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  Prologue


  “Whiskey on the rocks.” The incident had taken place so long ago—a decade? More than that? Was she still living in England then? Were Ken and Cory still alive?


  “Whiskey on the rocks,” Corinne murmured to herself, leafing through the pages of the article written so many years before.


  Those words, as simple as they seemed, brought a knowing smile to Corinne’s face. An Americanism, of course. US journalists couldn’t write more than one good article without coining a term to attract attention to themselves.


  We Brits turned up our noses at that one. “Rocks” was an Americanism for ice, and only savages put ice into a good single malt, much less a second-rate whiskey.


  The Russians, with no sense of humor, failed to understand it initially but they knew the term was meant to embarrass them. The Americans would say perversely that it added insult to injury.


  The rest of the world, if they cared at all that a Soviet Whiskey-class submarine was hard aground off the Swedish naval base at Karlskrona, had read dry, straightforward, unimaginative reports in their own papers. No cutesy words to attract their eyes to any story. Just boring news.


  Corinne sipped her scotch, a decent single malt, as she read about how the Russians made one mistake after another at Karlskrona. The gods were looking kindly on man when they allowed him to create that liquid gold. She swirled the ice cubes absentmindedly with a finger—you’ve gotten just like the savages you used to abhor, lady. Not so savage a habit now that she was a Canadian, ice cubes and all, just like a damn Yank. When a fine scotch was iced, one sipped, enjoyed the flavor longer. Straight, it was too tempting to put it down in a swallow or two. If there was one thing she now knew they ought to be easier on the Yanks for, it was iced drinks. How the hell did that asshole know I liked single malts? Dumb question, Corinne. The KGB knows everything. They were the ones who’d stocked her cottage on the little island, including single malt scotch. It was no more than a hundred kilometers south of her cozy apartment in Vancouver but this was an American island and she was acting like a damn Yank.


  She placed the finished pages on the side table, careful to keep them from the little circle of dampness that had dripped from the side of the cold glass. That was decidedly a problem with iced drinks—the glasses sweated, especially in this damp weather. Easy there, Corinne, you’re a lady and ladies perspire. They don’t sweat. Same with their drinks, lady. The air was decidedly more humid on the island than up north in Vancouver.


  She’d looked up the “Whiskey on the Rocks” story with the help of the librarian in Vancouver—told him she was doing some research for a prof at the university—and dutifully inserted her coins in the machine to make copies of the available articles covering the Russian foolishness off Sweden. Then, back at the apartment, she packed only a few personal items that her handlers would have forgotten to stock on the island—no reason giving nosy neighbors the idea that she might be spending some time away from there. She took the ferry from Vancouver across to Departure Bay, then rode the bus south to Victoria where she spent the night. The next day she took another ferry and entered the US through Seattle. From there she took a bus ninety minutes north to Anacortes where she slept the second night before taking the ferry out to the San Juan Islands. It was roundabout, but there would be no trail.


  Reading those articles brought essentially nothing new. Beyond that incident with the Whiskey-class submarine, they used mostly miniature subs to accomplish their goals. The Soviet Union had been making preparations to neutralize Scandinavian naval units years before, even employing mini subs to lay mines to be activated in the event of hostilities. They’d also used swimmers to chart the Baltic’s western shoreline to determine amphibious landing points, sometimes moving ashore to gather intelligence on military sites, civilian transport, communications facilities and key government buildings, all with the intent of neutralizing the populace if necessary. They never gave up preparing for war. Is this what you’re getting yourself into, Corinne? Are they going to do it again … right here?


  She understood it all. Years before, it had been preached so often by the leftist societies from the universities back home, especially back at her precious Oxford. There was a natural order of selection in the world of power politics, a survival of the fittest, just as there always had been in the animal kingdom. Brute force was not always the final solution. No other nation had a better understanding of that than the Russians.


  But now these were the days of glasnost and perestroika! Now that military arsenals were being reduced with a great flourish, the USSR was once again expanding its intelligence collecting abilities considerably. They understood how critical their needs would be at the cutting edge of advanced technology. When you reduce your military capacity, you increase your intelligence capabilities. The objective— always—is to weaken the other side’s offensive power.


  So, she noted, the Kremlin’s latest effort was apparently with midget submarines once again and this time it was drawing her into a game she’d never played before. Apparently it would take place on American turf this time. That was why she had been sent out to this island in the middle of the San Juans north of Seattle to man a radio that might, or might not, be critical. She knew there was no point in asking questions. They would tell her what they considered necessary.


