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All righ’rs reserved. No part of this pub|icc|’rion may be reproduced,
stored in a retrieval system or pub|is|’1eo| in any form or by any
means  without the prior  written  permission of the
pu|o|isher/ou’rhor.

Compi|er and pub|isher are fu”y aware of their task to provicle a
pu|o|ico’rion that is as reliable as possib|e. Nevertheless, Jrhey cannot
accept |io|oi|i1'y for any inaccuracies that may occur in this
pu|o|icc1+ion.

Do you want to ask or fell Pieter something? You canl Send an
email to pcvcngroen@gmcﬂ.com.

This is a |i’rerory thriller with historical facts here and there.

All characters in this story were invented by the author and any
resemblance to |iving or dead ﬂgures is pure|y coincidental. The
geogrophicoﬂ settings are also invented. Some backgrounds are
real, a|+|'10ugh some of the establishments described in this book

are fictional.



His+ory consists |orge|y of miseries broug|'ﬂ' upon the world by
pricle, ombi’rion, greed, revenge, p|eosure-see|<ing, rebe”ion,

hypocrisy, {oncd'icism, and every other kind of unbridled desire.



This story is divided not into traditional chopfers but into five
elements of the Chinese martial art Xing YE Quan and his resting
points in this story. The sixth, the Rong, is fictional.
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Metal force that 5,0//'7‘5 apart like the /a///'ng of an axe

Water, force that drills its way f/zroug/‘l somef/i/'ng

Wood. force that reaches out and breaks f/l/ngs

Fire, force that strikes exp/osive/y hard and fast

Earth, force that pus/ies itself z‘/lroug/i with a

5/'0/9 ways mo vement

Salamander, the avenger of injustice
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'l have an undefined fee|ing but | don't know exocHy what it is.
Moybe it's her who makes me insecure. She keeps appearing in
my dreams. In her soft white wedding dress she floats si|en’r|y
towards me and sits on the edge of my bed. Her |ips move but |
hear no sound. | want to kiss her, but then she clisoppeors without
saying goodbye.' He blows his nose.

"Obh, c|or|ing," she says sony to him, "your mother is dead
and all she wants to tell you is that you have to learn to live
without her." He sobs at these sweet but hard words.

How do you know? She was just torn from my life without
saying goodbye, without a kiss or a soft pat on my head. Never
again that cup of tea with such a de|icious|y Frogron’r gingerbreod,I
he says to her while tears stream down his fiery red cheeks. She
looks at him a little bored and thinks: damn, are we going to get
this crap cigoin's> Is it still so superricio| that he has to cry every
time he thinks of her?

With the back of her hand, she brushes a lock of dark red
hair from her face as she sits down next to him and |’1ugs him
Jrighﬂy. She considers osking the question she's asked several times
in their seven-month, two-year re|o+ionship, but decides to do it
simp|y and in a +ypico||y lrish way: 'what's the craic, o|c|r|ing?I

He looks at the freckles on her face in a way that makes it
seem like he's cou nting them one by one and says with some doubt
in his voice: 'Yes, I'm sorry, it still bothers me a lot. That power|ess
fee|ing blocks the opening to a free life without question marks.
He blows his nose, again.

She reacts surprised but also immedio+e|y shows her
disp|eosure: Iol«:ly, | want to see you hoppy without that pebb|e
in your shoe, so tell me everyfhing that's bo+hering you for once!
She's not s’rupio| because she o|reoc|y knows his answer but now
wants to hear from him how he sees it in order to come to a
solution. I'm not a psycho|ogis+, but | love him too much to leave
him in the pit, she thinks as she waits with some interest for his
reaction. And he knows very well that by saying sorry he will
achieve the opposite with her.
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He admits that she is righi‘ and mumbles: 'well, clor|ing,
that's the way it is, but anyway it remains a deep open wound
for me. She sits down next to him and listens 0H‘en1‘ive|y because
he has never told her the details of his deepes’r secret before. At
least she hopes that he will open his box comp|e+e|y now.

When he shifts, the wooden chair makes a o|is+urbing

creoking sound, he waits a moment, clears his throat and then
begins to tell: 'At the time, we on|y heard from the Minis’rry of
Foreign Affairs that the p|cme she and her friends were in crashed
in China shorHy ofter take-off in very bad weather in an
impene+rab|e mountainous area where it was impossib|e for rescue
teams to opprooch the wreckoge. /\H‘empi‘s to try again later were
unsuccessful because there was no trace to be found. The local
search services lacked many resources which made the search so
difficult that Jrhey quicHy gave up. The area was also much too
|orge and impenei‘rc|b|e.I He adds: 'The international press picked
up on the dramatic accident ot the time and even pub|is|’1€c| a
froni‘-poge article because my mother's friends came from
different countries. Some were well-known in their countries, one
woman was even a bit famous. They were oh a cu|inc|ry voyage
of discovery to the origins of a dish, which had been orgcnised by
an Asian woman, a good friend of my mother.
My father soon gave up the Figh’r to find her and because | was
too young to take action, it kep’r me occupied for a |ong time, with
the result that my grief ended up in the wrong box. The loss has
therefore never diminished, in fact, it became so strong that it
started to dominate my life. AH‘emp+5 to reduce the prob|em in
my head and by three psycho|ogis+s came to no+|'1ing. They
concluded that | am, as it were, stuck in a revo|ving door.' He looks
at her with somei‘hing in his eyes that she did not know about
him. Fire.

And she is startled when he calls out, very emoﬂond”y and
with a fighting spirit: 'l have decided to go and look for her!" After
this battle cry she closes her eyes, folds her hands Jroge’rher and
turns her face to the cei|ing and speoks to herself words of thanks
to God for this miracle.
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You reo||y mean it, don't you’s>I she says in a euphoric mood,
because she can't believe her ears. He, the sweet gooo| guy, is
going to do some’rhing. When she hugs him she says to him: 'l
think it's very cool and brave that you're going fo look for her. But
it's going to be a real cho”enge to go there in the Far East and
look for her when you don't speck the |onguoge or the customs
and even less the exact location.! He nods and realizes that she's
righ’r. With fire in his eyes he stands up and tells her that he wants
to start gofhering information about the disaster and that he'll ask
his father to he|p with that.

To which she reacts quite s+rong|y: Iyour father? Your father
can go tfo hell with his negative and selfish attitude. And: 'don't
pay any attention to him and go your own way. We have to try
to avoid another argument with him. And now you have to let
everyH’\ing go and try to relax, because you have neg|ec’rec| your
gir|frienc| and your hobby quite a bit |cd'e|y,I she adds with a
mischievous wink.

He responcls like an arrow from a bow: 'l have to ask him
+hings because he has documents from that time that | would like
to have. And, sorry, relax, relax now? Nol' He stands up,
s+roigh+ens his green checked pyjama jacket, wipes away his tears
and says: '‘Are you crazy, I'm going to get started righf owoy!'
With a smile she turns around and walks out of the room, swaying
her hips. On the |onding she stands still for a moment and looks
out +hrough the misted window with a dissatisfied look and thinks
with a cleep sigh: with or without rain, it remains a boring shiH‘y
vi||oge. Then she strolls to the stairs and goes downstairs. On her
way to the kitchen she looks into his s+u<3|y and sees that it could
reo”y use a +idy up. She shrugs her shoulders and walks into the
kitchen and makes a move to make a pot of tea when she hears
him wo”<ing on the stairs.

