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Аннотация
Ivan Reznikov. America's Most Wanted. Responsible for over 80 American deaths. Two years after his first attack, an intercepted transmission between Moscow and East Berlin reveals he's been found. The U.S. immediately offers an exchange: Reznikov for Alexei Dotsenko.
During his meeting at the White House, Grant Stevens learns there's much more to the exchange. The CIA lost contact with a deep cover operative. Her last known location was Drazowe, Poland. After discussions and proposals, President Carr approves "Operation Gold Eagle."
While questions still remain unanswered, Team Alpha Tango prepares for its two-part mission. The first must be completed successfully before the second can even be attempted. What the men cannot foresee is the sudden escape of Ivan Reznikov.
Alpha Tango's mission won't be over until it finds the elusive Reznikov. No matter what it takes, A.T. must bring his violent, murderous rampage to an end.
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Team Alpha Tango

Home Base — “Eagle 8”

Grant Stevens — Captain, (Ret.); graduate U.S. Naval Academy; born in California; brown hair; brown eyes, 6’1”; fluent in Russian and Japanese; Code name “Panther”; Team call sign: “Yankee Zero-Niner”

Joe Adler — Lieutenant, (Ret.); born in Oklahoma; brown hair, blue eyes, 5’10”; fluent in German; Code name “Mustang”; “Yankee Two-Seven”

Frank Diaz — CPO; born in NY; black hair, brown eyes, 5’9”; EOD; fluent in Spanish, some Portuguese; “Yankee Three-Six”

Ken Slade — CPOS (Senior Chief), (Ret.); born in Alaska; bald; brown eyes; 5’10”; pointman/navigator; speaks the Inuit language, and Russian; “Yankee Four-One”

Cal “Doc” Stalley — Petty Officer 1st Class; born in Virginia; dark blond hair; blue eyes; 5’10”; corpsman; fluent in French, some Chinese; youngest of the Team; “Yankee Five-Two”

Darius “DJ” James — Petty Officer 1st Class; born in Florida; dark brown hair; brown eyes; 5’9”; communications; speaks some Turkish, Arabic; “Yankee Six-Eight”

Mike Novak — Petty Officer 1st Class; born in Wisconsin; dark blond hair; hazel eyes; 6’0”; sniper; speaks Hungarian and some German; “Yankee Seven-Three”
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Chapter 1

U.S. Army Compound
West Berlin
October
0200 Hours
After an entire day of rain, clouds were finally breaking up, allowing brief glimpses of stars and a quarter moon. An Army guard ducked his head out of the shelter, checked the weather, then pulled off his rain gear, hanging it inside the guardhouse. Readjusting his helmet, then his hip holster, he slowly walked across the paved driveway. He glanced through the bars of the white, wrought iron fence, then tugged on the gate, ensuring it was secured. There hadn't been any traffic for over an hour, and as he looked up and down the tree-lined street, there still wasn't any sign of headlights or pedestrians.
On his way back to the guard house, he glanced over his shoulder at the metal flag pole, hearing the sound of flag snaps clanging against the pole in a brisk ten knot wind. The constant drone of two generators and the flag snaps were all that interrupted the otherwise quiet evening. He took his position in front of the guardhouse.
At the back of the compound, a second guard patrolled next to the seven-foot high chain-link fence. Across the top concertina wire (razor wire) stretched along three sides of the compound. He backed up a couple of steps, then looked toward the right corner, noticing one of the security lamps flickering. He made a mental note to report it to maintenance. From where he stood he wasn't able to check all the security cameras, but assumed they were all operating. Tapes would be reviewed in the morning.
He stopped next to the pass office building, and checked the lock. Taking out a pack of Lucky Strikes, he tapped the bottom then grabbed one with his lips. Feeling for a lighter in his pocket, his eyes scanned the compound one more time. Smoking was prohibited while on duty. He ducked behind the building, then lit the cigarette. This would be his last smoke until after his patrol around the rest of the compound. Taking a long drag, he blew out a steady stream of smoke, looking up at the smoke dissipating in the night air. After two more quick drags, he stepped around the side of the building. Before he had time to flick the butt outside the fence, a bullet, fired from a silenced weapon, struck center mass. He stumbled backward. The last thing he saw was a deep color of red, spreading across the front of his uniform. He collapsed.
The shooter continued aiming his weapon, sweeping it side to side as he scanned the compound. Two other men with bolt cutters began snipping the wire, cutting away a "panel" big enough to not impede their escape.
With weapons drawn, they grabbed brown leather satchels, and ducked through the opening. While two of them dashed across the parking lot, the third dragged the guard into the building's shadow. Picking up his satchel, he ran to the corner of the two-story barracks, immediately standing guard. The other two men had already started unrolling det cord, starting from opposite ends of the building. Spaced every four feet, attached to the det cord, were sticks of dynamite, three to a "pack."
Joining the det cord at the mid-way point of the building, the two men glanced at the man on watch. He gave a thumb's up, and they immediately began inserting chemical pencils into the dynamite sticks. Each pencil had a three minute fuse, and contained a one inch ampoule of acetone, that when crimped would allow the acetone to eat away a plastic washer holding back a striker under spring tension. When the washer eroded, the spring would drive the striker into the explosive detonator, setting off the device.
They completed their task. Ivan Reznikov signaled. The ampoules were crimped. The three men ran like hell, sprinting through the fence opening, trying to reach their vehicle before the explosion.
At the main gate the guard heard an engine starting. He rested a hand on his weapon, and went to the gate, leaning his head against the wrought iron, trying to detect anything, anybody. He moved farther to the right along the fence, when a horrific explosion rocked the ground. He spun around. What he saw took his breath away. The remains of the barracks spewed fire. The first floor had collapsed under the weight of the second. Wood burned. Men screamed. Sirens blared. Men from other buildings were rushing toward the destruction.
He started to run, when he heard a vehicle coming closer. He turned and drew his weapon, as an older East German car sped away into the darkness.
The final casualty toll: 35 killed, 60 severely injured.
* * *
Phillip Braxton had assumed the ambassadorship to Germany after being appointed by President Andrew Carr. Four months after the barracks' bombing, he and his aide were being driven from the embassy to attend a meeting in Bonn with the diplomates of France and England. His official vehicle flew the American flag on the right front fender.
As the vehicle approached the outskirts of Bad Godesberg, the driver slowed just enough, anticipating the sharp curve. As the vehicle went into the curve, two RPGs were launched from behind a hill. One struck the engine compartment, the other the rear, immediately exploding the gas tank.
The attack killed the driver and aide instantly. The ambassador survived the blast, but succumbed to his horrific injuries on the way to the hospital.
Over the next fifteen months, two more attacks on American installations claimed the lives of 50, both military and civilian.
With help from the West German BND (Federal Intelligence Service), the CIA positively identified Ivan Reznikov from security tapes as lead participant in the Army compound bombing. All indications implicated him in the attack on Ambassador Braxton, and the following two attacks.
Reznikov took over the No. 1 spot on America's Most Wanted list.



Chapter 2

Two Years After Barracks' Bombing
Eagle 8
Virginia
June 15
0830 Hours
Patches of blue began appearing in the morning sky, as broken clouds were nudged along on six knot winds. A cool breeze kept the temperature at 60 degrees. The weather was perfect for Team A.T. to inspect and make necessary repairs to the property, restock ammo and explosive materials, and ensure the C-130 and Gulfstream were ready to fly.
Grant, Adler and James were walking the east side of the property. They'd been out since 0630, checking security cameras and fence. James had a map pinpointing the location of cameras. They paid special attention to the electric fencing by checking controllers, ground and jumper wires, joining wires, and ensured all posted warning signs were secured.
Taking a break before examining the next section, Adler held up a thermos. "Who's for some java?" Both Grant and James unhooked mugs from their belts.
The three started sipping the brew, when the radio crackled. Grant answered, "Speak."
"Boss," Stalley replied, "you've got a call from Scott on the secure phone. He's still on hold."
"On my way."
"Don't tell me. Scott called, right?" Adler asked.
"Yeah. He's still on hold, which means something's going on. Here, Joe, you keep the radio. You and DJ get as much done as you can. I'll call when I find out what the hell's happening." He dumped the coffee out of the mug as he started jogging back to the house, already concerned about his upcoming conversation with Scott Mullins.
Ten minutes later, Grant picked up the receiver. "Scott?"
"Hey, Grant. Sorry to interrupt, but does the name 'Ivan Reznikov' sound familiar?"
"Damn straight it does! The bastard's been eluding us for … Oh, shit! He hasn't caused …?"
"No, but the Russians located him."
"They actually found him?!"
"Don't know how or where, but yeah, they did. A top secret exchange is supposed to take place between Reznikov and somebody named 'Dotsenko.'"
"Never heard that name. Did you say it's classified as top secret?"
"That's what I've been told."
"Where's it gonna take place?"
"Glienicke Bridge."
"We've never been involved in a spy exchange, Scott. Why this one?"
"That's all I've been told. Listen, if you think you and the Team want to handle it, just say so, 'cause the President wants to meet with you asap."
"Can you give me a half hour?"
"I'll call you back." Conversation over.
Grant phoned Adler and James, then Garrett and Draper at the airfield. He went to the kitchen, put on two fresh pots of coffee, then he went outside. The rest of the team was busily washing SUVs, Zodiacs, checking fuel levels, tire pressure. Diving and jump gear were next.
Grant let out a short, high-pitched whistle, then motioned with his hand. "I need all of you inside."
"What's goin' on, boss?" Novak asked, as he, Stalley, Diaz and Slade followed him into the house.
"Let's wait for the others," Grant answered, as he opened a top cabinet and took out coffee cups.
Ten minutes later everyone had arrived. Sitting at the long dining room table, drinking coffee or Coke, each man focused his attention on Grant, anticipating they were about to learn of a new mission.
"Hey, Grant," Matt Garrett said, "before we get started, I want to let you know there are some new 'presents' in the garage. Actually, to try on." The men always knew when the word "presents" was mentioned, A.T.'s benefactors had supplied the latest and greatest of something, even if it was still in the testing stage.
Grant looked around the table, knowing everyone's curiosity was getting the best of them. "May as well tell us, Matt."
"Body armor."
"No shit?!" was echoed by more than one man.
"A big no shit, guys! They're bullet resistant vests, with front, back and side coverage, and fully removable ballistic inserts. I haven't taken any out of the boxes, but I understand they're the type that can be worn under clothing, concealable."
"You said 'bullet resistant'?" James questioned with raised eyebrow.
"Best we can do for now, DJ."
"Two to one it'll stop a bullet better than my shirt!" Diaz quipped. "I'll take one!"
"Okay," Grant said, "we'll check those out right after we finish here. Now, you've all heard about Ivan Reznikov and know that he's been on our Most Wanted list." Heads bobbed up and down. "According to Scott, the Russians found him, and an arrangement's been made to offer somebody we've been holding in exchange for Reznikov."
Adler asked, "Do you know who?"
"Somebody by the name of 'Dotsenko' but I never heard of him. Speak up if you have." Silence.
"So, what the hell does 'Uncle Sam' want us to do?" Novak asked, with brow furrowed.
"Don't exactly know, Mike. Look, I realize we normally don't handle these spy exchanges, so there's gotta be a helluva lot more to this. Scott's due to call back expecting our answer. So, with the very little we do know … do we accept the mission?" There wasn't any doubt in Grant's mind what the overwhelming response would be. "Hell yes" and "hooyah" gave him his answer.
"Ok. I'm supposed to meet with the President asap, and probably the NSA and CIA." He looked toward Garrett. "Can I assume the Herc and Gulfstream will be ready?"
"Just name the day, then take your pick," Garrett replied. "All we need is a flight plan."
Grant nodded, then directed his attention to Draper. "I know you haven't had any real time to settle in, Rob, but nothing's changed much from our Navy days."
Draper smiled. "Lookin' forward to picking up where I left off! The opportunity to possibly fly a Herc again doesn't come along too often." Rob Draper was the newest team member. For eight years he'd flown C-130s. His last duty station was Jacksonville, Florida.
Adler raised his coffee mug. "Welcome aboard to organized chaos!"
Grant pushed his chair back. "You all finish up outside. We can add or subtract gear once we find out about the mission." Chairs slid across wood floor as the men got up.
Grant called, "Hey, Mike!"
"Yeah, boss?"
"Plan on taking your sniper rifle."
"Which one?" Novak asked with his fingers crossed.
"You decide."
"Yes!" Novak exclaimed, pumping his fist against the air, already planning on the laser guided rifle.
"Get the hell outta here," Grant said, grinning.
Draper leaned against the table. "What the hell was that all about?"
"During our last mission we recovered stolen laser-guided rifles, completely computerized with GPS. The President authorized release of one prototype to us. Mike's been in 'love' ever since. I'm sure he'll be more than happy to give you a demo."



Chapter 3

Five Days Prior to Exchange
White House
1250 Hours
Dressed in a charcoal gray business suit, long-sleeve white shirt, with a gray/blue/white diagonally striped tie, Grant followed an assistant down to the Situation Room, located in the basement of the West Wing. Throughout the room were secure communications systems. In the walls, behind sound-absorbing wood panels, were a variety of audio, video, and other systems. In the center was a long mahogany table, capable of seating six along each side, with the President's chair at the head, facing a large TV screen on the opposite wall.
"Have a seat, Captain Stevens," gray-haired Edna Hartley said, as she opened the door.
"Guess I'm early," Grant commented, noticing no one else in the room.
"The President and the others will join you shortly. Water, soft drinks and coffee are on the credenza."
"Thank you, ma'am." As he walked into the room, he glanced toward the opposite end of the Sit Room, making him aware he wasn't entirely alone. On the other side of a wall was the National Security Council room, known as the "Watch Room." Computer terminals could be fed both classified and unclassified data from around the country and the world. The Sit Room staff was composed of approximately 30 personnel, organized around five "watch teams" that monitored international events 24/7/365, and regularly briefed the President. The staff helped the President connect with intelligence agencies and important people all over the world.
Grant wondered where this meeting would lead, and what A.T. would be asked to do. Then another thought hit him, or maybe it was his gut "talking" again. Mullins said the exchange was top secret. Why top secret?he thought. Spy exchanges were normally handled by the Agency, and usually turned into a media circus.
He walked slowly toward the back of the room, continuing to wonder. Pausing briefly, he turned around, just as the door swung open.
"Grant! Good to see you!" Carr said with an outstretched arm.
Grant took hold of the President's hand, returning the firm grip. "And you, Mr. President."
"Still thinking about that job I offered you?" Carr asked, smiling. He unbuttoned his dark blue suit jacket, then adjusted his red tie.
"Uh, well, to tell the truth, sir, it hasn't been a top priority."
"I'm not surprised, but I'd like you to keep it in mind." He walked to the head of the table, and dropped a folder on it. Centered on the outside of the manila folder, in red letters and all caps, were the words "TOP SECRET." He glanced at his watch. "The other guests should be here any minute. Have you met the Vice President?"
"Haven't had the pleasure."
Carr motioned toward the credenza. "Something to drink?"
"No thanks."
Just then, Vice President Forbes opened the door, followed by four men. They were all dressed in dark blue suits, except for NSA General Prescott, who wore his green Army uniform.
"Mr. President," the five said, almost simultaneously.
Carr made the introductions. "Vice President Forbes, CIA Director Bancroft, NSA General Prescott, and National Security Advisor Stan Hillman, this is Captain Grant Stevens. Grant, I think you know Secretary Daniels (SecDef)."
"Yes, sir. We've met before," Grant responded, reaching for Daniels' hand.
"Captain," Daniels said. "How's your buddy, Joe Adler?"
"He's doing fine, sir. I'll be sure to tell him you asked."
Carr took a seat, with everyone following his lead. The Vice President and National Security Advisor sat opposite one another, closest to Carr, then Bancroft and Prescott opposite each other, with Grant next to Daniels. They all settled in, placing briefcases near chairs. Bancroft and Prescott each placed folders on the table.
Rolling his chair closer to the table, Carr opened the manila folder. As he straightened the papers inside, he questioned National SecurityAdvisor Hillman. "Stan, I know you were in the Watch Room earlier. Did any new information come in that we can use now?"
"No. I've directed them to let us know if anything raises a red flag."
Carr focused his eyes on Grant, who was watching him. "Feel free to speak up any time, Grant."
"Is now a good time?"
"Go for it."
"I guess my first question has got to be, why has the Team been asked to get involved in a spy exchange?"
A slight smile appeared on Carr's face. "You'll understand in a moment, Grant."
"All right, sir."
Director Bancroft started to pass the folders to Carr when Carr said, "Let Grant take a look at those, Hank."
As Grant opened the top folder, Bancroft pointed to it. "That top folder is the dossier on Alexei Dotsenko. He was one of our deepest cover operatives for years, feeding us information from inside Russia's Ministry of Internal Affairs."
"Excuse me, sir, but did you say he was one ofour operatives?!"
"I did. If you'll let me continue, you'll understand." Bancroft glanced at the other men, saying, "It isn't necessary at this moment to go into his background, or how we found him. So, I'll start when he informed us that he was being assigned to D.C., as part of the Russian Embassy staff, a.k.a., the KGB. The Soviets wanted him to head up a spy ring, expecting his operatives to infiltrate the DoD, State, Treasury. Dotsenko would be their handler, with their identities known only to him. He never gave Moscow their names, only code names that could never be traced."
"Then how …?" Grant started to ask.
"Our own agents filled in positions at those departments."
Grant scrunched up his face, trying to understand Bancroft's reply. "Sooo, he was feeding the Soviets disinformation, provided by our own agents?!"
"That's right. Plus, while he was here, we were able to either meet with him secretly, or use 'dead drops,' constantly getting more intel from him," Bancroft answered.
"I have a feeling, Mr. Director, that sending him back won't be entirely because of Reznikov."
"It's the opportunity we needed."
Silence in the room. Grant was trying to process the last response by CIA Bancroft, wondering if he should pursue the statement now or wait. He'd wait.
Bancroft shifted in his seat, always leery about giving up sensitive information. "Another one of our deep cover operatives hasn't been heard from in over a week. She just 'dropped off the radar.'"
Grant had to ask, "Do you know if she's still alive, or maybe captured? I mean, is it possible her cover was blown? Could her last contact with CIA been intercepted?"
Bancroft drew in a deep breath. "Any of those reasons are possible, but we haven't picked up any transmissions indicating either way, so we're confident she's still alive.
"Now," Bancroft continued, "that second folder is her dossier." As Grant opened the folder, Bancroft began: "Sophia Pankova, mistress of Army Major General Dmitri Oleniv. He was assigned to the PVO (Territorial Defense Forces) in Tbilisi, close to the Turkish border. Six months ago he was transferred, and took her with him to a base in Drazowe, Poland."
"Never heard of it," Grant commented quietly, as he picked up a black and white photo of Sophia Pankova.
"Neither had we," Bancroft commented. "How the Germans, then the Soviets kept it secret, we still don't know, but they sure as hell did. It was because of Pankova that we found out. She has full details on the base setup, and what or if anything's being disguised or hidden that we should know about."
Bancroft nodded toward Prescott. "General, could you put up a sat image of the area?"
Prescott opened a second folder, removed an image, then walked to a table, placing the film-positive on a lighted overhead projector. The black and white image appeared on the screen. A northwest section of Poland had a specific area circled.
"Tell us about it, Hank," Carr said.
"We had to 'dig' deep to get this information, but just before WWII, German authorities bought all of the area you see. They started construction of a large military base, a training ground and various testing grounds. Most of the local inhabitants were resettled and their homes razed to the ground. After the war, two German military bases and the town itself were taken over by the Red Army. Then, Soviet military established one of the biggest military camps of the Northern Group of Forces. The town was excluded from Polish jurisdiction and erased from all maps, even though it was officially part of the People's Republic of Poland. Official documents of the surrounding communes, and the surrounding 100 miles were designated forest areas. After World War II it remained in Soviet hands, as a secret military base. We believe there are at least 5,000 Soviet troops stationed there, all of them an elite unit."
Bancroft nodded toward Prescott. "General, can you point out the other 'items' of interest?"
Prescott readjusted the image, then went to the screen. With the rubber tip of a wooden pointer, he tapped the screen at different locations. "These 'mounds' that appear to be covered in vegetation, we're positive they're old German bunkers. Whether that's all they are, or whether the Soviets are using them for other purposes, we still don't know."
"Jesus," Grant exclaimed under his breath, as he rolled his chair closer to the table. "Is it possible those might be entrances to underground facilities?"
"Anything's possible at this point, Captain," Prescott answered. "We know the Germans built tunnels in other parts of Poland for various reasons. The Russians could be using any of them."
Grant nodded, then asked, "General, can I assume our satellite was redirected to fly over that site only after receiving contact from the operative?"
"You assume correctly," Prescott replied.
Carr rested an elbow on his swivel chair, tapping his fist lightly against his mouth. "Grant, you think she's been captured?"
"Either it's pure coincidence, sir, or those soldiers have been underground the whole time."
Prescott changed the image to one taken at night. "As you can see, there aren't any lights, at least not visible from the satellite. Now that might be because of overgrown trees and shrubs, position of windows, etc." Prescott pointed to various places. "And then there's this." He switched to another image. "You can see several military vehicles inside the town. Utility vehicles, armored vehicles, transports. They're not always in the same position, which would indicate they're being driven, or at least moved. As far as personnel, large groups have never been spotted."
"With those vehicles exposed and moving around, they probably still don't know we've been watching them," Grant quietly stated. "When was the exact date you last heard from her?" Grant asked looking at Bancroft.
Bancroft readjusted his wire-rimmed glasses, then flipped through pages of a small, spiral-bound notebook. "She managed to call our secure line a week ago, 7 June. The message she left was in code."
"Is it possible she's no longer at that base?"
"We're confident she's still there. The situation in Poland, especially in that area, would make it nearly impossible for her to stray.
"Let's get back to how this exchange came about. This may be hard to believe, but she and Dotsenko were 'involved' before she accepted the Oleniv assignment. I don't think you need further details.
"Dotsenko was willing to do just about anything to get her out safely. As soon as we intercepted the transmission indicating the Russians located Reznikov, we started planning an exchange. So, we 'arrested' Dotsenko on charges of spying, then put him in a safe house under heavy guard. That's when we contacted Moscow and offered him for Reznikov. They didn't hesitate. They wanted Dotsenko."
"I'm really trying to understand," Grant said, with his brow furrowing, "why he's willing to risk his life to go back to help her, but more than that, why are you allowing him to go if he's been so valuable here?" Out of the corner of his eye Grant saw Carr keeping an eye on him.
"At this point he's the only one she trusts," Bancroft finally answered.
"Sir, can I ask … "
"Just a minute, Grant," Carr said. "Hank, how can you be sure Grant and his men won't run into the 'trust' issue themselves?"
Bancroft sat up straighter. "Captain Stevens doesn't have to concern himself about that issue, Mr. President. We'll see to it that … "
"With all due respect, sir, I beg to differ," Grant interrupted, keeping his intense brown eyes locked on Bancroft. "A trust issue isalways a concern."
Silence, until Carr spoke. "Hank, you know I can't send in Alpha Tango until you have some idea where she is on base, and I assume you still don't."
Bancroft shook his head. "He's refused to tell us, until he's back in East Germany, expecting us to 'rescue' him. Can I continue, Mr. President?" Carr nodded.
"We've picked up more than usual chatter, and not just from Drazowe. As you know, ever since the early 70s the Polish government's tried to help the economy by a massive increase in basic food prices. There were violent protests. Many people died. Now a new wave of strikes has undermined that government. The country's in serious trouble.
"Our intercepts revealed the government's planning to establish martial law, and probably within a few months. In the meantime, they've either tightened up or closed all exit points. Transportation services are heavily guarded." Bancroft took a deep breath. "We need to get her out before it gets worse."
Grant rolled his chair forward, propping his elbows on the table, squeezing one fist then the other. None of this was making any sense. Why trade a valuable asset, then hope you can get him out of East Germany, or maybe even Russia? Because he's the only one his "girlfriend" trusts?! Bullshit! In the world of espionage, a valuable asset like Dotsenko wasn't just given up that easily — even for a bastard like Reznikov. Let's roll the dice, Stevens.
"Grant," Carr called.
"Oh, sorry, sir." He cleared his throat, then locked his eyes on Carr. "Mr. President, you've put your trust in me and my men several times now. I'm hoping you'll at least consider what I'm going to propose."
Carr raised an eyebrow, hesitating briefly before responding, "It sounds like you're about to deviate from what we were all expecting, Grant."
"You might say that, sir. But as I said, it's only a proposal."
Carr glanced at each of the men sitting at the table, each face expressing surprise, and concern. He nodded toward Grant. "Go ahead. We're listening."
"What if someone could convince Dotsenko to give up his information, to tell us where she is without having to exchange him for Reznikov? Convince him he'd be safer here. Then, my team can go in and make the extraction."
"Just a minute," Bancroft said, holding up his hand. "If we back out of that exchange, the Russians are going to be mighty pissed!"
"And your point, sir?"
"My goddamn point is this isn't a good time to have them pissed, and we want Reznikov, Captain!"
Grant maintained his calm. "Do you have anyone else that could be exchanged instead?"
"They wanted Dotsenko, and that's who we're going to give them." Bancroft shifted his eyes to Carr. It was up to the President to give the final say-so.
But Grant wanted to make his point. He sat up straighter. "Excuse me, Director, but do you understand how much can go wrong with an op like this? And I'm not just talking about possibly losing my men. SpecOps have lost 'assets' in the past. Now you're talking about two 'assets' that'll be in harm's way, in communist territory, with a real possibility of collateral damage if civilians are at that location."
Bancroft pressed his back against the leather chair. "Don't you have enough confidence in your team, Captain?"
Grant's jaw tightened. "Sir, I could tell … "
"Hold it, gentlemen!" Carr interrupted. "You both need to cool off." Then he set his eyes on Bancroft. "Hank, you know what Grant and his men have done for us in the past. All he's asking is for us to consider his suggestion."
After several minutes of discussion, the President announced, "We'll go forward with the exchange as planned. Grant, I assume you and A.T. will take on the mission under those circumstances."
Grant drew in a deep breath. "Yes, sir. We will." But then, staying focused on Carr, he asked, "Sir, do I have your permission to talk with Grigori about the base? There's a good possibility he has knowledge about it, or at least that area. His input could prove to be invaluable."
Carr shifted his eyes to Bancroft. "Hank?" Bancroft remained quiet, tapping his index finger on the table, glancing back at Grant. "Hank! You know damn well we've used Colonel Moshenko's expertise in the past, and on top secret ops."
"Fine," Bancroft finally answered, gathering up his paperwork, and shoving it into the folder.
Grant rolled his chair away from the table, then walked closer to the screen, studying the sat image. Continuing to look at the image, he asked, "General, do you know the distance from Berlin to this base?"
"About 160 miles as the 'crow flies,' but no more than two from the Baltic Sea." The Baltic Sea, one of the largest brackish water areas in the world, was designated as international waters.
Resting his hands on the back of the leather chair, Grant locked eyes with Bancroft. "Where's Reznikov being held?"
"What does that have to do with the exchange?"
"More curiosity than anything."
"At an East German prison near Schonefeld."
Grant wondered if Reznikov was subjected to the standard G2. "Has it been decided where your men will be taking him after the exchange?"
"We'll have a military plane waiting at Tempelhof."
"Not Schonefeld?"
Bancroft shook his head. "No. We want to fly him out by military, away from as many civilians as possible. We'll have a U.S. passport for him, so the plan is for them to cross at Checkpoint Bravo, near Kleinmachow. It's a straight shot up to Tempelhof from there."
Grant looked again at the screen, deep in thought. Finally realizing how quiet it had gotten, he turned toward Carr. "Sorry, Mr. President. My mind just fast-forwarded a few days."
"And you're thinking about, what?" Carr asked, as he poured a glass of water, then dropped in a lemon wedge.
"Do we know what plans the Russians have for Dotsenko after the exchange, I mean, where are they going to take him?"
Bancroft shook his head. "They've been damn secretive about those plans. What we do know is Reznikov will be transported directly from prison to Glienicke."
Grant thought for a moment. "The only two places that make sense would be the Soviet Embassy or Schonefeld. I only see one way to make this happen. We need to snatch him right after the exchange, before they get too far. If we let them leave Germany, or reach the embassy, we'll be up shit creek." Grant cleared his throat, then continued. "We've gotta get him outta harm's way and as quickly as possible. We can take him to our embassy. He'll be safe there while we go to Poland."
Bancroft exchanged glances with Carr, then breathed deeply, mulling over the idea. "And just how do you plan on finding her without him?"
"You said he knew where she was, right?" Bancroft gave a slight nod. "I think we'll be able to convince him to tell us." Grant glanced over at Carr, who was looking at him through narrowed eyes. "Mr. President, with the second part of our op taking us to Poland, there's no way in hell it'll be safe taking him along — for him or us. We've gotta leave him at the embassy."
Bancroft pointed a finger at Grant. "You know, Captain, there are folks who are willing to give up a helluva lot for something they believe in — or for someone. What if you can't convince him?"
"If he feels so deeply for her, he won't want to put her in any additional danger. I'm positive he'll agree." Grant kept his eyes on Bancroft, and thought to himself, It's what you should've done, you ass! Bancroft rocked back and forth, keeping his eyes on Grant.
"Grant, do you have any questions, or anything further to add?" Carr asked, before taking another drink of water.
"With Dotsenko at the embassy, am I to assume that's where you want us to take her? And whatever your answer, how and who will be transporting them …?"
"Once you return with her, you make contact with State, then we'll decide the safest way to get them out," Bancroft answered.
"Very well. I'll be talking with Scott as soon as I leave here, lining up details for our flight."
Secretary Daniels removed a ballpoint pen from his suit jacket pocket, and clicked the top. "Captain, will you be requiring any additional 'heavy' equipment?"
Grant understood Daniels' question meant chopper, boat. "Hard to say right now, Mr. Secretary. I probably won't know until we get more definitive information from Dotsenko."
"And what about Colonel Moshenko?" Carr asked.
"If Grigori knows anything that might jeopardize the op, I'll advise you immediately. Then you all can decide where to go from there."
Carr handed Grant a piece of paper. Several names had been scratched out, except for one, and that was circled. "What do you think about that code name for the mission?"
"'Operation Gold Eagle,'" Grant said aloud. "Think you picked a good one, sir."
"Then that's what we'll go with." Carr rolled his chair back, then stood. Grant took the hint, and walking nearer, took hold of the President's offered hand. "Good luck, Grant."
"Thank you, sir." He gave a quick nod to the men in the room, then he left.
* * *
Turning the Vette onto Virginia Avenue, heading back to his apartment, Grant ran the meeting through his mind, putting everything in order. He picked up the phone and dialed Moshenko's home number.
"Hello?" a soft voice answered.
"Hey, Alexandra! It's Grant."
"Oh, Grant. It is good to hear you."
Grant answered with an obvious smile in his voice, "And you. Your English is getting better all the time!"
"Yes. I am learning much."
"Well, you're doing great. Hey, is Grigori home?"
"He is in yard." She corrected herself. "He is out in the yard. Do you want speak with him, Grant?"
"No, that's okay. Just tell him Joe and I are on our way over."
"I will. Lunch is ready, but I will have extra food for Joe!"
"Hey! What about me?!"
"Yes, and you, Grant!"
"Looking forward to it! I've gotta go, Alexandra. We'll see you in a little while."
Making a right turn, he pulled into the apartment building's garage, parked in his designated space, then immediately tried calling Adler at Eagle 8. Stalley reported Alder was out making a food run. Next to the importance of a mission, food was next on the list for Grant's best friend. He dialed the car phone.
"Yo!" the familiar voice answered.
"Joe! Where you at?"
"In my car!"
"No shit!"
"I was on my way back … "
"Need you to meet me at my apartment. We're going to make a short trip to Maryland. I'm hoping to get some feedback."
"I take it you've got our 'traveling' papers?"
"Affirmative."
"Hey! Do I need to pick up any goodies to take?"
Grant just shook his head, as he responded with a smile in his voice, "I've been advised lunch will be awaiting our arrival. Your reputation precedes you, Joe."
"Outstanding! See ya in a few."
Twenty minutes later the two friends were in the black Vette heading to the Moshenkos. Adler reached into a bag containing a dozen Dunkin' Donuts, then offered a raised sugar one to Grant.
"No, thanks. I'll just suck on coffee."
"So, fill me in."
Grant detailed his meeting at the White House. "CIA wasn't too happy about givin' up so much of its secret shit."
"They never plan ahead," Adler laughed, as he licked his fingers. "How the hell did they think we'd begin the op without full disclosure?"
Grant gave a short laugh. "The President used his powers of persuasion to prod Bancroft into disclosing."
"A cattle prod would've been much more fun!"
Traffic increased as they drove through D.C. heading for Maryland. A normal twenty minute drive had taken thirty minutes when Grant finally pulled the Vette into the Moshenkos' driveway, parking behind a dark blue Ford sedan.
Moshenko was sitting on the top step near the front door, smoking his favorite, a Davidoff Grand Cru cigar. He snapped a quick salute as he was standing. His 5'10" frame was still solid, the same as when he and Grant first met. The short black hair had a few more grays, however.
Car doors slammed. "Hey, Grigori!" Grant waved.
"Colonel," Adler said, holding up the bag of donuts.
"My friends!" He greeted Grant then Adler, giving both a bear hug, slapping his good friends on the back. "It is good to see you! Come! Come! Let us go inside."
Alexandra walked in from the kitchen, wiping her hands on a flowered apron. Her dark hair was cut shorter than usual, curling just below her ears. "Grant and Joe!" She walked to Grant and gave him a hug, then tilted her head back, looking up into his brown eyes. "We are happy you are here," she smiled.
"I'm next," Adler announced, with his arms spread wide.
"Joe," Alexandra said, "I have cooked special for you. Come into dining room."
Adler licked his lips, as his eyes roamed an array of steaming, hot food. "You outdid yourself, Alexandra! What is all this?"
She pointed to each large dish: "Sweet cabbage soup; pirog (a yeast-raised dough formed into a circle and filled with meat, mushrooms, rice); beef stroganoff and noodles; Russian black bread, and apple cake for dessert."
Adler couldn't stand to wait any longer. "Let's eat!" He slid a chair from under the table for Alexandra.
"And I have something special for you both," Moshenko announced, coming from the kitchen holding two bottles of Budweiser.
"You're both after our hearts!" Grant smiled, taking one of the ice cold bottles.
Two hours later the three men were sitting on the back patio. Moshenko lit another cigar, then blew out a steady stream of smoke. "Now, what is it you wish to discuss, my friends?"
Grant leaned forward, resting his arms on his thighs. "Grigori, have you ever heard of Drazowe, Poland?"
"You know of that place?!" He actually seemed surprised.
"Uh, yeah, but just recently. I mean, we don't know a helluva lot yet. I was hoping you could give us more."
"I will be honest with you, Grant. There were few people outside a certain circle of the government who were given details. I know I was KGB, but … "
"Listen, Grigori, that's okay. Don't worry about it."
Moshenko looked between Grant and Adler with a worried expression. "You have a new mission."
"Think so."
"If there is anything I can do … "
Grant flashed him a grin. "How 'bout a couple more Buds?!"
Eagle 8
Virginia
2015 Hours
The security gate automatically swung open, responding to a signal from a sensor under the bumper of Adler's red Mustang. He drove through, with Grant right behind him.
As the gate started closing Grant saw in his mirror a green Ford F-150. Frank Diaz flashed his lights, waiting for the gate to reopen. Once he drove through, he stomped on the gas, getting within a few feet of the Vette.
The closer they drove to the 4,000 square foot ranch-style log house, faint lights inside became more visible. With the sun still shining, security lights had not yet come on. Five other cars were already parked near the garages — the remaining members of Team Alpha Tango.
Responding to Grant's call, they arrived within twenty minutes. None of the men were currently married, and that was one of the reasons Grant and Adler selected them. Except for Doc Stalley, the youngest of the Team, everyone had been married at least once. They knew the hardships placed on families, the guilt they themselves felt for contributing to that hardship. They still had the occasional "relationships," and for them, those were enough.
Even though the entire Team was on call 24/7/365, their life didn't match those of active duty SEALs. With A.T., when a mission was over, it was over. Chances of being sent to a world "hot spot" so soon after would be rare, and so far that hadn't happened.
"Hey!" Diaz shouted, slamming the truck door. As he jogged toward Grant and Adler, he no longer showed any sign of his previous injury, a gunshot wound in the leg during the last mission.
"What's up, Frank?" Adler responded, following Grant up the porch steps.
"I was about to ask you two the same thing! I guess we've got the mission?"
"Fill you in inside," Grant answered, as he opened the door.
Recaps of baseball games were showing on TV, the sound all but drowned out by the men's voices. Sitting at the long, rectangular walnut dining room table, they were popping open cans of soda, beer, digging into bags of chips. A typical healthy meal.
"I smell pizza!" Novak said, sniffing the air.
Adler dropped five boxes on the counter. "Sorry the main course is late, guys!"
Grant tossed his keys on the coffee table, shut off the TV, then went to a wall cabinet in the living room, and sorted through a box of maps, taking one out.
"Hey, boss, you gonna have some food?" Stalley asked while he walked to the table, carrying two slices of pepperoni pizza.
"Not right now, Doc." He sat on the couch and unfolded a map.
Adler was opening a can of Coke in the kitchen, when Garrett leaned across the counter. "Is he okay, Joe?"
Adler looked over his shoulder at Grant. "Yeah, he's fine. You know him when he's got that brain going 'full tilt' on an upcoming mission."
Garrett picked up a slice of cheese pizza, then joined the men at the table.
Adler grabbed another Coke and took it to Grant. "Here. Caffeine is a requirement."
"Thanks, Joe." He popped the top as he continued studying the map.
Adler sat on the arm of the couch. "The way you're looking at that tells me you see problems."
"Maybe not problems, but more like large obstacles."
Adler lowered his voice. "One of those obstacles wouldn't be this, would it?" He tapped a spot on the map. Grunewald, Germany.
"How many times have you asked me that, Joe?!"
"Hey! Don't get your ass in a twit. I worry about you."
"Yeah, I know. But a helluva lot of other guys went through more shit than me. I'm over it, Joe. End of story. Okay?"
"Roger that."
One side of Grant's mouth curved up. "If you weren't my best friend, I'd beat the crap out of you right about now!"
Adler held up his hands and leaned back. "Consider me afraid!"
"What's goin' on over there?!" Novak shouted.
Grant picked up the map, then stood. "C'mon. We've gotta put our heads together." He snatched a folder from the counter, then went to the dining room table, spreading out the map.
"Make some room, guys," Adler said, pulling out a chair. James and Diaz moved their chairs away from each other.
After Grant explained the reason for the Team being asked to participate in an exchange, he proceeded to discuss the mission. "Okay, code name for the mission is 'Operation Gold Eagle.' Destination: Germany and Poland. There'll be two parts to the mission, but let's discuss the extraction of the operative in Poland. In that folder is information on both 'assets.' Take a good look, 'cause we've gotta shred everything before we depart."
Adler held a photo in each hand, then turned them over and read the print: "Pankova, thirty-seven; 5'4"; medium length light brown hair; brown eyes; fair skin. Dotsenko; forty-one; 5'9"; short salt and pepper straight hair; small scar on chin." He passed them to Diaz.
For the next twenty minutes Grant detailed everything he gleaned from his White House meeting.
"Do you think she's still alive, boss?" Stalley asked with concern.
"Hard to say, Doc. There isn't proof either way."
"Christ!" Draper spat out. "How the hell didn't we know about that place?!"
"Look, our mission isn't to recon the area specifically, but I'm sure somebody will want to question us when we return. Our immediate mission is extract the operative. She's the one with all the intel. So, take a look at this map." Grant slid his finger along a route. "Here's Berlin, and here's Drazowe. That's about 160 miles. From the Baltic coast inland to that town is less than two. The kicker is, we won't know exactly where she is until we have Dotsenko. I couldn't convince them to get the info from him while he was here, so … " He pulled out a chair, sat down, and rocked back, balancing on the two back legs. "Let's talk."
Novak's hand shot up like a kid in a classroom. "I have a question. How do we get to that area," he indicated by moving his hand in a circle above the map, "if this whole fucking space is in the Soviet Sector?"
"You catch on quick, Mike," Grant answered with a half smile. "That's one of the obstacles."



