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Аннотация
Armageddon looms.
Strong-armed by the West, Saudi Arabia and Israel, Iran signs a deal rejecting nuclear weapons. But all is not what it seems.

As the oil price tumbles, the Iranian nuclear Genie is released.

The call goes out to the Commander of the one submarine who could slay the Genie.
Bring forth the champion.

The man, Commander Nathan Blake. The boat, USS Stonewall Jackson.
Armageddon has come knocking, can Nathan prevail?

It’s your duty to make a stand alongside Nathan Blake on the USS Stonewall Jackson.

The free world is at stake.


Stephen Makk
The Iranian Blockade

“THE BUSINESS OF A SOLDIER is to fight. Armies are not called out to dig trenches, to throw up breastworks, and live in camps. But to find the enemy, and strike him; to invade his country, and do him all possible damage in the shortest possible time…but such a war would of necessity, be of brief continuance, and so would be an economy of prosperity and life in the end. To move swiftly, strike vigorously, and secure all the fruits of victory, is the secret of successful war.”
GENERAL THOMAS J “STONEWALL” Jackson.


PROLOGUE

The Aleutian Islands. North Pacific Ocean. March 2018
One hundred and fifty miles South of Unalaska Island.
A GRIM COLD GREY DAWN stretched out to the horizon, where it met low-lying grey cloud. The USS Hopper an Arleigh Burke class Destroyer rolled in the mid-ocean swell; she’d come abeam to make her approach. The biting wind, whipped spray from the crests of the waves. The diver stood on deck lashed by a passing shower. A thin layer of ice covered the foredeck, built up by the freezing rain. Icicles hung down from cables and sharp edges.
A sailor emerged from a hatchway, dressed in a hooded waterproof. He hurriedly walked over to the diver, his face scowled at the windblown shower. The diver wore a black dry suit and a couple of instruments wrapped around the wrists. Stood impassive, ignoring the rain and the cold howling wind. The sailor pointed off the starboard quarter
“There. About two hundred yards. We’re at the right location. It was hard to find, but we got the buoy on radar. She’s coming in up current. There won’t be much of a run on, it’s slack water right now.”
“Help me with the set.” The sailor helped lift the rebreather and held it against the divers back. The straps were secured, the buckles clipped shut. The twin-hose was placed inside cold lips, lungs breathed in and out. Instruments checked carefully.
“Get me the gob bucket.”
“The what?” An arm pointed to a nearby bucket. The sailor slid it across the deck with his leg. There was a spit into the mask, it was quickly washed in the bucket of seawater. The twin-hose mouthpiece inserted, the lips gripped it. The buoy rose and fell in the swell around thirty yards off the starboard side. The sailor opened the side-load gunnel hatch, the sea heaved in an uninviting rhythm. It was an awkward walk sideways across the rolling deck, then a stand with the forward blades of the fins overhanging the sea. There was a forward step and a splash. The sailor closed the side-load gunnel hatch and looked down into the sea. The diver had rolled face up and was finning for the buoy.
“Rather you than me buddy.”
* * *
AT THE BUOY, THE DIVER vented buoyancy air and sank beneath the waves. The pressure was equalised for the first time, the depth beckoned as the cable fell into the gloom. The surface swell disappeared, and the cold sea grew darker.
A helmet light flooded the scene. The backscatter from small sea creatures was all that could be seen; that and the cable down into the beyond. The only sound was the breathing and the soft opening and shutting of the valves. Down and down into the inky depths, the cable streamed off into the black chasm. An instrument read one hundred and fifteen feet. Down and down, the breathing gas is noticeably thicker down here. The world was now a stygian darkness, a pure empty blackness. Devoid of anything but an endless cable leading down and down to infinity. One hundred and eighty feet. Two hundred and twenty feet. Finally, out of the gloom there it was. The top of a submarine’s sail, two feet clad in fins, dropped into the sail. A swim over to the circular hatch. Gloved hands spun the wheel, then lifted the hatch. The diver turned to fall into the cylindrical airlock. Hands closed the hatch, now above and spun the wheel shut. Another twenty feet down was the inner hatch with its wheel. A knife was removed from a chest-mounted scabbard. It was then a squat down; and using the handle there were three knocks on the hatch, a wait, and then another three. After the fourth signal, three knocks came back, a pause then another three. Air was forced into the airlock and the water level fell. The diver’s weight returned.
There was nothing to do now but wait, until the pressure dropped from the equivalent of two hundred and twenty feet of seawater, eight atmospheres, to one atmosphere. This would be done slowly to prevent decompression sickness or the bends as most know it. Finally, the hatch wheel was spun and the hatch was pushed open into the boat’s companionway. Two fins were passed down to one of the waiting crewmen. The rebreather was unclipped, removed and passed down; a weight belt followed.
* * *
FINALLY, THE DIVER was helped down to the deck of the submarine. The diver removed the mask and pulled off the hood.
Her long black hair fell wet over her shoulders.
“Hello Mam, are you ok?” asked the seaman.
“Yes, but I could do with a brew.”
The seaman puzzled over her. She was a looker, a coffee colored hot British Asian woman in her late twenties.
“A brew Mam?”
“Yes, a brew. A tea?”
“Oh yes, we have Liptons in the galley. Come this way.” She sighed.
“Liptons. No Assam then, it’ll have to do.” She followed the seaman back aft towards the galley.
He passed her the tea, she sipped it.
“I’m actually here to see Captain Blake.”
“Yes Mam, I’ll tell him you’re here. He’ll know anyway but….”
A man appeared in the doorway. “Sir. This is ahh, your visitor.”
“Thanks, Withers,” said Nathan, he stepped inside the galley.
“Welcome aboard USS Stonewall Jackson….” He held out a palm to her.
“Anupa Silva,” she shook his hand. “I’m with MI6.”
“It was a dramatic entrance. You guys do that sort of thing? Oh, of course. Silly me, James Bond’s MI6. Do you know him?” Nathan grinned. She smirked at him.
“Captain, I…”
“Call me Nathan please.”
“Nathan. I was just passing by and thought I’d drop in for a brew.” He smiled and waited.
“Actually, you come highly recommended. The Chief of Naval Operations and I would like to ask a favour.”
“Anupa, the CNO doesn’t ask, he tells. What am I to do?”
* * *
SHE STUDIED HER PAPER cup.
“Where to begin?” she smirked, her eyes dark and playful.
“It all started quite innocently with oil. Rather a lot of it. The world’s supply to be exact.”
He listened, then looked to the galley. “I’ll have a coffee.” Nathan sat.
She glimpsed at him and returned to her story. “Yes, as I was saying. A lot of oil, and then there were the nuclear weapons. So, it started with oil and nukes, but then it got really interesting.” She took a sip and paused.
“Nathan, the CNO and I would be dreadfully grateful if you’d….”

Chapter 1

Oxford Circus tube station. London. September 2014
IT WAS JUST ANOTHER typical morning on the Central line, the carriage rocked slightly as the underground Tube train made its way through the dark tunnel. Anupa Silva stood, holding on to a vertical metal pole for balance. A punk couple sat on a seat next to her, and his Mohican red spikey hair contrasted with her blue colored comb atop and shaven sides. Several bored looking people clutched bags and briefcases, this was just part of their daily commute. Anupa caught a glimpse of a few stares from two young men sat to one side; she wasn’t interested but didn’t mind the attention, if she was honest. She was a striking British Asian woman in her late twenties with coffee colored skin and a nose stud on her left nostril. She wore her glossy, silky black hair long.
The train slowed, then pulled into Oxford Circus station, and the doors slid open. Anupa got off and made her way to the Bakerloo line, then doubled back and stood on the platform. She opened her bag and took out a makeup case with a mirror. Holding it up to her face, she pretended to inspect herself, but in truth, she was looking at the people on the platform behind her. Were any following her? Nobody seemed to be. She closed it and headed to the Victoria line. She repeated the mirror search, then got on a southbound train. Anupa got off at Vauxhall and made her way to the SIS building, the headquarters of the Secret Intelligence Service or MI6 as it’s commonly known.
Sitting at her desk, she started her morning trawl through the overnight events. Anupa was new to her role, having transferred over from MI5. She’d been through her orientation course and done well. The two services were different but had more similarities than differences. There was no such organisation as MI6 of course, but the SIS knew that was how most people knew it. There was no point fighting this, so it embraced it. Many of its few public-facing documents referred to it as MI6. It was more flash and debonair than MI5, more boys club military, the nicknames, the pranks, yet more ruthless than MI5. It had been a mild culture shock for Anupa. Nothing notable in the news seemed to jump out at her, only some Libyan signals traffic for the Lebanese embassy. It could be a message to an ISIS deep cover operation; she’d check that out with GCHQ.
A face appeared over the desk partition, an office screen. The man had fair unkempt hair and was typically unshaven.
“Morning Crutch,” he smiled. That had become her nickname.
“Morning Aqualung. Is your razor still AWOL?”
“Undercover job.”
“You still on that one?”
“Yeah, tramps don’t shave or wear Gicci.”
Anupa rolled her eyes. “That’s Gucci.”
“Whatever. How was your little trip back oop north? Family and friends good? Manchester’s slag heaps still smoking?”
“It’s Accrington, not Manchester, Aqualung. And yes, I had a good trip home.”
Aqualung shook his head. “They say it’s grim up north. Look, I saw Biggles this morning, the Head Shed wants to see you.”
“Rudolph?”
“That be ‘im. Aye me hearties. Yeah, cross me heart job.” Aqualung smiled as Anupa got up and headed to the lift.
Aqualung grinned. “Oh, she’s off to see the wizard, the wonderful wizard of Oz. Good luck Crotch.”
Anupa turned and frowned. “That’s Crutch.” Anupa knew she’d have to stop pulling them up about the Crotch thing, it would only make matters worse.
* * *
THE LIFT TOOK HER TO floor six, and she entered the head’s outer office.
“Hello, Helen. I’m here to see him.” Anupa smiled.
“I’ll let him know.” She picked up the phone, propping it against her cheek and shoulder. “Hello, Sir. She’s here to see you. Right, Sir.” She nodded to Anupa. “Go on in.”
In the large, well furnished office, Rudolph stood, leaned over his desk and shook her hand.
“Hello Crutch, please sit. How are you settling in?”
“Ok, I think. It’s a change but I’m quite enjoying it.”
He placed his wrists on the desk, his fingertips touching together. “The feedback I’ve got is positive. Soup says you’re doing well, so it’s time to pick your area of interest. You’ll do your first tour there.” She knew this was a military term; a tour was a three year posting. Her second tour would normally be to another region. “We’ve got openings in the Far East or the Middle East, which would you prefer?”
She’d expected this, but had wondered if Latin America might come up, considering some of the things she’d been hearing about Venezuela.
“I think I’ll choose the Middle East, Sir.”
“Always something doing there. I started there before I became a Pact man.” He nodded his approval.
“I thought you’d always been a Pact specialist?”
“No, my first ops posting was Amman, Jordan.” Rudolph was virtually a fixture in Warsaw Pact; Eastern European operations. “Right, you’ll be working for Silk Purse. I’ll call her. In fact, I’ll do it now.” He picked up the phone, simultaneously sifting through papers on his desk as if he were looking for something. “Rudolph here. Hi. All well?” He listened. “Sounds fine. Ok. The reason I’m calling is that you have a new staff member. Crutch is requesting your patch.” He nodded. “Yes, she’s here now. I’ll get her to join your crew when she leaves.” He hung up.
“She’s pleased to hear that. When you get back, pack your things and report to her in the Middle East section.”
“Good, Sir, will do.” Anupa stood, preparing to leave.
“Before you go; why did they call you Crutch?”
She smiled. “Anupa Silva. It’s a Goan name; Silva, Silver. Pieces of eight were silver and are associated with Pirates and that led to Long John Silver. He had a Parrot and walked with a Crutch. So, that’s where it came from.”
He smiled. “It could be worse.”
“It is, Sir. Some have taken to calling me Crotch.”
He shook his head. “Don’t rise to the bait, worst thing you could do. Well, go and see Silk Purse. She’ll start you off.”
“Thanks, Sir.”
After Anupa left his office, Rudolph laughed. “Crotch. They can be a merciless lot.”
* * *
SHE WALKED TO THE MIDDLE East section. Silk Purse’s office was towards the back windows overlooking the river Thames. She was a dark haired woman in her early forties.
“Crutch, welcome to the Middle East section. You’ll attend an orientation course and then it’s off to your posting. That will be Riyadh, Saudi Arabia. You’ll need to liaise with the Saudi General Intelligence Directorate.
The Maslahat Al-Istikhbarat Al-Aammah is their SIS and the Mabahith is the equivalent of MI5. We normally work with the Maslahat, the external guys, but do work with the Mabahith too. I’ll set you up with Maslahat.
I’ve had a look at your file. You’re an outdoorsy type, climbing, diving, potholing.”
“Yes, I’ve done a bit of that.”
“Not much of that in Riyadh, but you’ll get out into the country. You ever been to the desert?”
“No.”
“It’s different, quite good once you get used to it. Don’t worry about the clothing. In the city you’ll have to cover your hair and dress modestly, but out in the sands. The Maslahat guys won’t mind what you wear. Welcome aboard, you’ll enjoy it, once you get used to it. Things you take for granted here, won’t happen over there. There’s a view that says it’s all repressive and harsh. There is some of that, there are some bad things going on over there. But there’s positive and fair too. Just learn, soak it up and you’ll find it’s better than you thought. See Torrance about doing the course.”
“Thanks.” Anupa knew it would be a learning curve, a bit of a challenge.
She’d find that it would be much more than a bit.
RIYADH. SAUDI ARABIA 2017.
ANUPA SAT AT A CAFÉ by a side road under the shade of a large clump of trees. She drank Hibiscus tea from a tall glass. She wore a light blue loose-fitting robe with a checked headscarf and sunglasses. It was a pleasant day, as were many nowadays. It had been a culture shock in the early days, but she climbed the learning curve and now she was comfortable with the place. He’d asked to meet her. She knew him as Josh, her contact had been careful. He’d approached her with subtlety. At first, Anupa thought he was trying his hand, trying to make a pass at her. She’d dismissed him at one point. But she’d come to realise what may be going on, after an American colleague had told her that Josh was an Israeli intelligence agent. He turned up a few minutes late.
“Hi Anupa, sorry I’m late. My contact at the US Embassy was tied up. I’ve got it for you. It came through in a diplomatic bag. They do us favours, from time to time. We do favours for them.” Her contact asked for a coffee. It was delivered. He took a paper napkin and used it to slide something across the table. She took it and placed it in her handbag; he’d handed her a RAM stick.
“It’s all on there.” Her contact was in deep cover she knew. It was likely that even the Mabahith or the Maslahat didn’t know what he did. He was Mossad no doubt.
“It needs your close attention. We’d like to do it ourselves but.” He shrugged and held his palms upwards.
“How did you come to learn this?”
“Come on Anupa we both have assets where they shouldn’t be.” Josh drummed his fingers. “All I can say is that she has a scientific skill and lives in Tehran. You need know nothing more than that.”
He leaned closer. “If you wish to ask her any questions I may pass these on. It’ll be sometime before you get an answer.” Anupa smirked, “I’ll read what you’ve passed to us and I’ll let you know what, if anything we’ll do about it.”
“You won’t like it.” Josh got up to leave, then turned to her.
“Anupa. I expect your cousins will be knocking on your door soon. We know they read anything we pass through them, but that’s encrypted with the codes that you have, they can’t read it.” He held his hand up.
“I know what you’re thinking. No, the NSA can’t read it, we know that.” He smiled at her. “Anupa, they do more than Gaming or Pinterest out in the Negev. IDF Unit 8200; I assume you’ll have heard of this?”
He left walking off down the shady street. She had heard of Unit 8200, the Israeli equivalent of GCHQ or the NSA.
She frowned. “Why us and not the Americans?”
They know we’ll pass the information on to them? If they really wanted to, they could have sneaked it to us via a cargo shipment, hidden on a ship. Or on a plant attending the Haj. There was always a remote crossing of the dunes out on the border with UAE or Iraq. It had been done before. In recent years, documents, photos and recordings had been carried into the Kingdom from offshore by drones. Anupa paid and made her way back to the MI6 safe house. It was time to see what goodies the Israeli Intelligence Service had passed on.

Chapter 2

London.
IMMEDIATELY THE TURKISH Airlines flight from Riyadh via Istanbul landed at Heathrow, Anupa made her way across London to Vauxhall. She entered the SIS building. She took the elevator to the second floor and made her way to the Middle East section. A man dressed in a scruffy tee shirt and oil stained jeans stood by the coffee station.
“Hi Crutch, how are you doing? Riyadh all hot and bothered as normal? Excuse the scruffs but I’m helping 5 with a job. They wanted an Arabic speaker who could keep his mouth shut.”
“And they picked you Astrix? Must have been desperate.” She made herself a tea.
“You still a tea snob? Or have you been converted out there?”
“There’s nowt like a good brew, baht sugar. Mind you, Astrix.” She waved her finger.
“Assam, if it’s around.” He snorted.
“You Northern git.”
She walked off down to Silk Purse’s office.
“Hi.” Her boss looked pleased to see her.
“Hi, I looked at the info you passed on from the Israelis. Interesting.” Anupa nodded.
“As you can imagine, that’s what I’m here about.”
“I had a word with Rudolph about it. Come on sit, and shut the door.”
She sat and looked around the office, it was clear much of her weekends were spent on her canal longboat.
Silk Purse looked at her quizzically. “Any verbal clues from him?”
“Not really, it was just, here you are, have a look. They know a lot more than they’re saying of course.”
“I know, they can be infuriating. But they do pass on some good take.” Silk Purse stared at her and raised her left eyebrow.
“You have any idea who’s involved?” Silk Purse held up her hand.
“Before you say anything Rudolph thinks it may be the Turks or Egypt.”
Anupa smiled. “That’s his Pact side talking. Always a deeper conspiracy. He looks too far into things at times.
The crescent moon and star mob like to think they’re always three steps ahead, but they usually aren’t. I think you’d have to be short upstairs not to think Iran.” Silk Purse nodded.
“Yeah, we are talking Israel. Nothing gets their undies in a twist like the Iranians do.” Anupa sipped her tea.
“Any info from our lot?”
“No. Two are placed in the right sector, but nothing fits the bill. Rudolph is right though, it’s obvious we need more info” Anupa nodded.
“Look Anupa could you get anything more from this Josh? I know he’s Mossad, but you might want to try to get closer to him?”
“What are you suggesting Silk Purse? That I suck his Jimmy Jock?” She pretended to be insulted. Silk Purse shrugged.
“No, if I tried that, it wouldn’t work. He’s an uphill gardener. Try a few of the chaps around here. I’m sure they’ll be interested.” Anupa smiled she knew, they’d do almost anything but that.
“You know what’s next, don’t you? A visit. Rudolph has given it the OK.”
“Yeah. I thought so.”
“You need to take a new guy with you Anupa. Start them off. Any ideas?”
Anupa had thought this would come up.
“Yes, I’ll take Tosser, she’s not a bad sort.”
Silk Purse grinned. “At least she’ll be used to the cold. From Aberdeen, I believe.
Get your things ready, you’ll be cooped up with one hundred and eighty five men. Mostly men anyway. Lucky bitch. You’ll join HMS Montrose, she’ll meet you in Durban. See the downstairs guys for your gear.”
THE SOUTHERN INDIAN Ocean.
SHE WALKED UP THE GANGWAY and on the deck. Tosser was just behind her.
“My first time on one of these things. I expect it’s going to be cramped. What do we do?”
“It’s my first time too. Here, he looks like he’s heading this way,” said Anupa. An Officer walked over to them. He wore his Naval whites with shorts.
“Lieutenant Commander Leon. Welcome aboard Montrose. I’ll be your contact on ship.”
“I’m Crutch and this is Tosser.” He looked at them, half smirking.
“We use aliases, not our real names.”
“I’m told that you work for the civil service.”
“I think we all know that’s not really true,” smiled Anupa.
“That’s what I was told. I must admit it seemed odd that you’d be spending time on the ship.”
“We’re both with the Secret Int… With MI6.” He looked surprised.
“Let me show you your racks.” They were led down below decks to a cabin.
“Help yourself to a rack. You’ll have the cabin to yourselves. Come on now. I’ll show you the heads and galley.” They spent twenty minutes getting to know the essentials of the ship. At least the parts they’d need to know.
“Lieutenant Commander Leon,” said Tosser, “what kind of ship is this, I’ve not been on one before.”
“It’s a type 23 Frigate. A general warship. Would you like to see the important bits. What we do, and what we’re here for?”
“Ah ah. Love to,” she smiled. They were both taken on a quick tour of the control room. Saw the Harpoon and Sea Wolf missile systems and the main 4.5 inch gun.
“I’m curious,” said the Naval Officer, turning to Tosser.
“How did you get your alias name?”
“Well, you can tell by my accent I’m Scottish.” He nodded.
“It comes from the highland games, tossing the caber. So they called me Tosser.”
He laughed. “OK, we’ll sail anytime now. The galley will be serving at seventeen hundred hours.”
Over the next several days they got accustomed to the daily routine on board. The weather got steadily colder and colder.
* * *
ONE MORNING ANUPA WAS laid asleep in her rack.
“Crutch, come on. On the foredeck. We can see it.” Anupa yawned.
“OK, let me get my coat on. Where are you?”
“For’d the main gun.”
“You’ve gone all nautical Tosser.” Anupa made her way onto the deck. It was cold and the breeze blew with a harsh cutting chill. A typical morning in the Southern Ocean.
“There Crutch.” Tosser pointed off the starboard bow. On the horizon was a white line. It was unmistakably land and was intermittently visible against the grey swell as the ship pitched up and down. She couldn’t judge the distance, but it was obviously several miles away.
“So, that’s it,” grinned Tosser, “Antarctica. Wow.”
“It’s bloody cold,” said Anupa.
“What did you expect?”
“This, I suppose. I’m used to Riyadh and blazing sun. I’m going below. Get me some scran in the galley.”
“Crutch?” She turned to Tosser who stared bright eyed at the distant land, a few blond locks of hair protruded from her hood.
“When we go ashore, do you think we’ll see Penguins?”
“I suppose so.” Tosser grinned at this. She stopped a passing sailor.
“Can you take our photograph?”
“Ok,” He used her cell phone.
Anupa pulled her towards a hatchway. “Come on down below, you’ll freeze your tits off over there soon enough.”
* * *
LATER THAT DAY THE Captain called a meeting in the Wardroom. Sat around the table were Captain Jacques, Lieutenant Commander Leon, Anupa and Tosser.
“We’re nearly there, fifteen hundred miles southeast of Durban,” said the Captain. “We’re just sixty miles west of the insertion point, we need to plan your excursion Crutch. Who came up with these bloody names?”
“Captain, it’s MI6 culture,” said Crutch; Anupa.
“OK, well let us know where you wish to go ashore.” Crutch pulled up a chart of the area.
She pointed to a headland. “This is Cape Ann, it’s dominated by Mount Codrington, to the west is Edward VIII Bay. That’s Edward the eight to the uneducated. The whole area is known as Enderby Land and is technically claimed by Australia. In truth, it’s a snowy and Icey waste where few have ventured.”
“Bloody brassic then,” said Leon.
“Yes,” said Crutch, “it’s freezing city over there. But nestling under the cliffs on the western side of Edward VIII Bay is something we’d like to take a good look at.
Captain Jacques sat back and smirked.
“So, MI6 wants to have a good look at something tucked away in a remote Antarctic Bay.” He leaned forward.
“And in their infinite wisdom, the MOD picks us. Montrose is despatched to carry two young women, who should be down at the local pub; to take a look. What is it, and how the bloody hell did you find out about it?” Crutch stared at him.
“It’s above your clearance level.”
“And I’m to put my crew in jeopardy to put you ashore. I suppose we’ll have to rescue you if you get into trouble. What is it, and how did you find out about it?”
“Captain. How do I put this delicately?” said Crutch.
“The truth is, you don’t fucking need to know. Just put us ashore and get us out. That’s it, end of.” The Captain threw his hands up. Crotch stood, placed her knuckles on the desk and stared at the Captain.
“We’re both here at Her Majesty the Queen’s pleasure. Captain, you know what she said to me. I want to know what’s going on in my Australian Antarctic territory, so get your sweet Asian ass down there. Use one of my fucking warships if you need to.” Captain Jacques sighed.
“Right then. I suppose we’ll do it.”
“I knew you’d agree Captain,” said Crutch. “We’ll need to be inserted by your Lynx Helicopter around here.” She pointed to a position on the foothills of Mt Codrington.
“We’ll ski inland and make our way to the target. We’ll try to get back to the same extraction point, but that may not be possible.”
Leon passed over two handheld radios.
“We can keep in contact via these, I’ll get a communications PO to show you how they work.”
“How long will you be ashore?”
“What will we find there, Lieutenant Commander?” asked Crutch.
“I don’t know. How would I?”
“Then you’ve answered the question yourself. We’ll take a tent and bivvy bags. Some food. But it’s a guess, let’s say two, three days.”
CAPE ANN. ANTARCTICA.
THE NEXT DAY WAS UNUSUAL in Antarctica at this time of year, it started out bright and sunny.
Crutch and Tosser made their way to the hanger deck and climbed into the rear of the Lynx, a crewman handed up their backpacks and skis. The Helicopter’s Rolls Royce Gem 42-200 engines spooled up and the rotors spun in a rushing blur, flooding the hanger deck with a biting cold downdraught. The Officer of the deck waved his batons, two crew members pulled the restraints from the undercarriage. The revs increased, and the Lynx pulled up and into the air. It turned and headed off towards the white mountainous land several miles away. Anupa looked out at the peak of Mt Codrington, the summit was clear. Further down cloud covered the slopes. The landscape was a white snow covered uneven blanket with dark areas of rock in places. They banked and flew to the left of the peak. She looked across at Tosser. She gave Anupa a half smile, she didn’t seem comfortable with the relatively low flying. The headset she wore sparked into life.
“Montrose Air from Blue Gull we are starting our descent onto WP1”
“Copy Blue Gull.” The revs decreased, and the aircraft started to lose altitude. It soon entered cloud base. Outside of the windows, it was now a grey white fog. There was nothing to see or do, just trust the aircrew upfront.
“Montrose Air from Blue Gull, altitude four hundred meters. We’re into the smoky water.” After a few minutes the revs increased, and the aircraft took up a nose high position. Anupa felt it landing. Outside it was a swirling white storm. The Observer Officer got out, opened the side door and helped with the backpacks and skis. The two women climbed out. The Observer leaned towards Anupa.
“Enjoy your stay. Give us a call and we’ll be back. Rather you than me.”
Crutch and Tosser did as they’d been told to and dragged their packs and skis several yards away and then hunkered down in the blowing maelstrom of white powder. The revs increased, and the helicopter pulled away.
The world became quiet, the wind blew grey powder drift around. At times she could see the blue sky, below was snow, blown over the ground in sheets and tendrils.
They both kicked in and clipped on the skis. She took out the compass and lined up.
“This way.” The two kicked off and headed toward the inland edge of the bay. It was lean left, push, lean right push. Left and right the two of them moved on. The visibility was intermittent sometimes she could see the mountain and then the bay to her left. But for long minutes it was a blowing swirling whiteout. The landscape was falling away to the left, Anupa stayed to the right, she didn’t want to wander over a cliff edge. Easy to do in this semi whiteout. After more than an hour, the cloud cleared and there to the left just down the sloped where the ice floe covered waters of the bay. She turned left and descended, the wind decreased here and they soon stood on what would be the shoreline. It would be, without ice floes. She turned to Tosser who wore a tinted yellow snow mask and goggles.
“Nice view isn’t it?”
“Yeah, bitter wind. Let’s get there shall we? It’s up the shoreline, I think?”
“Yeah, come on.” Anupa moved off, keeping the bay to her right. After half an hour she pulled up and took out the GPS. She waited, then there it was, the satellite signal.
“We’re near, another few hundred yards.” They moved off. She wrapped her arms around her, tried as best she could to shield herself from the biting, bitter cold wind. What a fearsome place they’d come to. A white purgatory on Earth.
Suddenly there it was. She’d been expecting a search but underfoot were long hewn timbers. Anupa looked at them and wondered. Yes, that was it, they were parts of a demolished jetty, she could see rope wrapped around in places to form protection for the ship’s hull. Some had been chaffed. She moved by them and onward, then there out of the white blowing snowfield was a large open dark void in the cliff. It was part natural and part man made. A large cave entered the cliff, it had been worked in places. A large wooden door hung to one side. Walls had been built. This was what they’d come all this way to see, to investigate. A dark maw in the Antarctic cliff face drew her in. Drew her into what?
LONDON.
“PINT OF SUSSEX BEST please?”
The barman pulled a fresh pint of amber brown beer.
“There you go, Sir.” He paid, turned, chose a free table and sat down. He’d met her before here it must have been a favourite pub. The Royal Oak, Borough; he sipped it, they did serve a good pint. He’d been posted to London just over a year now and was developing a taste for the “real ales.” It was a step up from the post posting Brasilia. Langley had decided it was time to rotate him to Europe; he’d expected Lisbon as he could now speak Portuguese, but they’d picked London.
He looked around at the place. Regular British pub style, dark woods a few horse brasses. A poster of West Ham soccer team. The door opened and she walked in. She ordered a pint and sat next to him.
“Afternoon George.”
“Afternoon Silky.” The MI6 nickname culture was getting familiar. What would his nickname be if the CIA had the same habit?
“I hear you’ve been away, back over to home. Am I right?”
“Yes, I was back in Cleveland for a week. Good to see the folks.”
“I’m due to go back to Norfolk in a few weeks. Same deal really, chill out see the family. Anyway, down to business, I’ve got something for you.” Silk Purse passed over an A4 envelope with several papers inside.
“Read them first George and then we’ll talk.” He started on the first sheet. He spent ten or more minutes reading them, trying not to show any reaction. He’d learned that that’s the way things were done over here. He replaced them in the envelope, she took them and slid them back into her jacket.
“I’m going for another pint Silky. You want one?”
“Yes, get me a Sussex. A pint of, not a bloody half.” He got the drinks and sat.
“Well, George?”
“Bit of a bloody rumpus.” He said in a mock British accent.
“And your guy, what’s her name? Crutch, got this from the Tel Aviv boys?
You have a handle on why?”
“Not really. We did them a few favours recently, it might be payback.”
“Oh, MI6 helping the Mossad? Where?” She waited as though trying to decide if he should know the information.
“Pakistan.”
He nodded. “Yeah, you’re not short of assets there. Was it regarding…” She held her hand up.
“Don’t push it George, let’s stick to the info you’ve read. Nice try though.”
“Seems a long way away for them, if you’re right that is. Iran; it sort of makes sense, but doesn’t.”
“Yes, have you any leads on that type of thing?”
“I’ll do some digging. I promise I’ll share it with you. But we don’t have any info, not to my knowledge.” He took a drink.
“Nice pint Silky.” He placed the heavy barrel glass down.
“What the hell does Iran want down in Antarctica. Come on Silky, what?”
“We’ve no bloody idea. We’ve sent Crutch down to take a look, she’ll be there now. She’s on a Frigate.” George grinned.
“From hot and sunny Riyadh to the frozen south, I bet she loves that?” George laughed.
“You’ll let us know Silky?”
“Yes, and see what you can dig up on your side. You might try leaning on Tel Aviv. Here, it’s all on there.” She pushed over a RAM stick.
“See you soon George.” Silk Purse got up and left.
* * *
HE SHOOK HIS HEAD. What do the ragheads want down in that frozen hellhole?
The Mossad had discovered that something was going on. Mossad. What the hell where the Iranians up to? Israel and its intelligence arm Mossad considered Iran a mortal foe.
Whatever it was, it must be something they couldn’t or didn’t want to handle themselves.
So, the Mossad has reached out to the CIA and MI6? Some heavy shit must be going down. George frowned and wondered. Iran was playing around all the way down there, and whatever it was, the Mossad didn’t like it.
“You ok Sir,” asked the barman, “you look troubled?”
Troubled, yeah you could say that. “I’ve just had some news, that’s all. Some surprising news.” The barman smiled.
“Nothing a pint of Sussex can’t fix. Another Sir?”
“Go on,” he nodded.
He’d have to get Paulis off his ass in Langley and onto this one.
He wished that was all it would take. Whatever was going on it would likely be bad news. George sighed.

