squat downwards. It’s a minimal effect, but more prominent in larger and heavier vehicles, like armored Cadillacs or flatbed trucks. Under heavy breaking, however, the effect is the opposite. The weight distribution of harsh braking forces a vehicle’s front end to dip down and the rear end to rise slightly, causing less traction to the rear wheels. This was the deliberate intention of the truck driver in front of the car from Detroit.

	Juergen Weber sat up sharply. He calculated that there was less than five meters of space for the Caddy to stop; they were not going to make it. He knew as well as Kaufmann that the combined weight of the armoring on the car and the lack of advanced braking systems would cause them to slide violently into the rear end of the truck. Another deadly combination came into play that Weber could not foresee: the slow reactions of Kaufmann and the inadequate steering capabilities of the large American car—which some compared to being as responsive as a tugboat.

	Weber knew from his experiences as a former traffic cop that, in most vehicular accidents, drivers tend to focus automatically on the object that they are about to hit. This is a naturally occurring phenomenon that causes thousands of fatalities worldwide every year.

	The unnatural action, however, is to look away from the potential accident site and search for a natural gap, an escape route. If a hole can be found left or right of the blocking object to the front, then it is quite likely that the driver can concentrate on survival by steering towards the gap, almost without thinking about crashing into the object in front. This exercise is something that needs to be learned and, of course, practiced.

	Kaufmann had never even heard of such a possibility, let alone thought of it; he was simply focused on the rear of the flatbed. The Cadillac rammed into the back of the truck as the flatbed’s rear was coming down from the sudden dip forward. With a tremendous thump the Cadillac became wedged under the rear of the truck.

	Both Weber and Kaufmann were jolted forward by the impact. Airbags were not an option on the aging Caddy, and if it were not for the seat belt that Weber was wearing, he would have hit the armored windshield at 50 kph. Ernst Kaufmann was not so lucky; his old habit of shunning a seat belt cost him his life. It is debatable, however, which incident caused his death first: his head hitting the bullet-resistant windshield or the steering wheel that crushed his ribs, causing his heart to stop.

	Ambassador Heymann, also without a seatbelt, was luckier. Since there was a good deal of room in the rear of the limousine, the ambassador always liked to stretch out his legs. Thus, at the point of impact, Heymann’s entire body was not placed directly behind Weber but, rather, was positioned at an angle towards the center of the car. The violent jolt forward threw his torso into the cushioning of the front passenger seat and then downwards to the foot well, merely injuring his right shoulder and cutting his forehead as his reading glasses made contact with the seat.

	Although the police follow car was never less than two meters away from the Caddy’s rear bumper, the follow driver, with the aid of an advanced braking system and a more highly engineered car, managed to stop just inches away from the wreckage in front of him. It was then that the truck driver, recovering from the initial shunt of the collision, began to reverse—causing the Caddy to impact the Mercedes behind.

	To those pedestrians and other drivers on the street, the commotion looked like a normal traffic accident, but to Juergen Weber and his team, the immediate thought was possible terror attack.

	That instant, a faint explosion could be heard, and a small cloud of smoke appeared above the attack scene. The concrete slab once hanging from the construction-site crane began to plummet, accelerating downwards at a tremendous speed—coming to rest only when it had crushed the Mercedes that carried the flashy young guns of the German police. For all the expense and engineering that was invested in a Mercedes armored car, nothing could be constructed to withhold such an impact. The Cadillac was now sandwiched between the flatbed truck and the defeated Mercedes.

	During the confusion, the small red Ford Fiesta, still traveling at 50 kph, careened into the rear of the Mercedes. The tiny Ford was neither fitted with the latest braking technology nor airbags of any kind. As it hit the stationary Mercedes, six-year-old Gadwa, a Lebanese girl who was standing in the gap between the two front seats, was catapulted headfirst through the windshield and out onto the front hood, killing her instantly. The other two passengers, Akilah, Gadwa’s aunt, and Samman, the driver, were both thrown violently forward but were saved by the seat belts that they were wearing. Other cars on the street plowed into the melee; an Opel smashed into the Fiesta, and a Renault crunched into the rear of the Opel.

	Inside the Cadillac, Weber was in a state of confusion. Although badly shaken and suffering from what he surmised was crushed ribs, he quickly calculated his options while trying in vain to open his door. Standard operating procedures required that all doors be locked while in transit. It was a solid policy normally—but now he was trapped; the mechanism had failed. Weber clambered over his seat and into the back of the Caddy, falling on top of Ambassador Heymann, who gave a loud grunt. Weber’s priority was to protect his principal; his second, to work out an escape route. As he recovered his composure, he looked up in time to see a gunman and an accomplice approach the left rear door. He painfully drew his police issue SIG 228, knowing he could not use it in the confines of the Cadillac—lest causing a ricochet—but he aimed it at the door, ready. He was still trying to figure out what had happened when one of the assailants attached a box between the doorjamb and the roof of the Cadillac, a known weak spot on older armored cars. Weber saw his options quickly diminish as he realized that plastic explosives were being attached to blow the door open. He tried to cover his head as best he could and hoped that he had the ambassador well enough protected by shielding him with his own body.

