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“Grandfather, we're here," Millie said over the intercom as the slick private jet came into land.

“Very good,” answered Conrad Rose, never looking up from the papers strewn about the desk in front of him. 

"This time, Simon," Conrad said to the large well-dressed man sitting on the other side of the plane as he fastened his seatbelt tightly, “this time, I’ll have him.”

The other man’s only answer was a cold smile that split his face for a moment then was gone.

Conrad Rose, head of the massive multinational Rose Corporation, was a thin, grim-faced 

man, with a shock of white hair, well on his way to his eighties. But while other men his age were warming their feet by fires or sitting in a hospital bed hooked up to any number of machines waiting to die. Conrad Rose radiated health and vitality. Some people said that the old man was indestructible, others that he was immortal; when anyone met Conrad for the first time, that was precisely the impression they received because he did seem almost immortal. He carried himself with more energy and drive than men half his age. But it wasn't immortality that lent Conrad his strength and drive; it was an obsession, a deep burning obsession that had consumed him for the better part of thirty-five years.  

"Millie," Conrad said into the intercom that sat on the desk in front of him, "have you radioed ahead to see if Mr Green and his team are waiting for us?"

"Yes, grandfather," Millie replied, her voice soft and gentle as always when she spoke to him, "Mr Green will be waiting at our private hanger when we arrive."

“Excellent,” said the old man expecting nothing less.

His granddaughter was always more than efficient when it came to Conrad's other business. She knew what was at stake, and in some ways, she was almost as obsessed by it as he was. 

The beautifully sleek, wide-bodied Gulfstream 550 had been in the air for over seven hours. Still, neither Conrad nor his granddaughter felt in the least fatigued as the jet landed at Presidente Juscelino Kubitschek, the primary international airport of Brasilia, the sprawling capital of Brazil, and taxied towards the Rose corporation private hanger that sat in a little-used part of the airport. The plane was Conrad's home away from home, a place of safety for the old man and a complete mobile command and control centre for his empire. Outfitted with the most up to date information and intelligence gathering equipment, it would have been the envy of any head of state in the world.

As the plane rolled to a halt, Simon opened the cabin door and pressed the button that silently unfolded the steps from the aircraft's body. He waited until he had been given a confirming nod from the waiting man, who stood at the bottom of the steps before he stepped aside and allowed Conrad to exit the plane. 

"Nice to see you again, Mr Green,” said Conrad, as he walked slowly down the steps of his plane, completely ignoring the fawning customs official that waited at the bottom of the plane steps.

“Hello Sir,” said Tom Green, stepping in front of the customs officer and blocking the man’s way to Conrad.

"Is your team ready, Mr Green?” Conrad said as the pair of them walked to the small office at the end of the hanger. Closely followed by the giant figure of Simon, Conrad's luggage carried effortlessly in his massive hands. 

The customs officer, his face flushing red at being so completely ignored, was just about to start after the three men when a soft voice from behind him asked, "Mr Mendez?"

Mendez looked around and found himself looking up into the beautiful face of Conrad's granddaughter, Millie.

"Ah, Miss Rose," said Mendez sleazily, as his eyes ran over her trim and well-formed body, "it's so good to see you again."

“Yes, I’m sure it is,” Millie said, her voice cold and professional, a stark change from the tone it held when she spoke to her grandfather, “Here’s your payment, Mr Mendez."

As Mendez took the large brown envelope from Millie’s hand and stuffed it greedily into the pocket of his coat, he said, “I’m afraid that the cost of planning for you and your grandfather will have to increase Miss Rose. There have been some unexpected security measures put in place of late, and I must bribe more people to cover your comings and goings.”

Mendez knew that Conrad never went through customs in any country he visited. He also knew how secretive the old man was about his movements. Conrad kept his whereabouts a closely guarded secret. Only a few people ever knew where he was at any given time. Conrad had made enemies in the past twenty-five years, powerful enemies, who would have liked nothing better than to see the old man's head on a pole.

