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With his team positioned as he wanted them, Bruce Edmonds started to raise his hand to signal the team to move in, when he heard a sound behind him.  As he started to turn to the noise, Navy Radioman Master Chief Petty Officer Roy (Dusty) MacInnis, a Navy SEAL, squeezed off a shot with his silenced sniper rifle.  It hit the man behind Bruce in the forehead, just as he was raising his weapon to fire at Bruce’s back.  Dusty was situated on the building the team was about to close in on.  He got there after he had worked his way to a steel ladder on the side of the building, and climbed the ladder to guard the backs of the rest of the team.

Bruce was at a corner of another building, across an alleyway from still another building.  At the corner of the other building, Anson Clark had seen Bruce start to turn, and then had seen the dead man fall in a heap.  He muttered, “Damn.  Where in the hell did he come from?”

Bruce shook his head.  “Damned if I know, but I’m sure glad Dusty was on his toes.”

All members of the team were wearing small communication sets, and Dusty joked, “Me, too...or scratch one slow-footed dogface, and we’d be looking for a new leader, oh, great leader.”

Bruce was a retired Army Special Forces Sergeant Major, and was now CIA.  He grinned and grumbled, “Yeah, thanks, squid,” as he walked to the dead man, with Anson right behind him.  

Anson was a retired Marine Master Sergeant and former SEAL, who wasn’t officially part of the team, just helped out from time to time.  He was on this mission near Frankfort, Germany because only he and Dusty spoke German well enough to possibly pass as Germans.  Now, he followed Bruce to the rear corner of the building, without even looking down at the dead man—Bruce having already checked to make sure he was dead.  When they got there, Bruce peered around the corner and shrugged.  Then he whispered, “Come on, Anson, let’s see if we can see where he came from.”

Anson said nothing as he followed Bruce, until they came to a door with just a bit of light seeping out from under it.  The two men looked at each other and grinned, then leaned their sniper rifles against the side of the building and took out their handguns.  The Asps—as the guns were known—were the reason behind the name of the team, which was the same as the guns.  They were nine-millimeter and almost totally silenced, with no attachment at the end of the weapons.  Without comment, Anson tried the doorknob, found the door unlocked, and opened it.  Inside they immediately saw two armed men, squatting around a small fire pot.  The two quickly went for their weapons.  They were not even close to being fast enough, and each died from a silent shot to the head.  Anson hurried forward, checked to make sure both were dead, then put a lid on the pot to put out the fire.  As he did, Bruce—using the night vision gear all members of the team were using—looked around the garage-type building, and saw nothing else of note.  “My guess is these two, and the one outside are some sort of roving sentry set up, only they weren’t doing a very good job of roving...too busy trying to warm their hands.” 

Anson just grunted as he followed Bruce out of the building, and shut the door behind him.  Then he re-opened the door, as he saw Bruce dragging the dead body Dusty had shot toward him.  Once the body was disposed of and the door shut again, both men picked up their sniper rifles and returned to their original places.  When they got there, Bruce decided to get on with their plan.  “Okay, team, move on in.  Anson and I’ll head in when you reach the target building.”

Recently promoted Marine Captain and SEAL Billy James Garcia, was the first to move out.  Air Force Special Forces Medic Staff Sergeant John (Jack) Littlefield and Army Special Forces Master Sergeant Ike Hill started forward soon after, from a different location.  As they started forward, Marine Staff Sergeant and SEAL Al (Bear) Turner also moved toward the building Dusty was sitting on top of.

When those four neared the building, Bruce and Anson started forward, also.  The one other member of the team, Kye MacInnis, a retired Marine Brigadier General and recently married wife of Dusty, was near the top of a building, facing the target building, on a fire escape landing.  Having retired to marry Dusty, she was now a CIA field agent. Her job was to cover the team from a direction opposite Dusty, so there was overlapping coverage in all directions.

The buildings of a now-closed industrial complex were all abandoned.  The complex was to be torn down, and a green zone park to be established on the site in the coming months. The main manufacturing building was the target building, as the team had followed two recently released former prisoners of the German judicial system, in hopes they would lead them to one Wolfgang von der Shitts.  The two men they had followed had been released after serving five-year sentences for being the “ringleaders” of a terrorist cell in Germany.  They, in fact, had belonged to a five-man cell, but were not the leaders of the cell.  The leader of the cell was the very von der Shitts the Asps were after.  Being thought by the Germans to be no more that a low-ranking member of the cell, von der Shitts had only served a sentence of eighteen months.  Upon his release from prison, he had disappeared from sight.  Over the last three plus years, the name Wolfgang von der Shitts had cropped up on several occasions, on intelligence gathered from various al-Qaida operations around the world the Asps had eliminated.  His name had also cropped up several times in intelligence gathered by British Secret Intelligence Service (SIS), also known as MI6.  He, von der Shitts, also used several aliases, which now had been tied to him by either CIA or SIS, or both.  Both intelligence services had placed him on their secret most wanted lists, as it was believed he was one of the several “number three” men of al-Qaida, and if not so highly placed, at least relatively high up in the pecking order of the idiotic mad men who called themselves al-Qaida. 