I'm going to make some tea, would you like a cup too?" she
calls.

He doesn't answer and she calls out again. And again no answer.
She looks into the ho”woy and sees no one, but hears some
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shufﬂing in the sfudy and goes over and finds him s+cmcling on a
chair next to the bookcase and with a book in his hands.

“Hey, | asked you somefhing," she says to him.

He looks up, disturbed, and says, ‘Oh, sorry, my mind was
on some+|'1ing else.”

She: 'Yes, | see that. Do you want tfeaq, yes or no?'
He answers her question offirmo+ive|y with a strange and
bewildered nod that she did not know yet. Because +hey do not
live +oge’rher permonenﬂy, she has not yet discovered all of his
craziness. She has her own dpor+men+ in Dub|in, because she is a
city person and pcr+|y because of the fact that immedid’re|y after
her work, which has irregu|or hours, she preFers to get into her
own bed instead of hoving to drive to this, in her experience, musty
hamlet on a cold, o|0|mp, s’rinking city bus.
Well, the morning starts nice|y, she thinks as the kettle in the
kitchen sounds that the water is boi|ing. She takes after the pot is
filled with hot water and some loose tea leaves. The tin in which
he keeps the gingerbreod cookies on|y contains a few crumbs. She
sigl’\s and puts the tin back in the cupboord. With two |O|rge mugs
of steaming tfea she goes to his s’ruo|y where he is bent over a book
and gives him his cup. She herself sits on the windowsill and looks
outside where she sees the neg|ec’rec| back gorden with an old
rabbit hutch in pouring rain. Desolate.
She makes no bones about it and has made it clear to him that
she does not intend to stay for more than seven doys at a time
and cer+c1in|y not to live there. My clothes and persono| be|ongings
will remain in Dub|in, she had told him.
And that got Jrhrough to him all too well and he is torn, because
he oc+uo||y thinks it's not that bad and he doesn't have much
contact in the vi||oge. The café. Yes, that is a nice p|c|ce . She has
given him time to think about it proper|y. Because, he thinks, |iving
in Doughoby isn't that bad. Dus+y, yes, and rich in his’rory.

Well, this vi||0|ge has a rather rich if ncughi‘y his+ory and is

located in rural Ireland and is named after one of its founders:

Doughoby. But more on that later.
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Plume clouds gai‘her over the seq, soon to dump a huge amount
of rain over several small hamlets surrounded by green fields with
rocky hills and small qurHing streams.
Life starts like any other o|0|y because +odc|y it is rainy and cold.
This Tuesdoy could have been Fricloy. The streets poved with
black basalt cobblestones exude peace and contentment because
there is no one who dares to go outside.

The houses, built with red bricks, have been |eoming against
each other for at least a hundred years, which creates a
picturesque o’rmosphere. Woo”y smoke from the chimneys
spredds a Frogron’r scent of pine wood and lies like a blanket over
the vi||dge, which resembles the drowings of Anton Pieck.
Former|y owned |oy important families from the big city, these
houses were origino”y intended as country houses. It was no secret
that the man of the house made more use of them than his Fomi|y,
because he received his mistresses there. Toys for the genHemen,
men of s’ronding, married to a s+urc|y woman and a nest full of
screaming children. Their rich lives caused a yearning for young
ladies, because there was not much more distraction than cigars,
whisky, football and horse racing at the time. And there was a
sector that took advon+oge of this: detectives. Because many
women noticed that their husbands were |ool<ing for entertainment
outside the home and hired a private detective. The first detective
in the vi||c|ge was called Doug and was ex’rreme|y successful, after
which the city council, which consisted of a majority of women
and in honor of this man, cl’\cngecl the name of the vi||oge Hoby
to Doughoby. It was not surprising that unemp|oymen+ arose
among the whores and the result that the market attracted not
on|y detectives but also |owyers. The confessional in the church
remained mirocu|ous|y empty during that time, in contrast to the
church where an ancient priest draws full halls with his fantastic
sermons that are often discussed in the adjacent café. The
o’rmosphere in the local café can often be called great, because the
visitors, mos+|y regu|or customers from the vi||oge but also peop|e
from surrounding vi||oges like to come here because there is a
piano. A false one, that is. He has lived here since he closed the
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door of the poren+o| home behind him after a Fig|'ﬂ' with his father.
He horc”y has any contact with him anymore. He spencls more
time reoding and his |’10|oby than his work, because that is not
going well and his red-haired gir|1crieno|, a nurse in a hospi+o|,
regu|dr|y encourages him to move in with her. But he is not reocly
for that yet, he says.

Conor, his father and retired po|ice oﬁcicer, is unlike his son
a big, +ougl’1 man with a black beard and lives in a modest house
on the eclge of a gooo| residential area of Dublin. His quesfionob|e
decision had consequences for the re|o+ionship with his young son.
As time went by, the tension between father and son increased
and a serious conflict had been in the air for a while when it
recenHy came to a serious clash with the result that H’ley no |onger
wanted to see or hear each other. Stubbornness and selfishness
are inappropriate in a situation where intense grief p|0|ys a major
role.

He was just fourteen when it hoppened and was then
raised with the he|p of Zoyno, a Pakistani woman. His father had
the excuse that he was busy at work while he was a po|ice officer
in an office job from nine to five. After work he would drown his
frustration mixed with sadness in a local pub instead of going
home to p|c1y with his child or he|p him with his homework. Conor
was fine with Zoyno's presence and s|ow|y the distance between
him and his son grew. This allowed Conor to do his own +|'1ing,
watch football and go out with his mates when he felt like it. It
was his way of coping and he refused to talk to a psycho|ogis’r.
The boy lived in seclusion and preferred to p|0|y alone and read a
lot. First comics and later books that often had travel as a theme.
Travels to fcrowoy countries, which he dreamed of and knew
would remain that way.

At school he repeo+e<:| a few times and for goocl reason. He was
not a real bookworm and did not have the ambition and lacked
an exomp|e to s’rucly.

It was Zayno who made him enthusiastic about reoding and she
had once broughf him a book from the |ibrqry. And to her surprise

he was immedio+e|y absorbed in Gulliver's Travels in which the
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lrish writer, Jonathan Swift in 1726 oc+u0||y intended to write a
satire about Eng|ish and Europecn society, the court, science and
human moro|i+y. The pdrody of the phenomenon of travel stories
was an even greater success, especic”y with children. For that, less
decent scenes had to be removed from the first two parts. The boy
had said to Zoync, after he had read the book five times, what
Gulliver has done | want to do later. Nofhing came of that
+rove|ing because a few years later he felt that detective work
suited him and started an education and became a detective. He
immedio+e|y received small assignments and rented a house in
Doughoby because it was much cheoper to live there than in
Dublin. Later he understood wl’ly the house he wanted to rent so
much had been empty for a very |ong time and the landlord was
so hoppy when he had signed the lease.

It took him a |ong time to make a move into the social life of the
vi||oge. On|y after a year did he join the church choir and register
for the billiards competition in the café. The latter was not a
success.

Shorﬂy after, he received an invitation to join in a game of football
on the lawn behind the church, but soon noticed that this way of
moving was not his +|'1ing. The men comp|e+e|y ogreecl with him.
Because he had Gbso|u+e|y no fee|ing for a ball.