	The anticipated blast came within seconds. Weber expected to be blown into fifty thousand pieces, but the small charge only served to blow the door outwards while pushing a small section of the roof upwards, showering bits of debris both in and out of the car. Weber, cut on the head and arms by flying steel and plastic, looked up and thought, Oh God, it’s a kidnapping! He drew his weapon again, expecting the gunman to return at any moment. As he waited for his probable death, he became aware of his wounds. The weight of his arms suddenly seemed to drag his aim downwards, his vision was becoming impaired, and he knew he was losing consciousness. But he wasn’t ready to give up—he had to keep fighting; the gunman was approaching. The next thing Weber saw was something totally unexpected: the flash of a black BMW hitting the gunman and sending him what must have been twenty-five meters down the road.

	***

	Chris, jolted back to the present, was able to take evasive action just as he saw a puff of smoke emanating from the crane above the motorcade a few cars ahead of him. He watched in horror as the concrete slab fell and his mind instantly went into overdrive; he managed to stop his car to the left of the traffic ahead of him where it sat at an angle, nearly into the oncoming traffic lane.

	Curiously enough, no other traffic was coming in Chris’s direction. His instincts then took over. Is it an attack? he thought. Shit, they’ve blocked the attack site! Instead of letting his initial surprise and fear take over, his training took him out of panic mode. Chris hadn’t decided his next course of action yet; he just knew that clearly the attack was not aimed at him—and he thought immediately of flight.

	“What the fuck!” Holmes screamed as the dust rose from the concrete slab that had flattened the Mercedes. Chris then saw two dark-clad figures race towards the stranded Caddy, coming from his left and out of the adjoining but smaller street of Am Arndtplatz. He could make out that one person was carrying some type of machine gun and the other some kind of black box.

	As Chris watched the events unfold in front of him, he knew instinctively that he had to do something. His mind raced at lightning speed, running through a shorthand of details: Attack on ambo; that’s got to be explosives he’s carrying; potential kidnap scenario; dead Mercedes; no principal in my car; no risk. Before he could analyze further, the black box was placed on the Caddy, and the explosives man retreated for cover. It took five seconds for it to explode. Chris immediately floored the accelerator of the agency BMW 525i and aimed it at the gunman, who was now moving towards the Cadillac.

	“What the fuck are you doing? Back off, back off!” shouted a panicking Holmes.

	“Shut up and hold on!” Chris yelled back as he hit the machine-gun-wielding attacker at almost 60 kph. He heard the crunch of bone and then watched as the gunman tumbled through the air and collided with a street bollard that crushed his skull in an instant. As Chris screeched to a halt he opened his side window—always a risk in these circumstances—but he needed to hear, smell, and sense the attack scene as it was unfolding. He knew there was more to come. The man who had placed the black box explosive on the Caddy had escaped being hit by the BMW.

	Chris turned to Holmes and ordered, “Get the ambassador—go!” Holmes, a look of horror on his face, froze in place. Chris started to give him a shove, but at the same time, he caught movement out of his peripheral vision. As he looked in the direction from where it came. Chris could make out the shape of a shotgun as the explosives man, now armed as well, returned to the Caddy.

	Chris already had his weak shooting hand, his left, on his SIG Sauer P226 pistol and raised it out the window. He knew it was going to be a lousy shot, but he had to try. As he raised his arm, he loosed off a round, which clipped the door frame. Lucky the glass wasn’t there, he thought. The other five rounds flew in the general direction of the explosives man, and something must have connected because the man stopped in his tracks, dropped the shotgun, and collapsed to his knees.

	Chris realized Holmes was still sitting next to him. “This isn’t up for discussion,” he spat at the CIA officer. “Fucking go, or drive!” Chris knew that someone had to be behind the wheel if they were to escape. Holmes finally got out and made his way over to the wrecked Caddy.

	Chris refocused his attention on his surroundings and the man he’d just shot. He cracked his door open slightly to get a better feel for the situation, but he didn’t get out of the car completely. He spotted a hand movement from the now-prone explosives guy. Chris, engrossed fully in the moment, calmly put both hands on his SIG and fired two well-aimed shots into the top of the man’s skull without batting an eyelid. Then his invisible antenna began searching for further movements, new targets, evaluating, planning, and getting ready for his next action.

	He was getting frustrated, however. Holmes was taking too much time—but Chris knew he himself needed to be out on the street, in control of the situation, not crawling around in the back of the Caddy. He’d have to trust Holmes to take charge there. Further down the road, Chris soon saw the truck driver get out of his cab. The driver didn’t look as if he was armed, and he wasn’t advancing on the attack site. No threat, Chris surmised—but he nonetheless aimed his weapon in the general direction of the now stationary vehicle and fired a shot into the empty cab, a test. The driver got the message and took off quicker than Ben Johnson at the Seoul Olympics.

