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Аннотация
The Bear quietly stalks its prey; it won’t sit idly by while the Eagle circles its den.

Still up to his old tricks of intimidation and oppression. It’s the Russian Bear.

The victim? The newly independent country of the Ukraine.
It lies on the Black Sea; long considered by the Russians as their lake.

We’re on the brink of war. The Pentagon needs covert local intelligence.
It’s a job for the nuclear hunter-killer submarine USS New York City.

The Black Sea Fleet is intent on flooding into the Mediterranean to face the US 6TH Fleet.

USS NYC is the trip wire and first line of defence.

For her Weapons Officer, Lieutenant Commander Nathan Blake USN; it’s the patrol from hell.

Ukraine’s secret weapon is young spy Yana Borisova. Nathan finds himself drawn into her fight, ashore in a foreign land and under the sea.
But Yana has another agenda.

Stood alone against The Black Sea Fleet is one submarine, one man.
His vow; “They shall not pass.”

Stand with Nathan onboard the USS New York City, as he faces The Black Sea Horde.




Stephen Makk
The Black Sea Horde




Chapter 1

“HI, I’M NATHAN BLAKE. I don’t believe in luck. That’s just the way it is. It’s just not me. But Lady Luck, she didn’t agree, she believed in me.
It was years ago now, the day I embarked on my patrol.
I was seeing Lucy at the time and it was on a visit to her elder sister’s in Houston. We spent some time down on the waterfront, the Buffalo Bayou. I visited the Battleship Texas, and I was on board her for an age. She was a monster with ten fourteen inch guns and had seen action in both world wars. I’d read a few books and seen some films about the Navy and was interested, but was it for me? I was just a boy from landlocked Arkansas.
They’d always encouraged me towards construction. I know my family had in mind for me a degree in Civil Engineering; they could see Nathan the Architect. It ran in the family.
A naval recruitment facility sat on the quayside by the ship. I wandered inside and spent a while in there. You know how it is? When it happens, it happens quickly. I knew that day what I wanted to do.
I left the recruitment facility, but went back the following day. The Petty Officer knew he had a recruit. He knew it, and I knew it too. I was going to join the submarine service; I’d found my calling. I knew it was right.
Now, some years later, here I am. Lieutenant Commander Nathan Blake; Weapons Officer on board the nuclear submarine USS New York City.
I knew that day in Houston I’d made the right choice; the only choice for me.”
KIEV. UKRAINE. 2014.
“I’M AFRAID IT WILL happen. The Russians will put their puppet into power at some point. It’s just when, not if.”
“I can keep control of the government. I can stay in office, the insurrection in the East of the country can be subdued,” said Petro.
He stared at the President and shook his head; with his short grey hair and stubby beard, Vasyl was known by the people as father of the nation. He’d never sought power for himself, just freedom for the nation. The Ukraine belonged with the west, with Europe, not the Slavic East.
“No. It’ll happen, they’re too strong. To resist them, we need an ally from the west.”
Petro grunted and shrugged.
The waitress brought out and served more coffee and butter cakes. She smiled.
“Thank you,” said Petro.
They’d picked the restaurant in the Oblonskyi District as it was low key. Away from any attention, the press and they hoped, any spies.
“Who? Which ally?”
“We need not just the one from the west. We need the many.”
“Vasyl, how are…?”
“I know a way. We need something to happen. To make it happen will be difficult. We’ll need someone in the west to pull the right levers and say the right things.”
“What do we need to happen? Who will do that?”
“I’ll ask this person. It’s better that you don’t know what is needed, or who this person is. I’ll tell you just that the person I have in mind has been an Officer in Army Intelligence. You can trust me.”
Petro knew Vasyl had the good of the nation in his heart. If he could trust anyone, it would be him. “Do then what you must Vasyl. For the good of the nation.”
He smiled. “You have made the right choice. I’ll ask this person to take on a heavy task.” Vasyl looked down. “The heaviest burden of all.”
TWO DAYS LATER.
She’d finished breakfast and was cleaning away the plates when the cell phone rang; it was her ex Brigade Commander. He’d asked her to meet someone. There’d been no real choice. She walked from the North end of Saratovska Street into Kiev’s Dubky Park. She sat on the third bench and watched the squirrels running up and down, playing in the trees. He walked over to her and sat down, handed her a coffee in a disposable cup, then prised open one for himself.
“Hello.”
She turned and looked at him in surprise. It couldn’t be.
“I can tell what you’re thinking,” he smiled, “yes. It’s me.” Vasyl took a deep breath. “Yana. Do you love your country?”
“Of course. What do you want with me?”
He held up his hand. “Before you give your answer, the nation, listen to what she asks of you.” He quietly explained what would be needed of her. “So. There it is. Now you may give your answer, Yana.” He placed his hand on hers. “If it’s no, I will think no less of you. It’s a heavy burden to ask.”
She stared at him with a steely resolve in her eyes. “If you think I’m worthy, then yes, I will do it.”
He patted her hand. “Then I can rest easy. Yana, you have the nation under your wing.”
WASHINGTON DC.
SHE’D MET THE CONTACT. Of all the covers he could hide under, he ran a stamp-collecting store.
She supposed it was appropriate. After the store had closed he’d explained her cover and where she’d live. He’d outlined her new life in a couple of hours.
“This my dear, is your new passport.” He passed over the dark blue Ukrainian biometric passport. Her picture was inside. No doubt it had been issued by the correct bureau. It would have been done quietly at the order of the Military Intelligence undercover unit.
Yana Sumska had become Yana Borisova. A new life, an old cause. Yana was now the most important member of a new undercover agency.
It was not a part of the Secret service of the Ukraine, The Sluzhba Bezpeky Ukrayiny. This organisation was unofficial, unaccountable, a secret that didn’t exist. She’d become a member of that shadow; known simply as The Kievan Unit. She’d start tonight.
TURKEY.
THE BOAT SURFACED IN the Sea of Marmara. The upper hatch opened and Lieutenant Commander Blake felt the first fresh warm air since he’d left Groton, Connecticut. He got some time out in the sail. It was a hot bright day with a light breeze.
Around lunchtime, the boat sailed into the Bosporus, the eighteen mile long strait from south to north, connecting the Aegean and the Sea of Marmara to the Black Sea. On its banks was the teaming metropolis of Istanbul.
The USS NYC sailed through on the surface, within a mile of the city, a visible symbol of NATO’s reach into the Black Sea. It was a statement to Russia. “We’re here, and we come and go as we please.”
Blake was impressed with the historical city, Old Byzantium and Constantinople. Powerful and imposing for two thousand years. He found it stunning. A dense imposing cityscape, old buildings, large mosques with tall minarets. A teaming waterway, ferries, small and large. The place was a hive of bustling activity; suspension bridges spanned the straits. They were soon in the open sea. The Black Sea. As night fell, the hatches were closed.
Captain Karl Franks was an old sea dog, one of the most experienced submarine skippers in the fleet.
In the NYC’s control room, the crew stared into monitors or marked the chart, he nodded to his XO, Lieutenant Commander Gabriel Cortez. For Franks, it was the start of yet another two-week patrol. He knew his SSN was the best kick ass boat in the 6th Fleet.
“Flood forward. Open and trim vents fore and aft. Dive, dive, dive. Planesman, down bubble 15, make your depth 330 feet. Speed 15 knots.”
“Fifteen at 100, aye sir.” The deck tilted down to the bow. The huge wave rose up the sail, and the boat finally sank from sight. The USS NYC headed down into the gloom and levelled out.
“Zero bubble sir,” called out the Planesman. The boat was now level at 330 feet.
There were ructions in Ukraine. The east of the country was effectively ceding, becoming a client state of Russia. With a majority of Russian speakers, this was prime expansion ground for Russia. The Eastern Donbass region’s DRP and LPR led the move for separation. The Crimean peninsula was annexed by Russia. Turmoil on this scale affected European democracies and had to be watched. If it escalated, conflict between East and West could flare up. NATO had to play its part.
The USS NYC was on a reconnaissance patrol in the Black Sea. It was the home of the Russian Black Sea Fleet and long regarded by them as their lake.
Lieutenant Erica Lefevre, a fresh faced young Officer from Rhode Island, was the boat’s Navigation Officer. She’d been cursed with the nickname Pigeon, after the Homing Pigeon. “Pigeon, plot us a course, put us 40 miles offshore,” said Franks, “and we’ll head north east. Off the coast of Russia, that’s where we’ll start. Get me a course to Novorossysk; let’s look and listen off their main Black Sea naval base.”
“Bearing 62 degrees sir.”
“Come to 62.”
“Sixty two degrees aye sir,” said the Planesman. After writing his log, Franks decided to get some bunk time.
“What’s on our chow roster tonight, Chief?” The Chief of the Boat was the senior enlisted man aboard. The Chief, or COB, was in charge of all enlisted men. He didn’t command the boat but ran it. All watch station assignments, racking assignments, crew discipline were his departments. He was indispensable and could curse the crew and chew their ass. Train them, blame them, and curse them. The COB ruled with a stare of iron. He couldn’t smoke a cigar, but should have. The COB was from Queens New York and this was his boat. Short, but built like a tug, he had salt and pepper hair and a tough look about him.
“Greasy stuff sir, all that Italian slop.”
“Ok, that’s fine by me. Get me up in three hours.”
“Sir.”
* * *
THE USS NEW YORK CITY was a Virginia class boat, probably the most advanced nuclear hunter-killer submarine (SSN) type in the world. She was fitted with a Unified Modular mast, atop her sail. This incorporated a snorkel, and three high data rate communication masts and
a AN/BPS-16 radar mast.
The Electronic warfare mast was an AN/BLQ-10 used to detect, analyse, and identify radar and communication signals from ships, aircraft, submarines, and land-based sources.
The boat was fitted with a photonic mast; instead of a periscope, the Captain looked into a monitor at his Conn station. He selected full rotation from the touchscreen. The scope raised itself, did a brief 360 rotate, and then lowered itself. The periscope spent as little time above the waves as possible. The Captain then looked at the view on screen and rotated the view. He could pick off the bearing, range to any targets, and zoom in if necessary. The scope could switch to night mode if needed. It could do a partial sweep or maintain a constant view. The old days of raising and lowering an optical scope had gone.
USS NYC had no propeller, she used a pump jet propulsor for quieter operation. She was fitted with several types of hull-mounted sonar; also included was an advanced TB-33 thin line long-range search towed sonar array. This trailed hundreds of yards behind and was integrated to a sophisticated computer on board. It was a decoy and surveillance tool.
She was fitted with three Virginia Payload Tubes (VPM) and each could vertically launch seven Tomahawk cruise missiles. Her four torpedo tubes could launch Mk 48 wire guided torpedoes and Harpoon sea-skimming missiles.
The USS NYC was a high-tech stealthy daemon of the deeps.
* * *
TWENTY HOURS LATER, in mid-afternoon, USS NYC approached the Russian port of Novorossysk and its naval base.
Franks checked the chart at the navigation station. “Come to three knots. Rig trim to ascend fore and aft, make your depth 110 feet.” The boat made its way quietly into Tsemes Bay, the port approaches. It would lie there still and listen until dusk.
The sonar operator was of Korean descent. His surname was Yun. Everybody said it was Park, as in Nosey Parker and the Korean surname Park. It was said his parents had never had a private conversation.
“We’re in position now. All stop. XO rig for quiet state.”
Cortez spoke into the boat’s broadcast microphone.
“This is the XO. Rig for silent state. We’re off the enemy’s naval base. Rig the boat, silent state.”
“Nosey,” said Franks, “get those big earflaps going. I want to know what’s going on out there. Any boats or ships sailing out there. Every Rat on the make, if a cockroach takes a dump I want to know. Even what Ivan the sailor is up to. He’ll be with her, I want to know how many times Olga cum chugger has drawn breath. Get it?”
“Yes, sir.”
Night had fallen over the Eastern Black Sea. Franks looked through the Photonic mast monitor over the port of Novorossysk. The city lights reflected in the calm sea, the background was dark with the cliffs against a moonlit sky.
“Nosey. What’s it like?” Franks asked.
“Quiet sir. No vessel activity.”
“Weaps. What do they have here?”
“Sir,” said Nathan. “Fourth independent submarine brigade, six Kilo class boats. The cruiser Moskva. Up to six Destroyers and Frigates, landing ships. Seven Corvettes and a number of smaller missile boats. We have reports that Northern Fleet SSNs are present.”
“A pretty big hammer then, if they want to use it.” Franks nodded and walked to the chart. “Mark this as datum one.”
“Sir.” Franks marked two more datum points.
USS NYC visited the first datum point.
“Up bubble ten. Come to periscope depth. Franks set the Photonic mast to pop up, transit through a one twenty degree sweep, and retract below the surface. The boat visited all three datum.
“Weaps. We’ve got you some homework. Go through all sweeps and mark any vessels, check for identifying marks. XO, hold our position in case he needs another look.”
It would be a long night for Nathan checking IDs types, looking for additions to the vessel’s fittings. He knew this was what most submarine surveillance was. Detail, logging, classifying. Not glamorous, but vital when it was needed.
Hours later, he reported to Franks.
“That’s it sir. We’ve got our take.”
“Ok, Pigeon. Bearing for Sevastopol?”
“Sir two five zero degrees, then north around the headland,” she replied.
Franks stepped up to his Conn.
“Flood forward. Open and trim vents fore and aft. Dive, dive, dive. Down angle fifteen degrees, make for depth 230 feet. Speed sixteen knots, bearing 255 degrees.”
USS NYC had barely broken surface off Novorossysk, now she was heading off into the deeps unseen. She was bound for the Black Sea’s largest naval base Sevastopol, home of the Black Sea Fleet.



Chapter 2

WASHINGTON DC.
A TV STUDIO BACKDROP framed the two men and a woman, the female presenter sat to one side.
“Marcia. I just don’t see this as at all realistic. Why would the Russian regime ferment this unrest? They have nothing to gain from souring relations with the EU.” The Congressional representative Mitchel Worden shrugged. His expensive Hugo Boss suit didn’t go well with his image as a regular ordinary guy to his East Texas voters.
Marcia leaned towards the Congressman; she gave him a smile and an eye of cleavage. “But they may Congressman, they may.”
“I agree with Mitchel,” said a large man with white hair. “It doesn’t wash with reality. You don’t court conflict with a trading partner. And the USA and the EU are big trading partners for Russia.” Calori was a senior Vice president of Houston TX, based South East Energy.
Marcia turned to a fair-haired woman, strikingly attractive with blue eyes and an intelligent gaze. “What do you say, Yana? You’re from that part of the world.”
Yana smiled. “Marcia, I see men with their eyes on the chance. Oil, oil and gas. Political power. The blue stream pipeline carries gas, a lot of gas, 16 billion cubic metres per year. It runs from Russia’s eastern Black Sea shore to Turkey. You think 16 billion cubic metres of gas is cheap? It’s a lot of dollars, and I mean a lot. This needs investors and people invest. They also invest in companies that distribute this gas to customers. They invest big dollars. Why? To make even more dollars. Texas oil and gas billionaires invest in such things, do they not? LPG is shipped into Houston and needs wharfes and other facilities to allow this gas to reach the customer. You can’t build these facilities without licences. These licences are issued by the city and other agencies. It helps to have influence with these people; it helps a lot.” Yana looked knowingly at Calori.
“I think South East Energy has around $400 million invested in Blue Stream Pipeline B.V. Yana shrugged. “Would it benefit South East Energy if these licences were issued?” She raised an eyebrow.
Yana nodded. “Congressman Worden,” she said, “do you have a list of donors to your re-election fund? I do.” She slapped down a sheaf of papers onto the desk and smiled. “Let me see now. An energy company needs a licence. Funds for re-election are needed by a politician.”
“Just a min…”
“Let her carry on, Congressman,” said Marcia.
“A politician who can bring great influence to bear on the issuers of this licence. This is not a difficult thing to figure out. Not rocket science, as they say. Invest money in pipeline. Need licence. Politician need re-election. Funds for election. Get licence, make more money.” Yana picked up the papers she’d dropped onto the desk. “Money make world go round, yes? But for some people there is more than money; there is pride. There is honour. There is territory and influence. There is greater Russia. Russia has pride and honour; she wants territory and influence. She uses men with greed, men with their eyes on the chance, to get what she wants.”
“Yana, we take your point. There is something more important than money. We’ll close it there,” said Marcia to the camera. “Thank you my guests tonight: Mitchel Worden, Congressional representative for South Eastern Texas; Calori Mansor, senior Vice president of South East Energy; Journalist Yana Borisova from Ukraine. I’m Marcia Goldforli. This is NBC, and our eyes are on the world tonight.”
A studio employee carefully removed Yana’s makeup.
“Thanks.”
“No problem hon, you got your own make up? Borrow what you want, some good shadows in there.”
She applied the makeup and wondered about her place here. She’d been accepted as a foreign journalist, an expert on Ukraine — Russian affairs. Her apartment was simple but comfortable. Yana was paid to write and talk about the situation back in her homeland. But was it her? She’d been an Army Intelligence Officer in a past life. The past life hurt her. It was that which could not really exist. She suspected her father had cancer. How long now? She couldn’t go back, couldn’t see him. This duty to the motherland was a prison. She knew it had to be done. But why her? Why?
She left the studio, as she was heading for the door of the NBC complex a man approached her
“Ms Yana Borisova. You did well tonight, you gave them what they didn’t want. You gave them the finger.”
She looked at the ma;, he was late thirties and wore glasses, he was plain looking but he had a sharp edge to him.
“Thank you.” She frowned puzzled. Who was this?
“Can we have a talk? I know someone who’d like a word with you.” He showed her a badge; it wore the crest of the Central Intelligence Agency.
“I suppose I could, yes. Where?”
“I have a car waiting for us, Ms Borisova; we’re going to meet him at his favourite restaurant.”
Later that night the car dropped her at her apartment.
“Goodnight Miss,” said the plain, bespectacled man.
“Goodnight.” She opened the door to her apartment building, nodded to the building super and took the elevator to her floor. Yana showered and got ready for bed.
This had been a night. Her contact was a late middle-aged man. He could talk the small talk and cut to the chase.
“You’ll know me as Owen. It will do. Yana, I know you. I know you’re with The Kievan Unit.” She felt as though she’d been looked through. It felt like she was naked under an X-Ray. The men with him followed him, anticipating his every whim. They were at his disposal, she knew. The man was drenched in power and influence. Probably a CIA Director or someone akin to such a position. As she lay there in bed that night, she smiled; this must be her break.
SEVASTOPOL. BLACK SEA.
USS NYC HAD MADE WAY below the waves for 12 hours; it was eighteen hundred hours. Now, it was time to get a fix.
“Planesman, trim for bow up. Up bubble ten degrees. Come to periscope depth.”
The boat took a bow up attitude.
“Periscope depth sir.”
“Pigeon. I’m going to raise the mast. Get a satellite fix.”
Franks set the controls on his Conn. The Photonic mast rose and did two 360 sweeps then lowered below the waves.
“Satellite positive acquisition sir, plotting position.”
Franks looked at his screen and did a full rotation. There, to the north, as expected, was the Crimean peninsula. It looked around ten miles away. He could have used the mast, it was carrying a AN/BPS-16 surface search and navigation radar, but he didn’t want to awaken any sensors the opposition may have in the area. Franks checked the Navigation Officer’s chart display. They were eight point six miles south of the port of Foros.
“Get us to the naval base, Pigeon.”
“Bearing three zero five sir.”
“Flood forward. Open and trim vents fore and aft. Make for depth. Planesman, down bubble 15, make your depth 160 feet. Three zero five degrees. Speed 12 knots.”
“Three zero five. One hundred and sixty at twelve, aye,” replied the Planesman. The boat dived and made her way to the northwest.
“Sir, come to zero degrees, we’re off the Khersonesskiy light.”
“Come to zero degrees.” The USS NYC turned to starboard.
“Starboard thirty sir.”
“Make your turn, Planesman. Eight knots.” They were approaching the breakwater barriers to the harbour inlet.
“Nosey, let me know about any traffic. Water flows too. Pigeon, give me updates from the inertial guesser.”
Surface traffic could act as a guide to navigable passageways, and water flows could give clues as to where they were. The Inertial system was three gyroscopes aligned precisely to each other. The system sensed the turns the boat had made, but did get less accurate the longer it was used. The boat slowly entered the Russian bear’s den.
* * *
SEVASTOPOL IS A NEAR perfect harbour. The inlet faces west with two large breakwaters jutting from north and south. The inlet is around four miles long and has side inlets entering the bay from north and south. Sevastopol offers many places and sub channels to moor a ship. The base itself is extensive.
“Make your depth 100, four knots.”
USS NYC entered the harbour at dusk. Franks had decided on three datum, each would be scanned 360 degrees.
“Traffic light sir,” said Nosey, “two small diesel vessels heading out to sea. Maybe fishing boats.”
“Approaching datum one sir,” said the Navigation Officer.
“Up bubble ten.” Franks set up for a scan. The scope raised, broke surface did a 360 sweep and retracted.
“Blake. Check out the scan, see if there’s anything you’d like to take a closer look at.”
The scan was in night view, harbour lights were visible at points north and south.
“Good scan sir,” said Blake, “several frigates. Two Destroyers. Kirvak class and Admiral Grigorovich class. Kashin class.”
“Down bubble ten. Head for datum two.” The boat slowly, quietly, moved deeper into the enemy’s lair.
“Approaching datum two sir,”
“Planesman, up bubble ten.” Franks setup for a scan. The scope raised its one eye above the surface did a 360 sweep and retracted. At this point, north of 1-Y Bastion, the inlet was just 500 yards wide.
“Good sweep Sir,” said Nathan. “Slava class, probable Moskva. Kirvak class and Admiral Grigorovich class. This is the heart of the base.”
Three blasts came from the port side and the hull sounded like it was ripping. Two more loud explosions rocked the boat from below.
“Sir,” said Nathan with alarm in his voice, “it’s port defenses.”
“Come to two seven zero degrees, all ahead.” The boat turned and headed for the open sea.
“Sir. They must have a shore battery of RBU-6000,” said Nathan.
“They’re anti-submarine mortars, unguided but lethal. Range and depth, plenty enough.” The boat was accelerating towards the exit. Several more detonated just ahead of the boat. The boat’s bow raised slightly, due to the expanding gas bubble from the explosion.
“Keep going,” said Franks, “they’re guessing our position.” The mortars had been fired from a multi barrel launcher, more normally fitted to warships as a defense against submarines. How the hell did they sense our presence? thought Franks. The mortars would straddle the target, hitting at a local spread of positions. The mortars would be set to detonate at various depths.
“Breakwater’s coming up sir.” Several more detonated behind. The hull buckled; she rolled to starboard. More hit the water and blew tall waterspouts from the bay. USS NYC was racing for the exit. The crew of the RBU-6000 would be reloading mortars as fast as they could. More of the lethal mortars would be arcing in, heading their way to kill USS NYC. Her S9G reactor flashed off steam. At full speed, her 40,000 horse power turbine raced. The boat wasn’t out of it yet.