The two recently released men were thought to be the best possible link to von der Shitts, and the Asps had been assigned to monitor the two men upon their release.  The two had moved into separate apartments after their release, and had had little contact with each other or anyone else.  Unknown to either, their apartments and phones had been bugged by the Asps.  When they both received cryptic messages to report to the building they were now in, the Asps sprang into action, and followed them without incident to the abandoned manufacturing compound. 

Now, as Bruce and Anson reached the others near the door the two men had used to enter the building, they leaned their sniper rifles against the side of the building.  The other four members of the team had not brought rifles, just their Asps.  They all had their silenced weapons in hand, and as Bruce and Anson took theirs out, Bruce nodded and slowly opened the door.  He immediately saw a group of seven men at the far end of the building.  They were standing in a dimly lit area, with no other lights on in the building.  Bruce flipped up his night vision gear and the other members of the team did the same as they followed Bruce inside.  Five of the men inside were gathered around the two the Asps had followed.  Bruce immediately recognized Wolfgang von der Shitts, and nodded to Billy, as he pointed to the far end of the terrorists.  Billy had seen von der Shitts also, and nodded back.  His sole job was to wound von der Shitts, but not kill him.  The Asps routinely used anti-personnel rounds in both their rifles and Asps.  Those rounds exploded a millisecond after penetration and caused a good deal of damage, which was most often fatal, no matter where their targets were hit.  A shot to the arm, as an example, would severe the arm—or nearly so—and cause the wounded person to bleed to death in short order.  A headshot was almost always instantly fatal.  Billy’s Asp was loaded with another type of ammunition.  He was using armor-piercing rounds that would wound, but travel on through, without causing great damage, unless a vital organ was hit.  

The team slowly moved toward the terrorists, until they were seen, then all fired at once.  Six terrorists soon lay dead on the floor of the building.  Billy shot the right forearm of von der Shitts as he pulled a weapon from a shoulder holster.  Von der Shitts saw his men all go down, turned, took three steps, and dove into an escape tunnel.  A pillar blocked Billy’s view until the last second before von der Shitts dove into the tunnel, and he was only able to get off a fast snap shot.  While the shot did clip the calf of von der Shitts’ leg, it did no real damage and the terrorist hurried down the tunnel.  

The tunnel had at one time had a roller system for moving manufactured items from the plant to a loading dock.  The rollers had been removed when the plant was closed, and von der Shitts had discovered it, and long ago decided it would serve as an escape route in such circumstances as he now faced.  He had picked the site for his terrorist cell, because he knew the local government would move in a typically glacial pace getting around to razing the buildings, and placing the planned park area on the site.

When he reached the loading dock, he jumped down, quickly took off his jacket, tore his shirt to make fast repairs to his arm and leg to stop the bleeding, then hurried along the bank of the river that ran next to the complex.  As he passed a gap in the retaining wall he was now below, Kye caught a glimpse of him.  “Dusty, your eleven o-clock...I saw movement, but now have my vision blocked.”

Dusty immediately looked in the general direction Kye told him to, but saw nothing of von der Shitts, and told Kye so.  She swore.  “Okay, I‘m going down and take a look.”

“No, I’ll go, honey.  You stay put.”

“No, Dusty...you stay put.  Your field of vision is better than mine, and there is really little chance of anyone coming up on the team from behind you.”

“Kye, I’ll go.”

Bruce, who could hear the exchange on his communication set grumbled, “Dusty, there are two theories on how to win an argument with a woman...and neither works.  Kye, go.  She’s right, Dusty.  You give us more protection than she does at this point.”

Kye was already near the ground by the time Bruce finished talking.  When she did touch down, she ran to the gap in the retaining wall, jumped down, and went in the direction von der Shitts had continued to run.  

While Kye had been getting to the ground, von der Shitts had reached the spot he wanted, and struggled up onto the retaining wall.  As he did, his left hand was gouged by a sharp chunk of deteriorated cement.  He ignored it and hurried to the car he had parked on the side street, outside the complex.  It was between two other cars belonging to now-deceased members of his cell.  Further down the block was the car that had brought the two terrorists followed by the Asps.  After he did a fast wrapping job using more of his shirt on his hand, he sped away, just as Kye reached the spot where he’d hurt his hand.  

Kye noticed the blood and chunk of skin and meat from von der Shitts hand, and heard the car racing off.  After she reported in about being too late and he was gone, she carefully put as much of the gore as she could into a baggie taken from the utility-type pocket of her otherwise tight-fitting black pants.  Then she headed back the way she’d come.

***
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Meanwhile, back in the building, even as Kye was speaking to Dusty before Bruce interceded, Bear and Billy had made their way to the tunnel, and started down it.  About halfway down, Bear stopped.  “Billy...go back.  Damn guy left a nice little surprise for us.  I’ll disarm it.”

