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001  The Opening Gambit  

The cool touch of a Martini glass kissed the lips of a black-haired, British man. The man, who none of 

the locals recognised, sat at a large marble table. Opposite him was a local man, one of the club s 

regulars. His hair was a dark brown, and his skin was very pale. His accent was a strange one. It was 

predominantly a Croatian accent, with a strange touch of Irish in it.   

The British man looked slightly older than his opponent. His manner was very polite and he was 

everyone s idea of the ultimate gentleman. This was noticeable even though no one in the room had 

known him longer than an hour. His clothing was immaculate, a Saville Row tuxedo and dress shirt 

with a large black bow tie.   

The centre of the room s attention was the chessboard that the two men stared at. Both players were 

more or less level. Both men had lost their bishops and their Queens. The Croatian man had two more 

pawns than his British opponent, and he had the only knight left on the board. The Englishman, 

however, had taken one of his opponent s rooks.   

The game had begun about forty-five minutes earlier. The Croatian had been looking for an opponent 

for his daily chess match. He was well known locally as a great chess player. He had competed in 

international tournaments and had won many of them. His daily chess match was one of the club s 

main events. There were always people eager to take on the man, who was known only as Vladimir. 

The game always started promptly at nine. On this particular evening, however, by five past nine no 

one had stepped forward to take the man on. He was clearly getting irritated, and called for someone to 

accept his challenge. When it appeared that no one was going to take him on, the Englishman had 

appeared out of the small crowd that had gathered around the table.   

I d be delighted to join you, Mr..

  

Vladimir. The Croatian had replied curtly.   

And my name is Bond. The Englishman had said. James Bond.

  

* * * * *  

Twelve hours earlier, Bond had been sitting in a leather chair, facing M in her office. Behind her was a 

large wall screen. To Bond s left had hung a portrait of Admiral Sir Miles Messervy, the previous head 

of the SIS. M had had that look on her face that showed she was very troubled. Bond had briefly seen a 

newspaper headline on his way to the SIS headquarters at Vauxhall Cross, which had read: Two 
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suicide bombings in Manchester. Bond had suspected that this news had something to do with M s 

mood.  

I take it that this is about the bombings. Bond had said.  

Yes, Bond. M had replied. We ve got to put a stop to it. The police are trying to control the 

situation, but they ll need help.

  

Do we have any leads? Bond had asked.  

Only one. A familiar voice had reported. Bond turned around. It was M s Chief of Staff, Bill Tanner. 

We got a tip off from one of our men in Zagreb about an ex-IRA assassin, who now works for a 

Croatian businessman, Yuri Zivkovic. Manufacturer of textiles, leather goods and chemicals. The 

Irishman is Gary Connolly, known to have committed many extremely gruesome murders. He is 

particularly well known for a gruesome method known in the Irish underworld as the tongue tie . 

They slit the victim s throat and leave him with his tongue hanging out through the slit.

  

Bond pondered Tanners words. Where is Connolly now? In Zagreb?

  

Yes, 007. M had said. You re leaving on the next available flight.

  

How is Gary Connolly linked to the bombings, though?  

I expect you to find that out. M had said sternly.  

The tension in the room was immense. Everyone in the Secret Intelligence Service had been shocked 

by the bombings. Suicide attacks were often reported in the news, taking place in the Middle East. For 

it to happen on their home soil was something else. While sitting in the chair, Bond reflected on a 

previous case, in the days of Sir Miles, when he had seen a film of a suicide bomber assassinating a 

British politician, Lord Mills. Since that day suicide bombers had disgusted Bond.  

Where can I meet Connolly? Bond had asked.  

Well, according to our man in Croatia, Connolly plays chess every night at the Me trovi Club. You 

could meet him there. Tanner had informed 007.   

Fine. Bond had said. Thanks, Bill.   

M had handed Bond a photograph of a shorthaired man, with a very light skin, and thick eyebrows. 

This is the only photograph that we have of him. It was taken when he was caught during an SAS raid 
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a few years back. He was imprisoned, but he and several other IRA assassins escaped in a very 

embarrassing moment for the police.   

Exactly what was the lead that we got on Connolly? Bond had asked.   

It s not much, but GCHQ intercepted a phone call from his house in Zagreb to a number in 

Manchester. They spoke mainly in what we expect is code-talk, but they were discussing two places in 

Manchester. M had paused. The two places where the bombs were detonated.

  

And what about his boss, Zivkovic? Bond had asked.  

Well, we don t have anything on him. Tanner had said. He has no criminal record and our contacts 

in Croatia seem to know little about his background. He first came to public attention during the 

collapse of communism in Russia. Soon after Croatia gained her independence in 1991, he emerged as 

one of the country s leading industrialists. I checked with registry and our information on him goes 

back only as far as 1987, before then he is nowhere to be seen.

  

Sounds like he was living a secret life before then. Bond had said.   

Yes, it seems a little suspicious. I think that he might have a somewhat shady past. M had said. 

Perhaps you could try and cast some light on it for us, 007.   

With pleasure! Bond had said.   

It s probably only a matter of time before another attack. You need to move quickly, 007. Tanner 

warned. If this is an IRA operation you can bet that they won t stop until they have achieved their 

goal, whatever it may be. There ll probably soon be attacks all over the country, including here.

  

It could just be to spread terror throughout England. And we can t let that happen. Seventy five 

funerals are going to take place in the next few days, so we have to do something about it, Bond. M 

said. Go find the men responsible for this, and stop it.

  

* * * * *  

The British man named Bond reached into the pocket of his tuxedo, and withdrew a gunmetal cigarette 

case. He pulled out one of his Morlands cigarettes, and placed it between his lips. He then produced his 

battered Ronson lighter. Once the cigarette was ignited, he moved his bishop once space, diagonal 

upward and to the left. This threatened Vladimir s knight, and with an unhappy grunt he retreated. 

Bond advanced a pawn a single square, and then settled back in his chair, taking a satisfying draw from 
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his cigarette. Vladimir s king was in a corner of the board, and he moved it one square horizontally, 

which put it next to his remaining rook.  

The concentration, as well as the fireplaces and the body heat in the room started to get to Bond. He 

retrieved the white linen handkerchief from his pocket and wiped some of the sweat from his forehead. 

He sat for a while, thinking about his next move. Vladimir was starting to look more and more 

agitated. He was obviously not in a good mood. Bond s rooks were both on the back row, closest to 

him, virtually unmoved in the entire game. Lacking a queen, Bond realised that they would be the tools 

with which to defeat the man who sat opposite him, sweating profusely. He advanced one of the rooks 

all the way across the board to one row away from Vladimir s back line, where the Croatian s rook and 

king resided.   

From its current position, Vladimir s rook could do nothing to challenge Bond s one. His mood 

deteriorated further, and the beads of sweat on his forehead grew. He moved his rook one square 

forward, so that it was directly next to Bond s one. If Bond took the rook, Vladimir s king would be 

able to capture his. However, if Bond left his rook where it was, Vladimir s could capture it. In order 

to stop this from happening, Bond used his second rook to cover the first. He kept it on the back row, 

but lined it up so that it was guarding the other.   

Vladimir s response to Bond s move was to move his king another square across the back row, so that 

it was threatening Bond s rook. Although both players were well aware that the king would be unable 

to take the rook, because it would be moving into check by Bond s second rook, it meant that if 

Vladimir took Bond s first rook, and the second retaliated, the king would be able to capture the last 

remaining rook on the board, making both players more or less equally placed.  

Bond s rook retreated one space. Bond was not fond of retreats, as they wasted moves. Of course, he 

hated to run away from an enemy, but he also had the wisdom to know when it was necessary. He 

liked to think that this applied in his actual life as much as it did in his chess.   

The white rook now threatened Vladimir s black knight, so he moved his own rook two blocks 

horizontally to protect it. He knew very well that if he lost both his rook and his knight, his game was 

well and truly over.   

When he saw the move, a faint smile crept across Bond s face. He didn t make it obvious that he was 

delighted with the way the game was going, but if anyone had looked carefully at Bond s face, it 

would have been visible. He moved his rook across, placing the black king in check. Vladimir s face 

turned almost purple as Bond calmly said, Check.

  

The Croatian s bottom lip started to shake as he saw that all was now lost. His king could only retreat 

into a corner of the board, which would let Bond close in for a clean kill. He knocked his own king 
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over, signalling his surrender. Bond extended his hand to shake Vladimir s. Bond s angry opponent 

didn t respond. Instead he sat in his chair, the veins in his neck bulging out in anger. He picked up one 

of the ceramic chess pieces in his hand, and tightened his grip on it. His hand went red as he crushed 

the piece, a bishop, in his fist. Bond heard the delicately crafted piece cracking in Vladimir s hand. The 

hand slammed down on the table, depositing a pile of dust on the marble. His bloodshot eyes stared 

angrily at Bond s. The tension was visible to all around. Eventually, Vladimir stood up and briskly left 

the club, swearing in Serbo-Croat.                        
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002  The Hunter And The Hunted  

As soon as James Bond walked out of the door of the Me trovi Club, the cold January air tore into his 

flesh like knifes. The artificial warmth created inside the club was in sharp contrast to the reality of the 

environment outside. The club was situated on a narrow road lined with old-fashioned buildings. The 

road itself was a cobblestone affair and dew has frozen in the gaps between the cobbles.   

About thirty yards down the road, Bond saw the infuriated Vladimir climb into a white Rolls Royce, 

and begin to accelerate down the road. Bond walked briskly to his own car, his favourite silver birch 

Aston Martin DB5. He quickly climbed into the drivers seat and got the engine running. It was a little 

sluggish due to the sub-zero temperature, but he was moving before Vladimir s car made its first turn 

off the cobblestone road.   

