	A cold sweat ran down Gustav's face. Here he was, in the basement of the Grand Hotel in Croatia, getting beat with a nightstick while tourists and businessmen happily eating dinner above him. 
	These men, German probably, had ambushed him while he was asleep in his four star hotel room.  He'd put up a good fight.  Gustav had grabbed a metal chair near his nightstand and smashed one of the flunkies in the head, killing him instantly.  The men were not pleased, and beat him into unconsciousness with their hard nightsticks.  When he woke up he was in a small, musty room tied to a bench.  His face was covered in dry blood where he'd been hit.
	Gustav had been asked the same question: Wo ist der Flughafen?  Gustav didn't know what that meant.  But apparently the four Germans in the room weren’t several meters underground for a linguistics lesson.  They wanted information.
	A large, muscular man approached Gustav.  He asked the same question, and Gustav had the same response. The man ripped off a large piece of duck tape to put over Gustav’s mouth.  Instinctively, with no other body parts to retaliate, he chomped down on the man's hand.  The man howled in pain, as blood spurted out of his ghastly wound.  With his mouth still clasped on the hand, Gustav flipped the bench over with his body.  This snapped the man's wrist, making the man yell even more.  This action also broke the chain on the worn handcuffs on his wrists, which had probably been worn by many prisoners.  The other men were so startled that Gustav had enough time to grab a black and white pistol out of the bleeding man's pocket who was agonizingly yelling on the floor.  He pointed the gun at the others and screamed, "Lassen Sie Ihre Waffe!" one of the few phrases he knew in German, which meant 'drop your guns'.
	The men didn't move.  Gustav yelled the command again and shot the grey ceiling above them, making stone drop onto their heads.  The men lay down on the ground and tossed their Berettas to his feet.  He kicked them out of reach and said to the men, "Bleib hier, und bewegen sich nicht oder ich schießen Sie,” which meant, in less words, stay there.  Gustav hurried to the door and tried to open it. It was locked, of course.  
	Gustav yelled, "Wer hat die Schlüssel?"  One of the men tossed a small bronze key at his feet.  Gustav grabbed the key and shoved it forcefully into the door. It He swung slowly opened the metal door without a sound.  Unfortunately for Gustav, he could here heavy footsteps coming down the stairs.  Having no time to react, he quickly opened the door all the way so he was concealed between the door and the wall corner.  He looked through the keyhole to see who was coming down the stairs.  All he could make out was a man wearing a black jacket and a tie. The man walked through the door as Gustav held his breath so the man wouldn’t hear him.  As the man was walking through the doorway, Gustav quickly thrust the hard, metal door into the back of the man’s head.  This caused the man to fly forward and smack into the opposite wall.
	Gustav quickly started searching the man’s body for an ID, when he felt something hard. He found a Mini-Uzi, with a silencer. Suddenly, a violent crashing was heard in the room behind him, where the men he subdued were supposed to lay motionless.  He readied himself at the end of the dimly lit hallway, gun raised.  The door flung open, and the four men poured out, pistols in hand.  Gustav pulled the trigger on the Uzi.  A huge barrage of bullets flew out of the sub machine gun, with a muffled clink every time a bullet exited the chamber.  The men with the handguns were flung into the air when the bullets found their mark, pistols flying helter-skelter.  The men hit the ground with a sickening crack.  A pool of blood splattered from their bullet wounds.
	Gustav stared at the dying men.  He had killed men before, assassinations from Africa to Russia.  He was not to be flustered by this massacre. Gustav searched the bodies and found no ID cards or credit cards. He then hid the bodies behind chairs and in large cardboard boxes, and then he quickly mopped up all the spilled blood. Gustav raced into a bathroom to clean the blood off his face.  He had to get out of that hotel without a trace, and fast.  Gustav shoved the weapons from the dead men into his sweatshirt and pondered his dilemma.  Going straight to the hotel lobby was out of the question. For all he knew, those men's accomplices could be up there waiting to snatch him.  The only way out was through an emergency exit, which, mercifully, did not sound alarms when it was opened.  He knew it was somewhere in the maze of underground corridors under the resort, but no particulars. 
Gustav set out to find the life-saving exit, hoping he'd meet no one else. He checked every hallway, every corridor, but Gustav could find no exit.  Suddenly, he heard voices; two men speaking softly in German.  He looked at the end of the nearest hallway and remembered an 'employee’s only' stairway. The calm voices edged closer, and he heard their footsteps on the cement floor. He ran quickly and silently, getting closer to the stairway. The talking grew louder, as he realized his only chance was to go down the stairs.  He slid down the bronze banister just before the men could turn the corner.
	The stairs led to a utility closet, at the end of a corridor.  Gustav waited among the mops and buckets until the voices slowly died away. He slithered into the corridor, and out of the corner of his eye he saw the emergency exit.  He opened it experimentally and no alarm sounded. He ran outside into the fresh air. He was free. Gustav looked around the parking lot to see if there were any spies hanging about. No one was lurking. He walked quickly to a small Chevrolet nearby.  He was just about to break the door open when he heard a screech of tires nearby.  At first Gustav thought they were from the road in front of the hotel.  But when he looked to his right, he saw a large Sedan hurtling his way.  Gustav jumped to his left and watched the brown car crush the Chevy he had almost occupied.
	Gustav was going to see if there were any injuries when suddenly, a man dressed in a black suit jumped out of the brown sedan.  He was about six foot even, 150 pounds.  More importantly, he had a Skorpion automatic sub machine gun in a holster.
	"Halt oder du stirbst!" Gustav yelled, as he pulled out an Uzi out of his jacket, but the man did not slow down.  He tried again.
	"Zastavit!"  
	The man stopped.  He turned around slowly.
	"Who are you?" Gustav demanded in Croatian.
	"Vrana.  And you?"  The man acted as if Gustav was not pointing a fully loaded Uzi at him.
	"Gustav.  Now get down on the ground."
	Vrana stared in amazement at Gustav
	"Gustav," Vrana said, "I have some news for you."
	"What do you mean?" Gustav asked sharply.
	"Let us talk in my other car," Vrana said, gesturing at a brand new Aston Martin in the parking lot.
	"Give me your gun.  I'm not going anywhere with a fully loaded Skorpion in your holster." Gustav said tensely.
	"Very well.  I shall tell you here." Vrana said dramatically, "Gustav, I know who you are."
	Gustav froze. "What are you talking about?"
	"I do not need to call you by your code name any longer.  You name is Kardinal, and we are both CIA."
	