He started |ool<ing for another way to spencl his free time because
in silences he fell back into memories with intense sadness as a
result. He often +hough1‘ of a Chinese prover|o: if you want to hold
on to somei‘hing very bac“y, you must first learn to let it go. And
Luke did not master |eH‘ing go. But that changed when, in one of
the rare moments, he was out with his father and visited a
buH‘erﬂy exhibition in Dublin. He, o|ways in the same gray pants,
blue shirt and a s|oppy vest and raincoat, stood still at the table
where Orchid Butterflies were o|isp|oyec| and fell in love.

This expensive |’10|oby had a profound effect on his |iFe, and his
wallet. He had to economize on almost every+|ﬁing, which didn't
affect his clothes because he didn't care about them anyway. As
|ong as it's not worn out, don't throw it away, was one of the
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many sayings of his Grandma that he could remember. And you
can't see holes in your socks when you're wearing shoes. And
dorning them is quite easy. That Grandma.

That he fell back into a vo”ey of sad silence he realized later. On
the other hand, the white butterflies gave him support and
comforted him because of the loss of a specid| woman. He loved
her deqr|y.

It wasn't the red-haired lrish woman who crossed his pod'h like an
omge| from heaven at a por+icu|or|y inopportfune moment. No, but
she did have almost the same cheerful and down-to-earth
character as his mother. His mother. His gir|1criend is also crazy and
quite recalcitrant. He is in love with her from the first moment.
He will never Forge+ their first meeting. Well, fhey met in a pub|ic
urinal next to a bus stop in the centre of Dublin. He had just
finished peeing, zippecl up his ﬂy and pu”ed out a bit of skin. He
screamed in pain. She hcppened to be wo”(ing by when she heard
his scream and didn't hesitate to come to her aid. And when she
saw him s’ronding he|p|ess|y with tears in his eyes and both hands
over his ﬂy, Cupid struck merci|ess|y. And the fact that he noticed
that she worked in a hospifoﬂ was an added bonus. They have
been +oge’rher ever since and their love grows with just a few
more ups than downs. In any case, he has become more careful
about zipping up his ﬂy.

She took him to a c|o+hing store a few doys after the incident and
bough’r a new pair of pants.

A |igh’r beige corduroy with a ﬂy with buttons.

He was very careful with this new garment and never wore the
trousers when he went to the pub. SomeH’ming she found ridiculous
and could not convince him that it is okoy to dress nedHy, even in
a pub. Later, she secreHy took two old trousers of his from the
closet and threw them in a gorbcge container. And on his
biri‘hdoy, the first one +|'1ey celebrated +oge+|'1er, he got a ghc’r
voucher from her that was enough to rep|qce and supp|emen+ his
wardrobe. He wore a checked jacket with a real Irish cap almost
every doy after that. And the two trousers all had button ﬂy. He

does not want to risk such an exfreme|y poimcu| experience as that
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one. |nciden’ro||y, it has been repoired without visible scars. She is
also very hoppy about that.

Sometimes he catches himself sfonding in front of the mirror and
thinks: Mom, you should see me. |'ve become a redl gen’r|emcm.
Look at your son!

Then he feels her eyes piercing into the mirror ...
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WQCI nesddy

Humming, the bur|y woman dressed in a faded purp|e jumpsui+
wipes the |egs and bottom of an abandoned desk with a rag. The
user of that desk had handled several hundred files when a
cardiac arrest ended her life.

The unprocessed files were distributed after her death to the
deporfmen’r that s part of a regiono| branch of the social
surveillance service that is tasked with I(eeping an eye on citizens.
It is a small office located south of the Russian ccpi’ro|. The office
will be moved. As she works, she feels a piece of cardboard. She
sees that somefhing is Wedged under the third drawer. When she
pu”s out the drawer, a crump|ec| file folder lies there.

Her discovery immedio+e|y reached her boss, who in turn
deposi’red it with the boss of this office.

After skimming the folder, he persono”y took it to the
|’1eoc|quc|r+ers in Moscow the same o|dy. The crump|eo| folder
landed with a thud in the mailbox of the KGB Committee.

It was not |ong before it reached his desk, for an official of the
Service assumed that its mysterious contents made it necessary to
show it to him.

Jus+ recding the label makes his eyebrows frown and lines appear
on his forehead as he opens the folder.

FILE -JKreisner-Baumgartenstrasse 57/3g Undertal- as well as a
number and date stamp from a few years ago. And the first Jrhing
he finds remarkable is the strange combination of the two
documents.

The heovi|y built man, with a bald head, bushy eyebrows and a
coarse mouth from which an unsavory cigar pro’rrudes, puts the
ye||owed sheet of paper, numbered five, and a note from a doctor
back in the gray folder and slams it shut in irritation and shouts
some+hing. The sound carries far enough to reach his secretary.
The floor of the Directorate of Specio| Operoﬁ'ions, part of the KGB,
has heard it too: 'pizo|0|, pizdo i yeshche raz pizdc!' It is clear to
everyone that Wladzk is not comp|oining about the quo|i’ry of the
pizza that was just delivered, but has somei‘hing much more
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important to say. A courageous civil servant walks into her boss's
office and is immedio+e|y criticized.

Like a ruo|e, borking bu”dog, he screames, "This is the
ump+een+h time I've had shit on my desk." And, "I'm not a trash
can. Moy | know what goddomn s+upid asshole kepi‘ this file for
so |ong without o|oing the ob|igo+ory c|osing action?" W hite-hot
with anger, he walks +hrough his room with the gray folder in his
hands and slams the door shut, neor|y causing the g|ass with the
engraving GLAVNYY 24 (chief of the 24th department ) 1o jump out
of its frame.

She cq|m|y tells him that the perpetrator is buried in a cemetery
somewhere in the south of Russia.

He calms down after her answer and asks for c|ori+y. She walks
away and returns a moment later with an exp|onq’rion. W hich
makes him look doubtful because now he knows that years ago
the regiono| office was absorbed into another district because

almost all the staff had died of old age.

The civil servants in the windowless room, co|d|y lit by blue-white
|omps, hord|y dare to show their faces and shift uncomforfob|y in
their pre-war office chairs. |t becomes quieter in their boss's office.

Then the silence is broken as the secretary leaves the room.

A phone rings on one of the desks and a gir| answers it, listens,
makes a note on a no+epdo| and puts the receiver back on the gray
phone. She tears the sheet of paper from the nofepod and walks
with it to her boss's office and taps sony on the door, opens it and
comes back later without the paper and sits down in her p|oce.
She does not exchdnge a word with her co||e0|gues and stares
ahead with a look in her eyes as if she has seen a gl’\os’r.

In the room she just left, Wladzk reads the note and reaches for
the phone. After a short conversation, he quick|y walks out of his
room and grunts somei‘hing to a staff member.
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W ladzk is on his way to his direct boss, Joris, who has his office
three floors up. Once there, he puts the file on the table, expioins
it brieﬂy and waits Jrenseiy for the reaction.

'Put the stutterer on it, and ask him to find out as quicidy as
possibie whether this is rubbish or a jewel, says Joris. He seems
impressed by what is written on the paper. He finds the doctor's
note unimportant. And he responds with: 'this is reoiiy somei'iiing
for him because after that fuss last week he will like this,' he says
iougiiing and shows Wladzk the door with an unsympoi‘iﬁe’ric
gesture. Which confirms that i'iiey are not good friends.