Chapter 3

USS NYC FORCED HER way towards the exit from Sevastopol as more deadly mortar shells arced in towards her.
“We’re through the Breakwater,” said the Navigation Officer.
More mortars fell ahead. Just because they were out of the port didn’t help.
“Make your depth 170 feet.”
There was another explosive ripple behind, but the boat kept on at full speed for several minutes.
“Make your depth 230. Eighteen knots.”
Franks looked to the XO, Cortez. “I don’t want to spend time in there with that going at me. It’s like being in a crazy monkey’s cage, and the goddamn monkey’s playing with grenades.”
“No sir. I don’t think they liked our company.”
“Damage control?”
“It’s light sir, a burst oil line. Now fixed,” said the COB.
“We seem to have got away with it with some luck; they could have got a better shot. Did you get some good images from the sweeps, Blake?”
“Yes sir, it’ll take me some time to go through them.”
“Good,” said Franks. “Now let’s get out of here.”
“Sir,” said Nathan.
“Yes, Weaps.”
“There’s something odd about this Destroyer. I’d like to go back inside for another look sir.”
Franks frowned and then grinned. “Then get your wetsuit on, because you’ll be fucking swimming in.”
The boat cruised on west, away from the port.
“Sir,” said Nosey, “contact to the north, subsurface vessel, heading south at a high rate of knots. Full speed. Russian library has it classified as a probable Kilo class boat. Heading zero five degrees, speed 20 plus knots. Range 12 miles. Depth 1500.”
Franks shook his head. Kilo class was one of the most deadly boats out there, so quiet, it was known as the black hole.
“They have an intruder in Sevastopol. He’s got the alert and is desperate to get here; he’s going so fast he’ll be deaf. Weaps. Get a Mk 48 in him.”
“Tube one Mk 48 CBASS. Flooding tube, outer doors open. Firing solution laid in, good lock,” said Nathan.
“Tube flooded, outer door now open. Weapon ready in all respects, sir.”
“Launch!” barked Franks.
There was a rushing sound.
“Fish away, heading north, the fish is hungry.” The wire guided torpedo headed off, towards its prey.
“Range two miles. Closing.”
“Range one point three miles. Pinging, pinging. Cutting wire. Fish active.” The torpedo homed in.
“Kilo has reduced revs,” said Nosey, “he’s released countermeasures. He’s heard the fish. Range point six miles, point three. He’s turning to port and blowing ballast. More countermeasures. The fish has missed, sir.”
“Fish has lost the target, it’s searching north of him,” said Nathan, “it won’t find him now, it’ll look to the north, his last position.”
Franks knew they had a deadly foe out there, and they needed to find out where he was.
USS NYC carried an innovative new device that was untried in a real life confrontation; was this its time?
“Weaps, what’s our warshot status?” he asked.
“Tubes two and three Mk 48, tube four Harpoon. Tube one is being reloaded with Mk 48.”
“Unload the Harpoon. Let’s sniff him out, get a dog in there.”
Nathan spoke by intercom to CPO weapons in the forward torpedo room. “Load a Pointer in tube four.”
“Yes sir.” The Pointer was a wire-guided sensor drone, developed as phase one of the Mobile Off Board Clandestine Communications and Approach, or MOCCA; a drone named after the hunting dog. It would swim under guidance and sense an enemy submarine, either by passive or active sonar, and transmit the information back to its mothership. If it used active sonar it might be destroyed, but its submarine would know where the enemy was.
“Nosey. Can you detect any layering here?”
“I’ll try, sir.”
Franks picked up the intercom from his Conn.
“All hands, we are at silent running, silent running.”
Nosey spent a couple of minutes analysing. “Sir, biologics indicate that we have a layer at 500 feet.”
“Flood forward. Open and trim vents fore and aft. Make for depth. Planesman, down bubble 15, make your depth 550 feet. Speed six knots.”
“Five fifty at six, aye sir.”
A layer is an acoustic reflector caused by the temperature and density of the waters at different depths. It can deflect sound waves and make the submarine harder to detect. USS NYC slipped below the depth’s cold layer into concealment.
“Range to Kilo?”
“Seven miles, sir. We are now below the layer.”
“All stop. Maintain depth.”
Franks turned to Nathan and smiled. “Weaps, let the dog off her leash.”
“Flooding tube four, opening outer doors.” There was a pause. “Pointer launched. I’m keeping her east of the target. Permission to set up a fish, sir?”
“Go ahead Weaps.”
“Tube two, Mk 48. Firing solution pending position info. Target designated Tango one. Flood tube, opening outer door. Fish ready, waiting for the Pointer.” Nathan steered the Pointer north, keeping it between the Kilo and the peninsula. After a few miles, he stopped the Pointer and fed the acoustic feed to Nosey.
“Possible contact Weaps, I need to refine. Could you come west?”
Nathan steered the Pointer towards the west for a mile and came to a stop. He routed the feed to Nosey. Nosey listened. “Goddamn it Nathan, this is like sonar school.”
“What?”
“They used to tell you there was a signal and there wasn’t, then they’d tell you no signal we’re calibrating and then they’d feed you a signal. Trying to catch you out.”
“Come on Nosey, do you have something?”
“I do, it’s quiet, give me a minute.”
Nathan waited, giving a sideways look at Nosey. He was good but…
“Come south with the Pointer, Nathan.”
Nathan turned south.
“Shit,” Nosey shook his head and reached up and cupped his headset. “Contact. Three miles from NYC; no wonder they call this mother the black hole.”
“Route me the tracking vectors.”
“You’re connected, Nathan.”
He looked at his fire control computer, the connection band filled up from left to right. Come on, come on. “That’s it. Sir, I have vector feed from the Pointer.” He ran his fingers over the console.
“Kilo, range two point three miles,” said Nosey.
“Firing solution laid in, good lock,” said Nathan.
“Tube two, weapon ready in all respect sir. Range to target two point four miles.”
“Hold your fire, Weaps. Let’s pull him in. He’ll be overconfident. COB?”
“Yes sir.”
“Go back aft, find an A-ganger. Get the greasy mother of a Fresh Air Snipe to bang on something with a baby beater, but stay on the intercom. When I ask you to stop, I want it stopped.”
“Right sir.” The COB disappeared.
“Weaps, bring the Pointer in a bit closer to us.”
“Sir. The dog’s coming back to mom.”
“Range to Kilo two miles, one point nine miles,” said Nosey.
The Kilo drew ever closer to its quarry. Nathan looked at Franks. “What the hell are we do…”
“Fish in the water. Soviet Type 53. We have a fish coming for us.”
“Weaps, get Muttley out there to start pinging.”
“Pointer is pinging sir.”
“Sonar?” asked Franks.
“Fish still heading our way. Fish is turning, turning, it's going for the Pointer.”
“All ahead full,” said Franks. “COB, get that fucking Bilge Rat to start banging.”
The A ganger engineer started banging on the bare hull as if he was trying to get to seawater.
“Fish is coming back, heading for us sir,” said Nosey.
“Range to Tango one?”
“Point seven miles, sir.”
“Weaps, launch tube two. Get that Pointer into him.”
Nathan steered the Pointer at the Kilo.
“The enemy fish is turning, turning. It’s back on the Pointer, sir,” said Nosey.
“Our fish is pinging. Wire cut.”
“Sir, no countermeasures from the Kilo. Fish running in, pinging.” Nosey stood up and punched the air. “Hot datum, hot datum on Tango one. Gas just belched out, hull tearing. She’s going down, props not turning. She’s going down, I think stern first. More gas bubbles leaving her. Tango one’s going to the bottom. Explosion Sir, explosion; enemy fish has closed on the Pointer.”
“Turn west Planesman, let’s get out of here,” said Franks.
Twenty minutes later Captain Franks addressed the crew.
“All hands. We got into Sevastopol, the Bear’s Den, and took down information. Ivan didn’t want us there, but NYC wasn’t playing at it. We meant business. The Kilo launched on us. She wanted to kill us, but instead seaman Muttley, our Pointer, swallowed her fish for you.
Seaman Muttley is no longer a non-qual-puke, he gave his life for you and is now on his eternal patrol. Black Sea Fleet nil, USS NYC two. Score one, we have naked shots of Ivan’s ass; and score two, we sunk a Kilo. Well done, all of you.”
WASHINGTON DC.
THE SUNLIGHT STREAMED in from the east, calls from outside around the green were the shouts of a bunch of local kids playing basketball. She typed in the magazine article on her laptop for a New York publication. The new information had come from her contacts back home. She’d been out that morning and gone into Saul’s Stamps, but her contact had been with a customer. Open on the desk was a folder of Chinese stamps.
“Yes, I would like one I have customers for such things. Just a moment please.”
“Yes Miss?”
“Hi, I’d like to look at your Brazilian portfolio please.”
“OK, just over there, under the painting of the woodworker. I’ll be with you soon.”
She looked at the stamps, pretending to be interested.
“You have pre-1915 samples?”
“Yes Miss, I’ll be with you.”
She opened a slide drawer and reached to the rear; there was the RAM stick. She took it and replaced it with an identical one of her own. After several minutes, she looked to the proprietor.
“I like these. I’ll be back in an hour or so.”
“Thank you, Miss.”
She left with the encrypted RAM stick from Ukraine.
Yana Borisova typed away; the article was almost complete. Her cell phone rang. She knew the number and recognised the voice, it was the plain bespectacled man.
“Hello, a mutual acquaintance would like a meeting.”
“Ok.”
“Right now please. Make your way to the area just East of Union station, it’s not far. F Street and 3rd Street North East. I’ll pick you up on F Street heading east.”
“How will I know which car?”
“You won’t have any trouble there.”
She wandered down F Street, walking by tall but old office buildings. By their appearance and the names on the plaques, they’d be occupied mostly by lawyers and lobbyists. She saw it sixty yards away. It was a dark grey Limo with black tinted windows. As she approached the car, a door opened.
“Get in please.” The man she’d spoken to on the phone held the door. She climbed in and the car pulled away. They soon crossed the Potomac via the Theodore Roosevelt Bridge and cruised northwest along the George Washington Memorial Parkway, then took a left turn onto route 123 to Langley. They then pulled off the road to the right and into the Central Intelligence Agency. She followed the man in and filled in her ID information, pausing at reception for a photograph for her pass and fingerprints. He led the way.
“Impressed, Yana?”
“I didn’t expect it would be a rundown place. It’s what I expected.” They passed down a long corridor then turned into a side corridor. The man called an elevator. They walked in and he swiped his card across a reader. The elevator ascended. It opened onto a long corridor lined with broad-leaved plants. He finally turned into an office. A woman sat there. She wore a bolo style Arizona tie.
“Hi Elle, a visitor.”
The woman gave her a weak smile, took Yana’s pass and ran it through a scanner. Yana held her fingers over fingerprint scanners.
The woman smiled at her.
“Ok Miss Borisova, in you go.”
Yana had read the brass plaque on the desk. Elle Portesque. Department of Europe, East sector. They walked into the office, it was spacious and looked like an old English drawing room, all dark woods with wrought iron and brass fittings.
The middle-aged man she knew as Owen stepped forward and shook her hand.
“Hi, Yana. Tea, coffee?”
“Thanks, I’ll have coffee please.” The bespectacled man poured the coffees. Owen gestured to a large leather couch.
The man set the coffees down on a low dark wood table. “I’ll be outside Sir.”
“Thanks, Bruce.” He turned back to Yana. “Oh, I forgot. Oreos? Have we corrupted you yet?”
Yana smiled. “Yes, I’ll have one.”
Owen returned to his desk and pulled out a packet. “Can’t be bothered with the fancy plates. Here, help yourself. I can’t be all fencing around, taking time to get to the point. We’re not here to shoot the shit, so let’s get right down to it. Ok?”
She nodded and sipped her coffee.
“We have a mutual foe I think?”
She nodded. At least that bit she didn’t have to lie about.
“Yes Owen; Russia.”
“I believe you have contacts in the Eastern Donbass region. People who oppose the DRP and LPR pro Russian separatist movements?”
“I do, yes.”
“Then we may be able to help you,” he smiled, “but first Yana, we have a task for you.”
“I am big all ears, Owen.”
He grinned. “The expression is ‘all ears’. We’d like you to go to Eastern Ukraine on a mission for us. Can you do that? Are you known to their security people?”
“We both know I am not. I’m with The Kievan Unit.”
Owen nodded. “From the American perspective what we don’t want is the region to descend into war. If it does, it’ll probably spread. Also, this would feed into the hands of Russian expansionists. They want a new Greater Russia; a return to the Soviet Union by another name. I don’t think you want to see that?”
“No, we don’t.”
Owen didn’t tell her about the nuclear aspect. As a former part of the Soviet Union, the Ukraine was a virtual nuclear power, and that was a genie he didn’t want to climb out of its bottle. Many Ukrainian scientists and engineers had worked on the Soviet nuclear arsenal. The Russians would see that as a potentially hostile nuclear power on their border. All hell could come from that one.
“Yana. Here’s what we’d like you to do. Make contact with Pro Western, Ukraine groups in the east of the country; open some channels for us.”
“I can do that, but I can’t just drive across the border, and access through Russia is dangerous for me.”
Owen smiled. “Don’t worry about that Yana, we’ll get you in there quietly.”
She helped herself to another Oreo as he reached over and pressed a button on his desk phone. The door opened and Owen’s assistant walked in.
“Bruce will take you to the Field Operations section. They’ll help you with the infil.”
“Infil?” she frowned.
“Infiltration. Good luck, Yana.” She left with Bruce. Owen sat back and sighed. “She’ll need a shit load of luck.”



Chapter 4

THE BLACK SEA.
“SIR,” SAID COMMANDER Krupa, the Communications Officer. He handed Franks a communications slip. “This just came in from CINCUSNAVEUR, sir.”
PRIORITY RED
B 86563571Z JUN 48 ZY87
CINCUSNAVEUR NAVAL FORCES EUROPE. NAPLES ITALY//E1//
TO NEW YORK CITY
EURFLT// ID E947QV54//
NAVAL OPS/31
MSGID/EUROPS 6722/CINCUSNAVEUR ACTUAL//
MSG BEGINS://
PROCEED TO W78.53.67.6.23 E96.51.46.7.49. FLEET ORDER CD 483. 21.30 ZULU. ACKNOWLEDGE.
MSG END//

Franks read it, the location was sixth fleet area code, but he knew the system. He turned to the Planesman.
“Come to 130 degrees. Speed fifteen knots.”
“One three zero at 30, aye sir.” He handed the slip to the XO Cortez. CD 483 was ‘surface the boat to take personnel on board’.
“Who, sir?”
“I’ve no idea, Gabriel. We’ll find out when we get there.”
* * *
YANA SAT ON THE BOUNCING rubber tube of the rigid hull inflatable boat, watching the outboard motor create a wake in their path. The sky was dark and cloud covered. Astern were the receding lights of the port city of Trabzon, Turkey. The two Turks had met her at the airport and waited with her until dark. About 9pm they had cast off and left the jetty. The two spoke English, but she’d got little from them.
Around eight miles offshore, they cut the engine, switched on a light and waited. After ten minutes, one of the men spoke and pointed.
Yana looked puzzled. Something arose from the sea. Something big and black, and water cascaded from it. She soon realised what it was: a submarine. The two men started the outboard and headed towards it, then came alongside and slowed. Two men from on board the long deck threw a rope; one of the Turks tied it around her and she was pulled unceremoniously aboard.
“Welcome aboard Ma’am. This way.” She was led away to the sail, she climbed it and descended down the ladder into the boat. An Officer in a blue coverall met her.
“Welcome aboard the USS New York City, Miss Borisova. I’m Captain Franks. This is the Chief of the Boat. You’ll know him as Chief. He’ll show you to your bunk.”
The Chief led her away.
Franks watched the young woman as she left. He knew she need to be infiled ashore in potentially hostile territory. Why? She resembled his nice, why her? What did she know? Franks knew the basics of the environment she’s be going to. She could be dead in two weeks. He felt responsible for her. It was odd he knew, it was above his pay grade. Nothing to do with me. Yet it was, he knew he was a part of it. Live or die Yana was his now. He shook his head. Franks returned to the control room.
“Pigeon, get me a course for the Kerch Strait. If she needs to be put ashore in eastern Ukraine, then we’ll need to be in the Sea of Azov.”
“Bearing three three zero Sir.”
“Flood forward. Open and trim vents fore and aft. Make for depth. Planesman, down bubble 15, make your depth 270. Speed 18 knots. Bearing three, three zero.” The boat vented air and pushed forward against a gathering wave. The foredeck and sail slipped down into the black waves and below the cool dark depths.
The boat approached the Kerch Strait.
“It’s nearly dawn XO, we’ll go through now. It’s shallow, but deep enough. Take her through Cortez.”
“Aye sir. Come to three five, five degrees. Up bubble ten. Trim for bow up. Make your depth 100.”
“Three five five, up ten for 100, aye.” The boat rounded Tuzla Island and headed through the Kerch strait towards the Sea of Azov. The boat made its way northeast.
* * *
“SIR, IT LOOKS LIKE we have a contact,” said Nosey.
Franks looked up from his Conn table where he wrote up his log.
Nosey listened for some time. “Request a coast, Sir.”
“All engines stop, bring her to a stop,” said the XO.
“Let me, Cortez,” said Franks.
“Sir.” The boat came slowly to a halt and hung drifting silently. Waiting, listening. Franks let Nosey do his thing. He closed his eyes and listened; Nosey now lived in a different world. Sounds, distant cargo ships, fishing boats, biologics. That would be sea life, fish, whales. Even seabirds up close. Sound, sound. The sound of the sea.
“Contact, to the north, refining.”
Franks waited, he knew you couldn’t push him.
“Contact, bearing three six zero, range seven miles. Depth 120, speed 16 knots.”
“ID?” asked Franks.
Nosey held his hand up. A few minutes later he looked up. “Sir, we have an Akula class heading for the Kerch Strait.”
Franks shook his head. The Akula class was a formidable SSN, the enemies’ most feared nuclear hunter killer.
Nosey knew the Russian boat’s reputation. “Sir, our warshot status is tubes one to three Mk 48 CBASS, tube four Harpoon.”
Franks looked to his XO. “He’ll have heard of the action south of here. No doubt he’s heading south to get into the fight.” Franks sighed. “I’d like to take him on, but I know that getting Miss Sports Illustrated ashore will be the Pentagon’s goal. We’ll have to play hide to his seek.”
“Sir, the Akula’s slowed, eight knots now. It’s heading down the center of the channel.”
Franks folded his arms and looked down at the deck. What the hell should they do with this one? “XO. We need to get out of his way. Pigeon. Get a chart up of the area.”
“Sir, we have this on the display.” She brought up an image on screen.
“XO, let’s take a look.” To the west was the port of Kerch deep in a bay. To the east was a long thin peninsula leading from the Sea of Azov towards the southwest.
“So. Cortez, he’s heading down the channel parallel to this peninsula.” He read the name. “The Chushka Bar. You can hardly call it a peninsula, it’s 100 yards across for most of its length. That’s what, five miles? The Kerch channel is maximum two miles wide.”
“He’s going to stay in the centre of the channel Sir.”
“I agree. We’ve one chance; stay close to this Chushka bar and make our way slowly northeast. Hopefully, he’ll stay centre channel and pass us by.” Franks looked at Cortez.
“You know what I don’t like?”
Cortez shook his head.
“He’ll be less than a mile from us. Less than one goddamn mile away. One mile in a shallow channel. In there, every noise will be like a rattle in a sound box. We’d better be quiet, very goddamn quiet. We’ll be like a mouse sneaking by a sleeping cat. If it wakes, we’re in a world of shit.”
The NYC’s gamble was keeping as close to the bar as possible, she’d have to keep the bar close to her right beam, and hope the hell she didn’t run aground.
“Planesman, come starboard, nice and slow, four knots. Nosey listen to the flow out there; feel your way as best you can. Follow a line to fifty degrees, it’s your boat now.” USS NYC inched her way east and north, her pump jet propulsor driving her quietly northeast.
They heard and felt a scrape against the hull.
“Planesman, come port ten degrees,” said Nosey.
He guessed the distance travelled.
“Port ten aye.”
“Shut up Planes, just do it.”
“Aye Nosey.”
“Come to 52 degrees.”
The boat headed as far to the east as Nosey dare.
* * *
“SIR. WE HAVE A TRANSIENT to port. Low frequency,” said Sonar. “It sounded like a scrape.”
Captain Orlov of the nuclear hunter killer Leopard frowned.
“A scrape, what do you mean a scrape?”
“That’s what it sounded like sir, I’ve not heard anything like that.”
“Helm, keep southwest. Hold your course, center channel.” Orlov couldn’t waste time on that. There was a damn fight going on in the centre of the Black Sea, NATO must have deployed forces in there, as the rumours had said they would. It’d be the Americans. It had to be.
Somebody, an Admiral, had been recalled to Fleet HQ in St Petersburg, over something sneaking into Sevastopol. Then there was a rumour of an action in the middle of the Black Sea; Leopard had to get in there. Orlov had pulled away from the quayside before his orders had officially come through. He wanted in on the action. You don’t fuck with the Akula class. Two minutes later the Sonar operator called out again.
“Sir, contact on the port beam, another scrape I think. Then an odd noise, I ran it several times through the computer, it’s no idea. Myself, I think that it may be one of those new pump jet drives. The Virginia class has them. The French Barracuda class SSNs are getting them too, but it’s too early for one of those, unless we’ve underestimated them.”
Orlov had heard of them, apparently, they were very quiet.
“Good sonar, you may be right. Can you track it?”
“I don’t know sir, it’s hard to hear it.”
“Sir. We haven’t seen one before,” said the Executive Officer, Senior Lieutenant Radyuhin.
“We have a fantastic opportunity to gather information on one.”
“I agree Radyuhin, but there’s an engagement going on.”
Radyuhin pressed him. “But Sir, we can be the first to evaluate one up close. The Naval command will think highly of our work. If the enemy is pushing north into the Black Sea, then it’ll still be here when we’re done with the enemy’s new toy. We’ll be highly thought of if Leopard is the one that’s the first to track this new drive of his.”
Orlov knew the XO was right. The intelligence would be useful, and to be the first to get it; well, there would be status in that. But the enemy was here, in their sea.
“It’s here, Sir. Now, it’s out there, it’s our chance,” said Radyuhin.
Orlov knew there was status in what he said. It would also be useful to see just how good the new upgraded Mk 540 sonar was.
It was a tough choice.
“Sir, if we can track him, we must.” Orlov relented.
The chance of tracking one was too good to turn down. He nodded to Senior Lieutenant Radyuhin. The Executive Officer smiled.
“Come about, to the northeast. When you’re on track, switch off the drive and coast the boat,” said Orlov. “We’ll see if we can track it.”
If it was a pump jet, what the hell was a Virginia class doing up here? Orlov frowned and gripped the periscope handles. An American boat up here, when the Fleet action was to the south? The boat came about and slowed to a coast. It took him a couple of minutes or so.
“I think I have it. It’s like a hose watering a garden, but very quiet, very difficult to track. I can only hear him here and there sir.”
“Try your best, well done. Ask me for a coast if you want one. Forward three knots.” Nuclear heat powered the steam turbine and the gearbox drove a drive shaft. The multi bladed prop spun up. It more resembled nine or twelve Arab swords than a traditional propeller.
The Akula did what she did best: she hunted.
* * *
“KEEP EAST NOSEY, BUT try not to hit the bottom again please, this boat did cost a few dollars.”
“Sir, I’ll try not to, but this place has shifting sandbanks. He listened to the sea, the currents, it was like flying blind. Part information, knowledge of the sea and part guess, part instinct.
“Planes, come port two degrees.”
“Two aye, Nosey.” The boat moved away from the bar slightly.
“One starboard.”
“One, aye Nosey.”
Franks listened to the two men flying blind, he knew it was difficult. But they had to get north away from the Akula into the open sea.
“Sir, I think we have a tail,” said Nosey. “Lost it sir. I may have mistaken it. Come one degree starboard.”
“One starboard aye,” said the Planesman. USS NYC crept quietly forward.
“Request coast sir,” said Nosey.
“All stop,” said Franks.
Nosey listened. “Sir, I have a prop. Slow, slow. He’s in our baffles.”
Franks knew it was a gamble. Keep going and they’d soon be in the open sea. Stay and they were quiet, but the Akula would be on him. If that was what it was. Franks had to assume they were being tracked.
“Weaps, get a firing solution on him.”
“Sir, I have a solution. Tube one Mk 48. Designate target Tango one. Ready to flood tube, sir.”
“Hold for now, I don’t want the noise yet. If he cocks, I lock and load. Forward four knots.”
“Four knots, aye sir.”
Was that an enemy out there? He couldn’t risk flooding a tube. In there it was too noisy.
Shit, we’re half blind, facing a half-blind man, and both of us daren’t cock our weapons.
“One degree to port.”
“One port aye.”
Franks looked to Cortez and pursed his lips. This was blind man’s bluff, but this game was played with something a little more serious than a pistol. It was two of the world’s most lethal torpedoes: the Lockheed Martin Mk 48 CBASS vs the Ostekhbureau Type 53, which possessed a phased array active sonar for terminal guidance. Both were deadly, both quick.
If one struck its target, there was no coming back.
The USS NYC crept forward, every yard taking her closer to the open sea.
* * *
“SIR, I’M GETTING A better trace now. I’ve got a better pattern of his harmonics, the deep ones give the best trace. They’re just hard to get.”
“Keep on him, Sonar.” Orlov hadn’t really wanted to follow this Ghost of the Seas, but now he knew he had to.
“Sir, we’ve just picked up a scrape. Not much of one, but it was there.”
Leopard moved forward, her prop near silent. Did the Americans know they were being tracked?
Probably not.
Orlov knew that soon they’d be off the small town of Ll’ich at the head of the bar, after that it would be open sea. Orlov wondered what would he do if he was the American? Without knowing what they were up to, it was hard to know. But soon it would be the open sea. It seemed sensible that the Virginia class would come to port and get out into the Sea of Azov. He knew he could then be involved in a duel with this dangerous opponent.
It would be a gamble; the noise may give them away, but Orlov wasn’t going to give them a chance. Leopard had to be ready.
“Weapons Officer. Compute Type 53 firing solution on our contact.”
It took longer than normal.
“Sir, I have a calculation on him, it’s difficult due to his new drive. But we have a solution. Tube two is ready with Type 53.”
“Flood tube two.”
“Tube two flooding Sir.” A Type 53 with USS NYC’s name on it was ready. Six hundred and seventy eight pounds of high explosive was waiting, ready to pounce.