Bond took a quick glance at his Omega Speedmaster watch. It was now past eleven o clock. The chess 

match had gone on for just over two hours, and he was quite tired from the concentration involved. He 

followed the Rolls off the cobblestone and onto an even narrower tar road through a dimly lit row of 

houses. He was worried that he would lose track of Vladimir in the gloom of this dark neighbourhood, 

but his lights reflected off the rear window of the Rolls as it made another right turn. Bond once again 

followed suit, maintaining quite a considerable following distance in order to avoid looking suspicious 

to the driver of the car. Bond thought of Vladimir and his childish show of temper in the club. He 

laughed a little at the man who he knew to be ex-IRA assassin Gary Connolly.  

As the Aston Martin hit a hump in the road, Bond felt the pistol in his shoulder holster against the side 

of his body. Concealed under the tuxedo was a Berns-Martin Triple Draw holster, containing Bond s 

standard issue Walther P99 handgun.   

The road continued on for several miles, until they reached the outskirts of Zagreb. Bond now found 

himself in a grimy looking suburb. A rubbish bin lay on its side, and everything had a dark sooty feel 

to it, especially on this dull winter night. In the distance, the red braking lights of the Rolls were 

visible. Bond estimated that they were about a hundred and fifty yards down the road. They were 

completely still, which suggested that the car had stopped. He slowed down, to avoid getting too near 

to Vladimir. A few seconds later, the braking lights went out, and the taillights vibrated, as the car had 

started moving again. Bond slowly edged forward in the Aston Martin, crawling along the road at less 

than a walking pace. Suddenly the red lights disappeared, which he assumed meant that the car s 

engine had been turned off. He allowed about a minute for everyone to disembark from the car, and go 

inside wherever they had stopped. In the darkness, with his lights dimmed, Bond couldn t see whether 

they had stopped outside a house or not.   
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After having waited impatiently for a few minutes, Bond drove down the road to where the car would 

be. As he drove, he became increasingly aware of a hedge that began to appear across the road in front 

of him. He looked around for Vladimir s Rolls Royce, but saw no sign of it. He parked the Aston 

Martin a little distance away from where he had thought the Rolls had been, and got out. He drew the 

Walther from his shoulder holster, and slowly walked across to the hedge. The verge between the road 

and the hedge had tyre marks in the grass. He knelt on the ground, and felt the muddy tracks, which 

were wet. This meant only one thing: The Rolls had driven off the road and through the hedge.   

The section of the hedge that now stood in front of Bond didn t look at all suspicious. The tyre tracks 

however had given everything away. Bond looked in the hedge for any sign of disturbance. Some of 

the leaves had clearly been pulled out of the way, and some of the branches of the plants in the hedge 

had been snapped, and the leaves were bent. Bond stuck his hand inside the disturbed area and felt the 

cool touch of metal. Bond ran his hand over the metal shape. It felt like some sort of handle, judging 

by the way it was curved to fit comfortably in Bond s hand. He turned the handle, which made a 

squeaking noise as the badly lubricated handle turned. He slowed down the turning, and when the 

handle could not turn any more, he pushed on it. More rusty metal squeaked as the hedge began to 

open. The hedge was obviously hiding a gate, which he was now pushing open. Even going very 

slowly didn t stop the gate from making a noise. He opened it inch by inch until it was open just wide 

enough for him to squeeze through.  

As soon as he was through the hedge gate, Bond stood with his Walther at the ready. Quickly he 

glanced over the small lawn. The garden was very poorly kept, showing that someone who cared very 

little about it lived here. Judging from his encounter at the club, he felt that Vladimir fell squarely into 

this category. He could not imagine someone who was as brutal and impatient as Vladimir to be 

interested in a pastime such as gardening.   

Bond slowly made his way towards the house. It was a shabby looking building. Some windows were 

cracked, and streaks of grime lead from the roof, down the walls all the way to the ground. Frost had 

formed on the ground and he could hear it crunching under his shiny black shoes.   

Around the back of the house, several lights were on, and there were faint voices coming from one of 

them. Slowly Bond crept nearer, with his Walther held up in front of his face, ready to shoot anyone 

who came around the corner. The pistol was equipped with a long and heavy silencer. This eliminated 

almost all the noise made by the pistol, but made it much more difficult to carry, especially if it was 

holstered. Despite it being slightly awkward, it was a worthy compromise because if he was forced to 

shoot someone, he was unwilling to take the risk of someone hearing the shot. He had no idea who was 

in the house, and how many people there were.   

There was a great deal of noise coming from the room in which all the lights were on. Bond recognised 

the voice as Vladimir s. He clearly had not got over his defeat, but he was speaking in Serbo-Croat, so 
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Bond was unable to understand. He was, however able to discern the word Bond in Vladimir s 

hurried and angry speech. Another, deeper and far more calm voice spoke back to Vladimir. Bond sat 

listening for a few minutes. Vladimir began to calm down, and even started to sound excited. Bond 

heard a sadistic laugh, and a thud that sounding like a fist hitting a table. He was unable to curb his 

curiosity and he edged towards the window to try and get a brief glimpse of the man who Vladimir was 

speaking with. A large windowsill stuck out below the window, which he used to hold onto and lift 

himself up. As soon as he began to hang on it, he realised that it was loose. It was too late, however, 

and Bond fell backwards onto the lawn.   

Even as Bond fell, his eyes tracked the windowsill slab as it fell to the ground. When it fell, it hit the 

concrete pavement and broke into several pieces. The contact with the ground made an enormous 

crashing sound, and as soon as it hit, the talking inside the house stopped. Stupid fool! Bond said to 

himself, as he began to back away from the window.   

The sound of a growl made Bond feel as if his heart had stopped beating. The growl was followed by a 

series of loud barks. There was certainly more than one dog, probably five or six. He began to run. As 

he did so he looked behind him. A head peered out of the window that Bond had tried to look through. 

It was not Vladimir, so there was a chance that he wouldn t be recognised. Less than a second later, 

Bond saw a Pit Bull come bounding around the corner the house, spraying saliva as it ran. He quickly 

aimed and fired the P99. It made very little sound, but the dog was knocked right off its feet by the 

bullet. Bond ran even faster now towards the hedge gate. The distance had not seemed very far when 

he had come in, but now the gate could not come quickly enough. He looked up at the house as he ran, 

lights were turning on in just about every room. He swore under his breath, as there were obviously 

many people inside the building. Bond looked back towards the gate, but as he did so he felt his foot 

make contact with a hard object.  

Bond fell face first into the frosty grass. Dirt covered his face, and the tumultuous sound of hungry 

dogs grew from behind him. He turned over onto his back, slightly dazed. He saw another pit bull 

running towards him, so he reached for his P99, which he had dropped as he fell. His eyes were fixed 

on the drooling, bounding dog as it close in on him. After what had seemed like ages of fumbling for 

the pistol, he felt the handgrip in the palm of his hand. As he began to pick up the Walther, the dog 

jumped on him and bared it teeth. Slobbering in delight it opened its mouth wide to take a chunk out of 

Bond s neck. In a lightning fast reaction, Bond put the pistol up by his chest, up against the flesh of the 

dog. Due to the size of the silencer, he couldn t get the gun to the place where he wanted it. The dog s 

teeth struck and Bond quickly rolled over. The dog was surprised by Bond s sudden movement and 

only managed to rip a great hole in his tuxedo. Before he could bite again, Bond had the tip of the 

silenced Walther up against the dog s skin. He squeezed the trigger, and the force of the shot threw the 

dog off him. Bond jumped up and ran the last few yards to the hedge and leaped over. As he came 

down he broke his fall using a judo breakfall that he had been taught in his martial arts training.   
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Bond rolled over and went towards the Aston Martin. A shot came from the house, but he heard the 

bullet whistle past him and smack into the road a few feet behind him. He jumped into the car, and 

started the engine. It took an irritatingly long time to get started. As soon as the engine was running, 

He put the car in reverse, and roared backwards down the road. He performed a handbrake turn to spin 

the car around and then sped off back towards central Zagreb and his hotel.  

Bond was certain that some of Vladimir s men had seen the number plate on the Aston Martin. Luckily 

the DB5 was still equipped with the revolving number plates that Major Boothroyd had fitted many 

years back. He switched the number plate, but he knew that it was not enough. He doubted that there 

was another DB5 in Zagreb, let alone a silver birch one.  

Bond drove back to the hotel very irritated at his mess up. He had likely jeopardised the mission, and 

that never went down well with M.                  
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003  Bad Loser 
    

When Bond got back into his hotel suite, his pulse was still going in overdrive, and the adrenaline had 

not yet drained from his body. He looked at his expensive tuxedo in the bathroom mirror. The left 

shoulder of the jacket was shredded, and the trousers had been torn when he had leapt over the hedge 

onto the pavement.   

He took off the jacket, and then took the chamois leather straps of the holster off his shoulders. He sat 

down in the suite s most comfortable armchair, and poured himself a large measure of vodka. The cold 

liquid felt like an anaesthetic rushing over his body. After several glasses of vodka and a cigarette, he 

headed for the bath. The hot water soothed his sore muscles, and calmed him down. The vicious attack 

by the dogs had taken him completely by surprise, but even if he had been expecting it, he wondered if 

he would have been prepared. Vladimir obviously meant business by keeping that pack of dogs in his 

yard. He was definitely protecting something that he wanted to remain hidden.   

By half past twelve Bond got to sleep. It had been a really packed day. The morning briefing at 

Vauxhall Cross, the rush to Heathrow airport, finding his way around Zagreb, meeting with an agent of 

the Croatian National Security Office, then the chess match, followed by the encounter at Vladimir s 

house. Almost as soon as he had slid his pistol under the pillow, and laid his head down he had 

dropped off.   

Forty minutes later Bond woke up with a start, instinctively placing his right hand around the butt of 

the Walther hidden under his pillow. He listened carefully for any noise, while at the same time 

looking at the hotel s bedside alarm clock. It was twenty past one, and Bond cursed whatever had 

made him wake up. He was very tired, and he didn t want to be continually waking up. He placed the 

pistol back under the pillow, this time keeping his hand wrapped firmly around the handgrip.  