Chapter 3

Anupa turned her back against the biting icy wind. Powder snow blew along the shoreline forming wispy eddies.
“So that’s it Tosser. I suppose we’ll have to take a look inside, it’s what we’re here for.” She didn’t like the look of the place at all, it was beyond uninviting. It was forbidding, dark and so unwelcoming.
“Get the NBC suits out. You saw the briefing, we take no chances.” Tosser opened her backpack and started to pull out the suits, along with the gloves and over-boots.
The Mk4 suit and its S10 respirator protects against chemical and biological agents by filtering air through a charcoal filter. They’d be good for a few hours at the most, it would just have to be enough. The pair of them suited up in the biting wind, after several minutes of struggle they were ready. Anupa led the way inside, she’d taken out her torch and looked around the place. It had been hurriedly evacuated, there were personal effects, packaging and discarded filters laying around. Crutch and Tosser took out their cameras and photographed anything that may be of interest. To the left were metal racks for storage, they were empty now but dividers lay on the racks suggesting that they held rows of objects. Towards the rear of the room was a vessel, large and plastic, frozen liquid had seeped out.
Crutch took out a sample bag and placed some of the frozen liquid into it. Next, she opened her backpack and took out two instruments, a Geiger counter and an ION-chamber survey meter. These two would cover low and high levels of Gamma and Beta radiation. The ION-chamber would sense high levels of radiation such as those present after a nuclear explosion.
She switched them both on. The buzzing of the Geiger counter sent chills through her.
“We need some samples Tosser. Get the sample bags out.” Tosser took out the bags and held them open. Anupa took samples of materials and scrapings from walls, various objects and steelwork. The two of them worked for over an hour.
“Come on, through here.” Anupa indicated a back room. It was a long room, totally man-made and running further into the rock. Bolts protruded from the concrete floor, it was clear that large pieces of machinery had been removed from here. Two long rows by the look of it. They took more samples, still, the Gigger counter buzzed. It was all the more active here. Crutch noticed some papers, she picked them up. There were notes in an Arabic script, these were placed in a sample bag. A few filing cabinets had been left, she opened them, but they were empty. Then she spotted more papers. They must have fallen down the back of the cabinets.
“Help me pull these cabinets away.” The two women struggled but slid the cabinets away. Crutch leaned down and picked up the papers along with three photographs. She looked at them and smiled.
“Well Tosser, you can fuck me sideways, these will do nicely.” She placed them in a sample bag. They spent another hour collecting samples and more documents from what must have been an office near the rear of the room. Crutch looked to her companion.
“Let’s do a walk through and take anything of interest.” They spent time carefully checking the rooms. Anupa was chilled to the bone. It was time to leave, they’d picked up anything of use and the instruments would record the radiation levels.
“Let’s go outside, we’ll walk a little further along the bay. Take a look for any further installations.” The two of them left and walked into the howling icy wind along the shoreline. It seemed they’d walked many hundreds of yards along the shore. There was nothing man-made or unusual. Anupa thought about their next move, it would be either set up the tent and wait until morning or try to make their way out now. Up there on the ice field where they’d been dropped off, it would be dark soon. But tomorrow it would be a whiteout or low cloud, either way very low visibility. She decided to go for it. She took out the handheld radio.
“Montrose Air from Crutch come in over.” Nothing. She waited and tried again. “Montrose Air from Crutch come in over.”
“Crutch from Montrose Air provide sitrep over.”
“Montrose Air we are both ok. Request exfil over.”
“Copy Crutch. Wait one.” A few minutes later the radio sparked into life with a burst of static.
“Crutch, we confirm your exfil. Can you make WP1? Over.”
“We will make our way to WP1. I can’t tell you when, over.”
“Copy Crutch. Contact us when at exfil position.”
“Copy Montrose. We are on our way.” The two of them took off the NBC suits gloves and overboots; they were placed in a bag in Tosser’s backpack.
“Ok, let’s be off out of here. The two of them walked back to around the place they’d descended to the shoreline and replaced their skis and climbed the banking. The two of them climbed up and onto the snowfield. The wind was cutting, wild and fierce. Anupa took out her portable GPS, she noted the direction to WP1 and set off.
“Wait Crutch.” Tosser had taken out her buddy line, she clipped on to her colleague and together now roped up they made their way through the raging whiteout. The two walked onwards their skis herringbone style to walk up the incline to the crest of the ice field. Crutch checked the GPS from time to time, onward, onward through the blasting white wind. It was lean left, push. Lean right, push. Lean left, push. Lean right, push. She was cold now, very cold and exhausted, she knew that Tosser would be the same. It seemed forever that they’d been walking now. Crutch checked the GPS a quarter of a mile to go. Every yard was now an effort, the two of them were cold and exhausted. Lean left, push. Lean right, push. Lean left, push. Lean right, push. Anupa knew they just couldn’t keep this up. She took out her radio. “Montrose Air from Crutch come in over.” Nothing. “Montrose Air from Crutch come in over.” Crutch waited several minutes. “Montrose Air from Crutch come in over.” What the hell was going on. She looked at the small LCD screen and pressed diagnostic. The small screen told her to wait. It then read ERR. Oh no, she thought. She tried again. ERR.
“Montrose Air from Crutch come in over.” Nothing. She really didn’t want to do this, but they’d have to wait it out. It was against her nature, she wanted to press on and try. As much as she wanted to press on, she knew there was only so much you could do.
“The radio’s buggered. I’m setting the tent up. They pulled out the tent from her backpack and started to set it up. The wind fought them hard. The tent flapped hard in the wind. It tried it’s best to rip itself from their grasp. Eventually they had it set up, it was a poor attempt at shelter, but it would provide some protection. The two of them climbed into the tent and got fully clothed into their bivvy bags. Crutch and Tosser were both now exhausted. Anupa pulled the bag around herself as best she could. They’d have to wait until the morning. She knew they were in deep trouble but all they could do was wait. If this is the end, what a place to be. Why this? Why had it come to this? To die in a frozen hell.
HMS MONTROSE.
THE CAPTAIN WAS OUT doing his rounds of the ship. Leon caught him on the hanger deck.
“Sir, we haven’t heard anything from them. They must be well up onto the snowfield by now. The temperature and wind speed are a nightmare. They’ve got hours on there, that’s all.”
“You may be right about their location Lieutenant Commander Leon. It must be awful out on there,” said Captain Jacques.
“You’ve tried radio I assume?”
“Yes Sir, we got nothing. Either they’re in worse shape than we think or the radio’s down. With your permission, I’d like to attempt a rescue.”
“What did you have in mind?”
The Captain listened, he had reservations, but he knew the two of them would be in bad shape.
His mission was to infil the two SIS operators. He knew that his first consideration was the welfare of his ship and her crew. Montrose was HMS Montrose, and that meant Her Majesty’s Ship. Her Majesty’s government had tasked her with the infil and the exfil of the two operators.
It was a tough choice. It would be very risky. his own crew would be in peril.

Chapter 4

Cape Ann. Antarctica.
CRUTCH SHIVERED, SHE could feel Tosser doing the same, she snuggled up closer. She knew they were in real trouble now. She was falling asleep, or was it sleep? Was this what it was like to freeze to death. Through the tent wall, she caught sight of a flash. Yes, this was it, a frozen death. She’d heard that your brain played tricks on you with light as you neared the end. There it was again another flash, this one lingered. Your brain shutting down, lights, it’s an odd experience. She heard a noise, a rhythmic beat, getting louder. That’s it. She knew what it was.
“Tosser. Get out of your bag now,”
“What? Why?” Crutch got out and opened her breast pocket, she took out her flares. She could hear it now passing overhead, a helicopter. She pulled the tab and threw the flare. It landed burned and hissed. A flare from up above landed twenty yards away. She threw two more. Tosser joined in and threw two of hers. The sound of a helicopter filled their ears and the whiteout swirled intensely.
Soon a man approached in a survival suit and helmet. She heard the smile in his voice.
“Crutch and Tosser I assume? We picked up your tent’s EPIRB beacon. Would you two ladies like a lift back to the ship?”
“Thank God,” said Tosser.
“Yes, we would,” said Crutch, “I could do with a brew.”
LONDON. TWO WEEKS LATER.
“THANKS.” ANUPA SLID the grilled chicken wings towards her. She was with a few colleagues from work. They’d chosen Kolapata in Whitechapel for the evening meal.
The waiter smiled at her.
“Apani ekhane kachakachi basa na?” Anupa shook her head at him.
“Ami banlaya katha na.”
“What was all that about?” asked Silk Purse.
“He was trying it on. Wanted to know if I live around here.”
“He’s not bad actually.”
“I told him I don’t speak Bangladeshi.” Silk Purse frowned.
“I thought it was an Indian restaurant.”
Anupa smiled at her. “They all are, aren’t they?”
After the meal, she sipped her wine.
“Crutch, have you warmed up yet?”
“Yeah, you don’t know how good a ship’s bunks and Galley are. I’d have frozen my balls off, if I had any.”
Silk Purse smiled. “It’s hush hush but there’s a meeting tomorrow. Preliminary results are in.” Silk Purse placed her forefinger over her lips. “Shhh.”
* * *
THE NEXT DAY ANUPA carried her teapot and cup into the meeting room in the SIS building and sat at the large table. Sat there were Rudolph and Silk Purse.
“Morning Crutch.” They chatted for a few minutes. There was a knock on the door. A man opened the door and looked in.
“Two Gentlemen are here to see you Sir.”
“Bring them in,” said Rudolph.
Two men walked in, one in his fifties wearing a tweed jacket with unkempt grey hair, the other was younger with a goatee beard. The younger one looked a little overawed and curious.
“Help yourself to tea or coffee and let’s get started,” said Rudolph. The two men sat at the table.
“Welcome to the SIS building. These are my colleagues, you’ll know them as Silk Purse and Crutch. These are Doctor’s Abbott and Heap from the Atomic Weapons Establishment at Aldermaston. Dr Abbott, you and your team have had some time to study the material that we brought you. Could we have your initial report?”
The man in the tweed jacket took some papers from his briefcase.
“The samples were quite good, it’s taken time, we have to be careful. We have detected various substances including WGpu. Neutron sources such as 252Cf or 241Am/Be can also be used for industrial and research applications of course. These usually have higher average neutron energy than WGPu, but they may be moderated in energy by neutron scattering materials such as polyethene. The sources are also strong gamma-ray emitters. 252Cf has a continuous high-energy gamma-ray spectrum. 241Am/Be makes use of capture by beryllium of high-energy alpha particles from…”
“Doctor Abbott,” said Rudolph, “we’re not atomic physics PhD’s. Give us the report fundamentals.”
“But I have to furnish the background. So that you can understand the reports.”
“Dr Abbott, furnishing is what you buy from IKEA as far as we’re concerned,” said Silk Purse.
The younger man placed his hands on the table palms down.
“What do you want to know?”
“What are we dealing with?”
“Materials consistent with the presence of fabrication residues. Typically, these exploit spontaneous radioactive emissions from nuclear materials, or emissions stimulated by x-rays, gamma rays or neutrons.”
“And in English that is…?” asked Crutch.
“Fissile and possibly fusion devices.
Plutonium devices are generally detectable by their neutron emissions. Shielding is by large amounts of neutron moderating materials combined with thermal neutron capture materials. The best moderators have significant amounts of hydrogen in their molecular structure, such as water, polyethene or paraffin.” Crutch sighed.
“So what we’re saying is weapons?” The young man nodded.
“Don’t tell me,” she said. “We’re looking at fission devices?”
“Yes Miss. And possibly fusion.”
“Chances?” He frowned.
“How likely?” said Silk Purse.
“I’d classify it as a two sigma event, but…”
“Dr Heap, give us a percentage,” said Anupa.
“It’s hard to…”
“Look, Doctor Strangelove. In our game, about is good enough. Just an estimate, that’s all we need,” said Silk Purse.
“Upper nineties.”
“So,” said Anupa, “we have a ninety five per cent plus chance.”
“Crutch,” said Rudolph, “what are this pair of nuclear geeks on about?”
“Bombs Sir, fucking big bombs. Atomic and possibly Hydrogen weapons. Right?”
The younger man nodded.
“Gentlemen leave your reports on the table when you leave,” said Rudolph, “I think we’re done here.” The two scientists left the room.
Rudolph looked at the pair of them, his expression stern. He rubbed his temples with his fingers.
“So, sum it up for us Silk Purse,” said Rudolph.
She gestured to her younger colleague.
“Crutch was the one who was there.”
Crutch sat forward. “We had an idea of course. We’ve got the reports from linguistics. They’ve gone over the documents we brought back.” She opened the file she had in front of her.
“They’re in Farsi and Korean, That’s a big surprise. Iran and North Korea, both are keen NATO fans. Some of these documents are personnel rosters. Some refer to consignments to be removed from various chambers. They’ve got information about documenting the consignments. Nothing too incriminating, apart from the fact that they’re translated into Korean and Farsi. So clearly a joint enterprise; either side could carry out the tasks.
Of course, there are these photographs from behind the filing cabinet.” She pushed them forward across the table. They were views of Oriental and Middle Eastern looking men. All were smiling and standing in front of the machinery that had obviously been removed from the site. “No prizes for guessing their nationality,” she said.
“So,” said Rudolph, “we have Koreans and Iranians working together, presumably producing something. The equipment they used is subsequently removed, and we discover traces of materials that Jimmy and Joe Einstein tell us are used in the production of nuclear weapons.”
Crutch took over.
“Yeah, and this machinery is removed after the job’s presumably done. Just to hide their asses, the job’s done in the ass end of Antarctica. Nice and remote. More people have seen a Mother Superior’s quim.” Rudolph gave her a look of reproach. Anupa smiled
“You don’t think they wanted it kept quiet, do you?”
Rudolph sat back and folded his arms.
“For some reason, the Mossad passed the information to us. They know we’ll share it with the cousins.” He drummed his fingers.
“Let’s do it then. I’ll get this put into a file and sent to Langley. Let’s see what they make of it?”
THE PENTAGON. WASHINGTON.
THE LARGE SCREEN ON the far wall flickered once and became blank.
The meeting had been requested by the CIA and present were the senior section analysts Simon Hobbs, Middle East and Koon Wing Mui, Far East. The Joint Chiefs of Staff sat around a large table. The Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, General Ian Cotton USAF.
Chief of Staff of the Army General Sally Weingarten, USA.
Chief of Naval Operations Admiral Nicolaj Kamov, USN.
Commandant of the Marine Corps Bruce Nanut, USMC.
Chief of Staff of the Air Force General Neil L Cooper, USAF.
Also sat at the table was National Security Advisor, Stockhaisen.
“That Sir, is our presentation,” said Simon Hobbs. “I think you’ll agree that it needs careful consideration and a possible response.”
“I agree,” said General Ian Cotton. “So, let me summarize. Iran and North Korea set up a joint facility in Antarctica to produce nuclear weapons. This facility has presumably done its job and is dismantled. The weapons have been shipped to who knows where? And the information that informed us of this site came from the Mossad via MI6.”
“That’s correct Sir,” said Hobbs.
“Then tell me Mr Hobbs. What the hell do we pay you for? Why don’t we just use the Mossad and MI6?”
“Sir, we are…”
“Ok, Mr Hobbs. Button it.” He turned to the other Chiefs of Staff.
“People, what do you think?”
“Why Antarctica?” asked Air Force General Neil L Cooper.
Koon Wing Mui stepped forward. “We’ve investigated this,” she said, “it’s mainly political, but with a practical slant. In 2015, Iran signed the Joint Comprehensive Plan of Action agreement with the five + one; limiting their potential nuclear weapons program.”
Admiral Nicolaj Kamov shook his head. She carried on.
“North Korea is not limited by an agreement but even they are curtailed to some extent by South Korea, Japan and the USA. But most of all by China.”
“So why Antarctica?” repeated Cooper.
“Sir, to use business speak, offshoring their nuclear activities helps out a lot for North Korea. For Iran, it gets them out from under the JCPA. It’s a very big risk but the regime hardliners would probably be willing to take that risk. Antarctica because it’s out of the way. Very hard to detect any work being carried out. Australia claims that part of the continent, but as you’d imagine they’re thin on the ground down there.”
“Where does the Mossad fit in?” asked Army General Sally Weingarten.
Koon shrugged. “We can’t say, but they probably got it from an informer.” Koon switched on the wall screen and cycled through to a map of Iran.
“This is the Iranian military nuclear site, Parchin just southeast of Tehran. They’d be involved in any clandestine operation.” She looked to Hobbs, who carried on.
“Israel watches them like a hawk for any nuclear activities. Our best guess is that the Mossad has an asset nearby.”
“What about South Korean assets?” asked General Cotton.
“Sir, the South Korean National Intelligence Service is looking carefully at the issue,” replied Koon, “they have nothing definite so far.”
“Let’s get some assets in the area,” said General Cotton. “Neil, get some birds into Guam. Nicolaj?”
“We’ll get more ships into the Far East and the Indian Ocean.”
* * *
KOON LOOKED TO HOBBS. “Simon, we should lay it out.”
Hoobs looked down undecided. He turned to her, gave her a weak smile and nodded.
“Go on.”
Koon cleared her throat.
“There is a scenario you should be aware of. It doesn’t have universal support at the agency but it’s gaining ground.”
“Go on Koon,” said Cotton.
“Many of us think that what’s going on is a version of the Saudistan postulate. This contingency is currently in place as a Saudi response in the event that Iran acquires nuclear weapons.
Saudi Arabia. It’s commonly accepted that this is the most likely country to go nuclear if Iran does. To quote the US Senate Committee on Foreign Relations report of 2008 on the implications of a nuclear Iran.” She read from a document on the table.
“However, high level U.S. diplomats in Riyadh with excellent access to Saudi decision-
makers expressed little doubt about the Saudi response.
These diplomats repeatedly emphasized that an Iranian nuclear weapon
frightens the Saudis ‘‘to their core.’’ and would compel the Saudis to seek nuclear weapons.”
“Gentlemen, there is some doubt about the Saudi industrial capability to develop nuclear weapons but it’s not relevant. In the eighties the country purchased between 36 and 50 CSS-2 medium range ballistic missiles from China with a range of some 2,600 miles; that’s far enough to reach Germany. These missiles were designed to carry a 3.3 megaton nuclear warhead and have no military use with conventional warheads, they are far too inaccurate.
In the south of the country is a hardened storage site at Al-Suliyil, housing four to six concrete launch pads, it stores around sixty missiles.”
Koon held the room’s attention.
“Ironically the country with the weakest technical infrastructure could acquire nuclear weapons and the means to deliver them before any other.
The Saudis have a close relationship with Pakistan and are near certain to have funded the Pakistani nuclear program.
It’s possible that there are a few dozen nuclear warheads stored in Pakistan now with Saudi Arabia’s name on them. If Iran does go nuclear the Saudis could join them within weeks.
The Sunni Saudis would see the Iranian bomb as a Shia bomb and therefore must be matched. A Saudi bomb could tip Egypt’s hand as the Egyptians see themselves as leaders of the Arab world and this leadership would be threatened by Saudi power.
How all this might be seen in Israel is not hard to imagine. A nuclear armed Egypt and Saudi would be regarded almost as bad as a nuclear Iran and constitute a clear existential threat.”
“And this view is held by sections of the agency?” asked General Cotton.
“Sir, it’s held by the vast majority. It’s as near fact as it comes. That’s the Saudistan postulate.”
Koon paused.
“So, here we are with the Antarctic nuclear situation.
Some are calling what might be going on here, the North KorIran postulate.
Iran wants nuclear weapons; North Korea wants better nuclear weapons and an enhanced means of delivering them.” Koon smiled.
“Better rockets. North Korea needs cash to improve its program. Iran has the cash from oil. Put the two together and you have the North KorIran postulate. Put simply, Iran provides the cash and some expertise. North Korea the expertise. Build the weapons in a remote place, then store them in North Korea. Iran has no weapons or weapons program if it’s inspected under the JCPA deal.
If needs be, transport the nukes already painted up with the green, white and red tricolour of Iran from North Korea to Iran. Mate them up with the ballistic missiles they already possess. That’s it. There you have it, nukes in a box. They paid for em, they got em.”