“You are paid more than enough to take care of any eventualities, Mr Mendez, now if you can’t do the job we ask, then I'm sure we can find someone who could," said Millie; she knew that there was always someone else very willing to take her grandfather's money.

“No, no, Miss Rose," said Mendez hurriedly, as he saw the stern look on Millie's face, "I can take care of everything; please just forget I said anything."

“Very well, Mr Mendez,” Millie said, as she started to follow the three men to the other side of the hanger, “Now if you will excuse me? I have work of my own to do.”

As Millie walked off Mendez, let his eyes roam over her body lustfully and said, “If there is anything else you need, Miss Rose, please just ask?”

“Now that you mention it, Mr Mendez, there is,” Millie said, turning and looking coldly at the small balding man, “if you ever try and extort more money from me, or try and talk to my grandfather again. Then I will have to end our arrangement permanently.”

As Mendez stood looking at her, surprise on his face. Millie walked back to him and said softly, “and I do mean permanently. Now, don't you think you had best be on your way?"

Then without waiting for an answer, she turned and walked quickly after her grandfather.

“Are all the arrangements in order?” Millie heard her grandfather ask as she walked into the small untidy office. The door opened for her by the ever-present Simon.

“Thank you, Simon," she said to her grandfather's assistant. 

“Miss Millie,” Simon said, his voice as always, soft and gentle, a stark counterpoint to the savage ferocity contained in the big man's body. 

As she walked into the room, Millie's eyes flicked towards the tall slim-hipped man who stood across the room from her. Many people had been surprised when Conrad had hired Tom Green to be his chief of security. Most saw him as little more than a hired thug. But he had proven himself, over the years, to be a competent man; this had been a bonus for Conrad because the job of security chief had been nothing more than a front. Conrad had hired Green for a far more important and dangerous reason. 

"Yes, sir," said Green, "They are on the other side of the hanger at the moment checking their gear and weapons. They should be finished and have everything loading onboard the helicopters inside the hour."

“Very good,” said Conrad, “I’ll go and talk to them once we are finished here.”

Conrad always made sure that he knew each of his special employees personally. They all 

had jobs in his organization, secretaries, office cleaners, maintenance men, all the invisible people who worked in any large building. No one noticed or cared about them, and if they did, it was only to walk around them. But because of this secret organization, Conrad knew everything that was happening inside his companies. From illicit romances, right up to the chief executives, who were in the middle of a very large and very illegal embezzling scheme. Conrad knew it all and dealt with it accordingly. He called these people his shadows. It was a name that they had adopted with pride for themselves. And even though almost no one knew that they existed, these shadows were the true business of Conrad’s life. His whole multinational corporation existed to support them and the secret war they fought. A war that Conrad had been waging for decades and one he hoped would be over in a few days.

“Here are the latest satellite images, and on-ground team reports, Mr Rose,” said Green, passing Conrad a large brown folder.

Conrad took the folder and started to leaf through it. He had become used to his head of security anticipating his requests before he spoke them.

"Excellent," said the old man studying the photos hungrily, "and what about the target? Are we sure he's there?"

"Of course, there are no photographs of him," said Green, handing Conrad another smaller folder, "but we received this report from our long-range recon team only last night. I'm convinced it's him, sir; that's why I called you."

Conrad studied the report, reading it three times before he looked at the artist’s impression that had been stapled to the back of it. There staring up at him was the monster that had turned his life into a nightmare. 

“Yes, that’s him,” said Conrad coldly, as he started down the hand-drawn sketch, "what about the recognizance team? Have they all made it back safely?"

"Yes sir, all back in one piece," said Green, no longer surprised that this old man, who was arguably one of the richest men in the world, always worried about every person he sent out into the field. And if one of them should fall, their families were taken care of for the rest of their lives.

"They're positive that they were not detected. And no trace was left behind."