Chapter 4

Schonefeld Airport
East Germany
June 19
1930 Hours
Day 1 of Mission
Two and a half hours after refueling in Shannon, Ireland, the Gulfstream touched down on Runway 07 of Schonefeld Airport, East Germany. Located ten miles south southeast of Berlin, the airport was situated just outside the boundary of the Berlin Wall.
An airport marshaller stood well in front of the Gulfstream, and head-on with Garrett's left shoulder. Garrett guided the plane along a white line, steering toward a concrete area. The marshaller motioned him forward until the Gulfstream lined up next to a Beechcraft with Swiss registration. The marshaller crossed his wands overhead, signaling Garrett to stop.
Just before departing Virginia, the Team received intel from NSA. Intercepted transmissions indicated the KGB had orders to transport Dotsenko directly to their aircraft at Schonefeld immediately after the exchange.
During the flight to Ireland, A.T. made preliminary plans for the 'snatch' of Alexei Dotsenko.
While Garrett and Draper sat in the cockpit going through the final checklist, the rest of the men gathered in the cabin, standing near Grant. He opened a map of the area, smoothing it down with a hand.
Munching on an Oreo cookie, Adler looked over Grant's shoulder. "Do you think that road is the best one for us to do our 'work'?"
Grant ran a finger along a black line leading from the airport. "I think so, Joe. We won't have to pass through security checkpoints."
Slade took a sip of Coke. "Are we gonna have a problem driving through East Germany without proper papers?"
Adler shook his head. "No. Any citizen of the Western Allied powers has authority to use all designated transit routes. The Soviets travel just about anywhere, anytime they want. But we've done it before, right, skipper?"
"Roger that, Joe. It's passing through checkpoints that can be hairy at times, but we'll still be taking all our passports."
"Maybe we'll be okay," James said, "but what about our 'traveling companion'?"
"I've got a new U.S. passport for him."
"And our gear and weapons?" Novak asked, worried about his sniper rifle.
"We'll leave everything on the plane, Mike, except for sidearms and rifles. Once Dotsenko is at the embassy, and he's given us her location, we're coming back to Schonefeld to plan part two of the op." Grant stood, as he was folding the map. "Any questions?" Silence. "Okay, let's go rent the vehicles. Joe, Frank, you'll be driving. We'll depart Schonefeld ten minutes apart, then join up. I'd like to check out the route before dark, then again around midnight tonight."
Only one road was a direct route from and to the airport that followed the perimeter of the Berlin Wall, taking the least amount of time. Returning to Schonefeld, vehicles had to make a right-hand turn off Konigstrasse, then 100 yards farther away, a left turn, putting them back on course for the airport. A.T. found the route to be the safest, quickest place to make the snatch.
* * *
While the Team left to grab something to eat in the terminal, Grant and Adler remained in the plane. Cabin lights were low, shades lowered.
Grant was stretched out on one of the bench seats, with his fingers locked behind his head. Hearing the sounds of jet engines hardly distracted him from his thoughts, thoughts that had nothing to do with the current mission.
Adler had gone aft to grab a couple of Cokes from the small fridge. He walked back through the cabin, sat opposite Grant, then set one can on the table, and popped the top on his. As he started to drink, he paused, seeing Grant deep in thought.
"What's wrong?"
Grant slid his legs over the side, then sat up. Brushing his hands over the top of his head, he looked across the aisle. "Joe, I've been thinking."
"No shit. It was pretty obvious."
"I'd like to run something by you."
"Fire away."
"There's no denying that both of us love the hell outta what we do, right?"
"Affirmative! We never would've gotten back into it after we retired if we didn't."
Grant leaned forward, resting his arms on his thighs. "My mind says I could do this for another ten, twenty years. But the … "
"But the bod says otherwise."
"Exactly. So, what would you say to a change in direction again?"
"As long as it's not sitting in a rockin' chair, what've you got in mind?"
"Maybe start something like a training facility, a camp."
"Seriously? And do what?"
"There're a lot of young men out there who can't make it, or think they can't make it into Special Forces. Maybe we could prepare them for the reality of what it takes, prepare their bodies and minds. The rough stuff would come later," he laughed.
Adler sipped his Coke. "Sounds almost like 'fun in Coronado' again."
"Almost. I doubt we could ever match that."
"It could work," Adler commented, rubbing his chin. "Are you talking weapons training, too?"
"Everything, Joe. I'm looking down the road, of course, but depending on how many signed up, we could form squads."
"Jesus! You have been thinking about it! You realize the idea opens up a whole shitload of questions. What happens to the Team? What'll our benefactors have to say? Jesus! What about the President's reaction?!"
"I realize all that, Joe. I was thinking the Team might be willing to become instructors, even the 'youngster.'" Grant referred to Doc Stalley. "As far as your other questions, well, we might be getting ahead of ourselves."
"How long has this notion been rolling around in that brain of yours?"
"A couple of weeks, I guess."
"Well, where do we go from here?"
"When this op is over and we're home, we'll have to discuss it with Matt first. If the benefactors aren't willing to support the proposition, we may have to scrap the whole idea. We'll have to wait and see."
The conversation abruptly ended, with the sound of A.T. returning. Grant leaned back, and stretched his arms across the backrest. "Joe, when are you gonna stop calling me 'skipper'?"
"What the hell should I call you?"
"We've known each other long enough for you to use my name."
"I don't know," Adler said shaking his head. "That might take some practice."
"Give it a shot."
"Not ready."
"Here you go," Garrett said, handing over two wrapped burgers."
The conversation changed direction again.
June 20
Day 2
At 0030, two black Audi Quattro sedans followed the same route as earlier, but this time they parked 300 yards from Glienicke Bridge. Splitting up, A.T. did a recon of any possible 'hot' spots, unusual traffic, homes. East German guards at the bridge didn't appear to have any set routines. With rifle straps slung over their shoulders, they remained near the guard house, occasionally walked to the opposite side of the bridge, and frequently watched the guards on the American side.
After two hours of reconnaissance, A.T. returned to Schonefeld, prepared for the mission that night.
Glienicke Bridge
2335 Hours — Local Time
The Glienicke Bridge, made of steel, and resembling a suspension bridge, crossed the Havel River. The middle of the bridge was the dividing line between East and West Berlin. It had become known as the "Bridge of Spies." Tonight's exchange was scheduled for midnight.
Dressed entirely in black, the Team arrived one hour after sunset, well before the time the targets were due. The Audi with Diaz, Slade, and Novak was within 200 yards of the bridge with its headlights off. Feeling confident they or the Audi wouldn't be noticed, Diaz parked beneath a canopy of trees along a dark, single lane road. The men had a clear view of the route the Russians would be traveling.
Three miles farther east, Grant, Adler, James, and Stalley were near the first turn coming from the airport. Adler parked the Audi well off the road, still giving them a view of any car traveling the route.
"Headlights," Adler reported. He raised the binoculars, and waited for the vehicle, knowing it had to slow down when it reached the turn. As expected, the Mercedes slowed just enough for him to spot its occupants. "Five inside, four wearing uniforms. UF (unfriendly) in rear wearing a hood."
"Reznikov," Grant said, as he pressed the PTT. "Three-Six, targets heading to you."
"Roger," Diaz replied. Not long after, a Mercedes sped by the Audi's location. Diaz notified Grant. "Vehicle just passed."
Novak and Slade left the Audi, maneuvering their way closer to the bridge. Positioning themselves 100 yards east, they took cover behind a concrete wall that ran parallel to Konigstrasse. Using high-powered binoculars, they kept their attention on a black, four-door Mercedes. It was parked east of concrete barricades that were set up in a zigzag pattern, thereby controlling the speed of vehicles.
Grant glanced at his illuminated submariner, showing 2349. "They should be getting ready to make the swap." He pressed the PTT. "Four-One, update."
While Novak continued surveillance, Slade responded, "Eyes on four uniformed UFs outside vehicle. One UF inside with hood."
Grant glanced at his watch. "Head back once parties have met. Copy?"
"Copy that." Slade and Novak continued surveillance.
Adler leaned against the driver side door, adjusting his holster. "Unless shit happens, 'company' should be arriving soon."
Grant nodded, then pulled his Makarov from the shoulder holster. As he tightened the silencer, he turned in the seat, looking at Stalley and James. "Good to go?" The two gave a thumb's up. Their Makarovs were secured in holsters. AKs rested across their laps.
No other traffic had passed in either direction. A.T. counted on the strict travel restrictions.
* * *
Security pole lamps, positioned near guard houses on both east and west side of the bridge, illuminated the entire bridge area. Three Russian KGB officers, and one regular Army enlisted, stood together by the Mercedes. Across the bridge two CIA agents exited a black, mid-size, panel van, while two more remained inside with their passenger. Everyone waited for the stroke of midnight.
Lieutenant General Nikita Komarov and Lieutenant Colonel Vlad Petrova, flicked cigarettes behind one of the vehicle barriers, then they walked closer to the guard house. Both officers were highly trusted, highly trained in the "world" of KGB.
Petrova raised a set of binoculars hanging from a strap around his neck, focusing them on the van. "I see two agents outside the vehicle, Comrade General."
The stocky-framed Komarov stood with his arms behind his back, slapping one hand against the other. "Any sign of Comrade Dotsenko?"
"Not yet."
At 2355 a sliding door on the van opened, and Dotsenko stepped out, nervously adjusting his suit jacket. Four CIA agents walked with him toward a pole barrier. Special Agent Carl Traimore headed up the mission, accompanied by Special Agents Steve Leamon, Marty Fitzgerald, and Blake Torres.
"There he is." Petrova lowered the binoculars, just as Komarov turned slightly, signaling for Reznikov to be brought forward.
A car door opened. The hooded passenger was handcuffed and continued resisting. He had to be forcefully pulled from the vehicle. Then, Sergeant Baskov and KGB Major Kozlow each grabbed an arm, leading him closer to the point where he would begin his 75 yard walk to the dividing line at bridge center. The five men waited.
Chimes from a distant bell tower signaled midnight. Guards manually raised the pole barriers. Baskov and Kozlow accompanied Reznikov, who stumbled and kept resisting.
Dotsenko started walking east. Special Agents Fitzgerald and Torres followed close behind him, not so much as guards, but prepared to assume control of Reznikov.
Dotsenko gave the hooded Reznikov an emotionless glance, but his attention immediately was drawn to the white dividing line. As soon as he stepped across, Baskov and Kozlow fell in next to him.
The two CIA agents took control of Reznikov, with Torres immediately pulling off the black hood. The thinning black hair, and scarred hands and face ("earned" while spending time in one of Russia's toughest prisons), completed the identification process.
Blinking several times, he finally caught sight of the end of the bridge, a guardhouse, and waiting Americans. Before he was taken from his prison cell, he was handcuffed and the black hood put over his head. He had no idea where he was being taken.
Once near the Mercedes, Komarov greeted the returning Russian with hand extended. "Comrade Dotsenko! Welcome!"
Dotsenko returned the handshake, and replied simply, "Spaseeba, Comrade." Being back under the control of Russians left him with a very unsettling feeling. He reminded himself he was doing this for Sophia, but so much could go wrong, especially when it involved the KGB.
He climbed into the back seat, with Komarov and Petrova sitting on either side of him. Baskov slid behind the steering wheel, and moved the seat forward, as Kozlow settled into the passenger seat. Baskov started the engine, then looked in the rearview mirror. Komarov kept his eyes on the Americans, who literally dragged Reznikov into their van. Komarov finally gave a nod, the signal to proceed to the airport.
* * *
Slade tapped Novak on the shoulder, whispering, "Let's go." They ran in a zigzag pattern, maneuvering through the trees, heading for the Audi.
Slade notified Grant: "Exchange complete. Comin' back."
"Roger," Grant responded, continuing to hold the PTT, calling Diaz in the second Audi. "Three-Six, fire it up."
"Roger," Diaz responded.
Novak and Slade slid across the rear seat, just as Diaz started the engine. He slowly drove the Audi toward the main road, looking for any sign of headlights. He lowered the window, listening. "They're comin'!" The Mercedes roared by.
"Jesus! What the fuck have they got under that hood?!" Novak blurted out.
Slade pushed the PTT. "Zero-Niner, targets headed to you, high rate of speed."
"Roger," Grant responded.
Diaz put the car into gear, eased forward until he could barely see red taillights, then he pulled out, but kept the headlights off. He 'hit' the gas. At the speed the two cars were traveling, they'd reach the point for the intended snatch in no time.
Slade pressed the PTT, notifying everyone. "Approaching marker two."
"Time to move," Grant said.
The four men pulled down black, one-hole masks, then quickly exited the car. Standing alongside the asphalt road close to turn number two, they were getting ready to take their positions, when headlights appeared on the horizon, the high beams growing brighter.
Baskov slowed and made the right-hand turn, anticipating the next turn one hundred yards away.
"Now, Frank!" Grant said under his breath.
The Audi fishtailed as Diaz made the sharp right turn. Immediately bringing the car under control, he flipped on headlights then high beams, driving the Audi within a car's-length of the Mercedes.
Glare in the rearview mirror momentarily blinded Baskov, and he grabbed the wheel with both hands, expecting a rear end collision.
Kozlow braced his hands against the dashboard, warning, "Look out!"
Baskov hit the brakes. The back seat passengers were thrown forward. They braced themselves, trying not to hit the front seats. The Mercedes came to a screeching halt, directly in front of four men blocking the road, each one in a shooter's stance, with pistols and AKs aimed straight at the Mercedes.
The Russians started reaching for their own weapons, when three other men rushed to the side windows, with Makarovs pointing directly into the car. Dotsenko slouched down in the back seat, prepared for a shootout.
Slade stood by the driver's door, yanked it open, then immediately gripped his weapon with both hands. Diaz flung open the front passenger door, Novak, the right rear.
Slade ordered in Russian, "Toss out your weapons!" He waited, then ordered again, "Toss them! Now!" Reluctantly, the Russians obeyed, and four Makarovs clanged against the pavement. Stalley ran to the Mercedes, quickly collecting the weapons.
"Out of the car! Hands behind your head!" Slade motioned with his weapon.
Initial moments of shock quickly passed, as anger became obvious on Lieutenant General Komarov's face. He took a step closer to Slade, refusing to obey the order, keeping his hands by his side with fists balled up. "Who the hell are you?! What gives you the right to stop us?!"
"Enough of this shit!" Grant said through gritted teeth. He left ranks and jogged next to Slade. In a swift motion he jammed the silencer against the Russian officer's forehead, knocking him back a step.
With a quick glance, Grant noticed the Russian's name on his uniform. Then, speaking in Russian, he kept his voice deep and menacing. "You are in no position to question, Komarov! I leave it up to you whether or not I pull this trigger — and I will pull this trigger!"
Komarov's jaw tightened, but he reluctantly backed away and walked to the opposite side of the car. Novak and Diaz patted down the four men, not finding additional weapons.
Dotsenko, meanwhile, was delaying getting out of the car. Grant grabbed his arm and yanked him out. "Do not give us any trouble!" He shoved him toward Stalley who grabbed an arm, then hustled him to the Audi, as James guarded their sixes. Maintaining the ruse, Stalley pushed Dotsenko into the back seat, slammed the door, then took up a defensive position next to the car.
James was headed to the Mercedes, when Grant stopped him. "Get their names." James nodded, then took off, assisting Novak, Diaz, and Slade, who were forcibly prodding the Russians more deeply into the woods.
Keeping his eyes and weapon on the Russians as they were led away, Grant whispered, "Lose the Mercedes, Joe." Adler shoved his weapon into the holster then ran to the Mercedes, started it up, then drove it well beyond the tree line.
Grant walked around Stalley who was standing by the passenger door. He leaned in toward Dotsenko, and spoke softly in English. "We're Americans, sir. Sorry we had to be so rough. But as soon as we're finished here, we'll take you to the embassy where you'll be safe."
Dotsenko sighed deeply, before asking, "But what about …?"
"She's the second part of this mission. As soon as we're at the embassy, you'll need to answer some questions for us, though."
"Anything. Anything. I'll help all I can."
Grant gave him a reassuring pat on the shoulder, then turned and waited for A.T.
Adler quietly closed the Mercedes' door, then hurled the key as far as he could. He hustled back to where the four Russians were standing, when suddenly the driver, Baskov, took off, running full bore into the forest. "Oh, fuck!" Adler said under his breath.
The chase was on. The Russian disappeared in the forest. Adler followed the sound of feet slapping against leaves and dirt, until — nothing. No sound, not even heavy breathing.
Adler pulled up, and stopped behind a tree. Holding his weapon close, he eased his head forward. Baskov ran from behind a tree and took off again. Adler gained on him, shouting one of a few words he knew in Russian: "Khal't!" (halt) Baskov stumbled, but kept running. Adler aimed and fired, dropping the Russian.
"Shit!" Grant raced through the trees.
Adler knelt near the Russian, whispering, "He's alive, just unconscious. Must've hit his head hard on that." Adler pointed at a dark, wet stain on a rock. Blood from a bullet wound was seeping through the uniform jacket near the shoulder blade.
Grant leaned down, and grabbed Baskov's arm. "Let's get him to the Mercedes." He and Adler dragged the Russian to the vehicle, and laid him in the rear seat.
"Now what?" Adler asked, closing the door.
"Secure him." Adler hesitated. "Do it, Joe! Somebody will come looking for them."
The other three Russians were forced onto the ground, with their backs against the base of a tree, and then they were lashed together. Duct tape covered their mouths, black hoods covered their heads, adding to the intimidation factor. Slade gave a thumb's up, then A.T. hurried back to the Audis.
But just as the men were opening car doors, the unmistakable sound of automatic weapons echoed in the stillness. They immediately dropped to a knee, taking cover near the vehicles, aiming their weapons toward the sound. Dotsenko threw his arms over his head, scrunching down in the back seat.
Realizing the noise was farther south than their location, the Team cautiously stood, but continued swiveling their heads, watching for anything out of the ordinary. Silence again.
Adler questioned what they were all thinking. "What the fuck?!"
Grant jammed his weapon into the holster, then looked over the top of the car door. "Let's get … " An explosion sent them to the ground again from pure reaction.
Still keeping a low voice, Grant spat out, "Jesus Christ! Move! Move! Go!"
The two vehicles sped off toward West Berlin, barely staying within the speed limit. They had 21 miles to go, and now wasn't the time to attract police.
Near the village of Lanke
June 21
0120 Hours
Day 3
A beat-up green, four-door 1970 Trabant rumbled slowly across five acres of land that twenty years earlier had cultivated potatoes, carrots, and cabbage. Heading toward an old deserted farmhouse, the driver cautiously maneuvered the vehicle through weeds and vines, avoiding ruts and hardened tracks once made by tractors and wagons. Rusted, broken, decaying farm equipment lay scattered across the property.
A house came into view, a dark shape standing against the backdrop of the horizon. The driver pulled around the back, parking close to the building. As remote as the location was, they still needed to err on the side of caution. Once the investigation into the incident started, they'd be hunted — again.
The driver, Sergei Botkin, and passenger, Pavel Orlov, started to get out, when Reznikov ordered, "Keep your weapons, but put the grenade launchers and explosives in that cellar with the rest." He pointed to a wood door, set at a slight angle, just above ground level. Below was a storage room, not more than ten feet from the house, once used for root vegetables.
Orlov pulled his straggly long hair from his face, questioning, "Just keep our weapons?!"
Reznikov slid across the seat, reaching for the door handle. "Weapons are one thing, but getting caught with those explosives … We will take only what we need when we receive new orders." He got out, opened the trunk and grabbed a flashlight, then left the two men to their assignment.
The darkness and the distance from the road gave him some sense of safety. No one could approach this property without being heard or noticed. Botkin and Orlov would take turns keeping watch, at least until daylight.
Walking to the front of the crumbling, discolored cement-block house, he remained cautious, listening to the two men transferring the explosives. Being together again made him think about the three of them, once prisoners in the high-security prison, Krasnoyarsk Camp 17. The city itself was located on the Yenisei River and the third largest city in Siberia.
They were each sentenced to thirty years for attempted theft of explosives and weapons from military armories, with intent to sell. But after only seven years, and without being told why, their sentences were reduced.
The day they were released, they were flown to Moscow under guard, even though they were supposedly free. That day was when they met their handler, known only as "Yermak." (Cossack leader) While they sat in his car at the airport, he gave them two choices: either accept what was to be offered without question, or be put back on a plane, and sent to Siberia's Black Dolphin prison, remaining there for the rest of their lives. Their decision was a no-brainer.
Reznikov could no longer trust anyone, except possibly, Botkin and Orlov. For the past two years they worked together, risked their lives, carrying out attacks their handler designated. Then without warning, he was captured, imprisoned, interrogated, then turned over to the Americans.
But Reznikov had yet determined why he was the only one captured, then offered up, when they were all involved in past terrorist activities. There was a possibility he'd been identified by surveillance tapes, but still, the three of them were known to operate together.
While at the East German prison, he had no idea Botkin and Orlov received information from Yermak, indicating the exact place, date, and time of the exchange. They planned the 'rescue' perfectly. Now, and for the moment, he felt some semblance of relief. He was free.
A slide bolt secured the door, with a key lock added. He unlocked it, put the lock in his pocket, before sliding it open. On the opposite side of the door were two bolts, adding to their security while inside.
The thick wooden entry door scraped across dirt-covered plank flooring. Except for scuffing from shoes and boots, the thickness of dirt was a testament to the length of time the building hadn't functioned as a home, but as a hideout. Each of six windows had been blacked out. Turning on the flashlight, he swiveled the light back and forth, then pointed it overhead. Thick wooden beams crossed the entire 800 square foot space.
Directing the beam toward a beat-up, rectangular wooden table in the center of the space, the light settled on a kerosene lamp. Striking a match, he lit the lamp, then lowered the flame until it barely glowed. Expecting to find an envelope with money and instructions for another attack, he slid his hand back and forth under the table top. Finding nothing, he turned on the flashlight, then shined the beam underneath. Again, nothing.
His brief moment of relief quickly vanished, as suspicion took hold. He shut off the flashlight. His pulse started racing, with the realization of why he'd been rescued. It wasn't because he was valuable. It was because someone feared he would eventually talk and identify his handler and the trail of money. And Yermak would eventually lead everyone to the person who headed it all, who used Reznikov and his men to fulfill his own agenda. But who that was, even Reznikov didn't know.
He spun around, hearing Botkin and Orlov stomping into the house. "Start looking for wires, explosives! Do it! Now!"
Without questioning, the two men grabbed their flashlights, and ran to opposite sides of the room, looking in corners, following beams of light along walls, both top and bottom.
Reznikov directed the beam of light along the base of the back wall, before he started backtracking. Shining the flashlight overhead, his eyes searched along a wooden beam, when something got his attention. He stopped directly underneath, tilting his head back. His eyes finally focused on a drooping thin wire. "Get the ladder!"
Orlov made a beeline for the door. In seconds he returned carrying a very old, handmade wooden ladder. As he balanced it against the beam, Reznikov pointed, "Check that wire, but watch what you touch! I cannot see where it leads."
Orlov started climbing, as Botkin braced his heavy body against the ladder. As he stood on the last rung, Orlov leaned over the wood beam, shining his flashlight along the back side. "Shit! Dynamite! Dynamite is strung across the beam with det cord!" He looked down at Reznikov. "Everything we have used for our attacks!"
Reznikov kept the flashlight beam on Orlov. "Do you see any type of timer?!"
Orlov looked along the left side, then right. "No! Neither end of the wire is attached to anything!"
"Somebody ran out of time," Reznikov commented, continuing to look up.
"What the hell is going on, Ivan?!" Botkin asked, with total confusion.
"Only two other people knew about this place," Reznikov mumbled, beginning to see the whole picture.
Orlov jumped from the bottom rung. "You cannot be thinking Yermak?"
"It must be. We have not received our money, no new orders, and now the explosives!" Reznikov shut off the flashlight then went near the table. "Leave everything as is. If we have to vacate, this damn place can be destroyed quickly."
"You want to leave the explosives in place?!" Botkin waved an arm overhead.
"If we are ever followed here, Sergei, that," he pointed toward the explosives, "may be all that will give us time to escape."
"I get it," Botkin answered, smoothing down his short, black beard.
Reznikov looked at both men. "We have to face facts. From now on, we are on our own."
U.S. Embassy
0120 Hours
Two Audis pulled in front of the security gate. Team A.T. waited for the guard to inspect them and their IDs. He walked around the open gate. "Evening, sirs." He took Adler's State Department ID, then said, "We've been expecting all of you. Just drive up to the main door, sir." He rolled back the gate, then snapped a smart salute as the cars drove past.
The Team quickly exited the cars, taking a defensive position around their "package," Alexei Dotsenko, then led him into the embassy.
"Gentlemen, I'm Sam Nichols, Station Chief. Welcome to the U.S. Embassy." The gray-haired Nichols extended a hand.
Grant returned the handshake. "Thank you, sir. I'm Grant Stevens, and … "
"Yes, I know, Captain Stevens. We've been expecting you and Team Alpha Tango." He nodded toward the men.
"And this is Alexei Dotsenko," Grant said.
Nichols offered his hand. "Mr. Dotsenko, welcome."
"I appreciate your help, Mr. Nichols."
Grant glanced down the hallway. "Would it be possible for us to use a room temporarily? We have some questions for Mr. Dotsenko."
"Sure. Go down this hallway, third door on the left. There should be enough chairs for you. I've taken the liberty and had some drinks brought in. If you need anything else, dial 221. That's my office."
"Appreciate it, sir."
Nichols watched the men as they walked away, all dressed in black, wearing shoulder holsters that held Russian Makarovs.
Once behind the closed door, A.T. grabbed some water and sodas. Adler offered a Coke and glass of water to Dotsenko, who selected the water.
Grant pulled out a chair, sitting opposite Dotsenko, noticing his pale face. "Are you all right, sir?"
"Yes. Yes."
"I'm sorry we roughed you up back there, but we couldn't let the 'comrades' suspect anything."
"Oh, I understand. It has all been quite overwhelming for me, though."
"You took one helluva risk coming back here. That took courage, sir." Dotsenko sipped at the water, looking over the rim of the glass at Grant, who said, "You don't have to worry. You'll be safe at the embassy while we complete the mission."
Dotsenko slapped his hand on the table, nearly knocking over his glass. He abruptly got up. "No! I cannot stay here! I must go with you! She … " He turned and walked away.
A.T. rolled their chairs back, obviously surprised at the reaction. Grant went to him. "Mr. Dotsenko." He laid a hand on the distressed man's shoulder, waiting for him to turn around. "Sir, I'm sorry you weren't informed sooner, and I apologize. But I'd like you to think about how dangerous that would be. We've been on missions like this many times, and I can tell you from experience that nothing is always straightforward. Believe me, sir, it'd be best for everyone, especially Miss Pankova." An expression of dismay remained on Dotsenko's face. "Please, sir," Grant said, motioning toward a chair. "We'd like some information that will help us."
The men glanced quickly at each other. But now they had to wonder if the information they were about to hear would lead them on the right path to complete the second part of the mission — a successful extraction.
Dotsenko drank some water, as Grant asked, "Can you tell me if she had an emergency escape plan in case she had to find safe haven somewhere?"
"That was one of the first details she always took care of. When she was in Tbilisi, she set up a plan to escape to Turkey, or at least get as close to the border as possible."
"I think we're all curious, but how did she manage to communicate with you? She had to have been watched."
"Just like any spy, she used dead drops while in Russia. She had her contacts. They took care of seeing to it that D.C. got her coded messages."
"Understand," Grant commented. "Let's move on to the base in Poland. With it being so secretive, I'd say she didn't have any contacts who could help her. Correct?"
"Yes."
"Then how did she …?"
"Contact me?"
"Yes, sir."
"As soon as she knew she was going to Drazowe, she left a message for her contact in Tbilisi."
For the time being, Grant didn't need explicit details on messages or contacts. He needed a location for the extraction. "Where is she?"
"Oleniv always set her up in her own place. They never lived together. His reasoning? I can only assume he felt it would protect her somehow, or he was just trying to protect himself. Yet, everyone knew she was his … " He couldn't bring himself to say the word "mistress."
"That's all right, sir. Go on."
Dotsenko reached for the glass, finished the water, then proceeded. "With the serious situation developing in the country, soldiers had been posted at all roads leading away from town. They were at bus stations, train stations, and the ferry terminal. They were checking everyone's papers. She couldn't take the chance."
"Are we to assume she's still in that residence?"
"Yes."
Grant's eyes scanned his men, seeing heads shaking. "You have an address, right?"
"Do you have pencil and paper?" Dotsenko asked, looking around.
Stalley got a pad and pen next to the phone, then brought them to Dotsenko who immediately began writing. When he finished, he slid the paper across the table toward Grant. "She used a signal in the past, to show me she was … home." His expression changed, showing part sadness, part embarrassment. "She would close the drapes of her bedroom window, but the right side would remain slightly open. That meant she was home … and alone. I would think that would still be her signal, unless something prevents her from … "
"Very well, sir." Grant scanned the note, then passed it to Adler. "You may not be able to answer this, but is this the only location where she could be?"
"There could be brief periods when she might leave, but I doubt it, and she certainly wouldn't go far. She realizes someone should be coming for her. Time is running out for her," he said, with his voice cracking. "If no one gets to her soon, she will not … she cannot wait any longer."
"I understand. Believe me."
"Do you know when you will leave?"
"We've got to make some special arrangements before we do, but I would guesstimate we'll be on our way no later than tomorrow. Remember, you'll have protection while you're here, so don't worry about safety.
"One more question. Is there anything you can tell us that'll convince Miss Pankova we know you, that she can trust us?"
Dotsenko mulled over the request. "We have code names. She is 'Silent Willow,' and I'm 'Gray Fox.'"
"That will definitely be the proof we need, sir. Thanks."
Grant rolled his chair back, then went to the phone and called Nichols' office. "Sir, we're finished here, if you want to have someone assist Mr. Dotsenko. Oh, and would it be possible to use the scrambler in the crypto room?"
"Sure. I'll be right there," Nichols responded.
Grant went to the door. "Listen, guys, Joe and I are gonna call Scott. Why don't you take a break after a guard shows up. See if you can get anything to eat. There might be some vending machines. Pick something up for Joe."
* * *
The elevator doors hadn't fully parted when Grant and Adler stepped in. Using a special key, Grant activated the mechanism, sending the elevator down two levels. The crypto room was soundproof, and had stark white, ten inch thick walls. Sophisticated equipment consisted of scrambler communication gear, internal walkie-talkies, a short-wave radio system, radio directional finders and receivers. A small safe contained code books for secure communication.
One of the crypto men on duty received prior authorization to give Grant and Adler access to the scrambler room. He pressed a button that unlocked the door, allowing the two to enter a room they used in the past. The scrambler room. The size of a walk-in closet. A secure room inside the crypto room.
Grant pushed back his sweater sleeve, checking the time, then he dialed the number. "C'mon, Scott. Pick up!"
"Keep your shorts on," Adler laughed, sliding a metal chair closer. He straddled it backwards.
"Mullins."
"Scott, it's Grant."
"I've got my pad and pen ready!"
"Don't think you'll need them, buddy. Only need two pieces of equipment: chopper and inflatable boat."
"Jesus, Grant!" Mullins blurted out, as he dropped the pen on the desk, then flopped back against his chair.
"We just found out the location of Pankova and that's the only way we can pull this off. We're gonna be pushin' the outside of the envelope on this one, Scott."
"I have a feeling you want the two items asap?"
"If not sooner. I don't need to tell you, this op was classified as top secret. So, the chopper crew … "
"I'll handle it. Now, tell me how long you're gonna be … Wait! Where are you?"
"The U.S. Embassy. Listen, we've been at Schonefeld long enough. We need to exit soon, so if you can get the items, direct them to Tegel. There should be fewer questions with a chopper landing at the military terminal. Guess it'll be easier if you get us prior authorization for the Gulfstream to land." The brief silence told Grant that Mullins was worried, for more than one reason.
"Tegel, huh? You'll barely get off the ground when it'll be time to land again."
"I know, but we've got too damn much gear to haul in cars, and it wouldn't be the best decision to leave the plane here."
"Should I call you at the embassy?"
"No. I'll call you from Schonefeld terminal, let's say at 1000 my time. You can do it, Scott. I've got faith in you."
"Talk at ya later, buddy." End of call.
Embassy of the Soviet Union
East Berlin
One quarter mile east of the Brandenburg Gate, at Unter den Linden 63–65 (Under the Lime-Trees), stood the Embassy of the Soviet Union. The façade was ashlar stone, a finely cut/worked masonry, used as an alternative to brick or other materials.
First Chief Directorate Vladimir Borskaya waited by his office window, anticipating a phone call, confirming the exchange was a success. His specific orders were to call Moscow before the plane even departed Schonefeld.
He diverted his dark eyes to a wall clock above the credenza. Three hours difference between Berlin and Moscow,he thought. Pounding a fist into his palm, he angrily turned from the window, and went to his desk. As he reached for the phone, he paused, and read the words on a small wooden plaque standing near the phone: Loyalty to the Party — Loyalty to the Motherland. "Always," he quietly said.
He drew his hand away from the phone, hearing a sudden, heavy rapping on the office door. "Yes?!"
Sergeant Yozhin rushed in. "Comrade Borskaya! Our intel people have intercepted a message being broadcast by the East German police!"
"Well?! Out with it!"
"They were reporting a shooting, and the destruction of a motor vehicle, sir!"
At first Borskaya wasn't concerned. Incidents like this happened often, when East Germans tried to escape to the West. "What else?"
"No specifics were given, except two men were killed, two injured."
"What was this vehicle?"
Yozhin reread the message. "A van, sir."
Borskaya felt some relief. His men were driving a Mercedes. But another sudden thought crossed his mind. He rested his fists on his desk, leaning toward the young sergeant. "Who were those men?!"
"No names or nationalities were mentioned, sir. Only the Friedrichshain Municipal Hospital in East Berlin was identified."
"Have you not heard anything from General Komarov?"
"No, sir."
Borskaya slowly straightened up, as he began to think about the exchange, and the Americans who exchanged Dotsenko for Reznikov. Could it have been their van? "Where did this happen?"
"We looked at a map of that area, sir. It appeared they were heading east. It was near Kleinmachow."
The name sounded familiar to Borskaya. He turned and went to a wall map, showing all sectors of Berlin. Leaning closer to where the exchange took place, he slid his finger along a road heading east. "Checkpoint Bravo," he said, stabbing a finger against the spot. Only four men, driving a van, transported to hospital. They were possibly the Americans — which meant Reznikov got away. But did that incident have anything to do with Komarov not reporting in?
Pointing directly at Yozhin, he ordered, "Contact East German police headquarters — immediately! Get as much information from them. By my orders you are to send our agents to that hospital, to Schonefeld Airport, to Glienicke, anywhere along the route Comrade Komarov might have driven! Do you understand?!"
"Yes, sir!" Yozhin didn't wait to be excused. He saluted, then quickly left.
Borskaya blew out a long breath, as he silently reviewed the little information he had. Placing his hand on the phone, he hesitated, then decided to wait before he called KGB Director Antolov in Moscow. Glancing again at the clock, he turned and went back to the window. Daylight was nearly four hours away. He'd have to give the intel staff and his agents time to investigate. They should have something for me soon, he thought.



Chapter 5

Oval Office
White House
2130 Hours — Local Time
Unlike the usual hustle and bustle of the White House on any given day, tonight's silence seemed almost palpable. President Andrew Carr stood behind his desk, wearing dark gray sweats, staring down at the scrambler phone, waiting for it to ring, expecting to talk with Premier Nikolai Gorshevsky.
Sitting on couches across from one another were Vice President Evan Forbes and National Security Advisor Stan Hillman. Everyone awaited the arrival of CIA Director Bancroft, NSA General Prescott, and SecDef Daniels.
The CIA still hadn't come up with any reasonable explanation as to how Reznikov escaped, leaving more questions than answers.
Because the van and its passengers never reached Tempelhof on schedule, and because the agents never reported in, CIA in Berlin started searching. What they found was worse than they imagined. The charred, shattered remains of a van, bullet casings, blood splatters, pools of blood.
Questioning the East German police was all but useless, except learning only four men were found at the scene and the name of the hospital where those men were transported. Special Agents Carl Traimore and Blake Torres were in intensive care, both with burns and gunshot wounds. The bodies of Special Agents Steve Leamon and Marty Fitzgerald were in the morgue. The whereabouts of Ivan Reznikov remained unknown.
Forbes leaned back, watching the President, and finally asked, "Do you think Gorshevsky will be cooperative?"
Carr pushed up the sleeves of his sweatshirt. "Hard to say, Evan, but I have my doubts he'll want to offer assistance. He could probably care less whether or not we have Reznikov. All he wanted was Dotsenko."
Hillman stood, stretching his back. "Think I'll go down to the Watch Room, see if anything's come in yet about Dotsenko." He glanced at his watch. "They should've reached the embassy by now." He left.
Forbes leaned back, linking his fingers behind his head. "What about Stevens and his men? Are you thinking about pulling them out, and ending the mission?"
"It's imperative they bring out Dotsenko and Pankova, especially now. But I'd like everyone's feedback before deciding." Carr tapped a fist on top of the phone, willing it to ring.
Forbes reached for a black, insulated carafe and refilled his coffee cup. "Any decision on Reznikov? I mean, if you keep the Team over there, will you have them search for him, too?"
Carr slowly shook his head. "Don't know. They've got a helluva lot on their 'plate' already. Think I'd better wait until Grant calls, or until CIA and NSA give us updates."
Hillman came rushing back into the office. "They were just bringing this message to you, Mr. President. Dotsenko is safe at the embassy!"
Carr read the message, saying softly, "Thank God." He focused again on Hillman. "Stan, any word if Captain Stevens was still there or whether he left for Schonefeld?"
"Nothing was reported."
"Do me a favor. Contact the embassy. Have the station chief call me on the scrambler." Hillman nodded then immediately left.
"What are you thinking?" Forbes asked.
"Maybe he knows something about that 'hit' since it was about the same timeframe the Team was to have snatched Dotsenko. If Grant is still there, maybe he can add … "
A knock at the Oval Office door, and Carr responded, "Yes?!"
"Mr. President," Director Bancroft said entering, with General Prescott, and SecDef Daniels right on his heels.
Carr walked toward Bancroft, offering a hand. "Hank, sorry about the loss of your agents."
"Thank you, sir."
"Have you heard anything further on the men in the hospital?"
"Still critical."
Carr put a hand on Bancroft's back. "Come on; have a seat."
Handshakes went around, then Carr sat on the edge of his desk and got the meeting started. "Anything on Reznikov?"
"Still nothing," Bancroft answered. "Whoever helped him escape has been quiet. But we've been monitoring East Berlin. They're more frantic about Dotsenko, and not knowing what happened to him. Our last intercept indicated the Russians who were in charge of the exchange have all but vanished. The embassy has sent agents on the 'hunt.'"
Carr stood, as a slight smile crossed his face. "Two to one the Alpha Tango 'boys' had a hand in that."
NS Advisor Hillman returned, acknowledging the three men with a nod. As he walked toward the President, he pointed at the scrambler. "A call should be coming in any … "
Carr pressed the yellow blinking button, then picked up the receiver. "This is Andrew Carr."
"Mr. President, Sam Nichols, Station Chief in Berlin."
"Sam, let me first send my condolences for the loss of your men."
"Thank you, Mr. President. They were good people."
"I'm sure they were. And your men in the hospital?"
"Still critical. As soon as there's any sign of improvement, and they can be moved, we'll have them flown to Landstuhl." The U.S. Army’s Landstuhl Regional Medical Hospital was located southwest of Berlin, approximately one hour flight time.
"Director Bancroft will keep me informed of their condition, Sam."
A brief silence ensued before Carr said, "I understand you have Alexei Dotsenko."
"Yes, sir. Be assured we'll have one of our guards stay with him at all times."
"I'm sure you'll take good care of him until it's time to bring him to the States. In the meantime, Sam, can you tell me if Captain Stevens is still on site?"
"He is, sir. I believe he was in the crypto room using the scrambler."
"Is he calling here?"
"Don't know. If you want to chat with him, I can have someone get him."
"I'd appreciate if you could, Sam. And, Sam, maybe you could give us some privacy when he arrives."
Five minutes later, Carr heard, "Grant here, Mr. President."
"Grant, were you just trying to call here?"
"No, sir. I called Scott at State, since that's the s.o.p. for the Team."
"Well, you've got me now. Hold on a minute while I put you on speaker. Vice President Forbes, SecDef Daniels, Director Bancroft, General Prescott, and my National Security Adviser are here. Okay. Fill us in. Were there any problems snatching Dotsenko?"
"It was pretty much a straightforward op. One of the Russians was, uh, injured, but the other three men were unharmed. They're probably not too comfortable, but it was necessary to keep them out of commission for as long as possible."
Carr nodded in understanding, then commented, "Guess that explains why I haven't heard from Gorshevsky. Grant, I assume you've been told about Reznikov?"
"Yes, sir, but I don't have anything to add. We were just about ready to haul … I mean, depart the area when we heard gunfire, then an explosion, but we had no idea what happened." Grant hesitated before asking, "Mr. President, do you want us to continue with our mission, or has Reznikov taken over the 'top spot'?"
Carr glanced around the room, looking at the expressions on the other men. "How much longer will you be at the embassy, Grant?"
"We were getting ready to head back to the Gulfstream and start putting the op together. I'm hoping we can head out well before 2300 my time. But we'll stay here as long as you want us to, sir."
"Do you want to tell me the location of the operative?"
"Uh, I'd prefer not to at this time, sir." Grant was well aware that Team Alpha Tango went on missions considered as "plausible deniability" for the President.
"I … understand, Grant. Hold on a minute." Carr put the phone on hold, then leaned back against his desk. "Gentlemen, I'm thinking we need to let the Team find the operative, and let the CIA handle Reznikov. I don't think we'll get any help from the Russians. Opinions? Thoughts?"
Bancroft spoke. "I think that's the best plan. We need to get her out."
Carr looked at the other men, who nodded their approval. "Grant, we want you to find and bring out the operative. Director Bancroft will have his agents in Berlin pursue Reznikov."
"Very well, sir. I'll contact Scott before we depart from here so he can bring you up to speed."
"Up to you, Grant, but don't let anything interfere with your completing that mission."
"Yes, sir."
"Godspeed, Captain."
"Thank you, Mr. President."