Ti’]u I’SCiOy

Pjotr, how he got the nickname 'the stutterer' needs no expionq’rion,
was piedsqn’riy surprised with this assignment because after the
enormous disillusionment of a research he did on unstable miii’rory
software he had become pessimistic about his future with the
Service. He opens the folder and starts s’rudying the paper that is
numbered with a five. What he finds surprises him because it is
not his field of work but decides to start quickiy. After about an
hour of s’rruggiing and juggiing somei‘i’iing catches his eye.
Somei'iiing that seems familiar to him. He finds it strange,
coincidental, and somei'iiing that leans towards impicusibiiii‘y. He
walks to another depori‘meni‘ and asks for a file. Leoucing Jri1rougi’i
that file he goes back to his room.

An hour later he looks at the result with narrowed eyes. His
suspicions seem tfo be correct when he pioces sheets of paper with
a jumble of numbers next to each other. He checks the mcrkings
in the corners and coreicuiiy slides them over each other.

With a proud smile he sees that the mquings coincide but that
does not surprise him. | am a genius, he thinks when he sees his
real discovery. And concludes that the missing pages will not form
a different image.

And he immedioi‘eiy wonders who on earth comes up with such
a compiicoi‘ed construction to tell some’rhing? And, what the signs
mean is a bridge too far for me. There are specioiisi‘s for that.
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He grunts out loud: "What do you have to hide, smart
friend, and who are you?I He shrugs his shoulders because he
doesn't expect an answer and isn't inferested either.

The realization that he can do no more than this is fine with him
and he looks at his watch. He has to hurry and pushes the chair
closer to the table and types Furious|y as if he is p|oying a sonata
with a lot of staccato. Fifteen minutes later he is done and with a
sigl’l he puts his hands on his neck and with a satisfied look he
leans back and loses his balance and with a |oig thud he falls to
the floor, |omo|ing un|ucl<i|y against a steel Fi|ing cabinet. With his
hand on his head he crawls back into his chair and feels some+hing
warm running down his cheeks. Blood.

He quick|y takes a tissue from his pockef and presses it on the
wouno|, cor||ing for he|p.

After his secretary has put a |drge p|c|s+er on his forehead, he
sends his report to the client by internal mail and makes a certified
copy that he adds to the file. Then he takes his coat from the coat
rack, turns on the |ig|’1+ and closes the door behind him. Two rooms
further he puts the folder at the reception who deposH‘s it in the
mailbox of his c|ien+, the boss and Comrade Gregor W ladzk.

The bH‘ing cold outside makes him decide not to go sfrcigrﬂ' home
but first to Herzok, his local pub. A stiff drink would ease his
headache. His oblomovschina life had suo|c|en|y chdnged recenHy.
And because of that he had to say goodbye to his Russian laziness
or marmot life. The purchose of a heovi|y |oss-mo|<ing nigh’rc|u|o
gave him a lot of work but also a huge cho”enge. Moreover, he
still has to arrange Jrhings because the opening is soon. He was
able to take over the establishment for a small price and +oge+her
with a few friends he transformed it into a nice nig|’1+c|ub in a short
time. His |ouo|ge’r was minimal and he will still need his job at the
Service because his piggy bank is almost emp+y.

The moment he sits down at a table and orders a beer with vodka,
a courier to the office of the Committee for State Secu rity (Komitet
Gosoedarstvennoj Bezopasnosti, or the KGB) and delivers an
enve|ope. Comrade's secretary Gregor Wladzk, receives it. A
moment later Gregor takes out a stack of papers. On the front
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page, attached with a poperciip, is a black and white phoi‘o of a
grim grey concrete buiiding, with a window on the third floor
circled with a red feii‘-’rip pen. He puts his giosses, with thick lenses
in a black frame, on his nose and begins to read GH'en’riveiy. On
some pages he makes a line and a cross with a soft pencii.

It is oireociy past eigi’ii' o'clock when he puts the folder on the desk
of Joris, his boss and director of the depor’rmeni‘.

Fﬁdoy

The next morning Joris reads it si'roigiii' away and puts his mug of
coffee down next to him with a thud and shouts so |ouo||y that
everyone in the rooms next door is shocked: "We have a case with
|’1igi1 priori’ryi'
His secretary immeoiioi'eiy jumps up as if a spring in her chair has
given way and runs to his office where she is given short but clear
instructions. As the door closes behind her he puts his feet up on
the desk and looks at the silver-framed pi10‘i'0 of what could be his
wife. A beautiful and charming woman in her Fori‘ies, dressed in
a black dress and a double peori necklace around her neck that
grocefuiiy empi'icsizes her modest cieovoge. He looks worried, to
put it miiciiy, because the discovery of Pjotr and the impending
divorce are Weighing heoviiy on his scales.
W hile there is a lot of piione traffic and woiking back and forth
in the imiiwoy, he looks at Pjotr's report which confirms what he
fears: exi'remeiy compiicq’reoi digii‘oi break-in with somei'iiing that
looks a lot like a hidden message. More and more quesi‘ions piie
up and with his experience he feels that this is somei‘iﬁing big.
Because that there are hackers who are able to climb over our
firewalls and then mess around in our oiigii'oi safe is compiei‘eiy
unthinkable.
Even impossibie, he thinks and asks himself the questions: how
many pages are there? And what do i'iiey add to this one? And
what is written? He ponoiers and lets his brain cells do the work
as he opens his eyes wide.

He says out loud, "Who can translate this and is this oniy
aimed at us?" At which point a giri appears around the corner of
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his bedroom door and asks if she can he|p. He comp|e1‘e|y ignores

|’1€I’.

He himself answers the question of whether Russia is the on|y
victim of this intruder. The leaders of America and China will not
cooperate and will answer nego’rive|y whether Jrhey are bothered
by this intruder. Moreover, Joris thinks, it could just be America

that is sqboroging us. It would not be the first time ..

He looks g|oomi|y outside where snowflakes are busy dcrkening
the window. His Jrhougrﬁ's are o|re0c|y wondering and he is |ool<ing
at the possibi|i’ries to get a quick promotion. Because two years in
this position has been enough now, he wants to move up the
ladder. The President has hinted that there are possibi|i+ies if he
performs a feat, because one because of the re|o’rions|’1ip with his
niece was O||reoc|y excep+ionc|. Now he had to prove himself for
the next step. He |onged for a top position in the Kremlin and was
prepcred to do onyfhing for it. Any’rhing.

Now he was faced with a case that could get him that job.

the idea of Jr<:1”<ing to world leaders, because in this time that
c|reoo|y has enough po|i+ico| tensions, working with America is a
bad idea and his President will cer’roin|y not welcome that because
a second cold war is not convenient now. He has to smile at the
+hough+ that Jrhey are also the victims and that we are the on|y
ones with this valuable information. He looks at the report for a
moment.

He grumb|es: "That stutterer,' and: 'He's both an idiot and a
genius.I With a rough smile on his square face, he turns off the
screen and takes off his g|0|sses when comrade Gregor Wladzk
enters. Joris looks at him ques+ioning|y. Gregor tells him that he
had put the file down and asks if he has read it. Joris nods and
points him to his desk where the file is and then points with his
hand towards the door. Wladzk has understood the signo|, turns
around and walks away while he thinks: that Joris is an upstart
idiot who owes his job to his wife, the President's favourite niece.
Wladzk has a different view on H’lings and this time he hopes that

his boss will fall flat on his face with all his arrogance. Il see, he
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thinks as he walks to his own room at the end of the corridor, next
to the coffee machine, and gree+s a passing co||eogue in a Frieno”y
manner. He has his doubts about Joris' opprooch.