	The attack has failed; they didn’t plan for us to be here—and they’re shit out of luck, Chris told himself. He reached back into the side panel of his car door and fished out a fresh magazine for his weapon, readying for whatever might come next. He expertly dropped his old magazine onto the floor and inserted the new one into his pistol, all while keeping his eyes on the street, scanning it for movement or new threats. Again, he started to register details: truck, inoperative; two bad guys down; third guy doing a runner; Mercedes and team, dead; Caddy, going nowhere fast; Kaufmann—shit he’s had it; ambo, don’t know; more bad guys? MOVEMENT LEFT! He swung around just in time to see a figure get into a white Ford transit van parked on the side street, Am Arndtplatz. The van took off at lightning speed, spinning its wheels, disappearing into the dense suburbs of Bad Godesberg.

	The escape vehicle, it’s all gone tits up for them! Chris thought as he tried to get a better look at the white van. Suddenly his head snapped around toward the Caddy as he heard two shots ring out from within. Chris, now up and out of his driver’s seat entirely, looked over just in time to see Holmes stagger backwards away from the Caddy, grasping his right shoulder. Weber was shooting at Holmes, not comprehending he had come to his aid. Chris had to make a decision: leave the car or hope that Holmes would evade further shots. He didn’t contemplate for too long, realizing that the attackers were now in disarray and some of the lead players were out of action. He had to get to the Caddy, but fast.

	Chris got out of the BMW, weapon at the ready. He circled around the rear of his car and made his way to Holmes, who by now lay propped up against the rear wheel of the Caddy. He looked at Holmes’s wound and realized that, despite the blood, it was only superficial. “It looks as if it’s gone straight through the top,” Chris said. “You’ll be okay. Can you make it back to the car?”

	Feebly Holmes replied, “Yeah sure—can’t drive though!”

	“No worries; I just need your eyes,” said Chris as he pulled Holmes off the ground. “Open all the doors on the car. Go!”

	Chris, with his back to the wrecked Caddy, suddenly felt vulnerable; he was not in the command position he favored that enabled him to evaluate the entire scene. Instead, he had to focus on one thing: getting the ambassador out of the disabled vehicle and away from any further danger.

	“Juergen, Juergen, it’s Chris—don’t shoot!” Chris shouted at the Caddy. He was well acquainted with Weber and the protective detail.

	“He’s passed out,” came a muffled reply.

	Chris poked his head around and into the inside of the diplomat’s car, where he saw Ambassador Heymann struggling to get the unconscious police officer off him.

	“What’s going on? Who the hell are you?” a confused and bloodied Heymann blurted.

	“Sir, my name’s Chris Morehouse—I work for Richard Nash. We need to get out of here quickly, but I need your help with Juergen.” With that Chris began pulling Weber towards the door. Heymann, feeling both relief from the weight of the police officer being lifted off him and relief in understanding that he was being helped, began pushing and shoving the German out of the car. Chris managed to flip Weber over, loop both his own arms under the German’s armpits, and started dragging him out backwards and towards the BMW. Heymann got the idea and grabbed hold of Weber’s legs. Chris started backpedaling as fast as he could. He made it to the BMW’s open rear door and somehow squeezed himself in while still supporting Weber. With the help of the ambassador and plenty of pulling and pushing, they got the hefty German policeman in, and Heymann jumped in next to him. Chris ran out of room and fell back out of the agency car with a thump. He managed to roll far enough away, however, that he was able to kick the rear door shut. Holmes, for his part, closed all the other doors and now sat in the front passenger seat waiting, almost pleading to go.

	Chris, back on his feet again, jumped back into the driver’s seat where he belonged, depressed the clutch, selected reverse, and released the brake, but before he could hit the gas, a rear door opened, and the ambassador got out. “What the fuck now?” Chris shouted. The ambassador was heading back to the Caddy; Chris slammed the gear shift into neutral and got out to see what Heymann was up to. As Chris was readying himself with his weapon he started to walk back to the Caddy when the ambassador headed back his way with a blood-soaked flag clutched firmly in his hands. Nothing more was said. Chris got back into his driver’s seat and again went through the motions of getting the vehicle moving.

	Keeping his left hand on the steering wheel, Chris swiveled his body to look over his right shoulder and out through the rear window. As he began speeding backwards down Ubier Strasse, he couldn’t help but notice an Arab woman standing next to the red Ford Fiesta screaming and throwing her arms into the air. I have to keep going, he told himself. There’re obviously people in need all around here, but now’s not the time—there’s no way to know if other incidents are brewing.

	As he made his way further back down the street, Chris noticed a man in a trench coat standing quite still, not 50 meters from the attack site. He didn’t have time to analyze the man’s presence, but he thought, That’s not right. There’s blood and guts all over the street, and he’s just standing there watching! What’s wrong with this picture? Chris kept on reversing the car until he came to the next junction where it was safe to turn around. No need for any Hollywood style J-turns here, no unnecessary risks needed, he reminded himself.