Chapter 6

Konigstrasse
East Germany
0420 Hours
Civil twilight, when the sun was six degrees below the horizon, but objects were clearly distinguishable. A tight grouping of Venus, Mars, and Jupiter could be seen without binoculars. The temperature hovered at 40 degrees.
A Volga GAZ, four-door sedan continued traveling with headlights on as it drove slowly along Konigstrasse, the main road leading to and from the Glienicke Bridge.
With a window rolled down, the passenger held a spotlight, aiming the intense beam into the trees on the north side, as the vehicle headed west. The intent was to drive to the bridge, then return, focusing the light on the south side.
Holding the light steady, he allowed the beam to illuminate anything in its path. "Still nothing," he reported.
The driver held the speed at 20 mph. "Just keep your eyes open. If anything is in there, it may not be easy to see. It will probably be far off the road."
Lights in the distance grew brighter. Glienicke Bridge. Pulling slightly onto the shoulder, the driver made a U-turn. Again, the spotlight tried to penetrate the darkness beyond the trees. They passed the entrance for the Glienicke Palace, a bus stop, and two homes separated by more thick forest. He turned right, heading toward the next turn.
The passenger strained his eyes, trying to see into the darkness beyond the reach of the spotlight. "Wait! Go back! Something caught the light!"
Looking over his shoulder, the driver backed up the Volga, staying close to the shoulder. "Do you see anything?!"
"Keep going — slowly!" The vehicle was barely moving. "Stop! There!"
Leaving the spotlight in the car, they grabbed flashlights, then ran from the vehicle, running into the forest, with the flashlight beams leading the way. The beams reflected off a bumper and rear window.
Slowing their pace, they pulled their weapons from holsters, then continued moving forward. Shining the lights inside the Mercedes they saw Baskov stretched across the rear seat. Flinging the door open, they immediately checked for a pulse, finding Baskov alive, but unconscious, laying in his own blood.
They had to find the other men, and started walking quickly, constantly swiveling their heads, shining the lights from side to side.
They'd only walked about 30 yards, when the lights landed on three Russian officers tied to a tree. Shoving their weapons into the holsters, they rushed toward the men.
The lead KGB agent got down on a knee in front of the senior officer, and removed the hood. "Comrade General Komarov, sir, it is all right. We are here by order of First Chief Directorate Borskaya. I am Agent Kalinin and this is Agent Zykov."
Carefully, the duct tape was removed from their mouths, and finally, their arms untied. Kalinin assisted Komarov in standing. "Are you all right, Comrade General?"
Komarov steadied himself against the tree. "Yes. Yes." He looked around. "Did you find Sergeant Baskov?"
"We did, sir. He is alive, but we should get him to hospital quickly. And we must take you to Berlin. Comrade Borskaya is waiting for your report."
They started walking toward the Volga, when Komarov pointed to the Mercedes. "And what about Sergeant Baskov?!"
"Do you have a key for the Mercedes, Comrade?" Komarov shook his head. "Then, once you are settled in our vehicle, sir, we will transfer him to the rear seat. I am afraid two of your men must remain behind, though. We will send someone for them. That is the best we can do."
Once Komarov was in the Volga, Kalinin and Zykov carried Baskov to the car.
* * *
As he was driving, Kalinin glanced at Komarov. Even though Komarov was a senior KGB officer, Kalinin had to ask questions, and begin the investigation. "General, can you tell me anything about the men who did this?"
Komarov rested an elbow on the door frame, with his fist lightly beating against his mouth. As a trained KGB officer he pictured the whole incident as if it were happening right then. "There were two vehicles. I believe they were Audis."
"The men, General. Did you recognize any of them?" Kalinin pressed the accelerator.
"No. They all wore masks, one-hole masks. But they carried Makarovs and AK47s."
"What language did they speak?"
"Russian." Komarov pounded his fist on the door frame. "This was a top secret exchange! How did they know?!"
"I cannot answer that, except there had to have been a leak. This investigation will take time, sir."
"Yes. Yes it will." Komarov stared ahead. Questions continued to enter his mind. "And how did they know the route we would be taking?! And that we would be going to Schonefeld?!"
"As I said, General, there had to have been a leak, but if it were me, I would have determined Moscow wanted Comrade Dotsenko returned as quickly as possible. Schonefeld was the nearest airport."
"Perhaps," Komarov nodded, before bringing up another disturbing question. "But what was their reason for taking him? Ransom?" Kalinin didn't respond. Komarov continued reviewing the incident. He mumbled softly, "Seven men pulled off a perfect operation. Who were they?"
Kalinin resisted the urge to hit the brakes, as a strange chill ran up his spine. "How many men?!"
"Seven. Why?"
"I … I must collect all details in order to proceed with the investigation, General."
Komarov suddenly remembered the distant gunfire and explosion when he and his men were attacked. "Do you know anything about an explosion that happened earlier this evening?"
"Not much. The East German police were handling it. But we were going to investigate the area. It was confirmed two men were in hospital and two others were killed."
"Well, maybe I can point you in the right direction, Comrade Kalinin. That timeframe was close to when the CIA agents were transporting Reznikov."
Kalinin rolled the suggestion around in his brain. "Very possible."
Lights of Berlin were on the horizon, slowly fading as daylight approached. Kalinin turned on the motorway, then stomped on the gas, speeding toward East Berlin.
* * *
After transferring Baskov to the emergency room at Friedrichshain Municipal Hospital, Kalinin drove Komarov to the embassy. He pulled the Volga next to the curb in front of the main entrance, and kept the engine running.
Komarov got out, then leaned toward the car. "I was expecting you to accompany me."
"Sorry, sir, but Comrade Borskaya expects us to start the investigation. We must inspect the scene of that incident as soon as possible. Then we must report our findings to him." Without saying anything further, the officer showed his ID to a guard, then walked through the gated archway.
Zykov finally got in the front seat, and brushed a hand over his short, black hair, before asking with concern, "You think he will report our leaving him?"
Kalinin didn't waste any more time, and drove away. "Do not concern yourself with that, Oleg. We have more important work to do."
"If you say so."
Driving through East Berlin, Kalinin couldn't help but think about the Russian embassy's private jet, still waiting to transport Komarov and Dotsenko to Moscow. Just the thought took Kalinin back through memories of his years in the U.S. He had a mission to bring stolen U.S. weapons to Russia, weapons that never reached their destination, because seven men pulled off a successful mission. Now, troubling but curious questions raced through his mind. Was it you, my friend, you and your men? Are you here, Grant Stevens?



Chapter 7

Schonefeld Airport
Aboard the Gulfstream
0800 Hours — Local Time
Cabin shades were lowered, filtering the morning sunlight, as most of Team Alpha Tango slept. A sound of screaming jet engines couldn't wake them, as they stretched out on bench seats, slumped over tables, slouched in seats. While it may have been for only a few hours, that sleep might be all they'd get for a while.
Grant and Adler were already pulling out coffee mugs from cabinets, while eating peanut butter sandwiches.
"So, what's the plan of attack for today?" Adler asked, licking peanut butter from his fingers.
Grant brushed strands of brown hair from his forehead, then sniffed the hot coffee, trying to get his eyes to focus on his submariner. "I told Scott I'd call him at 1000. In the meantime, we'll start getting our gear ready, and go over our plan."
"A plan, he says," Adler snorted. "She sure as hell better still be there."
"What's for breakfast?" Slade interrupted, as he rubbed his hands briskly over his bald head, feeling the beginnings of new fuzz.
"We have peanut butter, and peanut butter. Take your pick," Grant grinned, handing him a mug of coffee. Then, responding to Adler, Grant answered, "Guess we can't be sure, Joe. We've just gotta go with what we know. There's always a possibility for another intercept, but I have my doubts we'd be lucky enough."
"Think the Russians have her guarded?" Slade asked, sitting on a bench seat.
"With the unrest going on, you can bet your ass they do, Ken." He looked toward the front of the cabin. "Maybe it's time for reveille."
"I'll go," Slade volunteered.
"That's okay, Ken. I've gotta talk with Matt and Rob." He poured coffee into two mugs, then started walking down the aisle toward the cockpit. "Reveille, guys! Up and at 'em. Coffee's ready." He flicked a finger against Novak's head. "Hey!!" Moans, groans, and grunts precipitated body movement.
Grant moved on to the cockpit. "You guys awake?"
Garrett stretched his arms overhead. "Best night's sleep I've had in a while."
"Bullshit," Draper laughed, rubbing his bloodshot eyes.
"Have some java." Grant handed each a mug. "There're some peanut butter sandwiches aft. When Joe and I call Scott, we'll make a food run in the terminal."
Garrett blew a short breath into the coffee. "What'll you be talking to him about?"
"We've gotta have that chopper and boat in order to make this op work, Matt. He should confirm either way when I make the call."
"So we don't know if we're staying here or … "
"I think we need to haul ass from Schonefeld asap. I don't want to leave you guys or the plane here much longer. Too many questions might be asked. So if you hang tight, I should know soon enough."
Friedrichshain (Vivantes) Municipal Hospital
Intensive Care Unit
East Berlin
0815 Hours
A three-story, red brick building, Friedrichshain (Vivantes) Municipal Hospital, was the first municipal hospital in Berlin. Located at Landsberger Allee, on the east side of Friedrichshain Park, it was approximately one mile from busy Alexanderplatz.
An East German ambulance driver stood by a window near the emergency entrance, noticing two men approaching the vehicle. One man opened the rear doors, and climbed inside, while the other first inspected the driver's side, then walked around to the passenger side.
The driver rushed outside, throwing a cigarette to the ground. Without even thinking, he angrily shouted, "Get away from that vehicle!"
Kalinin was standing next to the passenger door. As he swung around his jacket opened, revealing a holstered Makarov and his KGB badge hooked to his belt.. The driver abruptly came to a stop within a few feet of the ambulance.
Kalinin readjusted his jacket. "Are you the driver?!" The worried man nodded. "Who did you bring in recently?"
"Two men."
Kalinin stepped closer. "Do not make me ask you one question at a time."
"There … there was an accident, but they were not injured because of the accident. They had gunshot wounds."
"Do you know if they are alive?"
"They are in intensive care, barely alive. The other two are in the morgue."
Kalinin motioned with a hand, "Go." The driver rushed into the hospital, then backed farther away, trying to stay out of sight.
Agent Zykov climbed out of the ambulance, secured the doors, then walked toward Kalinin, who asked, "Did you find anything that could help us?"
"Nothing."
They walked into the emergency entrance, scanned a plaque listing departments and floor numbers, then took the elevator to the second floor.
Footsteps and voices echoed in the long, narrow corridor. Everything was sterile white, except for stainless hand rails fastened to both sides. Gurneys with crisp white sheets were outside three rooms. Doctors filled out charts. Nurses carried trays with medicine, syringes.
At the end of the corridor, stainless steel double doors led into the Intensive Care unit. Kalinin and Zykov spotted two men standing just to the side of the doors, talking quietly to one another.
"CIA," Kalinin whispered. He unbuttoned his jacket, ensuring badge and weapon were in plain sight. "Come on."
As the two Russians slowly approached, the CIA agents watched them closely, and took up positions directly in front of the double doors.
"KGB," Special Agent Abbott quietly said.
"Just like we expected," Special Agent Zwick replied.
Abbott held up a hand, with his palm facing the two approaching men. Kalinin and Zykov stopped within five feet of the two. For a brief moment, the men eyed each other.
Finally, Abbott broke the silence. Staring at Kalinin, he asked with pauses between each word, "Do. you. speak. English?"
Kalinin arched an eyebrow. "If you cannot understand me, let me know, then I will speak slower."
Abbott smiled. "Thenyou'll understand when I tell you that you can't go in there," he indicated with a thumb over his shoulder.
Kalinin stepped closer. "And you will understand me when I remind you that you are in East Berlin, in the Soviet Sector."
"Look, those are Americans in there," Abbott added, attempting to calm the situation. "We'd prefer no one saw them right now. Okay?"
Kalinin held up both hands, and stepped back. "Not a problem. But can you give me any information on what happened? Why they were taken here?"
"This was the closest hospital, I guess. As far as information, no. We don't know much more than you probably — except, of course, who they are. But I'm sure the East German police would be more than happy to fill you in."
Kalinin had already decided to go to the morgue, where the M.E. would be more forthcoming with answers. "You are probably right." He started to walk away, when he turned around. "Hope your men make a full recovery." Then he and Zykov left.
As they stood by the elevator, Zykov, who hardly spoke any English, asked, "What was said back there?" Kalinin filled him in, but Zykov was surprised by the answer. He asked, "Why did you not press the issue? We had every right to … "
"What was the point, Oleg? Just by those agents being here meant the injured were most likely CIA as well. Let the Americans think they have all the information."
The elevator doors hissed as they parted. Once inside, Kalinin pressed the button for the basement. He folded his arms tightly across his chest as he thought of another important matter: Ivan Reznikov. Where the hell was he? Who helped him escape?
The elevator stopped with a jolt, then the doors parted. The two men walked off, looking both ways down a dimly lit corridor. "There," Zykov said, pointing to double doors to the left.
Walking along natural concrete floors, their footsteps echoed in the expansive space, as they passed under three archways. The archways, ceiling, and support columns were covered entirely in eight inch white tiles. The interior looked more like a Russian subway than a morgue.
Stopping momentarily in front of the doors, they looked overhead at an oval light. If an autopsy was in progress, the light would glow red. It wasn't the case. The two men pushed open both swinging doors.
Just as the corridor was covered in white tiles, so was the autopsy room, sinks, and tables. Three portable, stainless steel storage cabinets with glass doors were positioned against a wall, opposite each autopsy table.
Kalinin stepped closer to a table. A white sheet covered a body. He started to lift a corner, when he heard a door open toward the back of the room.
"What are you doing here?!" M.E. Hans Bauer came from his office, walking slowly toward the two strangers.
Kalinin responded, "We are investigating the accident that happened near Glienicke Bridge. We understand two bodies were brought in, but I only see this one."
Bauer came closer, as he slipped a pen in his white lab coat pocket. "You will not find those two bodies here. The Americans took them before I even performed an autopsy."
The 6'2" Kalinin leaned toward the shorter Bauer. "Who the hell gave you permission to release them?!" Zykov went around the table, and stood next to the M.E.
"Wait! Wait! I have an authorization for the release." He rushed back to his office, then came back, waving a piece of paper.
Kalinin snatched it from his hand, with his eyes immediately going to the bottom of the page, looking at the signature. "Shit!" He flung the paper at Bauer, then he spun around, heading back to the elevator.
Zykov caught up to him. "What happened?! Who authorized …?!"
Kalinin punched the elevator button with a knuckle. "The East German Health Minister!"
Stepping into the elevator, Zykov questioned, "What? You think he was paid to release the bodies?!"
"Right now, I could give a shit! We have work to do."
Before leaving the hospital, Kalinin made an inquiry into Sergeant Baskov's condition. He was told the patient was stable.
As they walked to the Volga, Kalinin tossed the keys to Zykov. "You drive. I have to put my thoughts in order. We are running around in a damn circle."
He had tried to inspect the van, but again, the Americans beat him to it, and had it hauled away. He didn't have much confidence in finding anything from the shootout, but they still had to thoroughly search the area, knowing Borskaya wouldn't expect anything less.
Twenty minutes later, Zykov pulled the car onto the shoulder. "Not here," Kalinin said. "Park on the opposite side of the road."
As they got out, they focused their eyes on black skid marks that crossed the center line at an angle, as if the vehicle started to skid sideways. Indications of a fire extended from the right side, then across the middle line.
"Where do we begin?" Zykov asked, standing with his hands on his hips.
"The CIA probably went over this area inch by inch, but it is always possible they missed something. You look along the road, I will start by those trees," he pointed, "and work my way back here. Whoever helped Reznikov, had to have had a vehicle."



Chapter 8

Schonefeld Terminal
0945 Hours
Within two minutes of one another, Grant and Adler walked into the ground level of Terminal A. Wearing jeans, T-shirts and windbreakers, they blended in with the hundreds of other visitors and passengers.
Taking the escalator to the first floor, Grant spotted a bank of phones straight ahead. He passed them and continued toward large windows running the length of the terminal. Perusing the airfield briefly, he slowly turned around, and observed a continuous flow of passengers, hustling down corridors, running toward escalators.
Adler waited a moment at the top of the escalator, then went to the right. Staying within thirty feet of Grant, covering his six, he leaned against a pillar. Keeping his eyes in Grant's direction, he sniffed the air. I smell food!
Grant glanced at his watch, showing 0958. He went back to a phone and started dialing three series of numbers. Once completed, he turned toward the window, seeing Adler out of the corner of his eye. Grant waited. Even though he'd dialed a secure line, they'd still use caution during their conversation.
Mullins answered. "Merry Christmas!"
"You got the 'presents'! You're a good man 'Charlie Brown.'" Grant rested a shoulder against the wall, exhaling a long breath.
"Can't take all the credit. One of your friends sorta had a hand in it."
"Send him our thanks."
"Will do. Now, the main present will arrive at 1800 your time. Oh, and you're cleared for landing."
"Roger. Listen, I'll contact you from our next stop." Grant looked around the terminal. "As soon as we get clearance, our asses are outta here."
"Talk to ya soon."
"Thanks again." He hung up and gave an imperceptible nod to Adler, then he walked into the cafe, bought food for the Team, then left. Adler did the same.
* * *
Carrying three bags of food each, Grant and Adler rushed into the plane. Grant announced, "Chow down, guys. I'd like to get rolling in an hour. Matt, we've got authorization to land at Tegel."
"Jesus, boss," James exclaimed, taking two of the bags, "that's a helluva short flight. Why don't we just taxi the whole way?!"
"I know, DJ, but Scott managed to get us a chopper and boat and that's the delivery point. And I'm counting on there being fewer 'eyes' on us. Besides, we can't leave Matt and Rob here. We've already spent too damn much time on the ground."
Ten minutes later, Draper gulped down the last mouthful of bratwurst on a roll, and took a swig of Coke. It was time to start pre-flight check with Garrett. He set the radio frequency for the tower.
Grant walked through the cabin. "Might be a good idea to stow your gear before you settle in." He joined Adler aft, who was storing coffee cups in the overhead bin.
Grant glanced toward the cockpit, when Draper announced, "We're ready to roll!" Seat belts clicked in place. Grant sat on a bench seat, with Adler opposite him.
Garrett and Draper finalized the checklist: compass, fuel, oil levels, altimeter. With final information from the tower, Draper set the four-digit transponder code.
A transponder was an electronic device that produced a response when it received a radio-frequency interrogation. The device assisted in identifying an aircraft on radar and on other aircraft's collision avoidance systems. The code was frequently called a "squawk" code which came from its origin in World War II, the "Identification Friend or Foe" (IFF) system, code-named "Parrot."
Cleared to taxi, the Gulfstream rolled across the infield, with sounds of flap motors, hydraulics, electric valves adjusting. The plane was second in line for takeoff. Finally, Garrett and Draper received clearance to taxi to Runway 07.
Draper contacted the Tower. "Schonefeld Tower, Mike 581, at Runway 07, ready for takeoff. Over."
"Standby Mike 581." Pause. "Affirm Mike 581 cleared for takeoff Runway 07. Winds eight knots, northeast. Over."
"Roger, tower. Cleared takeoff Runway 07. Mike 581. Out."
Gauges and dials were rechecked. The engines wound up, and Garrett advanced the throttles close to fifty percent. He released the brakes, sending the Gulfstream barreling down the runway.
Adler leaned back, watching Grant. The setting of the jaw, grinding of teeth, meant one thing: a problem with the op.
"Out with it," Adler finally said.
Talking above engine noise, Grant answered, "This one's gonna be a bitch, Joe."
"So, what's new?!"
Resting his arms on his legs, rubbing his hands together, Grant added, "The nighttime sat image didn't show many lights inside the town, but there were some scattered well outside the perimeter, probably because of unrest breaking out in the whole country."
"Might be a good idea to 'hit' the beach earlier than we planned. That should give us more time for a thorough recon."
"That's what I'm thinking."
Adler ran a hand along his jaw, feeling stubble. "Maybe we should leave two of the guys at the beach to set up a diversion when we're ready to haul ass."
"I don't know about that, Joe. We don't have a damn clue when it comes to how many UFs we'll have to confront. We'll need the whole Team. Think this has turned into a 'fly by the seat of our pants' op."
"We've flown those often enough. Hey! I know you've been in that water before. What's the temperature like this time of year?"
"Around 70 degrees, maybe a little cooler."
"If we end up getting wet, we should be okay for a while then."
"Yeah, but we'll have to get the 'asset' in the boat quick. That's why we need to land on the beach."
"Are we running out of options?"
"Pretty much."
Grant glanced at his submariner. "We'll have enough time before the chopper lands to put our heads together again."
"Approaching Tegel!" Draper shouted from the cockpit. Engine noise changed, wheels were lowered, as the Gulfstream banked starboard, beginning its final approach along the middle corridor
"If only all our flights could be this short!" Adler commented, stretching to look out the window.
Embassy of the Soviet Union
Vladimir Borskaya stood behind his desk, waiting for his agents to report. A knock at his door. "Come!"
Kalinin and Zykov entered, with Zykov immediately closing the door.
"Comrades," Borskaya said, pointing a callused index finger back and forth between the two men. "I hope you have good information for me."
The agents remained standing. Kalinin began, "I wish we did, sir. We have run into dead ends at every turn." Borskaya mumbled something unintelligible. Kalinin continued, "I only have a few facts to give you. The four men from the van were definitely CIA. The two still in intensive care were unaccessible to us, blocked by two other agents. The bodies of the two men killed in that incident had been released from the morgue by the East Berlin Ministry of Health." That should get a rise out of you! Kalinin thought.
He was right. Borskaya's voice intensified. "He released them to the Americans?!"
"Yes, sir. Confirmed by the medical examiner." Before Borskaya could respond, Kalinin said, "But to tell the truth, sir, while that should not have happened, I doubt there would have been anything we could have learned from inspecting those bodies."
"And what about Reznikov? Anything?"
"Comrade Zykov and I investigated the incident scene. All removable evidence had been confiscated by either the East German police or the CIA. All we found were tire tracks well off the roadway, which meant Reznikov got away in another vehicle."
"Any idea where he is or who else could have been involved?"
"Still nothing. He, or they, will most likely remain out of sight for at least a short while. Once we are through here, Comrade Zykov and I will continue looking for him. Have you spoken with Comrade Komarov or his men?"
"Yes. He described how they were intercepted on the way to Schonefeld."
"We took his driver, Sergeant Baskov to hospital, but I am sure he informed you of that."
"And what of Comrade Dotsenko? I assume you still have not found him."
"I am afraid not. The little information the general could provide indicated several men were involved. I might also add, according to the general, Comrade Dotsenko was treated very poorly, dragged from the Mercedes, and shoved into the perpetrators' vehicle." Kalinin decided to tread carefully on the subject of the team, not thoroughly convinced who they were. But something deep within him said Grant Stevens and his men were in Berlin.
"Comrade!" Borskaya said, not getting a response from Kalinin.
"Sorry, sir. What did you say?"
"Do you have any idea where Comrade Dotsenko might be?!"
"Uh, no, sir. And we still do not know the reason he was taken. Once we know that … "
"You find out! Do you hear me?!" Borskaya roared.
"Yes, sir. I promise you we will."
"Go … and tell the sergeant to find Comrade Komarov. I have more questions for him."
"Yes, Comrade Borskaya," Kalinin answered. He and Zykov left the office.
As they walked out of the embassy, Kalinin took off his jacket, hooked a finger under the collar, then slung it over his shoulder. It was obvious he was pissed.
Zykov glanced at him as they stood by the car. "Where do we go from here?"
"We look for Dotsenko."
"What about Reznikov?"
"Dotsenko. Come on."
"Where to?" Zykov opened the driver side door.
"To Schonefeld. We have got to start somewhere." As they drove away, Kalinin questioned himself. Why the hell was he going to Schonefeld? If it was Grant who snatched Dotsenko, would he try to get him out of the country? Or possibly stash him someplace, maybe the U.S. Embassy? But why would the U.S. turn Dotsenko over in an exchange, and then kidnap him? Feeling more frustration, Kalinin ran his hands down both sides of his brown hair.
Zykov threw out a question. "Nicolai, both those incidents happened about the same time, right?"
"From what we know, yes. Why?"
"What if Reznikov's men carried out both? They freed Reznikov, then took Dotsenko captive."
Kalinin was taken aback by the question. "Think about that, Oleg. The incidents occurred within a short time of one another, and from a distance. Comrade Komarov said seven men attacked him. Unless our intel people are completely screwed up, Reznikov only has two associates. See my point?"
"Yes."
Kalinin rubbed a hand across his forehead. "What worries me is there has not been any ransom request yet, nor a body."
"And what reason would there be for them to kill him?"
"Only one I can think of, Oleg — revenge. And the only way to prove any of it is to find Dotsenko as ordered."
Kalinin shook his head, trying to clear the jumbled shit screwing around with his brain. "First things first," he mumbled. "We must go."



Chapter 9

Military Terminal
Tegel Airport
1600 Hours
Four engines of a C-130 Hercules fired up. The pilot engaged generators, set flaps down 40 %. Receiving direction from an airport marshaller, the Herc rumbled past another Herc and a Gulfstream, as it taxied toward Runway 08.
Team A.T. remained in the Gulfstream ensuring gear and weapons were ready, hashing out final plans for the op, waiting for the arrival of a Sea Knight.
This mission would become one of its most difficult, most dangerous: penetrating a secret Soviet base. A.T. didn't have diagrams, maps, positions of men or artillery. All that sat images revealed were vehicles scattered around the interior of the property. But there still wasn't proof either way if civilians lived within.
All A.T. had was an address, but whether that address led them to the "asset" was yet to be seen.
MILOPS
"Listen, Scott, the Team's been discussing what happens if this op turns to shit."
"Don't like the sound of that."
"Gotta be realistic, but not pessimistic. Take a look at your map."
"Hold on a sec." Mullins walked close to a large map hanging on a wall. "Okay. Now what?"
"Do you see a small island in between Sweden and Poland? It's about 30 miles off Sweden's coast."
Mullins leaned closer, putting his index finger on the spot. "Yeah. I see it."
"What'll it take to get the chopper permission to land there?"
Mullins let out a long whistle. "That's a bitch of a request, Grant!"
"I know, but Sweden's been on good turns with the U.S., and like I said, it's a 'just in case.' I realize this request will most likely end up at the 'big house,' but there's a helluva lot at stake."
"I'll see what I can do. How long will you be at Tegel?"
"We've gotta wait for dark, so that means around 2130 or so."
"Okay. If you don't hear from me … "
"Yeah."
Mullins glanced at a clock on the corner of his desk. "The chopper should be there on schedule. Oh! Forgot to tell you that the crew's been on SpecOps missions before, mostly with the SEALs. Guess that means they can handle any bullshit you might throw at them, right?"
"I'd be surprised if they couldn't! Hey, how the hell did you manage that, I mean find a special crew?!"
"I have my ways. It has to do with special folks in higher places."
"Well, when you talk to those special folks, extend our thanks and gratitude."
"Will do."
"Joe and I've gotta get back to the guys. Do me a favor. Call Grigori. Just tell him you talked with us, okay? He won't ask any questions."
"Be happy to. Stay safe, my friends."
1755 Hours
A.T. milled around the Gulfstream, anxious for the chopper to arrive. They'd already grabbed something to eat, and bought a supply of candy bars.
Grant leaned against the steps' handrail with his arms folded across his chest. His eyes went from man to man, as details of the op went through his brain again. He and the men had reviewed every aspect, every possible scenario, both good and bad. But every once in a while, a completely different scenario, one that hadn't been calculated in the equation, could turn an op upside down. Each man had experienced it, each man had lost a team member, a friend, even an "asset."
"We've taken this op apart piece by piece," Adler commented, as he walked closer. "Have you found any 'holes'?" Grant just shook his head. "Then don't you think you need to give that brain a rest?"
"Wish I could, Joe. You know this is just me."
Adler's blue eyes softened. "Yeah. I know."
"Chopper comin' in!" James reported, pointing.
The chopper was flying from the west, within the 20 mile wide boundary of the center corridor at 8,000 feet.
"'Boys' are on time," Adler commented, looking at his beat-up Benrus diving watch.
Grant started walking away from the Gulfstream, prepared to meet the chopper crew. "We'll need the extra time to review the op with the crew, plus check out the boat."
Adler caught up to him. "I know you're concerned, but you'd be lying if you told me you didn't have one ounce of excitement inside you right about now. I'm right, aren't I?!"
Grant didn't answer, just punched his good friend's shoulder, knocking him sideways.
"That's what I thought."
Air whipped around the Team as the Sea Knight hovered briefly before its wheels touched concrete. On board were two pilots, one crew chief, and one aerial gunner with a door-mounted Browning AN/M2, 50 cal machine gun.
Inside the cockpit, a pilot glanced out his side window, giving the approaching men a quick two-finger salute. As the engines wound down, the ramp lowered, which was an open invitation for Team A.T. to board and inspect.
Grant and Adler held back a few steps, taking a moment to scan the immediate area, looking for any prying eyes, especially civilian eyes.
"This is what we needed, boss," James said, as he and the other men hauled out the Zodiac, then carried it to the other side of the chopper. Paddles and a coiled length of rope were in the bottom. The 55 hp engine was secured.
"Everything good with the boat?" a smiling Lieutenant Anderson asked, with the other three crewmen catching up to him.
Grant offered his hand to Anderson. "We couldn't have asked for more, Lieutenant, and we appreciate you, uh, volunteering for the upcoming 'trip.'"
"An opportunity we couldn't pass up, sir! Would you happen to be Captain Stevens?"
"Yeah, that's me," Grant smiled.
Introductions were made, then Grant said, "Listen, why don't you all come aboard the Gulfstream. We'll discuss what we've got in mind."
2145 Hours
The chopper crew was on board the Sea Knight, preparing for flight. The weather prediction from Tegel to the coast was for light cloud cover, northeast winds at four knots. Once over the Baltic Sea, they could expect normal westerly winds, possibly increasing to eight knots.
Team A.T. started filing out of the Gulfstream. A decision was made to forgo wetsuits. They were dressed entirely in black, wearing close-fitting pants and long-sleeve sweaters, covering their bullet resistant vests. Rucksacks were in one hand, rifle straps for AK-47s were slung over opposite shoulders, Makarovs secured in holsters. Doc Stalley had his corpsman's medical bag, and the extra vest. Novak had his sniper rifle.
Inside their waterproof vests they had compact binoculars, signal flares, extra rounds for AKs and Makarovs, an MK6 CS vial of tear gas, survival kit, a set of lock picks, duct tape, wraps of paracord (parachute cord), phony passports and “haul ass” money sealed in plastic. Diaz and Adler had wraps of det cord, small blocks of C4, and chemical pencils. They all had "flash-bang" grenades, that exploded into intense white lights, leaving attackers temporarily blinded. The extremely loud noise would disrupt hearing and sense of balance.
Once the Team secured gear and weapons inside the cargo bay, they carried in the boat. Seat belts snapped closed as the men settled on a continuous row of fold-down jump seats. They all glanced toward the forward section, seeing a gunner standing behind his .50 cal, repositioning the 27' link-belt to the right side, and finally adjusting a Starlighter scope.
Crew Chief Phil Brenner handed each man a small box of foam earplugs, then he approached Grant. "Sir, you might want to wear this. It'll make communicating with me and Lieutenant Anderson a helluva lot easier."
"Thanks," Grant said, as he took the helmet, then put it on and adjusted the wire mouthpiece. "Listen, is it okay if we leave our rucksacks on board?"
"Sure."
In the cockpit, Anderson leaned over his armrest, looking toward the cargo bay. "You all ready back there?!"
"Good to go!" Grant answered, giving a thumb's up.
Anderson opened the throttle completely, increasing the speed of the rotor. He pulled up slowly on the collective, effectively changing the pitch of all rotor blades by the same amount simultaneously. Depressing the left foot pedal, he kept pulling up on the collective. The chopper got lighter on its the wheels, then slowly left the ground. Anderson nudged the stick forward.
* * *
The rush of wind and vibrations throughout the cargo bay intensified as the chopper flew through the center corridor and into the French Sector. Turning north, Anderson adjusted their course, skirting along the Soviet Sector.
Pilot and co-pilot looked through NVGs, seeing nothing but darkness. Looking through the Starlighter scope, the gunner very slowly pivoted the machine gun, watching for any sign of Soviet or East German aircraft. Opposite him, Crew Chief Brenner had on NVGs, looking out the starboard window.
Team A.T. sat quietly, every man focused on the mission. They planned, approved, revised, planned, approved, over and over. Now it was almost time to put everything into action. In their minds they pictured where they were headed: the beach, then a 1.5 mile trek through forest and open country. Their target, though, remained obscure. An unknown number of buildings, homes. Barracks were indistinguishable. An armory for weapons disguised as … what? What, if anything, could be hidden in old bunkers? Maybe German or Soviet howitzers?
Grant heard Anderson's voice. "Captain Stevens, five miles to DZ."
"Roger." Grant leaned toward Adler, talking above the noise. "Five miles to DZ!" Word went from man to man.
A.T. adjusted throat mikes, letting the earpieces hang inside the front of their sweaters. Black watch caps were pulled lower.
"Over LZ," Anderson reported to Grant. The sound of the chopper changed, vibrations increased, as it began its descent. A motor whined as the ramp lowered. The noise and wind intensified.
Getting ready to release seat belts, A.T. looked toward the opening. Pitch black. Feeling the tilt of the chopper, they waited.
Brenner came closer, holding onto a bar above the windows, running the length of the cargo bay. "We'll watch for your signal, sir! Good luck!"
Grant gave him the helmet, then extended his hand, shaking Brenner's with a firm grip.
The team released their seat belts, stood and prepared for departure, as water started rushing over the ramp. Adler was the first one in the boat, assuming the position as coxswain, ready to lower the props into the water. The rest of the Team scurried in, kneeling in the bottom of the boat, holding onto a rope circling the gunnel. Brenner gave the boat a final shove as it began floating off the ramp. Once the boat was clear, he waited for Grant's signal, then he contacted the pilot. Immediately the chopper began its ascent, with water pouring off the ramp. It disappeared into the darkness, flying low, flying without any lights, heading for the small island.
Off Coast of Poland
June 22
0015 Hours
Day 4
A.T. flipped down NVGs, adjusted earpieces, straddled the gunnel and began paddling to shore. Grant was at the port bow, opposite Novak, who had his laser-guided rifle poised and ready. Slade and Stalley were starboard, Diaz and James port. Paddling in unison, with precision, strength, and silence, they guided the boat toward the beach, while Adler kept one hand on the tiller, ready to fire up the engine if they had to haul.
On shore, tree branches swayed in the eight knot wind, water lapped against the shore. There was nothing but darkness from east to west along this section of Poland's coast.
The men started slowing the boat's forward motion when they were 100 yards off the beach, gradually bringing it to nearly a complete stop. Novak looked through the AN/PVS high-powered scope (passive night vision) attached to his rifle. The scope was specifically designed for night ops — a Starlighter.
"Clear so far," he reported.
Then quietly, they paddled slowly east, staying parallel to the beach, while Novak searched. Turning the boat around they headed west, going through the same process.
"Clear," Novak whispered. "No eyes on us."
"Any guard towers?" Grant asked.
"Negative, but can't see beyond trees."
"How wide's that beach?" Grant asked softly.
"Twenty-five, maybe thirty yards max."
Grant looked over his shoulder at the men. "No tides here. Once the boat's hidden, we're gonna have to make our footprints disappear. Be prepared to act."
All they could hope for was that guards who may have been posted along this stretch of beach had been reassigned to larger cities or ports where there was more civil unrest.
A.T. couldn't delay any longer. Grant held up his arm, and made a motion forward.
Novak continued looking through the scope, scanning the entire beach, as the men stroked like hell, propelling the boat toward shore.
* * *
They carried the boat across the beach then concealed it within the trees; footprints were brushed over with pine branches. With Slade as pointman, Team A.T. moved quietly through the forest.
Heading south, they followed an old trail strewn with leaves and pine needles, until it broke off in two directions. They continued south, brushing aside low, leafy bushes, ferns, avoiding twigs, pinecones, anything that could make a sharp sound. A slight rustling of leaves overhead was all that disturbed the silence.
Slade pressed the PTT. "Clearing, twenty yards."
The men caught up to him. Ahead was nearly a half mile of open ground before they reached any cover.
Crouching low, staying together, they edged closer to the clearing. Finally, getting down on a knee, they focused on the entire area.
Grant whispered, "DJ, scope the area east, Frank, west. Five minutes." The two quietly went toward their objectives.
"Mike, see any lights anywhere?" Grant whispered.
"Negative," Slade answered.
Novak slowly moved the rifle, while looking through the scope. "Negative. Kinda creepy."
"Yeah," Grant said, "but remember, within a hundred mile radius all inhabitants were relocated and homes razed."
"Isn't there a road somewhere close?" Adler asked.
"According to the map, there should be one running parallel to the coast about a half mile ahead. We've gotta cross it before the next forested area."
Diaz and James returned at the same time. "What'd you find?" Grant asked.
"Didn't see or hear anything," Diaz responded.
James gave a thumb's down. "Nothing moving, no lights, but I did see an unmanned guard tower about 200 yards from here. Looks like all extra men may have been reassigned."
"We can only hope," Adler whispered.
Grant swiveled his head, looking at the men readjusting earpieces, confirming holstered weapons were secured. "Okay. Time to move out. Let's go."
There was no stopping until they reached the next forest, hoping the road was clear when they crossed. Beyond the forest — Drazowe.
* * *
Slade held up a fist, bringing everyone to a halt. Pressing the PTT, he whispered, "Road." The asphalt surface didn't have any painted lines, but was about two lanes wide. There weren't any road signs visible along the shoulders in either direction. Grant sent James and Diaz to recon east and west again.
They were less than a half mile north of the town. The lack of sound seemed unnatural, when suddenly they heard Diaz in their earpieces. "Zero-Niner, Three-Six. Take cover! Vehicle heading to you!"
"Roger!" Grant responded.
They started backing up, ducking behind trees and staying low, just as headlights appeared, coming from the west. All eyes followed the vehicle as it passed, traveling about 35 mph, with its headlights fanning out across the shoulders of the road. Even in the dark, A.T. recognized the light truck, a four-door, canvas top Russian GAZ-69A.
Diaz and James came hustling back, just as red taillights disappeared over the horizon.
"That vehicle's gotta be going to the base," Grant commented. "Let's move."
Confirming no other lights were coming from either direction, the men sprinted across the blacktop, taking sanctuary in the forest, their last safe haven before reaching their objective.
Drazowe, Poland
The Team's up close and personal look at Drazowe took them by surprise. A town, not a military base. Or so it seemed. No cyclone fence, no guard house, no visible signs of security, no lights. The Russians most likely prohibited outdoor lighting, as though it were a "blackout" during WW II, when windows had dark curtains, preventing any light from passing through.
Thickets of pines and broadleaved trees were scattered in and around the entire area. Two- and four-story red brick buildings were along the far side. Rows of small attached homes ran perpendicular to the buildings. Overhead, drooping wires were strung from telephone poles.
One, two-lane road appeared to be the only ingress/egress from the town. But once the road "entered" the town, it changed to single lane, forming a circular route, starting on the east side, with smaller streets branching off it. Streets were at varying angles, some were dead-ends. There wasn't any rhyme or reason the way the property was laid out.
* * *
Team A.T. stayed hidden, silently observing a base like no other. And that was the worry. Guards couldn't be disposed of without knowing where they were.
"Mike, stand watch. Everybody else, back," Grant whispered. Novak screwed down the rifle's silencer, then got down on his belly, stretched out, then readjusted the scope. The rest of the men gathered in a small circle, kneeling down, keeping low profiles.
"There's gotta be at least twenty to thirty acres of buildings. Anyone see a standalone house?" Grant asked looking around the circle. No response.
"And all we got is a fuckin' address and house number," Slade commented, disgustedly.
"Maybe Oleniv decided to keep her closer. Maybe she's 'bunking' with him," Adler suggested.
"Or maybe she's been 'found out,' and that's why not a fuckin' sole is within sight," Grant added. The thought of the operative being in the hands of Russians turned everyone's stomach.
They were wasting valuable time. They had to act. Grant leaned closer. "Okay, here's what we do."
* * *
Novak kept moving his rifle a little at a time, stopping often to zero in on possible trouble spots. To the west, two officers walked out of a bunker. Novak kept his index finger close to the trigger, as he centered his crosshairs on the taller man. Smokers; no danger to the guys,he reasoned, before slowly aiming at another location. Staring through the scope, he found the Team, then continued on watch.
Team A.T. cautiously walked the perimeter, within the tree line, heading for the garage where the vehicle was last seen. Slade led the way, when suddenly the whole Team came to a stop, dropping onto the ground, a ground that seemed to be vibrating. Then, a noise they were all familiar with — a tank. They were within 40 yards of a mound covering an old bunker. They had confirmation: the Russians were using tunnels to hide equipment, and possibly 5,000 troops.
Sounds continued from beneath them, but that wasn't their objective. Grant pressed the PTT, whispering, "Move."
Slade brought them close enough to the garage where he had a view straight through the building. A slightly uphill, narrow driveway curved into the garage, allowing access from front and back. It was deep enough to hold two vehicles.
Slade scanned the area. "Eyes on one vehicle, one UF."
Grant pressed the PTT, calling Novak. "Seven-Three, A.T. near vehicle. Are we clear?"
"Wait one." Novak quickly made a scan of the area around and close to A.T. "Clear."
The Russian driver took off his "pilotka" (a foldable military cap with straight sides and a creased or hollow crown, similar to a "piss-cutter"). He laid it in the rear of the truck, then lit up a cigarette.
Whispering, Grant gave the order, "Go."
Slade's and James' mission: keep the guard alive, deliver him to Grant for a serious G2. They drew their silenced Makarovs, quietly walking into the garage with their weapons aimed straight ahead. Staying close to the truck, James took the right side, Slade the left. They smelled cigarette smoke, just as the guard flicked the butt to the front of the driveway. As he turned to get his cap, Slade whipped around the corner, jamming his pistol into the man's face. James came from behind, reached around and slapped his hand across the mouth, immediately dragging the stunned man through the garage and into the trees, into the dark.
James kept his hand pressed tightly across the Russian's mouth, then slammed him against a tree. A low grunt stuck in the man's throat. Slade and Diaz each grabbed an arm, yanked them back, then quickly tied his arms and legs with paracord, securing him to the tree.
Grant drew his K-bar from the leg strap, then stepped close to the soldier, noticing a name printed on his uniform. He pressed the cold steel blade against the man's throat, then spoke in Russian. "Comrade Yolin, my friend here will release his hand when it is time for you to answer my questions. Blink if you understand." His request was immediately obeyed. "Keep your voice low when you answer. But if you try to yell, or if I think you are lying, I will not hesitate to slit your throat. Is Oleniv's woman here?" James loosened his hand slightly.
"Yes."
"Where is she?"
"They brought her to Comrade General Oleniv's office."
"When?"
"Today."
Their question was answered. Pankova's cover had been blown.
"Where is his office?"
Yolin shifted his eyes to the right, afraid to move his head. "There."
Across from the garage was a white brick building, one story, no more than 600 square feet. A door was nearer to the left side, with three windows to the right of it.
Grant turned again to the Russian. "Where are the guards?"
"Inside bunkers."
Grant applied more pressure with the knife. "Outside. I mean outside!"
"Two are posted … outside perimeter at each quadrant."
"And the remaining troops?"
"Underground. They are in the tunnels."
Grant's eyes met Adler's, who took the hint and slapped a strip of duct tape across the Russian's mouth, then with a fist to the jaw, he knocked the man unconscious.
Grant contacted Novak, speaking softly. "Seven-Three, guards at four quadrants. Do you have eyes on?"
"Wait one." Novak slowly searched.
Diaz and James took defensive positions, watching for guards, while listening to Grant. "Joe, Doc, come with me. The rest of you, be ready to haul ass in the truck."
"Zero-Niner, have eyes on UFs, south and west quadrants only."
"Roger," Grant whispered. "'Asset' in building across from garage. A.T. using vehicle for egress. Be ready. Copy?"
"Copy that." Novak scooted backwards, then crouched low, headed closer to the road, then set up behind a tree, continuing watch.
With their Makarovs grasped firmly, pointing straight ahead, Grant, Adler and Stalley crept out of the garage, scanned the area, then Grant confirmed, "Seven-Three, A.T. on the move."
"Roger."
They sprinted across the road. Flattening their bodies against the brick wall near the door, the three listened for any sounds from inside. Grant reached for the door knob. Turning it slowly, he found it was unlocked, then he continued opening the wooden door.
The room was dark, quiet. They entered slowly, cautiously, seeing light coming from under a door at the end of a short hallway. Stalley hung back, covering Grant and Adler's sixes as they edged closer to the room. Suddenly, they all stopped. A voice emanated from behind the door. A man shouted in Russian. Then, silence again. What they heard next made their blood boil. A loud slap. Then, a slight whimper.
Grant noticed the door opened into the hallway. He motioned to Adler, who took a position directly in front of it. Grant and Stalley stood behind him, ready. Without waiting further, Adler yanked the door open. Grant then Stalley rushed past him.
A Russian officer, with his uniform jacket unbuttoned, was standing in front of a woman, with his arm raised, and hand balled up into a fist. His head jerked up, his eyes unbelieving, as three men appeared out of nowhere.
Without hesitation, Grant fired. The round penetrated the officer's throat. He slapped his hand against the bloody wound, as he stumbled backwards, gasping for air. His brain barely had time to register, when Grant fired again. The second round slammed into the forehead, sending brain matter splattering against the wall.
Grant backed away, then turned to see Stalley kneeling in front of Sophia Pankova. She was conscious, but her face was swollen, cut, bruised. A trickle of blood ran down her temple and lip. Her white blouse was torn, spotted with red. Bruises were on her neck. Her hair was in disarray.
Stalley cut the rope tying her arms to the chair, as Grant knelt down. He brushed a strand of hair from her eyes, then, in English, he said softly, "We're Americans, 'Silent Willow.' 'Gray Fox' helped us find you. We're here to take you home."
Her head dropped forward, as tears fell from her reddened eyes.
Grant pointed to the extra protective vest Stalley had. "You need to put that on." Stalley helped her secure the straps.
She started to stand, unsteadily at first, with Stalley giving her some assistance.
Grant took the lead. Stalley had an arm around Pankova's shoulders. Adler brought up the rear. When they got to the door, Grant first contacted Novak. "Seven-Three, are we clear?"
"UFs to your south; unable to see your west. Copy?"
"Copy. A.T. on the move in five."
"Roger that."
Grant stood in the doorway, motioning for the Team. Slade started the engine, allowing the truck to roll down the driveway, bringing it to a stop in front of the building. Headlights remained off.
Adler climbed into the front passenger seat, as Grant and Stalley helped Pankova into the second row of seats, sitting her in between them. In the rear, Diaz and James knelt behind the canvas opening, with rifles ready.
With a loud whisper, Grant said, "Go! Go!"
Slade immediately stepped on the gas. He waited until they were close to Novak's position before turning on the low beams.
Novak came running through the trees, heading for the back of the truck. Slowing just enough, Slade waited for Novak to dive in, before he jerked the wheel left, made a U-turn, and headed back to the main road.
The truck was still in second gear, as it approached the main road. Suddenly, shots rang out. Bullets struck asphalt. Guards came out of nowhere, running toward them, firing their AKs, coming from the direction Novak had just vacated.
Grant pulled Pankova down on the floorboards, keeping her out of the line of fire. Diaz and James opened fire with the AKs. Stalley and Grant fired their pistols out the side windows. Novak steadied himself, and fired off two rapid rounds, taking out two.
They were already on the main road, when headlights from at least two vehicles shot out from the darkness.
"Shit!" Adler shouted, glancing in the side mirror. "We've got bad company!"
Slade kept the truck in second gear, pressing the accelerator, trying to get all he could out of the engine. Finally, he shifted into third, then instantly floored the pedal, putting more distance between them and the Russians.
Grant turned, trying to look out the back, but didn't see headlights. That didn't mean the Russians had given up.
Pankova started to sit up. "Stay down!" Grant shouted.
Diaz shouted from the back, "Headlights! They aren't close, but they're comin'!"
Slade focused on the road ahead. "We're almost where we crossed!"
"Find us cover, Ken!"
They rounded a curve. Slade yelled, "Hang on!" He swung the wheel left. The truck started sliding sideways, when he gunned the engine, sending the vehicle across grass and dirt, running over shrubs, narrowly missing trees.
They'd run out of open ground. Slade hit the clutch and brake. Tires skidded on leaves and dirt, as the truck finally slowed, then rocked as it suddenly stopped. Killing the engine, Slade pulled his foot off the brake, dousing the brake lights.
Hearing the sound of engines, Grant ordered, "Ken, Frank, cover our sixes! Give us five! Everybody else to the boat! Doc, DJ, take her!" Five men and Pankova disappeared into the dark forest, trying desperately to keep up the fast pace.
* * *
Two Russian troop carriers slowed, as men with flashlights shined the beams up and down the shoulder, looking for a place where the escaping vehicle could've turned off.
"There!" someone yelled, pointing to tire tracks and disturbed dirt along the shoulder.
Both drivers swung U-turns, then parked. Ten men jumped out, and readjusted their rifles. Flashlight beams lit the way, penetrating the darkness.
An officer lingered by the road, calling the base, advising them the "intruders" were heading for the Baltic.
* * *
The bow of the boat road lightly on the water, as the stern rubbed against sand. Pankova was sitting in the middle of the boat, looking exhausted and in pain. Adler knelt next to the stern, holding his rifle close. Grant, Stalley, James were positioned just off the beach, at the edge of the tree line, with their NVGs in place. Novak looked through his Starlighter. They anxiously waited and listened for a sound of hurried footsteps. Nothing but silence.
"C'mon," Grant mumbled, as he swiveled his head, looking up and down the shoreline.
Finally they heard Diaz in their earpieces. "Have you in sight!"
Novak scanned the forest through the Starlighter. "I see 'em!" he reported in a loud whisper.
The rest of the Team waited in defensive positions, keeping their eyes on the forest, watching for the two men.
"There they are!" Grant pointed, seeing the men running like hell toward them. "Back to the boat!" Grant waited until the two caught up to him. "Were you followed?!"
"We'll soon find out!" Diaz answered. "C'mon! Let's get the hell outta here!"
Taking positions around the Zodiac, three men grabbed hold of the rope circling the gunnel, and started pulling, dragging it further into the water. Adler was already on board, lowering the props.
Diaz, Slade and Grant splashed through the water, catching up to the boat. Everyone scrambled over the gunnel, knelt down, and aimed their weapons toward the beach. Novak was near Adler, his rifle poised and ready. Stealth mode was about to go "out the window."
Two ear-splitting explosions and intense white lights lit up the horizon, catching trees and brush on fire. Thick smoke filled the night sky above the forest. Diaz and Slade had each placed a flash-bang grenade on opposite sides of the trail, using paracord as tripwire. Maybe all the Russians wouldn't be taken out of commission, but it was a start.
"C'mon, Joe! Move!" Grant shouted, keeping his eyes on the shoreline.
With the engine primed, Adler locked the engine's lift lever, set the handle to neutral, set the gas button to "on" then pulled the rip cord. The engine sputtered, then caught. He immediately adjusted the tiller, setting the boat in motion, then he hunched forward. The bow rose out of the water, and as the speed increased, it settled back down.
"Company! One o'clock!" Novak shouted, seeing several Russians running from the east end of the beach. They lined up, and took aim with their rifles.
Pankova was sitting up, trying to stay balanced, when Grant pointed at her. "Get down!" She curled up in the middle of the boat, pressing her hands over her ears. "Mike! Fire at will!"
Novak's first shot put one Russian down, then another. The Team opened up. The Russians returned fire. Bullets whizzed over the boat, and along port and starboard, narrowly missing the hull, striking the water.
With the throttle fully open, Adler steered the boat on a zigzag course, keeping it on a heading of north northeast. Water flew out from under the hull with each quick change of direction. Finally, the boat was out of firing range of the AKs, but the Russians continued firing. Adler kept the power on.
Whether in international waters or not, everyone knew they were still in danger and immediately refocused, searching for possible patrol boats.
When land was out of sight, Grant picked up an aluminum tube flare gun near his feet. One inch in diameter, twelve inches in length, it could fire as high as 1,000 feet. Aiming the gun high and at a slight angle, he fired. Within seconds the charge exploded with a loud bang, releasing a bright burning flare suspended from a small parachute that began drifting down very slowly. All they could do was wait and watch for the Sea Knight.
Slade removed a flare from his chest vest, ready to light it when the Sea Knight was in range. A sound in the distance, a chopper, got their attention. But the sound wasn't coming from the direction they expected, instead it came from west southwest. Suddenly, a bright spotlight flashed, casting its beam across the water.
"Holy fuck!" Slade shouted.
Within seconds of spotting the enemy chopper, Adler noticed tiny dots on the northeastern horizon. "One o'clock!" The Sea Knight's navigation lights grew brighter.
Grant's attention was drawn again to the other chopper. "Mike! Kill that goddamn spotlight!" Adler held the boat steady, no longer zigzagging as he waited for Novak to take a shot.
Novak spun around, landing on his butt. He braced himself, adjusted the scope's crosshairs, took a breath, then squeezed the trigger. The light exploded. Adler immediately realigned the bow with the oncoming Sea Knight, as the enemy chopper briefly hovered, then suddenly started toward them again.
Novak kept his scope trained on the UF chopper. "Gunner!"
"Take him out!" Grant ordered.
The Sea Knight was in full view now, with its gunner poised behind his .50 cal. Before Novak could fire, the Sea Knight gunner fired a warning burst past the port side of the enemy chopper, then another under it.
Adler kept the boat moving the same speed, heading toward the Sea Knight, when the enemy chopper made a wide turn to starboard, going back the same way it came from, most likely to a base in East Germany.
"Damn!" Stalley said, swiping a hand across his forehead under his watch cap.
Slade lit the flare, marking their position for the Sea Knight. Adler slowed the boat. The chopper was hovering, when the pilot turned it 180 degrees. The cargo ramp was already lowered as the chopper descended, with a slightly nose up attitude.
Crew Chief Brenner hustled through the cargo bay, assuring jump seats along both sides were up and secured temporarily. Hanging onto a safety line, he walked halfway down the ramp, with water beginning to splash over his boots. Crouching down, with NVGs in place, he looked into the darkness of the Baltic Sea. He adjusted the mouth wire, reporting to Lieutenant Anderson, "Fifty yards out! Closing fast!"
Adler held the tiller steady, then decreased speed, lining up the bow with the ramp.
Grant put a hand on Pankova's back. "Hang on!"
"Twenty yards!" Brenner reported, as he tugged on the line, drawing himself closer to the bulkhead.
Adler cut the engine's power, lifted the props out of the water, just as the boat slid across the ramp. The Team scrambled out, tugging the boat into the cargo bay.
"Home and secured!" Brenner reported, as he raised his NVGs.
Within seconds, rotor noise and vibration increased two-fold as Anderson started the chopper's ascent. Water flowed over the end of the ramp, dumping back into the sea. The cargo door raised, sealing everyone inside.
Stalley helped Pankova out, then made sure she was seated with seat belt locked. "Ma'am, can I give you aspirin now? It should help relieve some of your pain."
"Yes. Thank you."
Brenner passed around earplugs, then he stopped by Grant. "Sir, Lieutenant Anderson would like a word."
Grant took off his watch cap, tucked it under his belt, then handed his rifle to Adler.
On his way to the cockpit, he stopped by the gunner, offering his hand. "Good shootin' back there. Thanks."
"My pleasure, sir."
"You wanted to see me, Lieutenant?" Grant asked, leaning into the cockpit.
"Yes, sir. We're heading back to Tegel, but I've requested a flight path that'll take us outta harm's way this time. It might take longer, but I think you'll agree, sir."
"Couldn't agree more," Grant answered with a slight grin. "We've had enough excitement for one day." He turned to go back to the cargo bay, but paused a moment, looking at Pankova. The bruise on her cheek already turned black and blue; her eye was almost swollen shut. Stalley had dressed and treated cuts on her temple and forehead.
Grant walked in front of her, then knelt on a knee. "Are you feeling any better?"
"Somewhat. You know, after all we've been through together, I don't know any of your names." She winced trying to smile. "Or are they government secrets?"
"No, ma'am, not really secrets, but I guess most of the time we like to 'fly under the radar' so to speak. Listen, just to ease your mind, Alexei is safe at the U.S. Embassy in Berlin."
She breathed a heavy sigh, and reached for Grant's hand, feeling its strength and comfort. But then she realized what he'd said. "He's in Berlin?"
"Yes, ma'am, but that'll be explained later." Grant gave only a hint of a smile, then added, "We'll be landing at Tegel. We'll have to contact Washington to confirm where … "
"Where I'm to be sent?"
"Yes, ma'am. We land at the military terminal, so there'll be security for you. I have my doubts you'll be staying long, though." Grant stood. He motioned to Stalley, mouthing the word 'water' and tilting his head toward Pankova. Stalley handed her a filled paper cup.
"I know it's noisy in here," Grant smiled, "but you try and get some rest."
Plopping down on the seat next to Adler, he fastened the seat belt, then leaned back and closed his eyes.
"Whatcha thinking?" Adler asked loudly over engine noise.
Grant kept his eyes closed. "Just wondering if CIA found Reznikov."
"Well, while you wonder about that, I'll picture the huge steak I'm gonna order at the first restaurant we see."
Grant slowly rocked his head side to side, and just smiled.