Bond had been asleep for only a few minutes when he woke up again. This time he saw a shadow 

coming from the bathroom into the suites bedroom. He couldn t hear any footsteps thanks to the thick 

carpets in the room. He lay in the bed completely still, waiting to let the man get close. His eyes were 

half shut, and he could just see the dark shadowlike body creeping towards him. All his muscles tensed 

up as he began to be able to hear the intruder s breathing.   

A small silver beam of moonlight was coming through a gap in the curtains. It now illuminated the 

intruder s face, and the stainless steel blade that was being brought closer to him. He lay absolutely 

still, and stopped breathing. The intruder was obviously taking pleasure in this deed. For Bond, it was 

agony, and he hadn t even been stabbed yet.   



15 

The man moved at an extraordinarily slow speed. Bond needed him to get closer before he acted. He 

was still holding his breath, and in his mind he was urging the man to hurry up.   

Once he was close enough, the intruder raised his knife high in the air, as if he was performing a ritual 

sacrifice. The man had lifted the knife as high as he could when 007 threw his legs into the air, kicking 

the knife out of the man s hands. The man, who was shocked and surprised offered little resistance to 

Bond who kicked him in the chest, and then in the solar plexus. The blow from Bond s bare foot 

winded the intruder, but it was not enough. The man jumped down on Bond, who punched him with 

his left fist. The punch did little to deter the intruder, who began to strangle Bond.   

Bond delivered another left punch to the man s head, but it did nothing. The intruder s enormous hands 

were still wrapped around his neck like a vice. Bond still had the Walther P99 in his hand, so he 

removed it from under the pillow, and quickly cracked the man s skull with the butt. The vice-like grip 

on Bond s neck vanished, and he let out a big breath. He jumped out of bed, and stood above the 

intruder, who lay unconscious on the hotel suite s floor. Bond s entire body was covered in a cold 

sweat, and his hands were shaking slightly as he reached for his mobile phone, constantly keeping an 

eye on his fallen assailant.   

He quickly dialled a number on his phone, and was answered by a rather grumpy reply, Da! The 

voice on the other side of the phone shouted.  

Hello, Vladek! Bond said. Sorry to wake you, but I ve got something in my hotel suite that you 

should see!

  

What? the tired man replied.   

Wait and see! Bond laughed. I ll expect you in ten minutes.

  

As he waited, Bond lit a cigarette, and continued to watch the unconscious man. Exactly ten minutes 

later, a loud knock on the door echoed through the suite.  

Come in! Bond said.  

When the door opened a very irritated looking Vladek Tesla, a descendant of the famous Croatian-born 

American electrical engineer stood silhouetted in the frame. Bond turned the light on and the UNS 

agent s features could be seen. He had black hair and a thick moustache. His skin was very pale and he 

looked very skinny and frail, but he held a Star 30M pistol in his right hand. When he saw Bond he 

said angrily, What the hell is it, 007?

  

That. Bond said, pointing with his pistol towards the limp, unconscious body that lay on the floor.  
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Vladek ran across to the body, and looked at the man s face. Good god, James! You nailed Dmitri!

  
What, is he a friend of yours?

  
No, he is one of the most wanted criminals in Zagreb. He is a freelance assassin, a favourite of our 

friend Vladimir.   

Good grief, I never realised he was such a bad loser! Bond chuckled.  

What do you mean? Vladek asked.  

I beat him at chess, now he sends this gorilla to punish me as he can t do it for himself!

  

Are you sure you didn t aggravate him, Bond?   

Well, I paid a visit to his house a little earlier, and killed two of his dogs.   

What? Vladek asked sounding distressed.  

Well, I tried to get a look at what he was up to, and unfortunately I attracted the attention of his dogs 

and they attacked me. I had to defend myself.

  

You do realise that this could seriously jeopardise this mission, and that I ll have to report it to M?

  

The conversation was interrupted by a few groans from the flattened intruder. There was a thin trail of 

blood from the spot where he had been hit, which ran down his cheeks like red tears. He rolled over, 

clearly still dazed. Turn around very slowly, Bond said, and put your hands behind your head.

  

Please don t shoot. The man pleaded. I am just doing a job!

  

Oh yes, as since I seem to be at the centre of this business proposal I d like some information before I 

sign the deal. The man groaned again, as Vladek put handcuffs on him. Bond kept the silenced pistol 

aimed at the man s head, should he lash out at his partner. Now, Bond began, Why does he want 

me dead?

  

Who? The man known as Dmitri asked, not sounding at all convincing to Bond, who was used to 

these games that people played when they knew that they had been caught, but still tried to wriggle 

their way out of it.   
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No games, just answers. Bond said sternly.  

I don t have any damn answers for you, I was merely hired to kill you.

  
By Vladimir?

  

Yes, but I have no idea what for.

  

I m not convinced. Bond said angrily, punching the man in the stomach as hard as he could. The 

assassin coughed and choked, but got up again.   

I m telling the truth. He said. Vladimir said nothing, except that you are very dangerous.

  

He said nothing about suicide bombings?

  

No, nothing. Dmitri said, with sweat and blood running down his face.   

Vladek, take this man to the police, and hand him over. Tomorrow we re going to have another look 

at Vladimir s house.   

The Croatian agent kicked Dmitri hard in the side and told him to get up. Once he was up, he pressed 

the business end of his pistol against the thug s back and told him to walk out of the door. Bond stood 

in the hallway and watched the two get into the elevator, before going back into his suite to try and get 

a bit more shut-eye.             
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004  Smart Alex   

The ringing of a mobile phone dug deep into Bond s sleeping head, waking him up, and bringing him 

back into the world of the living. He searched amongst the pile of clothes that lay on the floor beside 

the bed for the phone, which continued its high-pitched whining like a mosquito unwilling to go away. 

Eventually he found the phone, and picked it up. James Bond here. He answered in a slightly gruff 

voice.  

Oh, I didn t wake you up did I, James? the soft voice on the other end of the phone asked. Bond 

recognised the voice immediately.   

Penny! Don t you know not to bug a man this early?   

Never mind about that, James. M wants you on secure line 3.   

Thanks, darling Moneypenny. Bond said to M s ever loyal secretary, before pressing the 3 button 

on his phone, which gave him a direct line into one of the phones on M s desk in her office.  

Good morning, 007. M said, without a hint of pleasantness in her voice.   

Uh, good morning to you too, Ma am. Bond said, trying to send the conversation in a slightly 

friendlier direction. Unfortunately his tactics failed.  

You could very well have destroyed this operation! M was very nearly shouting. There has been 

another bombing, this time outside Buckingham palace. Killed thirteen people, mainly international 

tourists.

  

Good God! Bond mumbled.   

I hope that your intrusion on Connolly last night has not caused this.

  

Bond suddenly felt his entire body go limp. The thought of his actions causing the deaths of thirteen 

innocent tourists was too much for him to handle. There s no way to know that I caused this! Bond 

attempted to defend himself, as well as shrug off the sickening feeling of guilt.   

Well, you did cause a huge upset at his house, you killed two of his champion dogs, and then he sent 

someone to kill you, who is now in jail thanks to you. I d say he had something to get angry about.   
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Now, we haven t even confirmed that Connolly had anything to do with the first two bombings. I 

think it s a bit soon to connect him with this third one. Bond said.  

Oh, stop trying to defend your position Bond. You fouled up, and you re lucky I m not pulling you 

off this case. There is no time to replace you. Any second wasted could mean the death of even more 

innocent people, and you wouldn t want to have that on your conscience, would you?

  

Bond hated the way that M was talking. It was emotional blackmail, and he wasn t a person to just 

accept it. He knew, however, that the case was too important to turn his back on. Fine. What do you 

want me to do? he asked.  

Keep a close eye on Connolly, who he meets, and where he goes. M said. Oh, Bond. Please try to 

be a touch more discreet.

  

* * * * *  

Driving the Aston Martin around Zagreb was no longer an option. Bond had been caught red handed, 

and all of Vladimir/Connolly s men had seen the car. He now found himself sitting alongside Vladek 

Tesla, in the Croatian agent s own Skoda. A car that was as inconspicuous as any you could find in 

Eastern Europe. The car was parked about a hundred and fifty yards down the road from the house. 

Bond peered though a pair of powerful binoculars, and he could vaguely see Vladimir pacing around 

one of the upper rooms. It had been fifteen minutes since they had parked where they were, and Bond 

felt that it was time to leave. If they continued to sit there, it would soon become noticeable that they 

were spying on the house.   

They drove around the block a few times, with Vladek concentrating on the driving, and Bond 

concentrating on the house. Eventually, after he had lost count of the numbers of times that they had 

been up and down the same roads, he noticed a girl leave through the front entrance of the house. This 

entrance was not hidden like the back one was. Follow that girl, Vladek. Bond said.  

They turned off the road that they had been going around, and onto one of the main roads of the town. 

The girl was walking towards one of the parks on the outskirts of town. They stopped outside a coffee 

shop that looked over the park. They sat down and ordered two cups of strong, black coffee and 

watched the girl, who was now sitting on a bench, reading. She wore a big fur coat, and sleek black 

leather shoes. Her hair was a dark brown, and her face was a pale colour. She had obviously not seen 

the sun for days.   

Once the two men had finished their coffee, the girl still sat reading. I think I m going to go and 

introduce myself to our young lady friend. Bond said to his Croatian partner.   
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For heaven s sake be discreet, James. She probably knows about you.

  
Bond put a coat over his charcoal-coloured suit with a blue Sea Island cotton shirt. He walked slowly 

across the grass to where the girl sat. He made his way up to the bench and politely asked, Mind if I 

sit down here?   

Of course not. The girl replied in an extremely friendly tone. She shifted herself across the bench to 

give Bond room to sit down.  