	CHAPTER 2



	That damn flickering fluorescent light.  His headache was increasing by the second.  He had been driven by Vrana down an alley into a small, run-down building.   Inside, however, were rows and rows of files, and many computers.  Vrana and Kardinal sat at a metal table, as if an interrogation was going on.
	
“Who were those German thugs that tortured me?” asked Kardinal as Vrana broke the rusted hand cuffs off Kardinal’s wrist.
	
"Germans?"

"Don't play stupid.  You know who they are." Kardinal said angrily

"I know not-"

"Listen to me," Kardinal growled, "You just happened to crash your car right next to me.  Then you ran away so I would follow you.  When you realized I could speak Croatian, you stopped.  What the hell is going on?"

Vrana stared hard into Kardinal's eyes. "You have a good mind.  But my crash was not purposeful.  I was being pursued by men in an SUV.  We hit a row of bicycles and I crashed.  The SUV was completely destroyed.  I, obviously, survived."

"Who was chasing you?" Kardinal demanded.
"Probably the Germans."
Suddenly, Vrana got up and said, "Do you have any idea what the Germans are doing?  Do you?"
"No."
"Well, I'll show you."
Vrana trotted to a computer and flicked it on. It was a CIA type computer, Kardinal mused.  Vrana typed a long password into the narrow text box and the computer took him to the desktop.  Vrana clicked a few keys and a text document popped up.

	OPERATION ICEBOMB

CODE: 101011010101101010010100101010111101010001

DESC: ACCORDING TO [anonymous], THE CIA AND NSA HAVE SUFFICIENT INFORMATION BASED ON SPY SATELLITES OVER RUSSIA THAT RUSSIA PLANS TO TAKE OVER GERMANY AND START A NEW COMMUNIST REGIME. SEVERAL RUSSIANS ARE SUSPECTED OF BEING INVOLVED IN OPERATION ICEBOMB.

IGOR MIHAILOV
PETR SHEVCHENKO
VALIK MAISKY
LEV ZAMOLODCHIKOVA
IVAN BOBRIKOV
AVERIY KEVORKOV
MIKHAEL SANHUSKY
ANTOLIY TVERSKAYA
VLADISLAV BAIKOV
NADEZHDA DYAKOV
YAKOV PETLYUK
LYUBOV' NIKOLIN





	Kardinal stared at the document, reading over again as a cold chill went up his spine. Vrana then clicked a key and the document vanished. Kardinal continued to stare at the screen, and then sstared into Vrana’s eyes.
	“Holy God…” Kardinal said.
	“We must act fast,” Vrana announced, walking up closer to Kardinal, “We have to leave Croatia.  Russia is our destination.”
	“You need to tell me why.” Kardinal intoned.
Vrana didn’t answer. He stared off in the distance, a worried look in his eyes.   Finally he said,“So tell me what the Germans were asking you.”
	“They just yelled ‘Where is the airport?’ ”Kardinal responded.
Vrana looked at Kardinal in shock.
	“Th- The airport?”
	“Yeah…”
	“Come, we must get out of here.”
“What’s going on?”
“Someone knows we’re here.”



	CHAPTER 3

	“Let’s go; hurry!”  Vrana yelled frantically.
The two men sprinted out of the building, like Olympic runners going for the gold.  With no vehicle to turn to, running was their last option.  They ran for what seemed like hours, when finally they stopped at a nearby park, gasping for air.  Many onlookers stared at them, probably never seeing two men, one in a bloody t-shirt, the other with a thousand dollar suit, running that quickly.  
	“I suppose we can recuperate here,” Vrana said in German.
	“Ja,” Kardinal agreed.
There were many cars on the road.  Kardinal looked around, and say an old Chevy Camaro, a black Yukon SUV, two Toyota Priuses, a BMW 5 series, an Isuzu truck, and a white Pontiac.
	Kardinal was about to turn away when he saw something near the black SUV that terrified him.  A man had a remote control, like the ones used to drive RC cars.  Kardinal knew, however, that the man using the controls was not entertaining himself.  
	“Get down!” Kardinal shouted, tackling Vrana.  Suddenly, there was a massive explosion in the hotel behind him.  In one blinding flash, half the building seemed to be raining down on him.  