Chapter 10

Russian Embassy
East Berlin
0545 Hours
Kalinin stood, then stretched his back. He and Zykov had been looking through files for hours, trying to find the slightest detail to lead them to Dotsenko. The trip to Schonefeld proved worthless. They couldn't obtain passenger manifests or flight info. The crew aboard the Russian plane had no recollection of a Gulfstream in their vicinity.
The more he thought, the more something inside him said Dotsenko was snatched by a team of Americans. His "capture" had nothing to do with Reznikov's escape.
The only safe haven had to be the American Embassy, but that particular embassy never had listening devices installed by Russia, and as far as he knew, no other agents kept the embassy under surveillance. And to him that made no sense. For the time being, there was no way to prove Dotsenko was even there.
The biggest question still remained: Why the hell did the Americans give him up to begin with? If they knew about his activities in the States, wouldn't they try and obtain valuable information from him, possibly get him to 'turn'?
"What the hell!" Kalinin snapped loudly, pounding a fist against his forehead.
Zykov closed another folder, then looked up. "What?!"
"Nothing is making sense, Oleg. If Americans took Dotsenko, why the fuck did they exchange him to begin with?"
"Maybe you just want it to be the Americans. Have you thought about that?"
Kalinin realized his partner might be right. Two unanswered incidents, neither one making any sense. Kalinin questioned himself now. Why couldn't he just roll all his effort into one? Each time he started down one path, he was distracted by another.
And as far as Reznikov was concerned, CIA was probably still looking for him, too. But there was something that bothered Kalinin about Reznikov's prior terrorist attacks. What had been the purpose? There was never a reason, no proclamation, just destruction and lives lost. Hmm. Americans, West Germans.
He leaned back against a file cabinet, crossing his arms over his chest, then stared down at the scuffed concrete floor. There had to be more to it.
"Nicolai!"
"What?!"
"I said, what do you think?" Zykov turned over another paper.
"Think?!" Kalinin responded, pounding a fist on the file cabinet. "How about pissed and frustrated?"
"What are we missing?" Zykov yawned, scrubbing his hands up and down his cheeks.
Kalinin went quiet, as his thoughts reverted back to the van, and then the car that most likely helped Reznikov escape. "Shit!" He hurried to the file cabinet, started searching for a particular folder, then pulled it out.
Zykov walked to the file cabinet, and propped his elbow on top. "What?!"
Kalinin kept folding over papers, until he found one in particular. "Here it is." He skimmed over the page. "Our intel guys did something good."
"Are you going to keep it a secret?" Zykov asked with his brow furrowing.
"Two years ago, the night the American barracks were blown up, intel intercepted radio messages, frantic messages between the Americans and West Germans. Here! Look!"
Zykov read the three sentences Kalinin was pointing to. "A green, 1970 Trabant. A description of the car!"
"Right."
"But what makes you think they are using the same vehicle? What are those odds?"
"We have to start somewhere, Oleg, and this is all we have right now. Do you have something to write with?" he asked, slapping his own pockets.
"No, but there must be something upstairs." Zykov hurried to the elevator.
Kalinin waited until the elevator doors closed, then he went to another file cabinet, spun the dial, pulled open the drawer, and took out two files. For a brief moment, he hesitated, tapping them against the drawer. Finally making the decision, he tucked them under his shirt in his back waistband, and readjusted his shirt and jacket. He'd read them when he had private time. Hearing the elevator motor, he slammed the drawer shut and spun the dial.
Zykov copied down information on the vehicle, names of individuals who reported the incident, then handed the paper to Kalinin. "Now what?"
"We go to intel, see if they picked up anything new, and hope they have more info on that vehicle. But I want to come back here later. We need to find a connection between those three men."
Zykov put on his jacket, as they walked to the elevator. "They are a terrorist gang, Nicolai!"
Kalinin stopped short, then grabbed Zykov's arm. "Listen to me! There must be a connection. It could be a town, another person. But something or somebody brought those men together! Somebody financed their operations!"
"I guess we will not be getting any sleep for a while."
Kalinin punched the elevator button. "Not likely."
* * *
Just three blocks northeast of Checkpoint Charlie, in the Soviet Zone, was a four-story, standalone concrete building on Kronenstrasse. It was the tallest of its kind within a two-block radius, one of many buildings rebuilt after World War II.
Zykov parked the Volga along a side street. "I hope we are not wasting our time," he said to Kalinin, as both car doors slammed. Kalinin ignored the comment.
The two men showed their IDs to a uniformed guard at the door, even though he recognized them. He snapped to attention, then opened the door.
A wide hallway had elevators to the right, office doors to the left. Black and white portraits of Lenin, Stalin, common workers, paintings of the hammer and sickle were hung on every wall. Straight ahead was a plain, concrete staircase with shiny steel handrails. The two men opted to take the stairs.
Once at the second floor, they walked down a hall to the left, heading for a specific room. Zykov pushed open a heavy wooden door, letting Kalinin enter ahead of him.
On the far wall were blacked out windows preventing light from entering, and prying eyes from seeing. Four rows of desks were in the center of the room. Along both sides were long tables with transcription equipment, teletypes, fax machines. Phones were on each of the 20 desks with a man sitting at each one. Some wore headphones, concentrating on intercepted transmissions, and making notes. Others listened to tape recordings.
A short man, with a dark beard approached the two men. "Comrade Kalinin, Comrade Zykov, is there anything we can help you with?" Boris Yellen asked.
Kalinin unbuttoned his jacket, and removed the paper. "Two things. First we want to look at any information you have on this vehicle. It was involved in the bombing of the U.S. barracks two years ago. Second, have there been any intercepts with reference to Alexei Dotsenko?"
"I will check, Comrade. What timeframe for the Dotsenko intercepts?"
"The past two days."
Yellen glanced at the handwritten note, then went to a file cabinet, and removed a file. He went to his desk and opened a thick ledger, flipped over half of the pages, then ran his finger down columns of dates and names.
Yellen handed him the file. "I could not find any information recorded pertaining to that name, Comrade."
"Shit!" Kalinin said through gritted teeth.
"Comrade Yellen! Sir!" one of the intelligence men shouted. He pulled off his headphones, holding them toward Yellen. "Comrade, you must hear this!"
Kalinin and Zykov hurried across the room, following Yellen. "What is it?" Yellen asked, grabbing the headphones, then holding one side against an ear.
Kalinin stood with his hands on his hips, growing more impatient. Whatever was happening …
"Here! I have never heard of the place!" Yellen said, shoving the headphones at Kalinin.
Kalinin slipped the headphones over his head, pressing both sides tightly against his ears. Closing his eyes, he concentrated, trying to pick up every word. The call was being transmitted from Poland, going directly to Moscow. He listened for over two minutes, hearing questions from Moscow and answers from Drazowe. "Holy shit!" He yanked off the headphones, and dropped them on the desk. "You see to it that we receive a copy of that tape with the entire transcript of that transmission before the morning is over! Do you hear me?!"
"Yes, Comrade! We will have it brought to the embassy!"
"Come on!" Kalinin said to Zykov. "We must go to the embassy and talk with Comrade Borskaya!"
"Will you tell me what you heard?!" Zykov asked, trying to catch up to his partner, who was already running toward the stairs.
"Once we are in the car!"
* * *
Zykov started the engine, then pulled out into traffic. "I am waiting, Nicolai!"
Kalinin rolled down a window, then swiped beads of sweat from his forehead. "That transmission came from Drazowe, Poland."
"Drazowe?! What the hell is at Drazowe?!"
"I am not sure, but it could possibly be a secret army base, since we have never heard of it."
"But what makes you think that? What happened?"
"I did not hear the beginning or names, but the OIC was killed while he was interrogating a female, a spy. She was taken by unknowns."
"She was taken? Another kidnapping?!"
"Maybe not. Perhaps a rescue."
Zykov just shook his head. "There is too much going on here that we know nothing about." He diverted his eyes to Kalinin, then quickly back to the road. "I assume none of those men — the perpetrators — were captured?"
"I did not get that far with the transmission." Kalinin went quiet. If he was right, the pieces were beginning to fit together: Dotsenko's kidnapping, and the female spy.
Morning traffic was beginning to build. Zykov turned onto Unter den Linden. They were approaching the embassy, when a vehicle passed them, going in the opposite direction.
"Shit! There he is!" Kalinin shouted, snapping his head around, trying to see out the back window.
"What?!" Zykov didn't know which way to look.
"That was Reznikov! Turn around!"
They were at the next street, already into the turn, when four consecutive explosions, milliseconds apart, sent orange fireballs shooting in every direction. Smoke and dirt nearly obliterated the entire area. Chunks of trees, pieces of concrete, glass, rocks, shot out in every direction, flying across the road, striking vehicles and pedestrians on both sides of the street.
Zykov spun the wheel then hit the brakes. Debris smashed into the back passenger and rear windows, sending glass flying through the car, striking both men. A rock narrowly missed Zykov's head as it flew past, blowing a hole in the windshield.
And then it was over, except for the screams, shouts, and police sirens. Both sides of Unter den Linden were littered with damaged cars, people sitting, laying in the road, on sidewalks. An embassy guard's body was barely visible beneath the rubble of the entry archway.
Kalinin was trying to focus his eyes, as he slowly sat up, feeling pain in the back of his head, neck. He touched the back of his head, then looked at his hand. Blood. More blood trickled from a cut near his eyebrow. Hearing a moan, he finally noticed Zykov slumped against the door. "Oleg," he said, tugging on Zykov's arm. "Are you all right?"
Zykov slowly pushed himself away from the door, then fell back against the seat. A cut on his cheek oozed, blood dripped from his temple. "What the hell happened?"
Kalinin leaned closer to the side window, trying to see through a multitude of spiderweb cracks. What his eyes saw was difficult to comprehend. "The front of the embassy … it is … gone! Rubble!"
Zykov ducked down, trying to see. "It is not possible!"
"Come on." They both got out. Pieces of glass fell from their clothes as they stood, but they held onto the car doors for support. "Can you walk?" Kalinin asked. Zykov nodded, then started going around the vehicle.
An East German policeman was running toward them, immediately stopping both men. "You cannot go any further." He spotted blood stains on their clothes. "You appear to need some medical care."
Kalinin responded in German as best as he could. "It can wait." He glanced at the smoldering building. "We are — were employees of the embassy."
With blue lights flashing and sirens blaring, police cars, fire trucks, ambulances neared the horrific scene. Firemen from the first truck wasted little time attaching hoses to hydrants, then directed the powerful water jet back and forth across what once was the embassy's façade. Police held back curious, horrified onlookers, running from every direction. Emergency medical personnel rushed from ambulances.
"Wait here!" the policeman ordered. He went to converse with fellow officers. They were all part of the People's Police (VOPO) and wore green tunics and matching pants, with Norinco Tokarev, short recoil pistols in side holsters. When he returned, he told Kalinin a bomb squad was on its way to search for other possible devices. "Do you know how many people may have been inside?"
"No. Visitors were always possible, but we had a regular staff of twenty-five. And Ambassador Sidorov had his residence on the third floor," Kalinin pointed.
"Do you have any identification?"
"Is this sufficient?" Kalinin asked, showing the KGB badge.
"Of course." He took a pad and pen from his pocket. "Give me as many names as possible of those who worked here." Kalinin and Zykov named as many as they could remember, every now and then looking at the smoldering building. Not a single sign of life, no voices, no cries for help.
If Borskaya was dead, they were on their own. For now, until ordered otherwise, they were still responsible for their mission — finding Dotsenko. But once Moscow learned that Reznikov committed the terrorist act against the Motherland, the odds were he'd become their number one priority. Either way, they were going to need additional help, even if it was from the East Germans.
Kalinin had to think fast. "We have some information on who may have been responsible. We witnessed a black, four-door 1970 Trabant driving away just prior to the incident."
"How many were in the vehicle?!"
"At least three men."
After answering additional questions, Kalinin and Zykov were treated for their injuries. They waited two hours longer, while the fires were permanently put out. No one had walked out of the building.
Kalinin tapped Zykov's shoulder, and spoke softly. "Time to go."
They maneuvered their way through onlookers, firemen, medics, making it to the car without anyone paying attention to them. The exterior of the Volga was heavily damaged, glass sprayed throughout the interior, but the engine started immediately. Zykov slowly edged the vehicle forward, waiting for people to move aside.
As he turned the corner, he commented, "Nicolai, that vehicle was black. Wasn't …?"
"I know. The report we read showed it was green."
"Then, how can …?"
"Green. Black. Color does not matter, Oleg. I know I saw Reznikov driving!"
"Where to? Intel?"
"Not yet. Go to the next street, then park."
Zykov shot a look at his partner. "What are you planning?"
"I want to get inside."
Zykov parked the car, then they cautiously hustled to the rear of the embassy. Windows had been blown out, glass littered the sidewalk and street, but the lower part of the building itself remained somewhat intact. A hidden rear entrance, behind a panel of false cement blocks, would be their means of access.
Kalinin placed a hand against the stainless steel door, checking for heat. He punched in a code on the small panel, then pushed the door open. Smoke still hung low inside the building. They put their sleeves across their mouths, breathing shallow as they climbed the stairs, avoiding glass and debris. Once on the next level, they paused, trying to see through mounds of fallen ceiling and walls. Water dripped from the overhead. Equipment and desks were burned and strewn everywhere. They splashed through water sprayed from fire hoses. It wasn't looking good for anyone who'd been inside.
Noises toward the front of the building gave them some hope, until the voices they heard were German, probably the bomb squad and firemen.
Kalinin motioned to Zykov, pointing back toward the stairs. "Hurry! We must check the basement and files," he whispered.
Climbing over chunks of collapsed ceiling and walls, they cautiously worked their way to file cabinets. Most had damage, except for ones closer to the stairwell.
The voices seemed to be coming closer. Kalinin rushed to one of the cabinets. Even after unlocking it, he had to brace a foot against it, and pull until the drawer finally gave way. He grabbed three files, then glanced overhead, following the sound of voices with his eyes. He shoved the drawer in, but was unable to lock it. "Come on, Oleg." The two clambered over debris, hurrying to get outside.
By the time they reached the car, Kalinin had already made a decision. "Oleg, take these files then drive to intel."
"Where are you going?!"
"I will talk more with the police and maybe the bomb squad and get as much information as possible. Moscow will want specifics. As soon as you get to intel, call Comrade Borskaya's residence."
Zykov dug his keys from his pocket. "You do not think he is there, do you?"
"We must check. We will need help, Oleg, because someone must guard all the sensitive materials inside the embassy. Put that question to him. Then make sure intel has finished with that transmission from Drazowe." As Zykov opened the door, Kalinin stopped him. "See if there's another vehicle. We cannot drive this in its condition."
Once the Volga was out of sight, Kalinin blew out a long breath. His head pounded. Pressing fingers against his eyes didn't help the pain. "Move it, Kalinin," he grumbled, before starting to jog to the opposite end of the road. Traffic was backed up in every direction. Curiosity seekers rushed past him. Sirens from two more ambulances grew louder. The crowd separated, watching the approaching vehicles.
He spotted a phone booth at the next corner, then he started running, as he dug coins from his pants pocket. Sorting through the change, he pulled out enough pfennings, dropped the correct change into the slot, then dialed the number he'd memorized. (100 pfennings equaled one Mark.)
Less than two minutes later, he came out of the phone booth. It was time to head to intel, but he decided to look for embassy employees who may have made it out of the destruction. But as he wove his way in and out of the crowd of onlookers, all he saw were unfamiliar faces. Shaking his head in disbelief, he picked up his gait. Ten minutes later he was at Kronenstrasse.
No sooner had he opened the office door, when Zykov came rushing up to him. "Nicolai! Comrade Borskaya is all right!"
Kalinin's eyes searched around the room. "Where is he?!"
"Premier Gorshevsky ordered him and Comrade General Komarov to Moscow! They left for Schonefeld ten minutes ago."
"What about the ambassador, Oleg?! Has he reported in or been seen?!"
"No. It does not look good for him or his staff."
"Dammit!"
"Did you find out anything from the police?"
Kalinin closed the door then walked farther away from the intel staff. "No. Rescue vehicles were still arriving, but no one had come out of the building. I searched through the crowd, hoping to see a familiar face, but never saw anyone." He leaned a shoulder against a wall. "Can I assume you informed Borskaya about my recognizing Reznikov leaving the scene?"
"I did. I have never seen him so angry."
"Who will guard the embassy?"
"He called in two of our counterparts working at Stasi headquarters. They should arrive in an hour or so."
"Did he leave any instructions for us?"
"Find Reznikov."
"No mention of Dotsenko?!"
"Not a word."
Kalinin pictured the scene that would take place in Moscow. "I would not want to be either one of those men, Oleg, having to answer to the premier."
Zykov nodded in agreement, then said, "The transcription from Drazowe is on the desk over there."
"Did you read it?" Kalinin asked as they pulled two chairs closer.
"Not completely."
Kalinin got Boris Yellen's attention and motioned him over.
"Yes, Comrade Kalinin?"
"Do you remember any transmissions that could relate to the bombing?"
"Not offhand. Anything picked up with key words relating to 'bombs' is brought to my attention immediately. But I will check." He immediately went to each man, with the same question. Then sat at his desk, reviewing the book ledger.
* * *
Earlier that morning, dressed in a cheap black suit, and carrying an old satchel-type, brown briefcase, Pavel Orlov approached the Soviet guard standing by the arched entryway near the sidewalk. He presented his Russian identification papers, then more than willingly opened his briefcase for inspection. Papers, folders, pens, pencils, scissors, a pair of wire-rimmed glasses. The guard reexamined the papers, then passed him through.
Once inside, he walked up to the second floor, politely nodded to employees that passed, then he turned down another short hallway, finding a door marked "Storage." Confirming he was alone, he hurried inside.
What he did next was exactly the same as he did the last visits, and he kept the preparation time to under three minutes. He opened the briefcase, removed a thin piece of chipboard that concealed a false bottom. Hidden were small blocks of C-4, sticks of dynamite, two short wraps of det cord, two small timers, electrical tape.
He completed the IEDs in his time allotted, hid one behind bottles and large cans of cleaning fluid, then stashed the second in the briefcase. Once he was in the hallway, he went down to the first floor, following signs pointing to the men's room, located at the opposite side of the main entryway.
Voices inside made him pause, but he had to complete the task. Two men were washing their hands. He nodded to them, put down the briefcase, then turned on a faucet. A minute later he was alone. He immediately planted the second device in the bottom of a metal trash can, then threw a mound of dry toilet paper on top.
He stopped briefly near the door, exhaled a long breath, then he left. There wasn't any need to examine the three devices previously installed at opposite ends of the building. Without stopping, he walked out the front door, past the guard, then headed to the next street, where Reznikov and Botkin were waiting in the vehicle, prepared to drive to their next two targets.
* * *
Located ten miles southeast of Berlin center, at Berlin-Karlshorst, was the headquarters for the East German Border Command Center. The command was charged with manning the crossing points into West Berlin and guarding the entire border perimeter.
Five minutes from the Command Center was the 6th Independent Motorized Rifle Brigade. In April, 1945, the Red Army's commander of the 1st Belorussian Front established his headquarters at the former Wehrmact mess hall in Karlshorst. It was here, on May 7, 1945, that Germany unconditionally surrendered.
Surprisingly, neither the rifle brigade compound nor the command center had an over abundance of security. Several guards, carrying AK47s, patrolled the grounds. The East German populous feared the Stasi (East German State Security), and that normally prevented any form of attacks against military or government. The organization was tasked with spying on the population, mainly through a vast network of citizens turned informants. No one could be trusted. The Stasi was one of the most effective and repressive intelligence and secret police agencies in existence. But for most civilians, if they were going to risk their lives, it would be attempting an escape to the West.
* * *
Parked midway between both complexes, Reznikov waited in his vehicle, ready to start the engine. Botkin and Orlov were in position, each man set, and waiting. Their targets were in the open, giving them an unobstructed view. Their paths for retreating — memorized.
Reznikov looked at his watch, beginning to count down the last minute. Two RPGs fired simultaneously, launching two H.E. grenades (high explosive). One hit the Border Command Center's armory, the other the Rifle Brigade armory. Both were perfect hits.
The two attacks left eleven soldiers dead at the Command Center, six at the brigade.
Tegel Airport
Outside MILOPS
Day 4
Heavy cloud coverage prevented ray's from the morning sun from breaking through. Winds picked up, the temperature dropped to fifty degrees.
Garrett and Draper sat on the Gulfstream's stairs, both men looking through binoculars, searching for a break in the clouds, searching for the Sea Knight.
"I hate this waiting, Rob," Garrett said. "I'd rather be out there with them."
"Yeah. Me, too," Draper answered, refocusing the glasses, looking along the roofline of the terminal. "You think they'll take a chance and come back across the Soviet Zone?"
"Guess it depends on how much of a hurry they're in."
"As in injuries," Draper stated.
Ten more minutes passed without any sign of the chopper. Garrett finally got up and started a visual inspection of the Gulfstream, trying to keep his mind occupied. There wasn't any sense in looking at his watch.
"There it is!" Draper shouted, pointing west. "Guess they took the long way 'round!"
They kept their eyes on the chopper, following it until its wheels settled on concrete. They weren't about to wait for the rotors to shutdown. Hurrying toward the tail end, they heard the whining motor lowering the ramp.
Crew Chief Brenner stood to the side as A.T. carried the boat down the ramp. Each man acknowledged Garrett and Draper.
Grant and Adler hung back, standing near Pankova. "Be right there," Grant said, looking towards the two men.
Stalley stood on the ramp. "I think the boss wants to call Scott asap to find out what we do next. We've gotta protect Miss Pankova until she's no longer our responsibility." He boarded. The rest of the Team took defensive positions near the chopper.
Grant and Adler walked down the ramp, joining Garrett and Draper. "C'mon," Grant said, slapping Garrett's shoulder. "Walk to Operations with us. We've gotta report to Scott."
"Guess you'll give us the details once we're in the air," Garrett said.
"It might be best, Matt," Grant responded opening the door, "but a lot has to do with what Scott has to say."
"Tell ya what. We'll wait in the plane."
* * *
After getting authorization from the OOD (Officer of the Day) to use a scrambler in the secure room, Grant dialed Mullins' office.
"Grant?"
"Hey, Scott!"
"I seem to detect good news in your voice. You found her, didn't you?"
"Without going into details, yeah, we did. She's quite a woman."
"Where is she?"
"The Team's guarding her on the chopper. But what I need to know is what happens now? Has a decision been made how she gets back to the States? Is Dotsenko still at the embassy?"
"He is, but first I've gotta report up the 'chain' and tell them she's safe at Tegel."
"Maybe mention that her cover was 'blown' and she went through some rough interrogation. That should get somebody's attention."
"Jesus! How'd the Russians find out?"
"Scott, can you get my questions answered first? We really have to … "
"No need to say anymore." Mullins scooted forward on his chair. "Stay on the line, 'cause this might take awhile."
Grant leaned back against the desk, tapping the receiver against his palm. "Dotsenko's still at the embassy."
Adler arched an eyebrow. "Why the hell didn't they fly him out?"
"Your guess is as good as mine, Joe." He glanced at his submariner. "Do me a favor. Check with the chopper crew and see if they've reported in to anybody. And maybe we should transfer Pankova to the Gulfstream. It might be more comfortable for everyone. The guys can take shifts watching her."
Adler stood and readjusted his holster. "Maybe some drinks and food would help, too!"
"I'm sure they would," Grant answered, not surprised by the suggestion.
After all the hours spent with the Team on the op, Grant was finally alone, having time to think, to sort out details, maybe answer his own questions. But a question answered brought another unanswered. In his mind, the whole op to rescue both Dotsenko and Pankova began to reek. Why the fuck did the U.S. give up such a valuable commodity? That still bothered him.
He started pacing. An all too familiar feeling rushed through him, when he suddenly brought himself to a standstill. "Christ!" What if the CIA wanted Dotsenko back in Russia, where he'd be more valuable instead of running a goddamn phony spy ring in D.C.? What if Dotsenko was a willing participant, just to save Pankova? Was the Team's taking him to the embassy part of the plan? But then what? What was supposed to happen next?
Rubbing both temples vigorously, he almost didn't want to believe the whole fucking idea flashing through his mind. All the years he'd been involved with CIA one way or other, the Agency had been like a burr stuck in his ass. Was he just reaching here? Was he intentionally trying to pin something on the 'Cowboys'? Was …?
"Grant! Where the hell are you?!"
Grant snatched the receiver off the desk. "Sorry, Scott!" He turned, hearing the buzz, indicating the secure door unlocked. Adler came in carrying two paper cups with hot coffee. He handed one to Grant, then put a paper bag on the desk, with roast beef sandwiches inside.
Grant resumed his conversation with Mullins. "Scott, Joe just came in. I'll put you on speaker. Okay. Now before I run something by both of you, tell us the rest of this mission. It might be the deciding factor whether or not my theory is total bullshit."
Adler sat on the edge of the desk, blowing breath into his coffee. All the years he and Grant had known each another, there wasn't much that surprised him. So, he'd just wait for the details.
"Should I be worried?" Mullins asked.
"Probably."
"Shit!" Exhaling a long breath before continuing, Mullins began. "Here are the details: The two 'assets' will not — I repeat — will not be transferred together. SecDef has ordered a 'Prowler' from the Enterprise to Tegel. It'll be her escort back to Andrews." The AE-6B Prowler was a four-seater aircraft, derived from the two seater A-6 Intruder. The Prowler's main function was the jamming of radar and communication.
"I assume we're to wait until it arrives?"
"Affirmative. It's already in the air. Expected ETA is 0900 your time." Grant put the paper cup on the desk, and glanced at his watch, hearing Mullins say, "There's not to be any delay in getting that plane back in the air, Grant. Mid-air refueling's been authorized."
"We'll see that it happens."
"One more thing. I mentioned the interrogation she went through. A corpsman will be on the Prowler, just as a precaution in case she has any issues during flight."
"Good thinking, Scott. Now, I have a feeling there's gonna be more for getting Dotsenko out. Whether I reveal my bullshit idea hinges on what you have to say."
"There is, Grant, but I … uh, haven't been entrusted with that information."
"What the fuck are you talking about?!"
"Hey! Just cool it, goddammit! You know I'm not always made privy to details."
Grant's head started pounding. "What then?! What am I supposed to do?!"
Adler was about to take a drink, when his hand stopped in mid air. "Uh-oh."
Suddenly, there were three sharp raps at the door. "Captain Stevens! Captain Stevens!"
Grant and Adler jerked their heads around, then Adler immediately went to the door and opened it. Lieutenant Franklin, OOD, looked back and forth between Grant and Alder. "Beg pardon, sirs, but we just received word that the Soviet Embassy in Berlin was bombed!"
Grant and Adler shot looks at one another before Grant questioned, "Bombed?!"
"Yes, sir! Still no report on casualties."
Grant returned to his conversation with Mullins. "Scott! Did you hear that?! The Soviet Embassy was bombed!"
"Holy shit!"
Petty Officer Simms came rushing into the room. "Sirs, two other locations — bombed, sirs!"
"Hold on, Scott! Petty Officer! Where'd those bombings happen?!"
"An East German command center for border guards, and the Soviet's Rifle Brigade, sir!"
Grant's eyes narrowed as he looked at Adler. "That sonofabitch Reznikov."
"My thought, too. I'd better go tell the guys."
"Try not … "
"I'll be sure she can't hear me, but I'll tell them all about the Prowler." Adler took off, breaking into a run.
Grant directed his eyes to Franklin. "Keep me posted, Lieutenant." Franklin and Simms took their cue, and left.
"Jesus, Scott!"
"Word's beginning to come across the wires! And I heard what you said. You really think it was Reznikov?"
"Sounds like he's pissed at everyone. This may change everything on getting Dotsenko out."
"I'll call … Uh-oh. Grant, hold on. There's a call coming in that probably has something to do with this shit."
While he waited, Grant began thinking about meeting Dotsenko at the U.S. Embassy. But that was as far as he got, when he heard, "Grant, you're to go to the embassy! You'll be contacted when this shit calms down!"
Grant rubbed a hand over his head. "What if it doesn't, Scott? What if this is just the beginning of Reznikov's higher plan?"
"Look, don't even go there for now."
"Yeah. You're right, I guess. We'll wait for the Prowler, and I've gotta talk to the chopper pilot. I want him to wait until Pankova's on her way."
"Contact me from the embassy. Stay safe, buddy."
The lockbuzzedagain, and Adler came rushing back just as Grant hung up. Seeing Grant's worried expression, he leaned closer. "What the hell else is wrong?"
"We're to go to the embassy until we get further orders." Grant reached for the phone again. "While we're here, I'd better call Nichols."
The operator put him through to Sam Nichols' office. "Mr. Nichols, it's Grant Stevens."
"I guess you've heard, Captain."
"Yes, sir, we have. Is the embassy secured?"
"It is. Luckily, it's been relatively quiet."
"Glad to hear that. Listen, the main reason I'm calling is to update you. The Team's been requested to help maintain security there."
"I guess you mean for Mr. Dotsenko."
"The entire compound, sir. We still don't have orders concerning him. We'll just have to wait it out for now."
"Your presence will be welcome, Captain!"
Grant checked the time, but he decided not to mention Pankova to Nichols. "We'll be leaving here soon, flying back to Schonefeld."
"I'll advise the guards. Oh, I almost forgot. Someone called and left you a message."
"Who?"
"He only gave a first name — 'Nick.'"
Grant's eyebrow arched. "Excuse me?!"
"He said 'Nick.' Do you know him?"
"Yeah, I do. It's just a … surprise, that's all. What was the message?"
"He left pretty specific instructions, but basically, he wants to meet you near the Brandenburg Gate tonight."
"Okay. Thanks."
"I'll be expecting you soon."
Grant hung up, then leaned back against the desk, remaining quiet, rubbing his hand across his chin. He decided against telling Nichols to keep the message "close to the vest." It could raise questions, and maybe that would lead to an intel check on the name "Nick."
Adler waited for an explanation, until his curiosity got the best of him. "What's the surprise? Are you gonna tell me?"
"What? Oh. Nick called the embassy."
Adler's eyes went wide. "Nick?! OurNick?!"
"Yeah. He wants to meet near the Brandenburg Gate tonight."
"Jesus! What the hell are those odds, I mean, him and us being here?"
"The bigger questions are how'd he know to call the embassy, and why?" Grant started toward the door. "We're wasting time. Let's go."
As they jogged toward the Gulfstream, Adler couldn't hold back a laugh. "Do I give you my money now?!"
"What the hell are you talking about?"
"Remember after the last op? I said the next time the two of you met up, I'd pay big bucks for tickets!"
"I take cash."
* * *
While Grant and Adler sat with Pankova in the Gulfstream, the Team stood watch around the plane. Stalley and Diaz had binoculars, waiting for the Prowler.
Stalley walked up the steps, then leaned toward the open doorway. "Boss, Prowler's on its final approach."
"Okay, Doc." Grant and Adler both stood, as Grant smiled at Pankova. "We'll be right back, ma'am."
They joined the rest of the Team at the front of the Gulfstream, watching the plane touch down on Runway 08.
"Joe, I'm gonna go release the chopper." He took off jogging across the concrete pad toward the Sea Knight.
The crew was standing in the cargo bay. Grant shook each of their hands. "Can't thank you enough, guys. You made the mission a success, and saved our butts!"
"Our pleasure, sir," Lieutenant Anderson responded.
Grant snapped them a crisp salute. "Safe trip back to base!"
The high-pitched whine of the Prowler's two turbo-jet engines signaled it's arrival at MILOPS. It pulled closer to the Gulfstream, following signals from the marshaller. Pilot and co-pilot would remain on board, readying for takeoff.
Grant and Adler hustled up the Gulfstream's steps. "Well," Grant said, "your special ride is here." Pankova exhibited a nervous smile. He tried to reassure her. "The Navy's fly boys are just about the best of the best, ma'am. They'll take great care to see you safely back to the States."
Petty Officer Jim Blackman (corpsman) stood at the bottom of the steps. "Sir?"
"Come aboard, Petty Officer," Adler motioned.
Blackman had a green flight suit folded over his arm, a pair of boots, with heavy socks stuffed inside. Pankova was standing near the forward bulkhead.
Grant made the introduction. "Petty Officer, this is your passenger."
"Ma'am," Blackman smiled, with a nod of his head. He held the flight suit and boots toward her. "We'd like you to put these on over your clothes. Everything's gonna be a little big, I'm afraid, but they should help keep you warm. There are gloves in the pockets." She took the clothes then went aft to the restroom.
Once she was behind the door, Blackman softly said, "Looks like she's had a pretty rough time, sir."
"You could say that," Grant replied. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Stalley. "Listen, why don't you go talk with Doc. He'll bring you up to speed on injuries that he treated. I think she only had one or two aspirins."
"Very well, sir." As Blackman started down the steps, he turned to Grant. "She'll be fine, sir."
Pankova walked through the cabin, with the flight suit's sleeves and pant legs rolled up.
"Are you ready?" Grant smiled down at her.
"Yes." But then she had to ask, "And Alexei?"
"As soon as we leave here, we'll be meeting with him, ma'am. But there still isn't a timeframe for his leaving. That's all I can tell you."
She extended her hand to both Grant and Adler, then Grant motioned for her to go ahead. The rest of A.T. stood on both sides of the stairs, giving her a nod as she went past.
Once she walked off the last step, she turned. "Thank you all."
Doc Blackman escorted her to the Prowler. Ten minutes later, the aircraft was taxiing to Runway 08. Five minutes later, it was in the air.
The Gulfstream headed back to Schonefeld.
* * *
The sound of the car's engine and rushing wind was all that was heard inside the rented black BMW. The green countryside became almost a blur as the car sped along the motorway.
Draper and Garrett were slouched down in the rear seat. All hands were needed to help guarantee the safety of Dotsenko, and the embassy. Leaving the Gulfstream at Schonefeld was a risk, but one that had to be taken.
With an elbow resting on the open window, Adler controlled the steering wheel with a light touch of his hand. He took his eyes from the road, then briefly diverted them to the rearview mirror. Slade was driving the second BMW, carrying the rest of the Team. He kept the car within three car lengths of the lead BMW.
Adler glanced at Grant, seeing the familiar locking of the square jaw. "Is this about the message?"
"No, but that's still got me wondering."
"Well, then, what is it? Can I help?" Adler finally asked, seeing Draper and Garrett in the back, paying attention.
"Hope so," Grant answered, as he brushed back strands of wind-blown brown hair. "I've been 'busting my balls' trying to come up with an explanation why CIA turned over Dotsenko. What Bancroft told me at the meeting stunk."
"Is that gut of yours telling you some bad shit?"
"What if the 'Cowboys' wanted all along to send him back, to become one of their operators again? And when Pankova went missing, they saw their chance."
"That's one helluva supposition!"
"Yeah, I know."
"And just how do you plan on resolving the issue?"
Grant draped his arm over the seat, turning to look at his good friend. "Either option might send me up shit creek."
"You've made that trip before."
"Look, I can confront Dotsenko, pick his brain, and see if that's his plan."
"Wait a minute! That's fuckin' stupid."
Grant had to laugh. "Nothin' like being honest, Joe!"
"C'mon! What good would it do? I mean, if he's going back, you couldn't stop him!"
"Maybe not. Maybe I just need confirmation the Agency instigated a bullshit 'snatch' and pulled the wool over everyone's eyes, including the President's."
"Christ! You aren't thinking what I think you're thinking, are you? You're already halfway up that creek!"
Grant turned halfway, looking at Draper and Garrett. "Comments?"
"Not at this time," Garrett answered, giving a wave of his hand.
"Me neither," Draper said, taking the silver wrapper off a stick of Wrigley's.