  As sort of an aside, perhaps to make conversation, her contact had said that the man she must be prepared to help had taken over the submarine intelligence program after that incident on the Swedish coast. It hadn’t taken much effort on Corinne’s part to figure out that the incident had not only revealed the operations of the Soviet miniature subs to the Swedes, but it had shown the Kremlin how weak their own program really was. Her contact noted that this man she might aid had a reputation as a seer, apparently capable of both understanding future strategic situations and communicating their import to the right people.


  It was obvious her contact didn’t think she was very bright. He’d only made those statements in an effort to impress her with the importance of the individual who might one day depend on her. They all acknowledged the life of a spy was pretty dull in Vancouver, but maybe that was about to change. She knew it wasn’t intended that she understand this unnamed individual was also involved in spying with these miniature submarines, but it was obvious after reading the articles. Maybe her contact was too obtuse to realize that she would learn for herself what he was hinting at. The Russians would never allow themselves to be embarrassed twice. Perhaps this individual her contact mentioned was their renaissance man, the one who would rejuvenate a failed program.


  Time to pay the piper, Corinne. That was another Americanism. Clever devils, a cutesy term for everything, even when the devil had called in your soul for payment. Well, she’d allowed the KGB to do it. She was the one who accepted the deal. England, the university, her husband’s and daughter’s deaths—all of that was behind her now.


  They paid for everything when she emigrated to Canada, arranged all the paperwork, the new identity, even a very comfortable existence.


  She’d been given a new life and now … now … she was being asked to pay for it.


  Time to pay the piper, Corinne. Your turn in the barrel.


  That’s how the Americans would say it.


  One


  Good-bye to Leningrad


  “How long will you be gone?”


  “Perhaps forever.” The tone of his voice indicated that he really didn’t care.


  “Please, I’m serious.” Each time Nicholas prepared to leave over the past few years, his answers grew more cutting. “It means a lot to me, and to the children, if we can look forward to when you’re coming back.”


  Nicholas Koniev studied his wife curiously, wondering if she were about to cry. Their offspring were becoming young adults. They were no longer children. Soon they’d be off to schools, or on their own if they failed to pass their exams. Whatever, they weren’t children, not like Galya was trying to make him believe. That’s what happened when women got to be that age, tried to make believe nothing was ever going to change.


  “I don’t know,” he said irritably. “There is no schedule. We’ll be north, at Severodvinsk, to complete fitting out, then who knows.”


  “You’re not coming back here?”


  “No.” Then, after a moment’s pause, “What does it matter?”


  “I’m your wife, Nicholas,” she shot back. “This is your home. We’ve been here for years. You have two children who live here who will ask for you every day you’re gone and all I’ll be able to say to them is that I don’t know when their father is coming home. Don’t you think that after a while they’re going to begin wondering about us?”


  “That’s our business. I’m a sailor,” he added.


  She moved over to the window and stared out at the canal where apple blossom petals had drifted softly on the water earlier that year. Then she looked back over her shoulder, staring ruefully out of the comer of her eye. “And I’m Catherine the Great.” If there was one thing Nicholas Koniev wasn’t, it was a simple sailor. In years past, when they were closer, he’d told her most everything about what he was doing.


  Submariner. That’s how he started out in the navy. Genius—she knew that even before she married him. He’d even read some of his original papers to her before they’d been passed on to the admirals and she knew his work was beyond most of the officers his age. It was the “Koniev Abstract”—that’s what he said they called it—that had really done it. It was Nicholas’s theory for limiting the potential for a missile exchange with the US, negate their access to oceans, or something like that. There was more but he’d never discussed that with her. But she knew it was the one thing that was now controlling him. Intelligence. That’s how he’d gotten into the miniature submarine program. That’s when they’d been transferred to Leningrad.


  And he’d trained with the Spetznaz, the underwater branch. That was his own idea. He’d never been required to do that but he insisted on it anyway. Maybe that was when the new Nicholas first appeared, the cruel Nicholas who became more secretive, more cutting in his remarks, harder on the children.


  Koniev shrugged. “I’m not supposed to tell you such details anyway.”


  “What do you think I’m going to do? Call the American Embassy and tell them the great Nicholas Koniev’s latest assignment?”


  “Don’t talk like that.” Why had she become such an irritant? Did all women get like that when they aged poorly? She had put on weight, and her hair was graying at the edges. She could see that as well as he. “If the Americans wanted to know, they’d have ways of making you tell them. So it’s better if you don’t know.”


  “What would they do—torture me?”


