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Disclaimer 
This novel has been produced by James Bond fans from Absolutely James Bond 
(http://www.ajb007.co.uk). The novel is 100% unofficial and is created as fan-fiction, it 
is to be distributed for free, and no profit will be gained from this document. 
We acknowledge all copyrights for products mentioned in the document, and for the 
James Bond character as created by Ian Fleming. 
The official James Bond books as written by Ian Fleming are copyright Ian Fleming 
Publications Ltd and are available to purchase. 
The motion pictures are created by EON Productions/MGM for further information 
visit the official James Bond website at http://www.jamesbond.com/ 
Absolutely James bond, its creators and staff  accept no responsibility for the content of  
this document, it has been checked to the best of  our abilities and any errors are 
unintentional. 
This is a work of  fiction; any resemblance to real life people/events is purely 
coincidental.  
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Wienerblut 

 
 
 
 
 
“Bloody hell, this stuff  is disgusting!”, James Bond commented. He 

held a glass of  bright red liquid, which he stared at with a disapproving 
gaze. 

“Vienna Blood. You get used to the stuff.”, his companion replied. 
“It is rather good mixed with orange juice.”  

“I think I'll just have a vodka Martini if  I may.” Bond smiled.  
“Of  course, James. In fact, I never really thought that you would like 

it. You always were a little stubborn. You know what you like and you 
stick with it. I respect that of  course, but I thought you might be at least 
slightly flexible!” 

“And you know, Lance, your problem is that you'll try just about 
anything. You remember that spot of  trouble you got yourself  into in 
Poland?” 

“Ah, how could I forget!”  
Bond got up out of  the armchair he was sitting in, and walked over 

to the window. Heavy rain was streaming across the window. In the 
house directly opposite, Bond noticed the silhouetted figure of  a woman 
in the top floor window. She appeared to be simply sitting there doing 
nothing.  

“Who's that night owl across the street there?” Bond asked. 
“Oh – she's just moved in there yesterday. I've only spoken to her 

briefly, but she didn't seem to have much to say.” 
Bond sighed as he stared at the rain and commented, “Terrible 

weather to have on your leave.” 
He had just completed an assignment in Italy, and now found 

himself  in Vienna on a week's leave. It was early September, and Bond 
had hardly expected to find himself  in cold temperatures and torrential 
rain. He had specifically wanted to come to Vienna to visit his old friend, 
Lance Hamilton. Hamilton was just over five years older than Bond, and 



7 

had been a double-oh agent himself. Having retired after a serious injury 
which had resulted in him losing his left arm below the elbow, he had 
become the head of  Station V in Vienna. Bond knew that ultimately 
Hamilton's ambition was to become the head of  the service, or at the 
very least M's chief  of  staff  when Bill Tanner finally retired.  

“Well, you can't have everything, James.” Hamilton said, “When you 
have only one arm, you learn that very quickly. At least be thankful for a 
week off!”  

Bond allowed himself  a slight, if  somewhat forced smile as he 
turned and walked back towards the chair. Hamilton's house was 
furnished in a simple, but elegant style, with several brown velvet 
armchairs arranged around a mahogany coffee table, and facing a bronze 
trimmed fireplace which held a superb fire.  

As Bond sat down, Hamilton handed him a freshly shaken vodka 
Martini. “Made to your very exacting specifications.” he said. Hamilton 
poured himself  another glass of  the bright red 'Wienerblut'. He knew 
the man who made it – an old, but lively and immensely likeable man 
named Fischer, who liked to refer to the drink as 'rocket fuel'.  

Bond took a large sip of  his Martini and stared into the fire. The 
sound of  the rain slamming against the window and the repetitive 
flickering of  the orange flames started to lull him into a state of  semi-
sleep. Memories of  his previous assignment started playing on his mind. 
He had been in Florence to track down a former Ministry of  Defence 
man who had been selling secrets to the highest bidder. It so happened 
that the highest bidder was an Italian known as Maldini, who was in 
actuality the disowned son of  an Arab sheikh. After the fall out with his 
father, the son had flet to his mother's native Italy. It appeared that the 
leaked information was being passed on to an extremis group in Iran. 
Bond had confronted Maldini one-on-one and gave him the option of  
coming quietly or doing it the hard way – he chose the latter, and the 
result had been very messy. However, the job had been done and the leak 
had been plugged. Bond had killed Maldini but had come out of  it with 
a dislocated shoulder. It was not too serious, although he found himself  
in a fairly substantial amount of  pain from time to time.  

Bond's eyes began to shut as they still gazed into the flames. Less 
than a minute later, Hamilton's mobile phone rang – the tune was Anton 
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Karas' zither theme from The Third Man.  
Hamilton answered the call with a curt “Hello.”, and the person on 

the other end of  the line began to speak. Bond noticed his friend's brow 
become furrowed and his eyes wider. “I don't believe it.” Hamilton said 
in a low monotone voice. “I'll get over there A.S.A.P”. Bond noticed a 
slight tremble in his voice. 

“Bit of  trouble, is it?” Bond asked.  
“I'm sorry James, I'm going to have to get down to the station HQ 

immediately.” 
“Is it something serious?” Bond asked, although he already knew the 

answer. There was a clear look of  distress in Hamilton's eyes. In fact 
Bond could not remember seeing him with such a look of  shock in his 
eyes during all his years as a double-oh.  

“Yes, I'm afraid it's very serious.” Hamilton paused for a few 
seconds, as if  gathering his strength, before continuing. “My second in 
command has been killed. It's just awful, apparently he was buried alive. 
They dug him up less than an hour ago. It seems that he was drugged 
and then they shut him in a coffin. By the time he came to he was six 
feet under.”       
      “What a terrible way to go.” Bond muttered.  

“Oh, I can't even bear thinking about it. Unable to move, pitch dark, 
completely shut in and no idea where you are. And I know he was a bit 
claustrophobic as well.” The trembling in his voice was becoming a little 
more pronounced.    

“Can I help at all?” Bond asked. 
“No, James.” Hamilton shook his head, as he stared at the floor. 

“Thanks for the offer, but I doubt there's anything you could really do. 
You just go ahead and enjoy your leave.”  