Billy came ahead, and looked over Bear’s shoulder.  “No time like the present for a little in the field training.  I’ll watch.”

Bear just grunted as he carefully looked over the booby trap von der Shitts had taken the time to rig on his way down the tunnel.  He had strung a trip wire from a previously installed bomb he had rigged early on, after deciding this would be his escape route in the case of trouble.

Bear raised the small transmitting bulb of his communication set so he wouldn’t send as he talked to Billy.  Billy did the same, as Bear started explaining just what he was doing and why.  It took only a few minutes for Bear to disarm the bomb, then he looked at Billy.  “I know you’re a Captain in this man’s Marine Corps and I’m just a lowly Staff Sergeant, Billy, but that was a damned dumb thing you did, insisting on watching me.  I’d have messed up, and we both die and the team has to replace two men rather than one.”

Billy laughed.  “Yeah, but now I know more than I did before you started.”

“According to Jim, your dad was one of the two best explosive experts the Crops ever had...and you’re named after the other one.  Didn’t your dad teach you anything...like when to get the hell out of Dodge if you’re not needed?”

The “Jim” Bear referred to was Stanley James Scott, retired Marine Major and owner of the ranch where the Asps headquarters compound was located in Montana.  He was also former CIA and had led a team known as the Janitors, which did off-the-books (black bag) jobs for the previous administration.  Billy’s father, Hector, was a retired Marine Master Sergeant, and had also been a member of the Janitors.

Billy grinned.  “Yeah, he showed me a lot...but not as much as either of us would have liked.  He also taught me to never miss an opportunity to learn.”

Bear just smiled, shrugged, put his speaker back down, reported a successful operation, and headed back up the tunnel, with Billy in his wake.  When those two exited the tunnel, the others inside the building were searching it for anything of value they could find.  

While Bear had been doing his thing, and Kye had been chasing and losing von der Shitts, Ike had discovered an arms stash and several pounds of explosives.  Bruce and Anson had started photographing the dead terrorists and fingerprinting them.  When Kye returned, she was given the job of finishing up with the process.

As Billy and Bear walked up to Bruce, with Bear carrying the now harmless bomb, Bruce looked at it and nodded.  “Ike found their arms stash.  Bear, rig it to blow when we leave...be a good idea to drag the bodies over near your work, so they get ripped apart, too.  Everyone, give Billy and Ike a hand.”

Anson asked, “What about the three outside...er...in that other building?”

Bruce sighed and groaned, “Come on, Anson.  Your idea, your job...with me and...uh...you, too, Ike.  Let’s go get those three, and drag them in here.”

As those three left, Bear started rigging the arms stash for explosion, while Billy and Jack started dragging the bodies over near to the pending explosion.  When Kye finished her job, she helped out.  By the time Bruce, Anson, and Ike returned with a body each, the others were busy searching the remainder of the building.  Billy was walking on and looking down, through a series of floor grates.  When he came to the end of the line of grates, he noticed the last grated panel didn’t have the dirt and grime all around it like the others had.  Then he looked closer.  “Bear, got something for you to look at.”

As Bear walked up to him, Billy pointed down.  “This grate doesn’t have the dirt and stuff all around it like the other ones.  Also, I see something near the corner that doesn’t look right to me.”

Bear knelt down to where Billy was pointing, and nodded.  “Doesn’t look right, because it isn’t.  Dollars to donuts, it’s part of a booby trap.  Bet something worth seeing is down there, under this grate.  Everyone move back, while I check it out.”

Some of the others who had started coming over to see what Billy had found moved back.  Billy knelt down next to Bear, who looked at him, and just shook his head as he started looking over the situation.  As he did, he glanced at Billy.   “Since you never learn, the first thing to look for is an easy bypass to the booby trap, since almost surely there is something of value down there, and the bad guys wouldn’t want to risk blowing it to hell and gone.”

As he looked closer he spotted what he was looking for.  “Here it is.  A nice little lever.  Bet if I push this down, good things happen...if not, I made a mistake.  Now get back, Billy...this time I mean it, dammit.”

Billy smiled and moved back, as Bear pressed the lever and the grate popped up about an inch...without an explosion to accompany the movement.  Bear raised the grate all the way up, found a bar on the bottom of it, and used that to prop it up.  Next he hopped down onto the floor below and whistled.  He reported his find, “Bruce, Billy found what we’ve been looking for,” as he started passing the items he’d found up to Billy.
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While the Asps were looking over what von der Shitts hoped they would not find, he was driving back to the city of Frankfurt with several things on his mind.  His two old comrades had no doubt been followed to his headquarters hideout.  The question in his mind was just who had followed them, then walked in and started shooting without saying a word.  The other question was, were they after the two they had followed—or after him.  Since he was only wounded when his men were falling like so many dead trees, meant that either he was lucky the only bad shot in the attacking group fired at him, or that he had intentionally been wounded, to be captured and questioned.  Those thoughts swirling in his head, he took time to realize—after he got rid of the car—he had to go see the “cow,” as he thought of Dr. Hilga Grunwald.  She would repair his wounds and injury without question, then he could figure out what his next step would be. 