  Well they certainly wouldn’t do anything sexual to Galya, he thought. She was right. It would have to be torture. “They might. That is, if you didn’t tell them what they wanted to know.”


  She turned to face him, her arms folded. “This isn’t what I’d call a loving departure.” She remembered years ago when they’d spend all of the day before in bed, and then sometimes he’d come back an hour before his ship got underway for one more romp. Last night, he’d just gotten drunk and ended up snoring in his armchair. No, definitely not your average sailor, and not your average husband off to sea either.


  He rose from the chair and went over to the table to pick up his hat, settling it squarely on his head, looking in the mirror to make sure it was perfect. He picked up his coat and folded it over his arm. What was it she’d said—not a loving departure? “I suppose it might look that way, but that’s not how I wanted it.” If she’d acted differently, maybe he would have been more responsive. She really wasn’t that bad in bed, still at the point after a couple of drinks where she was willing to do anything to get his attention. But somehow …. “It will be different if I get back …. when I get back,” he added as an afterthought.


  That was it. The tears came. “Please, Nicholas, please don’t talk that way. Of course you’ll be back. We wouldn’t be able to get along without you.” Then she ran the few short steps and her arms were around his neck, pulling his head down. “Please come back. I love you … so, so much.” She kissed him hard, pushing her tongue against his clenched teeth.


  His free arm went around her back briefly, but he didn’t open his mouth. And he hated the tears. She should know that always bothered him. He pulled away, reaching into his back pocket for a handkerchief, and dabbed at the dampness on his cheeks and rubbed the lipstick off. “Well, good-bye then. And say good-bye to the children for me.” He opened the door, picked up his attaché case, and nodded without smiling as he pulled it closed behind him.


  The son of a bitch! Galya wiped her own mouth, disgusted that she’d tried to use her tongue. He didn’t deserve it.


  Good-bye, Galya!


  Good-bye to Severodvinsk


  Koniev rolled over gingerly. The last thing he wanted to do was wake Anna, who snored softly beside him. His dreams the last few hours had been too good, much better than anything Anna could possibly do for him. She provided a release and any man in as vital a position as his needed such an outlet.


  The unique thing though was that he was also capable of controlling the dreams as long as he wasn’t disturbed … although perhaps they weren’t really dreams in the true sense of the word. He was too aware of them, capable of repeating the parts he wanted to go over again. At the same time, he could sense what was taking place around him. They usually came early in the morning in that delicious borderline between sleep and wakefulness, that mystery moment when you feared neither world.


  He had been back in the Baltic in those dreams, flying his miniature submarines. Yes, it was flying—no doubt about that. The medium may have been water but these new ones performed unlike any undersea vehicle man had yet conceived of. And they were the fruit of his mind, his invention, wholly unique, tiny submarines able to sustain themselves submerged for up to a week away from the mother ship, and capable of replenishing in just twelve hours. Never again would they suffer the embarrassment of Karlskrona. With a crew of only three men, they could penetrate foreign harbors for intelligence gathering, deposit time- delayed mines and torpedoes, and deliver underwater demolition experts—all of it soundlessly. And they were all his.


  Years ago, when Nicholas Koniev was still a promising young submarine officer and Sergei Gorshkov was Commander in Chief of the Soviet Navy, the old admiral had reached down to select him as the one who would reorganize a failed program. When that Russian Whiskey-class submarine ended up on the rocks off Karlskrona, naked for all the world to point at, Gorshkov knew instinctively he needed a man like Koniev to rebuild confidence in the system. The old bottom crawling subs had done their job planting mines and listening devices but they were too slow. The larger diesel submarines used for intelligence gathering were too old and their captains were deep water sailors.


  The young officer had foreseen a new generation of mini subs, sophisticated, self-sustaining for long periods of time, and aggressive with newly designed weapons. He also established a vital point that, although so obvious, seemed to have escaped his superiors. When you design a craft as effective as his unique little fleet, you also train a new generation of men to handle them and mother submarines to nurture them.


  Koniev’s dreams never bothered with the early years of development, the pain of experimenting with flawed designs, the loss of dedicated men, but he allowed little flashes of those times to interfere. They passed in seconds when the brain was in that state. He still allowed them to intrude momentarily because none of it would have happened without Nicholas Koniev. He was absolutely sure of that.


  Oh, how he would fly those little devils in his dreams, just as he had when he was their test pilot. They were his and he insisted on taking them down as soon as the builders were satisfied. It took absolutely everything he had to pilot the final models—they were that good!—but then he knew there was nothing like them in the world.