Chapter 5

USS Stonewall Jackson.
The Aleutian Islands. North Pacific Ocean. March 2018
One hundred and fifty miles South of Unalaska Island.
“WELCOME ABOARD USS Stonewall Jackson….” He held out a palm to her.
“Anupa Silva,” she shook his hand. “I’m with MI6.”
“It was a dramatic entrance. You guys do that sort of thing? Oh, of course. Silly me, James Bond’s MI6. Do you know him?” Nathan grinned. She smirked at him.
“Captain, I…”
“Call me Nathan please.”
“Nathan. I was just passing by and thought I’d drop in for a brew.” He smiled and waited.
“Actually, you come highly recommended. The Chief of Naval Operations and I would like to ask a favour.”
“Anupa, the CNO doesn’t ask, he tells. What am I to do?”
* * *
SHE STUDIED HER PAPER cup.
“Where to begin?” she smirked, her eyes dark and playful.
“It all started quite innocently with oil. Rather a lot of it. The world’s supply to be exact.”
He listened, then looked to the galley. “I’ll have a coffee.” Nathan sat.
She glimpsed at him and returned to her story. “Yes, as I was saying. A lot of oil, and then there were the nuclear weapons. So, it started with oil and nukes, but then it got really interesting.” She took a sip and paused.
“Nathan, the CNO and I would be dreadfully grateful if you’d let me borrow your ship.”
He stared at her and tried to keep his mouth shut.
“Anupa. First off, it’s a boat not a bloody ship,” he said in a mock British accent.
“So, you can just swim down here climb aboard through the lock and borrow her? Just like that?” She nodded.
“That’s what he told me.”
“And what are we to do for you? Where are we going?”
Anupa pursed her lips and looked down to the tabletop.
“That’s difficult. I’m not sure of your intelligence clearance level.” She looked at him, “sorry but I can’t say. The destination yes, the mission, no. I know it’s security bureaucracy, but I have to follow orders.”
“Anywhere this boat’s cleared to go I’m cleared to go. So, we go nowhere until I know what’s going on. I can surface and let the skimmer take you.” She could understand why he was annoyed.
“Can you make secure contact with your headquarters or the Pentagon?”
“Come on, follow me.” She followed him down the main companionway into the control room. She looked around at the crew sat by their computer screens, the place was full of displays, buttons and dials.
“Lieutenant Commander Lemineux, stream the communications buoy.”
“Aye Sir.” The buoy was streamed to the surface and held connected to the ship by a cable.
“Secure satellite acquisition, Sir.”
“Can I speak Captain?” asked Anupa.
“Speak? Yes, if you want. You’re through to COMSUBPAC at Pearl Harbor.”
Anupa took the microphone.
“Can you put me through to CIA Langley. ID 3672-HE-8-NJ.”
“Yes Sir,” said a surprised female voice. After a few minutes she was patched through to MI6 headquarters, Vauxhall Cross London.
“Anupa Silva. Middle East. CLE 7DDS2.6FE4.17.”
“Cleared, who do you want,” said the Midlands accent.
“The Head Shed.”
“OK, you’re through.”
“Rudolph, it’s Crutch.” She listened and smiled.
“I’m in the Octopuses garden in a yellow submarine,” she grinned.
“Sir, the Captain needs SQ clearance level three. Captain, USN, Blake Nathan.” After a couple of minutes, she took down a note.
“That’ll do Sir, we don’t need a script just now. Thanks Sir. Bye.”
She handed Nathan a note with letters and numbers written on it.
“There you are, Nathan. You’re now security cleared to MI6 and CIA level 3.”
He put it in his pocket. “I suppose it’ll be useful one day. Thanks. Now, where are we going?”
“Is there somewhere private?” Nathan rolled his eyes.
“Yes, my cabin. This way.”
She sat on a free chair.
“So, I’m now cleared, spill it.”
“The Persian Gulf. I need to be inserted ashore covertly, near the port of Bandar Abbas, Iran. Do you know it?”
“Never been there, but I’ll put you ashore. Across the Pacific and Indian Ocean, it’s a good distance, you’ll be aboard for more than two weeks.”
“I’ve got work to do and I can stay in contact obviously.”
He shrugged, “Your choice. I’ll get the COB to set you up with a cabin and show you around. Come and go where you please,” he smiled, “but don’t press any buttons.”
She gave him a faint smile. “I’ll try not to be a problem Captain.” He stood.
“Let’s find the COB.”
Several minutes later Nathan walked into the control room having left Anupa with the COB. A cabin had been allocated and he was showing her around the boat, telling her the do and don’ts.
“Lieutenant Kaminski, we’ve a long trip ahead, one that you can get your teeth into.” Nikki Kaminski was the boat’s Navigation officer.
“Where’s that Sir?”
“The Persian Gulf, Bandar Abbas; you choose the route. And the bottom bunk across from you, is now occupied. A British woman, she’ll be with us until the Gulf.”
“Is she Royal Navy?” Nathan smirked.
“Not really. She’s Air Breathing No Load. You’ll get to know her, the name’s Anupa. She dived down and came in through the lock.” He’d told Nikki that their visitor was an air consuming, non-contributor.
“A bubblehead Sir?”
“Kind of.”
BENEATH THE INDIAN Ocean. Two weeks later.
NIKKI AND ANUPA SAT in the galley drinking tea and coffee.
“I couldn’t do that,” said Nikki, “a foreign land, people who may be hunting you down. Any real help is miles away. No thanks.”
“Remember, I can fit in as a local, I look the part and I can speak some Farsi. I have a contact in country, although I don’t know how reliable he is yet.” Nathan walked into the Galley.
“Anupa. I’d be making last minute preparations, tomorrow night we can make the first attempt. It’s a new moon and the tides are right.”
“Ok, I’ll be ready.”
“We’ll go for oh three hundred hours. That OK with you Lieutenant?”
“Yes Sir. We’ll be ready before that.”
“Aye, aye Sir,” grinned Anupa. The Captain looked at Nikki and her cabin mate.
“You’ll miss her Nikki. You two have become like a hand in glove.”
“There will be more space in the cabin now.”
“Yeah Right. I’m off doing the boat’s rounds.” Nathan left for the Engine room.
Nikki looked at Anupa, the British woman had a smirk on her face and stared back saying nothing.
“What?”
“Don’t take the piss, Nikki.”
“What do you mean?”
“The Captain. Are you…?”
“Of course not. Why?”
“You lying cow.”
“What makes you say that?”
“I’m a woman, I know. And don’t forget, I’m a spy too.”
“Well?” Nikki said nothing. Anupa whispered.
“I’ll take that as a yes, I know you must keep it quiet. Conduct unbecoming and all that.”
“You’re mistaken Anupa.” Her face told a different story. Anupa patted her on the wrist and grinned.
BANDAR ABBAS. IRAN. 0.200 hours.
“COME TO PERISCOPE DEPTH, speed three knots.” The deck angle tilted up at the bow. Then levelled.
“Periscope depth Sir.” Nathan activated and raised the photonic mast, this replaced the old periscope. He looked into a monitor at his station, selecting full rotation from the touchscreen. The scope raised itself, carried out a brief 360 rotate and then lowered itself. On-screen Nathan rotated the view, all clear. He could pick off the bearing, range to any targets, and zoom into the target if necessary. The scope could switch to night mode when needed. He saw the lights of Bandar Abbas; they were muted as the scope had switched to night mode.
The port and city lay around six miles away to the north. To his rear a few hundred yards away he could see the island of Hormuz. The boat headed to the west. They’d chosen the area of Bostanu to the west of the city as the drop off point. To the seaward side of the city and to the boat’s port was the island of Qeshm. Nathan saw its occulting navigation light and he headed down the channel. Slowly, slowly the Jackson made its way to the west.
The Virginia visionary, his best Sonar operator stood watch. CPO Dan Benson was part fish.
“Sir, I have a possible contact west of us in the channel. There’s a good amount of civilian traffic, so it’s tough to be sure.”
“Keep monitoring it Benson. COB, let Innes and Silva know where we are. They need to be ready soon.”
“Sir.” The COB walked aft towards the sail. Long minutes went by as Jackson made her way down the channel at four knots.
“Sir, I can confirm subsurface contacts, two of them heading this way at eight knots. Suspected Ghadir class boats, library indicates eighty per cent chance. I agree.” These were locally built midget or coastal submarines, around one hundred feet long, displacing one hundred and fifty tons. Tiny and slow thought Nathan, but they did pack two torpedoes. He knew they were probably principally tasked with anti-ship operations but were unwelcome. They needed to be treated with respect after all this was their homeport.
“Sir, their track and separation take them one either side of us, around five hundred yards away. Depth two hundred and fifty feet.”
“All stop, maintain periscope depth.” He didn’t want a contact in here, it would be mission over. Nathan waited for the two small boats, they’d be cruising toward them at one hundred and fifty feet below. Silence was the watchword.
“Sir the port boat’s coming to south. Active ping Sir, active ping one kilometre ahead pinging to the south.” We’re well to his east thought Nathan, as long as they didn’t ping closer in.
“Sir starboard boat is ascending. Now at periscope depth. The two Iranian boats continued their slow progress towards them.
“Sir, We have two Mk48 CBASS loaded, tubes one and two. Harpoon in tube three,” said the Weapons officer.
‘Thanks Weaps.”
“Sir, sounds consistent with an ascent from the port boat, she’s coming up.” There was a long pause. “She’s now at periscope depth. Wait one, wait one. Starboard boat is trimming for depth, she’s diving.” Nathan knew what they were doing it was a reconnaissance patrol, one up, one down. They’d alternate as they made they’re way down the channel.
“Sir, active pulse from the deeper boat. He’s facing north, he won’t have picked us up.”
“Benson, what’s the range to the upper boat?”
“Five hundred yards Sir.” It’d be close, Nathan knew.
“Sir port boat is trimming for diving.” The control room waited. He could put some revs on and move to the west. He decided to stay, opting for silence. “He’s now at two hundred and fifty feet. Active ping toward the west.” Nathan drew breath the ping had been away from them. The two Iranian boats would soon be level with them. The danger was passing. He knew the two Ghadir boats were no match for USS Stonewall Jackson. But in here, in the confines of the channel. It was a much more even scenario.
“Come to three four zero degrees, speed five knots.”
“Three four at five, Aye Sir,” said the planesman.
* * *
ANUPA AND INNES PREPARED for the dive.
“Ok, Anupa let’s go through it one last time,” said the boat’s diver, CPO Innes.
“Go on.”
“We inflate this buoyancy bag to half, it’ll lift the sled out of the lock. I’ll adjust the buoyancy after we leave. Clip yourself onto the sled here.” He indicated a stainless lug.
“We’ll stay at fifteen feet until we make contact with the shore. Then detach the clip and we play it by ear, depending on where we came ashore. Stow your diving gear and suit in this bag and I’ll take it back. OK?”
“Yep, I’m OK with the rebreather.” They sat and waited. Anupa knew she was in for a different world now. Iran. It’d be a far different place now; she’d become accustomed to the boat and her routine. It had become a home from home in a way. Now it was, who knew what?
“Diving party ready,” shouted the COB from the control room. She put on the re-breather helped by Innes, she helped him in return. They climbed up into the sail and sealed the hatch. Water flooded into the chamber, a red light came on. The chamber was now full, Innes opened the upper hatch and let the sled out into the black water above. Anupa followed. She clipped on. Innes checked his compass and switched on the sled. The pair of them were pulled along through the dark void. Anupa checked her dive computer for the depth and stabilized her buoyancy. Her world was black water and the backlight from the computer. Innes handled his buoyancy and the direction. After five or six minutes they came to a muddy slope, Innes slowed and the pair of them finned up the slope. When it became shallow enough she stood. She looked out at the shore; there were bushes around four yards away along the shoreline. Anupa unclipped and walked up the slope, there was no one around. She removed the rebreather, mask and fins, then took off her dry suit. Anupa wore a jacket and trousers underneath. She passed her gear to Innes who placed it in the bag. Standing in a foot depth of water, her trousers and shoes were wet but would dry as she walked.
“Ok Anupa, good luck out there, I hope we’ll meet again.”
“Thanks CPO Innes.” He sank and soon disappeared under a few eddies and ripples. Anupa turned.
Here she was; Iran.
What the hell would she find here? She walked up the slope in trepidation, this was a different realm. This was the Middle East.

Chapter 6

The Straits of Hormuz.
“SHE’S ASHORE SIR, I’VE brought her diving equipment back. It was a successful infil,” said Innes.
“Good, well done, now we wait for her,” Captain Blake walked back to the control room. He walked to his control station and typed in a message.
“Lieutenant Commander Lemineux, stream the communications buoy and transmit this message. Then retract the buoy.”
PRIORITY RED
R 271345Z JUL 86 ZY10
STONEWALL JACKSON
CIA-OPS// ID C796TF722//
TO CIA OPS LANGLEY//N18//
NAVAL INTEL OPS/04
MSGID/STONEWALL JACKSON 479/ ACTUAL//
MSG BEGINS://
THE JAGUAR IS FREE.
MSG END//

Commander Lemineux typed in a few codes then waited. He turned to the Captain.
“Sir, message transmitted and acknowledged, the buoy is retracted.”
“Come about, head east southeast, speed eight knots. Kaminski set a course for Muscat. Oman. We’ll take up a position, thirty miles or so southeast of there, ten miles off the coast. It’s up to Anupa now, we’ll stay close by and provide help if we can.” God help her, he thought.
BANDAR ABBAS.
SHE’D FOUND A RESTING place at the rear of a Relator’s. She waited until the sun had arisen and the day’s activities had begun. Cars and trucks drove by, a few people passed by on foot. Anupa donned her headdress and walked out on to the road. She headed east on highway 94 towards the rising sun and the city center. As expected she soon managed to flag down a passing truck, the driver dropped her in the city itself. She walked for a while along Pasdaran Boulevard then turned right into a side street. It was similar to many districts in a middle eastern country. Shops sold bread, cakes and sweets. Vehicle parts, domestic electrical goods. Women wore headdresses, cars and delivery trucks rolled by. As the road turned to the left. She saw it. Eastern Horse Café. Anupa walked in ordered bread and fruit, coffee and sweet cake. She sat on the left, as she sipped her second cup of coffee he arrived.
“Hello, my dear, how are you?”
It was Josh, the Israeli intelligence agent she knew from Riyadh.
“Fine. How are you in the land of the foe?”
“It’s not a bad place, it’s surprising what you can get here if you know where to look.”
She saw him looking at the young girl at the counter.
“How are the women?”
“Better than you’d think. Why, would you like me to get one for you?”
Anupa shook her head. “No, I’ll pass on that one.” He placed a rough sacking bag on the table.
“All that you need is in there. Your name is Paniz, you’ve lived in England but have now returned. Several are you know.” He handed her several sheets of paper, here are the important facts. Memorise them and then destroy them.” He handed her a cell phone.
“There are several contacts in there but Dareh is the only real one, it’s me. You’ll be flown to Tehran to meet your client. Take a look at him.” She looked at the sheets. There was a middle-aged man with glasses and a short beard, he wore a suit without a tie in the local style.
Haabeel Salri. A lawyer it seemed.
“He handles finance for the regime. Very large amounts, very quietly and is paid a generous commission for his efforts. We’ll see that you’ll meet him. Look at your identity.” She looked and frowned at Josh in surprise.
“RAW? What does RAW want with him?”
“Read the rest. Not here. Read them in your hotel in Tehran and then burn them. You’ll be flown to Tehran today, then you’ll have one day to prepare, get the lye of the land and get your clothes. High class hookers don’t dress the way you are. When you get to your room there will be more equipment,” he smiled, “under the mattress. I’ll be in the city too, but we won’t meet unless we must. Call me if that becomes necessary or you need any help.” Josh stood.
“Good luck Paniz,” he gave her a cold smile, “welcome to the Mossad.”
TEHRAN. IRAN.
HE APPROACHED THE RED studded doors. The doorman opened them, he could see the visitor was their type. Wealthy arrogant, it seemed to go with their style. The man with expensive glasses and a short beard slipped him five hundred Rials. The man took the elevator to the roof garden. It was covered with light coloured drapes and laid out with blankets and cushions, woven with geometric designs. The whole roof looked like a Bedouin tent, the man was led to a low couch. He was served coffee and offered a Shisha pipe, but he declined. A younger man dressed in a similar style joined him.
“Haabeel, I hope you are well,” he lowered his head and gestured in a downward motion with his hand, “by the will of Allah.”
“I am, and you?”
“Yes, we have much to talk of.”
The two of them spoke for a time and drank coffee as it was served. A girl approached them, dressed Indian style in a red sari trimmed with gold. Her dark eyes were heavily made up and she wore a gold chain to ruby set in her nose.
Haabeel looked at her, she was gorgeous there was no doubt about that.
“You need time with me Sirs? I give good time to handsome men.” The younger man flicked his hand. “Go. Go Randi.” She gave him a look of disdain, he’d called her a whore. The girl left them alone. Their conversation went on for long minutes.
“Rhaa, we come to matters of importance and of course remuneration. We need to retire to my room.” Rhaa got the check and paid. The two men left in the elevator.
They entered Haabeel’s room.
“Whiskey?” This was frowned on but was common among Tehran’s monied class.
“Yes.” He poured out a tumbler for his guest.
“Haabeel. My clients are not happy with the deal you’ve struck.”
“It’s my job. I serve the masters in this city. You know that.”
Rhaa scowled and waved his hand. If it’s money you want, my organisation’s associates can swim in it if they wish.” Rhaa leaned forward.
“You have influence with your masters and the Eastern savages you work with. Name your price. Name it Haabeel.” He shook his head. Rhaa took some papers and photographs from a shoulder bag.
“Your wife and son. We know where they are, we can make things uncomfortable for them. Very uncomfortable.”
“They are well protected. No Rhaa. I will not do as you ask.” Rhaa smiled.
“Then these could be made public. I know you wouldn’t like that.” He handed the Iranian several more photographs.
Haabeel stared at them and drew breath, his eyes bulged in rage. The pictures were of a pretty young woman naked with two men. She performed oral sex on them both. She smiled as the two of them penetrated her from all angles.
Rhaa spoke quietly.
“It would seem that your daughter has needs. She pleasures them and others, I have video too. They could be released, or you could obtain all the copies to destroy. Do as we ask, and you will possess them and a great deal of money.”
* * *
THE ROOM DOOR LOCK clicked twice, the two men looked to the door.
“What?” said Haabeel. The whore from the roof garden in the red sari walked into the room.
“I told you to go Randi, we don’t need the likes of you here, go.”
“That’s a great pity and I was so looking to get to know you,” she spoke in a clipped and perfect English accent. From inside her sari, she pulled out a Barretta. She aimed at Rhaa’s head. Thud, thud. His forehead was holed in two places, the back of his head exploded in blood and grey matter.
She replaced the pistol and sat on the bed.
“Now Haabeel, we have things to discuss.”
“You killed him. Why? Why?”
“I killed him because he works for ISI, the Pakistani intelligence agency.”
“Who do you work for?” She flicked her hand in dismissal.
“Let me tell you what they are up to. You’ll know some of it yourself. They don’t want you to obtain Nuclear weapons. Oh, let me tell you. The ISI doesn’t care one way or the other. Their paymasters the Saudis do care. They care very much. An Iranian bomb is their nightmare, so their clients the Pakistani’s are needed to apply pressure for them. The Saudi’s paid for the Pakistani nukes, so they can’t be ignored. The Pakistani establishment will do anything for them.
So, the Saudi’s call on the ISI to put pressure on you. Threats towards your wife and son. Money, lots of it, and failing that blackmail and shame.
“I haven’t taken their money.”
“No, but there is the shame. That must be hard to take. Seeing Naasiha like that. Sucking cock, taking cock and enjoying it. Then there is the video, you should hear her. Or maybe you shouldn’t?” His face turned a bright angry flush.
“What do you want?”
“I’m here to let you know something, that’s all.” He looked at her in disbelief.
“The Saudi’s know that the pressure the ISI can bring to bear may not be enough. Remember that an Iranian foe armed with nuclear weapons is their nightmare. You owe the North Koreans more money if you are to get the weapons released. They will now plan to deprive you of those funds.”
“The funds are secure.” She smiled.
“This secure.” She held up a paper with the name of the bank, an account number and the password.
Haabeel stared at it with an open mouth.
“Don’t try to move them, it’s useless. The Saudi’s have many friends in the banking sector, they can be bought, for a price.
So, my vital information is now yours. Let me spell it out for you.
Pay the North Koreans and get your nukes. Or wait and see the funds disappear. All that work at Parchin and down in Antarctica for nothing,” she smiled, “no nuclear weapons. Get them now or lose them.”
“Why are you telling me this? What’s in it for you?” She stood.
“My employers don’t care whether you do, or don’t have nukes. But they do care about Pakistan. There’s more than a suspicion that Pakistan may use these nukes against my country. I work for RAW. Research and Analysis Wing, the Indian secret service. Goodnight Haabeel, sleep on it. Nukes now or lose them, it’s your choice.”
* * *
ANUPA LEFT AND CLOSED the door. He’d a big dilemma to handle, she’d left him with a Tiger to wrestle with.
Typical Mossad she thought. They’d got MI6 to give a key member of the Iranian regime the good news. They’d got her to pose as a RAW agent, Haabeel would know that India and Pakistan hated each other. Anupa smiled, grinned then laughed. Good as they were, the Mossad wasn’t perfect. There was more to it than that.
She took out the pay-as-you-go disposable cell phone and dialled a number.
“Hello embassy of Norway,” came the reply in the distinctive sing song accent.
“I’d like to speak with Dr Kristlingson. Tell him it’s Sara Kay.”
INDIAN OCEAN. OFF THE coast of Oman.
“SIR, WE HAVE AN INCOMING message.” Lieutenant Commander Lemineux, stretched and rolled over in his bunk.
“Thanks, PO Stanley, I’ll be there.”
He got out of his bunk and walked into the control room, he opened his console and checked incoming. He walked back aft to the Captain’s cabin and knocked.
“Message Sir, from the DOD.”
“Ok.” Nathan opened his monitor and read the incoming message box.
PRIORITY RED
R 271355Z JUL 88 ZY10
DOD-OPS// ID D22953G22F//
TO STONEWALL JACKSON
PACFLT// ID S072RQ81//
NAVAL INTEL OPS/07
MSGID/DOD 447/7E62//
MSG BEGINS://
PROCEED TO BANDAR ABBAS. RETRIEVE JAGUAR
MSG END//

That’s it he thought, Anupa’s completed her mission. How and where they’d meet her wasn’t mentioned yet, but the first task was get into place. He climbed the sail and came out into bright sunshine. The sea was calm and just a gentle swell slightly rolled the boat. Fifteen or so crew members layout on deck in the sun. He’d allowed them to form rosters for some surface time out here away from the distant coast, it was good for morale. Nathan climbed down the outside of the sail and walked along the deck among them. “Morning Sir.”
“Morning. Great day and a flat sea. We just had a communication from the DOD. I’m sorry but we’re going to have to get back at it. We must head to an area close to the enemy. Get yourselves down below. Sorry, men, and woman.” The crew climbed up the sail and climbed back below. Nathan was the last, shutting the hatch behind him.
“Kaminski, get me a course and heading to Bandar Abbas.”
She checked the chart. “Three five five Sir.”
“Flood forward. Open and trim vents fore and aft. Dive, dive, dive. Planesman, down angle twenty, make your depth two hundred and fifty feet. Speed twenty knots.”
“Twenty at two hundred and fifty Aye Sir.” The deck tilted down to the bow. A short while later the Planesman pulled back on the yoke and the boat levelled out.
“Come to three five five degrees.”
“Three five five Aye Sir.” USS Stonewall Jackson approached Bandar Abbas around fifteen hundred hours.
His Executive officer Lieutenant Commander Larry Sayers stood near the conn.
“XO, take us to a location just east of Qeshm, and hold position. We’ll wait for darkness.” The boat would then be around twelve miles south of the port.
“Lieutenant Commander Lemineux. When we get to our station, stream the buoy and report our position, ask for our orders.”
“Sir.”
Two hours later Lemineux handed him communication. “From the DOD Sir.”
He read it. “COB, get Innes to make ready for another dive, we’ll be bringing Anupa back aboard. Planesman, your heading is North, speed twelve knots.”
INS MARMAHI (EEL)
THE GHADIR CLASS MINI submarine cruised slowly down the channel in-between Bandar Abbas and the Island of Qeshm.
The sonar operator listened carefully. They were in home waters not far from the naval dock, but still he listened. Fleet orders had told them that their sister boat Salmon was hunting them tonight or tomorrow. It would look to penetrate the port’s defences, Eel was a vital part of these.
The boat’s task was to protect Iran’s coastal areas, not to range far outside the Gulf. Ghadir class is a littoral, coastal submarine, at ninety-five feet long they displace one hundred and twenty tons. With a crew complement of eighteen, the vessel is equipped with two tubes armed with Chinese Yu-6 torpedoes. These guided weapons have a range of twenty-eight miles and an attacking speed of sixty knots. They’re the equivalent of the Mk48. In the context of the Persian Gulf the Ghadir’s range has been described as sufficient.
“Sir, I detect a vessel, no wave wash patterns, sound reflections indicate subsurface contact.”
“Ghadir class?” asked Captain Lakarani.
“I’m analysing the passive returns, Sir.”
The Salmon’s Captain was an experienced submariner Lakarani knew, he served with him onboard the Octopus some years earlier. To “sink” a former commander would be an endless source of jokes and banter.
“Sir, I don’t think it’s the Salmon.”
“What?” This was odd, the navy could be relied on to do as it said, when it said. Lakarani knew to wait, the Sonarman had proved himself to be competent. He watched as the Petty Officer listened, took notes and made calculations, checking charts as he did so.
“Sir, it’s definitely not a Ghadir.”
“Really?”
“It isn’t any other submarine type we operate. It’s a foreign submarine,” he looked up at the Captain, “I’m sure of it Sir.” A foreign boat, so close to Bandar? The stakes were up several notches.
“Any ideas of its type?”
“It’s diesel electric. I’ve heard American and Russian nuclear boats on exercise and it’s not one of those. The best I can say is a large diesel electric boat. The other Gulf navies don’t operate submarines. Sir, I’m a bit of a submarine watcher. Can I tell you what I think?”
“Yes, go on.”
“Sir, the nearest navy to operate them is Pakistan and I know it’s not an Agosta class it’s too quiet. The Chinese type 039B isn’t yet in service. The Indian Shishumar class was the subject of a seminar I attended at the naval academy. It doesn’t sound like one of those at all, it’s prop revolutions count is too low for the speed. That leaves the Sindhughosh class, that’s Russian and sounds like a Kilo. Sir, I don’t think it’s Pakistani or Indian. Permission to speculate?”
“Yes, tell me what you think.” Lakarani knew the PO was good at his job.
“It’s not from the region. So that makes it French, German, Russian, Chinese, Israeli or American. The American’s have some of those new Japanese Soryu class boats. It’s a joint project. Politically only the Israelis or the American’s have a close interest in our area,” he looked up at Lakarani, “it’s one of theirs.” The Captain agreed with him. It added up.
“Where is he and where’s he going?”
“Sir, he’s now fourteen miles away, heading for Bandar, depth two hundred and fifty feet, speed twelve knots.”
“Get me an interception course.”
“Thirty-five degrees Sir.”
“Steer three five zero, speed ten knots.” Captain Lakarani knew that an Israeli or American boat would be here for one thing. To learn more about the Iranian navy and its capabilities. Eel would show them what the Iranian submarine service was capable of all right.
* * *
THE IRANIAN BOAT CLOSED in on its quarry. The Captain waited several minutes. “Give me his range.”
“Six point three miles Sir. He’s slowed to seven knots.”
“Plansman, make speed nine knots. Sonar what’s his position?”
“Sir, he’s nine miles south of Bandar and still heading north. Making for the west side of the port.”
“Weapons Officer. What’s our status?” He knew, but wanted it confirmed.
“Both tubes have Yu-6 loaded Sir.”
“Get a firing solution on the enemy boat.” The weapons officer set dials on his console and read off the displays.”
“Firing solution entered Sir.”
“Hold for now Weapons officer.” He waited several minutes.
“Range to enemy? And his position.”
“Range two point six miles, Sir. He’s positioned five miles south of Bandar, heading north.”
Captain Lakarani thought the situation through. An American or Israeli boat was less than three miles off a major naval base, well inside Iranian waters. He commanded an Iranian submarine, he’d one choice.
“Flood tube one, open outer doors.”
“Tube ready, firing solution set for tube one, Sir.” Lakarani waited several seconds.
“Launch tube one.”
From the bow came a vibration and a pulsing sound.
“Torpedo away Sir. It’s running in, speed is now full attack.”
USS Stonewall Jackson cruised slowly towards Bandar Abbas. Two and a half miles astern the Yu-6 ran in at sixty knots; in two minutes fifteen seconds she’d be split asunder and sinking.