Chapter 5

NOSEY LOOKED UP.
“I have a new contact sir. Heading our way.”
Franks looked at him with a questioning stare.
“It’s loud and heading our way, surface contact, 16 knots.”
A warship? It was possible, and if there was a frigate up here it would no doubt be heading down to the conflict zone.
“Running it through the library, sir,” said Nathan.
The crew worked on the new contact. What about the Akula? What was it up to?
“Report Nosey.”
“Sir, surface contac… sir. Wait one.” Nosey listened to the sea’s sounds.
“Tango one’s flooding tubes. She’s flooding a tube.”
“Weaps. Flood tube one. Open outer doors.” Franks knew there’d be little time.
“Surface contact still bearing down. I have…I have… sir, confirm surface contact. Library has her. She’s a goddamn civilian. It’s the Morskoy to Kerch ferry. Bearing three five five degrees.”
Damn, thought Franks, just what we need.
“Tube one flooded, outer doors open, fish ready in all respects,” said Nathan.
“Tango one’s opening her outer doors. She’s ready to fire. Ferry still bearing down on us.”
Franks knew it was time for a risk.
“Flood forward one and two. Open and trim all vents fore and aft. Make for depth. Planesman. Eight degrees to port all ahead full. Down bubble 15, make your depth 150 feet.” He was hoping that the confusion and noise of the ferry would throw off the Akula. USS NYC powered away at speed. She was heading under the ferry.
“Come on girl,” said Franks, “dive, dive and swim. You can do it.”
* * *
“SIR, THE VIRGINIA HAS gone port at speed. She’s heading under the ferry.”
“Chertovski ublydudok.” Fucking bastard.
“We’re losing lock with the Type 53. It’s the noise from the ferry, sir.”
Orlov knew if they launched, the fish might choose the wrong target in the confusion. They couldn’t risk hitting the ferry.
“Can you track this American bastard?”
“Sir, it was difficult before. Now there’s little chance.”
Orlov had just lost the quarry. He turned to Radyuhin. “That’s it, we’ve got some data on him. It’s time to go south and join the Fleet.”
“Sir, we might still stay with him.”
“No, XO, we had our chance. Come to 200 degrees and head for the strait.”
Orlov hadn’t wanted to track this Sea Ghost anyway. It was now time to get at the foe. They’d got some information though. If they met again, Leopard would be ready.
* * *
IT WAS A FEW HOURS later. He’d got some sleep. Franks walked aft down the companionway, called at the galley and returned forward. He turned right into the room she’d been allocated. She slept on a lower port bunk; other than her, the room was empty. He shook her.
She awoke with a look of surprise but quickly realised where she was. He handed her the coffee.
“Good morning.”
She sipped the coffee. “Thanks.”
“We’re in the Sea of Azov now.”
Her eyes widened. “Are we underwater yet?”
“We have been for the last seven hours.” She seemed uncomfortable. “This is a submarine, it’s what we do, we sail underwater.”
“I know, I’ve not been on one before.” She looked at him wide eyed. “Did anything happen last night?”
“Not really. Nothing unusual. Just normal submarine stuff,” Franks lied.
“Yana. All I know about this mission is that you are to be put ashore in Eastern Ukraine. Some of that is obvious, but I’d like to know in more detail why? Why you?”
She sipped her coffee again and gathered her thoughts. “It’s necessary to contact the Ukrainian loyalists in the east. To contact their leadership. I’m trusted. They know me. The American broadcasts I’m in are smuggled into Eastern Ukraine. They know my position is very much pro-Ukrainian unity. They see me as a focus for resistance against the Russian encroachment. I didn’t seek this role, but it’s now mine. I’ll carry it out. To them I’m a symbol of free Ukraine.”
Franks knew she’d an old head on young shoulders. “Where do you want to go ashore? Apart from the coast.”
“I need to be close to Novoazovs’k, about ten kilometres west of the Russian border. I can get a lift up the road towards Donetsk.”
“Do you need to go ashore after dark?”
“Yes.”
“Then we’ll need to wait, we’ll be there by 13.00 hours. Get yourself up and wander where you wish. You’ve twelve hours before you go ashore.” He stood.
“Captain?”
“Yes.”
“There is something I’d like.” He waited.
“I was in a rush, there wasn’t much time. I know this will be a big favour, but the CIA approved it. It’s down to your judgement, Captain.” She looked him in the eyes with a fixed stare. “If I could, I’d like to borrow one of your crew. It would be a big help. I think I’ll be back in eighteen hours or so.”
“I wasn’t told this.”
“There was no time.”
“None of my crew speak Ukrainian. They have no papers or passes.”
She leaned out of her bunk and reached into her bag. Her tee-shirt only just covered her ample chest, Franks couldn’t help but notice.
“I brought this. It’s a camera and mini printer. I’ve a spare Ukraine passport.”
“To say you’d no time, you’re well equipped.”
“They were close at hand,” she lied.
“Will he need any special skills?”
“No. He’ll need to be calm, cool, quick thinking and good physically if the need arises.”
“You mean in a fight?”
“Yes, I don’t think that’ll happen but…”
“And you’ll need him for eighteen hours?”
She nodded.
Franks thought about it. It’d need to be an Officer. One who’d fit her description, about her age, who might pass as a boyfriend. The right temperament. Quick thinking, one who he could spare while they were lurking around waiting. Franks came to his decision.
“Ok, wait here. I’ll be back.” A few minutes later he returned to her room. She was in her underwear, pulling on her jeans. She was trim, yet curvy.
“Yana, this is Nathan, my Weapons Officer. He’ll go ashore with you. Make sure you bring him back. I’ll leave you to let him know what you’ll need him to do.”
“Thank you, Captain.”
He left.
Yana looked at him approvingly, he was young and strong looking. That he was good looking wasn’t needed, but she wasn’t complaining.
“Nathan. I’m Yana. Let me take your picture.” She took the picture and applied it to the passport with a sticky back revealed as she peeled the photo’s back away.
“We’ll need a name for you.” She stared into the distance. “Oleksiy Shwetz. Remember that. It’s an easy one.” She applied the name to the passport as best she could. “It’s not perfect but will do.” She handed it to him.
“What are we going to do? Who are we?” Nathan gave her a sly look over, she was young fair haired and had the attractive high cheekbones many Eastern European women did.
“You are an American of Ukraine descent, but don’t speak the language. I’ve lived in the USA and met you. You’re my boyfriend. It’s easier to travel here with a man. I’m here to meet some resistance people. There’ll be pro-Russian Ukrainians and we may come across some Russians also. If I need your help, I think you’ll know. We need to speak, I need to explain things.”
“Then let’s go to the galley Yana, get some food and talk. Come on,” he indicated the companionway, “go left.” He followed her.
This was a new one. He never imagined he’d be ashore in the Ukraine with an enigmatic girl like Yana, it would help that few men would kick her out of bed. This may not be a bad run ashore.
* * *
IT WAS A DARK, STARRY night. A large unusual visitor floating black on the gentle swell of the sea. A few scudding clouds crossed the crescent moon. Nathan and two seamen launched the inflatable boat. The engine started and it headed for shore. The boat pulled up against a pebbled beach.
“Here sir, hide the torch. Zero one hundred hours tonight, and every hour of darkness after that. We’ll be with you.”
“Thanks, Tamingly.”
The boat made its way back to the NYC.
“This is your patch Yana, you lead on.”
They walked into Novoazovs’k; there was no one about, just a few lights and windows with lights behind curtains. She turned into an alleyway just after a car dealership and Nathan hid the torch behind several paint cans. On the street behind was a dark coloured windowless van. When the driver called them, they trotted across, she spoke to the driver and they climbed in. The van pulled away and left town.
Nathan looked out at a few houses and small industrial sheds. The roadside became mainly forest. After three miles or so, they were waved down by a torch. The three men occupied what looked like a roadblock. One of them asked something, or so it seemed to Nathan, in Ukrainian or Russian. He couldn’t speak either. Yana answered, and they left the van. To the right was a rough forest road.
She spoke with the men in what sounded like Russian, for several minutes. One of them, who was wearing a wool hat, started pushing her companion the driver and aggressively shouted something, which the driver responded to. Two men pulled Yana off down the forest road. “Let her go!” Nathan shouted.
The driver shouted back in Russian and set off after her. One of the men pulled a pistol and shot him twice in the chest and the driver fell, rolled and became still. The man with the gun aimed it at Nathan. Yana pushed him as he fired, and his aim was wide. Nathan ran off into the forest, his breathing ragged, adrenaline pumping. He’d never been shot at before. Finally, he turned and saw Yana being dragged down the rough road. Shit, what a goddamn balls up. It must be the Russians; they must have been suspicious. She’d be interrogated or worse. He made his way after her down the rough road, and within a mile there it was; a large cabin, two really, connected together. There were lights on. That was it, that’s where she’d be.
Damn it. He’d been sent here to escort and help her, and she’d been captured after a few miles. He didn’t know how, but he’d have to try to get her out.
“Nathan, you’re one mother of an idiot.”
* * *
“YOU’RE LUCKY GOREVOY is nearby, he’s on his way, Ukrainian bitch. Then we’ll find out what you’re up to.”
She was tied to a chair. He slapped her again.
“Gryaznaya Ukranovskaya suka.” Dirty Ukrainian bitch.
She was slapped and questioned repeatedly. Fifteen minutes later, there came the sound of a car drawing up outside. A man walked into the cabin; he stood flanked by two men. His expression was stern.
“What are you here for, suka?”
“I’m here to speak to a man of importance.”
“And who might that be?”
“Ustyugov.”
The man laughed. “He doesn’t talk to shit like you. What are you here for?”
“To talk to Usty…” Gorevoy slapped her again. It went on for ten minutes.
“Tell me what you’re here for, suka.”
“To talk to Usty…” He slapped her, then pulled up her shirt and ripped off her bra.
“Tell me or I let them play with you.”
She sat there sullen and ignored him.
“I’ve seen you on American TV. You’re a fucking traitor. You hate us. You hate Mother Russia.” Gorevoy looked to the two men. “Play with them.”
The two men rubbed her boobs and then sucked them. She pulled a sour face.
“That’s enough now.”
They stood away from her.
“Tell me or next time I’ll let them play with that thing.” He pointed between her legs.
“I want to speak with Ust…”
The man sighed. “Pull her jeans off.” They undid the button and started to pull them down. They were soon off, and her panties were next, they were tossed onto her jeans.
“Not bad,” said Gorevoy. “Not bad for a traitor suka.”
He turned to one of his men. “Is she worth it? Her body isn’t bad is it?” The man nodded.
“Then help yourselves, men. Her pussy is yours. Traitors deserve rape. She looks like she’s asking for it. Do with her what you will.”
Yana knew she’d failed. It had been for nothing. She closed her eyes and shook her head. No, please no.



Chapter 6

GOREVOY WATCHED AS the first man lifted her legs onto his shoulders and started to unfasten his belt. He wondered if his leader had other ideas for her? Maybe he wanted her for himself?
“Wait. Stop.”
He took out his cell phone and dialled.
“Sir, I caught the Ukrainian bitch from American TV.” Gorevoy nodded. “Yes Sir. Yana Borisova. I didn’t ask her, she wants to speak to you.”
“Here bitch. Speak to him.”
She took the phone.
“What do you want, Yana?” said Ustyugov.
She’d use the password.
“I have an invite to Boris’s birthday.”
Ustyugov started. “And when is his birthday?”
“On the third of March.”
Ustyugov raised his eyebrows. “At what time? And what place?” he asked.
She slowly replied, “The time of the Owl. The cave of green.”
“It’s food?”
“A bridge to France.”
He was amazed she knew the codes. “What do you want?”
“First I want these shits to cover my tits over and pull my pants back up.” She passed the man the phone; he told the two men to cover her and then passed the phone back to her.
“Now what, Yana?”
“You thought I was a traitor, I think you now know I’m not.”
“I agree. We thought you were. But your broadcasts; they were anti-Russian.” He closed his eyes. He was speaking to the traitor, to the bitch. It was difficult to believe that she may not be what she seemed. “Why, Yana? Why did you do that?”
“I lived amongst them, criticized and cursed Russia in order to gain their trust. I hated what I said, but it was a deceit. The Americans needed to think I was on their side. I needed to gain their trust. It’s taken longer than you know, but I now have that trust. I know what they plan for Mother Russia; I know all of it. The CIA has sent me on a mission to contact the Ukrainian resistance, as they call it.”
Ustyugov scowled. “Our people, once they caught you, they planned punishment for a traitor’s resistance.”
“It’s not those fools who matter. It’s what the Americans plan that does. I had to take the risk, I had to try to contact you. Ustyugov. The Americans see an opportunity. The Ukraine unrest gives them a pretext. It gives them a pretext to carry out something. Something that will be of great harm to the Motherland.”
Ustyugov could see this was an opportunity; the Kremlin would be pleased with him. If her information was critical enough.
“What is their plan?”
She told him at great length of the American plans. All the details. She left nothing out.
Ustyugov smiled, this would be of great interest to the Kremlin. Vital interest.
“You must come to the Kremlin with me.”
“No. Ustyugov. I must return to the Americans. They must be convinced that I made contact with the resistance. You have the information now, you can visit the leadership alone.”
“Yes, Yana. That’s good, I’ll see to it that you return to them.”
“We will speak again Ustyugov.” She hung up.
She looked at him.
Outside she knew Nathan would be trying to rescue her. He needed help.
“Now Gorevoy. Ustyogov told us to keep an eye out. Put a guard outside, you’ve enough men. Do it.”
Gorevoy turned to one of his men. “Outside. Do as she says.” The man walked to the door and left.
“I’ve got what I wanted, I spoke to Ustyogov,” she smiled. “Now I want something more.”
“Anything.”
“I’ve lived in America for a long time. I’ve come to like things. Things only men can give me. Pull up my shirt up again and pull down my jeans. Hit me.” Gorevoy hesitated. “I said hit me, now.”
He hit her with his fist.
“Now the shirt, jeans and panties,” she nodded to one of the men, “he can do it.”
Two men pulled up her shirt, roughly pulled down her jeans and panties. They started their rough work on her, beating, slapping.
“Harder. Hit me Harder.” They hit her again. “Hit me again, hard.” Gorevoy couldn’t believe she wanted this, but she obviously did.
“Now fuck me. Come on, do it.” The men looked at him. With her eyes wide and nostrils flared, she spread her legs.
“I want cock.”
“You heard what the slut wants. Give it to her.”
* * *
NATHAN CROUCHED AMONG thick evergreens eight yards from the cabin, it was quiet. He couldn’t hear sounds from inside, no one seemed to be outside either. She was in there he knew it, but how the hell was he going to get her out? She’d been captured by the Russians or their Ukrainian minions. God only knows what they’d do with her. He had to get inside, but how?
There were three in there with her and at least one was armed. He’d no gun, how could he do it? First, he’d have to carry out a recce, find out more about the place. He set off clockwise, skirting the undergrowth. A sound, it was a car approaching. The headlights played over the cabin. He lay among the bushes for concealment. Three men got out and went inside. Damn, thought Nathan, there were six of them now. He circled the cabin trying to hear what was going on, searching for a way in. He found a pile of large rough sticks, it was the best he could do, so he picked one up. A distraction, it was all he could think of. Could he start a fire?
He searched what seemed like a storage area. He heard a sound, a door. The front door? He was almost back to the front door when a man emerged and walked counter-clockwise towards him. Twigs under the man’s feet snapped. Nathan pulled back into the bushes by the first trees. Keep quiet, he mustn’t be seen. The man drew level, he’d a dark coat on and a woolly hat. He passed just yards from Nathan, he was now five yards away with his back turned. This may be his chance. Nathan rushed him and hit him with the stick. The man groaned and rolled onto his back, and his hands reached up for Nathan’s neck. Nathan pushed back, but the man was too strong, and he felt the hand gripping his throat. He felt himself choking and pushed against the hands that were gripping, gripping the life out of him. Desperate, he still had the stick. He did the last thing he wanted to, he took his hands away from his neck. He let the man squeeze his throat. Nathan pulled down the stick hard across the back of the man’s neck and pulled him in towards him. He pulled and pulled as hard as he could. The man’s hands couldn’t squeeze as hard. Nathan pulled the stick and crushed the man’s neck against his shoulder. Harder, longer. The man struggled. He was weaker now, finally, the struggle left him. Nathan pulled and pulled when he knew it wasn’t needed. The man was dead, choked. Still Nathan pulled, his blood was up. Finally, he stopped. His breath was ragged, his arms ached. He went through the man’s pockets. In a jacket side pocket, he found a pistol. He took it, stood and brushed his hand through his hair. This was it.
* * *
YANA HATED IT. SHE was hit and bitten. They roughly rubbed and slapped her boobs and pussy. One of them started to take off his jeans, and his eyes had one thing in them. Brutal rape.
There was a thwack of wood, and the door burst open. Nathan came in holding up a pistol. A Makarov noticed Gorevoy, he must have taken it from his man outside.
“Freeze, motherfuckers.” Gorevoy and his underlings took a chance and ran out of the back door.
Nathan didn’t shoot, he knew it might provoke a firefight.
“Jeez, Yana.”
She sat there; her bra, jeans and panties had been pulled off. There were bruises on her face.
He walked over to her, brushed the hair from her eyes and stroked her cheek. She noticed the concern in his eyes.
“Come on. Let’s get you back to the boat.” He untied her and helped her to dress. “It’s over now Yana. You’re safe.”
She sobbed. “Thank you, Nathan. Thank you.” She held him and sobbed. “Thank you.”
They made their way outside to a waiting car.
* * *
“IT’LL BE DAWN SOON Nathan. We must stay in the forest until tonight. There are several hunting lodges around here, we’ll look for one and stay until nightfall.”
An hour or so later she spotted a cabin in the forest; there were a few snacks inside. They helped themselves. Nathan got the stove going, it would provide some heat.
Yana hadn’t gone through an experience like that one before. The rough abuse, the hate. It was… she shuddered. She needed tender compassion.
“Nathan. There’s a bunk with just two blankets.”
“It’ll do for you. I’ll sleep in the chair.”
Yana smirked. “No. there’s not much heat and nothing to do until dark.” She started to undress.
“Yana, what…?”
“Come on, we’ve all day; what are you waiting for?” She smiled as she dropped her panties. “We can keep each other warm.”
He considered for a second or two whether he should climb in with this naked siren. It was fourteen hours or so until dark and it seemed the right thing to do. That was his excuse anyway.
After dark they were soon back in Novoazovs’k. All was quiet. There was no one about. They entered the alleyway by the car dealership. Nathan found the torch still hidden behind the paint cans. He waited until the time and then signalled. Nothing. He signalled again.
“There, that’s it.” There was a light out at sea. Soon they were picked up by the inflatable boat.
“All well sir?” asked Seaman Tamingly. “Did you get what you were after?”
“He did,” said Yana smiling, “he got more than he expected.”
Back on board the NYC, she asked permission to transmit an encrypted message to the CIA.
“Of course,” said Franks.
After Yana sent the message, she looked at him. “Is it possible to link up with the phone system?”
“What? The regular phone system?” She nodded. He shrugged, Franks didn’t know.
“Communications. Can we make a phone call?”
“A phone call, sir?”
“Yes. How many billion did this thing cost, and you mean we can’t make a phone call?”
“Yes, sir I can. I’ve just never been asked before.”
“Let her make one then.” He made the connection.
She punched the Washington number in on a keyboard and it rang.
“Hello, Saul’s Stamps.”
“Hello, it’s Marie. Do you have any 1850 Brazilian Goats eyes?”
“I can get the stamp for you.”
“Thanks, I’ll call in.”
She hung up. “Thank you, Captain.”
Within an hour a message was received after the boat made a regular satellite communications report prior to the dive. Franks found Yana in the Galley.
“I’ve just received a message from your people. CIA I guess, via CINCUSNAVEUR NAVAL FORCES EUROPE. We’re to proceed to Trabzon immediately. You’ll fly via Trabzon and Ankara to Washington for a meeting. We’ll get there early afternoon. We’ll meet the two men who brought you in their boat. I’ll take a chance with a brief surface offshore.” Franks pointed to the serving hatch. “You’re in luck. Mexican tonight, they’re good at it.”
MOSCOW.
A DARK BLUE MERCEDES limousine pulled up to the Kremlin gate. A guard checked papers and looked at the occupants, then waved the limousine inside. She climbed out and entered the Grand Kremlin palace with two plain clothed guards either side of her.
The hall was large and opulent, covered in marble and gold, and at its centre was a large desk with several uniformed men sat around it. One wore a suit.
The Director of the Main Directorate of the Russian General Staff, or GRU, took her place at the table, nodding to the other guests. Olga Andreeva looked at the high Military Council. It was her first meeting. She’d served as Lieutenant General in the GRU, Military Intelligence Corps.
Present was the Director of the SVR RF Pavel Ivanov, he was responsible for the security of external affairs, succeeding the First Chief Directorate of the KGB.
The Minister of Defense along with the Chief of General Staff, Gerasimov. Fleet Admiral Chirkov. Colonel General Komarov of the Russian Aerospace forces. The President walked in and sat. All gathered knew he was a man of few words. When he wanted it done, it had better be done quickly. His one passion was tea. He waited until it was served from the Samovar. Only Darjeeling Tea from West Bengal, India would do. He took a sip and savoured it.
“Speak, Ivanov.”
“Sir, the SVR RF have information that NATO, led by the Americans is planning a move against us.”
“How reliable is this information, Andreeva?”
“Sir we agree. It’s unwelcome, but reliable. They are taking advantage of the unrest in Ukraine. It’s not unexpected,” she said.
“Admiral Chrikov?”
“We agree sir. NATO could be gathering to push into the Black Sea.”
“Could be, Admiral? I don’t deal with ‘could’. I only what is and isn’t.”
“NATO says it’s an impromptu exercise, sir.” Chirkov shrugged. “I don’t deal with intentions, only capabilities.”
The President looked at his wristwatch. “I don’t want to waste time. This is a military matter. Have you discussed this in detail?”
“Yes President, we have,” said Chief of General Staff, Gerasimov.
“What is your solution Gerasimov?”
“Sir, we recommend executing Operation Black Storm.”
The President stood, he knew it was a very big step and would have serious consequences. “Then execute Black Storm immediately.” The President turned and left. He knew they’d carry out his wishes.
WASHINGTON DC.
SHE SAW THE BESPECTACLED man on his way towards her, and put down the phone. He’d arranged to meet her at Dulles and drive her to Langley.
They passed down the long corridor then turned into the side corridor. The man called an elevator. Bruce walked in and swiped his card across a reader. The elevator ascended, then opened onto a long corridor lined with broad-leaved plants where a cleaner worked on a row of plants. They finally came to the office.
“Hi Elle, I’m back.”
The woman gave her a weak smile, took her pass and ran it through a scanner. Yana had to hold her fingers over the fingerprint scanners.
The woman smiled at her. “Ok Miss Borisova, he’s waiting.” Yana walked into his old English drawing room office. Owen stepped forward and shook her hand.
“Hi, Yana. Tea, coffee?”
“Thanks, I’ll have coffee please.” Own nodded. His bespectacled assistant poured the coffees. Owen gestured to a large dark leather couch. Yana sat.
His assistant set the coffees down on a low dark wood table.
“I’ll be outside Sir, if you need me.”
“Thanks Bruce.” He left.
“Oreos?”
Yana smiled. “Yes, I’ll have one.”
“So how did it go? Not too well I think, judging by the bruising. You’re getting a black eye.”
She smiled. “On contry, it did.”
“It’s pronounced ‘on the contrary’,” said Owen, frowning. “You were picked up by the pro Russians. We need to go for option two. We pulled you out to get the information needed, to give option two the best chance of success.”
She smiled and shook her head. “No, Owen. It was a success. The men who captured me; they were pretending to be Russian sympathisers, but they were DRP.”
Owen narrowed his eyes. “They were DRP?”
She nodded. “Yes. We have to be careful, Russian sympathisers are plentiful. It’s easier to hide amongst them by appearing to be one.”
“But the beatings they gave you? Did they…?”
“Did they rape me? No, they didn’t. But I’d have taken it. It must look real. They were my people.”
Owen frowned, to go through that must have been hard.
“We have spies planted deep in their system. Ukraine and Russia go back to the days of the Soviet Union. We were close. It was one-sided, mostly, but close. I was told what the Russians plan to do, Owen.”
He poured her another coffee. This had the taste of truth about it. “Go on Yana; what do you know of their plans?”
She gathered her wits about her. “Their fear is that NATO will take advantage of the Ukraine situation. They believe that the evidence points to something they dread. The Russians believe that NATO is planning a large naval deployment into the Black Sea, that it will seek to dominate the area by basing itself at the Golkuc naval base on the Sea of Marmara, near Istanbul. The Black Sea ports of Sinop and Trabzon will be expanded to deploy a large naval force. They have plans showing that eventually NATO will base forces and deploy from Odessa in the Ukraine itself.”
“There are no such plans,” said Owen dismissively.
She smirked. “They would say; can you be sure? Is it not possible that plans are being hatched by a group in the Pentagon?”
“There isn’t, I can tell you that.”
Yana stood and poured them both a coffee.“What matters is that they think that there is.” She passed him the coffee. She spoke as though she was older than her years. “Owen. That’s the real world and we must live in it.” She sat. “The Russian President has ordered Operation Black Storm,” she fixed him with a firm gaze. “Preparations will be underway now. There won’t be much time.”
He was intrigued. “What is Operation Black Storm?”
Yana stood and folded her arms. “Was it the Chinese military strategist Sun Tzu who framed the tactic, the best form of defense is attack?”