  He remembered how the divers who flew with him were in awe of his tiny craft. Those naval Spetznaz, the best of the lot selected for the underwater service, were considered perfect fighting machines. But they were wary of his mini subs when they saw how beautifully they flew. So Koniev underwent naval Spetznaz training to learn how to understand these undersea warriors better. That was how he learned that they would be much more accepting if they, too, were allowed to fly the tiny craft under certain conditions. With understanding came cooperation.


  Anna snorted and moaned, turning her head toward him without opening her eyes. Still asleep. Maybe he could get out without awakening her. Better yet, maybe he should just stop her breathing. She’d kept him comfortable for the past week and served her purpose, but she was so stupid. Better looking, though, than Galya was these days, at least by Severodvinsk standards. On the other hand, he hadn’t seen a woman in this arctic town who could come close to those who strolled beside the canals back home in Leningrad on late summer evenings.


  This Severodvinsk, once an Arctic railhead, was the end of the world. Spring was simply a change from snow and ice to a sea of mud. Autumn was a change back to darkness and ice. But it was also out of the mainstream, away from the prying eyes of the Americans and their satellites, a perfect place to finish Gorki’s shakedown. Intelligence suspected that one of the US satellites had been maneuvered to take photos of the port and the ships that visited. Good luck to them. How many days had it been since he’d seen the sun? Let the Americans try to penetrate the cloud cover long enough to photograph Gorki, his electronic marvel of a submarine. What they needed was intelligence on the hoof, good, old-fashioned eyes to tell them what she was doing.


  Then he remembered the face he’d seen once too often the past few days. The man was dressed like a shipyard employee and he carried tools, so he must work there because Koniev had seen him comfortable with others near the submarines.


  Koniev first noticed the man when he’d taken Anna out to the movies one night—anything to shut her up. Then last night, he was sure they’d been followed by the same individual. What the hell did he want? Only one thing. It had to be Gorki. That’s why they’d left Leningrad sailing ahead of schedule, and that meant the man probably knew too much already … and then he glanced briefly at Anna.


  That was it! Anna … the bitch! He sat upright. The dreams were gone.


  He got out of bed as quietly as he could, briefly proud that he could do it without waking Anna. He pulled back the shade over the window ever so slightly and peered down on the street. And there he was again—the same one. No mistaking it. Walking purposefully by on the opposite side of the street without looking up, but Koniev knew how the window was being watched.


  He continued to hold the shade exactly the same way, barely away from the window, and waited, naked, never moving a muscle. Fifteen minutes later, the same one passed again, never looking directly up, same objective stride … but there was no doubt. The stupid son of a bitch! Somehow he must have learned of Gorki’s imminent departure. Now he’d blown his cover …. and Anna’s!


  The man was not around the submarines that morning and toward noontime Koniev decided it was worth checking back at Anna’s. Just as he suspected. When he tiptoed up to the door, he could hear a man’s voice inside. Not once did he question who it might be. It never crossed his mind to knock on the door or use the key she gave him. That would just give the other a chance. The Spetznaz had taught him how to wait.


  Koniev heard the footsteps coming toward the door, overheard a male voice say, “I will repeat once more that you will be a very comfortable woman if you can find out where he is going after Severodvinsk. If not, you will probably want to move away for your own safety.” There was no doubting the tone of voice for the last statement, threatening.


  “I’ll try. But I have nowhere else to go, and I have a child staying with my mother.”


  Imagine that. She’d never said anything about a child but, then, that would explain the sag of the belly. Were there any women you could trust these days?


  “You know how to get hold of me.”


  “I will, if I learn anything.”


  Not a chance, dear Anna, not a chance. Just no one you could trust!


  The door opened and he—the man whose face had become so familiar—stepped into the hallway. There was no opportunity to call out, no chance to defend himself, not even the liberty to rage at his attacker before he was dead. Koniev caught the body and dragged it back into Anna’s apartment, hissing, “Close the door, quickly. Don’t give anyone the opportunity to stick their nose into the hallway.”


  “Why did you …?”


  “Just do as I say. Quickly now. I’ll explain.”


  Anna peered into the hall, saw no one, and shut the door softly. She had no idea what Koniev intended as she turned toward the room. The stranger was propped in a chair as though he’d selected the spot for himself. And Koniev was at her side, looming over her.


  She had no more chance to call out than the stranger. She saw a flurry of movement, much too fast to understand. Then Anna, too, was dead, slumping into his arms. He placed her in the other chair, pleased with himself, sure that someone at first might have thought them in conversation …. until they noticed the curious angle of their heads.