Chapter 7

She arrived in Bandar Abbas early morning by bus from Tehran. It had been a gruelling journey but the airport maybe dangerous for her if the news of her assassination had got to the police.
This could be the last meal she’d have for many hours. Anupa decided to eat at the Eastern Horse Café again. The girl at the counter tried to strike up a conversation, her Farsi wasn’t good, but she did have some. The girl realised she was heading west from the port and told her a delivery driver would be passing that way, she soon had a lift organised.
She ate more bread and fruit and drank coffee.
From what she’d seen Iran was a decent place. A better country than she’d expected, and she’d found the Iranian’s to be a friendly and fine people.
She’d expected the women to be covered from head to foot in baggy dark robes. They had to cover their heads but did so only just. They wore, as far as possible jeans, figure hugging trousers and tops. Jewellery and tinted designer glasses. They exuded confidence and some defiance.
But, their regime couldn’t be trusted with nuclear weapons. She’d done her job and put pressure on a man who could bring influence to bear. The next stage was out of her hands.
The delivery driver turned up and they headed out of the port. She indicated the spot she wanted to leave the truck, he stopped and let her out. After a short walk, she found an area of bushes by the side of the Gulf, she sat down among the bushes concealed from traffic and waited. Her contact at the Norwegian embassy had passed on her details to the CIA via a contact in Norway. She was told to wait where she entered Iran, she’d be picked up there. Her torch signal would start at ten pm and repeat every two hours. Anupa settled in for the wait, the exfil would probably be that night.
* * *
USS STONEWALL JACKSON slowed and made her way to the west of Bandar. Stealth was her only option, she moved carefully through the dark waters towards the Gulf coast.
“How is Innes doing, getting ready for his dive?” Nathan asked the COB. “We don’t have long to travel now.”
“He’s nearly done now he…”
“Sir.” Shouted Benson. “Fish in the water. It’s running in from the south, less than three miles I’d say.”
Nathan knew there wasn’t much depth here, any evasion would have to be east or west.
“All ahead.” The prop spun up to maximum revs.
“Give me a range count Benson.”
“One point eight miles.” Nathan waited as long as he dare.
“Range?”
“Nine hundred yards, he’s behind just to our starboard.” Nathan counted down.
“Deploy countermeasures starboard side. Come to port. He counted down.
“Fish closing Sir, it’s going terminal.”
“Hard to port, come to south, turn into him.” Aft of the boat was a loud thump and the boat was pushed to port. The crew was thrown violently forwards as the boat was forced to a bow down position. The cabin lights turned off, the boat was in blackness for several seconds until the red emergency lights came on. The boat rolled and bucked like Nathan had never seen, alarms sounded.
“Damage control report,” shouted the COB.
“All head full.”
“Power’s gone Sir,” said the Planesman, “the prop is slowing.”
He heard a grinding noise from the rear.
The boat was out of action. There was one choice.
“Open all vents, full purge. Do it now.” All vent’s gushed air out into the sea, the noise filled the boat with the sound of death. The boat started to sink deeper into the depths. She fell gushing air at a fearsome rate. Then it happend. The hull struck the seabed, with a dull grinding thud. The boat slid downslope across a rocky field, the hull scraped and juddered, then came to a stop.
The USS Stonewall Jackson lay alone in the blackness at the bottom of the straits of Hormuz.
* * *
ABOARD INS MARMAHI; the Eel; the sonar operator reported excitedly.
“Escaping gas, lots of it. I’ve got it Sir. Impact with the seabed, sounds like the hull is fracturing. She’s down Sir, she’s had it.”
Captain Lakarani, grinned and slapped his console. He picked up the intercom and broadcast to the boat.
“All hands, we’ve got him. We’ve sunk the enemy boat. He thought he could come into the Gulf and we’d just lie down and take it. Let them learn the lesson. We proved him wrong, you don’t play with the Iranian navy and you don’t play with the Eel.”
The crew cheered, they’d taken on the great Satan, a powerful enemy and they’d won.
* * *
NATHAN KNEW THEY WERE in a world of shit. There was one last chance.
“Close all vents. Silence the boat.” He knew it was their last hope. Play dead.
He held his hands up to his temples. It had been an Iranian submarine of course and it must have been a Ghadir class. The skipper would be local and know these waters, he’d used his knowledge to get close. At that range, the Yu-6 was hard to fool, and the shallow littoral environment didn’t provide much depth for an escape. His submarine was greatly inferior to the Soryu class, but he’d used the environment and his local knowledge well. The Iranian Captain had played to his strengths.
Nathan balanced the pros and cons. They were still alive and probably had some time to attempt to salvage the situation.
The Iranian was still out there, and USS Stonewall Jackson was incapacitated.
“COB, let’s go aft.” The two of them entered the engineering spaces, the Engineering Officer was with two of his technicians. He turned and saw the Captain.
“Sir, it’s bad as you know. I’m still getting the picture, but the good news is that we have life support for several hours. The electrics and a number of devices, pumps and buoyancy control valves are on backup. The worst thing is, the drive is down.”
“I know you need time to investigate, I’ll leave the COB with you. Whatever resource you need, you’ve got it. I’ll get out of your way,” He returned to the control room. The Chief Engineer had said life support was fine for now, but he’d play safe. Nathan picked up the intercom.
“All hands, all hands. This is the Captain. We’re looking to get the boat back in shape. The Engineering team are working hard on the issue. I need you to keep quiet and to conserve air, this will give the Engineers more time. I’ll keep you posted. Captain out.”
They weren’t too deep here, he’d have to make a report on their situation, he entered a message into his console.
“Lieutenant Commander Lemineux, stream the communications buoy and transmit this message.”
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Commander Lemineux typed in the message. He turned to Nathan.
“Sir, message transmitted and acknowledged, the buoy is retracted.” Nathan nodded and found himself with little to do
The submarine escape suits were stored in an easy to access space. The suits, known as Submarine Escape Immersion Equipment Mk 10 or SEIE. They were hooded and zipped up, with a clear panel for visibility. The suits, when filled with air, would allow the crew to ascend from a doomed submarine at a depth of six hundred feet. They were only in three hundred feet here, so they’d be plenty capable of using them for escape. They were known by many as WAEFFO suits. When All Else Fails Fuck Off suits. There was no need to cause more disquiet among the crew by getting these out and circulating them.
* * *
AFTER HALF AN HOUR he walked aft to the Engineering section and found the Engineering Officer. He was covered in grease and sweat.
“What’s the sitrep?” asked Nathan.
“Sir, it’s basically the shaft seals, and the gearbox has taken a bashing. We’re looking to replace the main shaft seal, we expect we’ll have it done in a few hours. We have another crew on the gearbox. They’re getting ready to take the cover off and fit a new feed shaft. It’s a big job and a slow job. When it’s done we’ll be slower and there’ll be no deep dives. As an estimate, a few hours is all I can say.”
“Thanks, you’re doing a great job.”
* * *
LIEUTENANT KAMINSKI sat at her chart table and accessed her console. There wasn’t too much for her to do so she set about charting three different ways out of their location. She was starting the third when she heard it.
“XO?” the Executive officer Lieutenant Commander Larry Sayers walked across to her.
“Yes, Lieutenant?”
“Squat down Sir, can you hear it?” He squatted down and listened.
“Yeah I can.” The XO stood and walked aft, a couple of minutes later he returned with an A-Ganger.
“There, open the floor inspection cover.” The A-Ganger opened the cover and shone his torch in. He reached in with his arm, then leaned back into the room and licked his fingers.
“That’s it Sir, it’s seawater.” The XO looked into the space himself with the A-Gangers torch.
“Thanks, it looks like quite a flow rate, go and get the Chief Engineer.” A few minutes later he appeared, looking like the Grease Monkey that he was. He inspected the floor space.
“Shit, XO we have a leak. We’ve had some leakage from the shaft seal but nothing like this. I’ll get a bilge pump, at least we can eject it via the sanitary tank. These things can be a devil to trace. I’ll get people on it.”
* * *
NATHAN DIDN’T WANT to, but he’d had to grab an hour or so’s sleep. He immerged from his cabin and soon saw various engineering staff pulling floor panels up and making inspections. The XO told him what was going on and why.
“Sir, the torpedo room says they’re three feet deep in there.” Nathan shook his head.
“Tell them we’re on it.”
He walked over to Kaminski’s chart area.
“Hi, well done spotting the leak. It’s the last thing we need down here but we need to know about it. Are things fine?”
“Yes Sir, I’m a bit bored, I’ve plotted exit routes from here but there’s not a lot else.”
He couldn’t show it to the crew, but he just wanted to talk with her, he knew it wasn’t that easy. He was Commander, the boat came first, and laid on the bottom of the strait wasn’t a good place to be.
“I know but first we have to get the hell out of here. Then you’ll have things to do.” He smiled.
“Yes Sir. Fresh air suddenly has a special appeal.” The Chief Engineer walked into the control room.
“Sir, we’ve found it.” Nathan got the XO over to join them.
“It’s in the sanitary tank, the seawater valve is leaking.”
“Can we fix it,” asked the XO.
“Yes Sir,” said the Engineering officer hesitantly.
“XO,” said Nathan, “can you hear a But coming?” Lieutenant Commander Sayer’s nodded.
“We can fix it. We can stop the leak quickly by pressurizing the area by the sanitary tank to
a higher pressure than the seawater depth, three hundred feet. No more water would enter, stopping the leak.” He smiled, “Here’s the But. Whilst we’re fixing the valve, there’ll be a constant air escape through the broken valve, which will be detectable by the enemy. It’ll also make a sound that a sonar might pick up.”
“So, we’re fucked if we do, and fucked if we don’t,” said Sayers.
“I have an idea,” said the Engineering Officer. He took a breath.
“We put an A-Ganger in with all the tools and spares he’ll need. We close bulkhead doors five and six, then pressurise the space to the one hundred and forty psi pressure we’ll need to stop the leak and get him to work. We can rig this by rerouting the ballast air system. Once it’s fixed, we’ll need to decompress the space slowly, so as not to give him the bends.”
“Let’s do it,” said Nathan, “Larry?”
“Sounds OK to me. The torpedo room is five feet deep now.”
“I’d like to get Innes to put his ten cents in,” said the Engineer, “he’s the boat’s diver.” Nathan nodded.
“There is one more thing,” said the Engineer. “Whilst we’re carrying out the repair and decompression. All areas of the boat, aft of bulkhead five can’t be accessed, and if we do have to exit the boat via the WAEFFO suits.” He looked them both in the eyes.
“The A-Ganger’s a dead man.” Nathan knew it was a dangerous solution, but they hadn’t much choice.
“Get your man and get Innes’s help. Do it.”
The Chief Engineer considered doing it himself, but he knew it wasn’t a good idea. He asked for and got, a volunteer. The tools, spares and anything else they could think of were placed in the space. Innes stuck his dive computer to the wall with duck tape, and gave the A-Ganger a quick rundown of what the display would show during “ascent”. He wrote down a series of knocks for communications, all was finally ready.
Bulkhead six was closed.
“Close bulkhead five.” The hatch was closed, and the wheel spun.
“Who’s in there?” Nathan asked the Chief Engineer.
“Many Ortiz, he’s a good guy. But his ass needs corking up.” It was time.
“Open ballast valve two.” After a minute or so there were two loud knocks from inside.
“Close the valve. That’s it, the pressure’s been equalised, the leak’s stopped. It’s up to Many now.”
Nathan wished he could see inside. How was he doing? Was he short of anything? Long minutes went by.
He looked at Larry Sayers.
“This is Goddamn purgatory.”
“Yeah, but you know you’re going to get out of purgatory, we just have to hope.”
Finally, there were three knocks from inside the space.
“He’s done. Crack open valve three,” said the Chief Engineer.
After several minutes there were two knocks, a pause, then another knock.”
“He’s at two hundred feet,” said Innes.
A while later there was one knock followed by a pause and then another.
“One hundred feet. Close the valve a little. We’re slowing the ascent Sir. It’s the most critical time for the bends.” Innes had given him a system of signals, so he could indicate every ten feet of ascent.
“Close valve three,” said Innes, “we’re making a stop.” Nathan could barely watch, he had to. God knows what it would be like for Many Ortiz. Innes checked his wristwatch after fifteen minutes they were ready.
“Crack open valve two, just a little.”
Long minutes went by, there were three knocks. Innes ordered a long stop. Finally, he stopped again at twenty feet for a long stop.
“Crack open valve two.” Many minutes later there were six knocks from inside, Innes spun open the wheel and opened the hatch.
“It’s fixed Sir,” said Ortiz to the Chief Engineer as he climbed out.
“Well done Many, well done.”
“Sir, there is a problem.”
“Go on Ortiz.”
“I need a shit Sir.” The Engineering Officer laughed.
“Go and take one then.”
“Chief Engineering officer get this water purged out,” said Nathan.
“With pleasure Sir.”
TWO HOURS LATER.
Many Ortiz walked nervously into the control room, he’d been summoned by the Captain.
“Ah, Seaman Ortiz,” said Nathan, “have you recovered?”
“Yes Sir.”
“Ortiz, I’ll not keep you from your duties. But you did well back there, under pressure in a combat zone. That’s what we’re in here, the enemy would like to destroy us and nearly did. You played a big part in preventing that. I’m going to recommend that you be awarded the Silver Star. Well done Ortiz, now go back aft and join the other Fresh Air Snipes.”
“Thank you, Sir.” Nathan got on with writing his log.
“Captain to Engineering,” said the intercom. Nathan walked toward aft.
The Chief Engineer waited for him.
“Captain, the drive shaft’s as good as we’re going to get it. Remember, no high-speed runs and keep shallow. I’ll stay here and keep an eye on it, and I’ll set the batteries to power up.”
“Great well done. I owe you a beer,” smiled Nathan. He returned to the control room.
“Ladies and Gentlemen, we may have a drive. Start the prop, minimum revs.”
“Sir, prop turning ten RPM.” He’d wait for a few minutes; the Chief Engineer would let him know if there was a problem.
“Set fifty revs.” He waited, then increased them again. All was Ok it was time to try.
“Trim forward for ascent, twenty per cent.” He waited for the bow to raise itself.
“Thirty per cent.” Still nothing, this wasn’t good. “Check forward buoyancy fill.”
“Forward buoyancy is rating thirty two per cent Sir.”
“Trim forward to Forty five per cent.” The bow lifted and kept lifting, the boat was soon at a bow up attitude.
“Vent forward, level thirty per cent.” The bow returned to a level attitude.
“Trim rear to thirty per cent.” The boat lifted off the bottom.
“Kaminski?”
“One seven zero Sir.”
Planesman make your heading one seven zero. Depth one hundred and twenty feet. Five knots.” The boat turned to heading, Nathan checked the compass and depth indicators, they slowly approached the settings required. Nathan grinned, USS Stonewall Jackson was back in business.
“Chief Engineer write up your report, I’ll get it off to DOD.”
He received the report and attached it to the signal he entered into the console.
“Lemineux, stream the comms buoy and transmit this message.”
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“Messaged sent and acknowledged Sir.”
* * *
IT TOOK TWO HOURS FOR the response to come in.
Nathan read it and puffed his cheeks out.
“Kaminski. Plot us an evasion course out of here, run it by the XO.”
“It’s done Sir,” she said.
“After that, we’ve a long slow cruise to Kobe, Japan. We need to take her back to where she was born, Mitsubishi Heavy Industries. They can get her back on the top of her game the fastest.”
Kobe, Japan thought Nathan, it’s a long one. They’d probably spend a lot of time snorkelling or on the roof, as he called the surface. The nearest suitable port would probably be Naples, but if the DOD said Kobe, then they must know. USS Stonewall Jackson headed off to Japan for repairs. She needed to be ready for any action to come.
* * *
THEY WERE NOW EAST of the coast of Oman and heading south into the Strait of Oman, From there it would be east, across the expanse of the Indian Ocean.
Nathan went to his cabin for some rack time. As he lay there he thought about the recent dilemma they’d been in. He kept coming back to it. They’d nearly been sunk by a Ghadir class. It should have been no contest. A Ghadir class? The Jackson was superior in every respect. Yet it nearly had them. He knew it was down to her skipper knowing his boat and the local waters, but he didn’t like it. Not one bit. It should never have happened, he fought to get to sleep, never again, never. His boat had had her ass handed to her. Nathan had let his guard down. Eventually, he slept.

Chapter 8

Bandar Abbas. Iran.
ANUPA AWOKE IN THE reeds by the shoreline, she hadn’t meant to sleep. She checked her wristwatch. She hadn’t slept long, if the boat had signalled whilst she was asleep it would repeat the signal at 19.00 hours. Anupa waited. The appointed time passed by, no signal. Dusk became night. She waited until 20.00, she watched staring out over the dark Gulf waters. A few slight waves lapped against the shore. Still nothing. Anupa willed there to be a signal, but there was nothing. Just a dark sea, Raven black and calm. Dawn broke and the sun arose, they wouldn’t pick her up now. She’d laid in a couple of cakes and biscuits, along with a large bottle of water. She found a cabin across the road, it was empty apart from a disused motorbike. She settled down for an uncomfortable day. Eventually, it became dusk and she returned to the Reed sheltered spot by the shoreline. Her signal vigil began. The dark hours went by, she stared with increasing anxiety at the Gulf’s waters. A few fishing boat’s lights passed by. To her left, Anupa saw the first glimmerings of dawn. Minutes later it was increasing, dispelling the night. The landscape was becoming visible. Anupa sat back and sighed.
“They’re not coming, not now.” She stared at the grey sky in despair. They’re not coming for her. Her food had been used and her water would soon be used too. All day and night without food and drink. Water would be the worst, it was hot by the Gulf. Something had gone wrong, it had to have. She couldn’t wait another twenty-four hours; she’d have to go into the city. She walked to the main road, it didn’t take long to get a lift, she was a woman on her own.
It was familiar and convenient, Anupa decided to eat at the Eastern Horse Café again. She ordered and ate the food ravenously, the coffee was a delight. She ordered more. It was the same young girl at the counter, she recognised Anupa and smiled.
“You are visiting friends?” she asked.
“No, I not been Iran. My Farsi not good. But my Mother came from Iran, so I look. They move to England before I born.”
She smiled at Anupa. “I can understand you, My name is Shabnam. Here another coffee, this one is free.”
“Thank you, my name is Paniz.” The two girls chatted for a time, getting to know each other.
“I go into city Shabnam, I’ll be back. I see you again.” The Iranian girl smiled.
“Good, you can visit me, I’ll show you around.”
“Thanks, see you later Shabnam.” Anupa left and walked into the city centre. She was just here to explore, get to know the place and figure out how to get out of the country. There was an airport, it’d be a good way from the city. Probably a railway station and a bus station. She’d a fake Iranian passport, perhaps she could just fly to Dubai? It couldn’t be so simple, nothing ever was. She walked the city streets, modern and sophisticated in parts but older and run down in others. The older parts were on the way up though, it could be old and yet there was a bustling prosperity about the place. She didn’t feel at all out of place, apart from the headdress she was dressed as though she was in London. The headdress was skimpy, if you could call one skimpy. She’d sometimes show leg back home and that wouldn’t be approved of here at all. With her vaguely middle eastern or south Asian looks, she looked the part and didn’t attract attention. Apart from the lustful stares from some men, but that didn’t count she knew.
* * *
SUDDENLY SHE STARED at the newspaper stall shocked. The caption said Wanted for violent assault in Tehran. Paniz Mohsen. Her pictures were from surveillance cameras, but they were unmistakably her. Paniz Mohsen was the name she’d used with the airline. The report said she was dangerous and that she shouldn’t be confronted but be reported to the police.
She’d used a handgun in an assault on Rhaa Haroon from Pakistan. Paniz was wanted by the Ministry of Intelligence and Security, the MOIS.
This was horrendous. They’d found the ISI agent’s body and were searching for her. He must have been known to the authorities as ISI and they were assuming a foreign intelligence organisation was involved. They were right of course. How the heck was she going to get out of this one. Her passport would be compromised now, flying to Dubai was out of the question. Anupa’s world had suddenly got much more complicated. What had seemed a relatively straightforward task, leave Iran, had got much more difficult. She’d just been handed a shit sandwich.
She found a store selling cell phones and purchased a prepaid cell.
Walking down a quiet alleyway she called the Norwegian Embassy.
“Hello embassy of Norway,” came the reply in a sing song Norwegian accent.
“I’d like to speak with Dr Kristlingson. Tell him it’s Sara Kay.”
“One moment please.”
After twenty seconds or so the voice returned.
“I’m sorry but Dr Kristlingson has returned to Norway. Can anyone else help?”
“No. Why did he leave? When will he be back?”
“I’m sorry but there has been a death, a close family member. I don’t know how long.”
“But I must contact him. Any idea how long he’ll be away?” The voice sounded apologetic.
“It’s his wife, suddenly. It’s normally two weeks for a situation like that.”
“Ok, sorry. Thank you.” Two weeks, and there was a possibility it’d be even longer. It was far too long.
How in hell did she get out of the country? She purchased some heavily tinted bronze coloured glasses. Black ones were available, but Anupa figured that they’d look more like an obvious concealment.
Anupa thought about it, as far as flights, the easiest route to Tehran wouldn’t be much good, she’d have to fly out of the country from there. The airlines maybe quite easy-going on a domestic flight. But on an international flight from Tehran they’d be looking for her. They’d be very strict on an international flight. An overland trip it had to be. North to Azerbaijan or Turkmenistan would be slow but possible, security at the border would likely be very low.
A trip far west to Iraq, forget it.
It had to be Karachi, Pakistan. It was a long journey, a similar distance to Detroit from New York. She’d heard that the train wasn’t too good, so it would be a bus; probably a long uncomfortable journey. Not what she wanted, but needs must. From there she could fly to all the major European cities. Anupa made her way to the bus station.
She got to the station, it was quite large. There were the usual stops with people boarding or waiting, many sat on the benches provided. They looked bored and listless. To the rear were several stores and what looked like a ticket counter. She walked over.
“I’d like a ticket to Pakistan.” The man behind the counter frowned and looked puzzled. She tried her best, but her Farsi wasn’t up to it. He called to someone, a younger man working on some papers. He came over.
“I’d like a ticket to Pakistan. To Karachi.”
“There is one at noon, it for one person?”
“Yes.” She was issued a ticket and paid the fare.
“You wait at stop nine, with passport. Twelve o’clock.”
“Thank you.” Anupa took her ticket and looked for stop nine.
The young man walked back behind the counter, he picked up a phone and dialled. Looking through the counter windows he watched the foreign woman walk off towards stop nine.
“Bandar Abbas police?”
“Hello, I work at the central bus station, ticketing section. I’m calling about a travel alert.”
LONDON.
RUDOLPH’S OFFICE FACED the river. He stood looking out over it toward the busy skyline of the city. Tall glass structures of the financial district, down the river was the great wheel of the London eye and the parliament buildings. From the Vauxhall offices of the SIS he looked out at the nation, most were ignorant of the events in train around the world. Not Rudolph, he carried a heavy load.
The phone spoke in intercom mode.
“She’s here Sir.”
“Send her in.” The door opened and a woman in her forties walked in, she wore a look of concern. Silk purse sat down on a couch.
“I’ve spoken to Langley,” said Rudolph, “I’m afraid it’s not good news. The American submarine that was due to exfil Crutch has been damaged. They didn’t say so, but I think it’s been involved in action against Iran.
“Why didn’t they keep the bloody thing out of the way and sit quietly until she was ready?” He shrugged
“Too late for that. It’s on its way to Japan for repairs.”
“Japan?”
“Apparently it’s the quickest way,” said Rudolph, “the USN has another submarine off New Zealand. But it’ll take time to get there. To make it worse the CIA’s asset that she was in contact with is out of the picture for two weeks.”
“She’ll have no option but to exfil. She’ll take the best route available to her. She’ll do what she can Rudolph.”
“I know, I just wish she’d make contact. We may not be able to help, but at least we’d know what the hell was going on.”
Silk purse shook her head.
“You know Crutch is trained to assume the worst. Everyone is under suspicion. Everyone. She’ll become self sufficient and goal focused, her mission will be to get out, that’s all.”
* * *
ANUPA FOLLOWED THE stop numbers until she got to nine. She decided to take a seat some distance away. She kept an eye on the stop the bus would be due to leave in just over an hour. Forty minutes later it arrived, the engine bay cover at the rear was opened and a mechanic tended to it. With just ten minutes to departure she got up to board the bus.
“Paniz Mohsen?” She turned, two policemen stood a few yards away. They beckoned to her to approach them. Anupa was horror struck, no one knew her assumed name, how had they known who she was? The bulletin. It could be downright bad luck, she’d no idea. They’d obviously identified her from the bulletin, there was no choice but to do as they said. She walked slowly towards them.
“What?” she asked in Farsi.
“Come with us.” They pulled her away, one of them took her hands behind her back and handcuffed her, she was led to a police car and bundled inside.
* * *
SHE’D BEEN IN THE INTERROGATION room for hours. She sat on a rough wooden chair at a plain wooden table. No food or drink, no questions. They had tied her loosely to the table, she couldn’t stand or move about. She sat alone, a bare florescent strip light lit the room. Anupa waited for the inevitable grilling. It was boredom, along with needing a piss and having a sore ass. She knew it was slow low-level deprivation. They were wearing her down. Two hours later a man walked in, he was Iranian but looked very western. Dressed casually, he wore a moustache and looked like a film celebrity. She felt like shit, but she thought he looked tasty. He unfastened her bindings.
“This way Paniz.” He led her to the restroom and stayed in there whilst she took a piss.
“Nothing like that when you need one, is there?” He spoke English with a slight middle eastern accent. He took her back to the room and didn’t tie the bindings.
“It’s hard, sat so long on the wooden chair. Would you like me to rub your bottom?”
She stared at him. It was time to show some fight.
“Yes, but my ass has to be bare.” He gave her a half smile.
“Why did you shoot Rhaa Haroon?”
“Did I?” she raised an eyebrow.
He left the room and returned a few minutes later with a large bottle of water and food, cheese, bread, fruit and a beef sandwich. Anupa ate ravenously.
“You know who the ISI are, don’t you Paniz?”
“Yes, I do. They’re an Iranian boy band. Not my sort of thing. But I must admit, they’re fit.”
“Every time you don’t answer my questions, I’ll leave the room for an hour and you’ll have to wait an extra hour for food and drink.”
She grinned.
“And I thought you liked me. You did offer to rub my bare ass.”
“Paniz. Are you what I think you are? Are you in The Mossad?”
Anupa smirked.
“Is that an Iranian girl band? I didn’t think you had them.”
“That’s one hour.”
“I didn’t say I was or wasn’t.”
“Are you?”
“I can’t sing.” He swore in Farsi.
“One hour.” He left the room.
They kept her up all night asking questions. She did her best to avoid giving them an answer.
Anupa knew it was a game. They were trying to break her. She’d hold out as long as possible. It was a futile exercise, but it gave her something to think about.
Hours later a man walked in, overweight, stocky with cold baleful eyes. He placed a pair of pliers, a hammer, nails and an electric drill on the table. He stood there and glared at her. His face angry, cold and vengeful, He left without saying or doing anything. Anupa knew it would be another long session, both men would be from the MOIS, the Ministry of Intelligence and Security.