Bond was reluctant to back off, but he decided that it was probably 
best to just let Hamilton deal with it in his own way. Bond put on his 
overcoat and Hamilton showed him out into the wet street where Bond's 
beloved Aston Martin DB5 sat being pummelled by the rain. He made a 
fast dash over to the car and scrambled into the driver's seat, out of  the 
rain. The old car was very cold inside and it lacked modern amenities 
such as an effective heater. Bond's eye was caught by the sight of  the 
new neighbour as she still sat by the window, almost motionless. Bond 
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left his coat on as he started the engine and pulled off. Hamilton stood 
in his doorway, his face still pale at the shock of  the bad news, and he 
walked back inside and feebly shut the door as Bond drove out of  sight. 
Bond hated to see his old friend in such a terrible state, and he worried 
about it as he sped through the wet streets on his way back to his hotel.  

 
* * * * *  

Bond's eyes snapped open just after six am. He sat up in bed, almost 
surprised that he had managed to have a decent night's sleep. He was not 
inclined to worry a lot, but he couldn't help it on this occasion. Hamilton 
had been in the business of  death for most of  his life, just as Bond had. 
So Bond found it very surprising that this latest incident of  death had 
affected Hamilton so deeply. Bond could only guess that he must have 
been very close to his number two – and perhaps the man had a wife, a 
family. He could only ponder the possibilities. Bond thought back to the 
time when his own newly-wed bride was snatched from him in a hail of  
gunfire. He had never felt that distraught before, or since. Hamilton was 
obviously going through a similar experience. However, he tried to take 
his mind off  the matter as he climbed under the shower.  

By the time Bond emerged from the bathroom the strong black 
coffee that he ordered had been delivered by room service. His mind 
turned again to Hamilton. In quite a few ways, the two of  them  were 
opposites. Hamilton took his coffee with milk and sugar, and while Bond 
was a self-styled connoisseur of  wines and food, Hamilton would eat and 
drink anything you could put down in front of  him. He wasn't bothered 
whether a bottle of  champagne was vintage Dom Perignon or a cheap 
bottle from the corner shop.  

After he had eaten breakfast, Bond felt that he should call his friend 
and check how things were going. However, his phone call was diverted 
straight to Hamilton's answering service. This only multiplied Bond's 
concern as it was very unlike his friend to leave his phone off. Bond tried 
again fifteen minutes later, but once again got the recorded message.   

Bond gave up trying to phone, and dressed himself  in a charcoal 
grey suit with a light blue shirt and dark red tie. Once he was fully 
prepared, he pulled on his overcoat and drove off  from the hotel in his 
Aston Martin. The streets of  Vienna were still soaked, and the rain 
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continued to fall, although it was now much lighter than it had been the 
previous evening. Bond's tires created two large plumes of  spray as he 
accelerated through the gears.  

Station V was hidden behind the front of  a successful car-hire firm. 
The building was located a little way outside the centre of  Vienna. As 
Bond crossed the Danube and headed out towards Saunders Car Hire, 
he passed the perpetually rotating Riesenrad Ferris wheel and the Prater 
amusement park. He had been there before, although he tried to keep his 
mind off  that for the time being. It was just another five minutes drive 
when he saw the sign for the rental company. Bond pulled into the 
parking lot which was mostly populated by inexpensive, boring four-door 
sedans made by various far-eastern manufacturers.  

Bond parked as near the front door as he could, and went at a fast 
walk to be out of  the rain and into shelter in just a few seconds. As Bond 
entered the foyer, he saw the reception desk which was manned by a very 
slightly built, but attractive looking young blonde with small black 
rimmed spectacles.  

“Good morning, sir.” she said, speaking English with only a slight 
accent. “How may I help you.” 

“Yes, good morning. My name is Bond. James Bond, Universal 
Exports. I wish to set up a regular car-rental contract. Could I please 
speak with the manager?” 

“I'm terribly sorry, sir. The manager hasn't yet come into the office 
this morning. Would you perhaps like to speak to Mr Wallis, who is one 
of  our supervisors?”  

“That would be fine.” Bond replied.  
He followed the girl through a door behind the counter, which led to 

a stairwell and a basement. She entered a code into a keypad which was 
on the wall next to a heavy looking steel door.  

“Have you any idea why the manager has not come in this 
morning?” Bond asked. 

“No, sir. I haven't heard anything, but I'm sure Mr Wallis will know.” 
Bond could tell from her voice and her nervous look that she was lying. 
She knew more information, he was sure of  it.  

When the door opened, she showed him into a large open office, 
which contained four desks, each with a member of  staff  stationed 
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behind a computer screen. There was also a large plasma screen on the 
wall, although nothing was showing on it.  

The young receptionist walked over to the position of  a coloured 
man who sat at a large desk in the centre of  the room.  

“Excuse me Mr Wallis, this is Mr Bond.” 
“It isn't James Bond, is it?” Wallis asked with curiosity, as he stood up 

to greet his visitor.  
“Yes it is.” Bond said, and he extended his hand, which Wallis shook 

enthusiastically.  
“It's a real pleasure to meet you, sir.” Wallis grinned as though he 

had just met a celebrity. The man stood about six-foot-four, with a neat 
goatee and almost pencil thin sideburns. “Mr Hamilton has told me 
many stories of  your exploits.”  

“I'm sure that Mr Hamilton exaggerated!” Bond said, trying to calm 
Wallis down. 

Wallis chuckled, and then, as if  coming down to Earth after the 
euphoria of  meeting 007, his smile receded into a look of  worry.  

“Tell me Mr Wallis – where is my old friend, Lance?” 
Wallis hesitated for a couple of  seconds before saying, “I'm afraid 

he's missing, sir?” 
“How do you mean, missing?” 
“He was kidnapped late last night.” 
“Kidnapped!” Bond said, almost shouting. “By whom?”  
“I'm afraid we don't know.” Wallis paused and took a deep breath, 

before continuing. “It's terrible, first Mr Hardcastle and then Mr 
Hamilton. I was only a  junior member of  staff  yesterday, now I'm the 
most senior person here.” 