  So much for my last evening ashore. I don’t think I could have stomached one more night of Anna anyway.


  Gorki departed early the next morning, almost a week before her schedule, diving as soon as the admiral’s guide boat sounded her horn three times in salute.


  Whoever the man had been, no one was any the wiser about Gorki or her captain. Koniev had no idea how much intelligence the dead man might have passed on, but one thing he would never have the chance to report was Gorki’s departure. Better to leave Severodvinsk early than to risk an American submarine waiting to trail them a week from now.


  Good-bye, Anna.


  Good-bye to Petropavlovsk


  No matter how many times Nicholas Koniev surveyed the exquisite body that lay beside him, his glance would return to her face. Those penetrating gray eyes were what he would remember most. The first time they had made love, he opened his eyes to find her looking at him with a bemused expression. And each time afterward, no matter what their position, he found her eyes looking dreamily into his own, her lips parted in a curious grin. She explained calmly once in a deep, soft voice that those were the moments she was able to see the real Nicholas Koniev, the man-child she called him, the real person who lived under that stem exterior.


  Never before … even more importantly, perhaps never again … would he meet a woman like Alix.


  “Please … stay this time … even just a few hours.” Was that his voice? Was that Nicholas Koniev asking, almost begging, it seemed to him, a woman to allow him the pleasure of her company for the remainder of the night?


  Alix was not a citizen of Petropavlovsk, nor would anyone ever have mistaken her for that. She was a sometime Moscow model and actress who had attracted Admiral Alexandrov’s attention at one of those parties attended only by senior level politicians and military officers. They were a tight coterie with two distinct levels of social functions— wives and no wives. Many of the older men preferred the latter but age also entitled them to a wisdom which counseled common sense. They would not allow overindulgence to destroy a good thing. Women like Alix were guests at the no-wives functions.


  She would have been called a mistress if Alexandrov had remained in Moscow, but his assignment as commander of the Pacific submarine base in Petropavlovsk, Gorki’s, last Soviet port after transiting the Arctic Ocean submerged, changed that. Alix was in the city as his guest, “to chase away the early autumn chill” as the admiral put it, but they both knew she would soon return to the sophistication of Moscow. What the admiral did not know was that she had agreed to remain an extra few weeks because she knew Koniev would be there. She occupied an elegant apartment off the base, distant enough to avoid rumor, close enough for the admiral to slip away from the quarters he and his wife occupied on the base.


  On this particular evening, the admiral had enjoyed enough vodka at the reception for Koniev and the officers of Gorki that his wife had been forced to take him home earlier than usual. This was disappointing to Alexandrov’s wife for she had been placed next to Captain First Rank Koniev at dinner and found him absolutely charming.


  There were other officers of Captain Koniev’s rank who were certainly pleasant enough, but the admiral’s wife had never met a man who made her feel so feminine. Of course, she was older than he but that never seemed evident in their conversation. He treated her as if she were the only person at the table that evening, as if they were enjoying a candlelit dinner alone in an apartment far from the navy where all that mattered was the two of them. It was too bad that her husband had monopolized the captain after that, and amusing that her husband had been unable to keep up with Koniev and his officers after dinner. There was one benefit, a personal one of sorts. The admiral was too drunk to leave her for that slut he kept in town.


  As the admiral’s wife drifted off to sleep, she allowed her imagination to run loose for a moment. It was a brief reverie, one that would never come true at her age— especially apparent as the admiral snored drunkenly in the bed next to her—but she imagined Captain Koniev spending the night with her, so enchanted with her lovemaking that he implored her to stay with him for the entire night. She’d seen other women staring at him. No doubt he was a lady’s man. How, she mused, did he treat the ladies?


  Koniev reveled in the sight of Alix’s long, brunette hair falling over her breasts. She hadn’t answered him. Her tongue ran over her lips as if she were about to speak but she simply smiled back at him. He didn’t realize that Alix was so taken aback by his question that she had no idea whether or not he was serious.


  Once again, he asked, “Please, will you stay?” They were in a hotel room he had taken, off the base. Even the famous Nicholas Koniev wasn’t so arrogant that he would seduce the admiral’s mistress in the admiral’s apartment.


  Alix looked at him strangely this time, knowing he had always preferred to be by himself afterward. She’d first learned of the famous Nicholas Koniev by reputation alone. Since they’d met at a party in Leningrad two years before, she knew very little more. There was no one more charming, no one more close-mouthed. She said, “I’ll stay if you tell me why,” sure that he wouldn’t, not really caring if he didn’t.