Chapter 9

Black Monday.
NEW YORK.
CASSIDY SAT AT HER desk in The Deutsche Bank’s Wall Street headquarters. Three large monitors displayed the current trading and market status. They were mostly a sea of numbers. Colors displayed the direction of stocks and metals. Futures, puts and calls. Green up, red down.
“Miss Cassidy?”
“Ok, set it down there.” The delivery boy placed a Subway footlong on her desk. She fished out a ten dollar bill.
“Here you go.”
“Thanks Miss Cassidy.”
She picked up the phone and waited to be put through.
“Hi, Mr Minlezz. You asked me to call it for you. Your fund B. I want to go long on Oasis Petroleum Inc, it’s showing the signs. Ok, you’ve made a good move Sir.” She replaced the phone and watched the trades. Oasis moved up as she’d said. Cassidy smiled, Mr Minlezz had made six million bucks in ten minutes by following her call.
“Hey Cass,” a guy from across called over. “Just look at Aramco. Some volume going on there.”
She checked her screen, a lot of selling was going on. She watched for a few minutes, buying some Aramco, nothing wrong with its market position.
“Holy fuck, holy fuck,” said her colleague from across.
“Saudi’s just taken a dump, increased production to 14.9 million barrels a day. That’s huge man.”
She watched as the red spread over the screens. The oil price fell twenty two points. Good for some, bad very bad for others.
“Shit.” She’d have to call Mr Minlezz. She knew that Goddamn billionaires didn’t like losing money.
“Shit,” she picked up the phone.
ZURICH. SWITZERLAND.
THE MAN ENTERED JULIUS Baer Bank and walked up to the reception. He had swarthy skin and a moustache. The man dressed in sunglasses and a waistcoat. He placed a card on the table.
“Mr Horstolz please.”
The interior was all marble and starkly clean. Behind two glass screens were old paintings that you just knew were very valuable. An ornate bronze woman lay on a platform behind the desk. The place reeked of old money.
He was led away to a side room where Mr Horstolz awaited his client.
“Hello Mr Johnson, how can I help?” He knew the man’s name wasn’t Johnson but ignored the fact. Mr Johnson with his Arabic accent was a good customer, a very good customer.
“This account,” he slid over a paper. “I’d like to access it.”
“Yes Sir.” The personal banker opened up a screen on a spare laptop on his desk. Mr Johnson accessed the account, entered the password along with access security details and transferred out four billion US Dollars.
“It’s done Mr Horstolz. You need to verify it.”
Mr Horstolz did as his visitor asked.
“Will that be all Mr Johnson?”
“Yes, thank you, it will be for now.” The man in sunglasses and a waistcoat got up and left the bank. Once outside he couldn’t supress a smile at the shit storm he’d just let loose.
TEHRAN. IRAN.
AT THE HASTILY CONVENED meeting of the General Council, the Supreme Leader wanted answers and wanted them now. Two guest organisations were summonsed. He demanded a report from The Management and Planning Organisation of Iran; the MPO. A form of fusion between the US Federal Reserve and the US Federal Government. It reported that the massive fall in the oil price was a catastrophe. The impact on the economy and budget was devastating.
The Supreme Leader’s blood boiled at the predicted impact. He knew of course it was the Saudi’s doing. His country was now at war. Not a shot had been fired, but it was nothing short of war.
Then in a report by the leadership of Islamic Revolutionary Guard Corps, the nation’s armed forces, it happened.
A bombshell was dropped.
* * *
THE SUPREME LEADER asked for clarification by the MPO and they confirmed the details. He looked at the gathering, one by one he stared them in the eyes.
“So, let me summarise. The oil price fall will have, no, is having devastating effects on our economy. This will impact the Military too. Our ultimate defence is the nuclear guarantee deal with North Korea. This is initiated by a transfer of funds to them before our weapons can be released. They’re not released to us until we pay.
The secret fund that we set up to make that payment has been thieved. Some dog withdrew four billion Dollars.”
“Supreme Leader, enough funds remain for…”
“I know that,” he lashed out. “But the bastard who withdrew the four could withdraw whatever he wanted, and we’d sit here with our thumbs up our asses. Our Government and Military funding is under threat by this oil price fall. Somebody has stolen from the fund we set up to initiate our nuclear guarantee.” He paused and lowered his voice.
“Gentlemen, the survival of The Islamic Republic is at stake. We have one course of action. I will tell you what you must do.”

Chapter 10

Davao City. South Philippines.
THEY’D CHOSEN TO MEET at a small estate on the slopes of Mount Apo around twelve miles west of the city. It was quiet, secluded, away from any population centres.
The two men sat at a table under the shade of the trees in a forest glade. They’d been driven there by two separate Toyota vehicles, each carried three aides with them. One of the aides poured out glasses of fruit juice from ice filled jars.
One of the men had the almond eyed oriental look, he could be Japanese, Korean or Chinese. The other looked Arabic Middle Eastern, Egyptian or Saudi perhaps.
“I saw the report from the Production group, all seem to be complete,” said the oriental.
“Yes, my friend, it’s cleaned up now apparently,” said the Arab. “How is your side progressing?”
The oriental took a draft of the cold fruit juice.
“I don’t know how they can live in this humidity. Manufacturing and processing are underway. Some are ready, others will be soon. How are the consignments you are supplying?”
“Ready, we’ve arranged the transport by two separate third parties.”
“Can you trust them?” The Arab nodded.
“Yes, they were discrete with transport to your, let’s say neighbour.”
“Then we have concluded phase one. It was always going to be the most difficult. Any undue problems?”
“No, loading licences can be obtained. The shipping business needs the cash.” The oriental smiled.
“Yes, we found the same. So, we’ll dispatch the first items when we receive your first consignment. Then we switch, we dispatch first and you ship on receipt of our goods.”
“Yes,” said the Arab, “we alternate. Our dispatch first. Then you, and so on.”
The two men shook hands. “Then we are ready to make the first payments?”
“Yes, we’ll pay the first five hundred million dollars into your account in the Cayman Islands,” said the Arab, “and you pay ours into Bahrain.” The oriental stood.
“Then let’s authorise the payments.”
The two men walked off in separate directions, each was around thirty yards away from the table and spoke on their cell phones for a few minutes. They returned and sat.
The oriental smiled.
“Let’s drink to our agreement.” He gestured to one of the aides.
The man poured out more fruit juice.
Two other aides approached holding machetes behind their backs. The Arab and the oriental had their heads pulled roughly back by the hair.
“What the…” The two long blades were pulled quickly across the two men’s necks. Blood spurted over the table and their outstretched arms clawing in vain at the blades. The blood spurts ebbed away, and blood gushed over their jerking bodies. The aides produced hot spoons from the barbeque and burned away the men’s fingerprints. Their heads were completely severed and placed on the barbeque. The lid was pulled down. The aides cleaned up after themselves. After twenty minutes or so the barbeque lid was lifted. There where just two blacken baked heads lying there. Both were more skull than head. It was a job well done. One of them patted his pocket and the large wad of dollars it contained. They walked over to the two vehicles chatting and laughing. As they approached both Toyota’s exploded with devastating force. The aides were shredded, and the surroundings were blown wide apart. Fires raged, driven on by the cans of gasoline concealed under the vehicles.
He watched from afar with a pair of binoculars. He smiled. Now he had just one task remaining. Transmit a communication to the nominated news agency using the correct password and phrase. It would inform them that the Abu Sayyaf group had carried out an attack on the infidel enemies of the Caliphate. He took a last look at the burning scene, turned and walked off.
Discord, deception and discord. That was the goal, a delicate dance if done well. Do it badly and, well let’s not go there. He smiled to himself.
Cover your ass and it will cover you.
* * *
FOUR DAYS LATER TWO Philippine registered Roll on Roll off ships, pulled alongside the port of Chongjin. North Korea. The Luzon star and the Pacific sealift were too large for the task, but they were available now.
Now, was of the essence.
Military convoys dominated the roads into the port. Troops flooded the streets, a curfew was imposed. Loading was carried out during the hours of darkness, over two nights. Around fifty North Korean troops under the command of a Major boarded each of the vessels for the long voyage. On the third night the two ships set sail to south and headed in the direction of the East China Sea.
* * *
USS STONEWALL JACKSON was running off the East coast of Japan at five hundred feet deep. She’d ended her third test dive. Nathan walked into the Engineering spaces.
“How’s she looking?” he asked the Engineering Officer.
“Good Sir, the drive’s looking good. I’ve had everything fully instrumented. It all checks out, vibration levels were right down where I expect them. Better in fact. The Mitsubishi Engineer we had on the first two cruises said to expect that. The boat’s bedded in now. Hull integrity is faultless. One hour at test depth would have revealed any issues. They fitted her with new valve gear for the waste system obviously, but also the buoyancy circulation system. New pumps too, oh and an electrical and software upgrade for the Li-ion battery management. We’re getting a longer life now. She’s better than new.”
“Good, I’ll make a report to COMSUBPAC. I’m glad we’re back in the groove.” The Engineer smiled. “Me too Sir.”
* * *
“TRIM FOR ASCENT. MAKE for periscope depth.” The boat ascended, then levelled off.
“Periscope depth Sir.”
“Lieutenant Commander Lemineux, raise the photonic mast and send this communication.”
“Aye Sir.”
The message was transmitted via satellite To COMSUBPAC Pearl Harbor. The report stated that USS Stonewall Jackson’s repairs were complete, and that she was reporting for duty. Now off Kobe, Japan.
“We have a signal receipt acknowledgement. Sir, it tells us to await orders. Prepare to sail within three hours.” Nathan looked to the XO.
“Sir, we’re fully fuelled and provisioned, war stock is updated. The boat’s patrol ready.”
“OK, we’ll float here and wait. Let the Chief Engineer know we’re at periscope depth in case he wants to top up the batteries.”
THE PENTAGON. WASHINGTON.
THE LARGE SCREEN ON the far wall flickered once and became blank.
The CIA had asked that a meeting be called, and present were the senior section analysts Simon Hobbs, Middle East and Koon Wing Mui, Far East. The Joint Chiefs of Staff sat around a large table. The Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, General Ian Cotton USAF.
Chief of Staff of the Army General Sally Weingarten, USA.
Chief of Naval Operations Admiral Nicolaj Kamov, USN.
Commandant of the Marine Corps Bruce Nanut, USMC.
Chief of Staff of the Air Force General Neil L Cooper, USAF.
Also a civilian sat at the table, National Security Advisor, Stockhaisen.
Simon Hobbs. senior section analyst Middle East stepped forward.
“Thank you for your time Generals, Admiral, Commandant. We have important developments to report. Our sources are confidential but include sigint and humint. I’ll hand you over to Koon Wing Mui, Far East section, as she’s coordinating the intel. The Asian woman stepped forward.
“Thank you Simon. The matter we have asked you here for is a follow on to our last meeting. If you’ll recall we discussed the North KorIran postulate; that is the means by which Iran may acquire nuclear weapons by working with North Korea and thus bypassing the JCPA deal.
We’ve seen recent market activity by Saudi Arabia that’s lowered the price of oil. This hurts the Saudi economy, but they can afford it, for a time.
It hurts the Iranian economy too, and they can’t afford it.
It’s come to our attention from a source that,” she sheepishly looked at her colleague, “that Simon has been in contact with. From this source we learnt that another event occurred, one that has mortified the Iranians.
They have a fund quietly stored in a Swiss bank, that will be used to pay North Korea for the release of their nuclear weapons. This fund recently suffered a withdrawal.”
“You mean somebody stole from it?” asked General Cooper.
She nodded. “Yes, Not all of the fund but a substantial amount. So much so, that the Iranians have been panicking. The Supreme Leader has ordered that the fund should make a payment to North Korea for the weapons to be transferred to Iran.”
“That’s very risky for them,” said Chief of Staff of the Army General Sally Weingarten.
“If the JCPA finds out about them, it’ll be a sanctions nightmare.”
“Yes,” replied Koon, “but if more of the fund is stolen there may not be enough left to pay for their weapons.”
“Go on,” said Commandant of the Marine Corps Bruce Nanut, “they paid Kim for the nukes.”
“Yes,” she said, “the NSA satellite surveillance has seen columns of military trucks converging on the North Korean port of Chongjin. Two transport ships we’ve now identified as The Luzon star and the Pacific sealift have taken on a load at night. They’re now headed south for the East China Sea, after that, we think around Singapore and up the Strait of Malacca.”
“How did you find out about this theft from their fund?”
“We can’t tell you.” Simon Hobbs intervened.
“But we can say that the source has always been rock-solid.” Rock solid but self-interested he thought, but that was The Mossad for you.
There was a knock at the door, a USN Petty Officer entered and handed Admiral Kamov a note and then left.
“So,” said Bruce Nanut, “we have two ships out there that are likely to be carrying Iran’s nukes and they look to be heading for Iran. What are we waiting for?”
“We need to be careful about this, other things may come to light before they get to Iran,” said General Cooper.
“It could get political,” said Army General Sally Weingarten.
Admiral Kamov held up the note he’d been handed.
“I’ve just received notice that our most stealthy, kick ass boat has now been repaired and she’s ready for patrol. USS Stonewall Jackson is mean, lean and hungry for ass. She can shadow these ships and await our orders. Guess where she is? Off Eastern Japan, right where we want her.”
“It’s too good an opportunity to miss,” said General Cooper, “people?”
The Chiefs of staff agreed, there were nodding heads.
“Admiral. What’s the Captain called on this submarine?” asked Commandant Bruce Nanut.
“Commander Nathan Blake.”
“Go get em Blake, go get em,” smiled Nanut.
“I’ll get the order out,” said the Admiral, “These two ships now have a shark after them, it’s mean, it’s angry and it want’s some ass.”
OFF THE COAST OF JAPAN.
“SIR,” SAID LIEUTENANT Commander Lemineux we have a communication.”
“Thanks, send it to my workstation.” Nathan read the communication.
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PROCEED SOUTH AND FOLLOW TWO TRANSPORT VESSELS. APROX POSITION 38.59N 130.74E. SPEED 15KTS. HEADING 180. SEE THE ATTACHED DOCUMENT FOR BACKGROUND INFORMATION. GOOD HUNTING, CNO N KAMOV USN.
MSG END//

After reading the background document he frowned.
“Flood forward one half. Open and trim vents fore and aft. Dive, dive, dive. Planesman, make your depth two hundred feet. Ahead two thirds.”
“Two thirds at two hundred Aye Sir.” The deck tilted down to the bow. A short while later the Planesman pulled his yoke back and the boat levelled out.
“Right rudder, steady on course two fifteen.”
“Ahead two thirds, steady on two fifteen Aye Sir.” Nathan stood.
“XO, Kaminski, Wardroom now. War committee.” The USS Stonewall Jackson was very definitely back in the groove.
* * *
THE THREE OF THEM ENTERED the Wardroom and sat, Nathan transferred the document he’d received from the DOD over to their accounts. They accessed and read it on their Tablets. It took them several minutes. Nathan left for the galley and brought back coffees.
“Initial comments?” he asked.
“First we’ve got to find them, it’s a big sea out there,” said XO Sayers. Kaminski accessed the chart on her tablet and laid it on the table.
“We know they’re coming south. This channel between South Korea and Japan is a choke point.”
“It’s a big choke point,” said Nathan.
“Yes,” she said, “but with a simple lining up of his course, as I think he’ll do. His plot would be a line that takes him east of Tsushima Island and then onward to the east of Taiwan.”
“Sounds good,” said Nathan, “intercept position?”
She zoomed the picture in.
“There’s a channel just north of Kyushu Island, but I don’t think it’s worth it. We’ll have to surface to get through, and he may make better progress south than we think. I’d lie in wait southwest of this Island to the west of Kyushu. He’ll probably come within fifteen miles.”
“XO, what do you think?”
“It sounds ok to me. The thing that troubles me is there’s little mention of any escort. The North Korean’s are unlikely to provide surface cover with their warships. They can’t stay with the cargo ships that long, and it would attract attention. The North Korean navy’s Sang-O boats have well over a thousand miles range. They could in theory operate to the south of Taiwan, but will they?” Nathan sipped his coffee and considered it.
“The Iranians can’t provide cover until they’re well into the Indian Ocean, so they’ll be without escort for a long leg through and either side of the Straits of Malacca.”
“That’s Pirate city,” said the XO.
“Yeah, but they’re bound to have a fair number of well armed troops onboard,” said Nathan.
“Our job is to follow for now, so we’ll lie in wait where Nikki said and pick them up.”
“Will we have to sink them?” asked the XO.
Nikki sat up and took back her tablet. “Not yet. They haven’t decided, otherwise they’d have told us to sink them in the East China Sea. They must be chewing it over politically. Maybe they’ll capture the two ships and publicise the contents of their cargo to the world’s press. We’re to be the pistol at their head. If the word comes, we pull the trigger.”
“I agree,” frowned Nathan, “there’s a lot we don’t know. But if the Iranian’s have nukes and the means to deliver them, I don’t see us not being given the word. At some point we’ll need to drop em.” He looked down at the table.
“The Iranians and the North Koreans, they must have a plan B. Something they can pull off, if they look like losing the ships.” He looked up at the XO and Nikki.
“It seems easy. Just sink two civilian cargo ships. Why do I just know it won’t be that easy?”
BANDAR ABBAS. IRAN.
ANUPA WAS LOSING HER concentration. She was being fed and watered but questioned by Omar. She called him that as he looked vaguely like a younger Omar Sharif. He’d leave and then the Turkish wrestler would come into the room and prepare the torture hardware. It was the classic good cop, bad cop routine. Uninventive, but she had to admit it was working. She fought it, she knew it was bullshit, but it was hard to resist. The wrestler said nothing, tied her up, blindfolded her and banged nails into the table next to her, he placed them on her arms and banged the table hard. It was to frighten her she knew; it said, one day it will be your turn. They constantly woke her, she needed more sleep. Omar came into the room and questioned her. He got nowhere and left. She fell asleep, after how long? She didn’t know, the Turkish wrestler came in and blindfolded her. Then he unfastened her bindings, stood her up and started to remove her clothes. This was new. He was rough, she was soon naked. She was led out of the room and down two corridors. A metal slide was pulled aside, and she was pushed forward, she slowly walked along the floor. She had an image of falling, he could be leading her to an edge, how many more steps could she take? Then she heard them, the calls of men from either side. It echoed, the calls were jeering, random. Then she realised this may be a hospital ward. A key unlocked a door. A hospital? She was pushed forward, and the blindfold was removed. It was a cell, sat on two benches were three men staring at her. The Turkish wrestler locked the door and walked off.
Anupa stood there naked in front of the three prisoners. Three unkempt rough shaven men. Their lustful stares bored into her, she’d never felt more exposed, more vulnerable in her life. They wanted her, she could see, but they held back wary. The man to the left started to masturbate. One of them finally stood and ran his hands over her breasts. The other one now stood and rubbed her bottom and her groin. Both men were erect. Was this it? She was to be raped by the prisoners? She tried pushing them away, but it made them all the worse. They both pushed her up against the bars and fought each other for her groin, they rubbed her repeatedly. The man on the bench just watched and masturbated. It reached the stage where she knew this was it.
It would happen soon. Oh God, no, no.
The Turkish wrestler returned, he shouted something, and the men backed away, their eyes full of lust and greed. And something else, fear. The fear was strongest, it kept them at bay.
Anupa’s breathing slowly returned to normal. He placed the blindfold on her and led her away and back into the room that she was kept in. He took off the blindfold, then turned and left the room. She dressed then sat and shook. They’d just told her, we can have you raped. We can do as we please. Tell us what we want. She shuddered and then finally at length, she slept.
USS STONEWALL JACKSON. Off southwest Japan.
BENSON LISTENED WITH big ears. Hughes/Oki bow and flank sonars in passive mode searched the seas. The boat slowly trailed east and west towing, the lure. The towed array sonar, the lure is towed kilometres behind the boat. The wizards of underwater deception, L-3 Chesapeake Sciences Corp have produced a secret device not even the Captain or Chief Engineer are allowed to know how it works. Supply it with power, connect it to the CRAY sensor computer like this, then take what it gives you.
It will listen, jam, lure enemy torpedoes. The sonar community said if you ask Lucy lure nicely she will make you breakfast and tell you who’s going to win the Kentucky Derby.
Benson could barely believe his ears when he first used her, now she was taken for granted.
“Sir, it’s happening. Lucy’s starting to whisper to me. It’s far off the north but it sounds like two slow shit shifters coming our way.”
“Good, let me know when you’re near sure.”
Long minutes passed by Benson sat with his head in his hands, he lived out there in the sea.
He frowned.
“Sir, I’m near sure. There’s two of them, if you come south they pass us by then you can follow them. They’re doing fourteen kts, four miles west of our position.”
“Good work Benson. Left rudder, ahead two thirds, make one eight degrees.”
“Two thirds at one eight zero Sir” The boat heeled to the left and came to her new heading.
“That’s it Sir. They’re alongside now four miles west.”
“Right rudder.”
“Two hundred degrees, two three hundred.”
“Hold steady at two four hundred.”
“Two four hundred Aye Sir.”
“Benson? Range to his tack?”
“One point eight miles.” The boat moved closer to the quarry’s tack.”
“Point five miles Sir?”
“Prepare to come to periscope depth.”
“Coming to six eight feet.” Nathan waited. He sat by his Conn monitor and raised the photonic mast set a sweep from two seven zero to one eighty degrees. The periscope raised above the surface did it sweep and retracted. One the monitor he saw the two merchant roll on roll off ships. He zoomed into the stern on both ships in turn.
The Luzon star and the Pacific sealift.
“That’s it. Stream the comms buoy. Make this report.”
The buoy made satellite contact and reported. Target acquired, following into East China Sea.
“Make your depth two hundred feet. Steady one eight six degrees. Follow those ships.”
“Are you happy tracking six miles behind, Benson?”
“No problem Sir.” The boat fell behind.
Nathan walked up to Kaminski’s station.
“I want you to work with the Planesman and Benson. Follow the ships, keep an eye on their track and keep me informed.”
“Sir.” Her pony tail bobbed in that way he liked, but said nothing.
He turned to the XO. “A long sail to Iran now Sayers.”
“Yeah, this is the boring bit.” Nathan smiled, then give the XO a sly look.
“Boring? The worst bits always are.” He walked aft to see the Engineers. He shook his head; the boring bits always seem to bite your ass.
VAUXHALL CROSS SIS building. London.
THEY SAT AT THE TABLE in Rudolph’s office. River traffic sailed by.
“You know I have to go,” said Silk Purse.
Rudolph looked at the river he needed to weigh up the implications.
“Rudolph, we know the man’s Mossad, he’s been in contact with Crutch. She’s been off the grid for far too long. I’m being quizzed by the department, they know some shit’s gone down. Tosser’s been on to me nearly every day. We can’t hang people out to dry.”
“I know but…”
Silk purse sat back and waited, she wouldn’t push it. If all else failed she’d bring up the Odessa debacle, she knew Rudolph still sweated over it. Could he have done something different?
She waited, let him say something, let it fester in his lap. It was basic sales technique, give them enough space and they’ll often talk themselves into a sale. She’d learned that a lifetime ago at the perfume counter in Debenhams.
He sighed.
“The UAE?” She nodded.
“Ok, do it, but be careful. Watch your pockets. Find out what he wants.”
“Thanks Sir.” She got up and headed for the door before he changed his mind.
“Silk Purse.” She turned.
“Yes Sir.”
“Get our girl out.” She smiled.
“Count on it.”
She walked back into the Middle East section and up to a desk where a blond girl sat and worked. She looked up at her boss.
“Hi.”
“You free the next few days?”
“Yes, why?”
“Get packed for the warm weather. We’re going to the United Arab Emirates.”
“We are?” she asked, puzzled.
“We’re on Crutch’s trail.” Tosser beamed and punched the air.
“Right on. At last.”