	“Where are we going? Where are we going?” Holmes started pestering.

	“We’ve got to get to a hospital,” Chris replied. “Give me the blue light under your seat.” Then glancing in his rearview mirror at Heymann, he asked, “Sir, are you okay? You’re bleeding!”

	“Just a few scratches; I’ll be okay,” said the ambassador. “I’m more worried about Juergen—his blood is everywhere.”

	“Don’t worry,” Chris tried to play his best driver-in-charge-of-a-tense-situation. “We’ll be at the hospital in less than ten minutes; just make sure he still has a pulse and is breathing.”

	Holmes by now had fished out the blue dome light from under his seat and passed it over to Chris, who realized that it, too, was covered in blood—probably from the suffering Holmes. He had forgotten that the man was probably in a lot of pain and in need of help too. “Hang in there, mate; we are almost there,” Chris said to him.

	The magnetic clamp stuck to the roof like glue and Chris flicked the switch on his built-in siren. Blue light flashing and siren wailing, they sped out of the suburbs and reached the Johanniter Krankenhaus within six minutes of leaving the attack site.

	The howl of the siren attracted enough attention at the hospital that emergency personnel streamed out of the building. Chris screeched to a halt and jumped out of the car as quickly as he could. He threw open the rear door and began pulling Weber out when two male nurses hurried over to assist him. Holmes staggered out his car door only far enough to reach the front fender, where he collapsed to the ground in a heap, exhausted and spent. After helping the nurses place Weber on a gurney, Chris climbed back into the car to retrieve his pistol, which was lying on the passenger-side floor well. He could see that a doctor was now treating Holmes, so he focused his attention on Ambassador Heymann. A nurse was escorting the diplomat into the hospital, who was holding one hand to his head and the other had a death grip on the Stars and Stripes. Chris flicked off the siren and followed the crowd into the sanctuary of the emergency ward and, for the first time in the longest fifteen minutes of his life, breathed a deep sigh of relief.

	


CHAPTER TWO

	Day 1

	Johanniter Krankenhaus, Bonn

	A PHYSICIAN APPROACHED CHRIS AS he scanned the emergency room. Chris hadn’t realized it, but he was covered in Juergen Weber’s blood, and the doctor automatically thought that he needed attention. Instead, Chris asked that hospital security lock down the area and inform the local police immediately of his circumstances. He thought there was a slim chance that the attackers would still be seeking their intended target, so he wanted to be prepared.

	As he was waiting for the security personnel to show up, he pulled out his cell phone and punched one, one on his speed dial. After two rings, he heard the familiar voice of Carla Reeve.

	“Hi Carla, it’s Chris. I need to speak to the boss—it’s an emergency.”

	Carla recognized the urgency in his normally jovial voice and didn’t take time to respond, connecting him immediately.

	“Nash here,” came the familiar, even-keeled voice of his employer.

	“Mr. Nash, it’s Chris. I’m in Bonn, and we have a problem.”

	Chris began with a short version of the day’s events and requested backup as soon as possible—he was sure the ambassador was out of immediate danger, but he knew complacency could be deadly. Nash promised to sort things out from his end and that he would be on the next plane from Berlin. Chris just had to sit tight.

	“Mr. Nash,” Chris pressed, “I think we should get out of here. Hospital security just showed up, and I’m not impressed. Besides, this building is not secure; there’s a dozen of ways in and out of this place.”

	“Okay, wait for your backup; then if the ambassador can be moved, do it. I’ll let you make the decision but keep in touch with me or Carla.”

	“Understood.”

	“Keep your head down. I’m on the way.”

	Two security guards appeared in front of the young driver, and Chris, in fluent German, quickly took charge—ordering one to move the BMW out of sight and the second to cover the room in which Ambassador Heymann was being treated. Chris briefly caught a glimpse of Heymann, who was being examined by a doctor. The ambassador gave him a quick smile and a single thumbs up. At least his injuries were one concern out of the way.

	Pacing further down the hallway, Chris found the two rooms where Weber and Holmes were being treated. They were also in safe hands; his priorities were now becoming clearer. Wait for backup and then move with Heymann—no need to involve Weber or Holmes now. In the meantime, he needed to get a feeling for his surroundings. As he began a quick survey of the various corridors, rooms, and public areas, he began forming an improvised escape plan. He hoped that he wasn’t going to need it but recalled his 7-P rule, which was drilled into him by his military instructors many years ago—proper planning and preparation prevents piss-poor performance—and he didn’t want to screw up now.

	Making his way back to Heymann, Chris noted that two police officers had also shown up. These guys were just first responders, though—not the professional protective detail that Chris had hoped for. Disappointed, he soon was overcome by a wave of doubts. What the hell am I doing? I’m not supposed to take charge; I’m just a glorified taxi driver for Christ’s sake! I have no authority here; shit, these people probably think I’m an American too, with all my giving out orders.