***

[image: ]


The stash below the grate included passports for each of the dead men—and for von der Shitts.  His, of course, was in a different name—as were the two for the men they had followed to the manufacturing complex—so the team assumed the passports of the others were, also.  There was also a laptop computer, a small amount of cash in various currencies, and another set of passports that didn’t match any of the bodies, or von der Shitts.

After he looked all those items over, Bruce asked, “Bear, you ready to blow this place?”

“When you are.  Got it rigged to a remote...can set it off as we leave.”

Bruce nodded.  “Let’s go.  Dusty, come on down.”

By the time the team reached the door they had entered the building through, Dusty was almost all the way down.  When he got down and joined the team, they all headed for the gate they had used to come into the compound.  Once on the street, they walked down to where they had seen three cars parked as they watched the two they had followed park up the street a bit from those three.  On the way in, the team had taken time to check out the three cars already there when they arrived, and they saw the middle of the three cars was missing.  Bruce sighed.  “Okay, for what it’s worth, we have a black four-door sedan...seems to me it was a Mercedes.”

Dusty agreed, “Yeah,” then gave the license plate number.

Bruce looked at Dusty, raised an eyebrow, and started to say something, when Bear nodded.  “Yeah, he’s right, Bruce.”

Bruce just shook his head that either of them knew the plate number, but was happy they did.  The team walked to their two cars and got in.  As he drove, Bruce muttered, “Kye, run the car and plate.”

The laptop computer in the car was tied in to a super computer they had use of at their ranch headquarters in Montana.  Jim Scott had paid a small fortune for the computer’s component parts alone.  Its capabilities far exceeded anything else in the United States—and, the team was sure, in the world.  In less than a minute, Kye gave Bruce the owner’s name and address.  She also added, “Guy is eighty-seven years old.  Wanna bet the car is stolen?”

Bruce shook his head, and grumbled, “Give me a route to the address,” then added, “Bear, blow the place.”

Bear was in the second car, and replied, “Will do,” as he pressed the button on his remote control device.  Instantly, the building erupted in a ball of flame.  Though it was mostly a steel structure, the force of the blast blew the roof off and bulged the walls.  What was flammable inside burned; what wasn’t was seriously scorched.  The dead bodies were blown apart and would cause the local authorities a good deal of work, trying to determine identification.

***
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By the time Kye had given Bruce the address shown for the owner of the car, von der Shitts was in the underground parking area of a nice apartment complex.  By then, it was three in the morning and no one was around, so von der Shitts quickly pulled the car into its assigned parking spot, got out, and soon had a protective cover belonging to the car off his car, and on the “borrowed” car.  The car’s owner, Adolphus Bomgaertner, was in an extended care facility, and would likely be there until he died.  Wolfgang von der Shitts had carefully researched patients of the facility, until he found what he was looking for.  Getting keys to the car was an easy matter, once he found it parked in the garage under its protective cover.  Now, as he drove out of the garage in his own four door Mercedes black sedan, he smiled at his forethought.  Then he frowned and realized all he needed to do in the first place was change the plates from the other car to his, then change them back.  He berated himself for being so stupid as to not have thought of it earlier.  Rather than wonder if he’d made any other plans needing review, he concerned himself with getting to Hilga Grunwald and getting his wounds repaired.

***
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As von der Shitts drove toward Dr. Grunwald’s apartment, Bruce pulled down into the parking garage, with Dusty driving the second car right behind.  After finding parking spots, the team got out of their cars and spread out, looking for the black Mercedes.  Ike spotted the covered car, and walked to it.  He put his hand on the hood, and felt the warmth.  “This is probably it.”  He raised the covering and saw the plate matched.  This was the car they sought. 

While the others gathered around, Bruce rubbed his chin for a second.  “Okay, Anson, you and Dusty go to his apartment, since you two speak German better than the rest of us.  I’ll go with them...the rest of you, hop back in our cars and wait.  Kye, you give Glenn a call and bring him up-to-date on where we are.” 

The ‘Glenn’ Bruce referred to was Glenn Burgess, an Assistant Director of The National Clandestine Service at the CIA.  He ran the team from CIA and was the only one who knew they sometimes went beyond...in some cases, far beyond...the mandates of the CIA.  The team and Glenn had worked out an arrangement with the Chief of the British SIS, Sir Alistair Baldwin and one of his top agents, Tony Henry, on filtering some of the information arrived at during those times when the team went beyond CIA mandates through SIS, which passed the information on to CIA, as though they had gathered the information themselves.  The team also worked with SIS and a British Special Air Service (SAS) unit from time to time—sometimes with the knowledge of the CIA, sometimes not.