“So, do you consider this to be a viable operation, Mr Green?” asked Conrad, looking the other man straight in the eye.

“Yes sir, I do,” answered Green without hesitation, “in fact, I would say that this is the best chance we’ve had to catch him in ten years.” 

Conrad thought for only a moment before he said, “very well, Mr Green, we’ll leave in the morning, Millie.”

“Yes, Grandfather,” Millie answered, stepping up to stand beside Conrad.

"Please make sure we have all the right papers and that any bribes that are needed are taken care of."

"All underway, grandfather," she said, her voice full of quiet confidence. “I contacted our people here while we flew in. They will have everything we need by the morning.”

“Good,” said the old man, cracking a rare smile at his granddaughter’s efficacy, “now if you two will excuse me? I’m going to have a word with the assault team.”

Green watched the old man and his large assistant walk off and smiled to himself. Conrad Rose was gruff and argumentative. And he was without a doubt the most annoying man that Green had ever met. But like every other man and woman who worked for Conrad as a shadow. Green would lay down his life for the old man and his cause in a heartbeat. 

“Hello, Tom,” Millie said, shaking Green from his thoughts.

“Hi, Millie,” Green said, taking her hand in his, “it’s been a long time.”

“Too long,” she said softly, gripping his hand tightly.

“Millie,” Conrad shouted from the other side of the hanger. 

“Coming, grandfather,” she shouted back, then to Green she said, “Grandfather and I are staying at the Bonaparte hotel if you fancy a drink later.”

“Drinking with the iron man himself,” said Green smiling, as he let go of her hand, “now that is an honour.” 

“You know what I mean,” Millie said, smiling at him as she hurried off to attend to her grandfather, “see you at nine.”  

“Millie Rose,” Green said to himself with a sigh as he watched her walk away.

“Yes, Grandfather,” Millie said as she walked up behind Conrad.

"Was there a problem with Mr Mendez when we arrived? Conrad asked.

“Nothing I couldn’t handle, grandfather,” she answered, not at all surprised that the old man had noticed her exchange with the customs official.

“Do you consider him a risk, Millie?” Conrad asked coldly.

Millie considered her next words very carefully because now a man's life hung on them.

“In a small way, yes," she said reluctantly, "but I think a warning would be enough for a worm-like Mendez.”

“Very well,” said the old man turning to speak to one of the assault team, “Allen, if you would be so kind as to tell Mr Green, to send someone to talk to, Mr Mendez, and remind him of just how binding our agreement is.”

"Yes, sir," answered Allen Webster, a short, stocky Welsh man in his mid-thirties.

Millie watched as the man ran across the hanger and spoke hurriedly to Green. She felt a slight pang of sympathy for Mendez as the two men walked to the small side door of the hanger and hurried to have their conversation with the customs officer. Millie knew that Mendez would not be harmed, but a visit from Tom Green and his men was always to be avoided. From tomorrow, Mr Enrich Mendez would be a far humbler man.  

Another request from her grandfather pulled Millie back from her thoughts and pushed the soon to be visited customs officer entirely from her mind.

“Yes, yes, I'm coming," shouted Mendez as he walked quickly to the front door of his apartment.

The moment he turned the lock, his front door was thrown violently open, the security chain doing nothing to stop his intruders.

"Who are you?" Mendez shouted as the two large, grim-faced men pushed their way into his home.

“I think you know who we are, Mr Mendez,” Tom Green said, a sudden smile breaking out on his face, “after all, we have the same employer.”

“Oh God,” Mendez pleaded, his voice rising an octave, “Rose sent you here to kill me, didn't he? Please, no, please.”

“Calm down, Mr Mendez,” Green said, well naturedly, “I’m not here to kill you, and believe me, if Mr Rose wanted you dead, it would already have happened.”

“Then, why are you here?” Mendez asked, still not believing the smiling man standing in front of him.