“It seems that Vienna's a good place for promotion.” Bond said with 
a cynical laugh – Hamilton, however didn't even manage the faintest 
smile.  

“Do we know where it happened?” Bond asked.  
“Yes – it happened just outside Mr Hamilton's house. We have the 

whole incident on CCTV.”  
Bond raised an eyebrow. “Any chance I could take a look?” 
“Er, yes. If  you like.” Wallis looked as though he didn't want to see 

the CCTV footage again. He had probably had to watch it a great many 
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times that morning already. “Hang on a moment and I'll put it one the 
big screen.” 

It took Wallis a few minutes to set it up, and the footage when it 
finally appeared was grainy and dark and the pouring rain created a sort 
of  haze which obscured the vision somewhat. Bond saw Hamilton step 
out of  his door and cross the street to where his car was parked. Parked 
next to Hamilton's green Lotus Elise was a black Lexus saloon. In fact, 
from the dark black and white film, it could have actually been dark blue, 
but Bond couldn't tell – however, that was unimportant. Bond saw two 
men get out of  the car. Both wore heavy looking coats and from Bond's 
point of  view they both looked the same – heavily built and with short, 
dark hair. Their facial features couldn't be made out from the film 
though. One of  the men walked out to Hamilton and spoke, then 
extended his hand for Hamilton to shake, which he did. Just as he was 
doing so, the other man came up behind him and hit him with what 
looked like an iron bar. He was knocked out cold and fell onto the wet 
road with a small splash. The limp body was bundled into the boot of  
the Lexus, which sped off  a few seconds later.  

“I didn't spot the number plate on that Lexus.” Bond said. 
“No. The number plate was in shadow the whole time on that film. 

We checked with other nearby CCTV cameras and it seems that the 
number plates had been removed. They must have known that they 
would probably be spotted by CCTV.”  

“Didn't any of  the neighbours see anything?”  
“No, the Viennese police questioned them. None of  them were even 

aware of  the kidnapping. The only one that hasn't been questioned is the 
woman who lived directly opposite Mr Hamilton.” 

“Do you mean the woman who has just moved in?”  
“Yes, that's right. She hasn't been seen at all since yesterday. We 

guess that she must be away from home.” 
“No.” Bond exclaimed. “She was there last night, I saw her sitting by 

her window when I left. I think that old girl might know something that 
we don't.” Bond collected his thoughts for a moment and then heading 
for the door he said, “I'm going over there now.”  

“Sir, don't you think we should rather get the Viennese police to go. 
They wouldn't search the house before, but now with what you've just 
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told me they would surely issue a search warrant.” 
Bond shook his head, “F__k the Viennese police. Hamilton was my 

friend. I'm not going to leave this in the hands of  some snotty nosed 
rookie policeman.” Bond said angrily as he walked out of  the office.  

 
* * * * *        

 
Bond pulled up just outside Hamilton's house. He looked across the 

street at the house opposite. There was no sign of  anybody at home 
Bond walked up to the door and knocked three times. There was no 

answer, but Bond knocked again. After about a minute of  waiting 
outside the door, Bond was getting tired of  standing in the rain. He 
glanced over both shoulders and made sure that no-one was watching 
him before he set to picking the lock.  

He had barely started when his mobile phone rang. He cursed as he 
took the phone out of  his pocket and looked at the phone's display. The 
caller ID read: 'Managing Director'.  

“Bond here.” he answered, curtly and sounding distinctly annoyed.  
“007” M said in a stern voice. “Don't get mixed up in this 

kidnapping business.” She made it sound like an order. “This is Station 
V's mess, and they can clear it up.  

“They're going to need help – their most senior man is a kid who 
doesn't know which way to turn.” 

“Then I'll send help, but it doesn't need to be a double-oh.” 
“I'm on leave until next Wednesday, so I'm free to do what I like. I'll 

leave it to Station V after that.” Bond said matter-of-factly.  
“Don't be insubordinate to me, 007.” M said, now sounding angry.  
Bond terminated the call and switched his phone off. He could not 

have known it, but back in her office in London, M gently put the phone 
down on her desk and whispered to herself, “Good luck, James.”  

 
Bond got back to the business of  picking the lock, and he had the 

front door open before long. As he pushed it open and stepped inside, it 
was like walking into a tomb. The temperature in the house felt even 
colder than the air outside and it was totally dark. The thick curtains cut 
out almost all of  the air from the outside.  
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Bond felt around for a light switch and when he found it he turned 
on the lights and saw that he was in a compact entrance hall which led 
through to a small kitchen, and there was a steep staircase to Bond's left. 
Bond had a quick look in the kitchen and found that it was almost 
spotlessly clean. However, as he examined the toaster, Bond found that 
there were some crumbs around the base of  it which looked as though 
they had been left there since the last cleaning had taken place. There 
was also the faintest smell of  toasted bread. Bond guessed that his 
suspicions were correct and that somebody was at home.  

He drew his gun from the inside pocket of  his coat and quietly 
walked out of  the kitchen, screwing a silencer onto the end of  his 
Walther P99 as he opened the door to the front room. There was 
nobody there. The room was furnished with a pair of  leather sofas and 
there was a small piano in the corner of  the room. The sofas looked as 
though they had never been sat in, and there was certainly no sign 
anywhere in the room that it was ever used.  

Bond started to climb the staircase which was fairly noisy under 
foot. As he reached the landing, he found himself  confronted with four 
doors. Two were open and two were shut. The door on the far left was a 
bathroom, which was empty. The door on the far right led into a small 
study which contained a desk with a very outdated PC, and chair and 
bookshelf. This was the room in which Bond had seen the woman the 
previous evening. 

Bond tried to decide which of  the other two doors to open first. His 
mind was made up for him when he heard the floor creak in the room 
on the right. He walked up to the door and swiftly kicked it, and it flew 
open.  

As Bond appeared in the doorway he heard the gasp of  a woman's 
voice. He couldn't see anybody in the room, which was a bedroom 
containing two single beds. He then saw a hand sticking out from under 
one of  the beds. “Come out from under there.” Bond said sternly. The 
hand retreated further under the bed and he warned, “Come out or I will 
shoot you.”  