T wo ranks above Wladzk, and as KGB director in chorge of
national security, Joris Gdemstov calls his secretary and instructs
her to call the President's office for a persond| meeting of high
urgency. A moment later she tells him that the President is at his
country house and that he is available. She also tells him that +|'1ey
are preparing the he|icop’rer.

Joris, sudden|y nervous about |oeing taken to the presiden+io|

|’10|idoy residence by he|icop’rer, stands up, gr0||os his hat, wraps a
blue cashmere tie twice around his neck and puts on his wool coat.
He pushes the seven ivory buttons into the buttonholes one by one
as he walks to the elevator. At the sixth button he notices that
there is a hole missing but because the elevator doors are o|reoo|y
opening and two security gucrds are s’roncling reocly to escort him
to the entrance where three black cars are pcrked in front of the
bui|o|ing he {orge’rs to button it up.
He gets into the second car and under po|ice escort the three
vehicles drive to the airport where @ he|icop+er is waiting to take
the de|ego+ion to the presiden+'s country house. The journey takes
about three hours and the he|icop+er lands in an open space and
its passengers walk to a waiting black bus. Joris takes off his coat
because the sun is shining brighﬂy here and it is considercb|y
warmer than in Moscow. After a few minutes the bus drives
+hrough the gate of the dacha where Jrhey are checked and
cclrefu”y frisked by two heovi|y armed commandos. He trusts no
one.

Fﬁdoy
The six+y-+wo-yeor-o|d Russian President Leonard Potki, ex-
commando, ex of a French model, and ex-KGB agent, is not reo”y
|ooking forward to an interview with this depor+men+ head
because he thinks he should have rep|oceo| this middle-class
windbdg who was pushed up by his father-in-law |ong ago. But

he still needs that father-in-law for another case.
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In the gorden of their dacha, which is pdrHy in full sun, +hey are
still trying fo enjoy the peace and quiet and ice-cold vodka mixed
with fresh orange juice when her phone rings. She picks it up and
walks towards the shade, at the edge of the property, while
+c1”<ing. Lana, Leo's wife, fifteen years younger than her, ex-
hostess and private Sponish teacher for a select group of partners
of po|i+icc| leaders, had also imogined somefhing different for this
doy of rest with her husband and now walks grumpi|y to the
swimming poo| where her husband is swimming |ops after p|oying
judo. She had a chat with her +wen’ry-’rwo-yeor-o|o| dougl’ﬁ'er, who
is s+uc|ying in Lausanne. And it was ony’rhing but an amusing chat.
She is angry. The gir|, Ana, told her mother that she had decided
to quit her studies and is p|onning to goon a bockpocking trip with
a shocly boy?riend.
Her dcugh’rer with a Frenchman in his forties who is unknown to
her and a chkpock around the world. He must have dir’ry |ong
hair and bad breath. The idea alone makes her furious. How
hdppy Leo will be when he hears about his dough’rer's p|ons. The
prob|em with their son Kevin has just been solved and now this.
Children. She decides to wait with telling him because a sudden
visit from one of his staff leaders during a rest doy usuo”y doesn't
mean much good. A little further on he climbs out of the poo| and
dries himself off, and walks over to her a bit noncho|on+|y and
gives her a kiss.

He mumbles: Honey, are you okoy? And: You look rather
angry.
She reacts indiﬁcerenﬂy and looks at the sun with her hand above
her eyes: Ino, nofhing specio| going on. And she looks at him as
she Whispers soﬂ'|y in his ear: 'we'll talk Jronighi‘.'
And with a kiss on the hand she turns around and unfastens her
top, throws the garment core|ess|y back and lies down with a cleep
sigl’l as he walks in and chonges into a more informal but
businesslike outfit. He shome|ess|y lost the judo match with a ten-
yeor-o|o|er juo|ol<o in possession of a second dan while he himself
has a sixth. He is onnoyed by this, because the word I|osingI is

unknown to him.
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He is also upset about the o|eve|opmen+s in Ukraine that threaten
to escalate there because of a new leader who has been he|peo|
into the saddle by a power that is still unknown to him, but he
s+rong|y suspects that America is behind it and also those ever-
distu rbing experimen’ro| weapons tests that are s|ow|y drcining the
state treasury. It all bothers him.

And then his faithful righi‘-hcnd man, the prime minister, is on
|’10|idoy this very week. He thinks: let Joris' visit be serious. The
clock in the hall strikes eleven as the black bus drives up the
drivewcy at high speed with a sp|os|’1 of grove|, the driver brcking
just as vu|gor|y as he drives. The rear door flies open before the
driver has a chance to operate it proper|y and occording to
pro+oco|. The chief executive, Joris, storms out of the vehicle and
with mi|i+ory steps he enters the home of the feared head of state,
ignoring four hedvi|y armed guords. Leonord, wearing white
trainers, black silk tracksuit bottoms and a grey po|o with a skull
on it, is c1|reoo|y waiting for him with a look in his eyes that tells
enough about the re|o’rionship he has with this person. My cousin's
husband is a jerk who cheats on her and cheats on her every time,
he thinks omgri|y.

He says |ouo||y and c|eor|y enunciating: let it be important
that you honor me with a visit, Comrade Joris Gdemstov.! And:
'follow me.' He follows his boss and takes two men with him, who
are however forced to stop on the threshold of the office by a
|orge guord with an appearance and body that s+rong|y resembles
a brown bear.

"Sit down." He c1|woys speoks first. With a flushed face, the
man nods and sits down on an uncomfortable wooden chair.

He says when President Potki is sitting behind his desk and
looks at him menocing|y: Yes, | think | have some important news
that | need to tell you.I Then the man, panting, tells the facts and
theories and 1cin0|||y hands over a document with a summary. A
sheet of paper, of which there is no other. Protocol. The President
of Russia immedic’re|y shows why he holds this position because
he studies the document very quicHy, thinks about it and fino”y

writes two names on the back, grumb|es somei‘hing under his
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breath and then hands it back with the words: 'pu+ these two
agents on it. And make sure that the document is translated as
soon as possib|e. | am afraid that we now have an important
indication that there is sobofcge at the highes+ level that is putting
the po|i+ico| relations on ec|ge.I

And adds: 'l wouldn't be su rprised if the Yankees are behind
it and are using some kind of Chinese cover. Same old song, on|y
the me|oc|y is different. Uhmm, catch the troublemaker better
+oc|oy than tomorrow!'

Just as Joris wants to walk away, Leo calls after him: 'How
many pages were Gc’ruo”y found?'

Joris answers: 'One, nhumbered as five, and we don't know
how many there are in total. These two officers will have to find
out, and he taps the paper in his hands.'

Leo: 'Let them do that first, because | want to see the whole
pic’rure.I
And then he turns around like a soldier and clisoppeors into one
of the rooms of the dacha. The interview has not even lasted six
minutes, which is |onger than one is used to. The first +hing he does
after brieﬂy +hinl<ing about the o|is+urbing news is to close the room
behind him and immedio+e|y pick up the red +e|ephone with the
aim of +o|king to the American President. The time difference
leaves him cold and he presses key number 5.