Chapter 11

Near the Village of Lanke
Reznikov gripped the steering wheel, preventing it from being ripped from his grasp, as he drove the Trabant at a steady speed across uneven ground. Nearly bald tires rolled over rocks and solid mounds of dirt. Driving during daylight made the drive easier, but it was still nearly impossible to avoid every pot hole or trench.
Botkin and Orlov were in the rear seat. Botkin had his weapon drawn, with his eyes constantly searching, looking for possible trouble. Orlov had binoculars pressed against his eyes, trying to steady himself as the car jerked side to side. "Still clear!" he reported.
Reznikov briefly diverted his eyes to the rearview mirror. Not being followed could only be attributed to three words: planning, panic, surprise. The risk they'd taken was enormous, but they successfully completed three attacks in one day, and during daylight hours. Their surveillance at each target had paid off.
Reznikov silently mocked Yermak, and also thanked him for providing new papers and IDs when they agreed to "work" for him. During each of Orlov's visits to the embassy, his papers were never questioned.
The three men planned their attacks carefully: first the embassy, then, simultaneously, the rifle brigade compound and command center. If their vehicle were to be identified, it would happen at the embassy. But the route from the two compounds back to Lanke would keep them in the Soviet Sector the entire trip, and most of it was through open farm country. No passing through checkpoints, no worrying about border guards.
Reznikov parked behind the house, then killed the engine. After spending most of the morning causing mayhem and destruction, the sudden quiet was a welcome change, if only briefly. With each return trip to the farmhouse, a thorough inspection, both inside and out, was always necessary, never knowing if they'd walk into a trap.
The next attack was already in the works. They weren't ready to stop pushing their luck. Above all, Reznikov was determined to find who had been in control, and who now wanted them dead.
U.S. Embassy
1115 Hours — Local Time
Sam Nichols waited just outside the front door, with a hand resting on his holstered .45. His eyes scanned the grounds, seeing guards patrolling. They were trained for any situation that might materialize, but the attacks left everyone on edge.
Two BMWs pulled up in front. A.T. immediately exited, then opened the trunks. Grant went to Nichols. "Mr. Nichols."
Nichols offered a hand. "Glad to see you and your men, Captain. Mr. Dotsenko has been waiting for you. He's pretty much near the end of his rope."
"I can well imagine," Grant responded, before turning and pointing toward A.T. "We've gotta clean our weapons. Is there a small space we can use?"
"There's a room beyond where Dotsenko is. You can use that."
"Also, I'd like one of your guards to show the men around the compound. They can take it from there."
"Sure. Come on inside and I'll call Sergeant Rinaldi."
"I'll meet you in your office. I need to talk with the guys, and grab my weapons."
Five minutes later, Grant was in Nichols' office. He adjusted the rifle strap on his shoulder. "How are the two injured agents? Are they still in the East German hospital?"
"After mounds of paperwork, the East Germans released them. We transferred them to Landstuhl."
"Those doctors will take real good care of them." Grant's time at Landstuhl flashed through his mind, before he changed the subject. "Can you tell me whether Reznikov's been found? Or at least is there some idea where he is?"
"No to both your questions, I'm afraid."
"Dammit! He's gotta be within striking distance, 'cause he's gonna strike again."
"How can you be sure?! He's been lucky so far in getting away. Maybe he won't risk it."
"Trust me, sir. Reznikov is out for revenge, and he hasn't finished yet."
Nichols leaned forward and rested his arms on his desk. "Any idea where he might strike next?"
"No, sir. Not a clue. But he seems hell bent on attacking Russians, since they're the ones who turned him over to us."
"So, do you think we're in the clear?"
"Don't count on it." Grant stood. "Guess it's time to talk with Dotsenko."
"Oh, here's the message I told you about."
Grant reached for the paper, immediately putting it in his pocket. "Thanks." As he turned to leave, he said, "I'll check back with you after my conversation with Dotsenko. Would it be okay if I used the scrambler room again?"
"Of course. I'll call the crypto guys."
Grant left and met Adler in the hallway. "Any news?" Adler handed him a Coke.
As they walked down the hallway, Grant filled him in on the injured agents and CIA's inability to find Reznikov. Noticing a security guard standing next to the conference room, they took out their wallets, and flipped them open.
Inside the room, a haggard-looking Alexei Dotsenko sat quietly, waiting for word on Pankova. Since he was first brought to the embassy, he hadn't slept, barely ate. A little over an hour ago he'd been informed that the Team was on its way. Only then would he learn whether she was alive, rescued — or dead. A knock at the door made his heart jump.
When it opened, Grant and Adler entered. "Mr. Dotsenko," Grant said, walking toward the Russian with a hand extended.
"Please … tell me."
"She's on her way to the States, sir. We personally saw her get on the plane."
"Was she all right? Did they find out she …?"
"Sir, I'm sorry, but we didn't have time for questions once we found her. Our concern was getting her out safely."
"I understand."
"Can I get you something to drink, sir?" Adler asked, stepping closer.
"No."
Grant slid a chair next to Dotsenko. "I guess you've heard about the attacks on the Russian Embassy and the two other commands." Dotsenko looked at him, but merely nodded before Grant continued. "I don't have any word on how or when we're to get you outta here. I guess for now you'll just have to hang tight." The whole situation was making both Grant and Adler feel uneasy. Grant glanced at his watch. "Listen, her plane's been in the air for a little over two hours. Would it help if I requested someone contact us when it lands?"
"It might," the Russian replied, lowering his eyes.
Grant noticed Adler giving an almost imperceptible shake of his head. The two were on the same wave length. This was turning into Grant's "bullshit scenario." Grant leaned closer to Dotsenko, speaking with his voice low. "Is there anything you want to talk about? Or tell us? We're pretty good listeners."
Dotsenko fixed his eyes on Adler then Grant. How is it possible? These men, somehow, they seem to know! he worried. A sound of silence permeated the room, until Dotsenko finally said, "You have already done enough. There is no need for you to become involved."
Grant leaned back. Clamping his jaw tightly, he let the whole idea roll around in his brain. Somebody talked this man into going back to Russia. He abruptly stood, walked behind his chair, and grasped the top of it until his knuckles turned white. "Sir, we're already involved. I wish we could talk you out of it, but it sounds like your decision's been made."
Grant caught Adler's attention, and motioned toward the door. As the two men started to walk away, Grant stopped, then turned again to face Dotsenko. "I want you to think about this. When we found Miss Pankova, her one thought was whether you were safe. And I realize you were more than concerned about her, too. So, I ask you … how do you think she's gonna react if you don't return? She sacrificed a helluva lot for the U.S…. and for you, sir." Grant made a final comment. "You've most likely heard of the Witness Protection Program. That could be a safe option for you both."
Adler changed the subject. "Sir, you look as if you could use some food. We'll send someone to escort you." He and Grant left the room.
As they walked down the hallway, Adler grabbed Grant's arm, then spoke softly. "So, we aren't gonna do anything to stop him?!"
"What the fuck can we do, Joe?! Kidnap him again?! He's made up his mind."
"You're not planning on going all the way up shit creek, are you?"
Grant flashed his friend a shit-eatin' grin. "Only if you make the trip with me!"
"Be more than happy to! This is one time somebody needs to have his balls ripped out through his throat."
"I don't even wanna picture that!" Grant shuddered.
* * *
Two hours later, after inspecting the embassy grounds, then thoroughly cleaning all weapons, A.T. had a bite to eat. When finished, Grant stood, then strapped on his holster, and check his weapon. "Okay, guys, take up positions outside. Joe and I are gonna stop in and see Dotsenko, then we'll join you."
Just as they walked around the corner, they spotted two men talking with a security guard near the conference room.
Adler whispered, "'Cowboys.'"
"How about we do some hassling?" Grant headed toward the men. "Hey! What the hell are you guys doing here?! That room's secured."
The two men swung around, just as Grant and Adler reached them. Without responding, the men removed black leather badge wallets from inside their jackets, then flipped them open, revealing CIA Special Agent gold badges.
The taller agent spoke. "I'm Special Agent Abbott, and this is Special Agent Zwick.
Grant motioned his thumb to his left. "The individual in that room is our responsibility. So for now, he's off limits."
"Not any more," Abbott said, putting his wallet away.
"On whose authority?"
"Langley."
"We haven't received orders to turn the gentleman over to anyone. You don't mind if I make a call, do you?"
"Knock yourself out," Abbott smirked. He and Zwick had already made a visit with Dotsenko.
Grant turned. Looking at Adler, he gave a slight tilt of the head. Adler would stay near the conference room.
Inside the scrambler room, Grant waited for Mullins to answer. "Mullins."
"Hey, Scott. No time to chat, and I know I'm breaking protocol, but I've gotta speak with the President on the scrambler."
"Let me see what I can do!"
Grant's insides were churning. Was he doing the right thing? Whatever the outcome, the question on Dotsenko had to be answered.
"Grant?"
"Mr. President, I don't have much time, but we may have a problem." Grant proceeded to quickly brief Carr on his theory, and the private discussion with Dotsenko, before ending with, "The two agents are assuming control of him. I'd like your permission to put a 'tail' on them, sir."
Carr was finding it difficult to believe someone went over his head and made the decision to allow Dotsenko to return to Russia. Then he recalled the meeting when Grant questioned the reason Dotsenko was going back back to Germany. Carr's head began to throb. "Shit!" he mumbled softly.
"Beg pardon, sir?"
"Just talking to myself, Grant. Now, you do realize where your theory could lead, don't you?"
"Yes, sir. I sure do."
"Do you think Moscow is involved, and will be expecting Dotsenko?"
"Honestly, I don't know, but it's not likely they'd be staying quiet about it if they did. I take it from your question, sir, that no one has updated you with possible transmission intercepts."
"You assume correct. Grant, why bother with the 'tail'? If he ends up being a 'no show' here, we'll have our answer."
"That's very true, sir, but explanations could be contrived." Grant waited for Carr's decision.
"I realize you're 'going out on a limb' with this, so I'll give you some leeway for now. You follow the vehicle to obtain positive proof either way."
Grant couldn't disguise his relief, as he answered, "Very well, sir. What if Dotsenko indicates he'd prefer to return to the States?"
Carr expected the question. "How do you plan on approaching him?"
"Don't have a plan yet, sir. And right now, I don't think the agents will let us close to him."
"Well, if he's willing, you see that he gets here."
"Yes, sir. And as soon as the question is answered, I'll use our s.o.p. and call Agent Mullins."
"One last question, Grant."
"Sir?"
"Anything on Reznikov?"
Grant couldn't reveal his upcoming meeting with Kalinin, at least not yet. "No, sir. I guess the two CIA agents taking Dotsenko have been pulled off that investigation. We'll try to be back on it later today."
"Anything in the newspapers about the bombings?"
"All we've seen is a West Berlin paper, and that was sketchy. If we have a chance, we'll see if we can do a drive by."
Carr sighed. "All right, Grant. Get going." The conversation ended.
Grant took the elevator to the main floor, and ran to the front door, looking for any of the men. "Doc!" he pointed at Stalley.
Stalley jogged across the driveway. "Yeah, boss?"
"Doc, get one of the 'Beemers' ready to roll, the one we used for snatching Dotsenko. I don't have an exact exit time, just keep it out of sight, with the engine running. We'll be putting a 'tail' on a vehicle, probably that one," he said pointing to a black, four-door Audi. "Joe and I'll be riding with you. We'll need binoculars, camera, and our mikes. Pass the word, Doc, so the guys know what's happening." Not needing further instructions or explanations, Stalley took off, as Grant ran back into the embassy, then up the stairs. Adler was pacing in front of the two agents.
"Did you get your confirmation?" Abbott asked, with his hands on his hips.
"He's all yours," Grant replied disgustedly. As Abbott went toward the door, Grant put an arm in front of him. "I guess you can't tell us where you're taking him."
"You guessed right," Abbott replied, as he opened the door. Once both men were inside, Zwick closed the door.
Adler mustered alongside Grant, as Grant whispered, "The President's been informed, Joe. We've got authorization to put a 'tail' on 'em."
Just then the door swung open. Zwick walked out with the Russian in between him and Abbott.
Dotsenko stopped in front of Grant and Adler. Without any emotion showing on his face, he extended his hand to both of them. "I appreciate what you did."
Grant returned the firm handshake. "I'm glad we could help, sir. We hope everything turns out the best way possible."
"Good luck, sir," Adler nodded.
As the agents and Dotsenko walked away, Adler quietly asked, "Why the hell didn't he just tell them he wasn't going?"
"Don't know, Joe. Who knows what was said to him."
"How far does the authorization go?"
"All the way to the States."
"Outstanding!"
They listened for a sound of footsteps that gradually faded in the distance. "Let's go," Grant said. "Doc's waiting in one of the vehicles."
Walking out the door, they stood on the top step, just as Dotsenko got in the rear passenger seat of the Audi, and Zwick the front seat.
With an unmistakable pissed off look, Grant locked his jaw, spread his legs, and crossed his arms over his chest. Adler jammed his hands into his back pockets, and leaned toward Grant. "Sure as hell hope we can pull off the 'surprise.'"
Just as Abbott opened the car door, he glanced at the two men. Nothing was said, no emotion expressed. He got in and slammed the door.
No sooner had the Audi turned on the main road, when Stalley drove the BMW around the corner of the building. He already had his throat mike on. Grant took the front seat, Adler the rear. The two of them scrunched down, trying to stay low, out of view.
"Okay, Doc," Grant said, as he picked up the throat mike from the center console. "You've done this before."
Stalley edged the BMW closer to the end of the driveway, letting the car roll forward until he spotted the Audi's taillights flash for an instant. The vehicle turned right. Stalley pulled out, then stepped on the gas, trying not to let the Audi get too far ahead.
Adler hooked the small battery to his waistband, then adjusted the throat mike and earpiece. He scooted sideways, lining himself up with an unobstructed view through the front windshield.
Traffic began slowing as they approached the center of West Berlin. The BMW was six cars behind the Audi. The Americans knew this part of the city and what was ahead. Checkpoint Charlie.
Adler lowered the binoculars. "Where the fuck are they goin'?"
By the time the BMW and its passengers were finally passed through the Soviet side of the checkpoint, the Audi was nearly out of sight, until its brake lights lit up. The car slowed just enough before it made a right turn.
"C'mon, Doc!" Grant said, as he raised the binoculars. The BMW's engine roared as Stalley hit the gas. "Next turn!" Grant pointed. The Audi was picking up speed, as it pulled away. Tires screeched as Stalley made a sharp right-hand turn. Grant reached for the armrest. "They're in the right lane, about 200 yards ahead!"
Stalley eased up on the gas. "I see it!" He fell in line behind four vehicles.
The road was familiar to all of them. Adler scooted forward on the rear seat. "Shit! They're headed to Schonefeld!"
Grant zeroed in on the Audi. "Yeah, Joe, but does it mean a U.S. or Russian flight?"
"How about we make a 'snatch'?" Adler suggested.
"First we need proof." Grant began to formulate a plan. CIA wasn't about to let Dotsenko out of their sight. Keeping his eyes on the Audi, Grant said, "Doc, you'll take the camera."
"Roger, boss."
Adler asked, "You think they gave him a new passport?"
"Not a doubt in my military mind, Joe. His U.S. passport's in my rucksack."
"Let me throw this at ya," Adler began. "What if they side-step the terminal, and escort him directly onto the plane? Huh? Then what?"
"Possibility, but that would draw attention. I'm counting on them going into the terminal, then to the gate."
Adler nodded, as he said, "That's why they showed up at the embassy when they did. They had a particular flight in mind, and the wait at the terminal would be less."
The airport tower came into view. Traffic slowed. Parking was straight ahead, which meant a five minute walk to Terminal A.
"Looks like they're parking," Adler said.
Stalley parked two rows behind the Audi, and immediately killed the engine. They still had a clear view, able to see the three men exiting.
Grant laid down the binoculars. "Doc, follow them into the terminal. They shouldn't recognize you. We'll be hanging back. It's important, Doc, that you shoot pictures of them at the check-in counter. We need proof of what airline he's taking. Just keep snapping away."
"Roger, boss." Stalley slipped the strap of the camera over his head, adjusted his earpiece, then got out. Keeping his eyes on the three men, he quietly closed the door, confirmed his weapon was hidden under his sweater, then he headed toward the terminal.
Giving Stalley a two minute lead, Grant and Adler got out of the car and started walking. Adler quietly asked, "What if he's on a U.S. flight? Maybe the two agents will escort him."
Grant leaned slightly, trying to see past several suitcase-carrying passengers. "Then my theory will be shot all to hell. In a way, I'm kinda hoping that's what happens, Joe. The thought of the President having to deal with a shit issue … "
"See your point. But what if … "
"We'll have to find a way to give him the option."
They heard Stalley in their earpieces. "Ground level. Wait one." Stalley aimed the camera with its telephoto lens. "Shit! He's got a red passport. Nearing Aeroflot counter. Fifth in line." He snapped a close-up shot of Dotsenko, then a regular shot with the Aeroflot symbol above the three men's heads.
Grant pressed the PTT. "Stay with him. On our way. What's next flight to Moscow?"
Stalley aimed the telephoto lens, zeroing in on the board behind the counter. "Flight zero one five in forty-five, Gate 6."
Grant and Adler walked into the terminal. "Joe, look for a phone booth."
Adler swiveled his head. "Three o'clock."
The two hurried across the terminal, as Grant said to Adler, "Check number of stalls in that WC." As Adler headed for the restroom, Grant started taking off his windbreaker, then stuffed his ball cap into a sleeve. As soon as he was in the phone booth, he tore out a page of the phone book.
Adler mustered alongside. "Eight, six unoccupied."
"Gotta chance it," Grant mumbled. "Go occupy one, closest to back wall. Take these."
Adler took the windbreaker. "And just what should I be waiting for?"
"I'm gonna try and get Dotsenko over here. Just be ready." Adler didn't question further.
Grant pressed the PTT. "Report, Doc."
Stalley answered softly, "Third in line." He snapped more pictures.
Grant scribbled a note: "Gray Fox, go 2 WC at east side. U.S. on your horizon." If Dotsenko ignored the message, the mission was over. Grant scanned the terminal, spotting Stalley. He pressed the PTT. "Go to escalator at your seven."
Ducking in and out of passengers, visitors, airline staff, trying to stay out of the agents' view, Grant made it to the left side of the escalator. He cautiously looked past it, seeing Dotsenko standing perfectly still, in between Abbott and Zwick. They were second in line for the ticket counter.
"Behind you, boss," Stalley said quietly.
Grant turned, and handed the folded note to Stalley. "You've gotta get this to Dotsenko."
"Whoa, boss!"
"I know, Doc, but you've gotta do it." Grant leaned his head, seeing Dotsenko still second in line. "Your best shot will probably be right after they leave the counter, when they're walking through the crowd. Approach from the front. Usual routine. Accidentally bump into him, and put it in his hand." Stalley nodded, as Grant continued. "If you say anything, use your French, not English. Then high-tail it to that bathroom," Grant pointed. "Joe's in one of the stall's. I'm sure at least one of the agents will escort Dotsenko, so be prepared. I'll handle the second agent. Once it's clear, you and Dotsenko 'beat feet' and go to the car. We'll be right behind you. You can do it, Doc! Go."
Grant rushed toward the phone booth, as two men exited the restroom. Too fucking much can go wrong on this one,he worried as he ducked into the phone booth.
Somehow Stalley managed to press the PTT. Grant and Adler heard, "Pardonnez-moi!" Five seconds later, Stalley ran into the restroom.
Now, all they could do was wait. The second part was up to Alexei Dotsenko.
Grant looked over his shoulder, then immediately turned and picked up the receiver. Sonofabitch! Dotsenko and the two agents were walking toward the restroom. If any passengers were in there, it was too late to do anything about it.
As Grant suspected, Abbott posted himself in front of the entrance, Zwick accompanied Dotsenko. Abbott checked his watch, then folded his hands low in front of him.
No sooner had he done that, when two passengers, carrying suitcases, walked toward the restroom. Abbott put a hand out, shook his head, then pointed toward the opposite side of the terminal. Without question, the men left.
A sound of a moan, then a shuffling noise in the restroom made Abbott rush to investigate. Grant was close behind him.
Stalley was dragging Zwick into one of the stalls. Abbott had his hand on his sidearm as he shouted, "Hold it!"
Grant's fist was already balled up, when he yelled, "Hey!" Abbott spun around. Grant struck him with a quick, sharp, powerful punch. Blood spurted from the bridge of the agent's nose. He collapsed, unconscious.
Adler was helping Dotsenko put on the jacket and cap, as Grant started dragging Abbott into a stall. "Doc, get outta here … now!"
Stalley grabbed Dotsenko's arm. "Let's go, sir!"
Grant propped Abbott on a toilet. "It suits you, you piece of … "
"Skipper! Move it!" Adler picked up a trash can. As they hustled out of the restroom, he plopped it down at the entrance, hoping to delay anyone from going in.
They hauled ass through the terminal, hearing a commotion behind them, figuring it was the agents. They picked up the pace and ran towards the parking lot. Stalley had the engine running. Dotsenko was in the rear seat, overwhelmed for the second time.
Stalley pointed toward Grant and Adler. "There they are, sir!" He backed out of the parking space.
Grant yanked open the front passenger door. "Doc, let Joe drive!"
Stalley was barely settled in the back, when Adler peeled out of the parking lot. "Where to?!"
"The safe house. No! Hotel Berliner!" Grant looked out the back window, not seeing any sign of the Audi — or police.
"Worried about them recognizing us?" Adler asked giving a sideways look at Grant.
"Abbott barely had time to see my fist! But you know what? I say fuck it! They're gonna have to answer for what they tried to do, along with whoever made the decision."
"Hooyah! Stalley called out, raising a fist.
"Damn straight, Doc," Grant responded before asking Adler, "How's it looking, Joe?"
Adler glanced in the mirror. "Got some traffic behind us, but no 'little agents' or flashing lights following."
Grant turned, setting his eyes on Dotsenko. "Sir, are you all right?"
"I am. Yes, I am."
Grant offered his hand. "Courage again, sir. You did it!"
"And I'm grateful again, to all of you."
"We're taking you to the Hotel Berliner. We've used it before, on 'special occasions.' There's good security, but Doc will stay with you." Grant dug out his wallet from his back pocket, then counted out German Marks. "Here, Doc. That should cover the room for a couple of days. I want you to stay with Mr. Dotsenko the whole time, but I'll put the guys on four-hour shifts to come and give you updates. They'll see that you get three squares a day." As Grant put his wallet back, he reminded Dotsenko to not make any phone calls. "Doc, use the radio in an emergency. It should be back there with you."
Adler had one last question. "Tell me again why we're not going to the Gulfstream instead of the hotel?"
"Can't chance it, Joe. Besides, the more places they have to look, the longer it'll take them. And we need final confirmation on what we're to do next."
* * *
With Stalley and Dotsenko safely checked into the hotel, Grant and Adler drove back to the embassy. As Grant closed the car door, he looked across at Adler. "Joe, round up the Team. Have them go to the conference room, then you meet me in the scrambler room." He took out his wallet then handed Adler some dollar bills. "Get them drinks and whatever."
Grant was leaning against the counter in the scrambler room, waiting for the call to go through. Adler came in, and handed him a Snicker's candy bar.
"Everything okay?" Grant asked reaching for the candy.
"I thought they'd go apeshit when they didn't see Doc. I squared them away."
Grant nodded as he heard: "Mullins."
"Scott. Got news."
Without interrupting Grant, listening to his every word, Mullins rocked back and forth in his swivel chair. After ten minutes, Grant went quiet, waiting for Mullins to comment. "Scott?!"
"You need to talk directly with the President! Hold on … "
"Wait! Scott! Before you do that, I need your help with something."
"Go ahead."
"I should've asked for your help on this before, but time got away from me. I've got a list, seven men, all Russians. You may need to 'call in' some markers, though."
"My pen awaits."
Grant gave Mullins the names of the four Russians who were transporting Dotsenko, then Reznikov and his two men's names. "I'm trying to connect the dots, Scott. I need anything that can link all or some of them together."
"When do you need it? Wait! I know — yesterday, right?"
"You got it, buddy."
"Hang on while I dial the White House."
Adler tossed the candy wrapper into the trash can. "Do you think he'll be able to help with those names?"
Grant stood then stretched his back. "Sure as hell hope so. We might be running outta time."
Situation Room
White House
Washington, D.C.
Andrew Carr sat quietly, swirling the black coffee in a white ceramic cup. Scooting farther back in his swivel chair, he sipped the warm brew. His earlier conversation with Grant had to be kept under wraps for the time being. He was worried. What if Grant's theory proved to be correct? What if …?
National Security Advisor Hillman interrupted his thoughts. "Would you like me to call Langley, sir?" Hillman adjusted the leather band of his Bulova watch, glancing at the time, while he waited for Carr's response.
"Yes, and you'd better call NSA." Hillman rolled his chair back, but as he started to leave, a frustrated Carr said, "Stan, tell the director and general to join us. I want to know why no one can give me updates. It's too damn quiet, and that worries me." Hillman left for the Watch Room.
V. P. Forbes shuffled through papers on the table. "What are you thinking?"
Carr stood, and carried his cup to a credenza. He poured fresh coffee from a carafe, then took a sip before responding. "I don't know, Evan. A lot's happened over a span of a few hours, and the day isn't over yet."
"Well, at least Operation Gold Eagle was a success."
"The bright spot of the day," Carr managed to smile. "But Alpha Tango still hasn't completed the mission. They've gotta find that sonofabitch Reznikov."
Hillman returned and walked near Carr. "Mr. President, the Prowler's scheduled to arrive at Andrews around noon. Miss Pankova will be escorted by agents and taken directly to Langley."
"Good. And NSA?"
"General Prescott is bringing new satellite images taken of Berlin, mostly of the bombed sites."
Carr returned to the head of the table and spun his chair around. "Any additional reports on casualties?"
Hillman shook his head. "Nothing since the announcement about the ambassador. The city's been locked up pretty tight. I think Director Bancroft's bringing transcripts."
V.P. Forbes made a suggestion. "Maybe you should call Gorshevsky. Pick his brain."
"What would be the point, Evan? If anyone were to call, I would think it would be him, digging for information. No. I think I'll wait. Besides, he's got a lot on his mind about these days, especially with Russia becoming more heavily embroiled in Afghanistan."
"Mr. President!" Clark Barry, one of the duty officers of the Sit Room staff, stood near the Watch Room. "I have a secure phone call for you, sir. Do you want me to transfer it?"
Carr rolled his chair back, then stood. "No, Clark, I'll take it in there." Forbes and Hillman shot quick glances at each other, as the President left them.
He walked toward the Watch Room. It must be Grant,he thought. Work continued in the room as the President answered the phone. "Andrew Carr."
"Grant here, Mr. President."
Carr sat on the edge of a desk, keeping the receiver pressed against his ear, and his eyes downcast as he listened to Grant's report.
Finally, Grant finished. "I'm sorry this ended the way it did."
"So am I, Grant, but you learned the truth. That's what mattered."
"Yes, sir. Oh, I don't think I mentioned this, but as a 'just in case' we snapped some photos at the airport. They could be your additional proof, Mr. President."
Both men went quiet. Carr thought about what his next move would be, and the meeting when Dotsenko returned to the States.
Grant finally asked, "Sir, what are your plans for Mr. Dotsenko? I mean, when and how do you want him transported?"
"Confirm for me again that he's safe."
"He is, sir. Doc will remain with him. One of the men will check on them every four hours, sorta like being on 'watch' again." Carr detected a smile in Grant's voice, until Grant said, "I know you're concerned about a possible attack, but if Reznikov holds true to form, he won't do anything in West Berlin. Even if he and his men have new identity papers, their photos have been plastered in every checkpoint building on the Allies' side. That's been confirmed."
"What about on the Russian and East German sides?"
"That had to be one of the first security measures they took, sir."
"Give me a day to work it out. A lot depends on your mission to find Reznikov, too."
"Very well, sir. Oh, one last comment."
"Yes, Grant?"
"The agent, the one I cold-cocked?"
The remark caught Carr off-guard. He stifled a laugh before responding, "I'm listening."
"No regrets, Mr. President!"
U.S. Embassy
In the conference room A.T. waited impatiently for Grant and Adler. Coke cans, candy wrappers littered the table.
The door opened and Grant and Adler walked in. As Adler took a seat, Grant's eyes fell on each man. "I know Joe told you Doc's all right. He's at the Hotel Berliner guarding Dotsenko."
"You got him!" Slade responded, raising a fist.
"Damn straight we did," Grant answered. "By the way, has anyone seen those two 'Cowboys' lately?"
"We saw the Audi parked out back, but haven't seen either one of them. Problem?" Novak asked.
"Not for us," Adler smirked.
Grant pulled out a chair then sat. "Before I fill you in, has it been quiet? Any disturbances or sign of possible Reznikov activity?"
Garrett responded, "Nothing, Grant. We've worked out a schedule with the regular guards, so every point in the compound is covered."
"Thanks, Matt. Now, here's how it went down at Schonefeld."
When he finished, Slade asked, "How come you didn't stash him at the safe house, boss?"
Grant shook his head. "Agency 'peeps' are aware of that place, Ken. Joe and I know the hotel and its security. I want Doc to stay with Dotsenko until we have orders. Set up your own duty roster, because I want someone checking on them every four hours. They're in a double room, accessible through #308. Oh, and arrange it where they get at least three squares a day. There are a few cafes close by."
Garrett asked, "Do you think the Agency has sent their passport photos to hotels, you know, like a 'bolo'?" (Be on the lookout.)
Grant rubbed the back of his neck. "Don't know, Matt. They may not have the authority unless they convince the West German police to cooperate. But we've got proof of the agents' little escapade, and the President's been made aware of it. As an FYI, Doc's using his French passport, Dotsenko, U.S.
"A word of caution: keep an eye out for those two agents. I don't want them getting suspicious if they notice you leaving on a set schedule. You can handle it. Questions?" Silence.
"Now, what I'm about to tell you stays in this room." He glanced at Draper. "Rob, one of us will give you the details later." Draper nodded, then Grant continued. "You all remember our last mission and Nicolai Kalinin."
"Sure, boss," James answered. "The Russian who's your double!" He quickly added, "Sorry, boss. Maybe I shouldn't have said that."
"Not a problem, DJ."
Novak interjected, "And if it wasn't for him, you might not be here."
"That's affirmative, Mike. Well, anyway, I've got a meeting with him tonight."
"No shit?!" echoed from most of the men, as they rolled their chairs closer to the table, anxious to hear more.
Grant proceeded to explain the phone call and place of the meeting. "That's all I can tell you. In the meantime, set up the duty roster. Start time will begin at 2200. We can't take any chances." Grant finally smiled. "Yeah, you already knew all that, but, hey! It's just overly-cautious me."
Office of Premier Gorshevsky
Kremlin
Moscow, Russia
Gorshevsky sat behind his ornate wooden desk, sliding the empty glass back and forth between his palms. He was expecting the arrival of KGB Director Mikhail Antolov, Minister of Internal Security Vasily Sokoloff, General Vladimir Borskaya, and Lieutenant General Nikita Komarov.
Growing impatient, he swiveled his chair around, and eyed the bottle of Stolichnaya Vodka on the corner of the credenza. After a quick glance at his watch, he unscrewed the cap, and poured another shot. Holding the glass under his nose, he sniffed the sweet aroma, then took a sip, tasting its distinct smoothness. He gulped down the remaining liquid, then rubbed an index finger across his mouth, before eyeing the bottle again. "Enough," he said quietly, before putting the glass on a silver tray on the side of the credenza.
Going to the large plate glass window, he pulled aside the heavy blue drapes, and thought about the unbelievable events in Berlin: the disappearance of Alexei Dotsenko; Ivan Reznikov's escape; and three major bombings, all in the same day, for which no one had claimed responsibility. He was becoming more suspicious, thinking about attacks nearly two years ago, but those were against Americans.
A knock at his door made him turn. "Come!"
The four men he was expecting entered, one behind the the other, with Minister of Internal Security Vasily Sokoloff in the lead. Standing in front of plain wooden chairs lined up opposite the desk, each man gave a quick nod to the Premier.
Gorshevsky unbuttoned his dark brown suit jacket, then sat in his leather chair, rolling it closer to the desk. He motioned toward the men. "Sit." They complied.
He swiveled his chair, setting his dark, brooding eyes on Komarov. "I want to hear what you have to say, Comrade General. Can you explain how you let Comrade Dotsenko slip through your fingers?!"
Determined not to be held totally responsible, Komarov answered, "Sir, seven heavily armed individuals ambushed us along a dark stretch of Konigstrasse. They wore … "
"I did not ask you what they were wearing! I want to know how they managed to take Dotsenko?!"
Komarov shifted in his chair. "As I said, sir, they ambushed us, took our weapons, and they shot Sergeant Baskov."
"Who?"
"Our driver. Sergeant Baskov."
"Why just Baskov?"
"Comrade Baskov was trying to get away, when he was shot. He was dumped in the Mercedes." Before Gorshevsky could ask, Komarov added, "He is still in hospital in East Berlin, sir."
"With that much firepower, General, why do you suppose they did not kill all of you?"
Komarov hesitated. "I have no answer, sir."
Gorshevsky's eyes narrowed as he continued glaring at Komarov. "Do you have any idea who the assailants were?"
"I can only tell you they spoke Russian, carried Makarovs and AK-47s, sir."
Gorshevsky rocked back and forth in his chair before turning his attention to General Borskaya. "And what of our agents in Berlin, General? They have not been successful in finding either Dotsenko or Reznikov, have they?"
Borskaya opened a folder on his lap, and removed a paper. He glanced at it before handing it across the desk. "The agents identified Reznikov driving past the embassy just before the explosions."
Gorshevsky quickly perused the paper. "This does not answer my question! They have not found him, have they?!"
"No, Comrade. There was no trace of him or his men, no trail to follow. I made a decision and gave the agents orders to first look for Comrade Dotsenko. But after the embassy was destroyed, I had them looking for Reznikov."
"Did you give any thought to contacting Director Antolov?"
"I did, sir. But I wanted to have more definitive information."
Gorshevsky's grey eyebrows knitted together, as his hand crumbled the white paper. "If memory serves me correctly, Comrade, the embassy was destroyed well after Reznikov escaped. So, while you had your agents searching for Dotsenko, Reznikov was planning his attacks!" Borskaya's shoulders went slack. "You and General Komarov wait in the outer office!" Borskaya and Komarov stood, saluted, then immediately left.
"See to it, Vasily, that those two are transferred someplace not too comfortable."
"I will take care of it, sir."
The Premier turned his attention to KGB Director Antolov. "Has there been a final count of those killed at the embassy?"
The silver-haired Antolov handed Gorshevsky a piece of paper, listing names and titles in two separate columns. "Fifteen have been positively identified. Four were taken to hospital. As you can see, most of those killed were regular staff, including Ambassador Sidorov. All the bodies have yet to be identified."
"Did you lose any men, Mikhail?"
Antolov took a breath. "Two identified so far."
"And the agents who saw Reznikov, have they reported anything further?"
"Not yet. My staff is trying to locate them. I will advise you as soon as I have word."
Gorshevsky set his eyes on Minister Vasily Sokoloff. "And you! What can you tell me about Drazowe? How the hell did that happen?!"
Sokoloff cleared his throat, and adjusted his wire-rimmed glasses. "There is only one reasonable explanation, sir. The woman who was taken had to be spying for the Americans. They used their satellites to pinpoint the base, then they sent in a team of men to rescue her."
"And our radar did not detect a helicopter entering or leaving our airspace?"
"Apparently it flew across the French Sector."
"The Americans," Gorshevsky remarked, disgustedly. He diverted his eyes to Antolov. "Anything to add, Mikhail? Is anything being done in Drazowe?"
"I have sent a couple of agents to investigate. But I do not know how much more they will learn. The incident happened so quickly. And with Comrade Oleniv dead, we may never know about the woman, how long she was spying, or how much she may have revealed." Antolov sat up straighter. "You were aware that she and Oleniv were involved. She had been with him since his station in Tbilisi." He immediately added, "We re-examined her dossier. It will also take time, but it appears she was a deep cover operative for the CIA."
Gorshevsky grumbled, "Perhaps those who attacked that base did us a favor in killing him."
Antolov and Sokoloff exchanged quick glances, then Antolov continued. "The investigation will continue, sir." He decided to present his theory. "Sir, I think we must consider the possibility that the men who took the woman also were responsible for kidnapping Comrade Dotsenko."
The Premier swung his chair around, poured himself another shot of vodka, and guzzled it down. Knowing Gorshevsky's love of the liquid, Antolov and Sokoloff were troubled. Lately he'd been sipping a lot more — and more often. The Afghan situation was weighing heavily, and now Berlin.
Gorshevsky slowly stood, shoved his gnarled hands into his pants pockets, then finally turned around. "And even if that is the case, do you honestly believe we will find those two?! They are probably out of the country by now!"
"I realize that. But we must continue searching for them. Do you have any intention of phoning the American President?"
"For what purpose, Mikhail? Do you think I will get honest answers? Remember the last time? He made fools of us!"
"I remember. But if you have a conversation with him, perhaps … "
Gorshevsky cut him off. "And what about you, Vasily? Should I call the President?"
"Sir, while we have our suspicions, we do not have final proof. You still want Comrade Dotsenko, and I am sure the President wants Reznikov. Perhaps if you speak with him, the two of you can work together in finding the attackers, or at least work out some kind of deal."
A rapping at the door made the three men turn. "What is it?!" Gorshevsky shouted in annoyance.
"Comrade Gorshevsky! There is a call for Comrade Antolov!" a voice on the other side of the door responded.
Antolov stood. "Is it all right if I answer that? It may be Berlin." Gorshevsky flicked his hand, motioning Antolov to leave.
Several minutes later, the barrel-chested Antolov came into the office. Gorshevsky immediately asked, "Who was it?"
Antolov sat down, then looked at his handwritten note. "Agent Kalinin was phoning from our intel center. He and Agent Zykov managed to rescue some records from the embassy. They were reviewing files on Reznikov and his two men."
Gorshevsky pounded his fist on the desk. "What have they found on Comrade Dotsenko?! Does anyone have any idea on how important that man is?!"
Antolov had no choice but to make a suggestion. "Sir, the two men in Berlin cannot work two missions. I can send more agents to assist."
"Yes. Go ahead." But as Antolov stood to leave, Gorshevsky ordered, "Listen to me, Mikhail. When Reznikov is found, he and his men will be returned to Moscow. I want them dealt with immediately upon their return! Is that clear?!" Antolov nodded. "And when it is done, I never want to hear that name again!" He took a couple of deep breaths, before turning toward the credenza. "You two plan on going with me to Berlin."
"Sir," Antolov said surprised, "go to Berlin now? Is that wise? The danger still may not be over."
Gorshevsky began pouring another shot of vodka. "I must show my respect for Ambassador Sidorov, and I want to see the destruction for myself." He thought briefly about his decision, and decided it was politically correct. "Notify the East Germans that we will take our dead comrades back to Moscow. See that the coffins are covered with our flag. Upon our return, I want newspaper and television coverage at Domodedovo."
Minister Sokoloff asked, "When do you wish to leave for Berlin?"
"As soon as those preparations are completed. Now, both of you — go."