A thin, pale-skinned woman emerged from under the bed. She 
looked as though she had not seen sun for a while and the feint purple 
rings under her eyes suggested that he had not slept much either. Bond 
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guessed that she was in her early thirties, although in her current state it 
was difficult to judge.  

“Is there anybody else in this house?” Bond asked, and the woman 
shook her head. She looked quite pathetic as she knelt on the floor with 
rolling down to her pale cheeks. As she rose to her feet her facial 
expression changed to one of  anger, the corners of  her mouth bent 
downwards and she stared into Bond's eyes. The tears also stopped 
coming, Bond didn't know what to make of  her, she looked weak, but 
there was something that suggested she had greater strength than her 
looks gave her credit for.  

“Who are you?” She asked, and before Bond could answer she 
continued, “What are you doing in my house. Do you want me to call the 
police?” 

“No I don't want you to phone the police. That's for my sake, not 
yours.” Bond started to walk around the room, but with his gun still 
trained on the woman. “You see, if  you were to call the police they 
would have a lot of  questions for you, and I dare say you wouldn't be 
able to give them sufficient answers and they would hold you in custody, 
and I don't want that because I need some information.” 

The woman looked frightened again, but Bond tried to relax her a 
little bit. “Tell me your name. Who are you?” 

“My name is Marlene Kurtz.” She didn't tell Bond any more and just 
stared at the floor. 

“I'll put the gun away if  it will make it a little easier for you to talk to 
me.” Bond said as he replaced the pistol in his coat pocket once again. 
“Now please, go on. Tell me a little about yourself.” 

“Why do you want to know about me? And you still haven't told me 
why you have broken into my house.” 

“Forgive me. I know that was a little rude. I broke into your house 
because a good friend of  mine was kidnapped just outside your front 
door last night and I want to find out who did it, and where they have 
taken him. Now I found out that the police came round here this 
morning but they said that there was nobody at home.” 

“I've been away on holiday.” she replied. “I only got back about an 
hour before you arrived.” 

“I'm afraid you're lying. I saw you sitting by the study window last 



16 

night. Plus, I know that you only move in a couple of  days ago. Now, I 
left Mr Hamilton's house not long before he was kidnapped. In fact I 
think it is quite possible, maybe even likely that you were still seated by 
the window when the kidnapping took place.” Bond looked at her with a 
cold, quizzical stare. She didn't flinch, she just returned the same harsh 
stare.  

In a split second motion Bond drew the pistol from his pocket and 
had it pointing between Marlene's eyes. She recoiled, but Bond kept the 
gun pointed at her. “Don't move, Marlene. Now just answer this 
question. Did you see the kidnapping?”  

She remained silent and Bond repeated the question. “Did you see it 
happen, Marlene? If  you don't answer I'll shoot.” Bond warned. 

“No, you won't. Then you will just have a dead body and will have 
got nothing useful out of  me.” 

“Okay, if  you like  I can aim somewhere which would cause 
tremendous pain but keep you alive and able to tell me what I need to 
know.” 

She started breathing more heavily and quickly answered, “No, I 
went to bed as soon as you left last night.” 

Bond fired a single shot which crashed into the wall behind 
Marlene's head. “Liar!” Bond shouted. “If  you had simply gone to bed 
you wouldn't have been so hesitant about answering my question just 
now. Tell me what you saw, Marlene – or I'll shoot again, and this this 
time I won't miss.” 

Her answer burst out almost faster than she was capable of  saying it. 
“I saw two men come and take your friend away.” She was out of  breath 
by the time she finished the sentence.  

“What did they look like? Did you see their faces?”  
“No, all I remember is that they were both wearing big coats and 

they had short hair. It was was very black hair.” 
“And what about their car? Was there anything distinctive about it?”  
She shook her head, but didn't speak for about ten seconds as if  

thinking about what she should do or say next. “I saw their licence plate 
number, though.” 

“What?” Bond said. “Their number plate?”  
“Yes. I wrote it down.” she said, as she looked at a little diary which 
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she had on a small bedside table. She opened the diary at the page 
marked by the ribbon and read out, “ D57-087AU” 

“May I see that book?” 
“No. It's private.” she replied.  
“Show me right now.” Bond said in a sterner voice. She shook her 

head and Bond lunged forward and grabbed the diary out of  her hands. 
On the page which she had read from, nothing was written at all. Bond 
was now more than a little perplexed. Marlene had  read out an 
imaginary licence plate number for a car which Bond knew had been 
carrying no licence plate at the time of  the kidnapping. It was extremely 
suspicious. 

 
“Saunders Car Hire. How may I help you.” 
“Could I please speak to Mr Wallis. This is Mr Bond of  Universal 

Exports.” 
“Certainly sir. Please hold the line.”  
There was a few seconds silence as the secretary at Station V 

transferred Bond to the secure line to Wallis' desk.  
“Hello, Mr Bond” Wallis came on the line, still with an air of  hero 

worship in his voice.  
“Wallis – I'm at the house opposite Lance's place. I'm holding a 

woman here, claims to be one Marlene Kurtz. Could you get someone to 
pick her up?”  

“Dear me, this is going to be awkward. You acted without 
permission from the police. This is going to take a lot of  smoothing 
over.” 

“I don't give a damn what it takes, Wallis, but get this thing cleared 
up. Also – I need you to trace a licence plate number for me. D57-
087AU.” 

“What licence plate is that?”  
“Never mind for now – just tell me who it is registered to, please.”  
“Yes, Mr Bond. I'll get back to you.” 
It was five minutes later that Wallis called back. “Mr Bond. That 

licence number is registered to a Mr Ralf  Henkell. His house is not too 
far from where you are now.” 

“Where exactly.” 
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“20 Kaizerstraße. But Mr Bond, please don't do anything else 
without Police permission.” he pleaded with Bond. 

“Thanks for the information, Wallis. I do appreciate it” Bond hung 
up.  