By the way, I m Mark Hazard. Bond said, introducing himself by using one of the cover names he 

had used previously. I m from England and I m here to buy textiles.

  

I know a textile manufacturer. She said.  

I know you do, Bond smiled, looking her in the eyes. Yuri Zivkovic.

  

The girl laughed, There aren t many locals who don t know him, Mr. Hazard.

  

Please, call me Mark. Bond said, still smiling, hoping that this would prompt her to introduce 

herself.   

I m Alexandra Jannsen, she said. Bond s tactics had worked. But I m usually called Alex by my 

friends.

  

Well, Alex. Bond began. How well do you know Zivkovic.

  

She looked worried now, and Bond was angry with him self for making her nervous. I don t know 

what you mean, Mark. Like I said, everyone knows Yuri Zivkovic, I didn t mean I know him 

personally.

  

No, of course not. Sorry. Bond said, pretending to look embarrassed. I misunderstood what you 

meant.

  

That s okay, Mark. It s really great to have some one to talk to. The girl sounded as if she was sick 

and tired of her present situation. He thought that there might be a chance of convincing her to join 

him. If Connolly s reputation was anything to go by, he would certainly not be an easy man to have a 

relationship with. Also, Bond was familiar with his type. They usually got their women through force. 

This girl could just be the way to get to the heart of Connolly s operation.    

Well, I m a little busy this morning, but why don t you join me for dinner this evening.
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Well, that might be difficult. She said, as Bond raised an eyebrow. I mean, I have lots to do.

  
Oh, do please try and come. Meet me at the restaurant at my hotel. It s the Imperial Hotel.

  
She shrugged her shoulders and blushed, Okay, Mark. I ll be there at seven o clock.

  

Excellent show, Alex. I ll see you then.

  

The girl began walking back towards the house, and Bond walked back to the café, where Vladek was 

waiting. Well? he asked.  

I ve got an appointment with our young friend. Bond said cheekily.   

* * * * *  

Bond dressed in a new black tuxedo, with his shoulder holster concealed under it. If Alex was in 

league with Vladimir, then he thought that he might find that he needed to defend himself, so he 

carried the Walther with him to dinner. When he arrived at the table he had booked, Alex was already 

sitting there in a strapless red dress. Good evening. Bond said.  

Evening, Mark! she said cheerfully. Bond sat down at the table, and a waiter appeared.   

Ah, good evening. Bond said. I d like a bottle of Bollinger please, and some caviar. The waiter 

hurried off, and Bond looked into Alex s eyes. She was surely no older than twenty-two. The real 

question that was troubling Bond was, is this girl in league with the enemy? Could it be that she is 

simply an innocent girl who has managed to get clutched in the jaws of a psychotic maniac? Bond 

could not simply ask her such things directly. If she realised that Bond was an SIS agent, she would 

surely get a fright and panic, which could completely destroy Bond s chances.   

The champagne and caviar arrived, and the waiter poured a glass each for the couple. Bond raised his 

glass, and the girl followed suit gently touching the glasses together. Cheers. he said. Here s to a 

wonderful evening.   

The girl smiled back at Bond and then took a sip of her champagne. Bond noticed a cut across her left 

cheek, which he was certain hadn t been there that morning in the park. She had clearly tried to hide it 

with make up, as the cut had no redness to it, but was entirely flesh coloured. Scratch yourself? he 

asked.  
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She looked shocked at the question, as if she was surprised that Bond had noticed the cut. Oh, y..yes. 

she stammered nervously. I I scratched myself on a low hanging branch on my way home after 

meeting you.   

It looked suspicious, and she was definitely hiding something. Had the wound been inflicted by 

Connolly in anger? Well don t worry, Bond played along, it is barely visible. You re just as pretty 

as before.

  

She smiled nervously. She was still unaware of Bond s true identity. The two then continued to make 

light conversation for half an hour, most of it initiated by the girl. She was very interested in London, 

and she wanted to know everything about it. And what about your business? Why have you come to 

buy textiles?   

Well, I m in import and export. Always looking for a good supplier.

  

I see. The girl said. She sounded a little weary of Bond s story. Perhaps Connolly had warned her to 

be careful.   

So, where can I meet Yuri Zivkovic? Bond asked. From what I ve heard it sounds like he s a good 

bet for us.

  

Well, he lives at She stopped suddenly, with a terrified look on her face as she had realised what 

she had done. Her eyes began to well up with tears, and she started to shiver.  

Go on. Bond said.   

I m sorry, she cried, I can t. He ll kill me!

  

Bond tried to seem like a sympathetic spectator in the whole affair. This would hopefully make her less 

scared, as well as maintain his cover. Why would he do that? he asked in the least threatening voice 

he could.   

I have to go! she said, getting up from the table. Bond grabbed her arm as she tried to get away.  

Hey! he tried to comfort her. Surely you won t leave without having a nightcap.

  

She turned her tear-streaked cheeks towards him, and nodded. Okay, I ll stay for a while. Bond 

began to walk away from the restaurant and towards the elevator. When they reached the suite, he 

asked, Why don t you go into the bathroom and clean your face up? Bond asked. When she closed 

the bathroom door, Bond quickly took off the jacket, and removed the gun and holster, hastily putting 
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them in the drawer of his bedside table. He didn t want the girl to see his firearm. When she came out 

of the bathroom she looked nervously at Bond.   

Who are you, really? she asked. Her eyes were still red and her face was pale. Bond was hesitant to 

answer her with the truth.   

He gave you that cut on your face, didn t he? he asked, with a stern face.   

The girl stood, unable to tell the truth, yet unwilling to hide it. She wiped another tear as it ran down 

her face, and answered, Y yes. She stammered, as Bond looked her in the eye. She could tell from 

Bond s eyes and the look on his face that he would not accept any story that she made up. How does 

it concern you? she asked.  

Look, I can help you. Bond said. I can see that you have a rotten life at that house. I bet you don t 

enjoy those ruffian s company.   

Are you a policeman, Mark? she asked.   

No, Bond said. I work for the British government. My real name is James Bond. I m in Zagreb to 

take care of our friend Vladimir, and his boss, Zivkovic.   

What did they do? she asked, sounding worried. Why do the British want them? Bond was pretty 

certain that she was entirely in the dark, and he decided that if he told her what they did, she would be 

disgusted by their atrocity and turn against them.   

We suspect that they organised the detonation of several bombs in Britain. Two in Manchester and 

one in London. The girl s face had a terrified look on it. I have to stop this killing.

  

The girl started bawling, and in between the tears, she shook her head. No, you must be mistaken.

  

Look, maybe you haven t noticed anything, but they are ruthless killers, Alex. She continued to cry 

and shake her head, unable to believe Bond. I don t know what they say to you, but many innocent 

people have been killed already, as well as twice that they have tried to kill me.

  

Are Are you sure? She stammered, still crying.  

Yes. Bond replied. And I need your help to stop it. You need to help me get into that house. Unless 

you would rather carry on living in that place, and you ll have to deal with your conscience knowing 

that as long as those two remain free, more people are going to die. He paused for a few seconds. 

Can you live with that?  
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The girl replied by shaking her head. There s a secret entrance to the house via a manhole. You climb 

in and there is tunnel that comes out behind a big cabinet. But there is a man who guards it constantly 

at night.   

Okay, this is what I need you to do. Bond said, taking out a silver ballpoint pen. Hidden in this pen 

is a pressel switch. It s a small device that sends a radio signal to this earpiece. He showed her the 

small earphone. The signal comes out as bursts of static. The girl nodded to show that she understood. 

You need to take care of the guard. Once he is out of the way, click the pen s button three times. That 

will send three bursts of static to my earpiece. He handed her the pen, and then said to her, Once 

you ve done that, you need to put the pen in the same room as Zivkovic and Vladimir. It contains a 

very sensitive microphone. It transmits to the earpiece as well. I want to be able to hear what is going 

on when I approach. Also, It will let me know that if I have been spotted if I hear them shouted and 

screaming about me!    

When are you planning to do this? Alex asked.   

Midnight tonight.

  

The girl glanced at the small gold watch on her wrist. It read half past eight. What are we going to do 

until then? she asked.   

I can think of several things. Bond smiled at her, and leaned towards her and kissed her gently on the 

lips. The girl responded by putting her arms around his neck, and the two pairs of lips passionately 

locked.   

* * * * *  

At eleven o clock Bond climbed out of bed, put on his trousers and went to the bathroom. When he 

came back into the bedroom, the girl lay in the bed, enjoying the soft caress of the sheets on her naked 

skin. Time to get going, Alex. he said.   

She sighed contentedly before removing herself from the bed and putting her striking red dress back 

on. I m ready, James. She said.   

Good. he smiled at her, realising the risk that she was taking. I m sorry that you had to become 

involved in this, Alex.   

The girl responded with a nervous smile. Bond nodded back to her with a faint smile on his face. He 

dressed in an all black outfit consisting of black trousers and black steel-toed boots, with a black long 
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sleeved polo neck shirt. He rolled the sleeves up and then put his holster on. The black straps were 

barely visible, thanks to the rest of the outfit being black. He placed his pistol in the holster under his 

left arm. He put a silencer in his pocket, as well as the earpiece. The earpiece wasn t very obvious 

when it was on Bond s ear. It looked like a hearing aid. There was a transparent plastic piece in his ear. 

This was linked to a powerful receiver that was hidden behind the ear. The receiver was a flesh colour 

to make it even less conspicuous. The girl put the special pen in her small handbag, and asked, Ready, 

James?

  

Yes, let s get going. Bond answered. The two left the room and walked along the soft-carpeted 

passageway towards the elevator. Bond pushed the down button, and the two stood waited for the lift. 

The characteristic dong sounded, and the doors slid open. Alex was halfway in when Bond grabbed 

her arm and stopped her.   

What is it? she asked looking slightly worried.   