Chapter 7

A LOUD ‘WHOOP, WHOOP’ sound beat the air above Sevastopol. A Kamov Ka-27 anti-submarine helicopter made its way across the bay. Two men walked along a road overlooking the isthmus.
I used to want to do that when I was younger.”
“You Isaak, flying those things. Not for me. I don’t care for them, they have their uses; but not for me,” said Captain Orlov, laughing.
“I did once, but not now.” They walked into Peter’s and took a table on the left.
“Two big ones,” said Kuzma.
“You want Kirov’s stuff?” asked Peter.
“Yes, his Vodka is better than that normal shit. But we’re only allowed three, OK?”
“Ok, two Kirov’s coming up. You want burgers, onions?”
“You feed us like Hank the Yank. You’re a bad man. Yes, go on, why not.”
Peter served them the vodka. “There you are, Captains. Are you going out to sea today?”
“No,” said Isaak Sokolov, “some maintenance today.”
After a few minutes, Peter served the burgers. “ Fine sirs I bet they don’t serve those on a submarine.”
“We’ll take you out on one when we do a test dive. You can cook.”
Peter smiled. “Not with all that nuclear shit down there.”
The two laughed and tucked into their burgers.
“How is Volk?” asked Kuzma.
“She’s nearly ready. We’ve had a couple of software wizards on board upgrading the Mk 540. It needed it.”
Captain Kuzma Orlov smiled. “Yes, I had them aboard Leopard two months ago. The 540’s good at times, but you’ll find the sonar is a lot better after the upgrade.” The two Captains eventually left Peter’s and walked off down the hill.
“Look, Kuzma. There’s a fine sight.”
“Yes, Isaak. There’s a beauty about the beast, and that sight’s the proof.”
Alongside the pier were two Akula class submarines. The Leopard and the Volk.
“The Leopard and the Wolf, two of the most beautiful and deadly hunters that there are.”
The two boats were a work of underwater beauty. Three hundred and sixty two feet long by 45 feet in the beam. When you faced an Akula, you faced 12,700 tons of submerged hell with a curved sleek hull and swept sail. The protruding teardrop shaped pod raised above her stern streamed her passive towed array sonar. Up forward she had eight torpedo tubes arranged in two horizontal rows of four. She was quiet; the submarine’s ace card. Even the USN admitted that.
A car pulled up to a stop.
A sailor climbed out and saluted Captain Orlov, the squadron commander.
“Sir, we have an urgent communication from Fleet Command. It’s War State two.”
Orlov hadn’t expected that today. He motioned to his friend and colleague.
“Come on Isaak, get in.”
The men climbed into the car and it made its way down to the pier. Sokolov followed Orlov onto the boat’s deck, the Captains climbed the Leopard’s sail and made their way into the control room.
The XO saluted, Orlov returned it.
“Pavel, let’s look.” The Communications Officer handed the slip to Orlov. He let Captain Sokolov look over his shoulder.
* * *
ВОЕННОЕ ГОСУДАРСТВО 2
RNAZ 864T33 BSF
СЕВЕРНЫЙ ФЛОТ НАВИАЛЬНЫЕ СИЛЫ РОССИИ. NF7Y902
ЧЕРНОМОРСКИЙ ФЛОТ
В ЛЕОПАРД
ФЛОТ НАВИАЛЬНЫЕ // ID N7FF5IK //
MSGID / ФЛОТ НАВИАЛЬНЫЕ ФАКТИЧЕСКИЙ //
HАЧАЛО СООБЩЕНИЯ: //
ПУТЬ К МОРЕ НЕМЕДЛЕННО. ВЫПОЛНИТЬ ЭКСПЛУАТАЦИЮ ЧЕРНЫЙ ШТОР.
CООБЩЕНИЕ ЗАКАНЧИВАЕТСЯ//

* * *
TRANSLATION:
WAR STATE 2
RNAZ 864T33 BSF
NORTHERN FLEET NAVAL FORCES RUSSIA. NF7Y902
VIA BLACK SEA FLEET
TO LEOPARD
NORTHEN FLEET// ID N7FF5IK//
MSGID/NORTHEN FLEET ACTUAL//
MSG BEGINS://
PUT TO SEA IMMEDIATELY. EXECUTE OPERATION BLACK STORM.
MSG END//

“That’s it Isaak. Operation Black Storm.” He turned to his comrade. “It means only one thing.”
“Yes, Kuzma. We’re at war.”
Captain Orlov had dreaded the day; yet he’d yearned for it too. As squadron commander, he’d lead the two boats. “Put to sea, Sokolov. I’ll flash signal you west of the breakwater.”
“Aye sir.” Captain Isaak Sokolov left the Leopard and returned to the Volk.
The two Akula class boats passed the breakwater in bright sunlight, with a strong breeze from the north.
Captain Orlov looked out over the ocean; she was a glorious sight. To his starboard side was Volk, pushing her way gracefully against the waves. Orlov flashed his signal light to his comrade on Volk’s sail. It was acknowledged. He flashed out his signal.
It was an adaptation of Foreign Secretary Molotov’s message after Germany's invasion of June 1941.
“Each one of us must demand of himself and of others discipline, organization and self-denial worthy of real Russian patriots, in order to provide for all the needs of the Army, Navy and Air Force, to ensure victory over the enemy.”
Orlov climbed down into the sail, closed and sealed the hatches.
He looked around the control room, his crew were ready, they knew this was no ordinary patrol.
“Flood forward one and two. Open and trim all vents fore and aft. Make for depth. Planesman, down bubble ten, make your depth one hundred metres. Speed 20 kmh.”
On that bright sunlit day, Leopard and Volk slid below the waves, down into the dark depths of the Black Sea.
THE OVAL OFFICE. WASHINGTON DC.
THE CHIEF OF NAVAL Operations Admiral Manning sat after finishing his presentation.
“Did we have any advance warning of this Operation Black Storm?” asked NSA Collins.
“No,” said the Director of the CIA.
“There was a lot of static flying over Ukraine, but that’s what you’d expect.”
“Mr President. I request that we go immediately to DEFCON 3,” said the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff.
“Do it,” said the President.
“So the Russians can just do it,” said NSA Collins. He shrugged and raised his palms. “Just mobilise the Black Sea Fleet and flood out of the Black Sea into the Med, and that’s it? The sixth Fleet just has to put up with it?”
“Pretty much, yes,” replied Admiral Manning.
“So just how big is this Black Sea Fleet?” asked NSA Collins. “What are we facing?”
Admiral Manning took a document out of his brief wallet.
“One Guided Missile Cruiser, one Guided Missile Destroyer, five Guided Missile Frigates, six Diesel Attack Submarines, seven Landing Ships, seven Corvettes, eight Minesweepers, eight Guided Missile or ASW boats. Air power: 25th Independent Anti-submarine Helicopter Regiment with 20 helicopters. 43rd Independent Naval Shturmovik Air Squadron with 22 Su-24M strike aircraft. They have some ships and submarines transferred from the Northern Fleet.” The Admiral looked up over his glasses. “All in all, it’s a very sizable force. It’s to be treated with great respect.”
The NSA sat back and sighed. “So, this is revenge for our infiltration of Sevastopol and the sinking of their Kilo submarine?”
The Director of the CIA crossed his arms on the table. “There is some background to this. You’ll all be aware of Russia’s activities in the Eastern Ukraine. We have an asset who’s made contact with the Ukraine resistance. We’ve had some notice that the Russians were looking to make a move. From what we can tell, Sevastopol and the Kilo are smokescreens.”
“The Russians in Sevastopol did open fire first on the USS New York City. The Kilo was about to attack,” said Admiral Manning.
The Director of the CIA carried on. “Like I said: smokescreens. Let’s face it, Admiral, we did infiltrate their main naval base with an SSN. It did feed their hawks. We think they fear a move by us into the Black Sea over the Ukraine situation. They expect us to take advantage of the crisis. So, this Fleet flooding out into the Med is to counter that.”
The President held his hand up. “But we weren’t planning a move into the Black Sea.”
“Mr President. If I may sum up,” said The Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff. “The Russians have long wanted to reaffirm their control of the Black Sea and to dominate or nearly so, the Eastern Mediterranean. The Ukraine situation aided by Sevastopol and the Kilo gives them a way to do it.”
“Our analysis backed up by our asset’s contacts with the Ukraine resistance, reinforces this,” added the Director of the CIA.
The Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, went on. “Think of it this way. You wish to dominate the Black Sea, Ukraine and the eastern Mediterranean. Your push into the Ukraine puts the west’s nose out of joint. They run a recce into Sevastopol with one of their nukes, you chase it out and, in the process, you lose a Kilo. Now you have your justification. It was the west’s provocation; we were just ensuring our southern flank’s stability. That’s it gentlemen. They have their justification for Black Storm. They’ll say, the west caused us to do it.”
“We have to warn our forces,” said the NSA.
“Also reinforce the 6th Fleet and USEUCOM European command.” The Chairman added.
“We’ll ratchet up our readiness posture. I’ll see what we have immediately available to help protect the Bosporus.”
THE BLACK SEA.
USS NEW YORK CITY MADE her way slowly near the surface, her masts protruded above the waves.
“What’s our position update?” asked Franks.
“Sir, we’re approx 100 miles west north west of Istanbul.”
Franks considered the situation. What would the Russians be up to now? It was time to head north west off the Russian coast, towards the Crimea, then sit there quietly, listen and watch.
“Flood forward. Open and trim vents fore and aft. Make for depth. Planesman, down bubble 15, make your depth 360. Speed 15 knots. What’s my course to Sevastopol?”
“Forty three degrees Sir.”
“Planesman, you heard the man.”
“Forty three at fifteen knots, Aye Sir.” The boat vented air and started its descent.
“Sir,” said Commander Krupa, the boat’s Communications Officer. He handed Captain Franks a communications slip. “This just came in from CINCUSNAVEUR sir.”
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Franks read the document, then opened the transmission on his monitor. He frowned and read it again. Then detached his tablet.
“Commander Krupa. Acknowledge transmission.”
“Aye sir.”
Franks turned and walked aft, he looked over his shoulder.
“XO, Blake. Wardroom, now. War committee.”
* * *
THE THREE MEN SAT AT the table. They were the war committee, the boat’s unofficial inner circle. They’d discuss freely and informally the boat’s offensive and defensive options. First names were used. Captain Franks had spent time on exchange with a Royal Navy submarine, and he’d learned the practice there, where they conducted what they called a Chinese Parliament. You could say what you wished, rank didn’t matter. If you thought the Captain was wrong, you’d say so.
The Captain passed out the document for the two of them to read.
He waited until they completed it, then let them both see the document on the tablet.
“So,” said Franks, “the Russians have set what they call War Condition Two, meaning war is expected and imminent. All units are weapons free. ROE unlimited. They expect the Ukraine crises to get worse and the situation to provoke a full mobilisation by NATO. It’s got out of hand. The Arbat staff have the button under their finger. What do you say?”
General Staff wass located in Moscow on Znamenka Street in the Arbat District. With the Ministry of Defense building and several staff directorate office buildings nearby, it forms what’s known as the "Arbat military district." Often referred to by military personnel as the supreme command of the Russian Armed Forces.
* * *
“HAVE WE RESPONDED?” asked the XO.
“We’ve gone to DEFCON 3. Some Chiefs wanted to go to DEFCON 2, so I think we can call it DEFCON 3+. The shit’s hanging and is ready to drop.”
“And the fan’s spinning fast, ” Lieutenant Commander Nathan Blake added.
“Full mobilisation of the Black Sea Fleet is a worrying sign,” said Franks.
“Have they ever carried out this Eastern flood deployment before? As an exercise?” asked Blake.
“No,” said Franks. “They intend to deploy all surface and subsurface units out into the Black Sea, through the Bosporus and into the Med. All units are ROE free. If you look at appendix 2, they have advanced plans to deploy the VDV — they’re airborne units — to the Bosporus. The 56th Brigade at Kamyshin in the Southern Military district has been mobilised.” Franks sat forward and fixed Cortez and Nathan with a hard stare. “If you’re going to move your Fleet through the Bosporus, you need to control it. For that, you need boots on the ground.”
“Surely Karl, the Turkish army would defeat them? It’s their largest city,” said the XO.
“The Turks will throw their rattles out of their cots.”
Franks nodded. “They would defeat the Russians, the document agrees. However, how quickly? They only have to occupy the strait for long enough to get the Fleet through.”
“Can you imagine?” said Cortez. “The whole Black Sea Fleet, ROE free, and sailing by Istanbul. It’s like the Russian Pacific Fleet sailing under the Golden Gate bridge.”
Cortez shook his head. “Not much we can do about it. The whole Black Sea Fleet against us; just one boat.”
Nathan grinned. “Gabriel, maybe there is something we can do?”
“Yeah, like what?”
At length Nathan explained his plan; there was a growing incredulity, followed by some shock.
Cortez leaned across the table. “Blake. That’s fucking madness.”
“But it might work.” Nathan smiled.
The XO looked to the Captain. “Karl. It’s crazy.”
“It is,” Franks agreed. “But work it out, Nathan. Write it up. It’s a long shot, but it’s a possibility. I’ll contact CINCUSNAVEUR and ask her to work directly with you.” He sat back and stared at the ceiling. “Nathan, you have a way of summing the situation up.” He smirked. “A lesson from history.” Franks looked pensively into the distance, then turned and looked at Nathan. “Let’s hope it works out better than the first time, because you know what? I think we might just have to do it.”



Chapter 8

LATER THAT SAME WATCH, Nathan approached Captain Franks at his Conn. “Sir, I’d like some advice.”
“Ok Lieutenant Commander, we’ll go into my cabin.”
Nathan had never been in Captain Franks’ cabin. Franks pointed to a small chair, while he sat on his bunk.
“Sir, it’s looking like a big one. CINCUSNAVEUR is committing the 6th Fleet, there’s an MEU in the area. Nothing’s been said, but it’s certain that the USAF will be involved. I’d like some direction, sir.”
Franks pursed his lips and looked into the distance. “It’s a big picture operation. That’s bigger than you’ve been used to, so just assume you’re up to it. I think you’ll do well. But if you don’t, then they’ll know it was a lot for a Commander in the USN submarine service to take on. You’ll be given some slack. As far as the op’s concerned, we’re taking on a superior foe, so play to our strengths. Let them think they’re winning. They’ll be overconfident. Appear weak against their strength. If you get the chance, read up on Hannibal.”
“Hannibal?”
“Yeah, the Punic wars, Rome against Carthage. The Elephant’s crossing of the Alps guy. Study his tactics. Military genius.”
“I’ll try sir, thanks.”
* * *
NATHAN TOOK TO HIS bunk with his laptop and drew up his plan; it had to be flexible but bold. He had to do what the enemy expected, but be ready to trick them. It took him time and several times he had to consult the boat’s electronic libraries.
He made his way to the control room. “Sir, I need to request information from The Department of the Navy. I’ll have to go through CINCUSNAVEUR.”
Franks nodded. “Come to periscope depth, speed five knots. Commander Krupa. Float the communications buoy.”
Nathan transmitted his request for information to the DoN. Later, he downloaded the files he’d requested.
“Down bubble fifteen, make your depth two sixty. Blake, before you get on with that, get some food and some sleep,” said Franks. “You’re no good to the Navy if you’re half asleep. Do it now.”
“Sir.” He took his time and slept. He spent time in the Wardroom at the desk, reading, writing and drinking coffee. Nathan worked on. Finally, the next day he handed a RAM stick to Captain Franks.
“Sir, I have the outlines of Operation VOROTA ready.”
Franks loaded it into his comm slot and read it on the monitor. He looked at Nathan with an odd mix of respect and dismay. Franks questioned Nathan on the plan, he was dubious. It was brilliant and yet stupid.
But needs must when the Lord of Chaos drives.
“Go with it. And God help us.”
“Sir.” Nathan handed the stick to the Communications Officer.
“Commander Krupa, send this to CINCUSNAVEUR.”
“Ok, Nathan.”
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NSA NAPLES. ITALY. The next day.
The Petty Officer knocked on the door. The brass panel read ‘Commander US 6th Fleet’.
He entered. “Sir. This is in from the USS New York City.”
“Thanks.”
Vice Admiral Rebecca G Marino read the communication and the action document attached. It had the Chief of Naval Operations authorisation.
“Jeez…”
She called the Petty Officer. “Perez, get Captains Hailey and Bruch in here, ASAP. Also that USMC officer. The Colonel. If he’s still around here.”
The two Captains entered the room, and she passed them copies of the document. The two men were her tactical sounding boards, they bounced ideas off each other. It took them a while to read, and there were a few exclamations of surprise.
“We actually did this, Admiral?”
“Yes. It’s all accurate. Some of it is conjecture, but it’s reasonable.”
“I know this is all real,” said Captain Bruch, “the Ukraine crisis is getting hot, but this hot?”
“I was talking to the Pentagon,” she said, “they have this too. They’re sold on it, big style. The Chief of Naval Operations wants us to work with this.” She read the document again in discussion with the two Captains.
“Ok,” she said, “in the US Navy, what the CNO wants, the CNO gets. This Lieutenant Commander Blake. He’s the man in the loop with the acting rank of Captain. Get what he asks for.”
“What’s our Operation name for this, sir?”
“Use what he’s called it, VOROTA. I don’t know what it means, but it’ll do.”
Later that day an officer in Greens reported to the Officer Comanding NSA Naples.
A female PO sat at the reception. “Sir, I’ll see if she’s available.”
Petty Officer Perez entered the Admiral’s office, she soon returned.
“She’s ready Sir.” He walked into Vice Admiral Marino’s office.
“Hello, Colonel.” She shook hands with him.
“Hello, sir. Colonel Tonroe. USMC 24th Marine Expeditionary Unit. At your disposal.” The Colonel looked the part, he was a rough and tough jarhead officer. She knew that what you saw, was what you got. It went with the Corps ethos.
“Sit Colonel. You want a coffee?”
“Yes sir.”
She had two brought in by PO Perez.
“Did you receive a change of orders from the Commandant of The Marines?”
“Yes sir, I’m to place the 24th MEU under your orders.”
“As a ground pounder, you’re the authority on ground operations here. So Colonel, let’s work this one out together.” She opened up a map and placed it on her desk. “This is Istanbul and the Bosporus, it’s our area of operations. I have the rundown on other forces who are likely to be in theatre. Both allies and opposition.”
“Sir, what are we up against?”
“The Russian VDV, airborne units.” She sat back. “Are you aware of them?”
“Yeah, they’re something like the Rangers.” Admiral Marino frowned. “Oh don’t worry sir. That makes ‘em like pussys.” He shrugged. “Sorry, Sir.”
“That’s ok. They’ll be looking to seize territory adjacent to and dominating the Bosporus. They may attempt to take the city’s airport. We’re there to stop ‘em.”
Colonel Tonroe looked over the map.
“Let’s see sir. If I was planning to control this area for a limited period of time, coz that’s all they’ll get, where would I be?”
THE USS NEW YORK CITY.
NATHAN KNEW HE WAS in way over his head. What do I think I’m doing? I’ve just recommended a radical action to the goddamn Pentagon. To the CNO himself. What the hell am I doing, just who the fuck do I think I am?
Three hours later he had his reply.
Franks read it first. “Here Nathan.” Franks grinned.
“I should say acting Captain Blake.”
Nathan opened his mouth.
“Shut that thing. You’re promoted, for now. CNO’s orders. We’re on, and we have new ROE. We’re weapons free.”
Nathan read the message again. He rubbed his temples. He’d really got a tiger by the tail now. He hoped he was right and wished he wasn’t, too. There was nothing else for it now, he was up to his neck in it. He knew that if he was wrong he was in deep shit. However, if he was right, he was also in deep shit.
Acting Captain. What the hell?
“I may as well assume that I’m right.”
Nathan smiled; you can pick them, can’t you?
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This was looking like becoming a much bigger turmoil than he’d thought.
Nathan walked into the control room.
“Ah, Blake. Nosey may have something for you,” said Franks.
“Go on Nosey.”
“Sir, I’ve detected multiple tracks leaving Sevastopol and the Sea of Azov, heading south. Surface and subsurface contacts.”
“Any numbers yet, Nosey?”
“Too early to say sir. But a lot.”
“Keep listening.”
Franks looked around his control room. It was busy and compact, filled with banks of control screens with staff operating them and speaking into headsets. He walked over to the sonar console. “Any update on the Black Sea Fleet, Nosey?”
“I’m still getting southbound traffic, maybe some more than we had. Widespread deployment, but all southbound sir.”
He’d seen a report on deployments south by the Russian fleet and it was extensive. It was time to take a closer look.
“Pigeon, get me a course to a point, 100 miles south of Sevastopol.”
“The center point of the Black Sea, sir?”
“Yes.”
“Then why didn’t you ask sir?”
“You’re cheeky, Erica Lefevre.”
She smiled. “Three zero five degrees sir.”
“Planesman, three zero five, maintain your depth at two sixty feet, speed fifteen knots.”
“Three zero five, two sixty at fifteen sir.”
USS New York City made her way to the centre point of the Black Sea.
“Nosey, keep an ear out for Ivan. He’s on his way.”
RUSSIAN ASW AIR PATROL, central Black Sea.
“THAT’S IT, GRID 8A complete. Come to one eighty degrees for first run in grid 8B.”
The pilot banked the four engine turboprop Ilyushin Il-38 to the left and brought the wings level. A low pulsing rumble filled the fuselage as the four Ivchencko AI-20M turboprop engines pulled the aircraft around. They were on ASW patrol, south of the Crimean Peninsula.
The Il-38 was the equivalent of the Lockheed Orion.
“Ready sonobuoy drop.”
The message was transmitted to the operator crew back aft.
“Ready aye sir.”
“Designate stick 8B. Drop a 15 stick. Two minute intervals. Ready…wait…drop.”
A sonobuoy was ejected from the dispenser; it would float with its ariel extended and transmit any sounds it detected back to the aircraft.
“Do you think we’ll find him in this grid?” asked the operator.
“No. It’s a bit obvious,” said the pilot commander.
“The central Black Sea, why would he be out here?”
He knew the area had to be covered; just in case. They’d had intel that an American SSN was in the area. The aircraft flew a grid pattern, back and forward. It was pretty boring work. Fly a grid back and forward, move to the next grid and repeat. It had to be done, that was how you got a break. Just good, solid work.
“Here sir, we’re on grid 11A, stick two. This stick’s looking good.”
The operator waited, watching his returns. A return looked possible, looking possible, looking better and better. That was it.
“Contact contact. We’ve got a contact.”
He didn’t like to rely totally on automation. It sounded like a contact; he turned up the high frequency gain and listened again. Then he tried again with the low frequency gain up. The pilot commander turned to the operator and gave him the thumbs up.
“Well done. Good work.”
The operator smiled. He activated the computer's display, it gave depth direction, speed and screw count. Also, it gave an approximate lat and long.
“Designate contact as Alpha T.” He selected the ID option and indicated the global library. He waited; after several seconds it returned the message ID undetermined. He then selected NATO library and, after several seconds, it returned Virginia class 70 %.
“We’ll go down for a MAD run on Alpha T.”
The pilot commander dropped the engine speed and the Il-38 dived, he pulled and headed for the contact’s presumed location. A MAD was a magnetic anomaly detector; it detected changes in the earth’s magnetic field that a large metal contact like a submarine would make. The contact confirmed, positive ID.
The Commander got onto the secure transmission channel. “Black Sea Fleet from Fisher three. Black Sea Fleet from Fisher three.” He waited for the signal to bounce to the satellite and back.
“Fisher three from Black Sea Fleet, go ahead.”
“Flash, flash, flash. Contact with Yankee SSN; grid 21C. Depth 110, speed 15 knots, heading three zero degrees. We have a Virginia class resolution on contact. Manual confirmation positive. Requesting Alpha T prosecute. Weapon release.”
“Fisher three from Black Sea Fleet. Wait one.”
Several minutes went by. The pilot Commander waited. “Come on, come on. We still have contact?”
“Yes sir.”
“Fisher three, Black Sea Fleet. You have prosecute authorisation. Go for weapon release.”
The operator selected an APR-3E antisubmarine acoustic homing torpedo. The pilot dropped the aircraft to its optimum low level attack altitude.
“Contact datum two kilometres,” said the Weapons Officer. “One point three. Point eight, OPR engaged and green.”
“Operator?”
“Contact mark is go.”
“Running in,” said the pilot.
“Bingo on Alpha T. Drop, drop, drop.”
The operator released the torpedo, and the weapon dropped under a parachute until 100 feet altitude, then released and fell into the sea. Its acoustic sensor listened as the torpedo entered a helical dive, its active sonar pinging and searching the depths for the prey.