 
Ten minutes later a Police car accompanied by a representative from 

Station V arrived to take Marlene away. Bond got into his car and headed 
in the direction of  Kaizerstraße. However, he still couldn't understand 
why Marlene had given him a licence plate number which he new wasn't 
actually on the car when the kidnapping took place. It was likely that she 
was an accomplice of  the kidnappers, and that she had moved into the 
house in order to be able to keep an eye on Hamilton's movements to 
and from his house. It therefore occurred to him that the licence plate 
number and address were probably a trap. Bond took his Walther, 
complete with spare magazine and silencer to defend himself  against 
whatever threats 20 Kaizerstraße held.  

Bond pulled up outside the house. Like Hamilton's home, it was in a 
row of  almost identical houses. Bond couldn't find a parking space 
directly in front of  the house, so he had to park several houses down.  
As he stepped out of  the door of  the car, he put his foot in a particularly 
deep puddle and got some cold water in his shoe. He swore as he walked 
over to he door which had the brass numbers reading '20'. Bond made 
three loud knocks on the brass knocker and  a few moments later the 
door opened and Bond found himself  face to face with a man who 
stood about the same height as himself, with large muscular arms. His 
face was quite aggressive looking with a very pronounced and square jaw 
line. His jet black hair was cut very short which added to the intimidating 
look of  the man. There was nothing particularly ugly about his looks, but 
he certainly couldn't be described as handsome. Bond felt certain that 
this was one of  the men from the CCTV footage. 

“Excuse me. Are you Mr Henkell?” Bond asked. 
“Yes, but there are two Mr Henkells at this address. Which one are 

you looking for?”  
“Ralf.” 
“That is my brother. My name is Oliver. Who are you?” 
“Mr Bond. I am a friend of  Marlene's.” 
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“I see. Okay, come in.”  
Bond followed the man through the door. While Oliver's back was 

turned, Bond took the silenced pistol out and pressed the business end 
into his back. 

“Okay, Mr Henkell.” Bond snarled. “Where's my friend Lance?”  
“What the f__k?” Henkell said disbelievingly.  
“One chance only, or I'll kill you! Is he here?” 
“Ja. Ja. He's here.”  
“Take me to him.”  
Henkell began to walk towards the back of  the house. After about 

five paces, he quickly spun around and attempted to knock the gun out 
of  Bond's hands. As he turned around he shouted, “Ralf!” 

Oliver hit Bond's wrist with a chop from his right hand. As Bond's 
arm recoiled in pain he pulled the trigger. The gun fired and by an 
outstanding lucky break the bullet hit Oliver just below his left temple 
and travelled up through his brain, eventually being stopped by the inside 
of  the big man's skull. Oliver dropped to the floor, killed instantly.     

Meanwhile Ralf  made his way down the house's main staircase. 
“What's going on?” he called to his dead brother. When Ralf  reached the 
bottom of  the stairs he found himself  looking down the barrel of  
Bond's gun. Ralf  was identical in appearance to his twin brother in 
almost every way. The only difference that Bond could make out was 
that Ralf  carried the remains of  a two inch scar just above his left eye. 

“Who are you, and what have you done with my brother.” the 
concerned Ralf  Henkell asked.  

“He's on the floor over there. He made a rash move, I'm afraid.” 
“You killed him?” Henkell's eyes widened and his face began to turn 

red with anger. “You damn bastard!” he shouted as he surged forward 
towards Bond. 

“Now now.” Bond said. “Take it easy. That's just how your brother 
bought it. I've just had a word with Marlene Kurtz, and she said that I 
might find another of  my friends here.”  There was no response from 
Henkell. “A Mr Lance Hamilton. Do you know him?”  

Henkell just nodded in reply, and Bond asked, “Will you show me 
where he is?”  

He nodded his head again, this time frowning deeply. Bond frisked 
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him and satisfied himself  that Henkell was unarmed. Ralf  started to walk 
towards the back door, just as his brother had done. As he stepped over 
the corpse, Ralf  swore quietly. Bond left about a two yard gap between 
himself  and Ralf, so that he wouldn't fall for the same trick as he had 
done with Oliver. Ralf  opened the back door and headed into the small 
garden. In one corner stood a shed. It looked like a sturdy, substantial 
structure, and the door had a very large padlock on it. The shed was 
clearly used to keep more than just gardening tools.  

“Okay, Ralf. I'm watching you. Slowly open the padlock, keeping 
your hands where I can see them.”  

Henkell followed Bond's instructions and the padlock clicked open 
as the key was turned. He then pulled the cast iron door open and Bond 
walked inside. Sitting on the floor, looking rather bruised and battered 
was Lance Hamilton. The room was empty, apart from the haggard man 
who sat with his feet chained to a metal loop which protruded from the 
wall.  

“Lance!” Bond called out. “Are you okay?” 
“Top drawer, James.” Hamilton said in a croaky voice, and his eyes 

squinted as they adjusted to the light from outside. “God, I need water.”  
“Ralf  – be a good host would you and get your guest a glass of  

water.” 
Bond followed Henkell once again with his gun at the ready as the 

Austrian poured a tall glass of  tap water for Hamilton. They walked 
through the rain once again to the shed outside. Bond knelt down beside 
his friend and gave him the glass of  water, which he gratefully accepted 
with his one hand. “Thanks.” Hamilton said as he took a big sip. Then 
Bond saw his friend's eyes widen and he blurted out with a mouth still 
half-full of  water. “James! Watch out!”  

Before Bond could turn around to face Henkell he felt the force of  
a big hand crashing down on the base of  his neck. He was knocked to 
the floor and almost went unconscious. Strange shapes danced around 
Bond's vision as he tried to stand up straight. The Walther was still in his 
hand as he staggered towards the door of  the shed in pursuit of  Henkell. 
Bond saw his quarry rushing through the back door and through 
towards the front of  the house. He fired a shot which hit the wall and 
only harmed the living room wallpaper. Bond started to run, although he 
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still felt dizzy from the blow he had received. He made it to the front 
door just in time to see Henkell pulling off  in the black Lexus. Bond 
fired another shot, which went through the window and hit Henkell in 
the left arm. Bond heard a scream of  pain as the vehicle accelerated 
away. Bond ran out onto the street and took aim at the car's tires. He 
fired again, and the front left tire seemed almost to explode and the 
Lexus' expensive rims scraped along the street with a spray of  sparks. 
The car lurched to the left and slammed into a light pole on the 
pavement. Henkell was thrown forward in his seat, but the car's airbags 
deployed and stopped his face from slamming into the dashboard. The 
driver's door opened and Henkell tumbled out and slowly got to his feet. 
All the while, Bond walked down to the road with his gun aimed at the 
wounded figure of  Henkell.  