He p|ons to inform his co||eogue of the fact that sobofdge activities
have been traced and wants to hint that Russia has indications to
suspect America of it fo”owing a seeming|y innocent incident. He
does not tell what he has oc+uo||y just heard from Joris, because
you should not p|c1y your trump card. He wants to wait for the
reaction of the American President first. He clears his throat when
the phone is answered on the other side of the Ocean after six

rings

America, Woshing’ron, it's still dark there because the sun can't be
everywhere at once
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His wife is terrified when the pl’\one starts ringing. And after five
rings, she pushes the Jrhing against the head of the man who is
snoring next fo her. Hecvi|y disturbed, he looks at her first and
then at the red +e|ep|’lone receiver, and on|y then pu”s the brighf
orange eorp|ugs out of his ears. He takes the H’ling from her and
calls out: 'Yes?' He knows that it is his co||eogue in Moscow,
because he never pays attention fo time zones.

Leo chooses his words corefu”y and gives the impression that his
spy service has made an important discovery. He wants to know
if America is also a victim of sobo’roge. He emphosizes that he is
not hoppy about the o|ip|omc+ic incident that recenHy took p|oce
in Madrid.

"Hey, uhh Leo!" he says s|eepi|y, and answers dip|omo+icc||y
and with a good dose of sarcasm that Jrl’lings sometimes go wrong
in America but are not important enough to call someone in Russia
out of bed about. He has to |cugh at his own snappy remark but
at the same time realizes that Russia also suffers from digi+o|
bu”ying.

A moment later he disconnects the call with the words: 'If | can
|’1e|p you with ony’rhing, just call. And: the vodka was top quc||i+y
this yeor.I

Leo responds modestly: Thanks Jim, and yes, | will certainly

do that! While he thinks to himself: haha, you +|'10ugh+ S0,

s+upic| Yank, the vodka comes from a supermarkei‘.

W hen the American President hands the receiver back to his wife,
he gets out of bed and thinks about the incident in Madrid. During
a c|ip|omo’ric party at the Russian embdssy there, someone from
the American o|e|egc+ion made an inappropriate joke. Who was
that idiot? He thinks, because it goes without saying that he
informs his staff of this conversation, the timing is somewhat
unfortunate.

He now speoks with a s|igh+|y raised voice: 'it's that time
again, we are now accused by Russia of sobo’roge.' He slides his
drawer open a little and sees a bottle of vodka |ying there and

thinks: that stuff is undrinkable by the way.
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In the meantime, the heads of various infe”igence services are
called in and an activation action takes p|oce so that secret
networks focus not on|y on the suspicion but also on the failure of
tests in the mi|i+ory spl’\ere. No reaction comes from China after
the Russian Minister of Foreign Affairs has asked the Chinese
ambassador to respond to this. Of course not, Jrhey will never tell
how worthless their tests are. The Chinese do Jrhings c|i1c1ceren+|y.
\/ery diﬁcerenﬂy, without emotion, in silence and d|woys nod in
friend|y confirmation. Even if that means a denial.

They co|m|y watch from a distance in the company of a cup of
Do-Hong Pao tea the cat out of the tree, without oc+uq||y hoving
any idea how many cats are in the tree. In turn, Russia has
expomded its espionage activities fo that cou ntry and noticed quite
quicHy because Jrhings are not o|wqys going well there either with
testing experimen+o| ballistic missiles. The Pacific is not littered with
wreckage, but there are increosing|y more Chinese missile parts in
the Fishing nets, which is a thorn in the side of the Joponese
fishermen.

The American President closes the drawer and looks less gloomy
as the Vice President and two officers report for an emergency
meeting.

He begins: 'What worries me most is that Russia is
cpporenHy being attacked by someone with a strong arm. Because
Leo not on|y indicated that an American o|ip|omc+ had let s|ip
some+hing o|ong those lines, but also the fact that the Russians had
moncged to find an American criminal organization that was
carrying out suspicious activities on the arms market under an
Asian guise.I

The VC asks him: 'Can you exp|oin that?'

He answers: 'Yes. And: ' Drunk and intended as a lame joke,
an American o|ip|oma+ accused a Russian colonel of amateurism in
the field of |ounching rockets at a party at the Russian embossy in
Madrid. That remark obvious|y went down the wrong way with
all the consequences. |n addition, Russia has concrete evidence that
sobo’roge is being committed o|uring their weapons tests. | also
heard that he was curious whether we also suffer from soloo’rcge.
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The Russian presiden+ on|y said that it had a 'Chinese touch'
Somefhing that surprises me."

VC: 'and are there any other facts known about that
criminal gong? And my second quesfion is whether we are also
under fire from that saboteur?"

President: That's a bit more comp|icc+eo| because we
haven't mcpped out all the failed tests yet and the names of those
criminals are rather vague. We will have further research done on
that! And Fino”y: VC will provide a p|on of action and the
c|ip|omo’r must be transferred.! As soon as everyone has been
informed to their satisfaction, Jrhey leave the Oval Room. The smell
of fear sweat remains |one|y behind.

At the same time, Leo is Jrhin|<ing about how to deal with these
prob|ems and quick|y comes up with a scenario that, given his
experience as a KGB agent, works much better than, for exqmp|e,
as a civil servant or his’rory teacher on a job carousel.

The active Wor|<ing of his brain also visi|o|y excites him and he
walks +hrough his room to the window and looks out with interest
and sees that his wife is at that moment bending over at the edge
of the poo| with her phone in her righ’r hand. The rather
provocative attitude of her makes him decide not to waste any
time in going to her. Once there, he does not hesitate for a moment
and grobs Lana from behind, throws her phone in the grass and
tears down her panties after which a fierce |ovemol<ing session
follows in which, judging by the souno|s, she has mu|+ip|e orgasms
or perhops even fakes it c|ever|y. In short, it is an exfrdordinory
achievement for a man in his sixties with on|y a sixth dan.

The security, muscular men and women one by one, had a smile
on their faces for a |ong time. After all, there are cameras and
microphones everywhere, but of course not a word is said about
it. The last Jrhing +hey see is the two of them embraced in+imo+e|y
and their bodies covered in green traces disoppeoring from view
to freshen up a bit in one of the private rooms. But this time it
takes |onger than usual, because when Jrhey sit down Jroge’rl’ler
again, comp|e+e|y exhausted and in silk pyjamas at a candlelit
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table to have dinner, there is a knock on the door and one of the
security guords enters with the request fo come to his office
because of an urgent matter.

He: "What now?" is his reaction when his wife tells him to
be quiet.

He stands up in annoyance ond, pu”ing his |eg, follows the muscle
man in the black suit to his room, where he finds one of his
secretaries with a smile on her face.

He asks, "What's Wrong?II

She: ISorry to disturb you during dinner but we have news
that will de|igh+ you.

"Huh," he says, somewhat surprised, because that's fast.
"What's the news then?"

She: "We have received information from our spy network
that it is |il<e|y that both China and America are suﬁcering from a
saboteur. And the gooo| news is that we are the on|y ones who
have the information about what could possib|y be the source.
They have no lead:s. They have no Johann there.' She smiles and
adds: The word probqb|y still worries me.

He doesn't seem surprised, and with a wrinkle of p|edsure
around his mouth he says, "So?"

She rep|ies: There is a sc|oo+eur, and a very big one who
may not be targeting us alone. It may be a saboteur with a g|obo||
target. And with the material we have at our o|ispos<3|, we have
a head start on cofching them.' She smiles as if her bingo card is
full and she is waiting for the grond prize.