Something just occurred to me. he said. Zivkovic probably had you followed here, in which case 

they ll be watching the elevator. Bond headed for the steel door at the far end of the passageway. This 

door probably leads to an emergency escape. He walked briskly along the passageway, and tried the 

door s handle. It was locked.   

Damn it! the girl said. What will we do?   

Bond answered her question by taking a Swiss army knife out of his pocket. It was a dull-red coloured 

knife, which superficially looked like any other standard model. However, this particular had been 

modified by Q-branch, and contained two skeleton keys, which Q claimed were capable of opening 

more than ninety-five percent of the world s locks. A great improvement on previous models. Q had 

boasted.   

The girl looked on in amazement as Bond inserted one of the skeleton keys into the door and opened 

the lock without any hassle. They half opened the door and crept out onto the steel landing of the 

emergency staircase. They were eight floors up and the landing commanded a superb view of Zagreb. 

For the most part, the lights were out in the residential part of the city. The streetlamps burned, as well 

as a few bars and nightclubs, although the lighting in the bars was dim. Also, the nightclubs, despite 

their flashing lights, mostly had no windows or the windows were blackened. This meant that little 

light escaped onto the street. The whole view had an eerie feeling about it. The streets were covered in 

shadows, a perfect place to be attacked.   

Having taken in the scenery, the two began to descend the stairs as quietly as possible. When they got 

to the third floor, Alex slipped and fell down several stairs. Bond thought that the noise of the fall had 

surely given them away, but to his relief no one came to investigate. Less than a minute after this 
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mishap they continued their descent. They eventually reached the bottom of the staircase, which was in 

a small garden surrounded by hedges. The air bit into Bond, as he walked across the grass. He quickly 

scanned the car park, and saw no one. He signalled to Alex to come and she hurried across the lawn. 

They were about to move into the car park when Alex gasped and crouched on the ground behind the 

hedge.   

What is it? he asked.  

Stefan. Alex said. One of Yuri s henchmen.   

Bond looked up again and saw a man in a long, black leather coat, and a black woollen hat walking 

across the car park, keeping an eye on the hotel s entrance. The Skoda was parked in between Stefan 

and the hedge that they were hiding behind. Bond observed Stefan s movements and quickly noticed 

that he went around a corner as he walked his patrol route. They had about thirty seconds before he 

came back. When he disappeared around the corner, Bond jumped up and Alex followed suit. They 

walked briskly over to the car, making sure they didn t run. This would only look suspicious. Bond 

unlocked the car and Alex jumped in the back and lay across the seat so that she would not be visible. 

Bond moved quickly over to the driver s side and climbed. He started and car, and quickly revved the 

engine to warm it up. He then put the car in reverse, and manoeuvred himself out of the parking bay. 

He then put the car in first gear, and drove off with a slight spin of the wheels on the thin layer of ice 

that lay on the cobblestone road. They left the hotel s gate as Bond saw Stefan come back around the 

corner in his rear-view mirror. Stefan glanced quickly at the car, but when he saw only Bond s 

silhouette he paid no more attention to it. We got away with it! Bond said as he shifted into second 

as they accelerated down the road.                     
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005  A Game Of Chess  

The site of modern-day Zagreb was first occupied in Roman times, and Slavic tribes settled in the area 

in the 6th century. They established a settlement that came to be known as the Gradec, or fortress . A 

second settlement, known as Kaptol, developed as a religious town in the late 11th century. Gradec and 

Kaptol expanded and eventually converged to become the sprawl that comprises modern Zagreb.   

As the Skoda carrying Bond and Alex drove through the sprawling suburbs, the girl in the passenger s 

seat sat still and silent. Her whole body was stiffened, and Bond could swear he heard her heart 

pounding. Relax, Alex. He said. Now, just think. Tomorrow morning you ll be rid of those two 

bastards for good.

  

She breathed in deeply, before saying, I hope you re right, James. She looked at him, as he drove the 

car with cool self-confidence. I hate to say it. But I think you re underestimating those two.

  

Why would you say that, my dear? he asked, sounding almost arrogant.  

Well, they re very powerful. Even if you kill them, there are still others who will come after you.

  

Don t worry about that, Alex. Bond reassured her. I assure that once we ve got them we ll be out 

the country in a matter of hours. When we ve arrested them, a friend of mine will come and take them. 

He ll organise their extradition back to England, and they ll be locked in one of the world s most 

secure prisons. Bond was referring to Dartmoor prison in southern Devon. He then remembered that 

Connolly had already escaped Dartmoor once. He thought about it for a few seconds and reassured 

himself that security would be tighter when he was imprisoned for a second time.   

Buildings and alleyways flashed as Bond went at the speed limit through the built up areas of Zagreb. 

When they were getting near to the area of the house, Bond began to look for a convenient spot to 

park. From where they were he could just see the roof of the house. It was about two hundred yards 

away. Bond pulled over to the side of the road, and stopped the car. As the engine stopped, Bond said, 

Here we go.

  

The two walked to about fifty yards away, and then Bond stopped. Alex walked closer. She could see 

the guard now. He stood in a black leather coat, identical to the one worn by the man in the parking lot 

at the hotel. She inched closer towards him and whistled at him. When he spun round she smiled 

seductively at him and motion him to come to her with her finger. He stood still and tried to pay no 

attention to her, but he could not keep his eyes of the girl s breasts, which jutted towards him. She 

began to undo the zip on the back of her dress. The guard began to walk towards Alex, and she 

continued to remove the top of her dress. The guard came and put his arms around the girl, and began 



28 

to kiss her. He undid the rest of the zip, and began to pull her dress off. The cold air began to feel 

painful on her bare back. She began to slowly move her right hand down towards her thighs. As the 

dress fell off her body, the man was too busy kissing her body to notice the knife strapped to the inside 

of her left thigh. Her hand went straight for the knife, and she removed it from the leather pouch 

strapped to her leg. She pulled it out and quickly thrust it into the man s back. He shouted in agony, 

and she stabbed him again, this time in the side of his neck. The man began to fall to the ground. He 

was a huge man, six foot five, and all muscle. The weight of his body falling on Alex knocked her to 

the ground as well. She pushed his dead body off her, and got up. She felt a little stupid standing on the 

side of the road, in nothing but a pair of black lace panties with a dead body at her feet. She took the 

pen Bond had given her and clicked it three times.   

When Bond emerged from behind a hedge, he saw Alex putting the red dress back on. The guard was a 

dead black heap on the pavement. When he reached the spot, he pick up the corpse by the shoulders 

and dragged it over to the nearest water drain. He removed the grid before dropping the leather-clad 

body into it.  

Once Alex was properly dressed again, they opened the manhole. There was a steel ladder, about five 

metres high that Bond could see went down into a dimly lit room. Alex climbed down the ladder first, 

followed by Bond, who replaced the manhole s steel cover as he climbed in. As he reached the bottom, 

he looked around inside the small room that they now found themselves in. Its concrete walls were 

streaked with marks from seepage, and there was a damp smell in the air. Okay, do you know where 

to go from here? he asked.  

Yes, this tunnel goes on for about twenty metres, and then there is another ladder. At the top is a 

small landing, which is directly behind the book cabinet. Yuri and Vladimir will probably be in the 

room with a gold plated door. You can t miss it, cos all the other doors are wooden.

  

Thanks for your help, Alex. Bond smiled at her gratefully. Just put that pen in the room, and then 

go to your bedroom and wait there. Don t do anything stupid. If they catch me, don t try and rescue 

me, because then they will know that you are with me.

  

No ways. I will help you no matter what. She said sternly to Bond.   

I don t want you to get hurt, that s all. It isn t that I don t want your help.

  

Forget it. She said. If they get you, they ll have to kill me before I let them kill you.

  

Bond smiled and nodded, before he started walking down the tunnel, and the girl followed. When they 

reached the ladder, Bond climbed up first, followed by Alex. They both stood on the small landing, 

and Bond gave the girl a hand signal, and she pushed the cabinet open. Thankfully, the room was 
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empty. It was obviously a small library, with cabinets full of books, and a reading table with a couple 

of chairs. The girl looked back at Bond and gave him a thumbs up signal. She then closed the cabinet, 

and moved towards the gold-plated door. She put her ear up against the wall, and heard the two voices 

of Yuri Zivkovic and Vladimir. They did not sound particularly worried, which was very relieving. She 

was very scared that her entry with Bond had been noticed. She knocked on the door, and Zivkovic 

called her to enter in Serbo-Croat. She opened the door and appeared before the two men. Evening, 

my dear! Zivkovic said to her. You ve been out late.  He had a suspicious smile on his face.  

I went to the theatre with a friend of mine from university. Afterwards we went for a meal.

  

I see. Zivkovic said, sounding a little suspicious of her story. The girl stood silent for a few 

moments, trying to decide how she was going to plant the pen in the room without looking suspicious. 

After a few seconds she came up with an idea.   

I bought this for you, at the shop next door to the restaurant that we ate at. She handed him the gold 

pen. She thought that the story she had made up was a superb idea. It made her story of being out in 

town that evening more convincing, and she had put the pen in the room in a way that was not 

suspicious.   

Thank you, my dear girl. He said, with a faint smile across his cruel face. He had a very pointed chin 

and very short light brown hair. His eyes were dark brown, and his mouth had an angry look.  

I ll just go off to bed, then. The girl said. Zivkovic nodded in reply and sat down. She left the room, 

and walked back over to the cabinet and opened it. Good luck. She said to Bond, then she kissed him 

and left the room down a passage. Bond attached the silencer to his Walther, and walked out into the 

room. Thankfully there were thick carpets, which stopped the heavy boots that he had on from making 

a noise. He quietly closed the secret doorway behind him and walked over to the gold-plated door. He 

knocked three times, and Zivkovic answered, Da!   