“Stay there and I won't shoot again!” Bond said, but Henkell took 
off  and tried to run down the street. Bond fired another silenced shot 
and the bullet struck it's target in the middle of  the back. It shattered 
Henkell's spine and continued through the man's body, eventually 
puncturing the heart. The big body, now simply a corpse collapsed onto 
the wet street, dead.  

As Bond made his way back to number 20, he called Wallis once 
again, “Wallis – I'm at 20 Kaizerstraße. I've got two corpses here. I'm 
going to need some help disposing of  them.” 

“Okay, Mr Bond. I'll get onto it.” There was a momentary silence 
before Wallis asked, “Did you find Mr Hamilton?” 

“Yes, don't you worry about him. He'll be fine.” 
“I'm glad to hear it. I don't feel quite ready to take on his 

responsibilities yet.” 
“Well, don't get too relaxed. He's going to need a few weeks to 

recuperate, so there'll plenty of  chance for you to get to grips with being 
in charge.” 

 
* * * * *  

 
Wallis sent an ambulance to pick Hamilton up and take him to 

hospital. Bond followed it in his Aston Martin and when his friend had 
been examined and treated for his injuries, Bond went to the hospital 
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ward and sat down next to the bed.  
“I won't have to be here very long.” Hamilton said. “I'll be back at 

home tomorrow so we may even be able to go out for a meal before you 
have to go.” 

“I look forward to it, but tell me: Who were those Henkell brothers 
and what did they want with you?” 

“It's a bit confusing, and ridiculously petty to be honest with you. 
They told me that they were trying to start a small scale drug-dealing 
operation, and they arranged to meet someone to make a deal to sell 
several thousand Euros worth of  heroine. Unfortunately for them, they 
made a bit of  a mix-up and tried to flog the stuff  to Hardcastle, my 
second in command. He played along with it and then the actual buyer 
turned up. Desperate to cover their tracks, they tracked Hardcastle down 
and murdered him. And they would have got away with it, had they not 
tried to take me out as well. After they took me to their place, they 
questioned me. Kept asking what Hardcastle had told me. When I said 
that I knew nothing about it, they wouldn't believe me and just kept on 
hitting me. They told me that they were going to kill me tonight if  I 
didn't tell them what I knew.” 

“How ridiculous!” Bond said. “All this has just been over a couple 
of  amateur drug dealers who simply lack the intelligence and subtlety to 
do their job properly, and it's cost three lives.” 

“Bloody hell, life's strange sometimes, James.” 
“Yes, but it's more than that. It's a total cock-up. Those guys 

shouldn't have died, I mean all they were doing was trying to flog a 
modest amount of  heroine, while there's people who get off  scot-free 
and they're selling millions of  Pounds worth of  that stuff. What a waste 
of  life, your man Hardcastle and those two brothers.” 

“James, you've been in this business a long time. You know as well as 
I do that you can't let feelings into the equation.” 

“That's exactly why I'm feeling they way I am now. It was because of  
feeling's that this whole thing happened. I'll bet those brothers' actions 
were out of  concern for each other, and my actions were out of  concern 
for you. Friends, family and loved-ones make you incredibly vulnerable. I 
should know that by now.” 

“What do you suggest, having no friends at all?”  
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“Yes, either that or quit the business.” 
“Oh, don't talk like that, James. I've heard it all before. You'll forget 

that sentiment in a week or two. You can't live without your work. What 
would you do? Retire to the countryside and spend all day tinkering with 
that car of  yours. ” 

“I suppose so.” Bond said as he stood up from the hospital chair 
and starting moving towards the door. “Right now, I've got someone that 
I need to visit. You stay here and heal up and I'll take you up on your 
offer of  dinner tomorrow night.” 

“Okay, James. I'll see you then.” 
 

* * * * *  
 
  Marlene Kurtz was being held at the central Police Station for 

questioning. Bond sat opposite her at a plain wooden table, under the 
watchful eye of  a guard.  

“Why did you give me that licence plate number?” Bond asked. 
“I don't really know.” She said, blushing. When the colour returned 

to her cheeks, Bond felt that she looked rather attractive. “I suppose I 
was never comfortable with the drug business that they were getting into. 
I wanted someone to stop them.” 

“How are you connected to those brothers?” Bond asked. 
“Ralf  is my fiancee.” she replied. 
“I'm sorry.” Bond said. 
“What do you mean? Where is he?” 
“Didn't you hear? I'm afraid they were both killed.” 
Tears started to well up in Marlene's eyes. “You killed them?” 
“Yes, I did. I'm terribly sorry – it should never have come to that. 

The whole thing is a bit silly really.” 
The tears began to stream down her face. Bond gave her a moment 

to cry and then compose herself. She said, “When I gave you the licence 
number, I hoped that you would alert the police and they would find 
them but I didn't think they would end up dying, I mean they were only 
selling small amounts of  drugs.” 

“They also killed a man.” Bond said. “Did you know that?” 
She shook her head, looking even more shocked than before.  
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“He was an agent of  the British Secret Service. It was all a bit of  a 
mix-up.” 

“They didn't tell me about that. They only told me that they needed 
to kidnap Mr Hamilton, they didn't tell me why they needed to do it, nor 
did they tell me who he was. Was he Secret Service as well?”  

“Yes, we both are. He and I used to work together a lot.” 
“I still can't believe that they killed someone over their small-scale 

drug business. They weren't bad guys really. They were a little simple-
minded but they could be very sweet. They watched too many gangster 
films and thought that selling drugs would be a simple way to make a bit 
of  money. But I think they quickly got way out of  their depth. ” The 
tears continue to slowly flow as she spoke. In between the sobs the 
faintest smile appeared on her face.  