  “This is our last time.” His eyes held hers and she knew he was serious.


  “Why?”


  “I’ll probably be dead in a few weeks,” he answered matter- of-factly, struggling to maintain a sense of detachment from the reality of death.


  “I’ll stay,” Alix whispered, knowing he’d ask her to leave if she cried.


  Alix watched from her window early the next morning as Gorki, the mother submarine for Nicholas’s mini subs, departed the harbor of Petropavlovsk. Not until the black sail blended with gathering dark clouds on the horizon did she cry for that strange, beautiful man.


  Good-bye, Nicholas.


  Two


  Before Harry Coffin made a decision. He liked to consider every possible aspect whenever time permitted. He was sure he never went into a situation with his mind already made up, or at least that’s how he pictured himself— systematic, fair. He even told himself his approach to the dolphins would be no different. But he knew there was a little white lie hidden way down deep waiting to be discovered. He was believing what he didn’t want to believe.


  There were always warnings concerning possible Soviet intelligence penetration of the base. Bangor, Washington was the Pacific home of the Trident missile submarine. There was never any specific method mentioned. No names. But, this time, there was a heavy hint from a CIA connection of Coffin’s back in Langley that it might be more than rumor. A very deep plant had been found dead, murdered, in the arctic city of Severodvinsk, a major submarine base suspected of being a training center for the miniature submarine program. Coffin’s connection couldn’t go into detail but a couple of reliable people had suggested that Trident security ought to be beefed up since satellite recon could no longer locate what they thought was the mother sub for the new program.


  When the official CIA intelligence report was an admission they couldn’t justify their suspicions, Coffin listened more than if some tight collar type had offered detailed research. The concern about how to increase security beyond what he already considered superb was self-generated. The solution had come from some intelligence admiral in D. C. who’d gained Coffin’s respect years before.


  Harry Coffin commanded the Trident submarine squadron in Bangor and he looked every inch an admiral even though he was sure he didn’t always think like one. He was short and slender and Coffin was sure that in his summer white uniform, and with the lack of gray in his hair, he must look like the youngest flag officer in the navy. He was also convinced he was an independent thinker.


  Well, did he already have his mind made up? How could he be so matter-of-fact about using dolphins when he took his kids to Sea World and watched those handsome creatures perform? There wasn’t a youngster who’d been there who went home with anything but love for them.


  So Coffin had begun the experiment with a slight prejudice. Go ahead, convince me. But you better be damn good so I don’t chew you up and spit you out and send you packing. That’s how he’d approach them even though he wasn’t about to admit that he was less than open-minded.


  When the security team arrived in Bangor, Washington, they gave no indication they were even in the navy. Their leader presented himself at the main gate in civilian clothes. The marine guards had to call Admiral Coffin in his office to make sure he was expecting this individual. And when the other three made their appearance, they announced their arrival on the port frequency by requesting a pilot and a yard tug three miles north near Vinland. They’d come in what looked like a local fishing boat. Base security responded automatically to the call and reported the boat innocent enough. There was, however, a large tank instead of the normal holds for the catch and this apparently doubled the boat’s normal draft. The tank was empty.


  What the hell, Admiral Coffin thought to himself, the navy allowed SEALs to march to their own drummer and he wasn’t about to argue with them. The officer in charge, the one in civilian clothes, identified himself as the Commander Ryng who was indeed the team leader noted in the orders Coffin had received. The balance of the team members had been released at the head of the Hood Canal and would report for duty after chasing down a fresh meal. Ryng then suggested that the rest of his team also functioned much better with a full stomach.


  The admiral joined Ryng and his men for lunch. By the end of the meal, he’d concluded that they really didn’t fit the mold that the hosts on those TV shows hinted at. These guys were quite personable, they loved their work, and they gave every indication of being as attached to their animals as any other trainers—except their animals lived in the sea. Yet they really weren’t fish. Dolphins were mammals. They breathed air through their lungs and they panted like a dog if they held their breath for too long. The men treated them like pets, speaking affectionately about each individual by name.


  This wasn’t what the investigative reporters claimed when they stared from the TV screen and stated with a mournful expression that the dolphins were trained to kill and were treated like so much cannon fodder.