“I’m here as a warning, Enrich," Green said, taking Mendez by the arm and leading him to a well-stuffed armchair, "your only warning. Your job here is to make sure that Mr Rose’s visits to this city go unnoticed. And I believe you’re more than well paid for your troubles. You are not paid to try and blackmail Mr Rose for more money or to speak to the old man or make sexual advances to his granddaughter.”

"But I," Mendez started to say but was cut off in mid-sentence by Green's raised hand.

“I’m not interested, Enrich,” he said, his voice still calm and reassuring, "as I said, I’m a warning. Do the job you’re paid for, or the next time you see me, I won’t be so pleasant.”

Green was silent for a moment, then he leaned very close to the now profusely sweating customs officer and said softly, “do we understand one another?”

Mendez, too afraid to speak, nodded his head quickly.

“Good,” Green said, the smile never leaving his face, “Goodbye, Mr Mendez; I hope we never have to meet again."

Then just before he and Webster left Mendez’s apartment, Green turned and looked at the terrified customs man and said pleasantly, “Have a nice evening.”

Three hours later, Green was waiting in the bar of the Bonaparte hotel. His visit to the customs official had left a bad taste in his mouth. He knew it had been necessary. Any possible security breach had to be dealt with promptly, but he didn't enjoy scaring some fat, middle-aged man half to death.

As he sat waiting for Millie to turn up, Green watched the other occupants of the plush hotel’s bar. There was a spattering of what appeared to be businessmen, an old man and woman, who looked to be on the first holiday of their lives, and a young couple, obviously on their honeymoon. As Green watched, he half expected them to start having sex in the middle of the bar. But the woman, perhaps sensing that there were far too many eyes watching them, took her husband’s hand and led him away to the elevators. Green lifted his glass to their backs and silently envied their everyday life.

Watching the young couple made him start to think about Millie. As soon as she entered his thoughts, he began to feel like a teenager on his first date. He'd known dozens of women over the years, but only one had ever made him feel the way he did now. 

"Come on, stupid," he said quietly, as he nursed his whisky, "You're only meeting for a drink, not getting married."

“Talking to yourself, Tom?” said a voice from just behind him.

Green jumped and spilt his drink across the bar.

“I hate it when you do that, Millie,” he said, to the tall, redhead, as he grabbed a bar towel and mopped frantically at the spilt liquid.

"That's why I do it," she said, smiling as she sat down on the barstool next to him, "Now, don't you think you should buy me that drink?"

It had been over eight months since the last time Green had seen Millie, but after only five minutes, it felt like yesterday. He’d never felt this with any other woman before. Usually, if he met an old girlfriend, there would be an uneasy silence, or forced laughter, that grated at the nerves. But, with Millie, there was none of that, just a warm, comfortable feeling of friendship and closeness. She always laughed when he told her that, but deep down, Green knew she felt the same way. But the work they did for her grandfather kept them apart for long periods. And Green was not stupid enough to think that someone who looked like she did would wait months just for the chance to see him again. But he did; since he first met Millie fifteen years ago, there had been no other women in his life. There had been opportunities to be sure. But it was simply that none of them had ever managed to hold a candle to the tall redhead that sat across from him. He would have been dumbfounded if he knew that, for the past fifteen years, there had not been another man in Millie's life for the very same reason.

The evening passed in what seemed like moments for the two people. For them, the busy hotel bar might as well have been empty. They were utterly lost in each other. It was only when Millie went to order them both another drink that she realized just how late it was.

"Looks like the bars closing," she said as she watched the bartender pull the shutters down over the bar.

“There's no fooling you, is there?" Green said with a smile as he turned to watch the bar close.

She looked at him icily for a moment, then said, "I’m glad grandfather didn’t hire you for your sense of humour.”

“No, it was for my amazing, good looks,” Green shot straight back.

"Yes, I'm sure," she said, smiling at him as she stood up. 

"I've missed you, Millie," Green said, standing up as well.