Bond opened the door quickly, and raised his pistol, aiming it and Zivkovic, and then turning and 

aiming it at Vladimir. You! Vladimir snarled at Bond.   

Yes, good evening to you too, Mr. Connolly. Vladimir frowned at Bond. Go over and stand by Mr. 

Zivkovic. Bond ordered. He got up out of his seat and stood next to his boss. Now, hands up both of 

you!

  

Who are you? Zivkovic asked.   

I m with the British Secret Service. Bond answered.   
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Zivkovic now frowned as well. He then shrugged his shoulders, and asked, What does the British 

Secret Service want with me?   

No games, Zivkovic. Bond said sternly. What were those suicide attacks in aid of? You caused the 

death of many innocent people, and I presume you don t mean to stop now.

  

Before Zivkovic or Connolly could answer, Bond heard the door of the office start to open. The 

window behind Zivkovic acted like a mirror, and Bond saw another man in a black leather coat in the 

reflection. He spun round and shot the man right between the eyes. He spun round and saw Zivkovic 

and Connolly both drawing guns. Bond shot Connolly in the heart, but before he could aim his Walther 

at Zivkovic, the Croatian gangster had a pistol aimed at Bond s head. He immediately recognised it as 

a Makarov 59, the standard side-arm of all Soviet forces since the late 1950 s. Now it is your turn to 

put your hands up! Zivkovic grinned at Bond. When Yuri saw the Walther fall from Bond s hands 

onto the floor, he sat down behind his desk once more, keeping the pistol aimed at Bond s heart. So, 

Mr. Secret Service. Do you have a name, or am I simply to call you a fool.

  

Piss off! Bond said angrily.   

Your name, or I shoot you. Vladimir smiled. Not dead, of course! But somewhere where it will 

cause a lot of pain.

  

Bond began to sweat, The name s Bond. He replied, then wiped the sweat off his forehead. James 

Bond.

  

I see. Zivkovic said, then paused I have heard your name before. You have a great reputation. 

Bond made a somewhat artificial smile, as if he was proud of this. I am a former agent of SMERSH, 

Mr. Bond. I was in Otdyel II, the department in charge of operations, including executions.

  

Yes, I m aware of the structure of SMERSH, Zivkovic. Bond said, sounding irritated.  

I recall that your zapiska was particularly full. Zivkovic was referring to the dossier that SMERSH 

had kept on him. You humiliated us many times, Mr. Bond. Even our best executioners were unable 

to kill you.

  

So SMERSH is behind the terrorist attacks?  Bond asked.  

No, no, Mr. Bond. Zivkovic shook his head. I m sure you are aware that SMERSH was abandoned 

some years ago, such a pity. He smiled as he remembered his years as an executioner for the former 

Soviet government s instrument of revenge. I have not, however abandoned the ideals of my former 
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employers. I still have a deep hatred for the British. A few years ago I toyed with the idea of starting a 

new SMERSH, but I eventually decided that I would prefer a small, invisible organisation.   

So you went into business for yourself. Bond said.  

Quite right. Zivkovic nodded. But alas, I am growing old. I then began looking for a more youthful 

man who shared my hatred of the British. Zivkovic smiled again and said, Where better to look than 

the IRA! So I came across our friend, whom you correctly identified as Gary Connolly.

  

How long ago was this? Bond asked.         

Six years ago. Zivkovic told him.  

So he was already in your employ when the SAS caught him and put him in prison?

  

Yes, said Zivkovic, that was very inconvenient. I had to devote three months of my valuable time to 

devising a way to get him back. I was very angry about that whole episode. I said he should abandon 

his IRA operations and come with me to Zagreb. He disagreed and said that he wanted to carry on 

working for his beloved IRA for a few more months. This was a foolish decision on his part. Zivkovic 

sighed as he continued telling Bond his story. However, I decided to help get him out. I planted one of 

my own operatives in Dartmoor. He worked in the prison for over a month, building up a good 

reputation and waiting for the right moment. One evening  when he was on duty alone he let Connolly 

and a few other IRA men out. I was, of course, quite happy to help the IRA. They shared many of my 

beliefs, and I admired some of their methods.   

The tongue-tie? Bond asked.  

Yes, that is one of my favourites! Yuri laughed. Mr. Connolly was particularly gifted at this method 

of execution. Zivkovic paused, and then continued with the story. So we began our operations 

against the British. Our initial operations were confined to Eastern Europe. We would assassinate a 

British Agent here, a visiting British politician there. In our first year we eliminated only four people. 

By this time Mr. Connolly had become Vladimir. He received professional voice training in order to 

sound more like a real Croatian. He began to dispatch all our victims with his trade-mark, which, as 

you pointed out, was the tongue-tie.   

This is a brilliant story, Yuri. Bond said. I m getting a little tired, so do you think you could hurry 

up?   

Zivkovic glared angrily back at him. You are bored by my story? he asked.  
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No, it s a fascinating one. Bond said, sounding very artificial. I m just in a hurry, that s all. He 

said mockingly.   

In a hurry to die? Zivkovic asked. His pistol was still aimed right at Bond s heart. For that is all that 

is in store for you once I have finished with you. Bond stood still, thinking about Zivkovic s words. 

Now to continue. Yuri began again. About two years ago I decided that it was time to move on to  

bigger operations, so we began targeting England itself. We started our offensive by eliminating five 

agents of your sister service, MI5.

  

Bond racked his brains, and then remembered hearing of the event. Oh yes! he said. New years eve. 

You killed them at a nightclub in Liverpool, with a bottle of beer packed with C4 explosive. It just so 

happens that you took out seven innocent party-goers at the same time.   

Yes, that was a shame. Zivkovic mocked Bond, who stared angrily into the Croatian s brown eyes. 

But seven drunken teenagers must not be allowed to stand in the way of my operation.

  

You re just a butcher, Yuri. Nothing more.   

And you are just a fool, and you are entitled to your own opinion. Zivkovic grinned arrogantly at 

Bond. I lay low for a while, while MI5 investigated it. We made some more small attacks over the last 

year. Then of course as you know, two days ago we learned that two of the famed double-oh agents 

were in Manchester, and we sent two eager young men to detonate themselves, killing the agents.   

What! Bond shouted. He had heard nothing about two double-oh agents being killed in the 

Manchester bombings.  

Surely you are aware of this? Zivkovic asked. Is this not why you were sent out here?

  

Yes. Bond said angrily. But I knew nothing about the two agents.

  

Are you telling me that M never even told about your double-oh brethrens demise? Zivkovic 

laughed hysterically. And you are supposedly her best agent! He continued laughing. They do not 

even trust you with information.

  

Bond thought about the absurdity of the situation. Why had he not been told about the dead agents? 

Zivkovic was right. M obviously didn t trust him enough to tell him, because surely M knew. Every 

time that an agent had been killed previously, they had been aware of it. There was only one answer: 

M had thought that if she told Bond about it, he would turn the mission into a personal vendetta.  
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Zivkovic was still laughing, The great James Bond. Left in the dark by his boss! He was pushing the 

right buttons, because the anger in Bond was building up at an extremely fast rate. His breathing was 

heavier, and his heart was pounding. Every heart-beat sent another wave of high pressure blood to the 

shaking muscles of his body. You see now why I call you a fool. You come here and try to kill me. I 

am an extremely powerful man, who can kill anyone he pleases with a single word. You on the other 

hand are merely a paid assassin, one of Her Majesty the Queen s pawns, whose job is to move her 

empire forward one square at a time. And you think that you are capable of killing me? Zivkovic 

snorted. Life is just a game of chess, and how many chess games have you seen where a pawn 

captures a rook? Yuri waited for a reply but Bond remained silent. You see, Mr. Bond. Such things 

don t happen in the real world.

  

Bond was overflowing with anger. If Zivkovic was not aiming a pistol at his heart, he would have 

dived over the desk and beaten the hell out of the arrogant bastard. He looked at the body of Gary 

Connolly who lay one the floor, with a neat red hole in his chest. Don t you think enough people have 

died yet? Bond asked. All those people in Manchester, tourists outside Buckingham palace. Now, 

even your protégé, Vladimir.

  

Well, Mr. Bond. You may have killed Vladimir, but I still have at least two lives to take.

  

Two? Bond asked.  

Yes. You, of course. Zivkovic then paused. And my so-called lover, Alex.

  

Bond s anger was now at absolute boiling point. Come on, Yuri. Leave the girl alone. She was scared, 

that s all. Any innocent young girl would be frightened if she found out that her lover was a murderer.

  

Perhaps what you say is true. Zivkovic said. But anyone who betrays me cannot be left alive. It is a 

basic matter of principle.

  

What s that to a man as unprincipled as yourself?

  

This touched a nerve in Zivkovic. Who are you to judge? he said as he got up out of his chair and 

walked over to Bond. You are yourself a killer, and you come here and try to say that I am 

unprincipled. Your own life is hardly a sweet tale. You have committed many sins, and the time has 

come for you to pay for them. He stood in front of Bond and looked into the British agent s blue eyes. 

He then pressed the pistol right up against the chest. Now pay. He whispered menacingly. Bond shut 

his eyes, waiting for the hot lead to slam into chest. Instead, he felt the pain of a fist slamming into his 

face, and then again. His face was now bloody. His nose bled, and there was a gash above his left eye. 

Bond felt a prick in his arm, and his vision almost immediately went blurry. The image of Zivkovic in 

front of him began to disappear into a hazy greyness as he passed out.  
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006  Live Bait  

The sun shone straight into Bond s waking eyes. He closed them almost fully so that there were just 

two narrow slits to see through. His throat felt as dry as sandpaper, and his lips were cracked and sore. 

Dry blood restricted the breathing through his nose, and sweat mixed with blood had stuck the hairs on 

his forehead together. One of his eyes was swollen and purple, and he had a pounding headache.  

He put aside the pain, well actually he decided that it was more really just discomfort, to take in the 

scene that he now found himself in. He was in some sort of courtyard, around the back of the house. 