  Harry Coffin could understand why the commentators probably reacted to Ryng like that. It had to be his blue eyes, so clear and so expressionless. More than likely, he must have looked right through those reporters when he was trying to be polite to them. Like any other man his age, his hair was thinning, or perhaps he could be called partially bald, but his white hair was so short it was hard to tell. Coffin was sure that ruddy complexion was permanent after so many years in the sun. But what he knew innately with more than a little personal envy was that even though Ryng was about his own age, he had this broad, compact build that so often identified a navy SEAL. They were tough, hardened, and it showed in their faces. By the time lunch was over and Ryng and one of his men arrived at a float next to the pier, Admiral Coffin had concluded he liked each of these guys—screw the reporters.


  Bernie Ryng turned his face away from the sun and opened his eyes in a squint against the water’s reflection. He nodded in Tim Sullivan’s direction. “Ring the dinner bell for the admiral, Tim.”


  Sullivan dropped to one knee at the edge of the float and stuck his hand in the water. Almost instantly, there was a swirl that Ryng pointed out about a hundred yards straight out. A dark fin, easily mistakable for a shark, appeared just in front of the roiled water and headed directly toward the three men. Then, a shiny, torpedo-shaped body rose above the surface in an easy, graceful movement before the dolphin disappeared beneath the surface.


  When it surfaced with a soft snort just in front of the three men, the animal seemed to be standing on a pedestal, motionless. The nose had a distinct bottle shape, made more pronounced by an open mouth and assertive lower jaw. Although the mouth was lined with sharp teeth, it still seemed as if the animal might be smiling at them. A high forehead sloped gracefully back into the solid body. The head, or forward part of the dolphin, was turned slightly to one side so that an eye, well back of the mouth, could peer back at them curiously.


  “Seems like it’s looking at me.”


  “It’s a he, and he is looking at you, Admiral,” Sullivan answered.


  “Dolphins have eyelids, sir. That’s why you know they’re looking at you,” Ryng said. “His name is Bull, after Bull Halsey. Say hello to him if you want to make friends.”


  Rear Admiral Harry Coffin had spent twenty-five years in submarines and he’d heard every sound that sea life could possibly make—but he’d never said hello to a fish before. He’d heard enough that day though that he finally said, “Hello … Bull …” in an uncertain voice.


  The dolphin’s mouth opened as if it were smiling at him and it inched toward the float and waved a flipper in their direction.


  “Bull’s sorry he can’t talk, but if you were underwater you could probably communicate pretty well with him.” Ryng looked sideways at the admiral and grinned at his discomfort. “I know, it’s a dirty trick.” He pointed at Sullivan’s hand, which was still underwater. “Show him.”


  There was a tiny object in Tim Sullivan’s hand that shone brightly in the afternoon sun. “Not much different than a toy you probably had when you were a kid, sir. We called it a cricket. Remember when you used to play with those things during the summer? Press down the rigid strip of metal and it would make a clicking sound, supposedly like a cricket.”


  “When I was a kid,” Ryng said, “we used to use them at night to play spy games. So many clicks identified you as being from one team instead of one of the kids on the other team. We used to try to figure out signals with them, just like the spies in the Saturday morning serials. By the time school started in the fall, we’d put them away and forget them until the next summer, if we could find them again.” He nodded toward Bull. “Dolphins communicate in the same way, only they have different speeds and tones to their clicks, and they whistle, too. Go ahead and call the others, Tim.”


  There was nothing audible above the surface, but in less than a minute Ryng pointed out two more dorsal fins in the distance. “Ernie and Chester. Bull’s buddies. Named after King and Nimitz, of course.”


  Tim Sullivan patted Bull before standing up. The man was built much like Ryng, a little taller but just as stocky, his neck thick over wide shoulders. Tanned, well-muscled arms stood out against short sleeves. Unlike Ryng, he had a thick shock of reddish brown hair that hung over his forehead. He was applying a sun block as they waited for the other two dolphins.


  Admiral Coffin hadn’t heard the other two SEALs appear behind him when he said cordially, “They don’t look like hired killers to me,” as Chester and Ernie poked their faces up for Sullivan.


  “I’ve been called worse,” Danny West said with a grunt and then a smile when Coffin whirled around. He and Len Todd were in their wet suits and only nodded as they eased into the water with the dolphins.


  “Inspection time, troopers,” Todd shouted as he threw an arm around one of them.


  Harry Coffin was comfortable with these men.


  Corinne Foxe stepped backward a few feet to appraise her reflection. The mirror was square and perched on top of the wooden bureau, and small enough that she had to recede into the background for a full-length profile. At least they’d had the good sense to provide her with a mirror. Actually, she thought as she turned for a side view, they might not have such good taste—not with a cheap blond bedroom set—but someone had remembered the amenities a woman preferred.


