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Prologue

At the end of World War II, a group called Organization Der Ehemaligen SS-Angehorigen
(ODESSA) built a large and reliable network geared to secretly ushering influential and

high ranking Nazis out of Germany to start new lives in foreign countries under new names. It
continues to this day, while covering up the operation and those it saved.

Somewhere between the Golden Gate Bridge and the Farallon Islands ¢ the coast of San
Francisce® aiere a. - two fortyfive pound leather bags, each containing two-hun¢ red-fifty platinum
one-oun e coins. Tl ¥y aic vorth o 1ajor fo tuuc « anyone ue y.<Lou_h to £ 1d the . ulthough
to do sc would be a  ractic il impos ibility

Chapte";

Mark finished his evening martini while watching his wife picking up the late dinner dishes. He
=nlished hoanbeautn 2amanially when she wore her silk evening robe. It fit smoothly over her form,
ac entir |, her rounc firm sk pe; her breasts swaying gentlv with her movements.

His need ov :rcame ' im. He | v nis martin” glass oi. the co’ ee tablc rose, ¢ .d quiet -
cam .« » behind her "7 "_ied the be around his “.,and s. 2ot his arms ac o ber
W st

Lo carest waaaed her. SEOLiCnied softly, il ner ey s, L0 Lning stil, Lo Ler
movements disturb the magic.

“You’re such an exciting woman,” he whispered softly, as his hands moved downward,
stroking, caressing.

She let her rohe fa]l open, closing her eyes, biting her lips in the pleasure of increasing
rapture. She turnec around, nd wrapped her arms around his neck to kiss him, to thrust her tongue
into his mouth, se rching.

o - - -

“Even afte five year you =" 'mne: rom 1tic,” she = hispered, 1 1gering after the
kiss.

“Has it =0 "0 _Ca five yea. .77 iespon d, ¢ okir Jithe be " aer neck. “It can’t
possibly be that long.”
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She laughed, drawing back from him, looking into his eyes. “Five years and ten pounds.
You really can’t tell the difference?”

He chuckled. “Yeah, I guess I can. You’re even more beautiful.”

She laughed again and returned to the table. “Now,” she said with a broad grin, “if you’ll
quit playing around, maybe I can clean things up a little before bedtime.”

“Bedtime?” he said with the lilt in his voice that always excited her. “You mean, after all
that, I get to sleep with you, too?”

“Try to avoid it,” she said.

The next morning the aroma of brewing coffee drifted into the bedroom. Angelica sniffed the air,
and yawned. She sleepily sat up and brushed a strand of her long blonde hair from her eyes. The
movement loosened the electric blanket, and it fell to her waist, exposing her shape.

“Mark,” she said, rubbing her eyes. “Are you going to get up and pour the coffee? It’s
ready.” She turned to her husband’s place in the bed beside her, and found it empty. “Damn,” she
said. “I suppose he went out to get the morning paper again.”

She got out of bed, put on her robe, and stepped into her slippers to amble into the kitchen.

The coffee maker was automatic, set to turn on at 7:00 a.m., and this morning wasn’t
unusual in that respect.

She got two cups from the cupboard. One she poured full of coffee for Mark before
retrieving the milk container from the refrigerator. She half filled her cup with milk before pouring
in coffee. Shoareferred to drink hers in the German fashion.

A er a tase . and with satisfaction onlv. the perfect cun of coffee brin s, she carried her
cup int¢ the bathro. m to  ave it r ady after her n >rning shc vo.. Wiw yet  noth .« yawn, she

turned ¢ 1 the water, nd to k anoth -sip of 277 iille testing he water temp . nre. It was just
right, so “he put de vn the ‘offee ¢ p and wropped’ :r robe. A |uick glance it the 1. ‘tror before
stepping ite " snower reac. _a Loishe wolal e Cttracll O Cin, althcC sh shet Cild soon

need anothZi v 7 wvax.

As she ducked her head under the spray, she heard the jingling of the silver bell that hung
on the inside of the front door. It emitted its musical note whenever someone opened the door.
“Ah good” she said nnder the spray. “That must be Mark coming back.” She listened intently.
“I "ark?” she called “Is thav vou, honey?” She waited for the reply. Getting none, she considered
he ¢ 47t hear her. Mark,”  he repe: e, louuer. “7.e coficY’s on t! c couny, . I’'ll F. out m 1
seco . Did you gt hao per?”

e front d¢ or was opened, a she surmise.  and someone d 1 enter, a she h ard, but

3 A (s intruder, 't assassin, il the ag aov?iight he «onn
automatic pistol, a Walther PPKs fit with a silencer, raised and poised.

The assassin crept through the front room, glanced quickly into the kitchen, and carefully
continued into the bedroom. He saw no one, so he stepped across the thickly padded carpet to peer
into the bathroom. Angelica’s nude form showed behind the translucent shower curtain, and he
absorbed the view with a s. =ering grin.

Angelica’s senses hii ‘ed so .cthing vas wi ag. ~me ing fe . 1ul gii, »ed her. While in
the middle of rins 1g her hai  wit' ho=owec alf cc rered with| ham 00, she sto ped. Her nerves
tingled. She cante her heac .0 on: side, listening. | 1e th ught he h ard somet! ng, or someone.
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She listened. It’s someone breathing, she silently confirmed, identifying the sound. “Okay, Mark,”
she said, easing her tension. “No games, hunh? You scared me half to death.”

There was no response.

“Mark?” she repeated, thinking he couldn’t hear her over the shower spray.

Still no answer. “Come on, Mark,” she said, as she pulled the shower curtain aside and
looked around it.

Staring at her were cold, close set beady eyes.

The assassin lowered the pistol at her, and fired.

She tried to scream, but she hadn’t the time.