He was chained to a concrete chair, which overlooked what appeared to be some sort of arena. It was a 

circular grassed area, surrounding by a big electric fence. In the middle of the circle was a wooden 

post, which had a chain attached to it. On the end of the chain was a ring, which was obviously used to 

tie an animal, or a person, to the post. There was a shed, constructed out of concrete blocks, which 

contained some wild beast. Bond heard growling and pounding coming from inside the small structure. 

He looked at his left wrist, to see what the time was, but his watch had been removed while he was 

unconscious.   

Bond looked around, but saw no one. He could hear the pit bulls, which had attacked him on his first 

visit to the house, barking and yelping on the other side of the building. He looked up at the sky. It was 

a perfect blue, with just a few wisps of cloud toward the horizon. A perfect day , he thought to 

himself.   

Good morning Mr. Bond. Yuri Zivkovic s voice disturbed the peace. Bond remained silent. You 

slept well? the Croatian asked.  

Yes. Bond said. I didn t have any trouble nodding off.   

British humour. Zivkovic chuckled. It is all but lost on me.

  

Bond s sense of humour evaporated when he saw three of Yuri s men dragging Alex out into the 

courtyard. Her clothes were ripped and were hanging off her body. She didn t look at all dignified. 

Welcome to the party, my dear lady.

 

Zivkovic teased her. She had obviously been hit around after 

Bond had been drugged. Her bottom lip was swollen, and her forehead was cut. Her whole body had 

bruises on it. Lovely day for a bit of sport. Yuri said. Have you ever dabbled in the under-rated 

sport of bear-baiting, Mr. Bond?   

I ve never been one for blood-sports. Bond answered. The arena, Bond now realised was a bear pit, 

and that was Zivkovic s reason for keeping the pit bulls.   
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Why ever not, Mr. Bond? Zivkovic asked. It is a most noble sport.

  
Unless you happen to be a bear. Bond said, frowning.  

Oh please, Mr. Bond. Zivkovic laughed. Don t tell me you re a campaigner for animal rights? 

Bond didn t answer, but he simply stared angrily into Zivkovic s cold eyes. It was very popular in 

your country during the sixteenth century, especially amongst the monarchy. It is a lot simpler than 

sports such as cricket or football. A bear is tethered to a stake in a sunken bear pit and dogs are set on 

the animal. The fight continues until the bear is killed. Occasionally, some or all of the dogs are killed 

instead. If this is the case, the bear is kept for another occasion. Sadly it was outlawed in most 

countries in 1835, however it has continued to take place illegally in many countries, as have other 

such sports like cockfighting.   

I don t need a lecture thank you, Zivkovic. Bond said curtly. It is just a massacre, for what? 

Entertainment?   

I would have thought that a natural killer such as yourself would know how to take pleasure in the act 

of taking another s life.   

I only kill on strict orders from the British government. Those whom I kill are ruthless men 

themselves, and deserve nothing less. I take absolutely no pleasure in the deed. Bond said sternly.   

Well, suit yourself, but I know that although you refuse to admit it, you find as much satisfaction in 

death as me. Of course your own death will provide you with little pleasure, but you owe a great deal 

of pain for all the people that you have killed, some of whom were very dear friends of mine. It is a 

strong bond that forms between SMERSH agents. Perhaps it is the awful conditions that we had to 

endure together in training. The sense of partnership is unusually strong. When your fellow agents 

lives are taken, one is filled with anger of the highest intensity. I have waited too long to avenge my 

brothers, but at least I shall have to wait no longer. You will now pay what is owed. You shall pay with 

your life, for those that you have taken. Zivkovic said all this with a tone of pride, and uncontrollable 

glee.  

What about the lives that I have saved? Bond said. All these times that I have killed another man, it 

has saved hundreds of others every time. Don t those count for anything?   

Zivkovic thought for a few seconds, then smiled and said, Ach. You are just trying to salve your 

conscience. As a so-called English gentleman you force yourself to think that killing is wrong. Why? If 

it is wrong, why do you do it? Do you do it because it s your job? No! Zivkovic said boldly. You do 

it because you want to. Because you like it.   
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Bond couldn t tell if Zivkovic really meant any of the things that he was saying, but it infuriated him. 

He vainly tried to break free from the chains that held him to the chair. All he achieved was to cut his 

wrists on the sharp metal of his bonds.   

Do not struggle, Mr. Bond. It is merely a waste of energy. Most unwise, I d say, because you re going 

to need all of your energy. Yuri grinned sadistically. Zivkovic motioned towards the shed with his 

hands, and one of his men went over to the shed, and unlocked the door. He opened it and then left 

hastily. Another man came in with a nasty looking whip and began to crack it. A huge brown bear 

emerged from the door of the shed and came lumbering into the bear pit. The man with the whip lashed 

the bear twice and the huge animal stopped moving. A second man, who also appeared to be an animal 

handler, picked up the chain and put the ring around the bear s neck. Before the animal could respond, 

it was securely attached to the stake. See Mr. Bond, the bear is now in place. It has been angered by 

the whips, and will require little encouragement to attack anything that comes near it.

  

You re not going to force us to watch this brutal show are you? Bond asked.   

If I were you, I d pay attention, Mr. Bond. And you too young lady. Zivkovic looked at Alex. Once 

this fight is over, both of you will have your turn!   

Bond heart started racing, and he heard the girl start to cry. He knew that there was nothing that he 

could do to stop a man like Zivkovic from doing what he wanted. The only thing that he could do was 

to think of a way to stop the dogs from killing them.   

At the far end of the bear pit, a passage of electrified wire ran from the back of the other side of the 

house, where Bond presumed the dogs were kept. A gate kept the dogs out of the bear pit, and when 

they heard one of the handlers open the gate they ran full speed from the back of their enclosure to the 

bear pit. Five dogs entered the arena. Three of them immediately jumped on the bear, sinking their 

razor sharp teeth into its huge limbs. The bear groaned in agony and began swinging its arms and legs. 

One of the dogs was hit by one of the bear s swinging hands, and the huge paw shattered the dog s 

jawbone and it fell to the ground whimpering. The other two dogs still had their teeth firmly in the 

bear s legs. Blood from the bear covered the dog s faces, and they slashed the bear with their claws. 

The last two dogs now joined in the fight. They both jumped up and slashed the bear s chest. The huge 

animal moaned as the four remaining dogs mauled it. One of the dogs bit into the bear s heel and the 

leg collapsed. The bear fell to the ground, on top of one of the dogs, whose muffled squeals could be 

heard from under the bear, as the huge body squashed it. The remaining dogs then went for the bear s 

neck and started to tear at it with their teeth. The bear began to roll around on the grass as the dogs 

killed it. After they had mangled the bear s neck, the dogs began to slash the bear s chest. The dogs 

bathed in the bear s blood as the huge creature breathed its last breath.   
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With the show over, the handlers chased the dogs down the electrified tunnel, and back to their 

enclosure. The girl s face was red and streaked with tears. Bond was breathing heavily and shaking in 

anger. He hated to see an innocent creature killed by savage animals, bred and trained for that purpose 

by human beings. Quite a show, eh, Mr. Bond?  Zivkovic said to Bond who swore angrily at the 

former SMERSH agent. I hope for your sake that you have a good plan, Mr. Bond, because as you 

can see, my dog s are particularly nasty.  Zivkovic laughed.   

One of Zivkovic s men came and released Bond and the girl from their chain. Two more kept sub-

machine guns aimed at them constantly. The man pushed the girl towards the enclosure, and she cried 

as she was forced into the pit. Bond followed with his hands in the air. Meanwhile, The animal 

handlers lifted the bear s lifeless body out of the pit. The stake in the middle now had two chains 

attached to it. The ring on the end of each chain was big enough for one human hand. The left hand of 

both Bond and the girl were put in the rings, which were basically like handcuffs. All the men left the 

pit, and walked up to where Zivkovic was standing. I wish you luck, but I would not bet on you as the 

winner s of this contest. Goodbye, Alexander. Goodbye to you too, 007. It has been a pleasure to meet 

you at last, but now our meeting is over. I will leave you in the capable hands, or should I say teeth, of 

my dogs. I do so hate to see people suffer. So I will refrain from watching, however, I will leave one of 

my men to watch over you in your last seconds.

  

Very thoughtful of you, Yuri. Bond said sarcastically, without the slightest hint of happiness on his 

face.   

Zivkovic laughed and turned his back on the pit. He went back inside the house and was followed by 

all of his men, except for the one who was standing by the gate. He pushed a button on his remote 

control and the gate slid open. Bond was facing the gate and he saw five pit bulls come bounding down 

the tunnel. He swore under his breath, as he watched the dogs racing towards them. Alex cried out, 

James!   

It s okay, Alex. I ll get us out of here. Bond replied. He wasn t really sure if he meant it, because he 

could see very little chance of getting out of there. However, at that time a line from Shakespeare 

flashed across his mind: They have tied me to the stake; I cannot fly, but bear-like I must fight the 

course.

 

Bond smiled as he recalled the quote, and he said, I m not giving up, Alex.

  

The first dog reached Bond and he swung his boot at it. The perfectly timed kick connected with the 

dog s neck, and the steel-toed boot shattered the dog s neck, and killed it instantly. Another two dogs 

then jumped on him. One slashed his right arm, while the other one bit his leg. The thick trousers Bond 

was wearing stopped the dog from biting a huge chunk out of his leg, but the teeth still sank into his 

flesh. He screamed in pain, but with the edge of his free hand, he hit the back of the dog s neck. The 

dog howled and let go of Bond s leg. Bond kicked its chest and broke the dog s ribs. The girl was 

screaming and he looked over his shoulder. Another dog was about to attack Alex. He swung around 
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as far as his chain would let him, and punched the dog s mouth. The dog s bared teeth cut Bond s fist, 

but the dog backed away from Alex. Bond s main aim was now to protect the girl. The blood that 

flowed from his arm and leg caused the remaining dogs to go into frenzy. All three dogs attacked them 

at once. One bit him in the leg again, and he punched it as it struck. Another got the girl s arm. But 

with her flailing her arms around, it didn t manage to bite her properly. She did still have three nasty 

cuts on her arm. The dog that he had punched was lying on the ground for a few seconds, but that was 

all that he needed. He raised his right foot a few inches in the air, and then brought the heavy boot 

down on the dog s neck.  