“What is it?” Bond asked. 
“I was just thinking. When Ralf  decided that they need to get Mr 

Hamilton, he found out that the flat opposite was vacant. He told me 
that it was a sign that fortune was on their side.” 

Bond felt sorry for the girl. She had got out of  her depth as well 
with those two. She wasn't prepared for the life that they were letting 
themselves in for. At the end of  the day, however, he felt that she was 
better without them in her life, although he didn't want to say that to her 
now.  

Bond stood up and apologised once again. “I'm so sorry that it 
ended like this. I hope you can forgive me.” 

Marlene didn't respond at all.   
Bond decided that there was nothing left that he could do and 

walked out of  the room.  
 

* * * * *  
 
“Thanks for paying for the dinner, James.” Hamilton said as he and 

Bond walked through the door of  his house. “Can I get you a drink?” he 
asked.  

“That would be good. I suppose you need a bit of  a stiff  drink to 
take the pain of  all those bruises away.  

“You've got that right. How about a drop of  'Wienerblut'?”  
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“Forget it! Enough Viennese blood has been spilled lately.” Bond 
quipped.  

“All right then, what about a bit of  champagne?” 
“Yes, that sounds right. What have you got?” 
“It's just a local sparkling wine. Made by the same fella who makes 

that 'Wienerblut'. He calls this wine 'Rene Pogel'.” 
Hamilton poured a glass for Bond who took a sip and said, “Quite 

frankly, you have no taste!” he teased. 
“It may not be Dom Perignon or Bollinger, but believe me, this wine 

does have its uses when you're in the right company.” 
“What do you mean it has its uses?” Bond asked. 
“Come on, James – just read the name backwards!” 
 
 
 

The End 
 

of  'Wienerblut' 
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A Chance To Die 

 
 
 
 
 
The car's horn screamed as it approached the figure in the expensive 

looking suit. It was a four-by-four, although in the split second during 
which James Bond saw the vehicle, he did not have a chance to identify 
what type it was. Bond leapt backwards, to get back onto the pavement, 
but he tripped over the kerb. As the car rushed by, luckily his legs were 
missed by the big tires. Bond cursed as he got up off  the pavement – his 
hands were slightly grazed and he was annoyed by all the attention that 
his little mishap had created amongst the passers-by.  

“I'm okay, thanks.” Bond said politely to the tourist who tried to 
help him up. Bond felt embarrassed and stupid – he dodged death for a 
living, and here his life had almost been snatched from him while he 
tried to cross a street to meet a beautiful woman who was waiting for 
him in a flashy restaurant on the Champs-Elyséé. What had happened?, 
he asked himself. How had he made such a stupid error of  judgement? 
He couldn't answer that question. However, he resolved to make sure he 
didn't make the same mistake twice - He looked a second time before 
crossing the cobbled street. As he made contact with the pavement 
again, he felt slightly sick. He had come within a few inches of  death. 
That car had been travelling at a considerable speed, and a vehicle that 
big and heavy would surely have killed him. As Bond walked through the 
door of  the restaurant he thought that the car might have been a Porsche 
Cayenne.  

“Bonsoir, monsieur.” The waiter greated Bond.  
“The name's Bond, I'm meeting Miss Danielle Lacroix.” 
“Oui, monsieur, she is waiting for you. Please follow me.” 
The restaurant was clearly catering for a generation below Bond. He 

was only five years older than Danielle but even that slight generation 
gap tended to show in their difference of  taste. But then – Bond 
admitted that he was a bit old fashioned. He would prefer a quiet meal in 
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the elegant surroundings at Blades than at this glossy palace with it's 
elaborate lighting and modern stainless steel and glass interior. The 
waiter was dressed in black trousers and white shirt. He looked perfectly 
respectable from behind, although when Bond was facing him, he was 
disgusted to see that the waiter wore a shiny silver bow-tie. Bond was 
shown to the table where Danielle was sitting. She wore a very tight 
fitting dress of  silver material, clearly she knew exactly the type of  
restaurant this was, although to her credit it wasn't shiny like the waiter's 
tie. Instead, it actually looked very elegant and wouldn't really have 
looked out of  place in a much classier restaurant. Her hair was a light 
brown with very discreet highlights and cut just below shoulder length. 
Her facial features were not particularly distinctive but her face was very 
pretty. She had a small, slightly pointed nose, and deep, blue eyes, which 
were framed by black eyeliner, although she had clearly taken care to 
ensure that she didn't overdo it.  

“Ah James, you made it!” Danielle said as she stood up to greet 
Bond.  

“Just about – I had a slight accident on the way in.”  
“You would like to order something to drink, monsieur?” the waiter 

interrupted. 
“Do you have Dom Perignon?” Bond asked. 
“But of  course, monsieur.” The restaurant wasn't so bad after all.  
“Okay, bring us a bottle and some foie gras, please.”  
The waiter scurried off  with the order, and Bond sat down at the 

table, slightly annoyed that he could see his reflection in the table, 
although once he sat down, and was viewing the table from a shallower 
angle, Danielle's reflection became visible, and he could live with that.  

“What made you choose this place?”  
“This place is fantastic, James. The décor, the atmosphere the music, 

even the people are fantastic.” Then, almost as an afterthought, “The 
food is terrific as well.” 

“I'm not sure I would call the décor and the music terrific.” The 
music was light electronic music which was partly relaxing in style, and 
party design to get you dancing, especially when the drums and the bass 
kicked in.  

“Oh, you always have to act like such an old man!”  
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“I thought I was an old man.”  
“Nonsense, James. You are only slightly older than I am. You just 

behave like you're old. I mean, if  I had wanted an old man I would have 
gone out and got a rich one! You may dress and eat like a wealthy man, 
but that is all courtesy of  SIS, as soon as you're surplus to their 
requirements  that will be the end of  your days as a bon vivant. Even 
your beloved car wasn't bought by yourself, although looking at how old 
it is now I don't think that Q would really want it back!” 