	He was shaken out of his thoughts by a police officer who informed him that a helicopter was inbound. Chris acknowledged the information but was unsure as to what it actually meant to him. He asked the officer to remain on guard at Heymann’s door as he went in search of a bathroom. He needed to piss and needed a moment to clear his head.

	As he was washing his hands of other men’s blood, Chris looked at his own image in the mirror for a long while, noticing his tired and drawn look from the day’s events. He stopped cleaning his hands mid-motion. Holy shit, what the hell did I just do? He stared deeply into his brown eyes searching for an answer. I did my job, he thought, gratified and relieved. I did what I was trained for, and I fucking survived! Yes! That’s what it’s about, I survived! He washed his face with a sense of confidence but soon realized there was still work to do.

	As he exited the bathroom, he heard the unmistakable sound of helicopter rotor blades close by. He dove into a small cleaner’s closet halfway down the hallway, took out his weapon, unloaded the magazine, and began counting his rounds. Satisfied that he had enough to get him through another small skirmish, if need be, he reloaded and placed the SIG back in its holster.

	He walked back towards the emergency room entrance with purpose and confidence. Switch on, asshole, switch on—the day isn’t over yet, he told himself. He recognized the shape of a green SA 330 Puma helicopter on the hospital landing pad just meters away from the emergency room. On its side, emblazoned in white, was the word Bundesgrenzschutz (Federal Border Protection). Chris, grateful, realized that his backup had finally arrived. The rotor blades were kept turning as two well-armed, green-clad officers sprang out and sprinted towards the hospital. Both men were directed by the hospital security guards to Chris, who had by now taken up a position in front of the ambassador’s room.

	The taller of the two officers stretched out his hand and simply said in English, “Schmidt. How may we be of service?” Chris desperately wanted to say, I’m just the driver. I don’t need this shit. You take over! But he shoved his negative thoughts back and said, “Thanks for coming so soon. Here’s the story so far,” and proceeded to give the officers a quick situation report.

	Schmidt agreed that the hospital wasn’t safe as there were way too many people coming and going and no way to control all the entry and exit points. “As soon as the ambassador can travel, we’ll take him back to our headquarters by helicopter,” he suggested. It’ll only be a fifteen-minute ride. There we have a safe area where he can be looked after by our staff. Then we can plan our next move. In the meantime, I can deploy my team around the hospital for further protection. Is that okay?”

	Chris paused and thought for a millisecond. Is that okay? One of Germany’s elite counterterrorist officers asking him if his plan was okay was not what Chris was used to in his role as a driver. You’re damn right it’s okay! He wanted to shout and jump for joy. But he needed to stay composed. “Absolutely. I’ll check on the ambassador.”

	Two minutes later a twelve-man team of elite GSG-9 (Bundesgrenzschutzgruppe 9) commandos of the German Federal Border Guard were deployed in and around the hospital complex.

	Thirty minutes following that, Ambassador Heymann and Chris were airborne and heading northeast towards the outskirts of Bonn. After the promised brief ride, the Puma with its VIP cargo touched down at the home of the GSG9 in Hangelar, just in time for the heavens to open up and the rain to begin to pour. The party made a quick dash to a waiting bus, where they were met by two senior officers of the commando unit, and then they were ferried to the officer’s mess just a short distance away.

	At the facility, they were met by two officials of the Bundeskriminalamt—commonly known as the BKA, the German equivalent of the American FBI—who began, without introduction, a barrage of questions for the ambassador. As persistent as they were, the ambassador politely declined to comment on any event until US legal representation was present. The two Germans, being deflected by the diplomat for the moment, focused their attention on Chris—who by this stage was looking rather disheveled and obviously a little vulnerable.

	Chris held up his hand. “Just a second please,” he said and then turned to Heymann. “Sir, with your permission, I would also like to wait for legal representation before I make any comments.”

	“I agree, Chris,” the ambassador replied. “However, I think you and I should have a chat before we go any further. Gentlemen, if you’ll excuse us.” The Germans grudgingly withdrew to a respectable distance and left the two “Americans” to conduct their discussions out of earshot.

	“Sir, Mr. Nash is on his way,” Chris began, “but I do need to inform him of our whereabouts.”

	“Okay, but first, tell me what the hell happened out there today,” Heymann asked. “My head is still spinning, and to me everything was such a blur. It still is, actually.”

	Chris took a few minutes to explain what he saw and did, recalling the attack in such precise detail to an awestruck Heymann, who could only shake his head and concentrate on a dark stain on the carpet in front of him. “I can’t believe it, I really can’t,” he finally said. “And you think it was a kidnapping attempt?”

	“Yes sir, sorry to be so blunt, but if they wanted you dead, it could have easily been achieved. That concrete slab was meant to take out the police.”