Chapter 11

“So Weaps give me the run down,” said Nathan. They stood in the torpedo room, the six hatch doors filled the forward bulkhead.
“Sir, our warload is six Mk48 CBASS in tubes one to six. In the three VPM tubes we have twenty one Tomahawk, three of which are factor 100 warheads.”
USS Stonewall Jackson’s armaments included six conventional Torpedo tubes that could be loaded with Harpoon, sea skimming anti-ship missiles. Aft of the sail were three vertical VPM launch tubes with seven Tomahawk BGM-109 cruise missiles in each. The factor 100 warheads were nuclear weapons, it was USN black humour. Where factor 100 means you’d need to be wearing sun block with an SPF of 100.
“Ok Weaps, load tubes five and six with Harpoon, we may or may not need them.” Nathan leaned against one of the MK48 fish.
“How many Pointers do we have?”
“We’ve four Sir.” Nathan nodded.
The Pointer is a Torpedo tube launched, retrievable self-propelled underwater drone. It can be wire guided or free swimming. Named after the hunting Dog, it can act as a passive or active sonar detector. A Pointer has the ability to appear to an enemy as a submarine and can deploy counter measures. Unarmed, but a great remote sensor or a tool to spread confusion among any opponents.
“Any other issues?”
“Not really Sir we have some electrical problems but the Engineer….”
“Captain to the Conn,” sounded out the intercom.
“Excuse me.” He bounded up into the control room.
“Sir,” said Benson, “we have a subsurface contact. Range fifteen miles heading our way from the west.”
“Type?”
“I’m still refining, Sir.”
“Ok.” Benson returned to his undersea world with it’s gloops, bubbles, groans and clicks.
Five minutes later Benson looked up. “I’ve got him Sir. It’s a PLAN Shang class, probably a type 093G. I ran it through the library and it said, Shang 92 % 093G 75 %.
There are entries from the USS Chosin Reservoir on patrol in the South China Sea, she tracked one three months ago.”
“Good old Maccy Slade,” smiled Nathan, “good to see one of our sister ships doing her thing.”
The USS Stonewall Jackson’s reputation as a fighting boat had prompted her sister ships to be named after battles. USS Chosin Reservoir, in the Korean War and USS 73 Easting, in the first Gulf war.
Benson listened to the Chinese SSN for further minutes.
“Sir, we’ve had an aspect change, it’s turned to the southeast. Permission to express my opinion?”
“Yes, always, go ahead.”
“Sir, I think he’s running in after the cargo ships. That Mother is going to trail them, just like we are.” Nathan considered the comments. It didn’t seem likely.
After some twenty minutes.
“I said so Sir, he’s taken up station two miles ahead, just to our starboard. He’s following them.”
“All stop. Give them some room.” He let them separate, so as not to be too close. The People’s Liberation Army Navy SSN was now in between the Jackson and the cargo vessels.
“XO, Kaminski, War committee, now.”
The three of them sat around the Wardroom table.
“So, we have company. That PLAN SSN isn’t there by coincidence. What do you think?”
“How the hell do the Chinese know about the North Korean nukes on board?” said the XO.
“How the hell do we know?” said Nikki, “they probably know the same way we know, intel, spies. The Chinese must have spies in the DPRK.”
“They may be closer than that,” said Nathan, “they may have supplied parts or expertise. We know they’re hand in glove with the North Koreans in that area.”
“It’ll complicate matters if they’re still around and we have to sink the two of them,” said Larry.
“I know why they’re there,” said Nikki with a smirk.
“Go on.”
“They’re the escort.” She looked at the two of them. “The DPRK hasn’t anything that can reach Iran without refuelling. The Shang can. If we’re ordered to sink the ships, we’ll have an SSN to deal with.” Larry groaned and put his head in the palm of his hand.
“Why the fucking PLAN? They always make it complicated.”
“I agree with the both of you,” said Nathan, “it does get complicated, why are they riding shotgun? It suggests that they’re more than interested. They do have ties with Iran too. Also, they’ve more than one Shang boat, we could see others showing up. We can speculate as to why, but the thing we must do is let COMSUBPAC and DOD know what’s happened, let them worry about it.” Nathan returned to the control room.
“Get ready to stream the comms buoy.
Come to seven zero feet. Speed five knots.”
“Five at seven zero feet Aye.”
“Lieutenant Commander Lemineux send this message.”
Nathan transferred the message to the Communications Officer.
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NOW IN NORTHERN EAST CHINA SEA. PLAN SHANG CLASS SSN IS FOLLOWING THE TWO VESSELS. WE BELIEVE IT’S THE ESCORT. ORDERS?
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“Message sent Sir.”
“Ok, Benson, I want you to keep a damn fine ear out for any other SSN’s. If you want to drift the boat, you have my permission to call for all stop.”
“Yes Sir. If there’s something out there, Lucy and I will hear it.”
He walked to the Navigation Officer’s station.
“Nikki where’s our track take us?”
“As I thought, east of Taiwan. We should be fifty miles off Keelung City, northeast Taiwan, in.” She calculated. “Thirty hours. Then It’ll be the South China Sea, around Singapore and up the Strait of Malacca.”
“Ok Lieutenant. It’s going to be a long slow cruise to Iran.” Nathan got the XO to come over to the Conn.
“Larry, we’ll have to come to periscope depth to recharge the batteries from time to time. Work out a schedule but allow us some wriggle time.”
“Will do Sir.”
Nathan looked around the control room, he’d a good team. They were in for a boring cruise. But one followed by who knows? He admitted he hadn’t expected the Chinese SSN. It was at the stage where he needed to get some rack time. Nathan went aft to his cabin.
* * *
THE CHINESE SUBMARINER saluted. “Captain Sir. We have a message from PLAN HQ Zhanjiang.”
Captain Huang of the SSN Long March 08 took the paper slip and read it. He frowned, this was odd. The Luzon star and the Pacific sealift? The two cargo ships would need to pass near here, and they were escorted by the Long March 09. Very odd, but orders are orders.
“All stop, make your depth one hundred meters. We will await the arrival of other vessels. Sonar, they should be more than fifty hours away, if you have anything to do on the sonar maintenance? Do it now, be ready.”
“Yes Sir, I’ll contact the Engineering section.”
Huang opened his log and wrote up his new orders. What the devil did they want with watching two cargo ships? Something was going on, but he couldn’t ask Zhanjiang. They’d just tell him to follow orders and if he couldn’t, somebody who could would replace him. He shrugged and carried on with his log entry.
DUBAI. UNITED ARAB Emirates.
“I FEEL LIKE MA GRANNY.” Tosser sat at the street side café, “this head scarf thing, it’s a pain.”
Tosser had several curls of blond hair protruding out from under her headscarf.
“You’ll live,” said Silk Purse. A waiter turned up with two coffees.
“Thanks.”
A few minutes later a dark haired young man arrived and sat at their table.
“Josh, nice of you to join us. This is Tosser, my assistant.”
“Good afternoon Miss.”
“Right Josh, where is she?” asked Silk Purse.
“A source tells me she’s still in Bandar Abbas.” Silk Purse pulled out and opened a map of the city. He pointed to a street on the eastern side of the city.
“There, the Rannediff jail.”
“Are you sure?”
“Sure, is a big word. It’s very likely my source tells me.”
“Do you know the layout?”
“Come on. I told you more than you’ll get from others.”
Josh laughed.
“They don’t allow visitors.” He stopped himself.
“But Josh, I can see a but.” Silk Purse smiled.
“It has been known for them to allow visits from relatives. Apparently, it’s from the Koran, or some such crap.
But neither of you look like relatives. She’s of Indian or Pakistani descent.”
“That’s true,” said Silk Purse with a pained expression.
“What about adoption?” asked Tosser.
“She’s a little older than me. One of us could have been adopted. We’d be sisters then.”
“I’m not so sure about that,” said Josh carefully.
“But they might?” pressed Tosser. He shrugged.
“They might.”
“We have to try. Can you get me into Bandar Abbas?”
“Hold on Tosser,” said Silk Purse.
“I might, I might. Do you have a British passport with you? They’ll know she’s British it would add to your credibility.”
“Yes, I do.”
“Tosser,” said Silk Purse.
“Ok, I’d like to put one over on the Mullahs. You’ll have to pretend to be my wife, it’ll make it easier to get you in or if we’re checked. Be at the transport dock, west side at 10pm. I can’t call you Tosser.” She thought.
“Helen McDavid. I knew her at school.” He smiled.
“See you tonight Helen.” He got up and left.
Silk Purse gave her a hard stare.
“You’ve not been operational yet. Iran. We already have an experienced agent in jail there.”
“I’ve been in an Antarctic blizzard on this one. How old were you on your first op? Did they think you were ready? Don’t tell me, you fought hard to get yourself sent in, I know you Boss. Let’s get her out. Let’s kick the ragheads asses.”
Silk Purse shook her head. She remembered Libya, she’d faced resistance, it was hard and dangerous, but she’d done it. Her boss had resisted. But, the bastard was, it was now her call.
“I’ll say I snuck off and went myself. If it goes well, you can take the credit for knowing who to send and when. It’s a no-lose situation. Come on Silky, please”
“Ok, go and get Crutch out.” Tosser hugged her. “Thanks, thanks. I won’t let you down.”
She beamed and laughed. “Also, I get to be Josh’s wife, he isn’t bad looking, you never…”
Silk Purse smiled. “Sorry to disappoint you, but Crutch said he’s as bent as a barking snake.”
* * *
THAT NIGHT THEY LEFT on a fast power boat across the Gulf. Outside of Bandar Abbas they boarded a fishing boat. At dawn they pulled into a harbour, Josh was known to the harbourmaster. He passed over their passports, each with a twenty-dollar bill inside. The harbour master removed the bills and waved them through.
They walked up to a store where Josh bought a cell phone, he entered a number and handed it over. “I have business elsewhere, so I’ll leave you here. You can contact me on that cell, I’m Terri. It’ll make international calls too.”
“Give me a start Josh, where did she hang out here, at first?”
“I met her in the Eastern Horse Café off Pasdaran Boulevard on the far west of the city. Near the Gulf. Start there.”
“Ok write it down in Farsi.” He handed her a slip of paper. Tosser set off walking west. She looked around taking in the city. More westernised than she’d expected, the girls nearly wore headscarves. Some wore jeans. It was a busy bustling city. She had plenty of Iranian Rial, the British embassy in Dubai had issued them. She couldn’t believe it. I’m on an op, undercover in Iran. She had to make a start. Crutch was in jail, going through, she didn’t know what. She got a cab to the Eastern Horse. Walking in she looked around the cakes, and a gorgeous smell of cooking bread along with fresh coffee. She walked up to the young girl behind the counter.
“Coffee and cake.” She pointed to the display and a steaming coffee pot.
The girl smiled she passed them over and said in English, “Fifty Rials.”
She paid, then had an idea. She opened her wallet and took out a picture of Crutch and her. It had been taken on HMS Montrose off Antarctica.
“Do you know her?”
“Yes, it is Paniz. She my friend. Who you?”
“I’m her sister.” The Iranian girl frowned.
“I know we look different, but her family adopted me.”
The Iranian girl shrugged. It took a while to explain but she finally understood.
“You Mother and Father gone, dead?”
Tosser nodded.
“I not believe what paper write, Paniz not like that.”
“She’s in jail. Rannediff jail.”
“I know.”
“Can you see her? Tell them she’s your friend, she will have had no visitors.”
The Iranian girl looked down.
“They might, I will try to see her.”
“Great, here’s what I want you to say to her.” Tosser sat her down and made her memorize the words. She had her practice over and over.
“I can get you her words. Where do you stay?”
“I don’t know yet.”
The girl smiled. “You can stay at my apartment.”
“Ok, thanks.”
* * *
THAT NIGHT ANUPA WAS brought back to her cell after a toilet visit. Omar had let her wash herself with a sponge. As long as he could watch. She let him see her naked, you never know when you might need a favour, and he’d seen her that way anyway. There were camera’s in the room. He walked back into the room several minutes later.
“Paniz, you have a visitor.”
“What?” The girl from the Eastern Horse cafe walked in.
“Shabnam” They hugged.
Omar left them alone.
“I have a message for you, a girl with sand colored hair is here.” What? she thought.
“What’s the message Shabnam?”
In a near perfect Scottish accent, she repeated the message.
“Tell the ragheads they can get tae fuck. I’m here to save yer wee ass. Yer sister, T.”
Anupa was staggered.
“Tosser.”
The girl left, that night Anupa drifted off to sleep with a smile on her face. Tosser was here, she was inexperienced but she’d a pair of balls; for a girl.
* * *
WHEN SHABNAM GOT HOME Tosser was waiting.
“I told them her sister was here. I asked them to let you see her it’s only proper and the right thing to do. To show compassion to their captive.”
“And?”
“I think they will let you in to see her. She show me cameras and microphone. You cannot speak, you cannot I say speak free.”
“That’s ok.”
The following night both Shabnam and Tosser knocked on the door to the jail. They were let inside. A man appeared, young with a moustache.
“How can you be sister, you are white?”
“Her family adopted me, My real parents died. Ask her. Please let me see my sister, please.”
The man relented. He could listen, he may pick something up, he was getting nowhere with this woman. Tosser was led inside, she was very careful to remember every turn and corridor. She looked for cameras.
Eventually, she was led to a room and the door opened.
Anupa rushed over and hugged her.
“See, your sister Helen didn’t abandon you Anupa.” She passed on what she was calling herself. After the usual sisterly chat Tosser quizzed her about the layout without making it obvious.
“Do they let you out? What do you do all day? When do you get to do these things?
After some time Tosser got up. “I’ll be back tomorrow, I might have news from home, Antie Silk has been asking about you. She’s at the south shore now, probably in the sun it’s what she’d Do by.” Anupa nodded.
“See you tomorrow?”
So, thought Anupa, Silk Purse was on the south shore, in the sun. It’s what she’d Do by.
Silky was in Dubai on the south shore of the Gulf. Tosser was learning the prison layout. God, had it been good to see her. She grinned.
* * *
THAT NIGHT SHE CALLED a number in Dubai.
“Hi, call me back.” The cell rang almost right away.
“Hi Tosser, what’s happening? I’ve been worried.”
“I’ve been in to see her, she’s looked better but she’s ok. Look, I’ve been learning the layout of the place and I’m in again tomorrow. Give me a throwaway web email address. I’ll add a draft and attach a sketch that I’ll do in MS paint. They don’t let her out in the yard during the day. They’re not the best troops, but there’s a good number of armed guards. From what I see, we’ve only one realistic option.”
Tosser wrote down an address and password.
“I’ll draw it up in a cybercafé and get it to you as soon as I can. You call the keystone cops. I’ll call again in a couple of days.”
“I will Tosser, well done.”
She went back to see Crutch again, earlier this time. During the visit she said she had to use the toilet and took a wrong turn, she was exploring. It was all memorised, the layout, any camera’s and of course personnel.
Later in the city, Tosser walked into a cafe with PCs and internet access. She paid and was allocated a machine. She set to work and finally attached the Paint file to an email and saved it as a draft. She sent a text to Dubai. “Over to you Silky, the file is attached.”
* * *
SILK PURSE ENTERED the British embassy in Dubai.
“I’m here to see the trade attaché.”
She was taken to his office. He was, of course, SIS himself.
“Hi, I need the private room.” She sat at a desk in the secure room and made a call to London.
“Rudolph. We’ve visited Crutch in jail.”
“You what?”
“Later. I’ve sent you a sketch Tosser’s made of the inside layout of the prison.
I’ve thought about this long and hard. I realise what a big step it is, but I see no alternative. As head of the Middle East section. I’m requesting Operation Nimrod.”
Rudolph put a hand to his forehead.
“Bloody hell. Silky, I’ll have to run this past the PM. I’ll get a grilling. Let’s know your reasons.”
“Rudolph. First, you know we must. Second…”
He listened and knew she’d got it right. It didn’t make it any easier, this was going to be a bastard. A very risky bastard.

Chapter 12

USS Stonewall Jackson.
“CAN YOU CONFIRM OUR location, CPO Benson?” asked Navigation Officer Nikki Kaminski.
“Aye Sir, It’s like Grand central station out there. Ships of all kinds and lots of them. Singapore is like a beehive.”
“Sir.” Nathan looked over at her. She wore a smirk, he tried not to match it.
“We’re off Singapore. I recommend coming to three hundred degrees in twelve minutes, for the transit of the Malacca Strait.”
“Call the course change when you think it’s time Kaminski.”
“Sir.” Nathan sat at the Conn working on his mission computer. Crew eval reports, even on active duty you couldn’t get away this from this stuff. He overheard Kaminski.
“Benson, what’s the Shang up to?”
“It made the turn a few minutes ago Sir.”
“Ok Plansman, right rudder, come to three hundred and make your course steady.”
“Three hundred aye, Sir.”
The two Roll-on Roll-off vessels made their way up the strait followed below by the Shang SSN, followed by the USS Stonewall Jackson.
* * *
THE LONG MARCH 08 HEARD the two ships passing and raised her periscope to confirm their identities, satisfied she dived and followed them several miles behind.
Her sonar officer saluted and reported.
“Captain Sir. I have a faint unexpected sound. An unknown boat is following the Long March 09. She’s at a similar depth, very hard to track, but I heard her when she turned to make her way up the strait. I can’t identify, all I can say is she’s too quiet to be a nuclear boat.”
Huang’s eyebrows raised, this was unexpected.
“I see, it’s possible that it’s a Singapore boat, maybe an Archer Class or maybe one of the new type 218 class from Europe. They’re small and quiet.” It was unexpected, but they were in Singapore’s area of operations. Captain Huang knew that the city state was not to be underestimated, well equipped and well trained, they were a player in this part of the world.
“Keep a careful watch on this contact, move closer up. The type 218 isn’t well known in these waters, let’s see if we can get more information on it.”
* * *
BENSON’S WORLD WAS awash with sound, the sea had its own character, part mystery part open book. The cacophony of Singapore was now fading behind. He listened to her, she spoke to few. He was able to black out the thrashing of the two surface ships they followed, also the subtler Shang class boat following them. Biologics were plentiful, shoals of fish, whales and other sounds, he knew they were biologics but what they actually were, he’d no idea. There was something else. After several appearances he became more certain, it had now reached the threshold.
“Sir,” he turned and spoke to the Captain, “I think I have something. I think it’s artificial.”
“Where Benson?” asked Nathan.
“Sir I’m speculating but the tail is picking something up, something intermittent. Lucy’s getting a sniff Sir.”
“What is it?”
“I don’t know Sir, I’m not sure.”
“Give me your gut feeling, what do you think it is. Give me your best wild ass guess.”
Benson was reluctant. But he had to.
“It maybe something following us. But I could be wrong.”
“I asked for your gut’s view.” Benson pursed his lips.
“We may have another boat out there.”
“Your best guess?”
“Above fifty percent. That all I’ve got Sir.” Nathan trusted Benson, the man was a fish at times. How to find out? He didn’t want to give the game away, to let the other boat know they’d been rumbled.
“Weaps, load Pointers in tubes five and six.”
“Aye Sir.” After a few minutes it was done. The two underwater drones were ready.
“Sir, we have Pointers Ren and Stimpy loaded.” They always had names Nathan knew, these two were named after the sick and twisted, but must watch, cartoon characters he watched as an early teen. Much to his parents’ annoyance.
“Weaps, I want you to launch Ren and have him take up our position, configure him to sound like us.”
“Sir, flood tube five. Open outer doors. Launch tube five. Reload with Harpoon.”
“Ren is away and holding position right in front of us, Sir.”
“Cut his wire. Plansman come to port, gently on the left rudder. Slow by one fifth.”
USS Stonewall Jackson moved to port and slowed slightly, leaving Ren in position mimicking their sounds. He looked to Benson, the man had his hands over his phones, elbows on his console, eyes shut. He was playing underwater Chess with himself.
“Yes. Sir, I’ve got him. A boat is following Ren, he’s alongside now. The computer library doesn’t know its head from its ass. I’m sixty five percent sure it’s a Shang class, make that seventy.”
Nathan let the Chinese nuke make her way by them up the strait. “Planesman, right rudder slowly now. Benson, let me know when we’re in his wake.” The boat moved quietly, slowly to starboard.
“We’re there Sir, he’s dead ahead, range two miles.”
“Trim fore and aft. Slowly make your depth one five zero feet.”
“One five Aye Sir.” The plainsman pulled back on his yoke. The deck rose upward to the bow.
“Lemineux, stream the communication buoy.”
“Aye Sir.” The buoy rode its way to the surface, Nathan typed out a message
Secure satellite acquisition, Sir.”
“Send this.” He forwarded the file.
PRIORITY RED
R 2713557Z JUL 86 ZY11
STONEWALL JACKSON
CIA-OPS// ID C796TF722//
TO CIA OPS LANGLEY//COMSUBPAC//N18//
NAVAL INTEL OPS/04
MSGID/STONEWALL JACKSON 479/ ACTUAL//
MSG BEGINS:/7
IN MALACCA STRAIT. A SECOND SHANG DETECTED FOLLOWING US, WE ARE NOW FOLLOWING IT. SOON WE WILL BE IN OPEN OCEAN. REQUEST PERMISSION TO USE EXTREME PREJUDICE.
“IF A MAN CONSULTS WHETHER HE IS TO FIGHT, WHEN HE HAS THE POWER IN HIS OWN HANDS, IT IS CERTAIN THAT HIS OPINION IS AGAINST FIGHTING.
ADMIRAL HORATIO NELSON.”
YOUR ORDERS SOONEST PLEASE.
MSG END//

* * *
“PLANSMAN HOLD ON THIS course. Rewind the buoy, I think we’ll be needing it again soon.”
USS Stonewall Jackson followed the PLAN SSN below them. On and under the Strait was now a procession. On the surface two cargo ships carrying Iranian, North Korean nukes. Below and behind a Chinese SSN, followed by the underwater drone Ren, who was in turn followed by a second Chinese SSN. Shallow, but trailing the procession was USS Stonewall Jackson. Nathan smiled, he’d bide his time.
He knew that right now Pentagon staff would be running around as though they had a bad case of spiders up the ass.
“Sir, now would be a good time to charge the batteries,” said the XO.
“Ok, do it.”
“Come to periscope depth, raise the mast.”
Larry signalled Engineering.
“Snorkel raised. Charge the banks.” The Twin Detroit diesels started and drove the Taiyo electric Ltd generator. Recharging of the Li-ion batteries was underway.
Nathan turned and walked aft. “Weaps, you have the Conn. XO, Kaminski, war committee.”
Nathan returned to the Wardroom via the Galley with three coffees.
They sat at the table. “You heard, I asked for permission to get rough with the PLAN. Either they will, or they won’t give us permission. First, let’s assume they do, we’re outnumbered by two good boats. How do we win?” Nikki stood and started to pace the room, Larry rolled his eyes. “Why will I not like this?”
She ignored him. “It’s simple. We just outnumber them.”
“And how, Miss Victoria’s secret, do we do that?” asked the XO.
She grinned, “Have you been peeking?” She placed her palms on the table and looked at her senior officers.
“We get the Chinese to ask. Who let the dogs out?” She went on to explain her plan.
Nathan nodded. “I’ll buy that, it’s risky. But I’ll buy it.
Now, what if they don’t allow us to get down and dirty with the PLAN?”
The XO scowled.
“If they don’t want the job done we can take a long run ashore in India. Beaches, the Taj Mahal. In truth, we follow the ships and two SSN’s across the big sea. Ren can’t make it all the way so we’ll have to operate in a relay. That is, if the second SSN doesn’t suss out that he’s being fooled.”
“I know it’ll be a pig of a voyage, they’ll probably learn about us and it’ll be cat and mouse all the way to the Gulf.”
“Yeah and then we get to do our thing,” said Nikki.
“Ok. Plan Malacca and plan Gulf,” said Nathan, “one’s a surprise in a fairly constricted area. One’s not a surprise and the opposition has the help of the Iranian forces. Guess which they’ll pick?”
“Let me think?’ said Nikki rubbing her chin.
“Ok, we work on plan Malacca. If it’s plan Gulf we have time to work that one out.”
The three of them were well into working out plan Malacca when there was a knock at the door.
A communications PO put her head around the door.
“Sir, a communication’s here for you.”
“Transfer it to my tablet PO Muntezz.”
“Sir.” A couple of minutes later it arrived. Nathan read it and sighed.
“Plan Gulf.”
“Goddamn pussies,” said Nikki.
Nathan walked into the control room.
“Weaps, how long has Ren got?”
“He’ll have to be back in fifty minutes.”
“Ok get Stimpy ready, send him to relieve Ren when needed.”
He’d keep up the pretence that they were following the PLAN SSN by using the Pointers as long as he could. Then it would be three boats searching for each other playing blind man’s bluff and loosely following the ships across the Indian Ocean and up the Arabian Sea. What a fucking farce.
DUBAI. UNITED ARAB Emirates.
SHE CLIMBED UP THE steps from the pool and walked topless in the midday sun back to the changing room. Most of the Arabic women were topless or naked. There were several western women laid out or swimming in the women’s only pool. Silk Purse left the poolside, she dressed for public display including her headscarf. Picking her bag up she noticed there was a message on her cell phone. She called back.
“Hi Silky. All wrapped up and covered there?”
“Actually Rudolph, I’ve been topless for a while among naked and topless Arabic women.”
“Yeah right, me too.”
“It’s a woman’s only, open-air pool.”
“Oh Ok. Tonight, Silk Purse. It’s on, Operation Nimrod. Write this down.”
She took out a pen and paper.
“25.056N, 55.409E, be there at twenty fifteen hours. I’ve sent you a basic plan. Email it to Tosser’s throw away account and let her know.”
“Thanks Sir.”
“I had to eat a shit sandwich to secure this. Good luck.”
That night she left the city behind her and drove out into the desert along the E66. Next stop Al Faqua sixty kilometres away. She checked the sat tracker, another two kilometres she pulled up by the side of the road and set out walking away from the road through scrubland, a torch helped her find her way. After two kilometres she checked the sat tracker and stopped. All around was blackness, the lights of the city to the north were just visible. The road she’d left was hidden behind a berm. It felt isolated and distant, dark but with a warm breeze. Silk Purse wore a jacket and jeans with light boots and a dust mask, like a ski mask but this would keep the sand away. She waited for long dark and quiet minutes. Had there been a screw up, had there been a failure in communications? From the west, she heard a beating throbbing sound in the air. She held up the torch and waved it in the direction of the sound. Soon a helicopter was pulling down for a landing, sand and dust whirled about, shrubs leaned and shook in the downdraft. A door was pulled open, a helmeted crewman beckoned. Silk Purse approached it, before she climbed in she saw US Navy stencilled on the fuselage. She was pulled in and was strapped down by the crewman. The helicopter pulled up and away. The crewman handed her a helmet and plugged in the communications jack.
“Welcome aboard Mam, we’re out of here. It’s about fifty minutes flight to Mother.”
“Hi, and who’s Mother?”
“USS Mason Mam, an Arleigh Burke class Destroyer. She’s waiting offshore, north of here. Anything you want? Water?”
“No, I’m OK.” Forty minutes later the helicopter started to descend, a ship’s flight deck came into view and they landed with a noticeable bump, the door was opened, and she was led away to a doorway. The inside of the ship was quiet and clean.
“This way Mam.” She was led down a companionway to a reasonably large room. There were ten soldiers looking like some science fiction warriors. They wore CAM cream on their faces. All manner of devices were strapped to their arms and legs. They wore black figure hugging Kevlar looking suits. One stepped forward.
“Evening Mam, I’m Lieutenant T. US Navy Seals. I’m leading Operation Nimrod.”
“Hi, call me Silky.”
“Sarge E, get Silky dressed. We can’t have her on the Objective looking like a civvy.”
“OK Mam, Silky, get out of that first.” She took off her Top, Jeans and boots and was down to her underwear.
“Here, put this on and here are your boots.” The suit was similar to the ones they wore, and the black boots came half way up her shins. She smiled, given half a chance she’d try to keep this gear, it’d get looks down at her local pub or at work. Silky thought it was a sci-fi version of Cat woman and Laura Croft. Next, he applied the CAM cream to her face and gave her a helmet.
“Try this, you’ll have to adjust the chin strap.” She noticed they all wore handguns.
“Do I get a gun Sargent?”
“Does she get tooled up T?”
“If she wants to and can use it,” replied the Lieutenant.
He led her to a bench full of all manner of weapons.
“I’ll take that Beretta 92, I’ve used one before.”
She put on the belt and holster and slipped the pistol into it. The Sargent fastened up the leg strap and slipped in several spare magazines.
“She’s all set Sir.”
“Sargent. Can I have two Berettas?”
“Two?”
“One’s for Tosser, she’s one of ours and she’s on the Objective now.” He put another belt and pistol hanging to her left and slipped more magazines into a leg pocket.
* * *
“OK. I CAN SEE THAT’S us we’re ready to rock,” said Lieutenant T.
He got them all together.
“Listen up. I’m not a big one on the speeches, you’ve seen the plan and we’ve discussed it. Silky here is with a friendly intelligence service as are the two on the Objective. We’re here to get the spooks out of the shit. Not that that’s a first. I’m in bird one, Prairie dog one, leading squad Green, we’ll blow down the doors and clear any resistance. Prairie dog two will infil Squad Orange under Sargent E who’ll go in and retrieve the subjects. Silky the spook, will join them as she knows the subjects. Both birds will exfil and fly low back to Mother. We’ll have top cover, two plastic bugs, better known to you Frogmen as F/A18 Hornets flying from the Carl Vinson. Their call sign’s are Vultures one and two. We are Tadpole.
I said I wasn’t big on speeches, but this is Rickerson’s first Op. As you ladies know, we can’t go in unless we’ve all said the Seal’s creed in front of our peers. Rickerson get to it.”
A very nervous young soldier stepped up and to the jeers of his comrades he started.
“I’ve been around the world twice, talked to everyone once, seen two whales fuck, been to three world fairs, and I even know a man in Thailand with a wooden cock.
Push more peter, more sweeter and more completer than any other peter pusher around. I’m a hard bodied, hairy chested, rootin, tootin, shootin, parachutin, demolition double cap crimping, Frogman.
There ain’t nothing I can’t do, no sky too high, no sea to rough, no muff too tough.
Learnt a lot of lessons in my life, never shoot a large calibre man with a small calibre bullet. Drive all kinds of truck 2 bys, 4 bys, 6 bys, those big motherfuckers that bend and go tshhhh, tshhhh, when you step on the breaks.
Anything in life worth doing, is worth overdoing, moderation is for cowards.
I’m a lover, I’m a fighter, I’m a UDT Navy Seal Diver, I wine, dine, intertwine and sneak out the back door when the revealing is done.
So, if you’re feeling froggy you better jump because this Frogman’s been there, done that, and is going back for more. Cheers Boys!”
“You’re shit.” “Pussy.” The insults flowed.
“Ok team, let’s go,” said the Lieutenant.
The Seal team walked aft to the Hanger deck where two MH-60S Sea Hawks spooled up their engines. Rotors turned and the Seals and Silky climbed in. She was sat in a chair mounted on one side of the fuselage and strapped in. She now wore her helmet and the crew and Seal team’s voices were piped into her ear phones. New sounds and vibration built up and the first Helicopter took off. Then Silky felt the Sea Hawk leave the hanger deck and it lifted fast away into the darkness.
“Prairie dog two outbound.” The two helicopters flew north towards the Iranian coast. She became aware of the sea below as her eyes became accustomed to the low light level. They flew for thirty-five minutes when the call came from one of the flight crew up front.
“Prairie dog two, feet dry.” They were now over the coast and flying into Iran. She could see the land below and thought they were at one hundred to one forty feet altitude. She saw a few roads and the lights from vehicles. Fifteen minutes later they slowed and descended tail down until the undercarriage touched down. The doors slid open and everybody climbed out. A Seal seemed to stick with her as she didn’t know the operation. Everybody jogged over the scrubby dusty ground toward distant lights. It became hard work, she was no Seal, but she kept up. They entered the city and ran down narrow streets, somebody had studied the way. The locals looked up in surprise, some called out comments. Nobody seemed alarmed, maybe they thought the soldiers were their own. Up ahead she heard a loud bang followed by gunfire, the gunfire sounded as though it was from inside a building. To her left a radio sparked to life, the men pulled to a stop.
“Squad Orange from Green, over.”
“Squad Orange reading you.”
“Phase one cleared. On phase two now, over and out.” The squad pressed on, Silky was breathing heavily now. Left down a back street, turn a corner down another back street. A young couple were stood in a doorway kissing, her long black loose Jilbab covering all of her body was pulled up to her chest, the boy’s hands were up under the garment over her breasts.
“Get her buns bouncing off the door son,” one of the Seals called out. The couple panicked. The Seals ran on, they turned and ran down a long street. They ran out onto a broad avenue and turned right. There was Rannediff jail. They got close, two police cars pulled up to a stop. Three policemen got out and shouted something, the Seals carried on towards the jail. One of the policemen shouted again. A Seal turned. “Up yours, Goddamn ragheads.” A shot was fired by one of the policemen. Silky heard it wiz by overhead, then another closer. Two Seals turned and got down on one knee. Crack, crack, crack.” The police returned fire.
“Waste the shit.” A stream of bullets from two M4 carbines riddled the policemen and they fell.
“Any hits?” said Sargent E.
“I took one, in the arm. It skimmed me. I’m ok.”
“Right let’s get in there, there’ll be more of the goons coming now.” They ran into the doorway. Squad Green had cleared the section. They ran through a small courtyard. Automatic fire came from the right. The Seals found cover as best they could and returned fire.
“Jogger, flank em.” Came a call. The Seal with Silky moved to the right behind a truck pulling her with him.
“Get your pistol out. Use it if you have too, we’re going into the right side of them. Move.” He ran into a shadow she followed him.
“I’m not a Seal,” said Silky.
“I can see that, but the ragheads can’t shoot the fuckers before they shoot you.”
Silky pursed her lips and shook her head. She was deep in the shit now. Too frigging deep she knew. She squeezed the Beretta.
“Shit.” She’d no choice now, no choice at all.