Chapter 9

NOSEY BRIEFLY CLOSED his eyes, his pulse quickened, and he ran his tongue across his dry mouth.
“Sonar. Fish in the water. Airdrop, searching. Range one point nine miles. The library has it typed as an APR-3E, acoustic homing, range two point two miles, bearing nine five degrees, speed 43 knots.”
“Come to two seven zero. All ahead full. Flood one, two. Emergency deep.”
NYC came to port and dived.
“Four hundred and thirty feet, 540 feet, 660 feet. Fish has acquired us motor active, diving.”
“Ready countermeasures starboard side.”
Fish range one point five miles. One mile. Point six miles. Eight hundred feet. Closing.” Franks counted down, the adrenalin flushing his stomach.
“Our depth 860 feet.” The hull groaned under the pressure at 60 feet below test depth. “Fish, range 570 feet. Fish now 300 feet.”
“Keep her diving.”
“Fish range, 150 feet and closing.”
Franks knew it was the time. “Blow all ballast. Deploy countermeasures starboard side. Hard to port.” The boat rose as the positive buoyancy kicked in. The pump jet propulsor pushed her upwards. The boat leaned hard to the left, and the crew hung on. The countermeasures hissed and blew air. They emitted sounds and vibrations like a spinning prop, attracting the torpedo. There was a hard thudding thump to the right as the fish blew up. The boat violently rocked and pushed left. The crew were rocked to and fro in the turbulence.
“Damage control report,” said the COB.
“Rear port ballast transfer pipe, under control,” came the engineer's reply. The boat came to a steady roll.
“Head north, they won’t expect that. Make your depth 500 feet,” said Franks. The boat headed to the north at ten knots.
“Nosey. Get a feel for what’s out there, then report. Take your time.”
“Sir.”
* * *
LONG MINUTES WENT BY.
“Nosey, give me a sitrep?” asked Franks.
“Sir, faint trace to the northwest. I can’t be sure. Recommend coming to vector 300.”
“Planesman come to bearing three zero degrees.”
“Three zero, aye sir.”
Franks watched Nosey, he looked down with his grey Bose headphones clampoed to his head, concentrating, listening. It was hard to wait, thought Franks, here they were cruising quietly towards who knew what? Whales humping? Up above could be a Helix ASW helicopter carrying a torpedo with their name on it.
Some people thought undersea warfare was glamorous. A clash of ship and submarine, with only one victor. Franks knew it was all just boring long waits, followed by brief terrifying action.
Nosey looked up. “Sir. Two Udaloy and two Sovremennyy class Destroyers widespread. Range 17 miles, heading south. Possible subsurface contact too, but we have weak returns.”
“A squadron formation,” said Franks.
“Warshot status, Lieutenant Commander Blake?”
“Tubes one to three Mk 48 CBASS, tube four Harpoon. Sir.”
“Load tubes one to three with Harpoon.”
“Aye sir.”
After several minutes Nathan called out. “All tubes Harpoon, sir.”
“Weaps. Get a firing solution on all Tangos. Up bubble 15. Come to periscope depth.”
Blake ran the firing solution acquisition. Many factors had to be taken into account; range, speed, heading, water temperature, salinity and target type. His fingers flicked over the touchscreen.
“Weaps, give me recommended optimum attack scenario?”
Blake thought it through. Four Destroyers, widespread, all probably fitted with Close In Weapon Systems.
A CIWS was a radar controlled multi barrel gun capable of spitting out a high rate of fire. It would attempt to bring down any incoming missiles at close range.
“Sir, I recommend a bracketing approach, left and right flank attack. That way, a miss might go for another target on the opposite flank.”
“I agree Weaps, program the attack strategy in.”
Blake used his console.
In one way Franks couldn’t believe it had come to this. Here he was, involved in a running fight with Russia, a near-peer. It had almost crept up on him.
He knew it was here now and happening, he just had to fight the boat. It had been drummed into him during his command training.
“Franks, remember. Command is just a tool, use it to fight the boat.”
“All laid in sir, Birds A and B west approach. C and D east approach.”
“Now at periscope depth sir,” said the planesman.
“Harpoon strikes at bearings zero degrees, Tango one to four. Flood tubes, open outer doors.”
“Yes sir.”
Thirty seconds went by.
“Tubes flooded, outer door open. Weapons ready in all respects, sir,” said Nathan.
This is it, thought Franks. “Launch.”
“Tube one. Launch.”
The canister ejected from the tube and rose to the surface, the cap blew off, and the missile’s solid propellant launched the missile clear. Then the Teledyne J402 turbojet with 600 pounds of thrust powered the missile towards its target.
“At the surface, motor fired. The bird is in the air.”
“Tube two ready in all respects, sir.”
Nathan waited fifteen seconds.
“Launch.”
“Tube two. Launch. At the surface, motor fired. Another bird is in the air. We have two good birds.”
All four missiles launched and streaked into their targets. Electronic countermeasures sang a song of digital confusion. In the terminal phase, to confuse the CIWS, the birds climbed high and dived into their targets.
One of the Sovremennyy class Destroyers managed to get her Close In Weapon System throwing a wall of lead at the missile causing damage, but it was too late. One by one all four Harpoons struck their targets with a 488 pound warhead. A blast was followed by fire and black smoke billowing skyward. Two of the Destroyers sank within 15 minutes. The other two were disabled and out of the fight.
* * *
NATHAN TURNED FROM his console.
“Sir, it’s time to show our ass to them.”
Franks nodded. “Come to the south.”
The boat turned away from the fight.
“Planesman, trim for bow up. Up bubble 15. Surface the boat.”
The planesman frowned. The boat came to the surface and the sail towered into the air.
“Mr Krupa, transmit the following message via long reach.” Long reach was an old radio system from decades ago, it still had its uses.
“Aye sir.”
The USS NYC transmitted a radio distress code followed by a series of codes unused since the cold war.
“Transmission complete sir,” said Krupa.
Franks looked to his Weapons Officer. “When you are ready, Blake.”
Weapons Officer Blake waited several minutes. There, on his display screen, vertical radar tracking spikes showed up, he read the evaluation details.
“We’re being painted by an X-band airborne surveillance radar. An Il-38 ASW aircraft is tracking us. That’s it sir, they’ve seen our ass.”
“Lieutenant Commander Blake. You have control.”
“I have control sir. Trim for dive, vent fore and aft, down bubble 15,” said Nathan. “Make your depth 260 feet, speed 20 knots.”
He turned to the Navigation Officer. He almost called her Erica.
“Pigeon, get me a course to 15 miles east of operation VOROTA datum.”
“Two five three degrees sir.”
“Planesman, come to bearing two five three.”
“Two five three, aye sir.”
ISTANBUL. KOC UNIVERSITY ridge.
LANDING ZONE. USMC 24th Marine Expeditionary Unit.
Colonel Tonroe looked out towards the Yavuz Sultan Selim suspension bridge. Modern styling gave it a high-tech look. With its twin two-legged towers and multiple suspension cables, it dominated the area.
Beyond was the expanse of the Black Sea; ironically it was a shimmering sun specked blue today.
The landscape fell away down to the Bosporus strait, a mile away. The MEU had occupied ground to the west side of the strait, some nine miles north of the city centre. The outskirts of the city were just three miles southwest.
This would be a prime landing area for the Russian VDV, airborne units. It controlled the northern Bosporus; from here, Colonel Tonroe and the 24th could dominate the area.
It had been a rushed deployment; they’d flown into the city and moved into the area under the guise of an exercise. Much of their heavy equipment was being brought in by air if possible.
USS Fort McHenry, a Landing Ship Dock, was heading their way, bringing more heavy vehicles and other stores.
With their TOW and Javelin anti-tank missiles and M777 Howitzers, they’d pack a punch. Shoulder mounted Stingers would have to provide the air defense for now.
However, their main punch was 1,200 US Marines armed to the teeth and loaded for bear. They’d give any VDV troopers a hard time of it.
A helicopter landed off to the south on a sports field and an officer climbed out and headed for his position.
He saluted Tonroe who returned the salute. The officer wore yellow oak leaves and the name patch ‘McKimm’.
“Sir, we’re dug in now northwest of the bridge. The ridgeline from here to the northeast is ours.”
“Well done, Major McKimm. How is your resupply?”
“Not enough as usual, but getting better. I’m in contact with the shit shifters.”
“You should get more soon, the LSD Fort McHenry isn’t far away.”
It was about that time, he’d need to take a look first hand.
“Ok, Major. I’m going to borrow that chopper and take a look around the area myself.”
“Yes sir.”
Colonel Tonroe jogged off to the helicopter with three men following. It took off and flew low to the east.
Tonroe first called at the M777 Howitzer battery, he’d positioned it just inland from Sariyer. From there it could deliver rounds into all likely engagement points and be mobile in case the Russians had counter battery units. That was unlikely, but who could know? They could also be withdrawn towards the city if it became necessary to provide cover around Ataturk Airport to the southwest.
Colonel Tonroe had listened to the usual bitching about supplies, but Marines wouldn’t be Marines unless they bitched about supplies.
Tonroe had once taken a hammering, when as a Captain he’d said he had plenty of stores and ammunition. The half Colonel had taken him to one side.
“Captain. Don’t you ever tell a senior Officer you have enough.” He moved in and stood his face a couple of inches from his Tonroe’s now. “An Officer in the Corp never has enough. The more shit you have, the more shit you can hammer the fucking rag heads with.” He lowered his voice. “Do you have enough shit, Captain?”
“No sir! My supplies are woeful, send me more shit or I’ll send you more body bags sir.”
“That’s better, Captain. I’ll see what I can do.”
He stood before the Major in charge of the battery at Sariyer.
“We need all we can get sir, but the 155mm round is king. The more we have? Well sir, if Ivan comes anywhere near this man’s Corp he’ll want 155mm on him. Ivan loves 155mm.”
“That’s the way Major. I’ll see what I can do.”
Colonel Tonroe’s helicopter landed close to the position of a forward infantry position. The ridge looked out over the bridge.
The Lieutenant in command ran up and saluted.
“Sir 3 and 4 platoons. 3RD battalion, 6th Marine.”
“What are you packing LT?”
“Sir, thirty whoop ass Marines with M16’s sir.”
Tonroe smiled. “And what’s that?” he asked, pointing at a TOW wire guided anti-tank missile launcher.
“BGM 71C anti-tank. If they come with a tin we’ll broil it for ‘em.”
Tonroe looked out over the bridge and its approaches. “You have a good position here LT. You have a fallback?”
“Yes sir, back on that edge line over there.”
“Anything you need?”
“Sir, more TOW tubes, all you can spare. Full Magazines of 5.56mm. You fill ‘em, we’ll empty ‘em. And chow sir, the men are getting hungry. Some locals are coming out here and feeding us. It helps sir.”
A shout came from the ridgeline. “Bring us some Turkish pussy sir.”
Tonroe grinned and shouted back. “This isn’t Camp Pendleton. But we do have some Russian pussies on their way. You’ll have to chew on that.”
“Sorry Colonel.”
“That’s ok LT. I’ll leave this place with you. Keep hold of it.”
“Sir.”
The Colonel knew if the VDV came for a look here, they’d take a hammering.
* * *
TONROE CLIMBED INTO the helicopter.
“Istanbul. Take me to Hasdal, south of the E80 highway.”
“Sir.”
The helicopter spooled up, climbed and pulled away to the south. It flew over the vast sprawling city and landed in a barracks square. The Colonel dismounted and headed to the building about fifty yards away.
Two Turkish soldiers saluted him. He walked inside.
Two female Non-Coms, both armed to the teeth with pistols and HK33E assault rifles, stopped him. Both checked out his pass and looked at the contents of his pockets. They looked tough and both wore cam cream. He couldn’t help but notice that they were about the same age as his son, and dressed differently they’d get plenty of male attention in a North Carolina bar. They scrutinised the pictures of his wife and son and read the messages on the back.
“Ok sir, this way.” They led him into a side room, and stood looking at a chart was a General officer with a Brigadier.
He saluted. “Sir, Colonel Tonroe. 24th Marine MEU.”
“Hello Colonel, welcome to Istanbul. General Hayri Kivrikoglu, 3 Corp. How are you in the north?”
“Sir, we have Yavuz Sultan Selim bridge covered. We’ll hold it for you.”
General Kivirikoglu nodded. “We can back you up with a Rapid Deployment battalion from Sisli. If you need more then call on the 32rd and 47th Motorised Infantry. They’ll deploy from Hasdal. I’m keeping the 47th back if possible, to hold the E80 highway. If the VDV come in via Ataturk Airport they’ll use the E80 to get to the Bosporus. See Major Kiliu for communications details.”
“Thank you Sir. We’ll hold the north if Ivan tries it on.”
The Turkish General smiled at him. “He will try it on, he wants to play with his ships in the big sea.”
General Kivrikoglu watched the American Marine as he left. This may be the biggest city in Turkey, but he knew this attack was unexpected and had come quick. He’d need all he could to protect the Bosporus. The US Marines were in a likely landing zone, they’d have a fight on their hands, and it wouldn’t be easy.



Chapter 10

USS NEW YORK CITY. Two hundred and sixty feet deep. East of VOROTA datum.
NATHAN STOOD AT THE Conn; it was hard to believe he had the Conn. Franks and the XO were stood by watching. He’d better not screw up.
“Sir, faint contact, too far to fix an ID yet, they’re to our west,” said Nosey.
“Planesman, bearing two six zero.”
“Two six zero aye sir.”
He headed to their south, that’d be their likely course.
“Weaps, stream the lure fish.”
His Assistant Weapons Officer, Lieutenant Commander Lily Cohen, stood in for him.
“Lure fish streamed sir.”
The lure streamed by reel far out into the submarine’s wake and trailed behind it; by doing this he was attempting to detect the faint contacts. The lure communicated by cable and its signals were processed by a sophisticated computer designed by L-3 Chesapeake Sciences Corp with input by Lockheed Martin. The TB29/A1 lure was also built by these wizards of underwater deception. On the USS NYC, it streamed from the core of the boat’s stern. It listened, detected and deceived any weapons tracking the boat. Lures were at the forefront of submarine technology.
In this case, the lure listened to and analysed the faint noises from possible contacts.
“Nosey, let me know if you need an aspect change.” By making a track at ninety degrees to the target, it was sometimes possible to refine the search.
Nathan let Nosey and the lure do their thing.
“Sonar. Subsurface contacts, four Akula class boats heading south. Range eight to eleven miles sir. Bearing two seven zero, speed 22 knots.”
Akula class, Nathan knew they didn’t come much worse. It was the enemy’s most dangerous boat.
“Weaps, warshot status?”
“All tubes Mk 48 sir.”
“Get a firing solution on all boats.”
She spent a couple of minutes on her console. “Tangos one to four allocated. All fish are locked and loaded.”
“Range?”
“Sir, range five to eight miles.”
Nathan looked questioningly to Captain Franks. His rules of engagement permitted a launch, but he looked for reassurance.
Franks nodded.
“Launch tubes one to four,” ordered Nathan. There was a rushing sound up forward.
“Fish away. They’re passive tracking,” said Lily, “the fish are hungry for Tango one to four.” The Mk 48 CBASS was steered by the cable trailing back into the tube.
All four fish headed off to the west.
“First two fish top down, second two go for a belly shot, Lily,” said Nathan. “Go for an alternate top, down spread attack.” He dictated the attack vectors.
“Aye sir.”
He’d asked her to run in the first fish top down, the second from the belly; fish three and four likewise.
The American fish sped in fast.
“Sir, we have two enemy fish in the water,” said Nosey, “Tango two got her fish away.”
Shit, thought Nathan, that was damn bad news, bastard.
The Mk 48s the USS NYC had launched were homing in.
“Fish pinging. Fish pinging,” said Lily. “Running in, cutting wire.”
The Russian boats took evasive manoeuvres. Countermeasures hissed and cavorted in a dance of bubbles. The first two Mk 48 fish slammed home. With hulls breached, gas escaped in huge clouds of bubbles. The two stricken boats sank into the deep. Fish three speared up into the Akula’s belly and blew her in two.
“Sonar. Hot datum on Tangos one to three.”
The fourth exploded at the Akula’s stern. She was disabled and unable to make way. The boat surfaced, now adrift. Nathan would leave her be; Tango four was no threat now.
* * *
“TYPE 53 FISH HEADING in,” said Nosey, “range two point two miles.”
Nathan knew they were in absolute peril.
“Weaps, dance the lure.”
The lure was switched to deception. It attempted to confuse the torpedo's passive sonar by emitting simulated submarine noise. Propeller and engine noise was emitted, which was more attractive than the actual boat to the torpedo's sensors. At least that was what Nathan hoped.
“The lure’s dancing sir.”
“It’s active now sir. The first fish has gone active, it’s pinging us. It’s heading towards us. Second fish is active too. Both to our port.”
“Planesman, down bubble 20. Make your depth, 380 feet.”
“Sonar. Range, incoming fish now point nine miles.”
The two Russian type 53s dived down towards her.
“Sing the lure,” commanded Nathan.
The lure incorporated additional active sonar decoys. It received, amplified, and returned ‘pings’ from any incoming torpedo, presenting a larger noisier false target than the submarine. The lure was transmitting the pings to the incoming torpedoes.
“The lure is singing sir,” said Lily.
“Fish now point three miles, point two miles.”
“Are they still port side?”
“Yes.”
“Eject countermeasures to port. Come to starboard. Blow forward one and two. Full ahead. Emergency ascent.”
The boat turned and rose. Countermeasures hissed bubbles and emitted prop sounds, and they spun out in the deeps trying to draw the fish away.
USS New York City rose fast under power and buoyancy. Faster, higher, she climbed in the water table. There were two thudding loud explosions to port, and the hull buckled and groaned. The crew were pushed to the right.
The boat rocked in the turbulence then gradually steadied.
“Damage control sir,” said COB, “no serious damage. Some lines leaking, aft oil pump on starboard plane being replaced. Re-routed flow to back up. One hour to full operations sir.”
“Well done Blake,” said Franks, “you got at them. All Tangos are out of the fight. Tango four’ll be reporting to Fleet command, but that might not be such a bad thing. Shit spreads. The Black Sea Fleet won’t like the news.”
BLACK SEA. LEOPARD, Akula class SSN.
HE LISTENED TO THE sounds of destruction, of boats being ripped cruelly apart and sunk. Boats like his.
“There’s something out there, it’s a bastard and it wants us,” said Captain Orlov. His boat was part of the left flank of the fleet’s push out into the Black Sea. Leopard was on secondment to the Black Sea Fleet from the Northern Fleet.
“Sonar. What’s the direction and range?”
“Sir due west, approximately 18 kilometres.”
“Keep tabs on any contact. Call Sokolov with the Whale.”
The signal went out by the device attached to the hull mounted sonar. It was an unofficial device built by a small team at the Pacific Fleet in Petropavlovsk, Siberia. It sent short-range sonar signals that were indistinguishable from a biologic. The device was known as The Whale Phone.
From this device, signals could be transmitted that sounded to the enemy just like a Whale.
The signals were short. Orlov ordered the Akula accompanying him to surface. Captain Sokolov of the SSN Volk heard the signal. He surfaced, saw the Leopard signalling, and replied. The two boats used periscope-mounted lights to flash out signals.
“Action to the west, approx. 18 Klicks. Suspect our friend from Sea of Azov or similar. Virginia class. Over.”
“Agree. Flank attack?”
“Agree. You take position south at 100 metres. I will stay north at 400 metres, nine knots. Turn in on contact. Over.”
“Will carry out the task. Over and out.” Orlov retracted the masts.
“Flood forward. Open and trim vents fore and aft. Make for depth. Planesman, set for down bubble 15, make your depth 400 metres. Speed nine knots.”
Orlov estimated the enemy boat was around 12 miles west of their position. The two Russian boats were eight miles off the north Turkish coast. He thought it unlikely the Virginia was any further south than they were. They’d advance quietly west, stalking their quarry.
“Sir we received a communication from Fleet while on the surface.” The Communications Officer handed him a slip.
ВОЕННОЕ ГОСУДАРСТВО 2
RNAZ 864T33 BSF
СЕВЕРНЫЙ ФЛОТ НАВИАЛЬНЫЕ СИЛЫ РОССИИ. NF7Y902
ЧЕРНОМОРСКИЙ ФЛОТ
В ЛЕОПАРД
ФЛОТ НАВИАЛЬНЫЕ // ID N7FF5IK //
MSGID / ФЛОТ НАВИАЛЬНЫЕ ФАКТИЧЕСКИЙ //
HАЧАЛО СООБЩЕНИЯ: //
ПРОИЗВОДИТСЯ В СРЕДИЗЕМНОМОРСКОМ ЯЗЫКЕ БОСПОРА. ВЫПОЛНИТЬ ЭКСПЛУАТАЦИЮ ЧЕРНЫЙ ШТОР.
CООБЩЕНИЕ ЗАКАНЧИВАЕТСЯ//

Translation:
WAR STATE 2
RNAZ 864T33 BSF
NORTHERN FLEET NAVAL FORCES RUSSIA. NF7Y902
VIA BLACK SEA FLEET
TO LEOPARD
NORTHEN FLEET// ID N7FF5IK//
MSGID/NORTHEN FLEET ACTUAL//
MSG BEGINS://
PROCEED TO MEDITERRANEAN SEA VIA BOSPORUS. EXECUTE OPERATION BLACK STORM.
MSG END//