Chapter 12

Near Brandenburg Gate
West Berlin
2150 Hours
The temperature dropped to 48 degrees as winds shifted and started blowing from north northeast at seven knots. Traffic continued at a steady pace, passing in front of the Berlin Wall, totally blocking access to the Brandenburg Gate. Built in an arc shape, the Wall curved outward, away from the structure.
Wearing jeans, white T-shirt, black windbreaker, and black baseball cap, Grant walked further off the main road. Street lights barely penetrated a stand of trees, but he was able to see a cement park bench centered in between them. Sitting on the bench would leave him too exposed, so he slowly walked to the nearest tree, and backed up against it. Old habits,he quipped to himself.
A sudden gust of wind nearly took his cap. He screwed it down until his brown eyes barely showed beneath the brim, then he continued perusing the area. But his mind went back to his conversation with the President. With Dotsenko safe again, he and Team A.T. would remain in Berlin, continuing the hunt for Reznikov. Operation Gold Eagle would proceed with the mission.
As he watched traffic passing by, he couldn't help but question the upcoming meeting. What the hell was bringing him and Kalinin together again? An eerie feeling ran through him, if only for a brief second or two. He never had the DNA test Adler and Carr suggested. After a time, it no longer seemed to matter, as he put aside the question whether he and the Russian could be related. Maybe one day he'd ask Kalinin if he ever had the same thought. Not a good idea, Stevens. A noise behind him made him automatically reach for his holstered weapon.
"Been waiting long?" Kalinin stepped from behind the tree.
"Nick! It's good to see you!"
"You, too, Grant!" The two slapped hands together, their grips firm.
Grant leaned closer to the Russian, noticing a butterfly closure near the eyebrow. "The last time I saw you, you were pretty beat up. What the hell happened this time?!"
"That's one of the reasons I asked you to meet me." Hearing voices behind him, Kalinin glanced over his shoulder. "Maybe we'd better go for a walk." He motioned toward the darker, inner Tiergarten.
Voices and traffic sounds began to fade in the background, as they walked at a steady pace along one of many winding paths in Tiergarten, while keeping their keen senses on full alert.
Grant gave Kalinin's shoulder a light punch. "First tell me what the hell you're doing here? And in West Berlin?"
Kalinin lifted the bottom edge of his black leather jacket. Grant stopped short, spotting the badge attached to the Russian's belt. "Are you shittin' me?! KGB?!"
"They'll take anybody these days!"
It began coming together for Grant — the phone call, this meeting. "But how did you know I was here, in Berlin?" he asked with obvious suspicion in his voice.
"I was ordered to find a certain person after he and his party never showed at Schonefeld. My investigation revealed that seven men ambushed them. Naturally, I thought of you and your Team," he said, spreading his hands in front of him. "So, I took a chance and left the message at the embassy."
Grant just shook his head. "And you 'tagged' me for pulling that off?!"
"Didn't you?" the Russian asked with a raised eyebrow.
Grant shoved his hands into his jacket pockets. "You know I can't answer that."
"Look, we both know I'm talking about Dotsenko. Are you telling me you don't know where he is?"
"Can't answer that either." Grant had to hold back. Even though Kalinin had pretty much figured it out, the mission was still classified.
Kalinin stopped, reached behind him, and removed two folders tucked in his waistband. "Before I forget. Here."
Grant held the folders close, trying to see the printing in the dark. "Holy shit, Nick! Why the hell did you take these?!"
"Call it a whim. Dossiers are a dime a dozen with KGB," he answered, with his face breaking into a grin.
"So, now you've got the 'poop' on Joe and me! Find it interesting?" Grant smirked.
"Absolutely! But some day I'd like to know more, like the personal side."
"We'll see. Do you want these back?"
"Don't worry about it. Most of the files and cabinets sustained damage. I don't think they'll be missed. Besides, the originals are still in Moscow."
"If you say so," Grant responded, shoving the folders into his back waistband, then pulling his jacket over them. He stopped. "Hold it! You weren't inside when the explosions … "
"No. My partner and I had just driven past when the bombs went off."
"Jesus, Nick!"
"Yeah. Tell me about."
Grant added, "I don't know about you, but we suspected Reznikov pulled off all those bombings … no, we're positive, even though we don't have downright proof."
"Well, you can stop wondering. It was."
"How the hell …?"
"I saw him, Grant. I recognized that fuck driving away. We were about to take chase, when it happened."
For the next fifteen minutes, Kalinin told Grant about the embassy bombing, his inability to track Reznikov, his 'hunt' for Dotsenko.
"Let's sit," Kalinin said, as they approached a park bench. He drew out three pieces of paper from his jacket, and handed them to Grant. "Those are all I had time to copy. They're part of the files on Reznikov and his two men. We've been over them countless times, trying to find a connection, how they got together. More importantly, we can't find out who's financing them, or who their handler is. I thought for sure we'd find something in there," he commented, pointing to the papers.
"Is it okay if I hang onto these?"
"Sure. Maybe you can find something we couldn't."
As Grant folded the papers and tucked them in his pocket, his concern started to increase. "Listen, Nick, do you think you're getting in too deep here, I mean, these papers, with me?"
"We need each other on this one, Grant. Whatever we find out is only going to help resolve the shit. I know you're just as concerned as me that Reznikov is going to attack again … and soon."
"Just said that to someone today."
Kalinin hesitated briefly. "Don't think you've heard yet, but Premier Gorshevsky is planning on making a trip here to inspect what's left of the embassy."
"Shit. Bad time."
"Yeah, I know. And he's bringing Director Antolov and Minister Sokoloff. I'm hoping Antolov can change the Premier's mind."
"It hasn't been officially announced, has it?"
Kalinin shook his head. "Not yet. I've also been advised that a couple more agents will arrive with the director."
"Jesus! Are you sure you wanna work with me?"
"Da!" Kalinin answered, with a thumb's up. "Listen, Grant, I owe you and Joe big time for helping me in D.C."
"You don't owe us anything. Besides, you sorta saved my ass, if you remember. And if you're gonna help, you do it because you think it's the right thing to do. Got that?"
The two men sat quietly, thinking about what each of them expected from the other, thinking about what each was about to do. But it all boiled down to holding accountable those who lied, committed murder — no matter how far up the chain of command it went, whether in Moscow or D.C.
"It's not gonna be easy staying in contact, Nick. I don't have to worry about Joe and the guys, but what about you? You said you had a partner."
"Yeah. Oleg is a good partner, but I don't have the same relationship with him like you and your men. I'll have to be cautious."
"What about your intel boys? Sharp?"
Kalinin slowly shook his head. "Since all this shit happened, they're paying attention better. Which reminds me. I might stop by there tonight, and see if they've picked up any transmissions."
"Since the Team's been officially extended to continue looking for Reznikov, we'll be basing ourselves at the embassy. In case you need to make contact, I think we need to give you a code name. What about 'Cougar'?"
"Sounds good. And maybe I can get my hands on a portable radio." Kalinin stood.
Grant glanced at his submariner. "Almost 2400," he commented, as he stood. "Can we start work tomorrow?"
"Think we'd better. I've got a real uneasy feeling that something's going to happen soon."
"Well, look, Joe and I can cross into East Berlin without arousing suspicion. So, how 'bout we pick you up at 0500 tomorrow? You pick the location." With an array of passports, Grant and Adler could switch to their Russian and German ones, once they passed through the Allies' checkpoints. The risk was still enormous.
Kalinin rubbed the back of his neck in thought. "Do you know where Museum Island is? The Monbijou Bridge?"
Grant was briefly taken aback, then answered, "Uh, yeah. I do."
"There shouldn't be any traffic that time of morning. I'll meet you on the south side of the bridge."
"Listen, Nick, I asked you this already, but are you sure you want to get yourself into this?"
Kalinin nodded. "We're both doing this for the same reasons, Grant. You're damn right I do!"
"Very well. We'll be driving a black BMW. No matter what, we will be at the bridge. But if you foresee any problem, you call the embassy, and use your code name. If you don't show … "
Kalinin reached for Grant's hand. "I'll be there, my friend."
As Grant made his way back to the embassy, he wondered if it was possible to experience two surreal moments at the same time: meeting Kalinin again, and the Spree River that flowed under the Monbijou Bridge. He knew the cold Spree very well because that was where he snatched Rick Lampson. Damn!
Monbijou Bridge
East Berlin
June 23
0500 Hours
Day 5
A fog hung over the city like a thick, gray veil. Daylight was officially at 0440, but street, bus, electric trams, and vehicle low beams remained on, barely able to penetrate the heavy mist, especially along the Spree River.
Windshield wipers intermittently swished back and forth, clearing the BMW's glass. Adler guided the vehicle slowly along a quiet section of East Berlin. "Must feel strange being topside of that river," he chuckled, anticipating a less than enthusiastic response from Grant.
But Grant remained quiet, visualizing the route he took that night, swimming close to the riverbed, using the Draeger, the life and death struggle underwater.
"What? No response?"
"Huh? What'd you say, Joe?"
"Whatcha thinking?"
"Joe, have you ever wondered where Lampson is, or what he's doing? I mean, have you ever thought about anybody we've rescued, or snatched, for whatever reason?"
"Whoa! Where the hell is that coming from?!"
Grant shifted in the seat, then leaned against the door. "Well, have you?"
"Can't help it, especially when there's some kind of trigger, like the Spree or the bridge, for instance." Adler squinted, trying to see clearly out the windshield. "We're close to the bridge … I think." He shut off the fog lamps, leaving the parking lights on, as he slowed the BMW until it was barely moving.
Grant reached overhead and switched the interior light to the "off" position. "There he is."
The tall Russian walked out of the fog, then stood close to the curb. No sooner had the car stopped, when he opened the door and climbed in, tossing a small leather satchel on the seat. The sound of the door closing was Adler's signal to move on, as he flipped on the fog lamps. Tiresthumped as they rolled over a block-long section of cobblestone.
Turning down his collar, then unbuttoning his black leather jacket, Nicolai Kalinin scooted toward the middle of the bench seat, then tapped Adler's shoulder. "Good to see you, Joe!"
Adler glanced in the mirror, seeing the familiar face. "You, too, Nick!"
Grant reached around the seat with his hand extended. "Dobroye utro!"
"Yeah," Kalinin laughed, "good morning to you, too." He brushed a hand over his wet, brown hair, then leaned toward the center console, noticing the radio. "I managed to swipe a portable." He tapped a hand on the leather satchel. "Oleg has instructions to call only in an emergency."
"The Team has the same instructions," Grant said.
Adler made a right-hand turn, steering the BMW across another bridge. A car approached from the opposite direction, with its headlights barely visible in the fog. The three men went quiet, keeping their eyes on the passing vehicle. Adler glanced in the mirror, watching as red taillights disappeared.
Grant finally asked, "Where's your car?"
Kalinin motioned with his thumb. "We just passed it."
"What about your partner? Was he curious about you leaving?"
"I assigned him to search through the embassy debris. He needs to collect any sensitive data that wasn't destroyed. It should keep him occupied for a while."
"Did you find out when the other two agents will show up?"
"They'll be flying in with Director Antolov." Kalinin ducked down, and looked out the windshield. "Where are we headed? You're not kidnapping me, are you?!"
Adler kept his eyes on the road, as he snickered, "Now there's a novel idea!"
Grant cut in. "I thought we'd head down to Karlshorst. What do you think about running a G2 with men stationed at the Russian Rifle Brigade? Or has someone already done that?"
"We haven't. Oleg and I have been running our asses off here."
"Tell me about it," Adler snorted.
"We need to talk, Nick. I've got some intel on Reznikov and his men that might give us some direction."
"Where the hell did you get it?!"
"Sorry — classified. Look, we'll drive farther away from the city, then we'll go over it."
Once they were well past the Spree, the fog began to lift, changing over to a light rain. Adler shut off the fog lamps, then pressed the accelerator. The BMW picked up speed, heading toward the Russian Rifle Brigade, nearly ten miles away.
Grant turned, hooking his arm over the backrest. "What about the Stasi, Nick? Involved?"
"They're counterintelligence work is top priority, and the majority of their surveillance is on East Germans and anyone from the West. But right now they're focusing on the Border Command incident. The East Germans are in complete disarray. The Stasi will see to it that order is restored.
"But since KGB was finally given the same rights and powers as we have in Moscow, we have a broader range for investigating. So, I've been in contact with my counterpart who's assigned to the Stasi's headquarters in East Berlin. He's been able to use their intel, but even they haven't intercepted any transmissions that could remotely be from Reznikov. You know, it's almost like those three completely vanished."
Kalinin swiveled his head, looking between the side window and windshield. "Are we near the village of Lichtenberg, Joe?"
"Sign back there showed a little over a kilometer."
"Okay. Start slowing down." Adler brought the speed to 20 mph, when Kalinin said, "If you look left, down that side street… There. That entire complex is Stasi, right there," he pointed.
Grant leaned toward the console, as he caught a glimpse of a six-story building. "Christ! And every light's on. Busy little bastards, aren't they?"
"And always 24/7/365," Kalinin added.
"Okay, Joe, get us outta here, but take it easy."
Adler maintained a slow speed. "According to the sign, it's eight kilometers (5 miles) to Karlshorst."
Grant continued looking at the complex through the rear window. "Maybe it's a bad idea to visit the brigade complex, I mean, being so close to the Stasi."
"We should be okay," Kalinin said with reassurance. "My badge will help eliminate any curious questions. And with you speaking Russian, and Joe, German, how could we fail?!"
Adler made a right onto Am Tierpark, just as heavy rain started pelting the windshield. "What the hell?!" He set the wipers on high. "Gonna be tough inspecting the property in this shit!"
Grant leaned toward the windshield. "Joe, turn left into that small park. Looks like there're parking spaces away from this road. We'll wait it out. We need to discuss the intel, anyway."
Adler backed into a space, then shut off the engine and lights. Propping an arm on the backrest, his eyes went from Kalinin to Grant.
Grant dug out a piece of paper from his pocket. "Take a look at this, Nick. If anything, it's at least a good beginning to the puzzle." As Kalinin perused the paper, Grant added, "That's how Reznikov and his men got to be a 'team.'"
"Jesus, Grant! They were in the same prison together?! Why the fuck wasn't any of this in our records?!" Grant just waited, knowing Kalinin would figure it out.
The Russian flopped back, suddenly answering his own question. "Somebody 'wiped' our records!"
"That was our conclusion," Grant commented. "When we figure out why, it should lead us to who, or vice versa."
Kalinin held up the paper. "And maybe I'll figure out how the hell you managed to get this!"
Grant smiled briefly. "I'd be more surprised if you didn't."
Kalinin studied the paper again, as another thought came to mind. "If those records were tampered with, how much do you want to bet those three now have different IDs?"
Grant and Adler both agreed, then Grant asked, "What about pictures, Nick? Have they been distributed, especially to the checkpoints?"
"We managed to salvage those, and yes, I saw to it they were posted."
A blinding flash of lightning lit up the entire parking lot, followed three seconds later by an earsplitting crack of thunder. Tree branches swirled in the wind.
"Front's coming through," Adler commented, leaning closer to the steering wheel, trying to see overhead. "Don't expect it'll last long."
"So, what do you think, Nick, I mean about that info?" Grant asked.
Kalinin sat forward. "You know, I haven't been with KGB all that long. And now I've suddenly got the responsibility of finding and accusing someone in Moscow of backing those crimes."
"You sure whoever it is, is in Moscow?"
"There's gotta be at least one accomplice here, but, yeah … Moscow."
"Look, Nick, what you've gotta remember is whoever did this, put himself above the law and with little regard for human life, no matter how high up the chain he is. Joe and I've been through this more than we care to remember. And I'll be honest with you, there was more than one occasion when innocents died from decisions we made, and there was more than once when we couldn't prove our case. But you've got a good shot at nailing the sonofabitch, and we're here to help in every way we can."
Kalinin leaned back and linked his fingers behind his head. "I appreciate that. But what about Reznikov and his men? If and when we find them, who'll take control — you or me?"
"Did you get specific orders?"
"They're to be returned to Moscow."
"Hmm. Well, the only orders we got were to find them. You know, Nick, there's a very simple way to resolve the issue."
The Russian's face broke into a grin. "Glad you said that, 'cause that's exactly what I was thinking."
"Nick, when's the last time anyone intercepted anything from Reznikov?" Adler asked.
Kalinin started mentally reviewing intel. "You know, Joe, I don't think we ever did, so that means communication was done by messages or dead drops."
"Yeah," Grant said, "but that may have been during the earlier attacks. If we assume Reznikov has been on a revenge rampage, then no form of communication was necessary. He was on his own — right?"
"Probably," Kalinin nodded in agreement. "But where the hell does that get us?"
Grant linked his fingers together and laid his hands on top of his head. "Don't know. But maybe we're going about this the wrong way. Maybe we need to focus on who tipped off Reznikov's men." He turned in the seat. "Who would've known?"
"The Premier, of course, Director Antolov, FCD Borskaya, General Komarov and the men with him at Glienicke Bridge. Oh, and Minister Sokoloff."
"What about the OIC at the East German prison?"
Kalinin shook his head. "He was informed only hours before the exchange." Kalinin stared at Grant, knowing something was going on in his brain. "What are you thinking?"
"Listen, I was waiting for more intel from my source. Maybe we need to forgo the G2 at the rifle brigade, and head back."
"Sure. No problem. Can you give me a hint?"
"C'mon, Joe. Head out." As Adler started the engine, Grant said to Kalinin, "You might have more luck than me on this, so you need to check records on those men who were at the exchange."
Kalinin was obviously surprised. "Seriously?!"
"Serious as a heart attack, Nick. I may be stretching it here, but they're the only ones who stand out right now. Agree?"
"Yeah. I think you may be right. One of them is still in hospital."
"You need to check on him, too."
The quick-moving storm showed signs of letting up. Winds calmed, rain turned to drizzle, daylight showed on the horizon, as Adler drove toward the Monbijou Bridge.
As they were approaching the bridge, Kalinin pointed toward his car. Adler pulled the BMW behind it, but kept the engine running.
"No calls," Kalinin commented as he lifted his satchel with the radio. "Guess everything's quiet."
Grant turned in the seat. "We'll be at the embassy, Nick, making some inquiries. If you find out anything, call that number I gave you. Any suggestions how I can reach you?"
"Think I'll check in with Oleg, then I'll start doing research on those four." He glanced at his watch. "Give me at least an hour to … " He paused, "Maybe I'd better call you when I'm through. Hate to arouse suspicion."
"Very well. We'll wait for your call." Grant extended his hand. "Take care, my friend."
Even before Kalinin was in the Volga, Adler drove away, heading for West Berlin and the embassy.



Chapter 13

Near Village of Lanke
0930 Hours
The same storm that hit near Karlshorst, blew through Lanke. Dripping water from two small leaks in the aged country home's roof, splashed against beams before pooling on wooden floor planks. Outside, leaves, twigs, other debris covered the wood door of the underground storage room.
Leaning against the doorframe, with the door wide open, Ivan Reznikov waited for his men to return from the village. Their instructions were to purchase a few supplies, but he was really after news, anything that could tell him about the attacks, the damage and deaths inflicted. He was curious whether or not the three of them had been identified. Even if they had been, it mattered little. Plans for the next attack had been completed. The following day they'd head for Sperenberg.
Located in the forests 35 miles south of Berlin, Sperenberg was originally developed for the Prussian Army. At the start of World War II, it was the first site where Werner von Braun tested his rockets, before the research was moved to Peenemünde. In May 1945, the site was overrun by the Red Army, then mostly abandoned. But in the 1950s, the Soviet Army began looking for a military airfield suitable for use by heavy transport planes. They rebuilt Sperenberg, and in 1974, the concrete runway was extended to 8,200' with the creation of an additional parallel grass runway for emergencies. The "new" airfield supported heavy transports, attack helicopters for defensive purposes, out-stationed and transiting bombers. Sperenberg became a key location for Soviet forces in East Germany. Its airfield radio call sign was "Souvenir."
After a recon of the outlying area, Reznikov realized it would be nearly impossible to inflict any amount of damage with the base "buried" so deeply within the forest. Even if they were able to cut through rows of barbed wire, the distance they had to travel on foot was prohibitive, making their escape practically non-existent.
What they had observed was a constant flow of fuel trucks along the main road. A train, once a day, brought military families transiting through Berlin from Moscow. Reznikov searched out and found a precise vantage point where he and his men could attack either the trucks or train, and still escape easily.
Hearing a sound of a vehicle, he backed up into the house, until finally catching sight of the Trabant, now painted a dark blue with another East Berlin license plate, IRL 35–28.
Once Botkin parked behind the house, he and Orlov rushed around to the front. "Ivan!" Botkin called. "Look at this!"
Reznikov reached for a folded newspaper, the Neues Deutschland, the official party newspaper of the Socialist Unity Party of Germany (SED), and its most important propaganda tool. An article on the first page reported Russian Premier Gorshevsky was due to visit East Berlin, to pay his respects to fallen comrades killed in the terrorist attacks. The article went on to name KGB Director Antolov and Minister Sokoloff as being in attendance.
"No mention of the date for their arrival," Reznikov said under his breath.
Orlov started to offer a suggestion. "Do you think we should consider … "
"Nothing would give me greater pleasure, Pavel, but we must stick with the current plan, especially since nothing is definitive for the visit. Once we have returned from Sperenberg, and if a date and time have been announced, then we will see." He shoved the newspaper at Orlov. "Confirm that all our equipment is ready."
"Everything is ready to load in the car."
Realizing East German vehicles were prohibited from traveling at night, Reznikov said, "We will leave after daylight tomorrow." He turned and went into the house.
Just prior to their departure in the morning, his two men would examine the explosives strung along the overhead beam, then set the tripwires.
U.S. Embassy
Grant and Adler arrived back at the embassy. "C'mon, Joe. Let's walk the compound for a while. We need to get feedback from the guys anyway." They adjusted their holsters, then started walking.
Two hours later, they headed for Sam Nichols' office. His secretary informed them Nichols was on a call to D.C. They waited.
Nichols' door opened. "Gentlemen, c'mon in." He sat on the edge of his desk, while Grant and Adler stood in front of him. Silence.
"Something you want to tell us, or discuss, sir?" Grant finally asked.
Nichols exhaled a long breath. "Special Agents Abbott and Zwick were recalled to Langley."
"Will you be getting replacements, especially since we might not be here much longer?"
Nichols locked his eyes with Grant's. "You know why they were recalled, Captain."
Grant shoved his hands into his pockets, and with his head lowered, took a few paces away from Nichols and Adler. The station chief already had enough intel on the Dotsenko mission. What happened at Schonefeld was still under the Team's "umbrella" of top secret.
He finally walked back near the desk. "Mr. Nichols, I'm sure you understand that we can't discuss anything concerning our mission, beyond what you already know. If Langley wants to give you additional information, well, that'll be up to whoever. We're still under top secret orders."
"And did those orders include authorization to strike our agents?" Nichols' eyes went from Grant to Adler, back to Grant.
Damn straight, it did!Grant thought to himself, but he answered, "If that's all, sir, we have to contact Washington. There's still the matter of finding Reznikov."
Nichols remained quiet, and merely nodded. Grant and Adler left.
As they stood by the elevator, Adler finally commented, "Maybe you need to write a book, you know, 'How to Make Friends, and Piss Off Everyone Else.'"
As the elevator doors parted, Grant shoved Adler inside.
Scrambler Room
"Are you calling Scott?" Adler asked as he sat on the corner of the counter.
"I'm hoping he got some intel on those four Russians. If he didn't we're gonna have to depend on Nick."
"Yeah, but do you think his records were 'scrubbed' like the others?"
"Time will tell, but we're running out of ideas on how to find … "
"Hey, Grant!"
"I've got you on speaker, Scott. Joe's here. Tell me you got something on those names."
"I did, but I'm not sure what you're looking for. Nothing specific jumps out at me."
"I guess we'll do process of elimination, which means going back to just before the first attacks on the barracks and the ambassador. Where were they stationed?"
Mullins ran a finger across lines of data. "One at the Poltava Air Base in the Ukraine, one at the embassy in Pakistan, one … "
"Scratch those two. Which of the next two transferred to East Berlin prior to the barracks' attack?"
"Both went to the embassy."
Adler had an outlandish thought. "Scott, either of them stationed at the Kremlin?"
"One was on Gorshevsky's staff, Sergeant Baskov."
Grant and Adler were quiet, staring at one another in disbelief.
Mullins finally broke the silence. "Wait a minute! You two can't be serious! Gorshevsky?!"
"Who else would have the authority to release prisoners from a gulag or prison, or finance those attacks?"
"Or 'scrub' records," Adler added.
Mullins threw his pen on the desk. "But why the fuck would he do it, Grant?!"
"Don't know, but maybe Nick can come up with a reason."
"Who?! You can't mean Nicolai?!"
"Yeah, we do."
"Christ! You two are making me crazy!"
"Sorry, Scott, but only the Team was aware that I met him here. You've gotta keep that 'close to the vest.'"
"Yeah, yeah, sure I will. I suppose one of these days you'll give me all the dirty details."
"Affirmative, my friend. And one day we'd like to meet your contact!"
"Absolutely! But for now just know that he was a good friend of Tony's."
"Guess that says it all, Scott."
"Hey! Do you know where that Baskov is? Will you be able to G2 him?"
Adler answered, "He's in the hospital, with a gunshot wound I sorta gave him."
"Enough for now, Scott," Grant cut in. "We've gotta get this show on the road."
"Stay safe, guys."
Grant rocked his chair back, balancing it on the two back legs. "We've got a helluva situation, Joe."
"Where the shit are we gonna go with this?"
"It all depends if Nick can get the truth from Baskov. He's gonna have to 'run with it' and I know he will."
A knock at the door. Adler opened it then took a note he was handed by one of the crypto guys. After reading it, he asked, "Can you put it through on the scrambler?" Once the door closed, he handed Grant the note. All it showed was: 'Cougar.'
The phone rang, and Grant answered, "I'm here."
"Same place as 0500 asap." End of call.
"Did he say 'at 0500'?" Adler asked as he reached for the door knob.
"No. We're meeting at the bridge again."
Twenty minutes later a BMW and a Volga parked across from the Monbijou Bridge. Leaving the cars separately, Grant, Adler, and Kalinin walked to the center of the bridge, then entered the Bode Museum on Museum Island.
Kalinin climbed the stairs to the balcony of the Dome, with Grant and Adler following a few seconds later. By the time they reached the balcony, Kalinin was standing in front of a glass display cabinet.
The display commemorated the fires that engulfed the 'flak bunker' in Berlin-Friedrichshain in May 1945. The bunkers were used primarily for air defense and shelters for soldiers stationed in Berlin. Of the three "towers," the most famous was the Fuhrerbunker, part of a large complex of underground bunkers built to protect the elite of the Reich. It stretched for miles under the center of the city.
Adler backed up near the corner of the glass display, keeping watch. Grant and Kalinin stood side by side, talking softly, looking at each other's reflection in the glass.
"I'm going to question Baskov," Kalinin said. "Do you have anything?"
"Intel indicates he's probably our target's contact."
"You sure?!" Kalinin asked just above a whisper.
"There's more." Grant hooked his thumbs in his jeans' pockets. "It's gonna be a bitch of a decision for you, Nick."
"I'm listening."
"He was on Gorshevsky's staff before he came to Berlin."
"Jesus!"
Grant could tell that Kalinin was shaken. "Look, Nick, I believe you'll get what you need from Baskov. What you decide to do with it, well … "
"Director Antolov. I'll have to report to him."
"If you find out where Reznikov is … "
"That's our proof."
"Affirmative. Any idea how long you'll be with Baskov?"
"Give me two hours."
"Hate to chance another phone call, though." Grant pictured the route they took. "We'll wait at the cafe one street west of Museum Island. If you don't show, we'll go back to the embassy."
As Kalinin turned to leave, he laid a hand on Grant's shoulder, nodded to Adler, then walked to the staircase. Once he was out of sight, Grant and Adler left.