When Kye started making her call, Anson, Dusty, and Bruce went to an elevator and headed up to the apartment of Adolphus Bomgaertner.  Once they got there, Bruce deftly picked the lock to the door and the three men went in.  On seeing no alarm system panel inside, Bruce sighed.  “Seems okay.  Let’s shake a leg, though.  Fast once through.  We’re looking for anything to tie Bomgaertner and von der Shitts together.”

They found nothing to link Bomgaertner and von der Shitts, and were out of the apartment in less than ten minutes.  When they got back to the cars, Kye reported that Glenn had been informed, and told Bruce he should give Tony Henry a call.  Bruce nodded.  “Yeah, okay, but I want to get into Shitts’ laptop first.  Let’s go back to our rooms.”

They had rooms and a suite at one of the nicer hotels in Frankfurt, and when they arrived there they all went to the suite Bruce was sharing with Dusty and Kye.  While Bruce worked on getting into the laptop, Kye and Dusty carefully looked over the passports and visas they had found in the stash at the now-destroyed building.  Bruce had little trouble getting into the laptop.  He also found little of use there...except for one curious item.  It read:  ‘E-TOL & 10 5/11.  A-ST 6/11.’  It was early April, and Bruce reasoned that the 5/11 and 6/11 could be—and probably were—dates.  He wondered if the notes in front of the dates were targets.  He mentioned his thoughts to the rest of the team, and Kye walked over to him holding the passports and visas.  She looked at the laptop screen.  “Well, ‘E’ could be England...and ‘TOL’ could be Tower of London.  If so, the ‘10’ could be #10 Downing Street.  Extending the thought out, ‘A’ could be America and the ‘ST’ could be anything...thinking big, maybe the Sears Tower.”

Bruce just looked at Kye.  “I hate to say it, but that is about where my thoughts were running.  If they are targets, I can’t think of anything for ST other than Sears Tower.  And ‘10’ has to be #10 Downing Street.”

Bear muttered, “Yeah, well, they would need a helluva lot more explosives than we found in that building to bring down the Tower of London.  Enough there to make a nice hole in #10 Downing Street, however.”

Bruce nodded, looked at the passports and visas in Kye’s hand, and asked, “What did you and Dusty come up with?”

Kye answered, “These visas look real.  I’m thinking the passports could be, too...they’re all German, and I don’t know their passports well enough to know for sure.  Neither did Dusty.  One other thing.  There are only visas for half the passports...all to us—that is, America.  The ones that have visas don’t match any of the guys we took out.  One good thing, since we have the passports and visas, we know they aren’t there yet...I hope.”

Bruce took the passports and visas from Kye, and looked them over.  “I don’t know about the passports either, but these visas sure as hell look like the real deal.  Let me think on it for a few, while I give Tony a call.”

Bruce placed a call to SIS headquarters and, after asking for Tony and being told he was on another call, told the person he was speaking to that he was sending some data to Tony’s computer.  He asked to have Tony call him back, after he had a chance to look it over.  Then he called his wife Bonnie.  Bonnie was a troubleshooter for the State Department, and when she answered he asked, “Hi, honey, how about a hot date in Berlin?  You may have a problem there, in your passport section.  Got some visas here.  They look to be real, and they sure as hell are a problem.”

“Hi, darling.  A hot date with you anywhere sounds good...even Berlin.  You wanna give more information on the visas?”

“Not right now.  I’ll show them to you when you get here, and explain more over a nice meal of sauerkraut and sausage.”

“Ugh.  I’ll pass on that...how about a nice thick steak.”

“Done.”

“Where are you?”

“I’ll meet you in Berlin.  Call me on my cell phone.”

“Understood.  I’ll call you after I make arrangements.  Love you, bye.”

“So long, dear.”

A few minutes after ending his call with Bonnie and telling the team to pack up, Bruce’s cell phone rang and it was Tony Henry.  Tony grumbled, “Nice little surprise you just emailed me.  For God’s sake, Bruce, if I’m reading this stuff right, these idiots are aiming for Downing Street and the Tower of London.”

“Way I read it, too.  For now, you should be okay.  The guys with German passports, who could have been the strike team, are no longer with us...or at least half of them.  We’ve got thirty German passports and ten U.S. visas.  Nine of the guys without visas are now dead.  One of the ones who isn’t dead is our old friend Wolfgang von der Shitts...he eluded us.  No sign of the other ten.”

“Him again.  One of us has to get that damned pain in the arse.  Are the passports and visas legitimate?”

“Don’t know about the passports...but the visas seem to be.  As you know, my wife, Bonnie, is a troubleshooter for our State Department.  She’s on her way to Berlin...or soon will be.  I’m meeting her there.  We’ve got no idea where in the hell von der Shitts got off to.  Would you pass the stuff I sent to you on to CIA, and imply you came up with the data on your own?”

Tony laughed.  “Be glad to.  While you’re in Berlin, I’d like it if you’d talk to a couple of my agents.  You dropping this in my lap is going to keep me here in London for a while, and we have something I’d now like your help with.  I’ll have Sir Alistair make the normal request with your bosses for your help, to cover your rear end.  It’ll entail a trip to Switzerland, if you have the time.”