Captain Orlov knew he had to comply with Fleet’s orders. But the Bosporus was to their west, they had business to attend to on their way there.
Operation Black Storm was Fleet business. Enemy boats were Leopard’s business.
Orlov had to take a judgement; how far from the coast would the enemy be? He decided about four kilometres, he knew it was a guess but the best he could make based on the sonar returns he had.
“Planesman, make for 200 degrees for five minutes, then come to two seven zero.” Leopard moved closer to shore then made her way west, parallel to the coast.
After ten minutes he ordered a coast. “Sonar, take a long, hard listen.”
After several minutes the operator looked across at the Captain. “Sir, I can’t make anything suspicious out, some distant civilian vessels, biologics. But nothing that says it’s a contact.”
“Ok, Planesman remain on course, speed nine knots.”
“Aye sir, nine on current bearing.”
It was a nuisance not being able to communicate with Volk, but Orlov knew Sokolov would be taking a similar tactical approach. For an hour or so Leopard carried out the chosen tactics: inch west at nine knots, coast, listen. Inch forward again. The SSN advanced forward 1,300 feet under the depths of the Black Sea. She knew her foe was out there somewhere, lurking and listening for boats like Leopard.
* * *
“SIR, I MAY HAVE SOMETHING.”
Franks smiled and kept his comments to himself. “Go on Nosey.”
“The lure is picking up one or possibly two subsurface contacts. They’re both to our rear approximately 18 kilometres. No ID as yet. I’d say the probability of one or more contacts is 70 percent.”
Franks knew he had to treat this as a probable threat. He decided to turn back and take up a position further behind and possibly amongst the two contacts. If that was what they were?
“Planesman make a turn to starboard and come about.”
“Aye sir, come right to nine zero.”
USS NYC came on a reverse heading facing east.
“Flood forward. Open and trim vents fore and aft. Make for depth. Planesman, down bubble 15, make your depth 500 feet. Speed 15 knots.”
Franks would have to make several guesses. Were there two contacts out there? How far behind were they, and at what depth? His only comfort was that his opponents would be blindfolded too, feeling, listening, wondering. Had they got it right?
Franks knew he was a blind man in a dark room that could be empty. Or two deadly but equally blind beasts could be in there lurking, searching, and looking to kill him.
Franks waited 30 minutes or so.
“Planesman, come to port and make your heading two seven zero.” It was time to come to the west again.
“Two seven, aye sir.”
Was his guesstimate right? Franks knew that, as uncomfortable as it was, it was often instinct that made the call. He’d learned that the hard way as a young submariner in the Persian Gulf. Your gut is a powerful tool.
The boat sailed slowly west over an unseen seabed, the slope lay shallow to the left and to the right down into the dark abyss.
“Nosey…” The sonar operator held up his hand and Franks cut himself off. Let the sonar operator do his job.
“Sir. I have a contact to our left. It’s forward, range three miles. It’s an Akula class, plenty of reflective returns in the shallows. I can’t hear the other contact, if there was one?”
“How far to his baffles?” The target’s baffles were astern of the vessel, where he’d have little chance of detecting anyone following.
“Point five miles to port sir.”
“Planesman, come to two three five degrees.”
“Two three five aye sir.”
Franks gauged the moment. “Come to two seven zero. Range to contact Nosey?”
“One point nine miles, Sir.”
“Weaps. Warshot?”
“Sir,” said Nathan, “tubes one through three Mk 48, tube four Harpoon.”
Franks licked his dry lips, this was it. “Designate contact as Tango one. Get a firing solution and ready tube one.”
Nathan’s fingers flicked over the touchscreen. “Tube one, Mk 48 CBASS, sir. Flooding tube, outer doors open. Firing solution laid in, good lock on Tango one.”
“Tube flooded, outer door now open. Weapon ready in all respects, sir.”
Franks sweated over the choice. He was in an excellent firing position, but was there another boat out there? One he couldn’t hear?
USS NYC swam on through the darkness. Franks waited, then came to a decision.
“Weaps. Launch tube one.”
A rushing sound came from up forward.
“Fish away, heading west, the fish is hungry.” A Mk 48 wire guided torpedo streaked off towards its prey.
“Range point seven miles. Closing.”
“Range point six miles. Pinging, pinging,” said Nathan. “We have lock. Cutting wire. Fish active and hungry.” The torpedo homed in on its quarry.
“Tango one is coming to starboard,” said Nosey.
“Fish tracking, closing,” said Nathan.
“Fish in the water,” said Nosey, his voice raised.
“Type 53 inbound from deep. Range three miles.”
Franks knew the situation was dire. They were in the shallows, there was little room to escape. He’d one desperate chance. “All ahead full, max revs. Nosey, bearing to Tango one?”
“Two eight four.”
“Come to two nine zero.”
“Range to Tango one?”
“Point three sir.”
“Range, incoming fish?”
“Range one point one miles behind us. It’s now pinging.”
USS NYC closed on the Akula boat at high speed. Her S9G reactor forced out 40,000 horsepower, her pump jet propulsor moved tons of water astern.
“Inbound fish is closing, point two miles,” barked Nosey.
Franks had to wait until the last moment. Wait, hold… Now. “Planesman, come hard to port. Now!” The boat closed on the Akula’s left hand side.
Franks was heading to the left of the Akula, using it and the impending explosion as a distraction, a curtain to the incoming enemy fish.
The Mk 48 hit the Russian boat and exploded. The USS NYC’s hull buckled and the boat was pushed to the left. The type 53 headed between the Akula and USS NYC, its onboard sonar confused by the explosion and the boiling turbulent waters. The enemy fish passed the two boats and headed off to the west in confusion. It entered a helical dive searching for its target now, up above. After running out of sea room, it would finally dive into the seabed.
Franks finally drew breath. It had been a desperate gamble, to confuse the Russian fish with the explosion. It had taken guts to race for the scene of the impact.
Franks felt a chill run through him. A judgment awaited, it was time.
There was another Akula lurking in the blackness, and it had to be taken out.
The USS New York City faced the K-328 Leopard; both deadly denizens of the deeps.



Chapter 11

THE SONAR OPERATOR ripped his headset off. “Ublyodok!” Bastard.
It was replaced with the volume turned down.
“Sir, massive explosion from Volk’s location. It’s not got the acoustic resonances of a Type 53. It must have been the American boat’s Mk 48.”
The sonar operator’s face reflected his reaction. “It must have been Volk, sir. She’s gone.”
Captain Orlov lowered his head. His friend was dead; Volk and her 63 crew were now lost. Never again would they sail. Never again would he laugh and drink Vodka with Sokolov.
“Our fish has disappeared, too much noise and acoustic resonance to pick up the Virginia class.” Orlov knew the American would probably go deep. He’d head down to the west of Leopard’s position, right into his sights.
“All stop, maintain depth.” Leopard came to a stop and hung there in the blackness at 400 metres, waiting quietly for her prey.
Orlov waited for long minutes. The American must have come down into the deeps by now. The Virginia couldn’t still be up there?
“Sonar. Any hint of a trace?”
“No sir, it’s quiet out there.”
It’s possible the Virginia could have been taken out too. But not likely. By her own fish?
He knew what may have happened. The American boat had tried to use Volk and the hit that his fish had made into a noise shield. It was risky, but possible. He’d give the American boat some more time yet.
“Sir, we have a possible contact up in the shallows. It’s approximately where Volk was hit.
I think it may be a pump jet like the one we heard off the Sea of Azov, it has the same pattern of harmonics, the deep one’s give the best trace like the others. They’re also hard to get. It’s a devil to track. Sir, I think it’s the same type of boat.”
“Well done, Sonar. What’s he up to?”
“If it’s him. It looks to be heading west sir. I’d say about ten knots.”
“Planesman, make ten knots, two seven zero degrees maintain depth.”
“Ten at two seven zero aye sir.”
Up on the slope at 300 feet, USS New York City moved off to the west. She was unaware of the Akula to her right, down below and behind her following, stalking. Hunting.
THE DARDANELLES. NORTHERN Aegean Sea.
“NAVIGATOR, GIVE ME our position?”
“Sir, we are six miles south west of the strait entrance.”
Captain Hillson turned to the helmsman. “Hold your position. Communications, instruct the James K Lankusi to keep station with us.”
Hillson’s ship, the USS Wabash, an Arleigh Burke class Destroyer, was first on station at the southern mouth of the Dardanelles Strait. It was the entrance to the Sea of Marmara and the southern exit from the Bosporus. If the Black Sea Fleet wanted to enter the Mediterranean, they’d have to come out through here.
“Sir, I’ve passed your command on to USS James K Lankusi. We have a communication from CINCUSNAVEUR NAVAL FORCES EUROPE.”
“Just read out for me the core message.”
“Sir, message is: The Russian Black Sea Fleet is still in the Black Sea but is gathering and is expected to make a push south into the Aegean Sea soon. Sixth Fleet vessels and air assets are on their way to your area. Hold until relieved.”
Hillson wore a faint smile.
“Principal warfare officers’ report.”
“Surface, no contacts.”
“Underwater, no contacts.”
“Air, no contacts.”
The Destroyer and her sister ship lay offshore in the afternoon sunshine, separated by a mile or so. They waited for reinforcements. Out there off Italy, Malta and Crete, the 6th Fleet gathered.
* * *
FOUR STRIKE AIRCRAFT screamed south towards The Aegean Sea over green rolling forested hills.
“Vixen one to flight, report.”
“Vixen two, go.”
“Vixen three, go.”
“Vixen four, go.”
Four Su-24M strike fighters of the Russian 43rd Independent Naval Shturmovik Air Squadron flew low over the Arda River in Southern Bulgaria.
Six minutes later came the call. “Vixen one, feet wet.”
“Vixen two feet wet.” Soon, all four aircraft were over the Aegean, heading south.
“Vixen flight, come to one six zero.” The four strike aircraft flew at 500 feet and 400 knots; their direction was just east of south. Their destination; the southern mouth of the Dardanelles.
“Vixen flight, master arm on. Select Kh-31.”
All four armed the Kh-31 air to ship missile, and the targets were well within its 60 mile range.
“Vixen flight we are clear with weapon release. Vixen one, missile is go.” The missile left its hard point, lit its release rocket, and then the ramjet started as the speed climbed.
“Vixen two release.”
“Vixen three release.”
“Vixen four release.”
The Kh-31 missiles dropped to 30 feet for the run in at 1,400mph. After 30 seconds the flight leader calculated it was time to update the missile’s terminal course. “Vixen flight engage radar, climb to one thousand feet.” Radar returns from the Su-24Ms were transmitted to the missiles, correcting their terminal attack course.
Eight supersonic birds streaked in towards the two ships with just one thing on their minds.
Death.
Washington DC.
A TV STUDIO BACKDROP of a Russian flag and a warship framed the large expensively dressed grey-haired man and a woman. The female TV presenter sat to one side.
“… If you look at what’s really happening Marcia, you’ll see. We have confidential information that NATO is behind this. Just look at the gathering of NATO forces in the Eastern Mediterranean and Turkey, then you’ll see.”
“Where is this confidential information from, Yuri?”
“You can’t expect me to divulge that. I’m the deputy Russian Ambassador. We have our private sources, like all governments. I’m sure you understand that; you won’t give away information about NBC’s private sources.”
“So Yuri, what you’re saying is that NATO started this whole thing?” Yuri smiled. “What came into Sevastopol? What sunk our Kilo submarine? Was this a sea monster? Is that what you say?”
“Yuri, why did this happen? Why are you involved in a de-facto occupation of Eastern Ukraine?”
“These people are Russian speakers and support Russia, this is their wish. And many of them wish to be part of Ukraine.”
“So you say. But many do not.” The presenter leaned forward. “Mr Ambassador, do you support the idea of Greater Russia?”
“I support the right of Russians to be Russian.”
“We’ll leave it there,” said Marcia to the camera. “Thank you to my guest tonight, Yuri Komarov, the deputy Russian Ambassador. I’m Marcia Goldforli. This is NBC, and our Eyes are on the World tonight.”
The picture faded, the program theme music started.
* * *
YURI LEFT THE STUDIO, had his make up removed and left the building. He walked to his car; he always drove himself if possible. He was entitled to a driver but that wasn’t his style. His cell phone made a brief drum roll sound, and he looked at it. A text message; he recognised the number and opened it.
“Yuri, meet me at Luca’s place now. 21st and 9th streets. Y.” He opened his mouth, then smiled.
Luca’s was an Italian restaurant. It was decorated with mock but convincing fruit and vegetables. Greenery was everywhere, hanging from the rustic wooden partitions. He walked in and saw her sat in a secluded area to the rear. She was young, blond, beautiful and smiling at him. What man could resist?
He sat at her table.
“Yana. I didn’t expect to hear from you just now.”
“I had to. That safe house we met in, it’s so antiseptic and cold.”
The waiter passed them two menus. “Here you are. Tonight, we have offer, house dry white and house full red wines are on offer. Just $12.50 a bottle. Can I get you one?”
He nodded and looked to Yana questioningly.
“I’d like the white please.”
“Bring us one,” said Yuri. He’d never imagined he’d be sat here with Yana Borisova, a woman he’d recently considered an enemy of Russia. Her spiteful and cutting remarks about his country made her a foe. Every time a TV channel wanted someone to take and anti-Russian, pro Ukraine stance, it was her. He smiled at her. She smiled back with her beautiful eyes framed by her blond locks. What a change it had been.
It had come as a surprise. Yuri hadn’t expected it at all. A week ago at the Embassy, he’d heard a knock at his office door. He’d opened it. Stood there was Yulia. She worked in trade and development, but he knew her real job. She was SVR. Yulia’s job was intelligence and state security.
She gave him news he never expected to hear.
“You’re serious?”
“I don’t lie, Yuri. Not to Embassy personnel like you. You can be assured, it’s true. That bitch Yana is actually on our side.”
“But she’s been saying things about Russia that are meant to harm us.”
“She’s been making the USA think that she hates us to get their sympathy and trust. She’s got it now. She’s been learning things from the US. Plans and plots they have drawn up.”
“It’s hard to believe it,” said Yuri.
“That’s what she wanted. She needed their trust. She’s even been invited to Langley. Can you believe that? Yana’s actually been inside the CIA Headquarters. She’s met one of their Directors. They sent her by submarine on a mission to contact the Ukraine resistance.” Yulia spat. “Yana was taken by submarine to the Sea of Azov. She landed ashore in Eastern Ukraine.”
Yuri was open mouthed. “They did this, Yulia?”
“Yes, the US Navy landed her to spy for the CIA. She contacted our people in secret and told them of the American’s plans. I’ve confirmed this from my other sources.”
Yuri grinned. “So Yana is really a Russian agent, playing a double game?”
Yulia nodded.
“She works for us, even though she appears not to?”
“Yes. Yuri, I want to find out more. I want you to get close to her. That won’t be hard for you will it? She’s not exactly ugly, is she?”
“I’ll do what I can, Yulia.”
He’d contacted Yana, with surprising results. After some hesitation on her part, it had gone much further and faster than he’d expected.
* * *
NOW HERE HE WAS, MEETING her in a private restaurant.
You’ve been speaking to that cold bitch Marcia.” Yana glared at him.
He frowned. “How did you…”
“I watched it,” she said.
Yuri nodded. “We must get our point over, the Black Sea…”
She put her hand on his. “Not now Yuri. Let’s not talk about that.” She slid and stroked her hand over his several times and squeezed it. “Now,” she gave him an alluring smile, “let’s talk Yuri,” she sighed.
“If we must.”
* * *
YANA CARRIED THE TWO glasses of wine over to her bed; the bedside light was turned low. She’d left it on, so he’d see her shapely naked body as she slinked slowly across her apartment floor. Yuri gave her a gentle smile and looked her up and down. His eyes were filled with desire. She set down the wine, he took his glass and sipped it.
“You’re not drinking yours?”
“Not yet.” She laid face down on his legs, then pulled down the sheets. It stood proud and she teased it by stroking it with her long hair.
“You can talk, Yuri. I know you like to.”
He started to lift her onto him.
“Not yet. There’s time for that.” Yana took her place, her lips just inches from his hardness, she let her hair fall over his man stick and kissed it gently.
“You can tell me Yuri, what have you been up to.” She kissed it again.
“The fools are starting to believe us. Can you imagine? Can you?”
Yana kissed it again and this time lingered and stroked her lips up and down his shaft. “What am I imagining, Yuri?”
“We will soon make our dream come true. The greater Russia. First Ukraine then… Jesus Yana.”
She looked up at him.
“Sorry. You make me greedy, go on.”
“They can’t see. Don’t want to see. We’re nearly there, we… Yana, good God girl.”
She bobbed her head above his groin, bringing him close to it; then lifted her head away. “What were you saying? Tell me.”
“This is just part one. Ukraine first then the… Oh… Yana… next will be…”
She lowered her head onto him, slid her tongue around and listened. Taking her time. Keep him talking, give him just enough.
It wasn’t just her listening, in her apartment were several microphones, they listened too. The cameras watched. Yana hated it. She knew that at this very minute CIA personnel watched her at work. Watched her pleasuring him.
But most of all she hated him, the pig. But Yana knew it had to be, her homeland needed her. She wouldn’t let them down.
THE DARDANELLES. NORTHERN Aegean Sea.
ON BOARD THE DESTROYER USS Wabash, the Air Warfare Officer’s eyes stared in disbelief at his radar screen. Red indicators flashed. Warning tones sounded.
“Battle stations, battle stations. Air raid warning red!” shouted the Air Warfare Officer.
“Missiles incoming, low from the north. Kh-31 identified.”
“Deploy Chaff. Jamming and Countermeasures on,” commanded Hillson.
“Range to enemy birds?”
“Sir, they’re incoming at Mach one point five. Impact one minute 30 seconds.”
“CIWS active, now.”
“All ahead, come to the north.” Props turned, and the ship pulled away. The Destroyer would present as small a target as possible.
On deck, the multi barrel Vulcan CIWS poured lead at a rate of thousands of rounds a minute towards the incoming missiles. The missiles descended to an altitude of 15 feet from the waves and raced in at 1,400mph. One ran into the wall of supersonic lead and erupted in a rolling stream of flame, tumbling into the sea. More radar-controlled blasts of lead hurled into the Kh-31’s flight paths.
The two warships shot down three of the missiles, but five hit their targets. Kh-31s detonated their 200 pound warheads. These exploded, ripping superstructures away and punching gaping holes in the ship’s walls. The USS James K Lankusi sank within five minutes, her magazine was struck, and secondaries exploded. The USS Wabash was crippled. Her damage control teams battled to save the ship and small launches were sent to recover any survivors from her sister ship.



Chapter 12

NSA NAPLES. ITALY. Twelve hours later.
THERE WAS A KNOCK ON the door, and a Petty Officer entered.
“Sir. Captains Hailey and Bruch are here.”
“Let them in, Perez.”
Commander US 6th Fleet, Vice Admiral Rebecca G Marino stood smiling, she shook the two men’s hands.
“Sit, please gentlemen.” She pushed over the desk a communication she’d received. The two men read the communication and the Action document attached. It had the Chief of Naval Operations’ authorisation.
“So there we have it, Ivan’s on the move. We knew that of course and, after the loss of the James K Lankusi along with Wabash limping home, it’s getting worse. He’s building up his forces. How are we placed to respond? And what do we do about it?”
Captain Hailey opened up his brief and ran his eye over the documents.
“Sir, The Black Sea Fleet is deploying from Sevastopol and Novorossysk in large numbers. Both surface and subsurface units. The New York City has seen action against both. We have the 24th MEU located to the north of Istanbul. Our intel tells us that the Russians intend to break out through the Bosporus and into the Med. Fort Mead reports that the 56th Brigade of the airborne VDV at Kamyshin, north of Volgograd in the Southern Military district, have been mobilised. They’re about 900 miles from Istanbul. We can expect parachute drops and airborne reinforcements into Ataturk airport and others in the area. The Pentagon tells us that VDV deployments will signal the start of their push through the Bosporus.”
Captain Bruch grunted. “Yeah, that’s what the tea leaves are telling them.”
“Who’s looking at this info from Fort Mead?” asked Admiral Marino.
“They have guys from the 101st and the 82nd pouring over the satellite pictures. Their view is that the VDV could move anytime they want.” Hailey flipped the page. “We have everything that floats either in the Aegean or on its way. Resupply is coming in by air. USAF assets are redeploying from the US. Turkish defense forces are mobilizing too, of course.”
“Are preparations getting underway for this Operation VOROTA?”
“Sir, when I heard that plan cooked up by some sewer pipe sailor, I thought he was breathing some shit down there. Now, I’m not so sure.”
“Well?” she asked.
“Yeah, we’ve got deployments on the way. Sir, can you see it happening?”
She nodded. “It might. We have to be ready. I’ve been on to NATO HQ in Brussels to see what they’re up to.”
“Shooting the shit over a claret and bratwurst probably,” said Bruch.
“You’re probably not far off. It’s no surprise the Portuguese and the Brits are the most active. They’re mobilising now.” She sipped her coffee. “They’ll both have hulls in the Med soon and the Brits have air assets flying to their base at RAF Akrotiri on Cyprus.”
Admiral Marino sat back and sighed. “We didn’t want this shit but remember, we’re at DEFCON 3 for a reason. Let no one say the 6th wasn’t ready.”
THE BLACK SEA. Off the Turkish coast.
ALTHOUGH HE SAT AT his station in the USS NYC’s control room, Nosey lived in another world right now. It helped if he sat with his elbows on the console, palms covering his eyes. Sound. It was his world, the sound of the sea. Her fish, her whales, her tiny plankton and krill. The smallest of creatures made some of the loudest noises, because of their numbers. More distant were the sounds of men. Of engines and props spinning. Some of these he could hear hundreds of miles away. Thanks to the sophisticated sonars, he could tell if a ship was going into the port of Constanta in Romania or Varna in Bulgaria by the different returns due to the deeper waters at Varna. The boat had a number of sonar types. The Large Aperture Bow sonar array. Next was a wide aperture lightweight fiber optic sonar array consisting of three flat panels mounted low along either side of the hull and two high frequency active sonars mounted in the sail and bow. The chin-mounted and sail-mounted high frequency sonars supplemented the main sonar array, these provided better operations in shallow areas like a coastline and provided better under-ice navigation. They also helped in underwater combat against other submarines. The conformal array was mounted on both sides of the boat’s sail.
Sneakiest of all, there was the towed array, way off behind the boat.
All these ears into the depths made Nosey a little less human and a little more fish.
“Sir, I’m picking up a very faint reflection return.”
“Where from?” asked Franks.
“From deep, sir. There’s a suspected cold layer at 1,900 feet. It looks to be coming from that. Sir, it’s intermittent.”
Franks knew the Nosey was a bit of a wizard with sound. It hadn’t always been the case, but CPO Drakk had taught him well.
“Try to get a handle on it Nosey.” Franks walked back aft to speak to the Engineers, to make them feel wanted. The boat survived because of them. It was a necessary part of being a skipper; you had to blow smoke up their asses to keep them on your side.
Franks returned to the control room. “XO, all well?”
“Sir. All smooth.”
Franks started on his daily log.
“I’ve got the intermittent return pinned down sir.”
“Go on.”
“It’s the sea sir.”
Franks rolled his eyes. “You don’t say, Nosey?”
“The surface swell. We’re always getting the return from the north side of the wave. When the undersea side of the wave faces us, we get the return. When it faces away, we get nothing.”
Franks waited; Nosey was good but he got off on such things, you had to be patient. “And what do we have; with this trace you mentioned?”
“It’s an Akula class.”
“You what?”
“I think it is sir. That’s all.”
Sometimes Franks thought he could strangle Nosey. But only sometimes. “What’s it doing and where is it?”
“I think sir. I mean, I can’t be sure.”
“Go on,” said Franks with all the patience of a saint.
“It’s deep, around 1,200 feet to starboard of course, and about three miles astern. From his movements, depth and course changes, I think he’s tracking us.”
“So let me get this straight, Nosey. You’ve been listening to an Akula class tracking us and you’ve said nothing?”
“I couldn’t be sure sir.”
Franks shook his head. “Nosey, do you have a girlfriend?”
“Yes sir.”
“She has my sympathy. Poor girl.” Franks looked to Cortez. “What do you think?”
“We could put the ball in his court.”
“I agree. All stop. Trim for up bubble ten. Vent front and rear 20 percent. Time to play dead.”
The boat sank slowly to the seabed, kicking up a cloud of billowing silt. She settled on that dark clouded slope. The silt slowly drifted away east in the deep sea current. It was now up to the Russian SSN to find them. That is, if it was tracking them. Franks unhooked the intercom and pressed transmit.
“All hands, all hands. We are lying on the sloping shelf of the Black Sea, off the Turkish coast. Out there stalking us, is a Russian SSN. He will have weapons release authority from the CINC Black Sea Fleet. For the moment we are lying here on the seabed playing dead. He’ll be out there searching for us. USS NYC will assume silent state, I want this boat quiet until he passes us by. Then make no mistake we’ll rise from the dead and the hunter will become the hunted. For now, we will hide quietly, stealthily. This Russian will find that the dead hulk he passed has now become his nemesis. His time will have come. USS New York City will cast a fear into his heart. Captain out.”
The boat waited silently, not a stir, not an echo, nor the swish of a passing ghost was heard.
The Akula class noticed the disappearance of the American boat and her pump jet drive. Her Captain took action to reacquire her.
“Sir, I detect the Akula’s props are slicing reduced density water. She’s ascending, that’s my best analysis.”
“How deep is she, Nosey?”
“I can’t say sir.”
“She’s on her way sir. She climbed the slope. My guess is that she’s at a similar depth to ours now.”
The Russian SSN headed slowly west across the slope. Nosey sat, his head down, eyes covered. He was now in his deep-sea world of sound. His home, his realm.
“I can hear her prop beating, pushing her towards us.”
Franks knew that the stalking enemy could have a Type 53 fish loaded, tube flooded and ready.
“What the hell’s going on, Nosey?”
“Sir, I can put the feed on the control room speakers.”
“Do it.”
The speakers now hissed popped and then gave off a deep warble. Odd sounds from depths were broadcast into the room. Nathan looked to the XO, puzzled. What the hell were all these odd sounds? The XO saw him and shrugged. Time dragged on by. A noise like a threshing came from the speakers and then disappeared. There were more odd bubbling and gloop sounds. Then came the threshing again, louder this time. Nathan looked at the XO and then to the skipper. Franks had his head down. More threshing. A deep warble. More threshing. Nathan looked at Pigeon, she wore a tense puzzled look. A frown. It got louder.
Thrumm, thrum, thrum, thrum. It sounded like somebody, something was coming for them. It sounded malevolent, determined. Thrumm, thrum, thrum, thrum. Louder now. More gloop noises. Thrumm, thrum, thrum, thrum. The incessant march came nearer.
He saw Pigeon remove her headset and wipe away a rivulet of sweat, her face full of tension. Thrumm, thrum, thrum, thrum. How could Nosey listen to all this and remain sane? It got nearer. Thrumm, thrum, thrum, thrum. Nathan was sure he could now hear it through the hull as the enemy SSN pushed its relentless way through the nearby waters. Thrumm, thrum, thrum, thrum. He looked around the room; the XO, Franks, Pigeon, all of them wore looks of breaking tension. Thrumm, thrum, thrum, thrum. How could he stand this? Knowing that at any time an enemy fish could be launched towards them. Thrumm, thrum, thrum, thrum. God, make it go away.
Outside in the darkness the multi bladed prop spun and stirred up the silt from around the NYC, and a trail of billowing silt followed the SSN. He listened to the threshing sounds of death. Thrumm, thrum, thrum, thrum. This was breaking him. Then slowly, gradually, it started to recede. Thrumm, thrum, thrum, thrum. It was there, but starting to fade. Nathan started to breathe deeper. Slowly the tension started to recede. It was like a heavy weight being lifted from his chest. It was there, thrumm, thrum, thrum, thrum, but receding. He looked to Pigeon, she smiled, as relieved as he was. The menace, the shark had passed them by. Nosey switched the sounds back to his headset.
“Sir, it’s passed us by. I’m detecting its movement continuing towards the west.”
“Nosey,” said Franks, “that was just about one of the most awesome and chilling things I’ve ever had to listen to. You have my deepest respect.”
“Thanks sir.”
Franks stayed where they were for 20 minutes.
“Ok, let’s move on. Trim for bow up bubble ten.”
The boat slowly rose up from the slope towards the surface.
“Trim for depth 150 feet. Ready the communication buoy.”
The boat floated the buoy, and contact was established with a communications satellite. The buoy was retracted.
“Pigeon, get me a heading to VOROTA datum.”
“Two five six degrees sir.”
“Flood forward. Open and trim vents fore and aft. Make for depth. Planesman, down bubble 15, make your depth 300 feet. Engage pump jet, speed ten knots.”
USS New York City was on the move again.
“Sir. We have a new communication from CINCUSNAVEUR,” said Commander Krupa. He handed the slip to Franks.
PRIORITY RED
B 865635231Z JUN 53 ZY87
CINCUSNAVEUR NAVAL FORCES EUROPE. NAPLES ITALY//E1//
TO NEW YORK CITY
EURFLT// ID E947QV54//
NAVAL OPS/31
MSGID/EUROPS 6722/CINCUSNAVEUR ACTUAL//
MSG BEGINS://
DISPOSITIONS OF FORCES IN THEATER. AVAILABLE TO VOROTA.
MSG END//