Chapter 14

Friedrichshain Municipal Hospital
East Berlin
1530 Hours
As they rode the elevator, Zykov asked, "Will he be well enough to answer questions?"
"I spoke with a doctor earlier. Baskov has recovered enough from his wound and concussion, and could be discharged tomorrow morning. So, yes, he will answer questions."
The two men got off the elevator, then asked directions for the ward where Baskov was being cared for. Noises echoed from gurneys being pushed along the stark corridor, along with the footsteps of the KGB agents. They stopped by the doorway. Four beds were in the room, lined up along one wall. The first had a patient. Baskov was in the third bed. His head was bandaged, his arm in a sling.
Kalinin spoke softly. "Oleg, you stay here while I question him. Keep everyone away but doctors and nurses." Zykov nodded and posted himself near the entrance.
As Kalinin walked into the ward, he mentally reviewed questions he'd ask the suspect. This might be the only chance they had for finding Reznikov — and discovering who was behind it all.
Baskov spotted Kalinin coming toward him, noticing the KGB badge hooked on his belt. While he'd been in hospital, he'd expected to be questioned, but now that the moment arrived, he began to panic. Stay calm!he said silently.
Kalinin stood at the foot of the bed, as he reached for a small recorder in his pants pocket. Locking eyes with Baskov's, he waited briefly, then asked, "Do you know why I am here?" Baskov didn't respond. Kalinin walked around the side of the bed, and pulled a chair close, but he didn't sit. Inconspicuously, he laid the recorder on the stainless steel bedside table, pressing the "on" switch. Standing close to the bed, his height alone added to the intimidation factor. Keeping his voice low, he cut right to the chase. "Tell me why you became involved with the terrorist Reznikov."
Baskov's body shuddered, his eyes went wide. He tried to deny the accusation. "I am only a driver for the embassy staff. I would not turn against the Motherland!"
"What if I told you I had proof you had a connection with a very, very high official in Moscow."
Baskov looked away, and stared up at the ceiling. His brain became like a jumbled mess, trying to determine how it was possible KGB knew.
Kalinin continued. "I know you were the handler for those terrorists, provided money, assigned their attacks. I also know you leaked the information to Reznikov's men on when and where he would be transported after the exchange at Glienicke Bridge." Kalinin smiled inwardly, noticing sweat beads forming below Baskov's bandaged head.
"Of course, you had no idea you were to become the target of an attack that same night. You are lucky to be alive, Comrade Baskov." Kalinin leaned closer. "Then again, perhaps you would have been luckier if you had died, with what I know about you." Baskov paled, but remained quiet. So Kalinin went on. "Have you heard of the East German prison near Schonefeld? I am certain you have. That was where Reznikov was held. Would you like me to tell you how they treat prisoners? Or how about KGB prison in Potsdam? Maybe I can just tell you the only way to get out of either is by death, or being shipped off to one of our gulags. Then there is Black Dolphin prison. Wherever you are sent, Comrade, I guarantee no one will attempt to rescue you."
Kalinin brought himself to his full height. "But there is a way for you to avoid most of those places." Seeing the fear in Baskov's eyes nearly weakened Kalinin's resolve to keep "pounding" away — nearly. He leaned closer again. "Confirm who you took orders from, and tell me where Reznikov and his men are hiding." Kalinin pulled back his sleeve, and tapped his watch. "You have five seconds."
Baskov squeezed his eyes shut, as an image of Reznikov and his men flashed through his mind, when he had convinced the three to become terrorists.
As Baskov started talking, Kalinin sat down. By the time he finished, Kalinin felt overwhelmed with the information revealed to him.
Silence between the two men lasted only briefly, when Kalinin shoved his chair back, palmed the recorder, and pressed the "off" switch. "You are to repeat everything you told me to Agent Zykov. Do you understand?!" Baskov's chest was heaving. All he could do was nod in response.
Kalinin felt his pulse racing as he walked toward Zykov. "Oleg, I want you to record everything he has to say — everything. He has confessed."
Zykov took a step back, slowly shaking his head in surprise. "Confessed?!"
"Yes. Tell him to begin when he was on staff at the Kremlin." Kalinin leaned toward his partner. "I am going to request that the other patient be transferred to another room. I want Baskov to feel completely alone. Wait until that happens, then you start recording. And, Oleg, whatever you hear, you will not repeat to anyone for the time being. Too much is at stake. You will soon understand."
He started to turn when Zykov grabbed his arm. "Where are you going?!"
"I have to make a couple of phone calls. When you are through, meet me at the car." He walked away. But he didn't plan on making any phone calls. He left the building, and walked, and walked, and continued walking. What he learned from Baskov shook him to his core. Everything Baskov revealed could be proved. There wasn't any doubt about it. But the responsibility for presenting the evidence to Director Antolov now rested entirely on his shoulders — him — a new KGB agent who now had it in his power to possibly bring down the Premier of the Soviet Union.
"Jesus!" he mumbled quietly, as he shoved his hands into his pants pockets. The recorder brushed against his hand. The proof, the evidence on one small tape.
He came to a standstill and checked his watch, figuring Zykov should have finished taking the information. He jogged through the parking lot, seeing his partner standing by the Volga.
Both men leaned back against the car. Zykov stared at the recorder in the palm of his hand, hearing evidence in his mind he never would have imagined or expected. "What now, Nicolai?! What the hell do we do?!"
Kalinin took the recorder and slipped it into his jacket pocket. For now, the two recordings would be known only to him, with his being the more important one, recording all his questions, and intimidation tactics.
"Oleg, you must guard Baskov, while I return to intel. I must confirm the Premier's flight, then contact the East German police and have them send men here. You will be in charge of them and Baskov." He unlocked the trunk. "Here. Maybe you had better take these." He flipped a set of handcuffs to Zykov. "Secure him to the bed."
Kalinin needed to buy extra time. "While I am at intel, I had better check on any recent transmissions they may have picked up that could have to do with this. Baskov could always say we coerced him into that confession. It might take me awhile." The look on his partner's face gave away his immense concern for what the two of them were up against. He laid a hand on Zykov's shoulder. "Oleg, listen to me. It will be all right. We were doing our job, following all procedures as we were instructed. We will present our evidence, then it is up to Comrade Antolov to take the lead. Do you understand?"
"Yes, you are right."
"Time to get back to work."
* * *
In less than five minutes Kalinin was at the intel building. The Russian plane was not due until early afternoon the following day. He had to make a decision: either contact Antolov from intel or wait until he arrived in East Berlin. He would wait. His own phone call could be recorded by intel.
As he left intel and walked to the car, his next concern was planning the capture of Reznikov. He wanted to work with Grant and his Team, but if Antolov ever found out, how would he explain his involvement? "Shit!"
Cafe Near Museum Island
1825 Hours
Grant pushed away his empty plate, wiped clean of the grilled trout, potatoes, and red cabbage. He took off his aviator sunglasses, cleaned them with a napkin, then put them on, pushing them back on the bridge of his nose. His attention returned to Adler, watching him savor his meal as if it were the last thing he'd ever eat.
The last bite of sausage, some mashed potatoes and sauerkraut were shoveled onto his fork. He twirled the fork slowly in front of his face, quietly sighed, then devoured the final mouthful.
Grant stifled a laugh. "Are you finished?"
"Never! What's for dessert? Hand me that menu." Speaking to the waitress in German, Adler ordered two coffees, and an apple strudel. When the waitress left, he rested his arms on the table, and said quietly, "It'll be interesting to hear what Nick has to say."
Grant rocked back in the chair, trying to get a clearer view down the street. "I'm worried, Joe. This might be our last shot at finding that sonofabitch Reznikov."
They both went quiet as the waitress brought their order, and Adler asked for the bill. As he cut into the strudel, he glanced at Grant. "Don't tell me you're not worried about Nick."
Grant sipped on the strong black coffee. "Can't imagine him having to face the director when the time comes."
"Yeah, but you're gonna be in the same boat when we get back to the States." He held up a hand. "I know. You've been there, done that, but still … "
Just then Grant spotted Kalinin walking toward the cafe. Kalinin signaled to follow him. Grant nodded. "There he is, Joe." He glanced at the bill, took Marks from his wallet, and dropped them on top of the bill. He pointed to the strudel. "Take that with you. C'mon." Adler scooped up the pastry, and followed him out the door.
After two blocks, Kalinin turned down a side street. The Volga was parked in the third space. As he unlocked it, he spotted Grant and Joe turning the corner. Without acknowledging them, he got in the driver's side.
The Americans walked past the car, then after doing a quick scan of the area, they doubled back, and immediately got in the Volga.
"Nick, you okay?" Grant asked, detecting an unfamiliar expression on Kalinin's face. Worried? Pissed?
Without responding to the question, Kalinin opened his hand, revealing the mini-recorder. "Baskov's full confession."
Adler leaned toward the front seats. "Jesus! Itwashim?!"
"Yeah, Joe. Here. Listen." He pressed the 'play' button.
After fifteen minutes, the recording automatically shut off. Fifteen minutes of hearing Kalinin's questions, and Baskov's voice shaking as he answered. Reasons for committing the attacks at times seemed preposterous, and the person who headed it all, even more so — Premier Gorshevsky.
Lowly Sergeant Baskov fell under Gorshevsky's control when the Premier discovered Baskov had a brother. He'd been convicted of drug possession and was sentenced to twenty years in a Siberian gulag. Baskov could either help with Gorshevsky's plan and have that sentence reduced, or never see his brother again.
Baskov revealed that during more than one of their meetings, Gorshevsky drank heavily. It was then he ranted about being totally embarrassed, ridiculed, made a fool of by his rival, President Andrew Carr. The escape of American POWs, and the defection of Colonel Grigori Moshenko only added insult to injury.
* * *
The silence inside the car was finally broken as Grant asked, "Is he still in the hospital?"
Kalinin nodded. "Oleg and a couple of East German police are standing guard. I had him handcuffed to his bed."
"Christ, Nick!"
"Yeah, but I'll worry later about what's next in the scheme of things. Right now we've gotta plan on tracking Reznikov. That farm where they're staying shouldn't be hard to find, with Baskov's explicit directions."
Grant looked at his watch. "We'll have time to put the op together, but we've gotta leave the embassy not long after dark."
Kalinin kept his eyes on his friend. "You know I want to be part of it when you find those bastards."
Understanding Kalinin's comment, Grant answered, "I know, but how would you explain that to Antolov, right?"
"Yeah. The only way I can help is to wait until you finish the op before turning the evidence over to him," he said with a sly grin.
"Think about this, Nick. The op should be over well before daylight. If you and your partner decided to look for Reznikov on your own, who knows what you'll find."
Kalinin let the suggestion roll around. "Are you saying you know how it's going to end?"
Grant shook his head. "It depends on the cooperation we get. Plus, there's always a possibility they could 'accidentally' fuck up fooling around with those explosives, you know?"
"Understand. I think Oleg and I will make the trip."
Adler had been thinking about the explosives inside the house. "We're still gonna have to be cautious not knowing completely about those interior explosives, you know, if Reznikov booby-trapped them."
"Roger that, Joe. It's too bad that Baskov didn't have time to finish his earlier work. Our problems could've been over. Nick, you think he told the truth about that?"
"Positive."
Adler leaned over the center console. "If Baskov had succeeded in killing those three, do you think the Premier would've let him live with what he knew?"
"Good point, Joe," Kalinin answered. "But, he won't have to worry about that now — just gulag time."
Grant turned sideways in the seat. "Listen, Nick, that was one helluva G2 you ran on that guy. You were masterful in getting him to reveal the info about the explosives."
"I'm KGB! It's what I do!"
In his mind, Grant heard those exact words spoken by his other Russian friend, Grigori Moshenko. He also knew with the info revealed about the POWs and Moshenko's defection, it wouldn't take long for Kalinin to realize who pulled it off.
"Nick, all I can say is, I'm mighty glad we've become friends — if you get my drift!" He glanced out the windshield, then side window. "We've gotta go. Joe, you head out first. I'll meet you at the car."
Adler reached over the front seat, offering a hand to Kalinin. "Nick, you take care of yourself. Maybe we'll talk before we fly outta here."
"Thanks, Joe."
Adler got out and walked away, not hurrying, but keeping up a steady pace.
Before he lost sight of Adler, Grant grabbed Kalinin's hand. "Nick, again, thanks for your help on this one. I wish we could've done more or at least filled you in, but that's the way it had to be."
"No problem, Grant. I was pretty much able to fill in the blanks anyway."
"Thought you would! Oh, one suggestion. I know you've already got two tapes, but think about another copy, in case you've gotta turn both of those over. CYA, my friend."
"CYA?" Kalinin asked with wrinkled brow.
"Cover your ass!"
The Russian laughed. "Oh, yeah. Hadn't heard that for a while! But I'll take care of it. Do you need a copy?"
"Only if you can get it to me without running into trouble."
After he got out of the car, Grant ducked down, and looked over the top of his sunglasses. "Listen, have Antolov call me if he has any questions!" He flashed a grin through perfect white teeth, then closed the door and took off after Adler.
U.S. Embassy
Scrambler Room
A.T. sat in the conference room, reviewing a hand-drawn map of the property and Reznikov's hideout. Gear was ready, weapons loaded. All they needed was the plan of attack.
In the scrambler room, Grant and Adler put a call through to Scott Mullins. They couldn't delay any longer in getting the answer to the question: What the hell were they to do with Alexei Dotsenko?
After giving Mullins updates, and an overview on how they found Reznikov's hiding place, Grant couldn't leave it up to Mullins to pass the intel onto the White House. He'd have to take the responsibility and tell the President himself.
"Scott, we don't have much time, but if you can hook me up, I think it'd be best if I talk directly with the President. May as well get my ass reamed now."
"Hold on, Grant, and, good luck."
Carr answered the call on his scrambler. "Grant? What's wrong?"
"I'm not sure how to answer that, sir. I mean everyone's okay, including Mr. Dotsenko."
"Then, what is it?!"
"Sir, we've discovered where Reznikov's hiding out."
"You found him?!"
"I should rephrase that, sir. We know of his last hiding place, but we're pretty damn sure he's still there. Since he usually attacks during daylight hours, tonight might be our best, and maybe our last shot. The op should be underway no later than 2300 our time."
"You haven't heard about him launching an attack, have you? Our intel hasn't picked up anything."
"No, sir, nothing definitive, but we do know that the Premier and his party are to arrive in East Berlin sometime tomorrow afternoon. That could be his next target." Grant waited for the big question.
"Captain, how did you find him?"
That was the question. "Mr. President, I know you recall the name Nicolai Kalinin."
"Sure, but … Hold it!" Carr spun his chair around. "Was he your informant?!"
Grant cleared his throat. "Sir, if you'll bear with me, I'll try and explain." Hearing nothing but Carr's breathing, Grant continued. "Nick's been assigned to the embassy as KGB. He was in charge of the investigation after Dotsenko, uh, disappeared, and then the search for Reznikov."
"Jesus Christ!" the President said quietly, between clenched teeth.
Grant grimaced. He had no choice but to finish. "Let me clarify, sir, that he doesn't have any information on Dotsenko. Nick contacted me; we met and decided to work together on finding Reznikov." Before Carr could say anything, Grant added, "But it turned out to be more, sir, a helluva lot more."
"I'm listening."
"Mr. President, with tremendous G2 skills, Nick not only found the location of the hideout, but he found the person who was the group's handler, and the … "
Carr waited, but he knew it wasn't like Grant to have so much hesitation. "Finish, Grant!"
"We know who was behind the attacks on the barracks, the ambassador, and the others. Nick has the handler's confession on tape, reasons why, and person identified. No bull, sir, just facts."
"You can tell me anytime you're ready, Captain, but it'd better be damn soon."
Grant just blurted it out. "Premier Gorshevsky, Mr. President. He was the cause of all those deaths and destruction."
Not what Carr expected. "Holy … Grant, any chance that's a mistake?" he asked in a low voice.
"No, sir. None, Mr. President." Silence. Grant finally spoke. "Nick has the handler in custody, and he has the tapes. All are secured. He's assumed responsibility for taking the tapes to Director Antolov when he arrives in East Berlin."
"What are his chances for making that 'stick'?"
"I'll think he'll do fine."
"And can you trust him about withholding the 'non-information' on Dotsenko?"
"He knows Dotsenko is missing but not where he is. As far as who kidnapped him, well, that's pure conjecture. If he's questioned, he'll be telling the truth without giving us away. And can I trust him? With my life, Mr. President."
"He sounds like a younger version of Colonel Moshenko, Grant."
"I believe he is. Oh, about Mr. Dotsenko. Doc is still with him at the hotel, and I'd like your permission to have him escorted to the Gulfstream before our mission. The camera with photos from the airport, his Russian passport and airline ticket are secured. Two or three men will remain with him on board. I'll direct Matt to depart at 0500 — with or without everyone."
"Just how much trouble are you expecting?"
"Well, sir, from what we've been told, Reznikov's hideout is loaded with explosives, both inside and out. We know where and how the handler placed them, but the group could've changed or added anything. And apparently, they have a sh… — a stockpile buried on the property."
Carr blew out a breath, as he swiveled in his chair. As much as he wanted Reznikov on U.S. soil, facing prosecution … "Grant, I would like some form of proof that you got him, but you let your mission 'play out' the best way possible. Is that clear?"
"Completely, sir."
"All right. Contact Agent Mullins when the Gulfstream's two hours out from Stateside. Secret Service agents will be ready at Andrews. Godspeed, Captain."
U.S. Embassy
Conference Room
2125 Hours
Team A.T. sat around the table, listening to a brief overview Grant was giving on his call to the President. Then, Grant asked, "Who went to the hotel last?"
"I did, boss," James replied. "Everything was quiet. I brought them dinner."
"Thanks, DJ." He focused on Garrett and Draper. "Matt, Rob, you're to pick up Doc and Dotsenko, then go directly to Schonefeld. Before you leave here, put most of the gear and weapons in the second vehicle.
"Listen, Matt, if none of us make it to you by 0500, you're to depart immediately. Be sure to notify Scott when you're a couple of hours from the States. Secret Service will be waiting at Andrews."
"Understand," Garrett nodded. "What time should we leave here?"
"Now, before it gets too dark."
As Garrett and Draper rolled their chairs back, Garrett asked, "Do we need to contact Doc ahead of time?"
"Negative. Even though you're passing through Checkpoint Charlie, maybe you'd all better use your U.S. passports."
Garrett reached for Grant's hand. "Take care of yourself. We'll see you all in the a.m."
Handshakes went around to every man, then Garrett and Draper left.
Grant rolled his chair closer to the table, then glanced at his watch. "It's about 20 miles to Lanke, so we should be outta here by 2300. It'll be plenty dark by then.
"Now, tell me what you've come up with. How do we attack that property?"
2330 Hours
The temperature was still in the low sixties, with a light breeze at six knots. In the interior of the forests, foxes, badgers, wild boar roamed, searching for food, occasionally venturing across the open fields. Sounds of screeching owls, a distant high-pitched train whistle, constant cricket chirps seemed more distinct in the surrounding quiet.
Slade guided the BMW cautiously along the darkened road, using only parking lights. He waited for the word to go totally dark.
"There's a sign for the lake, to the right," Adler pointed.
"Okay, Ken," Grant said, "slow it down; turn-off should be a quarter mile ahead."
Slade automatically shut off the lights, and slowed the car to under 20 mph. The Team flipped down their NVGs.
"Anybody spot the house?" Grant asked, slowly moving his head.
"Where the fuck is it?" Novak spit out.
"Wait!" Adler said, trying to steady himself. "I think I see it, two o'clock."
"That's it," Grant confirmed.
Slade steered the BMW off the blacktop and across the grassy shoulder. Slipping the gearshift into neutral, he kept his foot off the brake, allowed the car to come to a natural stop, then threw it into "Park."
"Ken," Grant said, "keep an eye out while we get our gear." Before he went to the rear of the car, Grant took a few paces forward, directing the NVGs toward the ground, spotting tire tracks leading across the property.
Once the gear was out of the trunk, Slade made a U-turn and drove another 20 yards, before pulling into a brush-covered area. It was the best he could do for keeping the BMW out of sight. He hustled to rejoin the Team.
With bullet-resistant vests already under sweaters, A.T. secured chest vests, and K-bars in leg straps. Slinging rifle straps over their heads, they kept the weapons close to their chests. Silenced Makarovs were holstered. Novak carried his sniper rifle with its Starlighter scope.
Ahead of them was nearly 200 yards of nothing but open ground. Oak and beech trees lined the north and east sides of the property, too far to use for cover. Part of A.T.'s challenge of crossing old farmland would be avoiding broken pieces of sharp, rusted tools and machinery. But tonight, if they were found out, the men's greatest concern was for RPGs, knowing they were Reznikov's weapon of choice. All they had going for them was their stealth, the element of surprise, and the pitch black night.
"Let's go," Grant said. The six men began moving forward, keeping distance between one another. They'd follow their preset plan, separating the closer they got to the house.
After traveling close to 100 yards, Grant held up a fist, bringing everyone to a halt. They knelt on a knee, while they continued scanning with the NVGs. No movement near the house had been detected, the vehicle hadn't been spotted.
Grant looked to his right, then signaled with his hand. Slade and James responded immediately, heading toward the right side of the house. Their assignment: confirm the Trabant was there. Everyone else waited.
Novak got on his belly and aimed the rifle as he scanned the front of the house through the scope. He tapped Grant's shoulder. "Armed RPG near door." The rocket launcher leaned against the doorframe.
Slade and James sprinted across the field as fast as they dared, not stopping until they were at the east side of the house, immediately pressing their backs against rough concrete blocks.
Suddenly, everyone heard Novak in their earpieces. "Eyes on UF, north corner!" Team A.T. hit the dirt, stretching out on their bellies.
Slade and James stayed close to the wall, cautiously moving toward the rear of the structure. James leaned around the corner, saw it was clear, then both men disappeared around the back.
Slade pressed the PTT, and whispered, "Eyes on vehicle." They waited for further instructions, not knowing the current location of the UF.
Sergei Botkin walked toward the front door, with his rifle strap slung over his shoulder. He stopped briefly, and puffed on a cigarette. Tilting his head back, he blew out a lungful of smoke, and flicked the butt to the side. He rapped his fist twice against the heavy wood, then waited. Within seconds, Orlov opened the door. Botkin ducked inside.
Orlov carried his rifle as he came out. Botkin closed the door, securing it with both slide bolts.
"Shift change," Novak whispered into his throat mike. "Guard heading east." He whispered to Grant, "Two raps on door for entry."
With the vehicle still there, the odds increased for Reznikov being inside the house. But they had to confirm.
Grant pressed the PTT. "Ken, G2 guard; confirm main 'target' inside. Copy?"
"Copy." Slade shifted his rifle behind his back, drew out his K-bar, then took the lead, heading to the back east corner. He had to wait, not knowing if the UF would head in his direction. James drew his Makarov from the holster.
Novak kept the scope's crosshairs trained on the UF, who was walking at a "snail's pace," occasionally glancing toward the front of the property. Ten yards past the house, he turned around, and headed back.
Slade was down on his belly, crabbing his way in a wide arch, planning to come up behind the UF. Slowly, he brought himself up into a low crouch, edging closer, with his K-bar firmly in his grasp. Not wasting any more time, he was behind the UF in a heartbeat.
James was already on the move when Slade's hand was across the UF's mouth, with a knife against his throat. James grabbed the UF's rifle, as Slade dragged the man backward. The UF stared wide-eyed into alien-looking NVGs, feeling a pistol pressing against his chest. Within seconds the three men were behind the house.
Grant waited, finally hearing Slade, "Confirming target inside."
"Roger that," Grant replied, relieved. He pressed the PTT, ready to begin the next phase. "Frank, set timers in stockpile to eight." Diaz checked the surroundings, then took off, heading for the left side of the house. A.T. would most likely get the job done in five minutes, but the extra three couldn't hurt.
They had to move now. Grant whispered to Novak, "Cover our sixes." Novak settled into the dirt, getting more comfortable.
Grant pressed the PTT. "Bring UF to front. A.T. moving forward." He and Adler got up into a crouch, then hauled ass, heading for the door. Slowing down the closer they got to the house, they quietly took up positions next to the door.
Adler quickly glanced at the RPG. That's gonna come in handy!he thought.
He and Grant quietly shifted the rifles behind their backs, then drew the Makarovs.
Slade and James were dragging the struggling UF. The strip of duct tape across his mouth didn't prevent guttural sounds escaping from his throat. James balled up a fist and struck him in the solar plexus, making him double over, quickly shutting him up. They stopped next to the door, opposite Grant and Adler.
The four men rested the NVGs on top of their heads. Weapons were ready, when they heard Diaz in their earpieces. "Mark time — now. Coming to you."
Grant quickly set his submariner's timer for eight minutes. They waited for Diaz, who showed up within seconds.
Slade stood behind the UF, holding onto his arms tied behind his back, watching for Adler's signal. They were prepared for what came next. Adler nodded, then beat his fist against the door with two sharp raps.
Inside, Reznikov and Botkin sat at the table, studying a map, discussing their intended route to Sperenberg. Always cautious, their weapons were within reach. They glanced at each other, as Botkin said with annoyance, "He just took over the watch!"
Reznikov motioned with a flick of his hand. "See what he wants."
Botkin went to the door, and angrily slid the first bolt to the side, then the second. Light from inside barely showed through the opening, when Slade forced the UF inside with a powerful shove. Orlov stumbled, lost his balance and fell on the floor, rolling near the table. The heavy door smashed Botkin in the face, sending him on his ass. Blood spurted from his nose. Reznikov knocked his chair over, as he jumped up, not believing what he was looking at. Five armed men.
"Stay where you are!" Grant shouted in Russian. "Hands up!"
Slade and Diaz grabbed the two downed Russians, dragged them across the floor, then jerked them up next to Reznikov. Slade ripped the duct tape from Orlov's mouth, sliced through the rope tying his wrists, then he and Diaz immediately hustled back.
At the same time, Adler pulled a penlight from his vest as he raced to the back of the room. He moved the light along the floor, then toward the wood beam, following the strung-out explosives. Wires ran down both walls, hanging nearly to the floor. He'd seen enough. He mustered alongside Grant.
Grant continued glaring at Reznikov, seeing him look towards his weapon on the table. "Go ahead," Grant said, motioning with his Makarov. "Try it."
Reznikov's mind was spinning. How the hell did these men find him? Who were they? He answered his own question, quietly grumbling, "Spetsnaz." (Russian Special Forces.) But suddenly all he could think about was the future for him and his men. If they survived this evening, they'd face interrogation at Lubyanka in Moscow. And if they survived Lubyanka, it could mean a firing squad. But with the deaths and destruction they caused, they'd surely be made to suffer. He pictured the harshest gulag on the face of the earth in northern Siberia. They'd never be heard from again.
Grant glanced at his watch. Five minutes to go. C'mon on, you sonofabitch. Reach for it!he silently demanded, setting his eyes on Reznikov.
But it was Botkin who made a sudden move toward his pistol. Slade and James fired. A bullet pierced Botkin's head, the other went through his chest. His upper body fell against the table, then it slid backwards, leaving a trail of blood on the wood. He landed on the floor in a bloody heap. The two terrorists' eyes went from Botkin's body, back to the five men.
Reznikov decided he wasn't going back to any gulag or face Lubyanka. That meant he would die in this building — and within the next few seconds. Keeping his eyes on Grant, he lunged for his pistol. Five weapons fired multiple times, sending both Reznikov and Orlov backwards, before both bodies hit the floor.
Grant immediately pressed the PTT. "Mike, we need that camera!" He turned to Slade, Diaz, and James. "Get the hell outta here! We'll be right behind you!"
Novak handed his rifle to Slade as they ran past one another. Without needing details, he aimed the camera, taking two pictures of each body, then close-ups of each face.
"Go!" Grant said. Novak ran from the room.
Standing over the bodies of Reznikov and Botkin, Grant and Adler weren't about to risk it. Stranger outcomes had been known to happen. They double tapped each one, and then Orlov.
As they ran toward the door, Grant spun around and raced back to the table, grabbing the map. He caught up to Adler, who was running with the RPG over his shoulder. Once they were away from the light, they flipped down the NVGs, then picked up the pace, trying to avoid ruts, vines and rocks crossing their path.
When they were nearly at the road, they stopped and spun around, immediately flipping up the NVGs. "How much time?" Adler shouted, as he set the launcher firmly on his shoulder.
Before Grant answered, the underground storage room exploded in a massive orange fireball, creating a powerful noise that shook the earth. The glow in the night sky was visible for miles.
Adler took aim, and pulled the trigger. The H.E. grenade exploded on impact with the crumbling, concrete block house, immediately setting off the dynamite strung across the wooden beams.
"Let's go!" Grant shouted, grabbing Adler's arm. Debris was beginning to rain down. Dried grass caught fire.
"What about this?!" Adler yelled holding the launcher.
"Toss it in the lake!"
Boots pounded against blacktop, as they raced to the car, where Slade already had the engine running. Trunk, and passenger front and rear doors were open. Adler tossed the RPG in the trunk. Trunk lid, then doors slammed.
"Go! Go! Go!" Grant shouted.
Tires spit dirt and grass as Slade stomped on the gas. The rear end of the BMW fishtailed before he brought it under control. The engine roared as the BMW picked up speed.
"There's the lake!" Grant pointed toward the windshield. "We've gotta dump the RPG!"
Slade brought the car to a skidding stop on top of the two-lane bridge. Adler jumped out, grabbed the RPG from the trunk, and flung it as far as he could. Before it hit the water, he was in the car.
A.T. was outta there.



Chapter 15

Schonefeld Terminal
June 24
0330 Hours
Day 6
After confirming Dotsenko and Stalley were safely aboard, and securing all gear, Adler and Grant drove to Terminal A before turning in the BMW. Traffic entering and leaving the airport was half of daytime traffic. Parking wasn't an issue.
"C'mon, Joe," Grant said, "let's make the call." The first floor phones were the same he used last time. This time of morning, there were fewer passengers to worry about in the immediate vicinity.
Grant dialed the secure line at State, using special numbers that disguised where the call was originating to/from. He noticed Adler eyeing a cafe. Motioning with his thumb, Grant said, "Go! And whatever you get, get some for everybody!"
The phone continued ringing. If Mullins wasn't at the office, he probably transferred the call to his home.
"Mullins."
"Is thisthe Scott Mullins?!"
"Grant! Jesus! Buddy, are you okay?!"
"We're all good, Scott. Getting ready to head home."
"I know you'll be kind enough to fill me in completely once you're back, but do I need to hook you up with the 'big guy'?"
"Just give him this shorthand version. The three individuals were taken care of, and we snapped some helpful photos."
"Outstanding, Grant!"
"That's all I've got for now. I see Joe coming with a shitload of food. And I'm starvin'!"
"Okay, buddy. Enjoy your meal! I'll expect a call when you're two hours out. Safe trip!"
Friedrichshain Municipal Hospital
0500 Hours
Kalinin was sitting in a chair, with his legs stretched out, his fingers intertwined behind his head. His eyes were closed, but he was totally aware of sounds in the room. Zykov leaned a shoulder against the wall, fighting to stay awake.
Expecting the police to return in five minutes from their break, Kalinin stood up and stretched his arms high overhead, then glanced down at prisoner Baskov. He was still asleep, mostly from the meds he'd been administered. Kalinin jiggled the handcuffs secured to the metal bed and Baskov's wrist, before walking to the main aisle. Slipping his hands into his pants pockets, he wondered about Grant and his men. Was their op over? Was it a success? With the last conversation he had with his two friends, and although no specifics were given, he doubted Reznikov and his men were still alive. Kalinin silently confirmed that if he were in control of that situation, he'd have it end the same.
He jerked his head up, hearing the two East Germans coming into the ward. He walked over to Zykov, and tapped his shoulder. "Oleg! Come on."
"What?!" Zykov said, shaking his head.
"We must go."
Zykov slowly stood, then stretched. "Where? Where are we going?"
Kalinin didn't answer as the two East Germans came near the bed. He had to leave them in charge of Baskov, but he'd make sure they realized their responsibility.
"No one but doctors and nurses are to come near this man. The Premier and KGB Director Antolov will arrive soon. Do you understand?"
Both men nodded, taking their positions alongside the bed. Just the mention of both those Russians made them realize this was no time for screwing up.
Kalinin took the lead as he and Zykov left the ward. As soon as they were in the main corridor, Zykov asked, "Just where are we going?"
Kalinin punched the elevator button. "We have to find Reznikov's hideout before Director Antolov arrives."
"But there are just the two of us! What if … "
The elevator doors parted. The two men stepped aside as a nurse wheeled out a gurney with a sleeping patient. Once the men were in the elevator and on their way down, Kalinin answered, "If the director arrives and finds out we have not at least investigated that place, what do you think his reaction will be, Oleg, especially when I give him the recording?!"
The elevator lurched as it came to a stop. The two men immediately exited, and as they walked to the front double doors, Zykov asked, "Why did we not go yesterday, as soon as we had the prisoner's confession?"
Good question. Now come up with a reasonable answer,Kalinin told himself. "You know how much paperwork there is, and trying to get the East Germans to assist is a task in itself. And it took me longer than expected to review all the transmissions intel had gathered. Besides, it was already dark by the time I got back. Come on."
* * *
As they approached their destination, flashing lights appeared on the horizon.
"Those could be either police or fire trucks," Zykov commented.
"Slow down." Kalinin reached for the binoculars behind the console. He focused the glasses. "I see both, Oleg, and an ambulance."
They drove another 200 yards. Kalinin pointed, "Pull over." From where they parked, they had a clear view of the open field. They both got out of the car. Kalinin looked through the glasses. "Shit! That was the hideout! There is nothing left!"
"Can you make out anything?!" Zykov asked staring ahead.
"Just rubble, and worse than the embassy." He handed the glasses to Zykov. "I will talk with someone, and hope I can get details. Director Antolov will want as much information as possible, especially if those three men are buried under that mess."
Kalinin jogged toward two East German policemen. He lifted his KGB badge from his belt, displaying it for the two men.
After a few minutes, he walked back to Zykov. "Did they find any bodies, Nicolai?"
"Nothing that could be identified. From what they saw, three men, or what was left of them, were buried under that mess of concrete block and destroyed wooden beams. When the underground explosives blew, it probably set off the dynamite in the house."
"From the looks of it," Zykov said, shaking his head, "I would say they were blown to bits."
"I told the police we wanted to do our own inspection. Are you coming?"
"Sure!"
Zykov's enthusiastic reply surprised Kalinin, in a good way. "Get the flashlights from the trunk, Oleg, and see if there is anything we can use to stash evidence … if we find any."
Heavy clouds drifted across the horizon, darkening the morning sky. The two men walked across the property, ignoring distant sounds of rumbling thunder. Moving the flashlight beams in different directions, they stepped over varied sizes of broken concrete, chunks of thick wood, objects that were no longer recognizable. There was a lingering smell of smoldering wood and other flammable material.
"Looks like Baskov was right about the amount of explosives stored here." Kalinin aimed the light over the rubble, as he stepped carefully. "Oleg, take a look back there," he pointed with the flashlight's beam. "See if there is any evidence of a Trabant."
The two agents didn't have time to wait for the East German medical examiner. They had to get any kind of evidence to prove the terrorists were dead.
"Nicolai!" Zykov called, waving his flashlight overhead.
Kalinin tried his best to scramble over the debris, finally catching sight of Zykov, who was standing next to what once was a vehicle. The blast had flipped it onto its side. All that remained was its frame, and much of it was burned and under cement, dirt, wood.
The two men directed the flashlight beams around the entire area. "It had to be the Trabant," Zykov commented. "It is about the same size and shape."
Kalinin just nodded. "It might be futile, but see if you can find a license plate." He looked overhead, beginning to feel light rain on his face. The sound of thunder grew louder. He climbed over the rubble, and headed toward a section of debris, when something caught his eye, and he scrambled closer. He squatted down next to a shoe still attached to a foot, but the rest of the body was under too much debris. He stood, then directed the light around the remains of the building. If the police and firemen hadn't found any identifiable parts, he sure as hell couldn't. "That's enough."
"Nicolai!"
Kalinin looked up at Zykov trying to hustle to him. "Look!" He handed him a bent and twisted license plate. "I was just about to give up when I saw it."
"Good work, Oleg!" There was always a possibility the plate had been stolen, but at least it was something. "Did you check anywhere else?"
"No. Just in the back."
"There has got to be something else that was not destroyed. I want to check there before we go," he pointed toward the north side. "That should have been where they stored all equipment and explosives."
"But that's what blew up!"
"Anything metal could have survived the blast. You look over there!" Directing the flashlight beam away from the debris, he swiveled it side to side, working his way toward the trees. After several minutes of diligent searching, he spotted something. "Sonofabitch!" He started running. When he stopped, he was standing near the battered remains of an RPG launcher.
"Oleg!"
Zykov spun around and ran to where Kalinin was standing, holding the launcher. "Our proof they were here. There are probably more, but this is all we need." A sudden flash of lightning made them instinctively duck. "Come on!"
Rain came down heavier as the two Russians sprinted across the property, then stashed the launcher in the trunk. They'd head back to the hospital, check on the prisoner, then go to intel.
* * *
The two men remained quiet during most of the drive to East Berlin. Kalinin tried to put his thoughts in order. There couldn't be any fucking up when he presented the evidence. Antolov had to believe Reznikov and his men were dead. If he was determined to have further proof, he would have to wait until all the debris had been cleared by the East Germans.
He turned his head toward the side window, hiding a smile. He had done his best in trying to act surprised in finding the aftermath of the explosion. He glanced at the dashboard clock, then pictured a Gulfstream on course to the U.S., as he thought,You did a good job, my friends, perhaps too good!
Andrews Air Force Base
Maryland
0830 Hours — Local Time
Breaking through a thin layer of clouds, the Gulfstream was on its final approach. Taking directions from the control tower, Garrett adjusted the plane’s heading, speed, altitude. Flaps adjusted, sounds changed.
Tires met concrete on Runway 01L. As the plane slowed, and began taxiing, Garrett and Draper heard the controller in their headphones: "Mike 581, you are to follow the two vehicles pulling alongside."
Draper put a hand over the mouthpiece, leaned against the armrest, and called over his shoulder, "We've got escorts!"
Everyone in the cabin tried to get a clear view of the vehicles. Two black Chevy Suburbans, one behind the other, kept up with the plane's speed. Once it slowed, one vehicle finally pulled ahead of the Gulfstream, leading it to a deserted area of the airfield, south of the control tower and base ops.
"Secret Service," Adler said, glancing across at Grant.
Dotsenko was sitting behind the cockpit bulkhead in a single seat, with his seatbelt pulled tight.
Grant leaned closer. "It's all right, sir. The President has sent a special escort for you."
"Where will they take me?"
"Don't know. But you can be assured it'll be one of the safest places in D.C.," Grant replied with a reassuring smile.
"Have you … have you had any word on Sophia?"
"No, sir, only what we told you."
The plane finally came to rest. Both Chevys parked opposite the port side, close to the exit door. Two agents exited from each vehicle, then posted themselves in between the cars and plane, waiting for the plane's door to open.
Grant went to the cockpit. "May as well let us out, guys."
As the door opened and steps unfolded, the agents walked closer. Dressed in black suits, and wearing dark sunglasses, two of them posted themselves at the foot of the steps, while the other two stood watch.
Grant walked halfway down the steps, when Special Agent O'Connor asked, "Are you Captain Stevens?"
"I am. You don't mind if I see some identification, do you?"
O'Connor unbuttoned his jacket. A gold Special Agent's badge was hooked to his belt.
Grant turned and gave a slight jerk of his head, signaling Adler to escort Dotsenko. A.T. gathered near the doorway. The mission was over.
"This is Mr. Dotsenko," Grant said, placing a hand lightly on Dotsenko's arm. "We've assured him he'd have the best protection possible wherever he's being taken."
S.A. O'Connor gave a quick acknowledgement to Dotsenko. "Sir, those two agents will escort you to the vehicle."
Dotsenko hesitated, then focused his eyes on Grant. "I appreciate everything you've done for me and Sophia, Captain … you and your men," he added, looking toward the Team.
"Our pleasure, sir. Good luck to you both."
As Dotsenko walked between the two agents, Grant and Adler started toward the cabin, when O'Connor called, "Just a minute." He looked at Adler. "Are you Lieutenant Adler?" Adler nodded. "The two of you will have to come with us, please."
"Go with you?" Grant asked, with obvious surprise and suspicion.
"Yes, sir."
"Can you tell us where and under whose orders?"
"The White House, sir, by order of the President."
Grant looked over his shoulder. "Joe, get the camera, and that map we found."
Before he left the plane, Adler commented to the Team, "Hang tight, guys. We'll let you know what's going on as soon as we can."
Dotsenko was settled in the back seat of the first Chevy, but Grant and Adler were being led to the second vehicle.
"We'd like to ride with Mr. Dotsenko," Grant indicated pointing toward the lead vehicle.
O'Connor hesitated, then gave a quick nod. "Sure. Not a problem."
* * *
Thirty-five minutes later, the vehicles turned off Pennsylvania Avenue, stopping at the West gate of the White House. IDs were presented then they continued south along West Executive Drive, parking next to the West Wing ground floor (basement) entrance.
O'Connor opened the rear door. The three passengers exited, then followed two of the agents to the entrance. After having been informed of Dotsenko's upcoming arrival, and after inspecting the passport, the guard passed him through. The other visitors presented White House clearance IDs.
The group went down a few stairs, past the White House Mess, then were led to the Sit Room.
O'Connor opened the door. "Someone will be with you shortly." Once the door closed, the four agents posted themselves along the passageway.
Grant rolled a chair toward Dotsenko, motioning for him to sit. "I see there's some coffee, sir. Can I pour you a cup?"
"No, thank you."
"Joe, how 'bout you?"
"Definitely,"Adler replied, as he put the camera on the table. Reaching for the filled white cup, he whispered, "Any idea why we were invited?"
Grant sipped the coffee. "Don't know, Joe, but the President hasn't been completely filled in with what we accomplished — or how. The photos should answer most of the questions."
"Do you think our friend had his meeting yet?"
"He said the individuals were supposed to arrive this afternoon. It's still early." He glanced at Dotsenko, who wasn't paying much attention to his surroundings, and probably had no idea he'd be meeting the President.
The Secret Service agents remained in the hallway when Carr walked in. "Gentlemen, welcome back!"
"As usual, sir," Grant smiled, shaking Carr's hand, "it's good to be home!"
"Joe," Carr said, shaking Adler's hand. "You doing okay?"
"Yes, sir."
"Hope you'll excuse the way we're dressed," Grant said. "We didn't expect to … "
"Don't worry about it." He nodded at Dotsenko, and extended his hand. "Mr. Dotsenko, welcome home to you too."
For the first time since Grant and Adler met him, Dotsenko smiled. "Mr. President, it is a real pleasure to meet you."
Carr went to his chair at the head of the table. "Please, sit. I see you already have some coffee," he said looking at Grant and Adler.
"Hope it was okay that we helped ourselves," Grant responded.
Carr let out a short laugh. "Of course. You two should feel right at home by now!" He spotted the camera, and pointed to it. "Does that contain the photos you mentioned, Grant?"
"It does."
Carr reached for the phone, and pressed the intercom button, the connection going directly to his secretary. "Rachel, I need to have film developed. Can you send someone down here?"
"Right away, Mr. President."
"Excuse me, sir, but will anyone else be joining us?" Grant asked curiously.
"Not for the time being." Carr swiveled his chair, focusing his eyes on Dotsenko. It was time to get down to serious business. "Mr. Dotsenko, let me first tell you that you have nothing to fear. I will see that you — and Sophia — have permanent protection."
A knock at the door interrupted the meeting. It was an office assistant who waited until the President told him to enter. Carr handed him the camera. "See that the film is developed asap, then bring the photos to me."
"Right away, sir." The assistant left.
Dotsenko cleared his throat. "Mr. President, when will I see Sophia?"
"Arrangements are being made." Carr rested his arms on the table, and intertwined his fingers. "Mr. Dotsenko, do I have your permission to record your statement?"
"Of course, Mr. President."
Carr set his eyes on a member of the Watch Room staff, who was standing behind a glass panel. Carr nodded, then refocused on Dotsenko. "I would like you to tell me exactly what was supposed to happen after Captain Stevens and his Team brought you to the embassy."
Dotsenko appeared to be very at ease, as he relayed his story. He had volunteered to be sent to Germany, with the assurance Sophia would be rescued. He expected to become part of the team going to Poland. But that was when everything changed, when he learned he would be left at the embassy. "You see," he said, staring directly at Carr, "if I had gone to Drazowe, and once Sophia was rescued, I was to make my escape. Somehow, I was to turn myself over to the Russians at the base. I fully expected to go back to Russia and resume my role at internal security. It was part of the deal to save Sophia. I was guaranteed that she would never be sent to Europe again."
Adler didn't need to look at Grant who was sitting next to him, because he could hear the teeth grinding away.
Carr asked another important question. "Can you tell me if anyone inside the Kremlin was expecting your return?"
"Not that I was aware of."
"Mr. Dotsenko," Carr began, "none of us in this room can fully appreciate what you were willing to do, but there's more to the story, isn't there?"
"Yes. When I learned Sophia was safe, there's no way to explain how I felt, Mr. President. But I had made a deal, and I was prepared to see it through."
"Then what changed your mind?!"
"It was something Captain Stevens said before I left with the two agents."
"And that was?"
"I asked him if she was all right, if her cover had been compromised, but he side-stepped the question. Right then and there I knew she had most likely gone through interrogation. I had a vision in my mind, and what I saw broke my heart, Mr. President.
"Captain Stevens asked me how Sophia would react if I didn't return to America. I knew she sacrificed so much." Dotsenko paused, as his eyes pooled with tears. He drew in a breath, then said, "I made my decision to return to the U.S. on the way to Schonefeld, but realized it was too late." He glanced at Grant then Adler. "That is, until I was given a second chance."
"Mr. Dotsenko, why didn't you just tell the agents who escorted you, that you changed your mind?" Carr asked.
"Mr. President, I didn't know what their orders were if I suddenly refused to return to Russia." The silence in the room was almost overpowering.
Grant shifted in the chair, amazed at the response. But now he waited for the final question: Who? Who convinced Dotsenko to return to Russia, without the President's knowledge?
"Mr. Dotsenko, can you tell me who the person was that asked you to give up everything here, and return to Russia?" Dotsenko brought his hands together in the shape of a teepee, tapping them nervously against his mouth. Carr tried to sound reassuring. "Sir, I promise, you will be protected. You have nothing to fear."
"Mr. President, my conversations were with Mr. George Platt."
Carr flopped back against his chair, totally taken aback. He looked toward the Watch Room, and slid a finger across his throat. The recording was stopped.
Grant and Adler turned toward each other, both of them slowly shaking their heads in disbelief. Adler mouthed the words: Holy fuck.
George Platt. Deputy Director of the CIA, reporting to Director Bancroft.
Carr rolled his chair back and stood. "Mr. Dotsenko, everything you've done took a powerful amount of courage. I want to thank you, sir." He extended his hand. Dotsenko stood, accepting the firm handshake. "I'll have the agents take you to a safe location. You will have protection 24/7. Give me a little time, and I'll see to it that Miss Pankova joins you, then we'll take it from there."
"Thank you, Mr. President."
As Carr opened the door to speak with S.A. O'Connor, Dotsenko walked around the table, stopping near Grant and Adler. "I've thanked you both before, but it doesn't seem to be enough."
"Just have a great life, sir," Grant replied, giving Dotsenko's shoulder a light tap. "That'll be enough for us."
"Mr. Dotsenko," Carr said, "please follow Special Agent O'Connor." Dotsenko nodded, then left with the four agents.
Carr closed the door, and went to the credenza, pouring a cup of coffee. Grant and Adler remained standing, waiting for the "next round."
"You've got a lot on your plate, sir," Grant remarked.
Carr sipped on the coffee as he walked back to his chair. A knock at the door. Carr opened it, then took a manila envelope the office assistant handed him. "The pictures, sir."
Without responding, Carr sat down and opened the envelope. "You can sit, gentlemen." The two complied.
Carr drew the photos from the envelope, quickly looked through the airport photos, then laid them aside. He studied the photos of the terrorists more carefully, turning each photo, to view it from different angles.
"Was there much resistance?"
"Not much," Grant replied, "just when they went for their weapons. I know this won't matter, but I heard Reznikov mumble the word 'Spetsnaz.' He thought that's who we were, so I guess he decided he wasn't about to be sent to Lubyanka or wherever."
Carr flicked a finger against a picture. "Will these bullet wounds arouse suspicion when the autopsies are performed?"
"Honestly, sir?" Carr nodded. "Everybody knew who they were, and how many people they killed. After the bombings in East Germany, those three were already dead men."
"What happened to the hideout?"
"Frank set a charge in the underground storage, and Joe took care of the inside explosives with an RPG."
"Not much left then."
"We didn't hang around, but from what we saw explode, I'd say it turned into rubble."
"Your friend wasn't with you, was he?"
"No, sir. He wasn't anywhere near that place."
Adler reached into his back pocket. "Almost forgot." He handed Carr an envelope. "Sir, the Russian passport and the Aeroflot ticket are inside, plus a map we found at the hideout. It looks like Reznikov was planning an attack on that base, Sperenberg."
Carr left the passport and ticket inside the envelope, but withdrew the map. As he examined it, he noticed 'Xs' and arrows pointing to different locations. More deaths prevented,he thought. As he slid the map into the envelope, he saw one of the Watch Room staff looking at him. He motioned him into the Sit Room. "What is it, Marv?"
"Premier Gorshevsky's plane landed at Schonefeld, sir."
"Is that all you've got?"
"Reports are he'll be going to the Interhotel Stadt Berlin."
"All right. Keep me posted." Carr refocused again on the two men. "I have a feeling there's something you want to ask."
Grant didn't expect an answer. "Sir, would you be able to tell us what was found at Drazowe?"
Carr leaned back in his chair, swiveling it slowly. "Grant, Joe, I wish I could."
"Understand, sir."
"What I can tell you is those bunkers were more than they appeared to be. Scud missiles and launchers were 'buried' deep inside. Apparently, all equipment was assembled underground, then an electrical system would roll the launchers horizontally out of the bunker.
"But with what Miss Pankova gave us, we'll have 'ammo' to take to the Russian Premier, whoever that may be," Carr said with a shake of his head.
"Too bad we didn't have more time," Grant said. "There might have been a slight 'accident' that would've taken care of that equipment."
Carr simply responded, "Wish you could have, Grant." He rolled his chair back. The meeting was over. "I'll have someone drive you back to Andrews."
* * *
Just prior to her capture, operative Sophia Pankova discovered what was being produced and stockpiled underground at Drazowe: Novichok —"newcomer" — a series of nerve agents, allegedly the deadliest ones ever made, with some variants possibly five to eight times more potent than VX. They belonged to "fourth generation chemical weapons" designed as part of the Soviet "Foliant" program. Dispersed in an ultra-fine powder instead of a gas or a vapor, their qualities were unique. A binary agent was created that would mimic the same properties but would be manufactured using materials undetectable by regime inspections. The agents were designed to achieve three objectives: be undetectable using standard NATO chemical detection equipment; defeat NATO chemical protective gear; and be safer to handle.
Going through proper channels, Andrew Carr would see to it that NATO was advised. Armed with current information, the organization would eventually make an inspection, fully prepared with other than the standard detection equipment.
* * *
Carr remained alone in the Sit Room, swiveling his chair back and forth. As pissed as he was, he couldn't delay his next meeting. He flipped the intercom switch.
"Yes, Mr. President," Rachel answered.
"Rachel, please have Evan, Stan, and Marjorie (Marjorie Clemmons, Office of Legal Counsel) meet me in the Oval Office asap. Then put calls through to Hank Bancroft and George Platt." He glanced at his watch. "I tell you what, Rachel. After Evan, Stan and Marjorie arrive, then you call the other two gentlemen. I want them in the office an hour later."
"I'll take care of it right away, sir."
Carr stood, grabbed both envelopes, then left the Sit Room, following a familiar route he'd taken so many times to the Oval Office.
Oval Office
Carr stood behind his desk with shoulders slumped, while he stared down at two envelopes. A recorder was near the front of the desk, on the green desk blotter. Two wooden, straight-back chairs faced the desk.
Vice President Forbes, Stan Hillman, and Legal Counsel Marjorie Clemmons sat on couches positioned on a rug with the Presidential Seal. The furniture was separated by a glass-top coffee table.
Carr's meeting with them had been brief, just long enough to give them essential details, and ask Clemmons for advice. They were prepared for a meeting that would most likely end with the resignation of two men.
The intercom buzzed. "Yes, Rachel."
"Mr. President, Director Bancroft and Deputy Director Platt have arrived."
"Have them come in, Rachel." Carr straightened his blue and white tie, then sat in his leather swivel chair, trying to control the anger building inside him.
The door opened. "Mr. President," both men said. Bancroft's eyes immediately went to three people, who briefly stood. Bancroft silently questioned their presence. "Mr. Vice President, Marjorie, Stan," he nodded.
"Hank, George, have a seat," Carr motioned toward the two wooden chairs.
Platt put his briefcase next to a chair. He sat down, then smoothed back his wavy black hair. No one in that room had to tell him there was a serious situation brewing.
"Hank, any indication when your agents will be flown back to the States?"
"Landstuhl doctors reported they have a long way to go with their recovery, but they're hopeful they can be transferred to Walter Reed before month's end."
"That's good to hear." Carr was ready to begin the meeting. "Have you intercepted any transmissions pointing to Reznikov's whereabouts?"
"No. Nothing from the Russians, nothing from the East Germans. I don't think they even know where he is. He must be hunkered down pretty good."
"Let me enlighten you. Alpha Tango found Reznikov and his men — or, what was left of them. It seems their hideout was destroyed from explosives they had hidden for future use."
Bancroft's mind began working overtime, as he wondered how the hell the Team managed to find the terrorists. "Guess he can be scratched from the Most Wanted list."
Carr leaned forward, resting his forearms on the desk. "Now, let's get to the Dotsenko issue. I'm going to start when your two agents escorted Mr. Dotsenko to Schonefeld for his trip home." Carr watched both men carefully, looking for the slightest change in expression. "George, could you tell me what the plan was?"
Platt cleared this throat. "The agents assisted Mr. Dotsenko in securing his ticket, then they were to stay with him until he boarded, going so far as to escort him onto the plane. Once he was aboard, they were to wait until the plane was in the air. But that never happened, because our agents were attacked by men of Alpha Tango, and they took Mr. Dotsenko."
"And you're sure who they were?"
"Two of the men weren't identified, but I believe Agent Abbott recognized your Captain Stevens."
Carr thought,You mean he recognized his fist! "I see. Would you happen to know what those men allegedly did with Mr. Dotsenko?"
"No, sir. We do know he wasn't at the safe house."
Bancroft spoke, "Mr. President, you remember I reported the incident to you, and … "
"Yes, Hank. I remember." Carr paused. "You two must have panicked when Captain Stevens said he wouldn't take Dotsenko to Poland." Silence. Carr was noticeably agitated. "Why didn't you tell me the truth, Hank, right from the git-go?! How do you know I wouldn't have gone along with your plan?!"
There wasn't any way for Bancroft to salvage the current situation. His voice rose. "Would you, Mr. President?! Would you have agreed?!"
"I guess we'll never know, Hank."
Bancroft pounded a fist on his leg. "Dotsenko would have been a hundred times more valuable to us working from inside Russia!"
Carr could only shake his head in disbelief. The admission was there. He no longer had to proceed, but he decided to present evidence. He held up the envelopes. "In case you gentlemen are thinking of legally pursuing this matter, I have additional proof. Captain Stevens brought back a camera, with film still inside. Photos were taken at Schonefeld of your agents and Mr. Dotsenko. I also have a Russian passport and Aeroflot ticket brought to me today, along with Mr. Dotsenko himself. He arrived at Andrews this morning." He pointed at the recorder. "That's Mr. Dotsenko's side of the story."
Carr abruptly stood. "Hank, George, you've deceived me, Captain Stevens and his men, you coerced Mr. Dotsenko into returning to Russia, and you put peoples' lives at risk.
"I'm extremely grateful that during Mr. Dotsenko's transfer to Schonefeld, you didn't take extreme measures to 'prevent' him from returning to the U.S. It would have been a tragedy to lose a man with his courage.
"Unless you can prove me or this evidence wrong, I want your resignations on my desk by eight tonight. That's all, gentlemen."
The two men left the Oval Office, obviously embarrassed, disgraced, and unsure whether or not they'd be prosecuted.
Even though everyone in the room was prepared for the outcome, it nevertheless left them completely astonished.
Forbes finally broke the silence. "Have you talked with Ray Simmons yet, Mr. President?" Simmons was the White House counsel for the previous administration.
"No. I'll call him as soon as we're finished here and put him on notice. Plus I have to call Jim Martinez (Associate Deputy Director) to temporarily assume control."
"They're both good men, Mr. President," auburn-haired Clemmons commented.
"Will there be anything else, Mr. President," Forbes asked.
"I'd like you and Stan to remain, Evan. Marjorie, thank you for your insight and support. Have a good evening." Clemmons shook Carr's hand, then left.
Carr felt a need to emotionally cool off. "Evan, Stan, I'm going for a walk. I won't be long." He opened the door to the outer office. "Rachel, please ask Tom (Press Secretary) to join us."
"All right, sir."
Carr went out to the covered Colonnade, breathing in the sweet smell of roses in the Rose Garden, giving him a moment of respite. But the recent meeting took over his thoughts again, until he forced himself to divert those thoughts to more positive events. Dotsenko and Pankova were safe, Reznikov, et al, were dead, Team Alpha Tango returned safely after completing a successful mission. He had to admit, the day wasn't so bad after all.
As he walked back his office, he wondered if Premier Gorshevsky was having anywhere near a good day as he.
"Are you all right, Mr. President?" Forbes asked, as Carr walked toward him.
"Yes, Evan." He looked at his press secretary. "Tom, let me fill you in on what transpired a short while ago with Director Bancroft and Deputy Director Platt.