	Heymann, realizing how lucky he was, regained his composure. “Okay,” he said, “get a hold of Nash; I’m going to call my office. I think we need to stay here a little longer than I anticipated.” With that, the ambassador went in search of a phone, being trailed by the two BKA bloodhounds.

	Chris dialed the office again. “Hi, Carla, it’s Chris. Is the boss still in the office?”

	“No, I’m afraid not. He’s just left for the airport. But he’ll check in with me before he boards. Where are you?”

	“I don’t want to give you the exact location over the phone, but we’re in a secure location, and I’m with the principal, and we’re safe. If you look in your calendar, we visited this location about three months ago for a briefing. I think Mr. Nash was meeting with some guy called Baxter from the States. Not sure if I can, but I’ll try to get someone from here to meet him at the airport and bring him in. Will he be alone?”

	“No, John Bowman will be with him.”

	Chris scanned his memory for the name. Bowman, Bowman… embassy legal attaché, FBI? Okay, that’s good, he thought, having someone with a law enforcement background would help. “Listen, Carla,” he began sheepishly, “sorry for being so short with you earlier. I’m under a little pressure right now.” He wasn’t used to being the guy in charge.

	“Chris, it’s okay. Nash explained everything to me. Just be safe, okay?”

	“Thanks, Carla. I’ll be in touch.”

	As Chris hung up his phone, a young and fit-looking GSG9 officer approached him. Chris recognized him as one of the pair from the hospital.

	“I think you will need a change of clothes and a place to get cleaned up,” the officer suggested. “Have some rest maybe?”

	“Yes, I think you’re right, but the ambassador, where is he?”

	“He’s also taking a rest; we have a room for you next to his.”

	“That’s great; I can’t thank you guys enough for your help today. I don’t know what I would have done without you turning up when you did.”

	“After some of the reports I have seen so far, I think you would have done well enough without us, sir.”

	Chris felt honored by the compliment and smiled for the first time in what felt like ages. “I don’t think I introduced myself earlier,” he said, stretching out his hand. “My name’s Chris, Chris Morehouse, US Embassy Berlin.”

	“Captain Matthias Kettler, GSG9. Nice to meet you.”

	Chris chuckled, remembering the initial undercover name the man had given earlier that day and smiled, “Ah, yes, Herr Schmidt!”

	***

	Richard Nash and John Bowman touched down at Cologne/Bonn airport at 2030hrs that evening. They were met by two Bundesgrenzschutz officers who spirited them away in an unmarked BMW.

	As they rode silently along the autobahn towards the GSG9 headquarters, on another continent, a call was made to an office in Washington, DC, from a Virginian suburb by a sympathizer of the group that had carried out the attack on Heymann’s motorcade.

	“Hello?” a tired-sounding man answered.

	“Good morning, sir. This is Jay calling from Jetaway Express. I have some information for you regarding an overseas shipment that you placed with us.”

	“Is there a problem?”

	“Yes, there is. It seems that the package has gone missing.”

	“Did you just say ‘missing’?”

	“Yes sir, it seems that one of our foreign partners in Europe was unable to complete the transaction, and the package has been mislaid somewhere.”

	“Mislaid? What the hell are you talking about ‘mislaid’? Those were not my instructions. Do you know how important this was to me? I can’t believe that this has happened.”

	“I understand your predicament, sir.”

	“No, I don’t think that you do!” the now wide-awake voice replied as he slammed down the phone receiver.

	***

	Unbeknownst to Chris, John Bowman had been in the GSG9 officer’s mess almost thirty minutes before he burst into Chris’s room. Bowman had already spoken with Ambassador Heymann, the GSG9, and the two BKA officials—and he was now on the warpath. The FBI man found Chris and jabbed his finger firmly into the driver’s chest. “What I want to know from you are three things,” he began pompously. “One, why was an embassy driver carrying a weapon? Two, why did you put an American’s life in danger? Three, why have you not cooperated with the BKA?”

	Nice to meet you too asswipe, Chris thought as he stretched out his hand. “I’m sorry, we haven’t formally met. My name is Chris…”

	“Don’t get cocky with me, son. I know who you are—you’re in enough shit right now. Don’t make matters worse for yourself by pissing me off!”

	Chris needed to stick up for himself. There was no one else around to back him up. “With all due respect, Mr. Bowman, I deserve a little more courtesy than that. I had to make some tough decisions today, ones that drivers usually do not have to make, and I’m still on edge. I think we both need to calm down a little before we start talking about my actions—which in fact may have saved an American’s life.”

	As the boisterous conversation carried into the hall, Richard Nash followed the din and intervened just in time to catch the hot-headed Bowman making a move towards Chris, hissing, “Who the fuck do you think—”

	Just then a well-groomed head appeared around the corner of the door. “Chris, how’s it going—are you okay?”

	“Mr. Nash, nice to see you so soon,” Chris said with relief. “Thanks for coming.”

	“I see you’ve met our FBI representative. Everything all right?”

	“Fine, but could you sit in on our discussion? I think there are a few things that need to be explained.”