Franks read it and smiled.
“Blake. You certainly got the man to buy into this Operation VOROTA.”
Nathan frowned, “The man, sir?”
“Yeah, the CNO. There are some big hitters lining up for the fight.”
He passed the slip to Nathan.
He read it. “There are, sir.”
Nathan knew they faced a tough opponent. He felt a cold adrenaline flush in his stomach. They’d need all the help they could get. He looked at the list again. One thing did keep him awake: they’d be outnumbered, for a time anyway. Can they even out the situation?
When you’re outnumbered, what helps? What would help?
“Yes. Got it! He clenched his fist and grinned.
“Got what, acting Captain Blake?”
“Asymmetric warfare. That’s it!” He turned to Franks. “Sir, I need to speak with PO Herzer.”
“From the galley?”
“Yes sir, he’s the boat’s diver. I need to call for some help.”
This had better work, thought Nathan. If it doesn’t I’ll be the laughing stock of the fleet. And worse, the Russians could get out of this goddamn sea.



Chapter 13

SOME HOURS LATER FRANKS called Nathan over.
“We’re here, Weaps. VOROTA datum.”
“We’re three miles just north of the northern entrance to the Bosporus. Could you come to periscope depth and take a visual of the bridge sir? It’ll be to the south, southwest.”
The boat came to periscope depth. Franks did a 360 scan and noted the large twin towered Yavuz Sultan Selim suspension bridge with its multiple suspension cables.
“That’s one big mother of a bridge out there.”
“That’s it sir. Can you make a course under the bridge and come to a stop just south of it?”
Franks looked at Blake, trying to gauge what he was up to.
“Sir, PO Herzer should be ready with the diving equipment. I’m going ashore. I may be an hour or more; keep a lookout. I’ll signal and then return aboard.”
“What the hell are you up to?”
“I’ll give us a chance against superior numbers. It’s the last thing Ivan will expect.”
Nathan explained his plan.
“You need throwing in the brig,” Franks sighed. “But we don’t have one, so you’d better go out there and get it going.”
* * *
BACK NEAR THE BASE of the sail, PO Herzer helped him into the suit. He lifted on the rebreather. Herzer checked everything over.
“All good sir, we’re only shallow, so don’t add much gas for buoyancy. Put plenty in on the surface. When you want to descend, let gas out but not all, you’ll need to breathe.” Herzer opened the lower hatch and Nathan climbed up into it.
“And sir. Don’t forget to clear your ears on the way back down.”
“Right.”
He closed the hatch and spun the wheel. Water poured into the chamber, it was soon over his head. He did as he was told and breathed normally. Then it was open the upper hatch. He could see a milky white towards the surface, so he swam upwards towards it. Nathan broke surface, removed the mouthpiece and then swam on his back for the western shore, about 200 yards away. It was odd to see the sun and breathe the warm air. Nathan reached the shore, a shelving pebble beach and he took his fins and rebreather off. He was just about to start on up to the tree line when a voice called out.
“Stop where you are. Right there, buddy. US Marines.”
Two soldiers walked out of the treeline with M4 riles pointed at him.
“Hi, Lieutenant Commander Blake. USS New York City.” Nathan smiled. “Take me to your leader.”
“Look, wise ass, you’ll come with us.” He was searched and taken to a Lieutenant.
“You’re on a submarine, right? Where is it?”
“Down there.” He thumbed back to the sea behind.
The Lieutenant looked skeptical. He got on a communication set.
“Right sir.” The Lieutenant placed the handset down. “You’ll be picked up by a vehicle and taken to see someone.”
A civilian car drew up with two Marines in it. After being passed from pillar to post and repeating his story he was taken to a building up the hill. It looked like a school or College.
A Colonel approached him and shook his hand.
“Colonel Tonroe. 24th Marine MEU.”
Blake saluted. “Lieutenant Commander Blake, USS New York City, sir.”
“Good morning. I’ve had someone check with 6th Fleet in Naples and they vouch for you. Just as well, you were about to be detained as a Russian spy or Spetsnaz. Here, let’s go into my billet and have a coffee.” They walked off towards a set of tents set up in the college grounds.
“Have you served in Afghanistan or Iraq sir?” Nathan asked.
“Iraq, yes.”
“Then you’ll know about IEDs?”
The Colonel nodded. “Yeah, lost a few men to them. Bastards placed them by the roadside and bang, that’s it.”
“We’re going to need ropes, sir. A skilled armour technician and some 155mm Howitzer shells.”
“Ok, why?”
“We’re going to make IEDs.”
Tonroe looked at Nathan with a questioning stare. “What use are they here?”
“Sir, the US Marines are taking up a new line of work. They’re going to fuck submarines; Russian ones. Underwater IEDs. Welcome to the ASW business.”
* * *
AT THE BEACH, NATHAN put the rebreather back on, helped by two US Marines. He climbed into a small wooden Turkish boat along with one of the Marines.
“Ok,” he said to the soldier on shore. “As soon as we get 20 yards out or so, set it off.” The local started the outboard, and the small boat pulled away. Ashore, the Marine pulled the cap and set off the orange day smoke flare. The cloud blew away in the breeze. The small boat was now almost at the channel’s mid-point. Around the center of the Bosporus channel, under the bridge, a periscope suddenly rose up above the surface.
“Ok,” said Nathan, “that’s me. Thanks.” He placed in the mouthpiece and rolled over the side, venting gas from the rebreather and slipping below the surface. Down below it was cool and darker. He fell deeper, following the periscope down. He cleared his ears a few times and came to the sail. Nathan dived down into the crew platform, found the hatch and climbed into the wide cylinder. On one side were the rungs of the access ladder. He closed the hatch behind him and spun the wheel shut. Nathan knocked on the lower hatch with a spanner someone had tied on. The water started to lower. It had soon gone, so he spun the hatch wheel and started to climb down into the companionway.
“Ok sir?” asked Herzer.
“Yeah. Just about.”
“Was it sunny upstairs sir?” Nathan nodded. “Nice, I’m looking forward to it.”
Nathan looked at Herzer. “You know what I first noticed?”
Herzer smiled. “The smell sir. The plants, the distant life, cooking maybe.”
“You got it.” Nathan walked off into the control room.
“All set?” asked Franks.
“I hope so sir.”
“How did they take it?”
“Laughed at me at first. But they’re into it now. They’re hard at work setting things up. I think it might even work,” Nathan frowned, “if they cause enough damage.”
“Don’t worry,” grinned Franks, “a 155mm shell? That’ll give them a headache all right. All that damage to sonar panels, periscopes and props. Probably even crack the hull if it’s close enough.”
“Sir, can I call a war committee in the wardroom?”
“You’re on the committee, you have the right, yes. XO? Wardroom. Pigeon, you have the Conn.”
“I have the Conn sir.” She was amazed and proud, it was her first time.
The three of them sat around the wardroom desk.
Nathan opened up a paper sea chart of the Bosporus channel and laid it out.
He didn’t want to do it, but couldn’t see any other way. He knew it was now in for a cent, in for a dollar.
“Gabriel,” he said to XO Cortes. “I’ll address myself to you, as you’re new to the details of VOROTA. As we know, the only way out of the Black Sea is via the Bosporus channel. I’ve been studying the subsurface of the area. Here around two miles north of the channel is a ridge line, depth 180 feet, well above the Black Sea shelf. Behind the north ridge is the channel proper, depth is around 300 feet. The Bosporus depths start broad in the north but it becomes more canyon like as we come south. This canyon twists and turns as it runs to the south. At the southern exit, we have a sill where it rises to 150 feet deep. After that, we’re into the Sea of Marmara and finally the Aegean Sea. The current flow at the shallower levels, is north to south, into the Sea of Marmara. At the deeper levels, it’s south to north into the Black Sea. This is where we make our stand.” He tapped the chart at the Bosporus.
“Nathan. The whole fucking Black Sea Fleet is out there,” protested Gabriel. “We need to join the 6th Fleet, back in the Marmara and the Aegean.”
Nathan shook his head. “No XO, we’ll hold them at ‘the hot gates’.
Gabriel frowned, “What’s that?”
Nathan grinned. “It was the narrowest point at Thermopylae. Where a small Spartan force held off a Persian Army. We’ll fight an underwater battle of Thermopylae and hold back the Russian hordes until the 6th Fleet arrives.”
Gabriel laughed. “I’d ask if you’re serious, but I know you are. You’re either brilliant or some kind of nut.”
“I think he’s both,” said Franks.
“So Nathan,” said Gabriel, “we’re going to play the part of the 300 Spartans? You know what happened to them.”
“Yes, but we’ll try to avoid that outcome. It’s worse really, we’re not 300 we’re just 135 on board. But I won’t tell the Russians if you don’t. He smiled.
“If you face overwhelming odds, you have to fight dirty,” said Nathan. “Let your plans be dark, impenetrable as night, and when you move, fall like a thunderbolt. That was Sun Tzu.” Nathan stood.
“Karl,” he said to Franks, “can we make a communication to 6th Fleet after the meeting?”
“Yes?”
“It’s 12.05 hours now. So, the message begins.” He wrote it down. “Operation VOROTA begins at H hour. 13.00 local. USS New York City advancing to start line. They shall not pass.”
Nathan pointed to the Black Sea entrance of the Bosporus.
“Captain, our start line is north…”
* * *
RUSSIAN TACTICS WERE first and foremost; clear the Bosporus of any subsurface threats. This was vital before warships could transit the strait.
Russian airborne. The VDV would capture key commanding locations along the Bosporus from where the Turkish army could offer any resistance. This was also necessary before ships could pass through. Once through into the Mediterranean, the fleet could be supplied from the Russian naval base at Tartus and the airbase at Latakia, both in Syria. The whole operation wouldn’t be a permanent deployment; unless of course, the opportunity presented itself. Russian forces would be withdrawn from the Bosporus soon after the Fleet had passed and objectives were met.
The intention was first to establish a commanding presence around Ukraine and the Black Sea, secondly to gain a firm foothold in the Mediterranean.
Russia would then command the Black Sea and become a major presence in the Eastern Mediterranean.
Shipping access to The Black Sea via the Bosporus was guaranteed by the Montreux convention of 1936. The Russian leadership knew that the allies would huff and puff at the UN, but possession was nine tenths of the law.
First, clear the Bosporus then all else would fall into place. Russian Admirals and VDV commanders had said it would take less than a day.
* * *
UNDER THE STRAIT WAS a presence that would challenge that viewpoint.
The Russian military leadership hadn’t taken all into account.
The USS New York City stood alone but unbowed.
One submarine, one strait. One hell of a battle.



Chapter 14

THE BATTLE OF THERMOPYLAE. The Year of Our Lord 2014.
THE NORTH RIDGE. ONE hundred and eighty feet deep.
USS NEW YORK CITY ADVANCED to the south side of the ridge.
“Weaps, warload status,” said Franks.
“All tubes, Mk 48 CBASS sir.” Nathan grinned.
“Hold at 230 feet, we’ll hide behind the ridgeline,” said Franks. “Nosey, what’s going on out there?”
“Sir, three Kilo class. They’re distant, range eight miles, but running in fast. I think they’re overconfident.”
“Right, let them get close, let me know when they get to each mile marker.”
Nosey counted them down. Nathan closed his eyes, please don’t let me screw up.
“Four miles.”
A couple of minutes went by.
“Three miles to run sir. Two minutes 55 seconds, elapsed time. That’s speed 19 knots.”
“Good work Nosey.”
This was just the start, knew Franks.
“Two miles sir.”
“Weaps, flood tubes one to three, open outer doors.” Nathan’s fingers flew over his touchscreen.
“Firing solution laid in. Tangos one, two and three. Tubes one to three flooded, doors open. Fish ready in all respects. The fish are hungry sir.”
The seconds counted down.
“Range one mile sir,” said Nosey.
“Trim forward and rear. Come up to 150 feet.”
“Mark, depth 150 feet. Sir.”
“Launch tubes one to three. Go.” Nathan launched the three fish, spacing the timing.
“Fish launched, fish one to port, fish three to starboard. Fish two, right up the middle. Closing, closing. Fish pinging, fish two is pinging, three pinging. I’m cutting the wire…” he waited, “cutting now.” He watched his display.
“Tango two has released countermeasures,” said Nosey.
“Fish running in, pinging, fish terminal, fish are hungry.”
“Hot datum Tango one,” said Nosey. “Hot datum Tangos two and three. All Kilos down sir. Hull ripping sounds, gas escape. Huge gas escape.”
“RIP three Kilos,” said Nathan, “Closing doors, draining. Reloading tubes one to three.”
Franks knew it was a good start, but the enemy would be ready now. They knew a daemon of the deep was waiting for them.
* * *
TEN MINUTES WENT BY. Pigeon didn’t have much to do, saw Franks. She looked tense, this was her first undersea action after all.
“Weaps. Show Pigeon the key engagement positions in the Bosporus. Pigeon, get the headings from one to another worked out. Also, chart bearings for any dogleg course runs down the channel. I want all I need ready, when I need it.”
“Yes, sir. I’ll be on it.” Nathan showed her the chart positions, and she got to work.
“Sir,” said Nosey, “I have one Kilo, one Akula out there, range five miles. Two miles separation, Kilo to port and slightly behind.”
Franks had stayed at a depth of 150 feet. They knew where she was now.
“Weaps. You call the warload allocation.”
Nathan worked on his console and spoke to the Weapons CPO in the torpedo room.
“Sir, tubes one and four selected. Mk 48. Firing solutions laid in. Kilo designated Tango one, tube one. Akula designated Tango two, tube four. Flooding tubes one and four. Outer doors open. Fish ready in all respects. Fish are hungry sir.”
“Range three miles,” said Nosey.
Franks waited two minutes.
“Select Tango two, launch tube four.”
“Tube four launched, good launch. Fish running.”
The Kilo wouldn’t be far behind, Franks knew.
“Select Tango one, launch tube one.”
“Tube one launched, good launch,” said Nathan. “Fish running.”
“Sir, fish four running in, range one mile. Fish pinging, pinging.”
“Tango two has launched countermeasures,” said Nosey. The Akula was trying to escape; nobody liked being hunted by a Mk 48. Franks had expected it.
“Fish pinging running in on Tango two,” said Nosey.
“Tango two has blown ballast, full revs. He’s going up,” said Nosey, “Fish four is going for the countermeasures. Running in, pinging. Shit. Fish missed, sir.”
“Get a new solution on the Akula, Nathan.”
“New solution on Tango two. Tube two. Flooding tube two. Outer doors open. Fish ready in all respects. Fish two is hungry, sir.”
“Launch tube two.”
“Fish away, sir. Running in, pinging.”
“Fish in the water,” said Nosey, “Type 53, the Kilo has launched.”
“Ready countermeasures port side,” said Franks.
“Range to incoming fish?”
“Range point nine miles. Yes, yes. Hot datum Tango one. Kilo is down sir.” The Kilo diesel electric hunter killer submarine had launched her own fish, her last act.
“The fish, where is it Nosey?”
“Point six miles, sir. Point three. Point two.”
“Launch countermeasures port side, Planesman, come hard to starboard.” A thudding boom sounded through the hull. The boat was pushed to the right. The sea boiled, USS NYC rolled.
“The Type 53 went for our countermeasures,” said Nosey.
“COB, damage control.”
“Fish two running in, pinging. Cutting wire,” said Nathan.
“Fish closing,” said Nosey, “closing, closing terminal. He’s launched countermeasures, turning to starboard. Hot datum Tango two. The Akula’s eaten the fish.”
Franks finally drew breath.
“Reloading tubes,” said Nathan.
“I have all the Bosporus headings charted and marked sir,” said Lieutenant Lefevre. Franks grinned.
“Thanks, Pigeon.” She’d worked on, oblivious, all through the engagement. Torpedoes and countermeasures flew thick and fast, but Pigeon had worked on her charts. As far as she was concerned, the Captain did his job she did hers, that was how it worked. Franks patted her on the shoulder.
“Thanks, we need you where you are.” He stopped and turned. “I didn’t tell you, did I?”
“What sir?”
“Pigeon, I’ve a feeling we’re not in Kansas anymore.”
She grinned.
Franks knew it was time to pull back inside the channel. The enemy would have his measure here, they’d try to pin his ass against the wall with flanking attacks.
The Russian Naval Airforce would have Ilyushin Il-38 ASW aircraft up there buzzing around like flies. Searching and dropping APR-3E homing torpedoes on him.
“Planesman, come about bearing two one five, speed eight knots.”
YAVUZ SULTAN SELIM suspension bridge. Two hundred feet deep.
THE BOAT SAILED INTO the Bosporus. When he judged the moment correct, he ascended.
“Trim for up bubble 15, make for periscope depth.” The deck rose upwards towards the bow and then came level.
“Periscope depth sir.” He raised the scope and did a 360. Another 400 feet to go until they were 500 yards south of the huge suspension bridge, at the northern Black Sea end of the Bosporus.
“That’s it. Trim for down bubble ten, make your depth 250 feet. Planesman come about, put our bow on to north, northeast. We’ll face the enemy as he comes on.”
Franks rubbed his eyes, it had been a hard start to the battle, and he knew there was more to come yet.
“COB?”
“Sir.”
“Get a rating to bring us some coffee up here. Some biscuits too, sugary stuff, Oreos or whatever.”
The COB left the room, and soon a seaman from the galley appeared with coffee and biscuits.
“Thanks,” Franks looked at his name patch, “Fuller. Keep us supplied, OK?”
“Yes, sir.”
Franks turned to the sonar operator. “Nosey, any activity yet?”
“No sir, I’m on it.”
“Weaps. Warshot status?”
“All tubes loaded with Mk 48 sir. We’re ready.” He knew they were on a knife edge in truth, but you can only play the cards you’re dealt with. USS New York City would need an ace up her sleeve.
* * *
HIGH ABOVE IN THE SKIES above the Black Sea, three Ilyushin Il-38s headed south from the Crimean Peninsula. The four engine turboprop ASW aircraft headed towards Istanbul and the Bosporus.
North of them circled Ilyushin Il-76 heavy transport aircraft carrying elite VDV airborne troops and their BDM-4 armoured infantry fighting vehicles. These were equipped with 100mm cannon and 30mm cannons. Many carried the Arkan, anti-tank guided missile launchers. The VDV would be dropped by parachute to capture key locations along the Bosporus. Drop zones would be onto sites where they could provide cover for the passing warships. These and more Il-76s would subsequently land at Ataturk airport to disgorge more troops and vehicles.
“Owl one from Owl three, I have one plus bogie at range 67 kilometres, bearing eight degrees, altitude 200. Over.”
“Copy Owl three, this is Owl one, information?”
Lieutenant Ahmet Celasin, Turkish Airforce, ran his eyes across the radar screen return. He pushed the stick down and came to the left to bring his nose in line with the contact.
His F16C rolled smoothly through the sky. The 192nd Tiger squadron fighter flew Combat Air Patrol out from Balikesir in Western Turkey.
“Owl one, I have possible three or four bogies, heading two eight five for Istanbul, speed three five zero km. No IFF or civilian transponder.”
“Say again, no IFF?”
“Copy sir, no IFF or transponder.”
“Copy Owl three and two, intercept contact. Owl one and four will stand off to the east.”
“Copy.” Celasin pushed his throttle forward.
“Owl two. Keep one point five km to my west.”
“Copy.”
“Owl three from Owl one. Get visual.”
“Copy visual.” The F16C raced in, Celasin drew level with the contacts and flew a left-hand orbit. He broke through cloud base and approached from behind to the left within one kilometre. Three multi engine aircraft with faint wispy vapour trails from the turbo prop engines trailed them. They flew at less than 2,000 feet, and he saw the sea surface waves below.
“Owl one, Owl three. I have visual on contacts. Three Russian Ilyushin Il-38 ASW aircraft. Am moving up ahead to draw away.” Celasin flew his aircraft up in front of the three Russian turboprops and banked to the right to warn them off. He repeated the move.
“Owl one, I repeated warning. Contact is still Istanbul bound, over.”
Owl one reported the incident to Balikesir. He waited until the contacts had crossed the control line.
“Owl three, Air one gives you weapons clear, repeat weapons clear, execute.”
“Copy Owl one, I am execute free.” Celasin swallowed; this had never been done before. He throttled back and fell ten km behind the contact, he’d give them a chance, so he switched to international frequency in the clear.
“Russian Il-38 flight you will turn north now. Repeat Russian Il-38 flight you will turn north.”
Seconds later came the reply in a thick Russian accent.
“Monkey on my tail, you will fuck you.”
Celasin narrowed his eyes. He set master arm on and selected AMRAMM. The symbol on his radar screen changed to a target. The target flashed red. He held his finger over the pickle button. Waited, and pressed. The missile fell from its hardpoint, ignited the motor and sped off toward its target.
“Fox three.” Seconds later he saw the flash in his domed cockpit window, the radar screen confirmed the hit and the target fell into the sea.
“Owl one, Owl three, splash bogie. Confirm, we have one bogie down.”
The air war had begun.
* * *
WITH THE CURRENT FLOW in the deeper level of the Bosporus being south to north, Franks didn’t want to keep the boat in reverse. He needed it to be quiet. “All stop. Trim for up bubble ten. Vent front and rear 25 percent. We’ll settle here and wait for them.”
The boat sank slowly to the channel bed where she kicked up a cloud of billowing silt. She settled in the dark narrow channel and waited.
“COB,” said Franks, “Lieutenant Commander Blake has briefed Herzer, tell him to prepare and get a seaman to stand by for a signalling relay. Better use an A-ganger with a big hammer.”
“Sir.”
The COB set up the signalling chain. Talk about improvised, thought the COB.
It took less than two hours for the enemy to draw in.
“Sir,” said Nosey, “I have multiple subsurface contacts to the north heading our way. Probable Kilo class. I also have faint distant surface contacts, these seem to be standing off.”
“Ok, Nosey. Let me know when they’re seven miles away.”
The minutes went by.
“Contacts. Three Kilos, range seven miles, sir.”
“Weaps?”
“Designate left to right Tangos one to three.”
Nathan’s fingers ran over his screen. “Firing solutions laid in sir.”
“Ready solution for Tango three. Prepare for launch.”
Nathan worked on his console as indicators flashed on the Weapons CPO’s station in the torpedo room.
“Sir, tube three selected. Mk 48. Firing solution laid in. Kilo designated Tango three, tube three. Flooding tube three. Outer doors open. Fish ready in all respects. Fish is hungry sir.”
“Range six point four miles,” said Nosey.
“Trim forward and aft, fill 20 percent, come to depth two five zero.”
“Two five zero aye sir.” The boat rose from the channel bed.
Franks waited until he estimated the enemy were within six miles away.
“Launch tube three.” There was a gushing sound from up forward.
“Good launch, tracking Tango three, I’m taking the fish to the east,” said Nathan. “I’m going for a top down shot.”
“Fish, range to target three miles,” said Nosey.
“Steering fish into target. Closing, pinging, fish pinging. Cutting wire.” The Mk 48’s onboard sonar was tracking the Kilo.
“Sir, Kilo has launched countermeasures early,” said Nosey.
“He’s going up. He’s blown ballast. Fish rising, range point two miles. Closing, pinging, closing. Yes, got him. Hot datum on Tango three. Huge gas escape, prop racing. Impact with the seabed. Tango is down sir.”
One down, now they knew he waited for them. The element of surprise was gone.
“Sir, Tangos one and two have increased revs. They’re bearing down on us. Range two point six miles.”
Franks waited, not yet.
“Launch on Tango two.”
“Flooding tube two. Outer doors open. Fish ready in all respects. Fish is hungry, launch two Sir. Good launch. Running.”
“Both Tangos running in at us, max revs sir,” said Nosey.
“Make full revs, engage reverse.”
“Reverse aye sir.”
Franks did his calculations. “Let me know when Tangos get to one point two miles.”
“Sir, fish is pinging, running in for Tango two,” said Nathan, “cutting wire.”
“Fish closing on Tango two. He’s fixed. He’s not taking any action. Wait, Tango’s going to his starboard. He’s late.” Nosey punched the air.
“Hot datum Tango two. Gas escape. Secondary explosion.” Nosey looked at Franks. “Tango isn’t down sir, he’s just not fucking there.” He looked back to his console display. “Range on Tango one now one point two miles.”
“COB, signal Herzer.” The COB nodded back down the companionway.
At the base of the sail an Engineer fitter, an A-ganger, struck the lower hatch with his heavy baby beater three times.
Inside the sail cylinder was Herzer, the boat’s diver. He wore his diving suit and rebreather apparatus, the upper hatch had been opened and the cylinder was open to the sea. Attached to one of the ladder’s rungs were several submarine escape suits known as Submarine Escape Immersion Equipment Mk 10 or SEIE. These suits, filled with air, would allow the crew to ascend from a stricken submarine from a depth of six hundred feet. They were known by many as WAEFFO suits: When All Else Fails Fuck Off suits.
Herzer heard the three loud bangs, pulled a suit clear and opened the small air cylinder. The suit partly inflated and quickly rose up the cylinder and out, on its way to the surface.
A US Marine with binoculars sat at one end of the huge bridge looking for the ascending suits reaching the surface. He saw it and picked up his radio mike.
“Watch party west, watch party west. We have a signal on the surface.”
“Copy, watch party.” At five locations across the bridge, Marines had hung 155mm Howitzer shells deep down into the sea.
“Signal on the surface. Detonate the IED.” A Marine turned the blast charge handle. Deep below the surface, the shell detonated. Gas escaped from the explosion to the surface of the sea.
“Right, get the next ones in.” The Marines lowered another shell, held by its cable, which was wrapped in detonation cord, down into the sea. There it would hang until the next suit appeared on the surface.
It was crude, but the submarine and the Marines above had a signalling system. The submarine’s distance to the bridge would be factored in along with how long it took for the suit to reach the surface. If an enemy submarine approached, the Marines would detonate a 155mm shell and hope it would be on or near the target.
“Kilo is running in close to the bridge sir.”
“Weaps launch tube one.”
“Sir, tube one selected. Firing solution laid in on Tango one, tube one. Flooding tube, outer doors open. Fish ready in all respects. Fish is hungry sir. Launching.” A rushing sound came from up forward.
“Good launch. Fish running, pinging, pinging. Cutting wire.”
“Sir, Tango one’s got a fish off, fish running in. Goddamn close.”
“Countermeasures, port side, come hard to starboard. Blow ballast.”
“Sharp transients. Shells going off sir,” said Nosey.O ne IED blew close to the target, I can hear hull buckling noises. That must have hurt. Kilo is heading down. I can hear an impact with the seabed. Our fish is running in fast, pinging, closing.” Russian Type 53 was closing in. There was a ripping boom to port, the boat rolled, and Franks held on. Cortez wasn’t quite so quick and he fell to the deck, but climbed back up holding his ribs. The boat came to its central position. The enemy fish had gone for the countermeasures.
In the strait, it was like fighting in a locker box, and the trailing lure was useless.
Nosey barked excitedly. “Oh wow. Hot datum Tango one, sir. Kilo down, Kilo down. He’s sucking mud.”
Franks ran his hands through his hair and blew his cheeks. How much more of this would there be?
“The IEDs worked Nathan, well done. Well done the Marines too, they’re in the ASW game now.”
“Sir, they’ll hit this place hard now,” said Nathan.
“I know, bastards.”
Nathan pursed his lips.
“They’ll have their air hitting this place if they can. The Russian air force will be swarming up there. Any new Russian boats coming through will be ready too.”
Franks hadn’t wanted to do it. They’d done well, the enemy had lost boats. A serious amount of them. But there comes a time…
“Sir, I have a contact approaching the strait. It’s an Akula class.”
“How far, Nosey?”
Two point five miles sir.” It was too far away to use the IEDs.
“OK, Planesman come about.”
The boat turned to the south.
Franks looked at Nathan. “Lieutenant commander Blake.” Nathan looked into his commander's fixed gaze. “This is the day Nathan. The day we’ll tell them about; men and women who’ll be sorry they weren’t here. We’ll stand and say, that day, I was on the USS New York City.” Franks paused. “It’s time to withdraw to the Hot Gates and make our last stand.”