Chapter 13

The Seal ran up to the right-hand side of a black wooden door. “Come on.” He beckoned her and pointed to the left of the door. She ran over and stood against the wall next to the door. What the hell am I doing here? she thought. I’m not a bloody soldier. Jogger kicked the door down and turned in, letting off a hail of bullets. More fire came back from inside.
“There’s a few of them. Time to earn your pay spook.” He threw in a thunderflash. She heard it rolling across the floor, more fire came out of the room. The Thunderflash went off with a loud bang and a flash. Jogger turned and ran into the room.
Silky squeezed her pistol grip. “Shit.” She ran into the room, Jogger was firing at the stunned men. In his gun flash she saw a man to the left, he seemed to be getting his head back together. He raised his rifle. She worked on instinct, she pointed the pistol at his head and pulled the trigger twice as she been told. Crack, Crack. During training it had been on a target range, here the man’s head was blown to one side and a grey red mess splattered the wall. She spotted another coming around and fired twice. The top of his head disappeared and flew against the wall, a greasy mess that had been his brain ran down the wall. Jogger had wasted four of them to the right.
“Good shooting Silky, keep givin em the good news. Next room.” He kicked another door down and ran in. He almost dropped a man until he realised it was another of the team. The Lieutenant shouted. “Into the jail. Now, now, now.” Two Seals pushed the door open and ran down the corridor, a door opened to the right and a hail of bullets peppered the walls. Jogger and Silky ran in after them. More rounds flew down towards the prison guards, a man wriggled as the M4 rounds walked up him, from his groin to his head. He fell in a rag dolls twitching death. “On. Go, go.” Shouted Sargent E. They ran down the corridor, more guards came from a door to the right. She was two yards from them, they’d waited until the Seals ran by them. They were going to get them from behind, she glanced at Jogger, he looked the other way at another doorway. She lifted the Beretta 92 and fired four rounds. Crack, crack. Crack, crack. The men’s heads blew back and they slid down the wall, a trail of blood messy behind them. What she thought, I missed one. Then she saw the blood weeping out from two bloody holes he’d called his eye sockets. She’d plugged him in both of his eyes.
“Fucking show off Silky,” said Jogger.
“Two more doors,” he said. He kicked in both, threw in a thunderflash in each, ran in and fired at someone in the first room. The second room was empty. A light came from under the door of the next room. “This is it. They’re in here.” He kicked the door down and turned right, she was in right behind him and went left. For a second Silky was shocked. Crutch and Tosser were tied to two chairs and a guard stood behind them with an AK47 pointed at them. They were gagged around the mouth and wide eyed. She ducked down, lifted her Beretta and put two holes in his throat, he dropped the rifle and put his hand to his throat. She put one in the centre of his forehead, the man’s brains sprayed against the wall like a sickening mess of porridge. She ran over and untied them both.
“Thank fuck,” said Crutch.
“Here Tosser, put this on.” She handed her the belt with the holstered pistol.
“What about me Silky?” said Crutch.
“Get one of the guard’s AK’s, there’s enough of them.”
Jogger smiled. “Brit spooks. You shoot like a Goddamn Seal. Ok man.”
“Beginners luck,” Silky said. Crutch took the guard’s AK and pushed another two magazines into her pockets. A torrent of gunfire erupted from the front of the jail.
“What?” said Jogger. He ran out into the corridor, another Seal called him over.
“Get down the four of you.”
“What’s going on?” asked Crutch.
“I don’t know but that’s our fucking exit.” They kept low, moving back towards the front of the jail. Tosser raised her head up for a look. More rounds flew above their heads. A few flew past Tosser’s ears. She ducked.
“Fer fecks sake. Yee shits,” she said. “They nearly feckin shot me.”
“Keep your head down, there’s a good dickhead,” said Crutch.
She couldn’t believe her luck, they’d come in for her. She’d somehow come to the conclusion that she’d die here, a goddamn prisoner. Forgotten. Now they had come for her, but they were deep in it themselves too. She’d been saved, but the saviours were in grave danger too. What a bloody mess?
They followed Jogger to the front of the jail. Rounds blasted in at the Seals who remained crouched under the cover of the wall. They popped up occasionally and fired a few bursts if they could see a man. Most rounds found their target. The Lieutenant looked over. “That’s it, Jogger you got the pair of them?”
“Yes Sir,”
“It’s a police swat team and there’s some army guys in there too. The troops must have landed from a ship by coincidence, so they’re lending a hand.” Fire was exchanged, most incoming came off the walls most of the Seal’s fire hit a man.
“Shit. Arggghh.” A Seal was down, hit in the shoulder.
“Help Puller, he’s hit.” Jogger told the three women.
“Crutch, Tosser, help him. I’ll get myself an AK and some rounds.” Silk Purse knew what she had to do now. The back of the jail shook with a rapid series of violent blasts, dust rained down from the ceiling. Another fusillade of heavy fire hit the jail to their rear. The frontal fire intensified, the Police and troops out there were buoyed up by the arrival of heavy armour.
“Fuck,” said the Lieutenant, “That’s a heavy round. The bastards must have armour at the rear. The army’s brought up a light tank or a small artillery piece. We’re in the shit now.”
“Jogger, go and take a look at what they’ve got out there.”
“Sir.” He ran down the corridor for the rear of the building. He became aware of someone with him. He looked over his shoulder.
“Silky? What the…”
“Admit it, Jogger you need me.”
They ran on. He didn’t say it, but he was damn glad to have this fucking Brit spook with him.
The pair of them reached the rear of the building, it was clear that the impact had damaged the rear wall but hadn’t broke through it. Jogger looked for a window or similar where he could look out over the scene. “Jogger, look.” She pointed to rungs set into the wall at the right side.
“It looks like they access the roof, there’s a hatch at the top in the ceiling.”
“Yeah, good.” He started to climb the rungs, Silk purse followed. He pushed open the hatch and looked out to the rear, she squeezed up too.
Out in the factory yard was a light tank. Several troops where in the area behind cover. He pulled down his visor and switched on the night vision mode. Jogger knew it wasn’t a light tank, it was a Soviet designed BMP-2 infantry fighting vehicle. It was tracked and carried six or so troops with a turret on top sporting a heavy gun.
“Is it a tank Jogger?”
“No. It’s an AFV. It carries a 30mm gun. Not a tank, but hard hitting and we’ve no anti-armour weapons, didn’t think we’d be up against any.” To the rear he heard engine noise approaching. From the road another BMP-2 was turning in, entering the factory yard.
“Come on down. Now.” They climbed and slid down the ladder and ran back to the Lieutenant.
The fire from the police and troops out front was still heavy. The LT turned and saw him.
“Well?”
“Sir, it’s a BMP-2 and another is joining it. There’s a bunch of troops too.”
Damn, thought Lieutenant T. What the hell do we do now? It’s just a matter of time until the Iranians get through the rear wall, they were caught in a pincer. Come on damn it, come on.
Silk Purse didn’t want to look a fool, but she had to suggest it.
“Lieutenant, I’ve got an idea.”
“Go on, I’m listening.”
USS STONEWALL JACKSON. The Gulf of Oman.
“SIR, WE’VE A FLASH message from the DOD. I’m routing it to your console,” said Lemineux.
Nathan read it.
“That took them long enough, it must have drawn blood.” He looked around his control room.
“XO, Kaminski. Let’s talk.” They walked aft to the Wardroom.
“I just got a flash message in from the REMF. It’s nice of them, three days after rounding Sri Lanka and just one hundred miles to the Gulf.
We’ve been given the green light on Plan Malacca, but it’s to be carried out off the Gulf. “
“Tell the Admiral Thank you,” said Larry, “he gave us plenty of time. At least we got the batteries fully topped off last night.”
Nathan nodded. “The rear boat still seems to be following the Pointer as though it’s us. I didn’t expect that.”
“Yes, I heard Weaps talking to the weapons CPO,” said Nikki, “Scooby’s out there now, following the ships and pretending to be us. Deputy Dawg, Ren and Stimpy are fully charged and ready.”
“Any info on what the forward boat said when it popped up to stream its comms mast?’ asked Larry.
“No. It was in code, it’s not been cracked. But I think we can be sure part of it was position info. That’ll have been passed to the Iranians, so they’ll know where the shipment and escort is.” Nikki touched Nathan on the arm, pausing for probably longer than she should.
“Nathan, we need to give them designations not front boat and rear.”
“Yeah, Ok front boat is Tango one, rear is Tango two. Now let’s go back over the plan. We move Scooby out to port away from the package and put another Pointer in the water. Hopefully, Tango two follows Scooby and the second Pointer moves in on Tango two confusing him. Then we shut the trap and stick a Mk 48 up his ass. Tango one will come about to help his colleague. We can’t plan that scenario, we’ll just have to improvise based on what happens. But if we get it right, it’ll be one on one.” Nathan looked them both in the eyes.
“Ok?” They nodded.
“Then let’s get on with it.”
Kaminski and the XO took up their stations.
“Warload weaps?” said Nathan.
“Tubes one through four Mk 48 CBASS, tubes five and six Harpoon, Sir.”
“Get a Pointer in tube six. Designate forward PLAN SSN as Tango one and rear SSN as Tango two. Compute firing solutions on both Tangos.”
“Sir.” A few minutes went by.
“Sir, Deputy Dawg in tube six. Mk 48 solutions laid in.”
“Benson?”
“Both ships holding course upstairs Sir. Tango’s one and two are following. It’s a church parade.”
Nathan said nothing, but he knew the People’s Liberation Army Navy wasn’t to be underestimated. Once they were only good for Goat Fuck Operations. But not now, they’d good boats and weapons that they knew how to use. Nathan picked up the intercom. He’d give the crew what they wanted to hear.
“All hands, this is your Captain. We’re about to take on the opposition in the form of two Chinese SSN’s. I tried to book us a real fight, one that will pay us some real purse. But they got us these two air breathing no loads. Sorry men, I’ll try to do better next time. Let’s show em how a real Navy fights. Captain out.” He replaced the handset.
“Ok XO, what’s the time?”
“Time to fucking rock Sir.” Nathan grinned.
“Weaps, bring Scooby slowly to port, hold him about half a mile from the procession.”
“Aye Sir, he’s moving left Sir.”
“Benson keep that pair glued to Joe Chinaman.” The Pointer moved out away from its track following the forward boat. It reached a position well away from the Roll on Roll off ships. “Sir, Spoopy is a quarter of a mile off now.” Nathan frowned.
“XO?”
“Sir, Joe’s got me scratching my dick.”
“Shit. Sir, active ping from Tango two.”
“What the holy…?” said Nathan.
Sir, rev-counts are up on Tango’s one and two. Wait one… Tango one is turning to our port and coming about. Tango two is turning to starboard and coming about.”
This wasn’t expected at all thought Nathan. They now had two SSN’s running in at them. They must have known they were being followed and were waiting to make their move. Bastards.
“Weaps, flood tubes one and two and six, open outer doors. Get the Dawg out there, send him to the right.”
There was a rushing sound from up front. “Deputy Dawg’s out there and running to starboard Sir.”
“Emergency deep. Benson, range to Tangos?”
“Tango one, range four miles. Tango two range three point six miles, Sir. Depth two hundred, speed eighteen knots.”
“Weaps, run silent mode for Scooby. Move in toward Tango two with Deputy Dawg, simulate tube launch preparation.”
“Aye Sir.”
The Pointer was running in on the closer SSN, Tango two’s port quarter. Deputy Dawg was doing its best to sound like an attacking Stonewall Jackson. By making all the sounds associated with an attack. Flooding and opening torpedo tube doors. Tango two can’t know where the American boat had gone.
“Get Ren in tube six and ready tube for launch,” said Nathan.
“Sir, our depth is now nine hundred feet.”
“Come level Planesman, maintain depth.”
“Sir,” said Benson excitedly, “Tango two is turning to the pointer, he’s opening his tubes.”
“Launch tube two. Target Tango two, go for a belly shot.”
“Aye Sir, tube two ready in all respects, firing solution laid in. Launch.” The hissing rushing noise from forward was unmistakable.
“Fish running and hungry, belly shot laid in,” said Weaps.
“Tango two has launched at the Pointer,” said Benson.
“Range to Tango two point five miles, point two. He’s launched countermeasures, Sir.”
“Fish now terminal, cutting wire,” said Weaps.
“Running in,” said Benson, “running in run… Hot datum on Tango two. Hot datum, belly astern. She’s tearing up, blowing massive gas escape Sir. Must be five or six bulkheads, she’s going down.”
The control room erupted into cheers and fists punched the air.
“Activate Scooby, simulate attack and run in on Tango one.”
“Scooby, running in simulating tube launch,” said Weaps.
“Shit, Sir, Tango one is coming deep, at four hundred feet and dropping,” said Benson.
“Active ping from tango one. He’s detected us Sir. Wait one, wait, wait. He’s flooding a tube and opening the outer door.” He looked to his XO and rubbed his temples. He knew that the Chinese SSN would be preparing to launch a Yu-6 wire guided torpedo, they were fast and lethal. Nathan had to do it; he didn’t want to, but this was it.

Chapter 14

Rannediff jail. Bandar Abbas.
“GO ON SILKY,” SAID Lieutenant T. More rounds ripped into the wall causing concrete splinters to fly.
“You have the jets, the F something Hornets. Call in an airstrike on the tanks or whatever they are.”
“Shit me,” said the Lieutenant, “I’m not used to having top cover. Thanks, Silky. What a dick I am. Graf bring the radio. Start the air mode, I want to speak to top cover.”
“Sir here you are. The radio was handed over.
“Vulture one this is Tadpole. We are a ground call sign. Vulture one this is Tadpole. We are a ground call sign over.”
“Tadpole, Vulture one here, over”
“Vulture one we request air strike to the rear of the jail, grid 6B8 4Y3. Your target is three BMP-2. We will lase the target, repeat we will lase the target we need an accurate strike.”
“Copy Tadpole we are five minutes from target. Five zero minutes. Target BMP-2 rear of the jail, grid 6B8 4Y3. You will lase the target. Over.”
“Confirm details Vulture one, this is Tadpole over and out.”
“Ok, Rickerson get back there, take the laser designator and lase the target,” said the LT.
“No,” said Anupa as he stepped up close to him, “you need all the men you can, to keep the Iranian’s away.” She looked at her boss. “You’re a bloody good shot Silky, stay with them. I’ll go back and lase it for you.”
“Crutch,” said Silky.
“I’m doing it, you know I’m right. Show me what to do.” Rickerson showed her how to use the laser designator. Tosser pressed her head in and watched closely.
Anupa looked into her eyes. “What are you looking at? Use your AK47 and help keep the opposition at bay.” Anupa took the designator from him. “That’s it Rickerson?” He nodded and handed her the radio too. “Ok, I’m off back there.” Anupa ran towards the rear of the jail, she was finally glad to be doing something to hit back at her captors. She saw the rungs on the rear wall and climbed them. She looked out over the yard, there were the BMP-2’s. One fired a blast of 30mm at the rear wall. It was much more fearsome than she’d expected. The punches peppering the wall could be felt not just heard. Anupa knew it was only a matter of time until they’d blasted their way into the jail. The Seals, good though they were would be overwhelmed. She aimed the Designator at the top of the middle BMP-2’s turret, leaned left and set the castellated grip on the activate timer dial to zero. Set the pin to zero, not delayed and switched it on. Then squeezed the radio transmit button.
“Vulture one this is Tadpole, Vulture one this is Tadpole over.”
“Copy Tadpole Over. I am one five zero minute from release.”
“Vulture one, I have the target in view and I am lasing it now.”
She watched the troops they were gathering behind the BMP’s, they were obviously expecting to get through soon. Another burst of 30mm slammed into the rear wall.
“Shit me.”
“Tadpole, Vulture one. You asked for delivery, burger and fries? You got em.” For a brief second, she heard a screaming sound and then the world erupted. She was blown back against the hatchway hurting her shoulder. The shockwave and sound were awesome. Smoke and dust filled the air and billowed, completely obscuring the view. Gradually the scene cleared. The central BMP had disappeared. The two either side were wrecks thrown against the far walls. The bodies of the Troops lay everywhere. Anupa was horrified to see heads, arms and a few torsos lying there.
“Tadpole this is Vulture, BDA?” He wanted a Bomb Damage Assessment report.
She pressed transmit. “Hit Vulture, a hit. You blew them to kingdom come.”
“Copy Tadpole, we have more take out up here. We can drop it with Honey Mustard or Hot sauce. We take Mastercard, it’s Priceless.”
“Thank you, Vulture. We’re ok for now.” Anupa climbed down the steps and ran back to the front.
“We heard and felt it. You’re covered in shit,” said Rickerson.
“What’s it like back there?” asked the Lieutenant.
“It’s a mess, all three tanks are gone, bodies everywhere. It’s all blown to hell.” He grinned.
“Right, that’s it, out the back. Rickerson, Dupree, Taylor. Stay here for two minutes and hold them off. Come on, go, go, go.” The Seals led the way with the three women following. Two Seals pulled the few bricks away to clear the exit, they scrambled through and followed the LT to the East. They jogged down a few deserted streets, only one had lights on. Soon they came to the scrubland and left the city behind, they carried on and ran panting for a couple of miles. Tosser led the women with Silky at the rear.
“I’m not a frigging Seal,” panted Crutch.
“Me neither,” replied Silky. The other three Seals caught up. Silky saw them but had no idea how they’d found them. The LT called them to a stop.
“Graff.” The radio operator jogged over. The Lieutenant took the set.
“Prairie dog, this is Tadpole, Prairie dog, this is Tadpole. Over.”
“Tadpole, Prairie dog.”
“We are two miles East of target. Our beacon is on.”
“Copy Tadpole we are on our way.” Several minutes later the two Sea Hawks set down in swirling funnels of dust, bushes waved violently in the downdraft. The doors slid back, the Seals and the women climbed in. They were all strapped in and the two helicopters lifted away to the south. Their destination? The Persian Gulf and DDG-87 USS Mason. Their helmets were plugged in, Anupa could hear the chatter of the flight crew for the first time. Lieutenant T leaned over to Anupa. “We got you out Mam. Who the hell are you ladies anyway?”
She smiled. “We sneak in the backdoor, report on who we want, steal what we want and kill what we don’t. We’re MI6.”
The Lieutenant grinned and shook their hands. “Alright, pleased to meet you. Glad you’re on my side.”
USS STONEWALL JACKSON. The Gulf of Oman.
THE PEOPLE’S LIBERATION Army Navy SSN was diving down towards them. Nathan knew it was End Bomb time.
“Weaps, flood tube six, open outer doors. Launch Ren, move him two hundred feet to starboard and run him up towards Tango one. Maintain Ren’s position two hundred feet from us.
“Ren is launched and running Sir.”
The Plansman sat, hands on his yoke. “Plansman, blow one, fifty percent, trim forward and aft for ascent, up bubble twenty-five. Aim at Tango one.”
“Blow one five zero, trim for ascent, Aye Sir.”
The boat was angling up to meet the Chinese boat head on.
“Weaps, flood tubes one and two, open outer doors. Lay in Mk 48 firing solutions. I want tube two’s firing solution to veer to the right.”
“One and two, flooded and open. Both tubes ready in all respects. Fish two will run in from the right Sir. Both fish are hungry.”
Deep below the Gulf of Oman the two daemons of the depths Long March 09 and USS Stonewall Jackson headed for each other. Nathan felt a knot of fear and adrenaline in his stomach, he knew only one of them would one day surface to breath fresh air. That day sixty five USN personnel or ninety three PLAN submariners would be consigned to wander the depths for eternity.
“Sir, Tango one still descending, Scooby’s still being ignored. Tango one five thousand feet away.”
“Eject countermeasures from Scooby, have him run in on a collision course with Tango one.”
“Aye Sir.” Nathan ran his fingers through his now sweat moist hair.
“Weaps, run in on Tango one with Ren, get him to simulate a tube attack.”
“Sir.”
The Chinese SSN was diving with two Pointers either side simulating attacks.
“Sir Tango one’s starting to turn to our right. I think Ren’s tricked him. Wait one…wait one. Sir Tango one’s launched a fish on Ren.”
“Eject countermeasures from Ren.” The Yu-6 was running in on Ren.
“Launch tube two.”
“Tube two launched Sir fish is going wide right and turning to come in on Tango one.”
Ren was simulating an attack from Jackson's right, from what Nathan hoped would appear from the Chinese boat to be Ren’s torpedo.
“Fish terminal on Ren.”
“Weaps, launch tube one.”
“Tube one launched, fish running in and hungry Sir.”
The detonation could be felt through the hull. The Chinese Yu-6 had exploded and taken out Ren.
Our fish is running in,” said Benson,” range one thousand feet. Tango one’s starting to turn our way.”
“Terminal on fish one, cutting wire now. Tango one is coming to our bearing, his doors are open. Fish one pinging, pinging, terminal. Hot datum on Tango, Hot Datum.” Benson stood and clenched both fists. The blast could be heard as a deep awful thud through the hull.
“Eat that, Tango one. How’s that for a Spring roll?”
He sat and continued. “Ripple blowing, Tango one, multiple bulkheads.” There was another deep thud. “Massive gas leak, secondary explosion. Tango one’s broken into three. All parts, sinking, sinking.” A cheer rocked the control room.
Nathan took the intercom handset up. “All hands. We have scored two Hot datums on our targets.” A cheer went up throughout the boat.
“Remember, ninety three PLAN sailors just died. They’re your fellow submariners. Remember them in your prayers. It is also my sad duty to announce that seaman Ren was killed in action today. He bravely died so that we could live, he’ll be missed by us and especially Stimpy. Captain out.” Nathan replaced the handset.
“Weaps, recover the surviving Pointers.”
“Aye Sir,” The Pointers were guided back to the torpedo tubes and recovered into the boat, there they were recharged and reloaded with countermeasures.
“Trim for ascent, make for periscope depth,”
The boat headed towards the surface.
“Periscope depth, Sir,” Nathan typed a message into his console and transferred it to comms. Lemineux, raise the photonic mast, transmit that communication.”
“Sir.”
PRIORITY RED
R 2713555Z JUL 86 ZY10
STONEWALL JACKSON
CIA-OPS// ID C796TF722//
TO CIA OPS LANGLEY//COMSUBPAC//N18//
NAVAL INTEL OPS/04
MSGID/STONEWALL JACKSON 479/ ACTUAL//
MSG BEGINS:/7
GULF OF OMAN. IN AN ACTION AGAINST ESCORTS, TWO PLAN SHANG CLASS SSN DESTROYED. AM FOLLOWING TWO CARGO SHIPS INTO STRAIT OF HORMUZ. YOUR ORDERS?
MSG END//

* * *
NATHAN, NIKKI AND LARRY Sayers sat at the Wardroom table.
Nathan stared at the pair of them and then looked at the ceiling.
“What’s your view on what we’ll get back from the Pentagon?” There was a knock on the door, a sailor opened the door and set down a tray of Oreos and coffee.
“Thanks.”
“I’ll be outside if you need any more Sir.” He left.
“I can’t see us being told to sink them immediately,” said Larry.
“Why?” asked Nathan.
“Too simple,” said Nikki.
Nathan slyly smiled at her. “You’re learning how to speak Pentagonese Nikki.”
He took a drink of his coffee and carefully set down the cup. He sighed.
“Assume they have us follow the ships into the Strait of Hormuz, we’ll be seriously outnumbered.”
“Yeah, the Pentagon must want the ships to be dropped, otherwise why send us half way around the world following them?”
“I know Larry,” said Nikki, “but we are dealing with the Pentagon. The easy thing to do would have been to sink them in the Strait of Malacca.”
“The system doesn’t like it easy,” said Nathan, “what’s our main threat?” Nikki took out her Tablet and accessed the idiot's guide to CENCOM area forces and equipment.
“Iran. ASW capabilities. Three Frigates armed with 324mm torpedoes, Sonar 174 type. One has two Bell-Agusta 212 helicopters, it’s not known what their anti-submarine capability is.
Three Kilo class boats. Various other classes, around four boats in total and twenty-one Ghadir class,” she looked at the two of them, “we’ve already met one of those.
Ten Sea King anti-shipping and anti-submarine helicopters. ASW Sonar and weapon types unknown, but not thought to be very capable. They also have a large number of missile equipped patrol boats and fast launches, but these focus on surface threats.” Nathan rested his elbows on the table, his hands raised with fingertips touching.
“So, three surface vessels with limited capability. Three Kilo and twenty-one Ghadir class boats. We can make a reasonable assumption that some of these assets will be unavailable due to maintenance, crewing shortages, et al.”
“Can we?” asked Nikki.
“We can. These guys aren’t supermen, they’ll be fighting the same bureaucratic battles that we do.”
Larry leaned forward. “As we get closer to Bandar Abbas their defensive intensity will increase. The job will get more difficult until it’s finally impossible. The top brass needs to get their heads above the five sided foxhole.”
“Nathan,” said Nikki, “you need to shove a Gerbil up their asses.” Nathan nodded and stood.
“I’ll think about it, in the meantime let’s prepare for battle.”
Nathan grabbed some rack time, he awoke, took some breakfast in the galley and walked forward to the command room.
“Any orders from the CNO?” Lemineux shook his head. Nathan sat at his console and wrote out a few words.
“Raise the mast and transmit this.”
“Yes Sir.” The message arrived by satellite in the Pentagon and Pearl Harbor.
MSGID/STONEWALL JACKSON 479/ ACTUAL//
MSG BEGINS:/08
SIRS, YOUR TASK AWAITS YOU. A VESSEL OF WAR IS READY TO ACT. COMMAND US TO ATTACK AND THEN SIR WE WILL GIVE THEM THE BAYONET. FAIL TO DO SO, AND A VAST HOST WILL PERISH. - STONEWALL JACKSON AND NATHAN BLAKE. YOUR ORDERS?
MSG END//

He let the XO read it, who gave him the thumbs up. He then passed it to Lieutenant Kaminski. She smiled at him warmly with her alluring eyes. “Perfect Sir. The Gerbil is on its way.” Nathan looked to an officer sat at his nearby console.
“Weaps. Standby to give them the bayonet.”