Chapter 16

Interhotel Stadt Berlin
1730 Hours — Local Time
Interhotel Stadt Berlin was located in the north section of popular Alexanderplatz, facing Alexanderstrasse. Designated as a four-star hotel, its restaurant on the 37th floor offered sweeping views of the city, the Urania World Clock, and the 1180' television tower, "Tower of Signals." The representatives of Comecon, an economic organization under the leadership of the Soviet Union, were always accommodated at the hotel.
Most of the Interhotel chain was under the control of the Stasi, constantly monitoring the activities of international tourists. An exception to that was the Stadt Berlin, monitored by the KGB.
* * *
East German police patrolled both ends of the entry driveway, prohibiting cars from parking on either side, as they awaited the Russian Premier's arrival.
Kalinin and Zykov stood under a wide canopy, extending out from the hotel's entrance. For the two KGB agents, this might be the most important day of their lives — whether it meant success or failure was yet to be seen.
Kalinin glanced at his watch, then walked toward the edge of the sidewalk, patting his hand against his jacket pocket, feeling Zykov's tape. The other tape was in his pants pocket.
Zykov walked up behind him. "There they are."
Three black Mercedes, with their headlights on, were slowly approaching. A small, red Russian flag flew from each front fender.
Kalinin and Zykov straightened their jackets, then backed away from the curb, as the vehicles lined up in front of the hotel. As if on cue, uniformed security men, with two KGB agents, got out of the third vehicle immediately taking up defensive positions around the second vehicle.
Minister Vasily Sokoloff, carrying a brown leather briefcase, and Director Mikhail Antolov emerged from the first vehicle. Antolov took a long drag on a cigarette, then flicked the butt on the sidewalk.
As he and Sokoloff walked toward the second Mercedes, Premier Gorshevsky got out, and buttoned his dark gray suit jacket. Then, without a word or acknowledgement to anyone, he motioned to his security. They led the way into the hotel lobby. Sokoloff followed Gorshevsky, but Antolov stopped near his two agents, with his security guard standing a few feet away.
"Comrade Kalinin, Comrade Zykov."
"Sir," both men answered.
Antolov kept his voice low. "Your phone call from intel said you had vital information that could impact State security."
Kalinin replied quietly, "Comrade Antolov, it is imperative that we speak with you — only you, sir."
Antolov moved closer to Kalinin, looking up at the taller, younger agent. When Antolov approved Kalinin's entrance into the KGB program, he did so with the recommendation of Defense Minister Troski and Anton Vazov, Ambassador to the United States in Washington, D.C. Antolov recognized something in Kalinin that convinced him to give final approval.
He removed another cigarette from a pack, lit it, then took a couple of puffs. "This pertains to what?"
"Sir, Reznikov and his men are dead."
Antolov showed obvious surprise. "But isn't this something the Premier should hear?"
Kalinin blew out a quick breath. "Comrade Antolov, there is much more to this, sir."
That reply alone put Antolov on alert. He looked at Kalinin through narrowed eyes. "I am not sure where you are going with this, Comrade Kalinin."
"We have a recording, sir. A confession. It should bring the entire investigation to a conclusion."
One of Gorshevsky's security men approached Antolov. "Comrade Director, sir, the Premier is growing impatient. He wishes for you to join him immediately, sir."
Antolov motioned the man away, and in a low voice said to his agents, "Go to the rear of the lobby, take the service elevator to the basement. Wait for me there."
Zykov started following Antolov, but Kalinin grabbed his partner's arm. "We will wait until everyone has gone. We do not want to raise questions." Glancing through a plate glass window, Kalinin saw Gorshevsky and his entourage get in an elevator.
"Come on, Oleg."
The lobby had been temporarily cleared of all guests, except and employees, except for the manager, who stood at the far end of a long check-in counter. The two agents' footsteps echoed in the empty space, as they walked across black and mottled gray marble tiles. A bank of elevators was to the right of the counter. A service elevator was the first one on the left.
Kalinin pushed the button of the service elevator, trying not to get the manager's attention. A quick glance at the lighted numbers above the elevator doors told him the Premier was staying on the twentieth floor.
The service elevator doors parted. The two men immediately rushed in, then Kalinin pressed the button, sending the elevator down. Whether they met employees in the basement hardly mattered. KGB agents were known to roam different areas of the hotel, always vigilant.
"Now what?" Zykov asked.
"We wait for the director. Come on. If we run into anyone, just act like we are making an inspection." The two walked the corridor, not knowing how long they'd have to wait.
After five minutes of walking and waiting, Kalinin brushed a hand over the top of his head, as he thought,Holy shit! What the hell have we gotten into? Antolov had to believe the taped confession, or maybe he'd want to interrogate Baskov himself. The KGB director would most likely confirm everything with his boss, Minister Sokoloff.
Even with his nerves wreaking havoc, Kalinin had a strange kind of excitement building in him, thinking of what was ahead.
Suite of Premier Gorshevsky
Security men were posted outside Rooms 2008, 2010, 2012, near the elevators and exit doors. For the next two days, no other visitors were allowed on this floor.
Gorshevsky took off his suit jacket and dropped it on the couch, before walking toward the large picture window. From this room he was unable to see the remains of the embassy, less than two miles away to the west.
As he focused on buildings and open spaces below, he wondered if he would become a target of Ivan Reznikov. Even with all the security, anything could happen, considering how successful Reznikov had been during his latest rampage. No one knew the reasons for the violence — no one except him, the Premier of the Soviet Union, and one other person who was still in hospital. Sergeant Baskov.
"Sir, when do you wish to go inspect the embassy?" Sokoloff asked, opening his briefcase.
Gorshevsky turned around, keeping his arms behind his back. "Has anything been released to the press about my arrival and itinerary?"
"Nothing specific. We only allowed the newspaper to print the day you would arrive, and that you would be taking home the bodies."
"Good. Good. We can go to the embassy first thing in the morning." He spotted a bottle of Stoli on a credenza behind the couch. He was thirsty after the flight, even though he'd had a couple of drinks aboard the aircraft.
As he started pouring the liquid, Antolov came in. "Sorry, sir. I instructed our drivers they were not to leave the vehicles until I confirmed your itinerary. Have you decided …?"
"We will go to the embassy in the morning, Mikhail." He gulped down the vodka.
"All right, sir. I must also confirm with the morgue the time to have the coffins prepared for departure."
Gorshevsky held onto the shot glass as he contemplated making a trip to the Rifle Brigade. "I think I would also like to go to the Rifle Brigade to give my condolences to those men. How far is that?"
Sokoloff answered, "I believe it is about 16 kilometers from here, sir."
"Mikhail, take care of your tasks now. When you return, we will discuss plans for tomorrow."
Antolov decided to instruct the drivers first because that would take the least amount of time. Next, he went to meet his two agents.
Kalinin and Zykov were at the far end of the hallway, when they saw Antolov exit the elevator. They picked up their pace.
Antolov swiveled his head. "Has anyone been down here?"
"No, sir," Kalinin replied. "But there is another passageway behind us," he pointed over his shoulder. "We might talk there."
The three men remained quiet as they headed for the other passageway. Kalinin tapped Zykov's arm. "Oleg, wait at this corner in case someone shows up." Zykov posted himself on the opposite wall, with a clear view toward the elevator, yet still able to hear the conversation.
Antolov started to light a cigarette, then decided against it. "I assume what you are about to discuss has nothing to do with Comrade Dotsenko."
"It does not, Comrade Antolov. Once we were instructed to find Reznikov, we had little time to … "
"Do you have any idea who was responsible for his disappearance? Could it have been the same people who helped Reznikov escape?"
"Doubtful, sir. And there hasn't been any transmissions detected by our intel people."
"Do you think the Americans were involved?"
"Anything is possible, sir. Comrade Komarov did not have much for us to go on."
Antolov decided to move the conversation forward. "Tell me what you have that is so important."
Removing the mini recorder from his jacket pocket, Kalinin held it tightly in his hand. He would verbalize the investigation to Antolov, then play the tape — Zykov's tape.
He chose his words carefully, beginning when they recognized Reznikov fleeing the embassy, to finding Baskov, to their inspection of the destroyed hideout and finding a license plate and RPG launcher.
Antolov stood without any expression, without any comments. Occasionally, he'd look at Kalinin through narrowed eyes, silently questioning what was being relayed to him.
Kalinin took a breath, and immediately said, "Comrade Antolov, I would like to play this tape for you. It is Sergeant Baskov's confession and explanation why he participated in the attacks, why he helped in the escape of Reznikov." Antolov nodded. Kalinin pressed the button, adjusted the sound to a lower level, then handed it to him.
Holding the recorder close to his ear, Antolov slowly walked down the passageway, concentrating on the voice speaking on the tape. At one point, he stopped the tape, rewound it, then played that section again.
The recorder clicked off. Antolov stood motionless, except for the heaving of his barrel chest. His two agents had uncovered the unthinkable. The accusation left him dumbfounded. He finally turned and went back to Kalinin. "Who else knows of this?"
"Just Agent Zykov, sir." Kalinin silently thought,Oh fuck! His decision to keep the extra recording might have been a wise move.
Antolov stared hard at the younger agent. "You did not coerce him in any way, did you?"
"Negative, Comrade, sir! Everything he said can be verified." Kalinin knew that might be a problem, since records and dossiers had been 'scrubbed.' He might have to stretch the truth. "Sir, after interrogating Baskov, I reviewed records. The information seemed incomplete, as if the records were tampered with, so I did further research, and found Reznikov and his men were in the same prison, then released on the exact same day. I then discovered Sergeant Baskov worked at the Kremlin, on the Premier's staff. And as far as Reznikov escaping, there were very few people who knew of the exchange date and time, and very few who could have financed all those previous attacks, sir." Kalinin decided to make a suggestion. "Sir, if you interrogated Baskov yourself … "
"You said he was still in hospital?"
"Yes, sir. There are two East German police guarding him. He is handcuffed to the bed. Agent Zykov has the key. The hospital is only a couple kilometers from here. We can drive you, Comrade."
An indiscernible smile briefly appeared on Antolov's face before he answered, "Comrade Kalinin, you realize that I report to Minister Sokoloff, and protocol dictates this information be presented to him."
Kalinin gave a quick nod of his head. "I do, sir."
Keeping his eyes on Kalinin, Antolov called, "Agent Zykov."
"Sir?"
Antolov held his hand out with the recorder in his palm. "Can you verify that Sergeant Baskov told the complete truth and you did not coerce him in any way?"
Zykov brought himself to attention. "Comrade Antolov, neither of us coerced him! And we believed him completely, especially after finding Reznikov's hideout, exactly where he said it would be, sir. And the explosives. No one else could have known."
Antolov lowered his eyes, and closed his hand over the recorder. "How far are both of you willing to go with this … knowledge?"
Kalinin's brow wrinkled. "I do not understand, sir."
"Are you prepared to confront the Premier?"
Kalinin sucked in a breath, quickly looked at Zykov, then answered for both of them. "If we are requested to do so, Comrade Antolov, then, yes, sir. We are."
That response told the KGB director how confident the two men were with the thoroughness of their investigation and truthfulness of one witness. He also realized that allowing the accusation to proceed would put him in the "line of fire" as well.
He put the recorder in his pocket. "Follow me."
* * *
The three men got out of the elevator on the twentieth floor. Antolov looked down the hallway. All guards were still outside the three rooms.
Security guards focused their attention on the three men, recognizing Antolov immediately. "They are with me," Antolov said, then pointed down the hallway. "Room 2012, Comrades. Wait outside the door."
Kalinin and Zykov walked to the door, then posted themselves just past the security guard, who eyed them cautiously, as he adjusted his rifle strap.
Antolov knocked on Gorshevsky's door, then entered. The Premier was seated on a brown leather sofa, puffing on a cigarette. Sokoloff was sitting at a small desk next to the door, writing in a leather-bound notebook.
"Excuse me, Comrade Gorshevsky, but I would like to discuss plans for the morning with Comrade Sokoloff. Perhaps he and I should go to my room so you will not be disturbed." He walked to a credenza, opened the middle drawer, removed a hotel menu, then handed it to Gorshevsky. "If you wish, you can order something light from the restaurant on the top floor. We will rejoin you in a while, then perhaps all of us can have dinner."
Gorshevsky took the menu, but flipped it onto the coffee table. "You two go discuss your plans. I will work on my speech."
Once the two men were in the hallway, Antolov started toward his room, when Sokoloff stopped short, seeing Kalinin and Zykov. "Who are they?"
"Comrade, those are the agents who have been searching for Reznikov. They have extremely important information, sir."
"But why … " Sokoloff motioned toward Gorshevsky's door."
"You will understand once you hear what they have to say, Comrade."
Kalinin and Zykov brought themselves to attention, nodding to both men. Antolov unlocked the door, letting Sokoloff enter first.
Once inside, Sokoloff immediately wanted answers. "This is highly irregular, Comrade Antolov! Can you explain your actions?!"
Kalinin and Zykov remained by the door. They couldn't help but feel slightly intimidated by being in the presence of both high-ranking KGB men.
Antolov finally replied. "Comrade, these men have uncovered more than just information on Reznikov. With your permission I would like them to explain."
Sokoloff eyed the two younger men, then walked to a white upholstered side chair. Pausing briefly, he finally sat down, then crossed his legs. "Exactly what do they want to report?"
Antolov motioned Kalinin and Zykov closer, as he sat on the couch opposite Sokoloff. "Comrade Kalinin, give your report to Comrade Sokoloff exactly the way you told me. Exactly."
Kalinin stood with his arms behind his back. Keeping his eyes focused on Sokoloff, he repeated the story almost word for word, without faltering at any point.
Antolov glanced at Sokoloff', whose expression was difficult to decipher. But as he listened to Kalinin, Antolov believed the story even more.
Kalinin was nearly finished, when he said to Antolov, "Sir, the recorder, please." Antolov handed it to him. Kalinin held it in his palm. "Comrade Sokoloff, sir, this is the confession of Sergeant Baskov, verifying everything I have told you." He stepped closer to Sokoloff, offering the recorder to him.
"Mikhail," Sokoloff said, directing his eyes to Antolov, "do you believe this?"
"There is no reason for me to doubt anything Comrade Kalinin has said, sir. And if you listen to the recording you will understand even more. What Sergeant Baskov says on that tape should assure you it is not a lie. Such a story could not be made up, sir. No one would have anything to gain by lying."
Sokoloff stood, then took the recorder from Kalinin. As he turned it on, he slowly walked to the window. There he'd stay until the recorder shut off.
Kalinin went closer to Zykov. Whatever happened next was completely in the hands of Minister Sokoloff.
They heard the click of the recorder, and Sokoloff's heavy sigh. He turned, then let his eyes go to each man, before settling on Antolov. "Mikhail, this is almost unbelievable."
"I know, sir, but what are we to do now? Do you wish to interview Sergeant Baskov yourself?"
Sokoloff shook his head. "There is no need." He motioned Kalinin and Zykov to him. "If the files were 'cleaned,' tell me again how you managed to figure all this out!"
Without hesitation, Kalinin went through the whole scenario of how he pieced the puzzle together. "Baskov confirmed everything, sir." Taking a breath when he finished, all he could do was wait.
Sokoloff pointed at the two men. "You two wait outside."
The two agents left immediately, then walked farther away from the security guard. Kalinin fell back against the wall, brushing his hands over his head. "Jesus, Oleg!"
Zykov took short steps, back and forth, in front of him. "What will happen to us, Nicolai, if they decide to toss everything, to pretend we did not uncover the truth?! What will they do — and to us?!"
Kalinin grabbed Zykov by the jacket lapels and spun him around, pushing him against the wall. The loud noise made the security guard take a step toward them, before he decided to stay out of what appeared to be only an argument.
Kalinin's voice was a low, gruff whisper. "I told you before! We did everything by the book! We went by what Baskov told us! And we found those sonofabitches! We had proof. If they do nothing, Oleg, then they have to live with it, knowing all the while the Premier is guilty."
Zykov's eyes narrowed, as he pushed Kalinin away. "We had better hope they believe us!"
Kalinin knew his partner was right. If this whole situation turned to fucking shit, what the hell would they do? Antolov seemed to believe them. If he hadn't, he never would have gone to Sokoloff. That was a confidence builder. But if Gorshevsky didn't admit his guilt, what would be the KGB's next move with the overwhelming evidence they now had?
Suddenly, the door swung open. Antolov and Sokoloff walked into the hallway, with Antolov motioning the agents closer. "It has been decided. We must confront the Premier now. It is only right that he be given the opportunity to prove his innocence. Do both of you understand?"
"Yes, sir, we do." But inwardly Kalinin thought,Do we have any choice?!
Sokoloff knocked on the Premier's door, then the four men entered. Gorshevsky had his back to them, sitting at the desk, writing a short speech he planned on giving in front of the embassy ruins. A list of employee victims was printed across the top of the page.
"Premier Gorshevsky," Sokoloff called softly. "We must speak with you, sir."
Gorshevsky swiveled around on the chair, resting his arm on the backrest, with the pen dangling between his fingers. Seeing two unfamiliar men standing by the door, he rose slowly, then flipped the pen onto the desk. "What is it, Vasily?"
"Sir, some intelligence has come to light concerning Reznikov and his men."
"Just tell me they have been found!"
"Their hideout was discovered. The three men are dead, sir."
Gorshevsky's relief was obvious. He pounded a fist against his palm. "This is great news! Tell me. How did those bastards die?"
"The hideout was loaded with explosives, and something set them off. The entire building was destroyed. They were buried under the rubble."
"So, they died the same way our comrades died in the embassy."
"It appears to be the case, Comrade."
"This should be a time for celebrating, Vasily, Mikhail!" He finally noticed the expression on the men's faces. They weren't happy. He stepped closer. "There is something you have not told me."
Antolov began the interrogation cautiously. "Comrade Premier, sir, do you know Sergeant Baskov?"
"Baskov? Oh, he was the driver for Comrade Komarov. Is he still in hospital?"
"He is, sir, but my question was, do you know him?"
Gorshevsky was growing suspicious. He shoved his hands into his pockets, then leaned forward. "What are you intimating, Mikhail?" Before Antolov replied, Gorshevsky turned his head, staring at the two agents by the door. He whipped a hand out of his pocket, pointing continuously at the two. "Who the hell are they?!"
Antolov kept his eyes on the Premier. "They are my agents who have been working the investigation, sir. They found Reznikov. And they interviewed Sergeant Baskov in hospital."
Gorshevsky glared at Kalinin and Zykov, who stood tall, returning the Premier's stare.
"Comrade," Antolov called, "you still have not answered my question! Do you know Baskov?!"
Gorshevsky remained quiet, but his mind was spinning. How was this possible? How …?
"Sir, I would like you to listen to this," Antolov said, holding the recorder in his hand.
Gorshevsky lowered his eyes, seeing the small black recording device. "And just what am I supposed to hear, Director Antolov?!"
Antolov held the recorder closer to Gorshevsky. "Listen, sir."
Yanking the recorder from Antolov's palm, Gorshevsky walked toward the desk, then started the recording.
Kalinin sensed something was about to happen. He tried to be inconspicuous as he reached inside his jacket, feeling his weapon secured inside the horizontal shoulder holster. He slowly withdrew his hand, then unbuttoned his jacket.
With a sudden move, Gorshevsky swung around, holding the recorder in the air. "This is bullshit! Bullshit!" This bastard has accused me of … of …!" He threw the recorder on the floor, stomped on it, then ground it with his heel.
Taking deep breaths, trying to bring himself under control, he slowly stepped close to the agents, poking a finger into Kalinin's chest, and then Zykov's. "Which of you recorded that filth!?"
"I did, sir!" Zykov answered with as much conviction as he could muster.
Gorshevsky continued staring hard at the men, then spun around and went directly to Antolov. "Mikhail, you cannot believe what I am being accused of!"
Antolov said, "I am waiting for you to answer that question, sir."
Gorshevsky felt his powers slipping away, but he refused to answer. He turned his back on everyone, pointing down at the smashed recorder. "You no longer have that supposed proof, and what was probably coerced from that lying, bastard sergeant."
When he faced the four men again, his eyes went wide, catching sight of Kalinin holding a recorder with his left hand. Kalinin spoke. "I interrogated Sergeant Baskov before Agent Zykov, Comrade Gorshevsky. There was no difference in what he told both of us. To me that meant he was telling the truth, sir. It was you who gave Baskov the code name 'Yermak.'" Without taking his eyes from the Premier, Kalinin said, "Comrade Antolov, I can answer your question. There is no doubt that Premier Gorshevsky knows Sergeant Baskov, sir."
Gorshevsky slowly backed up. He wanted a drink, he needed a drink to calm himself down, to allow him to think clearer, to deny the accusation. But instead, he started withdrawing his hand from his pocket.
Kalinin's hand was already on his weapon, when the PSM pistol came into view. Kalinin shouted, "NO!" As quickly as Gorshevsky raised the gun, Kalinin's reaction was quicker. He fired a split second before Gorshevsky pulled the trigger. The sound exploded within the confines of the room.
Antolov had a hand on his holstered Makarov, but all he could do was stare at the sprawled out Gorshevsky, who still had his pistol in his grasp.
Guards in the hall burst into the room, with weapons drawn. They immediately reacted by taking Kalinin into custody, pulling his arms behind his back, snatching his weapon from his hand. The faces of everyone in that room exhibited outright shock.
Antolov knelt next to Gorshevsky's body, placing his fingers on the carotid artery, seeing blood spreading across the chest, and under the body. The pulsing artery beat slower, slower, and finally — nothing. Antolov stood, staring down, then turned, and pointed toward the guards. "Release him! Return his weapon to him!"
Kalinin holstered his weapon without taking his eyes from the former Premier's body, until he saw Zykov out of the corner of his eye, leaning against the wall, holding his side. Blood was seeping through his jacket. "Oleg!" Kalinin put his arm around his partner, helping him down. "Let me look!" He pulled aside the jacket, then lifted the blood-stained white shirt. "It went right through, Oleg. You should be okay. I will get something to help control the bleeding." Kalinin rushed into the bathroom, and grabbed a towel from the rack. "Here. Hold this against it."
"Is he dead?" Zykov asked, wincing.
Kalinin looked over his shoulder. "Yes."
Both Antolov and Sokoloff finally walked to the two agents. "Are you all right, Comrade?" Sokoloff asked.
"Yes, sir."
"I have called for an ambulance." He immediately opened the door and motioned for the security guards to follow him to the hallway. "An ambulance crew will arrive shortly. You will make them wait out here while you assist our comrade. No one is to enter this room. No one. Is that clear?!" Replies were clicking of heels and simple nods. "I will be calling for another ambulance to take the Premier's body to our plane at Schonefeld. Two of you will ride with the Premier, keeping the body covered at all times. I do not want any mistakes." He came back into the suite, motioning Antolov toward the other side of the room.
Kalinin stood, and walked to the body. His eyes caught sight of the PSM pistol, almost unnoticeable in the gnarled hand. Designed around the newly developed 5.45x18mm cartridge, the small pistol, with a 3" barrel, was a suppressed operational pistol. The blowback-operated handgun had a double action trigger and slide mounted manual safety without a slide stop.
The full impact of what he'd done hit Kalinin like a freight train. No longer able to look, he turned and went to the window, resting his palms and forehead against the glass, trying to grasp the situation. He and Zykov had proved their case, but the unexpected outcome was not what they anticipated.
Antolov stepped next to him. "Comrade Kalinin."
"Sir," Kalinin responded, turning to face his boss.
"Any of us could have been injured or killed. You did what was necessary. We believe this was the best way for the situation to end, Comrade."
Kalinin was taken aback, but tried not to show his surprise. "What will happen next, sir?"
Antolov slid his hands into his pockets, momentarily casting his eyes downward. "The Premier's body will be escorted back to Moscow. An explanation for his death will be up to our comrades in the Politburo. You will remain in Berlin. Comrade Dotsenko has still not been located."
"Sir, we should face the possibility he is dead."
"Dead?!"
"Yes, Comrade Antolov."
"You will devote your time in finding an answer."
"Yes, sir. And what about Comrade Zykov?"
"When he is out of hospital, he will join you."
"Very well, sir. Oh, and what happens to Sergeant Baskov?"
Antolov rubbed his chin. "He will be dealt with accordingly. I do not think he will reveal anything — ever." He started to turn away when he looked up at Kalinin, and asked through narrowed eyes, "Was there anything on that second tape you showed the Premier?"
"That recorder has been with me for sometime, sir. I thought if the Premier saw it, he might be convinced to admit his involvement."
A slight smile appeared on Antolov's face, before he walked away.
Unnoticed by anyone, Kalinin rolled his eyes, and blew out a sigh of relief. Hearing voices in the hallway, he went to Zykov, helping him stand. "I will visit you in hospital, Oleg."
"What will happen to us, Nicolai?" Zykov whispered.
"The director has ordered us to continue the search for Dotsenko, or at least find answers. Do not worry."
The door opened, and two security guards escorted Zykov to the gurney. They closed the door to the suite.
Minister Sokoloff glanced at his watch. "The next ambulance should arrive shortly, Mikhail. We will see to it that the Premier is carried out, giving the impression he is still alive."
Kalinin walked into the bedroom, and removed a cover from the bed. He squatted down, and draped it over the body, leaving the face exposed. But then he thought of an important detail, and looked over his shoulder. He went to where Zykov had been standing. His eyes searched back and forth along the white painted wall, until he spotted it. "Comrade Antolov. Here is the bullet from the Premier's weapon, sir."
Antolov ran a finger over the embedded bullet. "Find something to dig it out with."
Kalinin removed a combat knife from a leg strap then pried the compacted bullet from the wall, and dropped it in Antolov's palm.
"There is no need for you to stay any longer, Comrade Kalinin. Just be sure to report to me throughout the rest of your investigation."
"Will you need additional escort to Schonefeld, sir?"
"No."
"Very well, sir." Kalinin looked toward Sokoloff and nodded. "Comrade Sokoloff."
Once he was in the elevator, Kalinin leaned back against the wood panel, rolling his head side to side. "Whatever happens next … only time will tell, Nick." He smiled before reaching into his pocket, and removed the recorder. He tossed it up, let it drop into his palm, then immediately closed his hand around it.
As he walked out of the hotel, he heard the sound of an ambulance siren, still at least four blocks away. A crowd that the East German police was holding back seemed strangely quiet, but curious. They strained their necks trying to catch a glimpse of anyone who exited, knowing the Russian Premier was a hotel visitor.
Breaking into a jog, Kalinin hurried to his vehicle, slid behind the steering wheel, and started the engine. He drove to the building where he had rented a small, one-room flat on the second floor.
Once inside, he dropped the keys on a dresser, then laid his badge on top of his wallet. He made a quick inspection of the room. Everything was still in place, undisturbed. When he first arrived in East Berlin, and as an added precaution, he'd secured all his passports and money in a locker at the train station.
Loosening his tie, he went to a window overlooking the main street. He surveyed the immediate area before pulling down a yellowing shade. He kicked off his shoes, then flopped down on the twin-size bed, locking his fingers behind his head.
The day's events swirled around in his mind. His emotions had gone from excitement to pure consternation. He rubbed his fingers against his eyes, suddenly realizing how very tired he was.
* * *
KGB had already called in specialists to clean the entire suite, leaving no evidence whatsoever. The Neues Deutschland would report the Russian Premier had been taken ill and returned to Moscow. It would also state that bodies of Russians who died in the bombings were flown to Moscow on Gorshevsky's plane, at his insistence.
The following morning his death was officially announced on Soviet radio and television. The cause of death: a stroke.
That same morning Sergei Kovashenko was elected chairman of the committee in charge of funeral arrangements. It was assumed that Kovashenko was the most likely candidate for the position of General Secretary.
After five days of national mourning, Gorshevsky would be given a state funeral. Burial would be at the Novodyevichy Cemetery, adjoining an ancient monastery, and considered to be an honored burial ground, second only to the Kremlin Wall.

Relieved the terrorists were dead, the Russians never questioned the East Germans as to the actual cause of death. The assumption was enough.
By order of Minister Vasily Sokoloff, the remains of the three terrorists were cremated, and their ashes dumped in the cold Spree River.



Chapter 17

Two Days After Mission
Grant's Apartment
0540 Hours
Wearing a pair of blue gym shorts, Grant stretched his arms high overhead, and leaned side to side, as he walked to the living room window. Tomorrow he'd resume his sit ups and push ups, and maybe do some laps at the pool.
He raised the white blinds, in time to catch a brilliant sunrise. Waters of the Potomac glistened. Boats were already traversing the river, most on a course to the Chesapeake Bay and the waters around Virginia. This time of year blue crabs were plentiful.
"Time for breakfast," he yawned.
Padding across the carpet in his bare feet, he went to the kitchen. Cheerios would be the morning meal. He poured a bowlful, added ice cold milk, and eyed fresh coffee still splashing into the clear glass pot. He ate a spoonful of cereal on his way to the window.
The phone rang. He glanced at his watched, then picked up the receiver. "Stevens."
"Hey, Grant!"
"Morning, Scott! You're up kinda early!"
"Yeah, one of those nights. But I knew you'd be up!"
"What can I do for you?"
"Just wanted to see how you and the guys were doing, whether you all recuperated after your trip."
"Yeah, we're okay, buddy. Sleep does wonders for the old body. Appreciate you asking."
"Are you still having a meeting with the President?"
"It's scheduled for 0900."
"Can you give me a hint on its purpose?" Mullins laughed.
"Don't mean to sound so clandestine, but I'd rather wait. Listen, Scott, can you come to Eagle 8 today?"
"Sure. What time?"
"I'll call you after Joe and I are out of the meeting. Why don't you drive to my apartment, then you can follow us?"
"I'll wait for your call. Good luck with the meeting."
Grant turned on the TV, then sat on the couch. After 15 minutes of switching channels, nothing new was being reported. Russia was still preparing for Gorshevsky's funeral. Discussions were ongoing over the resignations of Bancroft and Platt. Reporters were waiting for a White House press conference, anticipating an explanation. Positive reactions were expressed with the President's nomination of Ray Simmons as the new director.
No one had mentioned CIA Special Agents Steve Leamon and Marty Fitzgerald. But at Langley, inside the main building on the north wall, a star for each of them had been carved into the Memorial Wall. Beneath the stars, in the "Book of Honor," their names were added to a list arranged by year of death. The book was encased in stainless steel and topped by an inch-thick plate of glass.
Grant switched off the TV, and carried the empty bowl to the kitchen. The strong coffee smelled good. "This should get the old 'pump' going."
Blowing a breath into the hot liquid, he sipped slowly as he leaned against the counter, thinking about the mission. But Gorshevsky's death still bugged him. There had to be more to the story. He needed to think, and the shower was a good place to do it.
* * *
Hot water beat against his broad shoulders. He tilted his head back, trying to get the "gray matter" to function more efficiently.
But it was his gut that was trying to tell him something again. What? Did Nick present his evidence to Antolov? Was it possible he got even further up the "food chain" and confronted Gorshevsky?! The Russian media reported the Premier had a stroke. How convenient. The Kremlin could be lying its balls off.
Too much frustration was setting in. "Dammit!" It was time to give up trying to figure it out. He shut off the water, and grabbed a towel from the hook. There was only one way he'd ever find out the truth — Nick. But that in itself was nearly an impossible mission.
"Time to rest the old brain, Stevens." As he stepped out of the shower, he heard the phone. Wrapping the towel around his waist, he hurried into the living room, as he swept away water dripping from his hair. "Stevens."
"Mornin', skipper!"
"Hey, Joe! Morning!"
"I take it our meeting at the White House is still on."
"Haven't heard otherwise. Listen, maybe we should ride together. Can you pick me up at 0830? Traffic might be a bitch that time of morning."
"Not a problem. Hey, are we gonna meet the Team at Eagle 8?"
"That's the plan. I'm hoping Matt had luck getting our benefactors 'on board.' He hasn't called so that might be a good thing."
"Guess we won't have time to stop for breakfast."
"Not even a possibility. Besides, I just had some cereal."
"So! I had frozen waffles."
Grant laughed. "Why don't we do this? On our way to Eagle 8, we can stop at the Italian restaurant you've been raving about, and pick up lunch for everyone."
Sounding pathetic, Adler moaned, "If I have to wait, I have to wait."
Pushing strands of wet hair off his forehead, Grant said, "Scott's gonna meet us here after the meeting. He'll follow us out to Eagle 8."
"Sounds good. See you at 0830."
Eagle 8
1300 Hours
Wearing T-shirts, and jeans or cutoffs, Team A.T. was prepared for a hot day. The temperature was already approaching 88 degrees, but inside the triple garage and the below ground storage magazine, the a/c kept the temperature at a cool 72 degrees.
In the shade of the garage, an oval metal tub was filled with ice, surrounding bottles and cans of Coke, Pepsi, and beer.
Stalley grabbed a Pepsi, popped the top, then sat cross-legged on the dirt. "Anybody have an idea why boss wants to talk with us?"
James squatted down in front of him, grinning. "Did you finish your homework like a good boy?" Stalley gave him a shove, knocking him on his ass.
"Here they come," Diaz said, walking closer to the front of the house. "You'll get your answer soon enough, Doc."
A red Mustang, black Vette, and a red Pontiac Trans Am followed one another, then pulled behind the other vehicles.
"Who's got the 'hot' Trans Am?" Stalley asked, trying to stand up quick, brushing dirt from his cutoffs.
"It's Scott," Slade answered. "Wonder why he's here?"
Doors slammed. Adler shouted, "Listen up! Lunch!" James and Slade grabbed the ice-filled tub, hauled it into the house, and put it on the kitchen counter.
As soon as everybody was inside, Grant motioned for Draper. "Hey, Rob, I don't think you've met Scott Mullins."
"Our 'go-to-man' at State!" Draper laughed, shaking Mullins' hand. "It's good to put a face to the voice."
"Nice to meet you, Rob," Mullins responded. "How'd you get yourself involved with this bunch?!"
"The power of persuasion, I suppose!"
Smelling food, the men gathered close to the counter. "Joe found a great Italian restaurant," Grant said, as he and Adler started taking wrapped subs out of paper bags.
"No surprise there!" Slade laughed, looking over Grant's shoulder.
"These are some of their specialties. We asked for a variety, so take your pick." Grant pulled Mullins' arm. "C'mon, Scott! These guys mean business when it comes to food. You snooze, you lose, buddy!"
* * *
Everyone was still eating, talking, having a good time, when Grant got up, went to the kitchen, and started making two pots of coffee. Once he'd finished, he let his eyes go from man to man, wondering what their reactions would be.
He knew Diaz was ready to "hang it up." The two of them had private conversations about Diaz' kid, who was at the age when problems were creeping up. After missing out on most of his son's life, he decided it was time to do his "dad" thing.
Grant caught Garrett glancing his way. He motioned for him to join him in the kitchen.
"Matt, have the gentlemen changed their minds? Are they having second thoughts?"
"Not at all, Grant. As I told you before, they were totally behind the idea. Hey! I didn't tell you this! After I presented your idea, they had their own little meeting. You're gonna love it!"
Grant leaned back against the counter, crossing one foot over the other. "I'm all ears."
"You know they own land just about everywhere. So, they're willing to donate areas that would coincide with training at different times of the year, like winter survival. Need I explain further?"
Grant slowly shook his head in amazement. "I don't know what to say, Matt. There's no way … "
"They don't expect anything."
"Yeah, I know."
Garrett lowered his eyes. "Wish my dad could've lived long enough to see his plan come to fruition."
Grant thought about his own father for a brief moment, before saying, "Matt, you're living his dream for him." Garrett simply nodded with a smile.
"Listen, I'd really like the guys to meet those three. Do you think they'd be willing to pay us a visit?"
"I don't see why not. I'll touch base with them."
Grant reached for some cups in the overhead cabinet. Steam spurted from the drip coffee makers, as final drops splashed into glass pots. "Ready for some coffee?"
"Your speciality, right?"
"That's affirmative!" Grant replied, jabbing Garrett in the ribs with an elbow. "Next to peanut butter sandwiches, of course." He held up the coffee pot. "Who wants coffee?!"
* * *
Trash was dumped, table cleaned, stomachs filled, with an aroma of strong coffee continuing to linger. Grant called everyone together. "Okay, guys, need you to gather 'round. Scott, you're sure as hell gonna have questions, but if you can 'hang tight' for now, we can have a side discussion."
"Sure," Mullins replied with a wave of his hand.
"And Frank, you can talk with the guys when we're through." Diaz nodded.
Grant walked to the head of the table, folding his arms across his chest. Adler stood just to the side.
"I've been thinking about this for a while. Joe and Matt have already been filled in. I'd like your questions, comments, and honest opinions, okay?"
"Sure, boss," was the reply from every man.
"A training facility. That's what I'd like to start here."
"Interesting concept," Slade nodded.
"As I said to Joe, there are a lot of young men who probably believe they can't make it into SpecOps, and maybe they can't. But the facility might be a confidence builder, if nothing else."
"What kinda training are you thinking about?" James asked.
"I don't want to break them down then build them back up, DJ. In the beginning it'd be mostly physical and mental work. We've only got so much to work with here."
"As in no swimming pool," Stalley commented.
"Roger that, Doc, but there are some off-site swimming 'holes' we might be able to use."
"What about weapons training?" James asked. "Would that be a problem?"
"Matt already did research, checked on permits. There's enough property to set up a gun range, that'll allow tactical training with up to 180 degrees of firing mobility. We're far enough away from civilians, so noise shouldn't be a factor.
"I know you're probably wondering about the extra equipment and cost. Our benefactors have given their 'blessing' to the project. We can buy what we need. Now, we'll probably be able to train a max of six at a time. I think that's a good number."
Adler took a step forward. "Understand that this is just a short version of what we've discussed. You'll all be involved in formulating schedules, workout routines, classroom sessions. That sort of stuff."
"Right, Joe," Grant said.
James swallowed a mouthful of beer. "Are you planning on having them stay here?"
"Not here, as in the house. The plan is to bring in some portable buildings, farther away from the house. Same thing for indoor training sessions. And there'll be another entrance closer to those facilities. We've still got a lot to work out." Grant looked at Garrett. "Matt, you want to fill them in on what you just told me?"
Garrett repeated the off-site training possibilities at different times of the year.
"Wow!" was all Stalley could say.
Grant rested his hands on the top of a chair. "This is what it boils down to. Eventually, we should be able to pick out a good 'crop' of men, enough to form maybe four squads. You'll each be assigned to a squad, having full responsibility." Grant looked around the table. "Speak."
"What's goin' on, boss?" Slade asked, moving his chair closer to the table.
"Joe and I will be stepping back some. It's time."
Stalley's mouth dropped open. "Boss, you can't mean … "
Grant held up a hand. "Only stepping back, Doc. You won't be rid of us just yet."
James scrunched up his face. "Won't we be accepting any more missions from the President?"
"Whether or not you decide to scrap the training idea, A.T. will carry on as usual. Scott will still be our 'go to man.' Joe and I will still be in charge of your missions. But just be aware that there'll be certain missions he and I will go on — alone. We've already had a discussion with the President."
"Holy shit, boss!" Stalley spat out.
"Look, I know you've been 'blind-sided' with this, but here's the deal. It's gonna be up to you whether this whole idea is a 'go' or not. As I said earlier, I want you to be completely honest with me. I expect you to be."
"What if it isn't a 'go,' boss?" Slade asked quietly.
"Then it's over, Ken. But Joe and I will still be stepping back." Grant's eyes went from man to man. "Listen up! You'd better not think you'd be hurting my feelings if you don't wanna do this! Got that?!" Heads bobbed up and down. "Okay, let's take a break. While Joe and I talk with Scott, you see if you can come up with a decision. Take it outside if you feel more comfortable."
A.T. filed out of the living room, heading for the door leading to the garages. Diaz trailed behind, wondering if he was making the right decision. It boiled down to continuing a way of life he loved, or spending valuable time with his son.
Once outside, the men "bombarded" Garrett with additional questions. All indications were they had already reached a decision.
Grant and Adler filled Mullins in on their meeting with President Carr. Mullins commented, "So, nothing will change as far as my 'relationship' with you guys."
"Lucky you! Nothing changes," Grant answered with a grin. "Hey, here's a thought. If this plan moves forward, why don't you consider spending some of your free time on site?"
"You mean in training?!"
"Why the hell not?"
It didn't take Mullins long to reply, "Yeah, why the hell not?!"
Just then, they heard the door open, then footsteps along the wood floor. Grant turned in the chair, draping an arm over the back. He watched each man walk by, then line up alongside the table.
By their expressions alone, Grant knew they made their decision.
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