Chapter 15

THE HOT GATES. TWO hundred and fifty feet deep.
USS NYC HEADED SOUTH towards the Fatih Sultan Mehmet Koprusu suspension bridge.
“Sir, the submarine canyon twists left and right here,” said Pigeon. “First heading; bearing two six eight degrees. One minute, 25 seconds at 14 knots.”
“Do as she requests Planesman, maintain depth at two five zero feet. Pigeon, order course changes and runtimes as you see them. Relay the course to the Planesman.”
“Yes, sir.”
Franks grinned at his Weapons Officer.
“Your Operation VOROTA’s going well. How’s it feel to be one of them?”
Nathan frowned. “One of who, sir?”
“A Spartan. That’s what you planned, that’s what you said. We use the Bosporus like ‘The Hot Gates’ at the battle of Thermopylae.”
“Sir, I used an example.”
“Blake, I remember what you said… We’ll hold them at ‘The Hot Gates’. It was the narrowest point at Thermopylae. Where a small Spartan force held off a Persian Army.
We’ll fight an underwater Thermopylae and hold back the Russian hordes.” Franks smiled.
“What’s VOROTA mean, Blake?”
“Russian for ‘gate’, sir.”
Franks grinned. “Then I suppose Lieutenant Commander, that changes our boat’s designation?”
“Sir?” he gave Franks a quizzical stare.
“USS. United States Ship. I suppose that now becomes United Spartan Ship?” Franks laughed.
* * *
THE CITIZENS OF ISTANBUL were aware of the general situation; they’d seen the TV reports, read the newspapers. They’d seen the Army on the streets, heard the Air Force flying over the city. Life, by and large though, went on as normal. Cafes served meals, buses and cars drove by. Shops saw trade as normal. People gossiped, laughed, argued, walked hand in hand, drank in bars. The city did what cities do the world over. People sat in bars and cafes by the Bosporus drinking coffee, wine, tea, Raki and beer. They out looked out over the shimmering waterway to the far side of the city.
But hidden deep below the waters, in their midst, the USS NYC sailed south through the dark unseen canyons. The cold shadow of unseen depths were her home, and she knew her home by sound alone. The city was oblivious to the deathmatch going on in their midst.
* * *
THE BOAT HAD STREAMED her towed array sonar behind. It was only 200 feet away, but gave some information on the situation in her wake.
“Sir, I have contact with the Akula, he’s following us down the channel.”
“What do you think he’ll see, Nosey?”
“He’ll have the upgraded Mk 540 sonar sir, they’re not bad. With the canyon’s echos I don’t think he’ll have a lot of trouble. But he will go blind as we change course and turn a corner.”
LEOPARD, AKULA CLASS SSN.
ORLOV WAS FURIOUS. This enemy boat, probably a Virginia class, had sunk several Fleet submarines including Sokolov’s Volk.
“Can you hear the bastard?”
“Yes sir, it can be awkward in this чертов ‘fucking’ channel, but I can keep with him.”
“Let me hear.” He passed Captain Orlov the headset. Orlov listened and frowned.
“It sounds like a rushing sound with a deep throbbing layered over it sir.”
He listened. Sometimes he had it, sometimes there was nothing but deep echoes. Orlov tried, but it wasn’t his forte.
“Here, you do it. But keep the bastard in view, or whatever you call it. I want that ублюдок; bastard.”
“Come to one eight two degrees sir.”
“One eight two.”
“One eight two aye,” said the Planesman.
“Weapons Officer. Compute a Type 53 firing solution on this Yankee boat.”
“Sir, I have a calculation on him, it’s difficult with his pump jet drive and this damn tunnel that we’re in. But I have a solution. Tube one is ready with Type 53.”
“Flood tube one.”
He wanted this Virginia, but he had to be ready, it wasn’t the time yet. Leopard would get her chance and, when she did, she wouldn’t miss.
* * *
“PLANESMAN COMING UP on course change,” said Pigeon, “come to two one eight on my mark. Three, two one. Go.” The boat turned to starboard, the crew were pushed towards the left and they held on. She set her timer for the next leg and started the two minute 35 second countdown.
* * *
LEOPARD STRUGGLED TO keep up, they were following the Virginia, and Orlov could tell they knew the channel. Not surprising really.
“Bastards, we should have good charts of this place. The Black Sea Fleet got too damn complacent.”
* * *
“NOSEY, WHERE’S HE TURNING? Exactly where?”
“He’s turning right where we are, Pigeon.” She thought about this. Maybe?
“Sir, permission to take us right up against the wall,” asked Pigeon, “he’s trusting us.”
Franks knew what she was thinking. Trouble was, he needed to trust her too. If she got it wrong they’d be a several thousand ton battering ram, and the canyon wall would win the argument.
“Go on, do it; but Pigeon. Get it right.”
She looked at her counter. “Planesman coming up on course change, make this one quick and hard.” said Pigeon. “Come to one seven four on my mark.” She added some time to the count. “Three, two one. Go.” The boat turned hard to starboard. The crew hung on.
“Shit,” said Nosey.
“I could hear the wall compression flow. That was goddamn close, Pigeon.”
“Do you want me to drive, Nosey?”
“Do I fuc…”
Leopard turned hard, and as the tail came about there was a scrape on the rear hull.
Orlov cursed his Planesman.
The two boats raced down the twisting canyon. In the blackness Leopard scraped again.
“Last run Sir, we’re two minutes 18 seconds from the bridge.”
“Let me know when we’re ten seconds away.”
“Akula is still behind us, he’s hit the wall twice sir,” said Nosey.
“His fault, following a woman driver,” said Pigeon. “Ten seconds sir.”
Franks counted down. “Hard a port, full reverse revs.”
“Aye sir.” The boat turned and faced the oncoming enemy.
“Weaps, get a Mk 48 in him.”
“Sir, tube three selected. Designate target Tango one. Firing solution laid in on Tango one, tube three. Flooding tube, outer doors open. Fish ready in all respects. Fish is hungry sir. Launching.” From up forward there was a loud double click.
Franks looked at Blake.
“Sir, sounds like a release clamp.”
“What?”
Nathan got off the intercom to the Weapons CPO. “Yes Sir, release clamp jam. Draining tube to clear it.”
Franks knew out there was an Akula preparing to fire and here he was with his dick in his hand.
“Sir,” said Blake, “IEDs.”
“They were all back there! It’s the wrong fucking bridge!”
“Just do it, sir. Do it now!” Blake shouted.
Franks turned to the COB. “Is that bubblehead Herzer still in the can?”
“Yes, sir.”
“Signal him to release a suit. Bang on that fucking hatch.”
The A ganger hit the hatch hard three times with his baby beater. Inside, Herzer, surprised, removed a WAEFFO suit, opened the cylinder and inflated the suit. It quickly raced up and left the cylinder.
A US Marine with binoculars sat at one end of the huge bridge. He saw the suit and picked up his radio mike.
“Watch party. We have a signal on the surface.”
“Copy, watch party.” At six locations across the bridge, the Marines had hung 155mm Howitzer shells deep below the bridge.
“Goddamn signal. Detonate the IEDs.”
* * *
“SIR,” SAID NOSEY, “FISH in the water, it’s the Akula, Type 53.”
Shit, thought Franks. “Eject countermeasures, starboard. Blow ballast, come hard to port, max revs.” The boat rose hard and came to the left.
“Enemy fish coming in, range point four miles, point two five. Pinging, pinging, range point one mile. Oh, point six.” It was all down to the countermeasures now. God help us, thought Franks.
Nosey stood and punched the air.
“Yes, yes. Sir, IEDs have gone off, six of em.” Nosey stood and shouted, “Yes. IED. Next to the enemy fish, its motor is stuttering. It’s off course.” There was a huge thudding sound out to front and right.
“Fish has gone off, it’s blown,” said Nosey.
Franks breathed again.
Thank God, thought Nathan, Colonel Tonroe had promised he’d try to set IEDs on the next bridges too, if he could. Nathan grinned; the USMC had kicked ass.
“Sir, they’ve unset the clamp,” said Nathan, “our fish has cleared, flooding tube, opening outer doors. Solution good. Launching.” The rushing came from forward.
“Fish running. Pinging, pinging, cutting wire. Closing, pinging.”
* * *
ORLOV LOOKED INTO HIS sonar man’s eyes, saw the look of horror, and knew.
The Mk 48 hit Leopard amidships to starboard. Her hull ripped open the length of three compartments. A massive gas cloud rose towards the surface. What was left of the boat hit the seabed hard. The Leopard was dead.
* * *
“HOT DATUM, TANGO ONE,”
Franks had to get the knife in and twist it.
“Forward 14 knots. Nosey, get those ears on.”
USS NYC made her way north, twisting and turning up the channel. She had become dispassionate, unstoppable. Out of the darkness loomed a terrible spirit, death her game, vengeance her goal. She turned a corner in the dark submarine channel. Franks face now a mask of grim determination.
“I sweep away all hope, all faith. I am become death, the destroyer of worlds.”
For the Russian boat, the USS NYC came out of the gloom, unexpected.
“Contact up ahead sir, Kilo class.”
Franks narrowed his eyes. “Weaps. Get him.”
“Sir, tube one selected. Designate target Tango one. Firing solution laid in on Tango one, tube one. Flooding tube, outer doors open. Fish ready in all respects. Fish is hungry. Launching.” The MK 48 ran hard and fast, and the Kilo didn’t even have time to launch countermeasures. The fish slammed down on her from above.
“Hot datum,” said Nosey.
The strait became quiet again. Nosey detected no more contacts in the Bosporus.
“Where are we, Pigeon?”
“By the Yavuz Sultan Selim suspension bridge sir. The northernmost bridge.”
Franks nodded and waited an hour. “This will do. Trim for ascent, up bubble 15. Surface the boat.”
* * *
THE USS NEW YORK CITY came to the surface just north of the bridge and slowed to four knots. She was back at the north end of The Bosporus.
“Sir,” said Commander Krupa, “this just came in from CINCUSNAVEUR sir.”
Franks read the slip.
PRIORITY RED
B 86563571Z JUN 51 ZY87
CINCUSNAVEUR NAVAL FORCES EUROPE. NAPLES ITALY//E1//
TO NEW YORK CITY
EURFLT// ID E947QV54//
NAVAL OPS/31
MSGID/EUROPS 6722/CINCUSNAVEUR ACTUAL//
MSG BEGINS://
RUSSIAN ASSAULT BY VDV AND THE BLACK SEA FLEET TRANSIT OF BOSPORUS CANCELLED DUE TO INABILITY TO CLEAR STRAIT OF SUBSURFACE THREAT. SIXTH FLEET ASSETS NOW IN SEA OF MARMARA.
YOU STOOD TALL AND HELD YOUR GROUND. THEY DID NOT PASS. YOU ARE RELIVED//
MSG END//

Franks grinned and passed the communication to Nathan.
The hatch opened, and two seamen followed by the COB climbed up into the sail. The COB stood by the jackstaff, he unfurled and raised the stars and stripes. All saluted.
Old Glory flew proudly in the breeze. It’s a challenge; if you want it, come and take it.
WASHINGTON DC.
THE TV THEME MUSIC intro ended. Grim faced, she looked out at the audience.
“I’m Marcia Goldforli. This is NBC, and our Eyes are on the World tonight.
We’ve been sent a recording. This recording is genuine, we can’t tell you how we know, but we have verified its authenticity. I must warn you it contains graphic events of a sexual nature. The identity of the woman has been disguised by digitally smearing the image. Her voice is spoken by an actor. The identity of the man has not been disguised for reasons that will become obvious.”
The recording played. He lay with his back against a pillow in bed. The man was obviously naked. Laid over his legs face down was a woman, her shoulders and back were bare. The woman’s blond hair hung down over his groin. Her face was inches above his groin obviously performing a sex act on him. She intermittently spoke to him, encouraging him to speak.
“The fools are starting to believe us. Can you imagine? Can you?”
“What am I imagining, Yuri?” she said.
“We will soon make our dream come true. The greater Russia. First Ukraine then… Jesus, Bleep.”
She bobbed her head above his groin for long seconds, then lifted her head away.
“What were you saying? Tell me,” she asked.
“This is just part one. Ukraine first then the…” The recording ended.
Marcia looked at the audience.
“The man in the recording is the Deputy Russian Ambassador Yuri Komarov. He refers, of course, to events in Ukraine. Now you, our viewers, know what Russia is really up to. What it really thinks of the situation. Believe it or not, we’ve cut some of the more graphic sections. But they contain more spoken revelations from Deputy Ambassador Komarov along the same lines. We contacted the State Department. They refused to comment. They also refused to say the recordings were false when given the opportunity.” Marcia smiled. “The Russian Embassy refused to comment on what we have seen, as we expected. You saw and heard it first here. I’m Marcia Goldforli. This is NBC, and our Eyes are on the World tonight.”
The picture faded, the program theme music started.
ONE WEEK LATER.
IT WAS A MORNING LIKE any other, he picked up a copy of the Washington Post and walked the two blocks to his store. He opened the door to Saul’s Stamps, inside he hung his coat, made a coffee and started to read the newspaper. The first customers wouldn’t be here for an hour or so.
The story was on page four.
The headline read” Potomac spy theory.
“The woman’s body found in the Potomac two days ago by an early morning runner is thought to be that of a Russian spy. The young woman’s body has been identified as that of Yana Borisova, a Ukrainian Journalist thought actually to be a Russian spy. The Russian embassy has denied all knowledge of the woman.”
He read the details, the discovery, the lack of details of her recent activities. The excess of alcohol and drugs found in her blood samples. Rumours of a sexual relationship with a Russian diplomat were denied by the embassy as scurrilous sensationalist newspaper talk.
He was saddened by the news; he didn’t know her well, but she was a pleasant girl. You never really knew your clients, but Yana didn’t deserve that fate.
The door opened, a customer walked in. “Good morning. I’m looking for Polish and Hungarian stamps…”
LANGLEY VIRGINIA.
OWEN PICKED UP THE phone. The brass plaque on his desk read, Director. Department of Europe. East sector. His office was spacious and looked like an old English drawing room. The decor was all dark woods with wrought iron and brass fittings.
The number had taken some tracking down, not by him of course, he’d staffed it. It rang and then was finally answered.
“God, who’s this? He rubbed his eyes, he’d just awoken.
“Good morning. I have a task for you,” said Owen.
“What? Who is this…”
* * *
HE WALKED SLOWLY DOWN the city street, he was early and walked into a café. His hood and dark glasses were his disguise. Nobody seemed to suspect anything. He was anonymous as far as he could tell. The woman served him a coffee and a Pliatsky cake. The man ate it, paid her, then left. The city was bustling today, people went about their business with a spring in their step. People laughed and joked. Life was good. He knew that all this came at a price. He walked around another three blocks and then turned into Kiev’s Dubky Park.
Vasyl, the Father of the Nation, sat on the appointed bench and waited.
She entered the Park from the North end of Saratovska Street and walked up to the third bench, and sat next to him.
He handed her a coffee in its disposable cup; he sipped one himself.
“How are you today?”
“I’m good, Vasyl. I slept well and the sun is shining, all’s well with my world.”
“I read that you were dead, Yana. Found floating in the Potomac.” He smiled at her. “You’re looking well, to say that you’re dead.”
“It had to be done I suppose. Who was it? The dead person?”
“I’ve no idea Yana. I left that to The Sluzhba Bezpeky Ukrayiny. It’s the secret service’s sort of thing. Probably a dead drug addict, I suppose.” He took another sip of coffee. “You did well. The Russians are humbled and have pulled back into the Eastern Ukraine. One day we’ll push them from there too. But for now, we are saved. Our nation is ours, The Black Sea is open again. We tricked them. We thwarted their plans.” He smiled at her. “Now that you’re dead Yana, you can serve your country all the more. The Russians think you’re one of theirs now; that we killed you in revenge. Or that we tried to do but failed, and you killed someone to frame your own death. We’ll see that they find evidence that it was the latter. They’ll be pleased to find one of their own is still alive. The Kievan Unit has great things for you to do. Great things.” Vasyl grinned. “In the meantime, you need a break. Here, take this.” He handed her an envelope. “In it, you’ll find a ticket, booking details and a credit card. There’ll be instructions and a location where you’ll meet your contact. Enjoy your trip, Yana. And thanks.”
* * *
SHE WALKED DOWN THE dusty path by the beach. The Bahamas. It had been a surprise, why here? Yana didn’t mind, she’d over two weeks here. He’d said it was a break. Just one meeting and that was it. Freedom; she smiled. She walked by a group of palm shrubs and there it was, The Red Sailfish bar, that was where her contact would be. She pushed the door open, walked in and ordered a Red Stripe beer. The inside was nautical style with sea fishing trimmings. Hooks, nets, gaffs. Photographs of men with large fish suspended from hooks.
“Hi, Yana, better than a forest cabin.”
She turned. There he stood, in shorts and a yellow frayed tee shirt. Bare muscled arms. He grinned.
“Nathan! What are you doing here?” she tried hard to suppress her grin.
“I have a message for you. It’s from Langley.” He handed her a letter.
“I’ll read it later. Why did they ask you to pass it to me?”
“You know me I guess? And I have some free time now.”
She raised her eyebrows.
“I have two weeks leave before I report to Naval Submarine school at Groton for the Prospective Commanding Officer course.” He smiled. “They might give me my own boat someday.”
“So Nathan, we both have time off? Let’s make the most of it.”
She walked over, they kissed and…
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