“I guess we do.  We’ve lost the trail on von der Shitts so nothing else for us to do here in Germany...except get out of Dodge before the locals start nosing around.”

“Where are you?”

“Frankfurt.”

“Oh.  That big explosion that’s on the news your doing?”

“Yeah.”

“Nice work.  Your secret is safe with me...if you’ll help out in Switzerland.”

“It’s a damn good thing I know you’re joking, Tony.”

“May I have my team meet you when you land in Berlin?  I assume you have one of Jim Scott’s planes.”

“We do.  Once we know where we’re gonna land and when, I’ll get back to you.  Who are we meeting?”

“You’ll know them when you see them.”

“Some mystery here?”

“No.  Just having a little fun with you.  Good bye.”

“So long, funny man.”

***
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Dusty and Kye were flying the plane, which was a very expensive executive jet with a very lavish cabin interior.  Even before they had the plane in the air, Glenn called Bruce.  “You know what we just got from MI6?”

“Yeah.  Tony briefed me.  He also asked for some help.  We’re on our way to Berlin now...I assume you approved our lending his team a hand.”

“Yes.  And I assume the info just sent us by SIS was pulled from the laptop Kye told me you recovered.  Don’t bother answering.  Oh, by the way, congratulate Turner and Littlefield for me.  Turner is now a Gunnery Sergeant, and Littlefield is now a Technical Sergeant.”

“Good, thanks for looking after the guys for me.  Tony did tell you we’re on our way to Switzerland shortly, didn’t he?”

“Yeah.  Be careful.  The Swiss have a nasty disposition toward operations on their soil.”

Bruce smiled, as he called Tony and told him where and when the team would be landing in Berlin.  Just as he finished his call and settled back to think a bit, his phone rang, and Bonnie told him when she would reach Berlin.  After a few minutes of sweet talk between the two, Bruce ended the call and went back to thinking about what they knew...and didn’t know.  He wondered who was on the team destined for America, and what they would do without their passports and visas.  He realized they hadn’t run the photos through their master computer.  He quickly got on the computer aboard the plane, which was tied into the main computer, and scanned the photos from the passports with visas into the system.  He did the same with the other passports, even though he knew nine of them were dead and von der Shitts was on the run.  None of the ten men with passports and visas showed up in the computer.  Bruce swore, but let it go.  He soon changed his mind.  He forwarded all thirty photos to SIS, and called Tony to tell him the information was on the way.

Finished with those matters he settled back in to think some more, until the plane landed in Berlin.  To say he and the team were surprised to see who met the plane would be a great understatement.
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There to meet the team were Tommy and Judy Saunders...and they looked wonderful.  The last time the team had seen those two, the then-Judy Silverman was recovering from having weighed less than ninety pounds, and Tommy was a wreck.  They had both been captured and severely mistreated by the Iranians.  Judy had been sold to a drug dealer—by the Qods Force officer who ran the Iranian prison Judy and Tommy had been placed in after they were captured—and somehow had wound up drunk on the streets of Los Angeles.  Two former members of Jim’s Janitor team—Dan and Janet Orf—had discovered her, and slowly brought her back to life.  She told them where Tommy was, and the Asps, an SAS unit, Tony, and some of the former Janitors had rescued Tommy from the prison.  After both had fully recovered from their ordeal, they married.

All of which was known by the Asps, of course—but not that Judy was now an agent with SIS.  After greetings all around—which included hugs and kisses—Bruce led Tommy and Judy back onto the plane, and asked, “Okay, what’s the deal?  And what’s Judy doing with you, Tommy?”

Tommy smiled.  “She is now a full-fledged member of MI6.  We’ve been working together.  The deal is that we suspect...make it know...the Iranian Ambassador to Switzerland has a nice villa outside of Bern...up in one of the hills in the area.  We’re sure quite a bit of items that should not be there, are there...items such as vast amounts of explosives and a large cache of arms.  We want to go there, investigate, and do something about the situation.  Just what, I’m not sure, until we get there.  Cyrus and his lads are otherwise occupied at present, so naturally Tony thought of you lot.”

Bruce smiled.  “Naturally.  Are we in a balls-to-the-wall hurry, or can we spend a day or two here in Berlin?”  I’ve got a little something to attend to.”

“We have time, I suppose.  Though from what you sent to Tony—and we’ll keep it to ourselves the info came from you—I’m not sure how much time, if this is in any way connected to von der Shitts.  We all know the Iranians are the various terrorist organization’s best friends, and a chance to bloody England’s nose, and America’s, would be too nice for them to pass up...whether they are deeply in bed with al-Qaida or not.”

“All right.  My wife is due in early evening.  I have some passports and visas to give her to check up on.  I want to take her out to eat before we leave.  Let’s say we plan on taking off sometime after midnight.  My team and I all have State Department documentation, so we will have no problem at Customs, et cetera...how about you?”