He says, "Great, thank you. Can you have us look into what
that g|obc|| goo| mighf be?" And he nods and turns and walks
back into the o|ining room and just hears her say, "I'l pass that on,
and have a nice evening, M. President."

After dinner it was sfill late into the nighf before Jrhey decided to
go to bed. There was so much to discuss and +hey oc+uc|||y had
not yet Figured out how to talk their doughfer out of the idea of
going on a trip with a comp|e+e stranger, an unemp|oyed French
guy. He was much Jroug|'1er in this than his wife, who sugges’red

that +hey talk to her the coming weekend. He +|'10ugh’r that was a

33



gooo| idea, because the sobo’roge business kep’r him busy. His stay
in the dacha of five cloys was shortened to three. The muscle pain
and his wife sfcyecl a bit |onger.

After the meeting with his President, a cold return trip by
|’1e|icop+er and on the way to the Kremlin, Joris Gdemstov picks up
the sheet of paper on which the two names are listed who are
chorged with the investigation info the saboteur and he is not
reo”y surprised that the President has chosen them. They are by
far the best, qH‘hough many peop|e in the Service disogree with
him and especio”y regording the man in this duo. The woman has
a clean file and has not dropped a stitch since her first job
interview, and that will never hqppen, as far as she is concerned.
She is dongerous|y goocl. He does have a note in his Fi|e, and is
dongerous and often very gooo|.

Nicolai \/|ino|ysl<i and Sasha Petrofska.

Both are gooc| friends and enjoy the Russian chief's comp|e+e trust,
which is rare for this fanatical but excepfiono”y in+e||igen+ ex-KGB
officer. But why he has chosen two who have been at odds with
each other since an incident is not clear to him and he does not
rea”y care, as |ong as Jrl’ley do their job. He does not notice the
smile of his driver, who has been able to follow the button incident
and sees that two slots are now empty, because he is busy on the
phone with his depori‘men’r.

When the limousine stops in front of the gray bui|c|ing, the
security guords jump out of the cars and open the door, after
which Joris steps out and walks brove|y with his chin up towards
the stairs.

Angry and irritated, he jerks the expensive coat when he gets info
the elevator and sees in the mirror that his coat is crooked. He jerks
it so hard that a few buttons pop off. Arriving in his room, he
throws the coat on the floor and sits down and sees a regis’rered
letter on his desk. A law firm with a summons for the divorce that
his wife has filed for. He grobs the silver pic’rure frame and breaks
it in two and throws it in the trash. Furious, he walks out of his
room, stops in the ho”woy at the soda machine, pu”s out a cup
and fills it with water. And spi||ing all over the carpet, he returns
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to his room and slams the door behind him. It was o|rec|dy getting
dark and the staff were |eoving when it was still quiet in his room.
He was the last to leave and didn't bother to turn off the |igh’r in

his room.

Sa+urddy
The next morning, it was almost seven o'clock, he was the first on
the depor’rmem‘ and saw out of the corner of his eye that the
weekend team was coming in. He ordered one of the peop|e to
call the two officers. |mpo+ien’r|y and half an hour later he asks the
same emp|oyee if the officers involved have o|reody responded to
the call.

The emp|oyee looks at a screen, nods and raises a Finger.

Joris: '‘and who?'

"Sasha,” is the emp|oyee's answer.

"Goddammit," he grumb|es, "it's o|woys the same old story
with Nicolai." He bellows with a series of vu|g0|r curse words that
also makes female civil servants who are sitting within earshot
shiver in their seats. What he spews out is oc+uc||y no+hing new
to them, nor is what follows.

He: Iyou can guess what he's doing. He's Fucking whoeverl!'
He spits his bile and the invo|un+ory listeners look at each other in
shock. And he continues with: 'H’ley should have gotten rid of him
last year, with his sex addiction you can't do this dongerous jo|o
proper|y.I He is undoub’red|y very angry and higHy frustrated. But
he can guess righf, which is not surprising, because Nicolai is
indeed in bed with a beautiful Asian woman and is fucking her

passiona+e|y and hard. ... and it's not surprising that he doesn't
hear his phone. At that moment, his head is Wedged between two
creomy-soﬂ female +highs in a |uxury hotel in Moscow. Because
this hoppened an hour earlier:

The nos+o|gic alarm clock, a hideous|y ug|y Jrhing with two bells on
top of the clockwork, starts producing so much noise at exocHy
half past six that it drowns out the traffic noise on the s+o+e|y
To|s+oy Street in freezing cold Moscow. With dhcficuH'y but

eFFec’rive|y he slams the device into another world with his righ’r
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fist and turns over in the |orge bed. He presses his lower body
against the soft flesh of the woman |ying next to him and deFHy
pushes his +hing in between her buttocks, after which she reaches
a rather exoggero+ed|y loud orgasm. Then she c|omps his head
between her |egs and in this position his phone on the o|ining table
starts to ring qnnoying|y. A message follows quick|y as soon as the
ringing stops.
Before he left his house edr|y this morning he whispered to his
wife, 'l have to get an edr|y start and | think I'll be home for dinner.
She is a successful |owyer and looks at him dreomi|y as he sneaks
out of the room affer a tender goodbye kiss and throws a kiss on
the hand to his s|eeping children +hrough the cracks of the open
doors, then goes outside where a taxi is waiting to take him to a
hotel where an exotic woman with a s|ig|’1+|y tinted skin color is
waiting for him.
A moment later he rolls off her sweaty and gives her a firm s|c1p
on her bottom. With his muscular arms, he can eqsi|y lift four puds
(a puo| is a Russian WeigH of Forer pounds), he s|ow|y pu||s her
up and lifts her and carries her to the bathroom covered in pink
ltalian marble and puts her down in the shower where Jrhey wash
each other. Afterwards and with a soft white towel he dries her
ccrefu”y and kisses her neck and pushes her rougHy onto the bed
and buries his head between her spreod |egs when his phone
buzzes. She has become so wet that he slides his tongue up
s|obbering, o|ong and feasing|y bites her nipp|es. She moans |ouc||y
as he thrusts his stiff member hard into her and after two times
he comes grow|ing like a horse. Then H’ley stay like that for a while
until he goes |imp and slides out of her. What she would like now
is a cigarette, but she sfopped smoking a while ago. But rigl’ﬁ' now
I'd kill for a cigarette, she thinks. He stands up and walks to the
table and grobs his phone and is shocked.
After which he immedio+e|y dresses hos+i|y without saying a word.
5weo+y and wrcpped in a towel, she asks in an oriental
accent: 'Nicolai, what's wrong?I
He doesn't answer and continues dressing. She knows some’rhing
is wrong because she knows him well enough and the first Jrhing
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she thinks: his wife has discovered us. And that would not on|y be
a persono| disaster but also have fqr-reoching consequences for his
work.

She twitches her |ip in a restless and irritated manner and
shouts, "l asked you some’rhing!"