	“No problem. You look a little pale. Did you receive any injuries?” Nash seemed genuinely concerned with his driver.

	Bowman felt he was being upstaged. “Mr. Nash, maybe we can have a word outside.”

	“If it involves Chris, no.” Turning his attention back to his driver, he asked, “What’s the status of Ted?”

	“He was okay when I left the hospital,” Chris replied. “Looks like a shattered collarbone. They’ll keep him in there for a few days. I think he’s going to be fine.”

	A perturbed Bowman interjected. “Hang on a second. I’m trying to conduct an investigation here. What’s this guy doing carrying a weapon shooting up civilians on the streets like he didn’t care who got hit?”

	Chris started to get out of his chair, but Nash interjected. “John, there are a few things that need to be clarified here. You do not treat Chris like a criminal, and you will not talk down to him. He works for me directly and deserves the utmost respect for what he did today. Furthermore, Chris has been, how shall I put it… allowed certain privileges by working for my office and has been trained to carry and use a weapon as he deems fit.”

	Bowman seethed. “Why wasn’t the FBI informed about this?”

	“John sorry, but you simply did not need to know. Everything is legitimate, and the German authorities, including the ambassador I might add, approved the license many months ago. Chris has attended some of the best training courses that our office has to offer, and your suggestion that he acted like a cowboy is totally out of line. Now, I suggest we start from the beginning and hear Chris’s report before we draw any other conclusions, don’t you think?”

	Bowman finally nodded in submission and looked warily at Chris. “We may as well get the BKA guys in here as well. They need to know how this thing went down.” Bowman left the room in search of the Germans.

	Chris tried to suppress a smile, but Nash could read his eyes perfectly. “Thanks Mr. Nash,” the driver said, meaning it.

	“Don’t thank me yet. I’ve still got to answer to his boss,” Nash responded glumly. The legendary tension between the CIA and the FBI was evident even here, out in the field, where cooperation mattered the most.

	As all parties convened, made themselves comfortable, and switched on their various recording devices, Chris began his colorful recollection of events, leaving out not even the smallest of details. His audience, which had now expanded to include also Kettler and other GSG9 officers, were captivated as he reconstructed the attack site. Chris managed to sketch out in detail the various positions of all the players and vehicles. Yet when he tried to estimate the timings of the events, he was unable to pin down exactly at what time the first explosions occurred and when the last shots fell. Showing his fallibility, he apologized when the question was fielded. “Sorry, I guess I was too caught up in the moment to look at the time, but it must have taken only five to ten minutes at the most.”

	It was long past midnight when the last questions stopped, but Bowman, now somewhat placated, promised that over the next few days there would be further inquiries from all interested parties—and that Chris should keep himself available should the need occur. As everyone retired for the night, Chris, feeling protective, turned to Nash and asked, “What’s going to happen to the ambassador?”

	“He’ll have his debriefing in the morning, and then he’ll probably head back to Berlin. No need to worry about safeguarding him for the moment—the GSG9 will take care of him. He had some very good words to say about you, though. Whatever happens, you’ll have an ally there. By the way, good job, Chris,” he said with a wink. “Get some sleep. We’ll fly back to Berlin in the morning.”

	Day 1

	Washington, DC

	At 12:15 p.m. Eastern Standard Time, Senator Robert J. Corbin left his desk and announced to his staff that he was going out for lunch and would be back in an hour. The Senator left the Hart Senate Office building on foot and headed across to the Union Railway Station. From there he crossed a zigzag of paths that eventually landed him on the corner of First and K Streets. The Turkish deli at the intersection was not on the list of fine cuisine eating establishments in downtown Washington, DC, but was, rather, a convenient and inexpensive alternative for many seeking a quick lunch on the go. However, Corbin was not interested in lunch. He sauntered casually into the deli and headed for the overfilled fridge near the cashier’s register, where he retrieved a Diet Coke, placed two dollars on the counter, and then left without saying a word or even waiting for the change.

	Mazzim, the deli owner seemed to pay little attention to Corbin; he took the cash gratefully and then quickly refocused his attention on a pretty little receptionist from a local law firm standing at the counter, who was becoming one of his regular and more pleasant customers.

	Two hours later, Mazzim made a call to his Turkish wholesaler. “I’m sending you a fax with my latest order. How soon can you deliver? I’m in a rush, and I’m running out of everything.” The wholesaler never received faxed orders from the fellow Turk; his customer usually picked up the goods himself to cut down on shipping costs. This must be important, he thought.

	“How about tonight? I can make a special delivery for you. What time do you close?”

	“Make sure you’re here before ten. I’ll be waiting for you.”

	“No problem—I can deliver on time. See you tonight.”

	The conversation ended with the wholesaler staring at the phone. In an instant, he pieced together the snippets of the call and tried to figure out what was going on. He’d already deciphered the semi-cryptic message: A meeting was obviously required; the runner was involved; and the meeting would take place the next day at 2200 hours at the prearranged site. But why? Against strict operational procedures, the wholesaler decided to make a few innocent calls for himself. Something was clearly wrong, and he needed to know before the meeting with the politician.