“Same deal...U.K. documentation, obviously.”

Bruce laughed.  “Okay, then...my team will stay aboard the plane until we leave...except to eat.  How about you two?”

“May as well stay with them.  We have everything we need with us, in the Embassy car that brought us around.”

Bruce nodded, and handed the packet of passports and visas to Tommy.  “This is what you’re giving me to be passed on to my wife.  Oh, by the way, I think I failed to mention she’s a State Department troubleshooter.”

Tommy took the packet, and looked at the contents carefully, passed them to Judy, and waited until she finished going over them.  She sighed.  “Bruce, I think these passports are forgeries...good ones, but forgeries, nonetheless.”

Tommy nodded agreement.  “I’m sure they are, also.  What about the visas?”

Bruce grumbled, “They’re valid...which is where my wife comes in.  By the way, on the trip here from Frankfurt, I scanned and sent pictures of all these guys to SIS.”

Tommy nodded.  “Thank you...I was going to ask about that.”

***
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Being unsure if Bonnie would want to stay at the Embassy or prefer to sleep elsewhere, Bruce went to the nicest hotel in Berlin and obtained a suite.  After doing so, he met Bonnie at the airport, and they returned to the hotel.  Given her choice of where to eat, Bonnie elected to have room service in the suite, so they could spend more time together.  After they ate and made love, Bruce gave her the packet of passports and visas.  Bonnie looked over the items, and agreed with Tommy and Judy that the passports were forgeries.  She agreed with Bruce the visas were not.  When Bonnie asked where the passports and visas had come from, Bruce smiled.  “The official story for you to use is they were given to me by a representative of a friendly country.  You want the true story?”

“I think not.  Do I get to know which friendly country?”

“I think not.  If pressed, the British...but try to avoid it.  CIA will know if they have to get involved.  FBI won’t, though—on second thought—they might know as well.  No matter—try to avoid saying what country gave them to me...it would be standard operating procedure...you know, the old ‘need to know’ crap.”

“Gotcha.  When do you leave?”

“Now.”

“Well, it was nice seeing you again, stranger.  I’ve got a lot of vacation time saved up, if you ever find time to take me somewhere nice.”

“I’ll keep it in mind.”

After a long embrace, Bruce left his wife in the suite and returned to the plane, where everyone was ready and waiting on him.  The flight to Bern was uneventful, and upon landing, the entire group went to a hotel in Bern and checked in.  Then they rented three Land Rovers, and headed up to a spot near the Iranian Ambassador’s “retreat.”  Bruce had carefully gone over satellite photos, and knew exactly where he wanted to park the vehicles.  It was off the road they had used, in deep vegetation, and the vehicles were unlikely to be spotted there.  Everyone was dressed in black, from head to foot.  With the exception of the black ski masks they now wore, the three drivers—Bruce, Dusty, and Ike—had left the hotel that way.  The others had changed in the Land Rovers, on the way...the thought being that three members of the team dressed in black leaving the hotel wouldn’t raise eyebrows if the others were dressed in different colors.  When they parked the vehicles, it was three in the morning.  Jack and Ike were left with the Land Rovers, while Bruce led the rest of the team up an incline toward the villa.  When they neared it, the team found a good place of concealment and settled in.  Bruce grunted, “Okay, Bear and Dusty, go check things out.  Looks like they only have the two roving guards we can see out and about.  You two should be able to avoid them.”

Dusty joked, “If we can’t, fire us...after we get shot, no doubt.”

After a few chuckles, those two moved up toward the compound, which consisted of a main building, three smaller living quarters’ buildings, and a large shed or barn.  All were in nice Swiss architecture and had few lights on...none inside the three smaller living quarters, and none in the barn like structure.  Dusty and Bear had no trouble avoiding the two roving sentries, and soon were inside the barn through a side window they found unlocked.  It didn’t take them long to find a large weapons cache.  They also found a trap door and found stacks and stacks of well-boxed explosives.  Bear whistled softly, and Dusty whispered into his communication set, “Bruce, they got enough stuff in here to blow up the Tower of London twice...make it three times.  We’ll plant a few bugs and get out.”

“Good job.  See you in a while.”

While Dusty carefully placed three bugs in the barn, Bear dug under one of the corner boxes of explosives and rigged a small charge, more than ample to turn the whole barn into an explosive inferno.  The charge was rigged to one of the remote control devices he routinely carried with him.  After the two left the barn the same way they had come in, they made their way back to Bruce and the others, and Dusty reported, “They’ve got a delivery-type truck in there.  We checked it over before we left.  Got enough darned explosives stashed in and on it to blow up half of Bern.  Got some weapons inside it, too.  I’d say we better rig up a listening device, to pick up anything we can.”

Bruce replied, “Already done...your bugs are working just fine, thank you.”

Bear joined the conversation, “I took time to rig the place to blow.  Got the deal set up on remote...and I booby-trapped it.  Either way, that stuff isn’t going any further than it is right now.”