A small round hole appeared in her left breast right over her heart. She fell with her eyes
frozen in terror and her scream locked in her throat.

The assassin stared down at her, continuing the sneering leer, reaching out to stroke her
hair, forgetting the shower spray. “Damn it!” the assassin swore, quickly drawing back from the
hot water.

Mark looked at his watch as he walked down the hallway of the apartment building. He
went over the translation of the message he received through channels. He broke the rules by
carrying the code booklet with him to make the call, and should have waited until he was safely
inside his apartment to make the translation, but he found it easier to use the booklet just after
taking the message, when the words were fresh in his mind. Besides, he didn’t think there was
much chanca: “the system being compromised by someone seeing him with u - booklet, pad and
pencil in’ ae telept. ‘ne booth.

" ell, he said o hir elf, peo le carry noteboc s in telepl »~ poouwns all t e tir ¢. Even with

the adv_ t of cell pt »nes, :lephon booths =" lines werc safer to use. V ' was said on a
land linc ~ouldn’t k' overl ard wit out a | ‘ire tap.- ; could the dpen broadcas of a  =ll phone.
Itwe e way he. " lves e meo 2, 01 o2 way Lo oilated it) LLough, .o ocused

his attentic... ric wlapleted his last assignment with relative ease, and ahead of schedule, so he
expected the message to be notice of several months idle time. Instead, because he was so good
on the last assignment, the powers that be gave him another one right away. “While he was hot,”
the messace read

F - was par ally re. 2ved, though, when he realized the new assignment was logistics
wot.  ather than o1 > which' squirea is.ctive partic.pation. doweve , it was  ill a nu’,ance t t

inter ¢ ted his expe ‘a7 * . off. Hev as to makea * for the woluntary defece v af ane
of .ne le ding figur s from the most * dtorious drug manufacturing & d distrib ting oy zanizatio
~he v He " be told 1 Tovor’s name st ler time, Sttt first sTog e ile

assignment was to co-ordinate with another agent who set up the plan, and arranged the escape
process that would assure the defector’s safe departure from Columbia.

He stuck the message and the booklet in his shirt pocket, and reached for the door to his
apartment. He noticed it was partially ajar. “Hmm,” he mused. “I must not have shut it all the way
when I left. I hog : none ¢ the cats around here sneaked inside while I was out. It’s just like
Angelica to go rig 't on slee} ng an et ha: “the su ;s 1 “ie 1. ighbor.vod cu e in to puddle up
the place.”

He pushed he door/ pen a d entered. He n¢ ’er s¢ v his 1ssas in. Three b illets pierced his
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chest before his third step.

The assassin removed the silencer from the gun, and put the weapon back in its shoulder
holster before crossing the room to kneel beside Mark. He grinned when he found the booklet and
the message in Mark’s shirt pocket. The booklet was tossed aside, since the organization already
had a copy. Finding the message was the important part of the assignment.

The assassin quietly left the apartment and shut the door, unmindful of the black cat
slinking through the opening before the door was shut.
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Chapter 2

“What’s bothering you, Penn?” Tara asked, noting her lover’s despondent attitude. “You seem
really down.”

Penn looked out from the cockpit of the Flyin’ Penguin, his 53 foot ketch in the Loch
Lomond Harbor of San Rafael. He considered her question. She was always extremely perceptive.
Perhaps that why he was so close to her. Perhaps that was why he loved her so much.

“I don’t know,” he responded, taking a sip of his Korbel over rocks. Their cocktails on the
aft deck was an evening ritual in the summer in the San Francisco bay area. “I seem to have
problems getting over the case in Belize.”

“PZ was a close friend,” she responded. “I know. I remember when my mother died. I was
devastated. But you know what? If I can quote my friend, Dr. Wall, you’ll never get over it. You
just have to live with it.”

“But, how could I have been so wrong about him? We were partners in the detective
agency for over five years.”

“I think it might be a good idea for you to get away by yourself for a while. You know,
maybe go to Baja, camp out. Get back to nature, your feelings. Maybe put some more time on
your Great American Detective novel? You have it in you. You only need the time to bring it out.”

Penn studied his lover. He thought her fantastic. “If I did that, what would you do while
I’m gone?”

“N parc. s are going on a canal barge cruise in Europe. Maybe I can fc st myself on them
while y¢ 1’re away.

enn gave h¢ sugg :stion sc ne thought. “Th t might be ~good idea,” I : s7.d. He paused,
took an ‘her sip of ' is bra dy. “I’d niss y/ 4, you K ow.”

“road 1. ve i Butl( ink it 1 gooa ‘dea. ¥ 1l come b ck a new man

“Wkh ~.are you’re parents going on their cruise?”

“Next week.”

“That’s a bit sudden, isn’t it?”

“There’s nothing more important to me than you. I don’t care how quick, or how short, the
o ullg 15 1OUT €in wunas  tability is the most important thing to me.” She took a sip from her
Ca. adi<a Mist and Soda. ““; ctua™y " thieZ2 vou she= "2~ as soon - =Dle. You otk
vaca: n. The time ff. You’ e beenv ‘.king too hi d.”

Yenn reache  over and kissed er.
“Jh,” she said, in € 10tional response “You’re goin_ to spill »our dr -k if yor <eep tl >t up.

“You're complaining?” he asked.

She wasn’t.

The night was enjoyable.

The next day Penn loaded his Jeep Liberty with his camping gear, and headed for Baja
California.

r

2

The brown two-st. -y mason1 - hou' ¢ stood o. the ci ater ¢ a st all kr's1l in cents 1 Colombia. The
red tiled roof glis 'ned in th  mo’ uug suu. 1ne wi dow , arc =d i1 the Mooris | tradition, were
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