	***

	The next morning, Lufthansa flight LH355 from Frankfurt touched down at Washington Dulles Airport. Amongst the regular crowd of businessmen, tourists, and GIs returning from postings in Europe was a weary traveler carrying a briefcase in his right hand and a trench coat draped over his left arm. He made his way through the throng of arriving passengers to the carousel, where he waited patiently for his baggage.

	After twenty minutes of being pushed and shoved in every direction by impatient travelers, the man found and retrieved his suitcase and then made his way to the bank of telephones outside the arrivals gate.

	Senator Corbin was in his office, involved in a deep conversation with one of his staffers, who was briefing his boss on the latest topic of debate in the Capitol—energy consumption. Although no landline calls were to be put through during the meeting, Corbin’s personal cell phone was close at hand. It suddenly rang, and the staffer halted abruptly in mid-sentence. Corbin, without any excuses, flipped open the phone. “Hi, honey, what’s up?” he said, using the term of endearment he had for his wife—although she did not have this cell phone number.

	“I’m back,” said a gruff voice.

	With enthusiasm and a slight pause Corbin replied, “That’s great, I should be finished around eight, so I’ll pick you up then. Say hi to Margie for me. Bye.” After he snapped the phone shut, he silently brushed off a piece of lint from his Armani suit and for a moment looked as if he was deep in thought. His steely blue eyes then gazed back up at his employee, and he quickly got back into briefing mode. “Please continue—you were just saying that SUV fuel consumption has doubled in the last two years, and…” The conversation drifted back to everyday senatorial matters, and Corbin, although on the outside, appeared to be absorbed in the flow charts in front of him, was on the inside, consumed with his plans for the evening.

	That evening, Corbin left his Cadillac at the parking lot of the Wolftrap Inn, a seventies style motel off Highway 123 in Vienna, Virginia. He walked through the complex as if he was heading to a room as a guest. Instead, he passed under the walkways and out to the rear of the building to another adjoining parking area, where he spotted Trenchcoat sitting behind the steering wheel of a grey Oldsmobile. Corbin got in the passenger seat and, without uttering a word, motioned for him to get moving. Heading north, neither spoke until they reached the Lee Jackson Memorial Highway ten minutes later.

	It was Corbin who broke the silence. “You going to tell me what the fuck happened over there?”

	“Sir, something went badly wrong,” Trenchcoat acknowledged. “Nothing went to plan, and it seems our partners aren’t playing by our rules. I think they attempted a kidnapping instead of carrying out the hit.”

	“Jesus Christ, what the hell have they done? This screws everything up. Are you sure?”

	“Sir, I was there. I saw everything. That was definitely no attempt at assassination. They had a van on standby in an adjacent street ready to throw him into, and they had just enough explosives to blow open a door. We told them exactly where to place the stuff and how much they would need to blow the Caddy clean off the street.”

	“I told those assholes to get rid of him. What the hell are they playing at? Where’s Heymann now?”

	“I don’t know, sir. The last I saw him he was boarding a helicopter from the Bundesgrenzschutz at the hospital. He could be anywhere in Germany by now.”

	“Great, just great. Now we’ll have a full-scale investigation into what happened. Can’t trust those bastard Turks with anything. We’re going to have to deal with Heymann later. For now, we’ve got to sort these assholes out—it’s about time they realized who they’re dealing with.”

	Trenchcoat continued to drive, explaining everything that had happened over the previous twenty-four hours. As the details became clearer, it was becoming obvious to Corbin that the Turks were trying to kidnap Heymann for a reason.

	What Trenchcoat failed to do was to divulge in any detail the manner of Heymann’s rescue. He was still astonished as to how it had all transpired and how quickly the BMW driver was to react. He secretly admired the young man’s capabilities and his ability to respond under extreme pressure.

	As the story wound down, Trenchcoat headed back towards the meeting place. Less than two miles away, he stopped the car at the side of the road, got out, and headed out into the nearby woods. Corbin slid behind the wheel of the Oldsmobile and looked at his watch: 2100 hours. As frustrated as he was, he would have to be patient enough for his accomplice to get into position.

	While he waited, the senator from Michigan contemplated how to move forward with his plans. Yes, there had been a kink in the road. Heymann needed to go—of that there was no doubt. He was sure there would be a second chance, somewhere, somehow. The Turks would just have to get it right the next time, or the deal would be off.

	For Corbin, the product of a family of wealthy steel industrialists from Michigan, his plans were far more grandiose than those of Turkish idealists he was meeting tonight. As much as he coveted the cash he was spending, he was willing to go to any length to support his personal cause. Corbin’s grand plan was simple, but years in the making. He wanted to become the president of the United States.

OEBPS/cover.jpeg





OEBPS/images/image1.png