She looked at him for a moment, then she said, almost too quietly to hear, “I’ve missed you too.”

The pair of them stood in the emptying bar, each feeling the same, both afraid to put a voice to that feeling for fear of destroying what they had.

It was Millie who broke the silence between them.

"Would you like a nightcap, Tom?” she said coyly, taking his hand.

“Yes, I would,” he answered, his voice soft, as he felt the warmth of her hand in his, “I would like that a lot.”

As they walked towards the row of elevators that stood waiting in the plush lobby of the hotel. Green slipped his arm gently around Millie’s slim waist and pulled her towards him. Neither of them noticed the barman as he watched them enter the elevator. The smile disappeared from his face as the elevator doors closed. He stood there watching the floor numbers slip across the counter placed just about the elevator call buttons.

He nodded slowly to himself when he saw the numbers stop at nineteen.

“Now to find their room,” he said, his voice full of hatred, as he pushed open the door to the stairwell and started to run effortlessly up the stairs.  
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Chapter Two
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Green woke up just a moment before the wickedly sharp knife would have plunged into his chest. His hand shot up with an almost superhuman speed and grabbed his attacker's wrist while he was still waking up. 

"Millie," he shouted as his other hand balled into a fist and smashed up into his attacker’s throat, knocking him to the floor.

Even though her reflexes were not a fraction of Green’s, Millie was awake in a heartbeat.

"Tom," she shouted as she surged naked out of bed, “what’s happening?”

“We have a visitor,” Green said, as his foot struck out from the bed and caught their assailant square on the chin as he struggled to stand up. The blow snapped the attacker’s head back viciously, knocking him clean across the room, smashing a nest of tables and a mirror in the process. Green jumped out of bed and ran across the room, grabbing a bedsheet as he went so that he could tie up this stranger, who had appeared as if by magic in Millie’s room and tried to kill him. As he bound the man’s hands and feet as tightly as he could, Green said to Millie.

“Go and get your grandfather.”

Without an answer, Millie Grabbed Green’s shirt from the floor and ran out of the room. 

It only took Millie Minutes to run the two floors to her grandfather’s room. She sighed with relief to see the ever-present form of Simon sitting quietly outside Conrad's door.

“Simon,” she shouted, as the large man stood up, his hand slipping into the left side of his jacket, “wake my grandfather, we have a problem.”

The large bodyguard didn't reply; he opened Conrad's door and spoke a few soft words. Moments later, Millie’s grandfather emerged from his room, fully clothed and completely awake. 

Millie returned five minutes later with the old man and Simon close behind her.

“What happened here, Mr Green?" asked Conrad as he examined the overturned room and smashed furniture.

"Don't you ever sleep, old man?” Green thought as he looked at his employer, but out loud, he said, “Millie and I had ourselves a midnight visitor, sir.”

"Is he still alive?" asked the old man, not once asking if Millie and Green were injured in any way. Conrad would never have said it, but one of the reasons he let the relationship between Green and his granddaughter continue was that she was safer with his head of security than with any other man he knew. Conrad had never met anyone as quick or as deadly as Tom Green. 

“Yes, sir,” answered Green, “I’ve got him tied up in the bathroom.”

“Alright then,” said Conrad, sitting down on a plush armchair that sat to one side of the picture window, “get him out here if you would, Mr Green, and let’s see what he has to say for himself.”

Without another word, Green walked into the bathroom and a moment later reappeared, dragging their attacker roughly by the collier. 

"Simon," Conrad said, as Green dragged the bound man from the bathroom, "would you watch the door; please, in case this is some deception."

The big man turned around without a word and silently left the room.

"And what have you to say?" Conrad asked as he looked down at the man at his feet.

"Nothing," answered the assassin aggressively as he tried to struggle to his feet.

“Stay on the floor,” said Green, as he kicked the man’s feet, almost casually, from under him.