Bruce nodded in the dark.  “Okay, no way we can leave this place unattended.  How far back do we have to be if we use your remote, Bear—or if they stumble into your booby trap?”

“Damn far.  With all the stuff they got in there—which’ll go up when we set it off—that building will disintegrate.  Probably blow half the main building down...maybe more of it.  The smaller building behind the barn will certainly go, and the other two will be severely damaged, if not blown apart.  To answer your question more precisely, I’d say twice as far away as we now are...further would be safer.  Could put a guy in one of those trees in the real thick stand about two-thirds of the way back to the Land Rovers.  But he’d have to hop down and get behind the tree before pulling the plug.  There’s gonna be debris flying through the air at one hell of a clip.”

“Okay, let’s figure out a rotating schedule on who’s here, who’s the next relief, and so forth.  First, I guess we better drop back a bit.  Hell, let’s go down to the trees Bear suggested.  Come on.”

When they reached the desired trees, Dusty asked, “What about Ike and Jack?”

Bruce shrugged.  “We’ll fill them in later.  We’ll split them up to be with one of us, so they don’t need to know the lay of the land until they each take a turn on watch.  Okay, first off, we’re okay on the listening device.  It’s set up to bounce off any satellite, and go directly to my laptop in the Rover I drove.  Next off, ground rules for if and when to blow the place.  We don’t blow it until we find out what in the hell is going on...unless we have to.  No way we let the truck you guys found leave, with all the stuff in it.  It starts to leave, blow the whole damned place up.  If we can figure out some way to make whatever we do look like an accident—that is, no outside force was involved—the better off we’ll be.  The Swiss get the early idea that someone helped their stuff blow, and it might be hard to get out...even with the papers we have.  They aren’t fools.  Okay, here’s the way I think we should go.  During daylight, one guy...or gal...in the tree, and one down below.  Truck starts to leave, pull the plunger.  We’ll go in four-hour shifts.  Leave six team members behind, while the rest of us catch some proper rest.  Every twelve hours, we’ll trade off.  The four getting proper rest will replace four who have been here the longest.  Since there’s ten of us, it means two from the first team will get the shaft, but it’ll even out someplace along the line.  We get anything hot on the computer, we’ll play it by ear from there.  The curving drive down to the road below sure offers a good chance to make the whole thing look like an accident, if we had some way to rig the truck.  Any ideas?  Anyone good enough around vehicles to rig it so the brakes or something goes wrong when the truck starts down that steep incline?”

When no one answered, Anson cleared his throat.  “The guy you need for that is Saint Peter...aka Dr. Sokolowski.”

Bruce sighed, and asked, “Just who in the hell is that, Anson?”

“Best damn guy with mechanical things I ever saw.  A Navy Machinist’s Mate, Second Class Petty Officer.  Last I knew, he was with the Seabee outfit we ran into back in the day, Bruce.  You know, when Jim and you guys first met me ‘cause Dan knew me...at the Seabee landing strip they threw up for you guys.”

Bruce knew exactly what Anson was talking about.  On a raid the Janitors—greatly expanded for that one raid—made into Syria from Iraq, the Seabees were asked to build a temporary landing strip, so two C-130s could transport the team and equipment in, next to the Syrian/Iraqi border.  Anson had been assigned to a Marine Force Recon unit that was with the Seabees, to offer additional security while they worked.  Bruce sighed, and almost groaned, “Tell me about this guy.”

“You know how it’s always nice to be in the presence of the best at something—best shoeshine guy, best dentist, best shot, best anything—well Pete Sokolowski is the best mechanic I’ve ever seen.  He came to the Seabees before my unit was assigned to them for a few operations...including yours.  Seems they were in Iraq and having all sorts of difficulty with their rigs.  They put out an emergency call for some help.  The guy nominated to help them was Pete.  He was on a tin can in the Gulf, and was flown in to give them a hand.  Well, he liked them and they loved him, so he wound up becoming a Seabee.  Bet the skipper of the tin can was pissed he never got his man back.  Anyhow, the last I heard he was still with the same outfit, and they were out in the desert digging up Saddam’s planes, the ones he buried before we started the war.”

“You sure he could handle this?”

“Oh, hell, yes...in his sleep.  You notice that hairpin turn on the downgrade from the villa?  And notice the reflector on a pole right in the middle of the turn on that rock retaining wall that runs down the outside of the drive?”

“Yeah.  So?”

“So, you want their truck to lose it, so it plows through said wall right there—Saint Peter is your man.”

“You sure?”

“Don’t ask me again, Bruce.  Yes, I’m sure.”

Bruce looked around at his group and asked, “Anybody got any other ideas on the subject?  Any other way to make it seem the whole thing we’re gonna do is an accident?”

When no one spoke, Bruce got his phone out and called Glenn.  When he had him on the phone, he got right to the point.  “Glenn, we need a Navy guy...pronto.  Second Class Machinist’s Mate...Seabee.  Name is Pete Sokoloski.  See if you can get him for us?”
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