Bond's Aston Martin DB5 was his pride and joy, the one thing in his  
life which he regarded as a hobby, even though a lot of  the upkeep and 
maintenance was done by someone else, as Bond seldom had the time.  

“I suppose you're right, Danielle. My pension will barely cover a 
Ford Fiesta.  

“So tell me about your accident, James.”  
“Oh, it was nothing actually – I almost got run over by a car.” 
Danielle started laughing, and once she had regained composure she 

said, “James, how many times have evil men tried to kill you, and you 
almost get killed by a car! That would have been ironic!” 

“Just to point out – some evil women have tried to kill me as well. 
But yes, it would have been ironic, and bloody inconvenient as well – I've 
been looking forward to this Dom Perignon all afternoon.” 

 
As they waited for the champagne, Bond couldn't help thinking back 

to the incident on the road. He still had a slightly queasy feeling in his 
stomach, it was a feeling that he wasn't familiar with, even though he had 
faced death many times before. Perhaps it the manner of  death – when 
at the mercy of  a maniac you feel as though are surely going to die, and 
when you survive it is an against-the-odds thing. But when you are 
crossing the street for a pleasant evening with a lady, the last thing you 
expect is that the breath you took as you stepped off  the kerb would be 
your last. As the incident replayed in Bond's mind he physically winced 
as he saw the big car almost hit him.  

“Are you okay, James?” Danielle asked, her deep eyes reflecting 
concern. 

“Yes, I'm just a little tired that's all!”  
“Still recovering from your experience the other evening?”  
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“Yes, I guess that must be it.” 
Danielle was with the DGSE, the French equivalent of  the SIS. 

They had worked together tracking down a deranged individual who was 
trying to sabotage the Eurofighter program. It had been an exhausting 
chase which had culminated in a nasty shootout with three henchmen. 
Thankfully they were bad shots, and between Bond and Danielle, all of  
them were either eliminated or arrested.  

 
“You're not much of  a conversationalist this evening.” Danielle 

complained to Bond, who sat with  a vacant expression on his face as he 
contemplated the evening's events so far. “You really look like you've 
been spooked.” 

“I'm sorry, it's not as bad as it looks. I'm just feeling slightly shaken.” 
Before Danielle could respond, the waiter arrived with the bottle of  

champagne, and the foie gras. Bond thank the waiter, and he took a sip 
of  the Dom Perignon, which never failed to improve his mood.  

“Please tell me what's on your mind, James. I can see that you're 
deep in thought. It isn't just that you're tired.” 

“Well, no. I suppose it isn't.” Bond took another sip from his 
champagne flute. “It's just that, I was convinced for a second earlier that 
my time had come. I felt it in my soul – it was almost like a moment of  
peace realising that I reached the end, I had arrived at a defining moment 
of  my life – that is, the end of  it. Then, somehow being let off  the hook 
leaves a bit of  an empty feeling. I had seen my end but then it didn't 
come, maybe that's somebody trying to say something to me.” 

“You don't believe that surely. You aren't saying that it was some 
sort of  divine intervention? I mean, people get hit by cars all the time, it 
probably happens something like every two seconds somewhere in the 
world. It isn't like it's a freak occurrence.” 

“No?” Bond asked, sounding almost a little disappointed. “I thought 
maybe I was being offered one last chance to live a normal life. Maybe if  
I were to tender my resignation right now, I would be on the road to 
living in peace.” 

“That's rubbish and you know it, James. You can't leave this life and 
think that it won't come back to haunt you. I know an agent who got 
tired of  being a cold blooded assassin, and applied for a transfer, and he 
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eventually became a section chief. But he was always haunted by his 
memories of  killing in cold blood, till one day it got so bad that he killed 
himself. If  you must take some kind of  divine message from today's little 
incident, maybe it is that you have been spared so that you can prevent 
some crazed bastard from killing thousands of  people, that you have 
been spared to achieve something worthwhile. Don't forget why we're in 
this business – to protect the citizens of  our respective countries. Just 
think what would have happened if  some of  the schemes that you had 
foiled had actually succeeded - the world would be in even more chaos 
than it is already. You now have another chance to stop that from 
happening.” 

“Bloody hell, Danielle. How did such an optimist like you get into 
such a rotten business?” 

“I suppose at the beginning it was a desire to do good – now I don't 
really think about it much. Most of  what I've just told you is bullshit 
anyway.  You can't think too much about this job, and you know that as 
well as I do, so just switch your mind off  and stop worrying about it, 
because if  you don't – it'll kill you.”   

 
Bond had occasionally wondered how he would eventually be killed. 

Would he be slowly and agonisingly tortured until eventually his body 
just gave up? Or perhaps his death would come quickly in the form of  a 
bullet from a fellow assassin. Whatever happened, Bond was convinced 
that his death would be an unpleasant one – it was the business he was 
in. He had seen it many times before, he had even dealt out unpleasant 
deaths himself, and had been threatened with a horrific end by more 
than a few villains over the years. He wasn't really afraid of  death, but it 
was the inevitable suffering that sometimes disturbed Bond. For a few 
seconds he actually felt regret that the car hadn't run him over – perhaps 
he had been given a chance to die a clean death, a death without the 
anger and violence that he dreaded. Maybe he had missed his 
opportunity. However, the more he thought about it, the more that 
sentiment vanished. It would simply be too bloody embarrassing to die 
by getting run over. What kind of  an idiot lets a car hit him? What would 
they say at his funeral? James Bond died in the service of  his country? 
Bond could imagine the tiny crowd – Moneypenny, Q, one or two 
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former double-oh agents who had gone on to higher things, possibly M, 
standing over the grave of  an agent who simply forgot to look as he 
crossing the street. No, that wouldn't do at all. He would just make sure 
that the incident stayed between him and Danielle, and he would just get 
on with his job.  Death would have to wait before it could claim him. 
Bond needed something to take his mind off  the subject of  death. As he 
looked across the table he saw the answer – he was in the company of  a 
beautiful woman, and he had a bottle of  excellent champagne, not to 
mention the foie gras which was top class. It would be a piece of  cake.  

 
The End  

 
of  'A Chance To Die' 

 
 

* * * * * 
 
 

James Bond Will Return 
  