He grunts and looks around hos’ri|y and says, "They've

discovered somefhing that's opporenﬂy important enoug|’1 to ruin
my mood, and | need to get to base righi‘ owqy." He throws the
towel on the bed in a fit of rage and jumps when there's a knock
on the door.
She sees his reaction and thinks: I've never seen him startle before.
Provocoﬁve|y swaying her hips, she walks to the door and sees
that it's room service with their breakfast. On the +ro||ey decorated
with orchids is the zavtrak. A Russian breakfast with kalatsch
(Wl’lH'e |oreoo|), sausage, cheese, jam, rice with a meatball, and
olad;jis filled with honey and sour cream. A bottle of chompagne,
not her brand, a small jug of vodka and a crys+q| carafe of 1‘res|’1|y
squeezed orange juice, a can of Be|ugo caviar and nop|<ins with
silver cu’r|ery. They quick|y eat some’rhing else and before she has
filled the first g|oss with bubbles he gets up and makes to leave.
She is thirsty. He is in a hurry. She is crazy about Nicolai because
he s strong and has a specio| sense of humor. However, she
doubts whether she is in love with him because he is not pure to
the bone. The kinky sex with him is oc’ruo”y a carnal need and the
on|y +hing fhey share Jrogei‘her.

She: 'Will | see you today or tomorrow? Because then we
can continue where we left off.

He seems irritated and reacts cur+|y: 'well, | have no idea
what awaits me, but | will let you know soon. In any case, | want
that too, so see you soon. And grobs her head and gives her a
kiss on the mouth and tastes her sweet sensuc||i+y.

The muscular and impressive|y trained handsome man, Fori‘y-ﬂve
years old with dark brown wavy hair and a scar above his rigl’ﬁ'
eye, leaves the hotel room in a hurry after a quick kiss, a sandwich
with caviar in his honcl, s|oppi|y dressed in an expensive suit. The
chambermaid, who is vacuuming in the ho”woy, looks at him
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f|ir+c’rious|y. He looks past her and she is immeclio+e|y disappoin+ed
because she would like to have sex with this handsome man for
an hour.

Specio| Agen+ Nikolai V|ino|ysl<i steps into a taxi waiting in front
of the majestic hotel a little later. He sits down, closes the door and
the vehicle starts moving. He quicHy realizes that he has ForgoHen
his phone. He thinks: Damn itl And when he also spi||s caviar on
his pants, he almost jumps out of his skin with anger. The driver
is startled and looks cmxious|y in his mirror. The time pressure
forces him to make a decision very quick|y and orders the taxi
driver to drive on. When the car stops in front of a gray bui|ding
with few windows, he quick|y gets out ofter paying the driver and
accelerates his pace towards the stairs. In the hall he immediatel
orders the receptionist on o|u+y to pick up his phone at a hotel, the
name of which he writes on a piece of paper. Then he quick|y
walks to the elevators and stands sfill as if pefrified when he sees
her. A slim woman with reddish brown hair, in a dark gray Jrighi‘-
fiH‘ing suit that shows off her c|eovoge and black shiny pumps
with higl’l heels. His eyes focus almost immedio+e|y on her breasts
and then up fo her eyes. He is almost droo|ing. She recognizes his
gaze and ou+omo+ico||y pu||s her coat closed and stands like a cool
businesswoman |ool<ing at him with a look as if she is on her
perioo|.

She snaps, "Are you |ooking for my cross?"

He: Iyou what?'

She: 'My go|o| chain with a cross that | often wear between
my tits. It's still on my nighi‘s’rdnd, because | was woken up by our
boss and went s’rroighf here. As pro+oco| dictates. And if you want
to know, | s|ep+ naked and alone.

He: '"Well, you haven't chonged at all. And do you s|eep
alone?"

She: 'You haven't chonged a bit either. And yes, | can
control my desires better than you.I He is immedio+e|y one zero
behind, and knows from the past that winning an argument with
Sasha remains a cho”enge.

Ping.
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After almost two years, Jrhey are Focing each other again and
immedio+e|y have an argument. In an elevator. He presses the
button with nine and meets her finger in the same p|oce. She pu”s
hers back irritated. Floor nine, not yet the highesf but where the
highes’r bosses have their offices.
During the journey up Jrhey bore|y look at each other and don't
speok a word. He looks noncr\o|on’r|y in the mirror and fiddles with
his hair. She checks whether the manicure has done its job
proper|y.
Ping.
Both follow the same route and she walks a few meters ahead of
him, and when +hey stop at the same door at the same time Jrhey
realize that there is a chance that +hey have been called for the
same assignment. Her look makes you suspect the worst. He looks
different and somewhat p|eosan+|y surprised.
She c|eor|y finds the meeting with him uncomfortable. He takes
the initiative and makes a blunt attempt to be friend|y, which
misses the mark comp|e+e|y because she reacts irritated. He knocks
on the door and opens it to let her go first, which she ignores. He
steps in first, greets a heovy-sei‘ man in an impressive uniform
covered with medals and decorations, and his shor’r-cropped gray
hair and a few scars on his cheek suggest that he is a great mi|i+ory
man. Behind go|d-rimmed g|osses are cat-like eyes that |igh’r up
when he looks at Nikolai, and soften when he directs them at her.
He begins to exp|oin in a tone of voice Why he has invited them
with the utmost urgency. He has reserved an hour for this and
afterwards +hey shake hands and are about to leave when he asks
Nicolai to stay a little |onger.
W hen he closes the door behind him a little later with a red face,
he sees her sitting in the ho”woy. She has been waiting for him
and knows that he has been called to account for the fact that he
responded too late to the call, which will undoub’red|y earn him a
note in his file. The second.

He whispers to her: That Joris is a filthy bastard who always
walks around with a hard-on and is horny for more power. W hich
makes him blind when it comes to important decisions.'
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She |oughs heor+i|y and says: Yes, you think like a sfupid
guy Nikolai. Those macho men want more power and often have
a hard dick in their pants that +hey don't just put in their own
wife.' She winks but sets the tone.

She asks him with a sarcastic me|ody in her voice: 'so? Was
it worth fucking a baroness, a |ody ora s|uH‘y whore this morning,
Nikolai? Or was it a boy this time?' After which he looks at her
like a child who has been ccugh’r s+eo|ing an cpp|e. He mumbles
some+hing unin+e||igib|e and looks uncomfor’rob|y the other way.
Toge’rher +hey then walk si|en+|y +hrough the ha”woy and stop at
a room with number 423. Go”onHy he holds the door open for her
and fhey take a seat in the room where gray metal fi|ing cabinets
and a steel desk with three brigh’r blue office chairs are. Two cans
of energy drink, a no+epo|d and two penci|s with shorp points lie
on the co|o|-1cee|ing o|esl<+op.

He is still unshaven and looks a bit hoggord with part of his shirt
hdnging out of his pants and sme”ing of a combination of hotel
shompoo and an expensive brand of women's perFume, which she
recognizes immedio+e|y. She is groomed to pencecﬁon and you can
see that she exercises a lot. As d|woys. Re|0+ive|y little is known
about her other than that she is an orphon of For’ry-one, five feet
seventy-six, an oval head with beautiful wavy, medium-|eng’rh
reddish-brown hoir, green eyes, high cl’\eekbones, small ears,
poin+ed nose, white but not bleached teeth, full |ips and a divine
body that needs no further exp|ona+ion. How she lost her parents
and fomi|y is known on|y to the head of the Service. She be|ongs
to the top who masters the Eastern martial art IAI-DO and can
perform all four elements in this branch of sport F|ow|ess|y. She
blocks any possi|o|e intimate contact with him to protfect herself but
also not to threaten his marriage fo Olena because she detests
that. The fiH‘hy bastard just cheats every doy, she thinks. And not
on|y that.

She will never forge’r the look in the eyes of the six-yeor-o|c| boy
who occidenfd”y walked past him when he pu||eo| the trigger, and
she has never forgiven him for ki”ing that child. The scars on her
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