“This can go easy or hard for you, my friend,” said Conrad, leaning forward and looking the stranger in the eyes, “It’s your choice.”

“What can you do to me?” the intruder said, almost laughing. “I’m.”

But his boast faltered when he looked up and saw who it was that was asking the questions.

"You," said the attacker, fear, at last, finding its way into his voice.

“Yes, it’s me,” said Conrad, standing up slowly, “now, I'm going to ask you some questions, and if I don't like the answers, then, Mr Green, here will ask them again. And you can be sure that he will not be as patient or polite as I am. After all, it was him you tried to kill.”

“And if I tell you what you want to know?” asked the intruder hopefully. “You’ll let me go?”

“No,” said Conrad, shaking his head, “but your death will be a lot easier.”

The intruder looked at the three people standing over him and saw his death one way or another reflected in their eyes. 

“What do you want to know?” he said softly, resigned to his fate.

“Let’s start with your name, shall we?” said Conrad pleasantly, “then we can go on from there.”

Conrad questioned Green's intruder for the next two hours. He found out that. The man’s name was Alexander Brass, and he was one of several assassins stationed in and around Brasilia. And that they had standing orders to try and kill any of Conrad's organization that they encountered, no matter what the cost. He also found out that only Millie and Green had been recognized.

“Did you report to any of your superiors before you attacked us?” Millie asked coldly.

She had dressed while her grandfather had interrogated Brass and was now dressed in jeans and a long-sleeved t-shirt.

"I didn't have the chance," Brass said, looking from Conrad to his granddaughter, "If I'd left the hotel, I might have lost you, and that was simply not an option.”

“I bet you wish you could use the phone, don't you?” Green said, just as coldly as Millie.

He, too, had taken the opportunity to get dressed and was now clothed similarly to Millie. 

“It’s a small loss, for the gains,” said Brass, smiling at his would-be victim, showing him perfect and unnaturally white teeth.

Conrad brought the interrogation to a close at that moment by saying.

“Millie, contact the assault team and tell them we leave inside the hour. Mr Green, please deal with this creature.”

“No, wait,” Brass said, panic flaring in his eyes, as he realized what Conrad meant, "I have more information for you."

“Like what?” Conrad said, holding his hand up to stop Green as the man walked forward.

“Like the location of the man you’re looking for,” Brass said hopefully, “if you let me live, I'll tell you exactly where he is and how to get there. I'll even show you how to get past his security."

Conrad leaned in closer to his captive, and in a low cold voice, he said, “You have nothing to offer, Mr Brass; I already know where he is and how to get there. And as for his security, I don't want to bypass it. I'm counting on it."

Then with a slight nod to Green, Conrad stood up and walked over to talk to Millie, totally ignoring Brass.

“No, wait, please,” Brass said, turning to face Green.

“If it was one of us tied up on the floor helpless, would you wait?” Green asked grimly.

Then without waiting for an answer, he thrust a sharpened stake deeply into Brass's chest. 

The three of them watched as Alexander Brass, a man who was evil long before he became the vampire who had hoped to kill Conrad’s head of security. Then have his vile way with his granddaughter, before he, in turn, killed her, screamed a silent scream, and became nothing more than a pile of dirty brown dust, lying on the floor.

As he watched, not an ounce of compassion showed on Conrad's face. Once Brass was dead, he turned to Green and Millie and said, “Get your things together; it's time to go."

The four of them were packed and in a rented limousine inside of ten minutes. 

As the beautiful black car pulled silently away from the hotel entrance, Conrad turned to Millie and said, “Contact our people here, Millie, and have them do a sweep of the city. I want Brass’s nest found and destroyed by this time tomorrow.”

"Yes, grandfather," she said, as she took her mobile phone from her jacket and quickly dialled a number.

While Millie was busy making her phone call, Conrad leaned forward and spoke to the two men who sat in the front of the car.

“Are we being followed?” he asked curtly.
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