Now only two of the vicious dogs remained. The guard still stood watching the fight. Even if they 

killed all the dogs, Bond suspected that the guard s orders were to shoot them. He felt the last of his 

hope drain away. The adrenaline seemed to leave his body, and he felt tired, and lost the will to carry 

on fighting. He thought of the innocent girl, who would soon be ripped to pieces by the dogs. The 

thought was just too terrible for Bond to consider. He was just about to give up when he remembered 

the special boots that he was wearing. Concealed in the heel of his left boot was a flat throwing knife. 

He turned around so that the guard wouldn t see anything. He lifted his leg up and pushed the heel of 

the shoe back. The knife popped out of the heel. The handle of the knife was just big enough for one 

hand, so Bond took the blade in his free right hand and got ready to kill the last two dogs. He now had 

hope once more, and he turned around the face the dogs, while still keeping the knife concealed so that 

the guard would do anything. One of the dogs leaped onto Bond. The dog landed on his chest, and 

knocked Bond to the ground. When he fell, the chain pulled on his left shoulder, and he felt it 

dislocate. He yelled in pain, but he bared the blade of the knife, and stuck it into the dog s ribs. The pit 

bull squealed and rolled of Bond and died. The guard saw the blood-covered knife in Bond s hand, and 

he raised his sub-machine gun and aimed it at Bond. Bond saw the guard and in one fluid motion he sat 

up and threw the knife at the guard. Before the man could pull the trigger, the knife pierced his neck 

and cut the trachea. The man dropped the gun and fell over. He lay on the floor, writhing in agony for a 

few seconds before he died.   

Bond got up, and prepared to kill the last dog. The right boot had no knife in the heel, so he would 

have kill the dog with his hand or feet. Before he could decide what to do, the pit bull jumped onto 

Alex. It bared its teeth and prepared to bite her neck. His hands instinctively went for the dog s neck. 

His dislocated shoulder caused him huge amounts of pain, but that wouldn t stop him from strangling 

the dog. The pit bull s neck was almost solid muscle, and Bond felt like his grip was hardly affecting 

the dog at all. The animal tried to snap at Alex s face, but Bond pulled hard on its neck and managed to 

get it off the girl. He dropped the dog on the floor, but it as up again in less than a second and it went 

for him. He punched it with little effect, but it gave him a second to swing his arm properly and punch 

the dog with terrific force. The blow knocked the dog straight to the ground, where it lay whimpering. 

Bond put it out of its misery with a sharp blow from his boot to the dog s head, breaking the skull and 

instantly killing the dog.   
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He let out a groan of pain, as he leant against the pole. The girl was crying, and she asked Bond, Is it 

over now, James?

  
No. he said.                
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007  Lead Poisoning  

Zivkovic is still alive. Bond said. My mission isn t over until that bastard is dead.

  

But how are we going to free ourselves from this pole?   

Bond thought about how he was going to get them out of their situation. The situation seemed 

hopeless. The blade of the throwing knife might have unlocked the hand- cuffs, but at present it was 

stuck in the neck of the dead guard. The other thing that worried Bond was that Zivkovic or one of his 

men could come back out any second now. He turned to look at the girl. She was in a sorry state. Her 

skirt and shirt were both shredded, and she was covered in a mixture of dirt and blood. Through the 

torn shirt Bond saw that the girl was wearing a black bra. At first, he didn t think of it, but a few 

seconds later he said, Of course. He paused and smiled, then continued, Alex, take your bra off!   

What? she laughed. Now s not the time for that!   

Don t argue. Bond said. Just take it off, and give it to me. With her free hand, Alex undid the clasp 

of the black nylon bra, and gave it to Bond, who quickly began to tear it to shreds.  

James. She said. What do you think you re doing? She realised what Bond was up to when, he 

took the under-wire out of the shredded piece of lingerie. He bent the wire into a rough lock pick, and 

began to try and free the girl from her cuffs. After two minutes of trying, the locked turned, and the girl 

was free.   

Go and get that gun. Bond said to her, pointed to the spot where the dead guard lay. And get the 

knife as well while you re there. The girl picked up the gun, and covered her mouth as she pulled the 

bloody knife from the man s severed neck. By the time she returned to the pit, Bond was free. Okay, 

Alex. Let s go and kill that bastard! Bond looked at the girl, who smiled back at him. Both were in 

pain, but they both understood that they had a score to settle with Zivkovic. The girl looked a real 

mess, her ripped shirt revealed her pale chest. Bond walked over to the dead guard and took his leather 

coat. Here. He said to the girl. Wear this.   

She gratefully put the coat over her torn clothes, and then said to Bond, Ready, James?   

Bond nodded in reply, and then looked at the sub machine gun he had acquired. It was an Ingram M10. 

He had never used the weapon himself, but he had heard of it. A small, concealable sub-machine gun 

with an astonishing rate of fire, over a thousand rounds per minute. He took the magazine out and saw 

that it was half full. Bond seemed to recall that the magazine had a capacity of thirty-two rounds, 

which meant that he had about sixteen. It had a bulbous suppressor on it as well, which was obviously 



41 

needed in a built up neighbourhood. It wouldn t help to be firing guns that would arouse the suspicions 

of the other residents. As they turned towards the house, a man in a black coat came out of the door. 

Bond squeezed the trigger and shot about seven rounds into the man. Bond was astonished at the 

effectiveness of the suppressor, which reduced the noise to just the sound of the oscillating bolt. They 

entered the house through the door that the guard had just come out of. Alex, why don t you wait here 

and stay out of trouble?

  

No, James. She said insistently. This time I m coming with you.

  

Fine, then you had better make yourself useful. He said to her. Which way to Zivkovic s study?   

Up the stairs. she said as she pointed at the wooden staircase. As they started up the stairs, the 

wooden steps creaked under their feet. The sound attracted another guard, whom Bond dispatched with 

the throwing knife. He wanted to conserve his ammunition. He had no idea how many there were. 

Once they reached the landing, they found a guard asleep in a chair. Bond tried to silently walk over 

and knock the man out, but the sound of his heavy boots on the wooden floor gave him away, and the 

man woke up. Before he knew what was going on, he was peppered with bullets from Bond s M10. 

His screams attracted another guard whom Bond dispatched in the same manner. He took the magazine 

out, and saw that he now had five rounds left. He would only get one chance to shoot Zivkovic, as one 

squeeze of the trigger would fire all those bullets. He crept over to the gold-plated door of the study, 

and kicked it open. The force of the kick destroyed the door s lock, and he saw the sight of Zivkovic 

sitting behind his desk. The shock on Zivkovic s face was a sight to behold. The face of the powerful 

man was now one of fear, as Bond squeezed off the last rounds, the Croatian jumped off the side of his 

chair, and the bullets went harmlessly through the window. Bond swore as he ran out of bullets. He ran 

across to Zivkovic, who was drawing his Makarov. Bond kicked the pistol from his hand, and kicked 

the man in the gut. Despite Zivkovic s age, he was still in the same shape as he had been when he was 

in SMERSH. His abdomen was solid muscle, and the kick had little effect. He jumped, and punched 

him again in the solar plexus. Still he seemed unaffected, and he punched Bond in the chest. Bond 

doubled up, but he stayed on his feet.   

You bastard! the girl shouted as she lunged towards Zivkovic, but the big man slapped her off her 

feet, and she lay whimpering on the floor.   

Bond punched the Croatian on the jaw, which had more effect, but Bond knuckles ached. Zivkovic 

punched him again, and the punched nearly knocked him off his feet. Bond responded with two left 

punches to the man face, and he drew blood. The red blood streaking down the former SMERSH 

agent s face only made him look fiercer. He seemed unaffected by the pain. It s hopeless, 007! he 

said. No man on this planet can hurt me!   
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The girl picked up a big wooden mallet, which was hanging on the wall, and hit the huge Croatian in 

the genitals. The man screamed and fell to the ground whimpering. The sweat ran down his face, 

which was turning a deep purple, and Bond mocked him, What about a woman? he asked, before 

kicking Zivkovic in the mouth. The big man lay on the floor, motionless. Bond walked over and picked 

up the Makarov pistol. As he pointed it at Zivkovic, he remembered the chess analogy that the 

Croatian had used to taunt Bond the previous evening. He smiled and said, Check Mate! before 

firing three rounds into Zivkovic s chest. The bullets sliced through the muscular chest and punctured 

the big man s lungs and heart, which killed him instantly.   

* * * * *  

Bond lay on the bed in his hotel room, after a night of pleasure with Alex. He no longer felt the cuts 

and bruises, but was under the influence of the painkiller that was love. The girl walked into the room 

in a silk nightie, and asked Bond, Seen the newspaper this morning?   

No. He said. What s it say? The girl handed him the paper and he read the main story.   

YURI ZIVKOVIC DIES  

Popular Croatian businessman Yuri Zivkovic died last night in Zagreb. Local 

authorities have refused to comment, but it is believed that the industrial magnate 

died of lead poisoning.   

   

Bond laughed at the last line. Good old Moneypenny! he said, She always comes up with a good 

story!   

Is your mission over now, Commander? Alex asked.  

Not quite. he said, with a slight mischievous grin on his face. He was still a little disappointed that M 

had neglected to tell him of the death of the two agents in Manchester. I still have a small score to 

settle with my managing-director.

   

The End Of 

 

James Bond will return

 