Chapter 15

The battle of Qeshm Island.
USS STONEWALL JACKSON sailed west in the gloom below the sun sparkled waters of the Gulf of Oman. She was heading toward the world’s oil artery.
Nathan had just got back from his ship’s inspection rounds. “Kaminski, where are we now?”
“Sir, we’ve come to a heading of north northwest. We’re off the UEA coast, heading to the east of the Northern Oman peninsula. We’re one hundred and twenty miles from Bandar Abbas. Around fifty miles from the Strait of Hormuz proper.”
“Roll on Roll off ships are six miles ahead of us,” said Benson.
“Weaps, designate them as Tango one and two.”
“Aye Sir.”
“You’re optimistic Sir. It’s only been five hours since you requested orders?”
“I know XO, but we’ve got to be prepared.”
“Sir, I’m picking up a possible contact. Subsurface. I’d like to go quiet.”
“All stop,” said Nathan.
“All stop aye.” The boat’s drive was shut down and she coasted slowly forward, generating little noise. The minutes passed by.
“Sir, I think we have a contact, probable Kilo. Range six miles, speed ten knots heading south.” He knew this was a dangerous very quiet opponent, a Russian made diesel electric boat. It was so quiet it was known as the black hole. The Kilo was fitted with sophisticated sonar and type 53 torpedoes, range fourteen miles, speed fifty MPH.
“Where will his course take him Benson?”
“Sir, he should come to our left. I’d guess within two miles of us.” Nathan knew the Kilo may be expecting the two ships to have a tail.
“Weaps, designate Kilo as Tango three.”
“Aye Sir.”
“We’ll stay quiet and wait. Let me know if he turns.” It was time to wait. After fifteen minutes Benson reported.
“Sir, Tango three is now range three miles, no course change.”
“Weaps, compute firing solution, tube one.” Nathan waited for the Black Hole to get closer.
The minutes went by. “Sir, Tango three is now one mile range, he’s point six miles to port. Still ten knots.”
“Hold still and quiet.” Nathan knew at some point the Kilo would decide to give up and turn back to follow its two charges. But when?
“Sir, the Kilo is passing our position.”
“Keep me posted Benson.”
“Tango three is point five miles off our port rear quarter.”
“Planesman, four knots light left rudder, turn slowly to port. Come to south southwest. Weps, flood tube one.”
“Tube one flooded Sir.”
“Tango three is now south southwest, range point four miles.” The Kilo was now just south of them and still making way. He knew it would soon decide the area was clear.
“Sir, Tango is coming about. Tango three is turning slowly towards us, coming to his port.”
Weaps, open outer door tube two. Make ready. Update firing solution.”
“Tango three is slowing Sir.” Nathan knew he was going quiet to listen to his area of operations, it was possible he’d hear them, the Kilo was equipped with the sensitive MGK 400E sonar.
“Tube one is ready in all respects Sir.” This was it.
“Weaps, launch tube one. Aim amidships, dive the fish prior to impact, be ready to climb up into him.” From up front came a whoosh sound.
“Fish is running, good launch, running and hungry.” The room tensed, many of the crew looked to Weaps.
“Range, point two miles,” said Benson excitedly, “gas escape, he’s flooding and opening a tube, he’s rushing. Tango three has launched countermeasures.”
“Fish closing, dipping, dipping. Turning upwards, fish pinging. Cutting wire. Terminal approach, closing, closing.”
Benson stood and punched the air. “Hot Datum, Tango three. Yes, eat that.” The control room cheered.
“Are you going to take out the cargo ships too, Sir,” asked Nikki.
“No Lieutenant. We’ll need the Pentagon to give us the green light for that. Planesman, right rudder, come to north northwest, sixteen knots.”
“North Northwest at sixteen, Aye Sir.” USS Stonewall Jackson sailed into the enemies’ lair. After ten minutes he knew they must be close.
“Kaminski, position?”
“We’re off the north Oman peninsular, entering the Strait of Hormuz now, Sir.”
The sonar operator looked up to Nathan. “Contact, contact Sir,” said Benson, “two subsurface contacts. Left contact is definitely Ghadir class, right is suspected Kilo. Northwest, range eight miles.”
“Weaps what’s our Pointer deployment?”
“Scooby is in tube five Sir.”
“What’s our tube status?”
“Sir, tube one being reloaded with Mk 48. Tubes two to four and tube six Mk 48. Three VPM tubes with twenty-one Tomahawk, three are factor 100 warheads.”
“Flood tube five, open door, stand by, speed eight knots” The Captain was slowing to reduce the sound they gave off.
It took a minute. “Sir tube five ready in all respects, Scooby booted and ready.”
“Launch on tube five.” The Pointer was punched out of the tube.
“Scooby launched and running, Sir”
“Position Scooby two miles to the left of the Gahdir. Designate Gahdir and Kilo as Tango’s four and five. Compute firing solutions. Reload tube five with Harpoon.” All tubes would be Mk 48 apart from tube five loaded with Harpoon, the sea skimming anti-ship missile. Nathan had to admit he was greedy, he’d like more tubes for Pointers. VPN couldn’t deploy Pointers, but Nathan swore he’d be banging on the CNO’s door to get them modified. Several minutes later they were ready.
“Scooby is in position Sir. Our range to Tangos is four miles.”
“Ready tubes four and six, Mk 48, flood tubes, open doors.”
“Weaps, send an active ping from Scooby on the tangos’. Let’s get em wishing they could wash their underwear.”
“Sir, the Ghadar is coming to the west, he’s going for Scooby.”
“Put Scooby into a spiral dive, level him out at nine hundred feet.” Weaps looked at Nathan.
What the hell was he up to?
Benson listened to the deep. He could hear it talking to him, whispering its dark sweet nothings. He could sense the creatures, both near and far. The temperature too. Sounds carried differently through cold and warmer waters. The beating was soft, a slightly rounded frequency indicating warmer waters. He felt the sound subtlety change in pitch, he knew that could be the start of an aspect change. The start of the boat turning, there it was again, it became more pronounced.
“The Kilo is keeping station, he’s turning slightly to our starboard. He’s heading towards us.”
Nathan knew the Kilo either sensed them or it was wary of a trick. The Captain of the Kilo knew Scooby could be a gift or a trap. The Black hole was playing safe. Her commander must be one of their best, he’d been given the command of one of their best boats. The Kilo slowly came south, Nathan waited his chance.
“Sir, the Kilo’s diving, his revs are up. Down at four hundred feet now. I think he’s layering Sir. There’s a cold layer.” The deep sea is divided into a warmer surface layer and a cold deeper layer. They’re separated by a thermocline, an abrupt change in temperature that acts as a barrier to sound propagation. Get below the thermocline and you’re greatly obscured from a sonar above the layer.
“Emergency dive, emergency dive. Get below the sucker.” A Soryu class boat that USS Stonewall Jackson is based on, has a maximum working depth of two thousand nine hundred feet. The Kilo class at just nine hundred feet maximum working depth is optimised for anti-shipping warfare. It’s also quite capable against SSBN’s who tend to operate around a max depth of one thousand feet.
“Our depth is six hundred feet, eight hundred, one thousand, one thousand two hundred,” the Planesman called out. It was a race to depth and USS Stonewall Jackson had won, it hadn’t finished yet. Nathan grinned at the XO. “They build a strong hull in Kobe, Japan.”
Nathan turned to his sonar wizard. “What’s he up to?”
“Lucy tells me that he’s bottomed out at eight hundred feet, Sir. It’s hard to know if he sees us or not.”
“Weaps, weapon status?”
“We have a Mk 48 in tube four with his name on it, firing solution loaded and updated, tube ready in all respects Sir.”
“Planesman, forward one third.”
“One third Aye Sir.”
“XO,” said Nathan walking towards the Conn, “I think we’ll go under him and get out of his sonar lobes. The MGK-400E has reduced sensitivity from above and below.”
“Sir, a word of caution,” said Kaminski.
“Go on.”
“Those studies were done with Indian boats and a Polish boat. The sonar was improved since then.”
“Ok,” said Nathan, “but do the Iranian’s have that improvement?”
“I don’t know Sir.” Nathan knew you couldn’t know everything.
“We’ll have to take our chances.” The boat edged its way towards a position four hundred feet below the Kilo. Nathan worried about his depth, should he have gone deeper? He’d another one thousand five hundred feet still to go.
“Trim for descent, let’s get more headroom above us.” The boat sank further into the depths.
“Our depth is one thousand seven hundred feet Sir.” He’d leave it a little longer until levelling out.
“Flash, flash,” called out Benson his voice rang out with alarm.
“Type 53 fish launched, it’s heading down Sir.” Damn, Nathan knew that it was Ostekhbureau’s finest. Capable of fifty miles per hour and carrying a quarter ton of TNT; it was coming for them. Desperate times, desperate measures.
“Blow forward, max revs.”
“Emergency ascent Sir.”
Nikki frowned, what?
“One thousand five hundred feet, three hundred feet. Max revs.” USS Stonewall Jackson climbed up from the depths. He calculated the time elapsed.
“Weaps, launch tube four.”
“Aye Sir. Fish launched and running. Good launch, fish is hungry Sir.”
“Type 53 range three hundred feet, closing, closing. Range two hundred feet Sir.”
“Hard right rudder. Eject countermeasures to our left.”
“Range one hundred feet Sir. Fifty feet Sir.”
“Sir. Fish has passed us by. Sir, it’s… wait one. It’s turning, it’s looking for us.” Benson laughed. “It’s spiralling down, searching below us. The bastard missed, and it thinks we’re deep.”
“Mk 48 running in on Tango five,” said Weaps, “pinging, pinging. Cutting wire.”
A thudding boom sounded from outside the hull.
“Fish missed Sir, it blew short of Tango five,” said Benson.
“Recompute firing solution on tube six, mark Tango five.”
“Solution laid in. Tube is ready in all respects.”
“Sir,” said Benson, “Tango five is remaining hull upward her prop isn’t turning. She’s falling Sir. The kilo’s falling down, ass first, she must be leaking bad. She’s blown ballast, still falling.”
“Put the feed on the boat’s intercom.”
“Aye Sir.” The sound of rushing, a creak and then another. The death sounds of a groaning hull, creaking wailing steel. The groaning became constant. The crew looked at each other. Throughout the boat, men and women, led in bunks, put down books, took off headphones. In the galley they looked at the table. cups of coffee sat there. It seemed a sacrilege to do anything other than listen. They listened to the awful sounds of the crushing end. It could be us. They knew that Mothers, Fathers, Sisters and Brothers lost what they loved that day. There was no satisfaction, they witnessed their fellow submariner’s agony. The groaning of the hull became a soft sudden tearing sound. The hull implosion. Tango five was off down to the vast graveyard that was the seabed.
Nathan picked up the intercom and spoke quietly. “All hands. Hot datum on the Kilo. God rest our foes. Captain out.”
“Benson range to Tango four?”
“Two miles Sir.”
“Weps, recompute the solution on Tango four and launch tube six.”
“Sir” Long seconds later. “Solution laid in. Launch tube six. Good launch, fish running and hungry. Time to impact, two minutes fifteen seconds.”
Over a minute passed. “Sir, Tango four is diving. Fish running in, close now, close.” Nathan knew as a Littoral or coastal submarine, optimised for anti-shipping operations, the Ghadir class wouldn’t be a deep diving boat. Its countermeasures would be limited, if indeed there were any.
“Impact. Hot datum on Tango four.” The boat didn’t cheer. The USS Stonewall Jackson had a job to do, it intended to do it ruthlessly and efficiently.
Nathan took no pleasure in sinking the boats he faced. He knew it was all unnecessary, if the high command had the balls to give the order to sink the two Roll on Roll off vessels out at sea, then… Nathan shook his head.
“Nikki give us a course to follow the cargo ships into Bandar. Benson get your ears cleaned, we’ll get plenty of company in the Strait. Make for periscope depth Planesman. Get the mast up Comms. I’ve a message for the Pentagon.”

Chapter 16

“What’s our position Lieutenant?”
“Sir, we are twenty miles south of Qeshm Island, thirty miles from Bandar Abbas,” said Kaminski.
“Ahead two thirds.”
“Sir.” Benson raised his arms and placed his hands on his head. “Holy Mother… Sir, we have multiple subsurface contacts ahead and to starboard, they’re heading south.”
“Where are they? How many?”
“Where are they? They’re everywhere. How many? A Goddamn shoal of them. There’s no obvious direction, they look to be searching. I’d say they’re…hold…the library is now confirming it. They’re Ghadir class, with a few others mixed in. Range from twelve to eight miles. It’s submarine city out there Sir.”
Lemineux raised his hand. “We have a communication in Sir, can we stream the buoy?”
“Yes, stream the buoy and pull down what you’ve got.”
Benson turned to him with a furrowed brow and concern in his eyes.
“We have a surface contact south of Qeshm Island, twelve miles away. Sir, it’s a Sahand class frigate, too far for his torpedoes, but he carries Agusta 212 Helicopters.
Nathan knew that the Iranians were pulling out the stops, there were just too many for him to handle. Only one thing for it.
“Weaps, Benson. Listen, I want you to work together and sink as many Iranian boats as you can. It’s your call, work together. I’ll get involved if needs be. Benson will line em up, Weaps you will sink em. I want a Qeshm Turkey shoot.”
Nathan stood his fists on Weap’s console.
“Before you do that Weaps, I have something I need you to do. Designate the Frigate as Tango one. Flood tube five and open outer doors. Compute a firing solution for a Harpoon missile. Fire when ready.”
“Sir.” Weaps got to work. “Harpoon ready in tube five, firing solution laid in on Tango one. Launch tube five.” The canister rose to the surface and its cap blew off. The missile was blown clear, its motor ignited, and the missile rose then dropped to twenty feet from the waves. The Harpoon raced in at five hundred and forty MPH and active radar homing led the missile to its target.
* * *
THE FRIGATE DETECTED the incoming missile and ejected chaff, thin metal strips to deflect it.
Too late, the missile dipped lower on final approach, four hundred and eighty eight pounds of high explosive and motor propellant slammed into the Sahand. Lieutenant Plazar, weapons officer aboard the Agusta 212 helicopter saw his ship struck. He knew two minutes earlier and it could have been him down there. It was time to hunt out the submarine who did this. Time for vengeance.
* * *
ABOARD THE JACKSON, Nathan heard the reports of the Harpoon’s launch.
“Weaps, go and sink some boats. Make General Jackson proud of you. Give them the Bayonet.”
* * *
“SIR,” SAID LIEUTENANT Commander Lemineux, “I’ve sent the communication to your console.”
“Thanks Comms.”
He sat back and listened to Benson and Weaps working down their target list.
“Tango three.”
“Launching tube two.”
“Hot datum.”
“Contact eight miles.”
“Launch tube four. Fish running.”
“Running in pinging.”
“Hot Datum. Tango five.”
“Designate contact as Tango three.”
The two of them methodically worked on their contacts, it wasn’t pretty he knew.
Nathan had to break off and read the communication, he shook his head and smiled.
“XO, come and take a look.”
PRIORITY RED
R 285655Z JUL 88 ZY10
DOD-OPS// ID D22953G22F//
TO STONEWALL JACKSON
PACFLT// ID S072RQ81//
NAVAL INTEL OPS/07
MSGID/DOD 447/7E62//
MSG BEGINS://
TARGET AUTHORISATION AG64N710NK. YOU ARE GO FOR TARGETING TWO ROLL-ON ROLL-OFF SHIPS YOU HAVE FOLLOWED. GOOD HUNTING, CNO N KAMOV USN.
MSG END//

“Benson. Where are the two cargo ships?” The sonar operator played with his console, the display changed.
“Sir, bearing four zero degrees, range six miles.”
“XO, we need to make sure, we’ll use fish, as many as it takes. I intend to get close. How are we with battery power?”
“We’ve enough for what you’re planning but we’ll need to top up in five or so hours.”
“Right rudder. Set course thirty degrees, all ahead full.”
It wasn’t long before the boat was within a mile of her quarry. “Make for periscope depth.”
“At periscope depth.” Nathan raised the photonic mast and viewed the scene on his monitor.
“Come left ten degrees.” He lowered the mast.
“Ten left Sir.”
He raised the mast again. “Weaps give me two MK 48 tubes.”
“Tubes five and six Sir.”
“Flood tube five, open outer doors.”
“You need a firing solution Sir.” Nathan smiled at him.
“No, I’m going to do a world war two visual engagement.”
* * *
ABOARD THE AGUSTA HELICOPTER the operator got a return. The sonabuoys had picked up a speeding submarine. He knew it wasn’t Iranian. That would be it. It was heading for the two cargo ships heading for Bandar Abbas. He armed the Chinese air dropped anti-submarine torpedo the Yu-7.
“Contact, submarine bearing four eight range three miles. Set intercept course. Let’s get him.”
* * *
IN THE CONTROL ROOM of USS Mason an Air warfare officer dressed in a white anti-flash hood looked into a radar screen and spoke into her microphone.
“Pussycat two, Mason Air. We have trade, one point seven miles west of Qeshm Island. Altitude five hundred feet, heading East.
Your vector is five degrees, weapon release in the green.”
Over the Gulf, an F/A18 Hornet broke right and dived to six thousand feet. It’s radar picked up a return.
“Mason Air. I have the contact. The weapons officer in the rear seat engaged an AMRAAM missile. Launch, launch go.” The missile dropped from its hardpoint and sped off into the blue.
“Good launch, the bird is flying.”
* * *
THE AGUSTA NEARED THE target, just a bit closer thought Lieutenant Plazar. His finger itched over the Torpedo release button. He knew it was better to give the target no room to escape. They closed on the enemy submarine.
The AMRAAM flashed in and struck the helicopter, it broke into three parts and each fell into the sea flaming fire and smoke.
* * *
CAPTAIN LAKARANI LISTENED to his sonarman. “So you’re saying it was the same submarine type as we sank before?”
“Yes Sir. It’s near the two cargo ships.”
“Make your heading three degrees. Flood tube two.” The Ghadir class boat INS Marmahi (Eel) had escaped the mayhem going on around it. Boats were being attacked everywhere. Here was an enemy, it would pay for its actions. The Ghadir closed.
* * *
NATHAN TOOK IN THE view from the mast. “Come left three degrees.”
“Three degrees Aye Sir.”
Nathan judged the moment. The moment the track would cross the target.
“Launch tube five.”
“Tube five launch, fish is running. Closing, closing.” The cargo ship blew up amidships. A blasting column of water burst into the air lifting the ship with it. The Mk 48 had done its work. The ship’s back had broken. Nathan watched as the fore and stern sections sank beneath the waves.
Now for the forward ship. “Come to three five five degrees.”
The USS Stonewall Jackson came to the new heading. Nathan lined up on the second Roll on Roll off ship. He made his calculations.
* * *
CAPTAIN LAKARANI OF the Ghadir submarine Eel calculated his attacking strategy. The same submarine type was she? The same type he’d sunk before. The foreign enemy would learn that Hormuz was Iranian territory.
“Ready tube two.” A Chinese made Yu-6 waited for launch.
“Tube ready, firing solution set for tube two, Sir.” Lakarani waited, this was it.
“Launch tube two.”
The bow vibrated and gave a pulsing sound.
“Torpedo away Sir. Clear launch. It’s running in, speed is now full attack.”
“Sir,” said Benson his alarm came through, “We have a fish running in on us, the library classifies it as Yu-6. Range, point eight miles.”
Shit. “Ready countermeasures to right.”
“Point five Sir, running in fast.” Nathan knew he had to wait. He counted down the seconds.
“Hard left rudder, all ahead full. Eject countermeasures to right.”
The boat tilted hard to the left, the control room personnel held on or were held by their straps.
“Running in Sir. One hundred yards. Fifty.”
Benson laughed. “It’s passed us by Sir, we did it. It’s searching, I can hear its active sonar looking for us.”
Benson stood with clenched fists. “Yes, yes. It’s going for the ship. It’s going for our target.”
Nathan looked at his monitor. The lead ship the Luzon Star was hit astern. Her rear section was ripped away, the bow rose then slid back towards the sea. Within a minute of the impact, the ship had gone down.
With it had gone the last of the North Korean — Iranian nuclear weapons.
Nathan grinned. “Mission almost accomplished. Come about for a heading south. Give me an active ping on that Ghadir boat.”
“Active ping on target. We have him Sir,” said Weaps. “firing solution laid in.”
“Launch tube six.”
“Fish running, aspect change on target, he’s coming left Sir. Turning, turning. Fish pinging, closing. Yes, Hot Datum on target. He’s broken in two, massive gas escape. He’s going down.”
* * *
FIVE DAYS OF PATROLLING the Strait after what became known as The Battle of Qeshm Island had come to an end. Nathan ordered the boat to surface in the Gulf of Oman at a predetermined location. “XO let the Chief Engineer know he can run his diesels and charge the batteries.”
“Aye Sir.”
“COB open the hatch.”
“Sir.” Nathan followed him up and into the open air, the two of them stood in the sail. COB run our flag up on the Jackstay.” The Chief of the boat ran up the Skull and bones. The USS Stonewall Jackson flew the pirate flag. She’d killed the enemy on her patrol.
After twenty minutes two identical boats sailed towards her just to her starboard side. In the lead was the first of her diesel electric sister ships USS 73 Easting followed by USS Chosin Reservoir. Their Captains’ stood in their sails.
“Blake,” shouted the Commander of the 73 Easting, “did you leave any of them for us?” Nathan laughed. The two of them sailed off towards the Strait of Hormuz. He knew The Iranian Blockade was in good hands.
LONDON.
ANUPA FINISHED HER final course at the Kolapata restaurant in Whitechapel. She laughed at Marella’s comment.
“Marella, come on he did have a nice bum,” said Tosser.
A man stood behind Anupa with his arms on her chair back.
“Hi, girls I’d just like a word with Anupa.” She turned.
“Josh. What are you doing here?” He flicked his head towards the door. She stood.
“You can have a word with me after,” said Marella.
Anupa stood with him by the door. “What do you want?”
“I had a word with a certain Saudi Prince and we thought you deserved this.” He handed over an envelope.
“It was recently liberated from people of your acquaintance. The Prince wanted you to have this in appreciation of your efforts for his organisation the Maslahat Al-Istikhbarat Al-Aammah. Their colleagues in the Mossad thought it appropriate too.”
“But I haven’t worked for Saudi or Israeli intelligence.” Josh raised his eyebrow and smirked.
“What is it?”
Josh smiled. “Take a look. Good night Anupa.” Josh left.
Anupa stood and leaned against the wall, her mouth open.
She now knew the truth. It had all been a con. The Americans and the British had done the Saudi’s and the Israeli’s bidding. The two of them had worked together to rid the Iranians of Nuclear weapons. The Saudi’s turned the screws with the money, the Israeli’s had worked the Iranian’s and coordinated with the American and the British.
“Sneaky bastards.”
She had to know what was in the envelope, she walked into the ladies and entered a stall. She opened it and took out the document.
“Good God.” In her hands were the details of a numbered Swiss bank account at the Julius Baer Bank along with its password. It held a balance of two million US Dollars.
GUAM.
NATHAN AWOKE IN HIS hotel room. It was around eight in the morning, the usual time. He slid the sheets back and tried not to awake the trim but curvy blond who lay on her side with her back to him. She mumbled something and slept on. He dressed and left the room, passed by the desk downstairs, nodded to the receptionist and left the hotel for his morning walk. Nathan stopped off at the usual store and bought a copy of USA Today.
“Good morning Mr Blake.” He turned to see a stunner of an Asian woman, black hair of course, late twenties. She wore a blue shirt, tied off above the waist and shorts.
“Enjoying your shore leave?” she smiled.
“Yes, I haven’t met you. You are?”
“My name is May Hsin. I’m with my countries National Security Bureau. We’d like some time with you.”
“Why me?”
“Mr Blake, contact Chief of Naval Operations Admiral Nicolaj Kamov. He’ll vouch for me.” She passed him an envelope. “You’ll know what to do. I’ll meet you again soon.” She turned for the door and left. Nathan walked back to the hotel and up to the reception. I’d like to make a call please, to Washington.”
“Yes Sir,” She handed him the phone. He called and had a conversation.
“I understand Sir. Will do.” He put the phone down and walked to his room. She stretched and yawned, reached up and pulled him down and kissed him.
“You like it here Nikki?”
“It’s fine, yes. Why?”
“Because I thought we might have a change.”
“Oh yeah, when?”
“Today.” He handed her the envelope. She took out a document and opened her mouth in shock.
“China Airlines? Taipei. Taiwan?”
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