  The image of the woman who looked back at her wasn’t unattractive, even in the poor light from the single window. Still pretty damn tough for anyone to peg you in your late thirties, lady. She had shoulder-length brown hair, wide-set green eyes over high cheekbones, and a smooth complexion, not even crow’s feet around the eyes. There was a slight bulge to the belly just below her navel, nothing to be ashamed of. Tensile strength couldn’t last forever, and perhaps the cheeks weren’t as tight as they used to be. But overall it wasn’t too upsetting. Legs still long, still smooth on the backs of the thighs. Reasonably flat midriff. Gravity was a fact of life for the breasts, but maybe they were a bit larger, too. If you took care, Mother Nature had a way of making up for her faults. Everything would be perfect, Corinne, if there was a man to appreciate it all.


  There wasn’t much else to do at this point but take advantage of the chance for a tan. Washington State wasn’t known for warmth or sun, at least not the coast, and the San Juan Islands were no match for Hawaii, so this pleasant interlude was welcome, a rare, early autumn gift from Mother Nature. Sunbathe during the day, listen at night.


  The island was one of the smaller of the San Juans with less than a thousand yard channel separating it from the one to the north. On clear days from her location on the north side, it often looked as if a solid drive with a one wood might make it across. But there were lots of roads and people on that one while only two hard-surfaced roads crisscrossed hers, with mostly paths connecting everything else. With the exception of some seasonal fishermen who sometimes occupied cabins on the eastern end, Corinne Foxe was one of the few inhabitants this time of year.


  The KGB did their homework effectively when they set up something like this. There were any number of islands in the San Juans, but this one had been selected for a reason she might never know—was it isolation specifically, or were there other purposes she was unaware of?


  How did they supply it so well? She had no electricity, but there was gas that operated a refrigerator with a small freezer, a stove, a water pump, reasonably effective lights, and a muffled generator which ran the radio equipment.


  And no outhouse for Corinne Foxe. They’d been kind enough to remember that women had a preference for flush toilets. Admittedly, it was crude. The pump was hooked up to the generator, which was noisy when it was functioning, but it worked. She could take a spartan shower if she added some heated water on her own. There were three rooms—a small kitchen, a living/dining area, and a comfortable bedroom— plus a screened-in front porch where she could watch both sunrises and sunsets through the trees. The food they’d stocked, from a list she provided, was more than she could possibly use. There was no television but there was a good portable radio and, again, they’d been sure to provide an excess of batteries.


  Corinne walked through the living room and out onto the porch where she’d dropped a beach towel. The cabin was set far enough back from the water to be protected from passing boats by a grove of trees, thick enough at night that even the gas lamps wouldn’t penetrate it. There was a large clearing in front with a picnic table and lawn furniture, even a chaise longue where she’d thrown a soft mattress earlier in the day.


  Stretching out on her back, she closed her eyes and reveled in the heat soaking into her body from the mattress. It wasn’t that hot, maybe seventy in the clearing because there was no breeze, but it seemed hot for early fall, accentuating the heavy damp aroma of fir that hung over the island. The only sounds that came to her were the gong on a nearby channel buoy rolling lazily in the outgoing tide and the gulls that floated overhead in the air currents screeching irritably at the world. People would pay extravagant sums for such solitude, asking only for the chance to lie in the sun like this. There wasn’t a soul nearby and it was highly unlikely there would be.


  Corinne rolled over and pushed up on an elbow. She hooked a thumb under the waist of her bathing suit and pulled it down. Sure enough, there was a line from yesterday’s sun. Lady, what are you developing those lines for? Here’s the opportunity of your life for a complete tan and no chance of anyone peeking through the bushes to make you paranoid… as if you gave a shit.


  With a few deft movements, the top and bottom of her bathing suit lay on the grass. She stretched out on her stomach this time, once again luxuriating in the warmth. This is what life is all about, lady, if … if you had a man who loved you.


  There once was a man, Ken, and he loved her, loved her like no man had ever loved a woman. She remained sure of that to this moment. In those days—was it thirteen years now?—she had loved him, too … so very much, like no woman ever loved a man.


  And there was a baby, a very perfect baby. Cory, she was called. When she was born, Ken had insisted they call her Corinne because that name made the most beautiful sound in the world. But soon after, he decided she would have to be Cory because two Corinnes were more than any man could handle, and her mother had the name first.


  Ken Foxe was tall and ruggedly good-looking behind his beard, threatening to some because his flowing black hair and beard magnified flashing dark eyes that seemed to hypnotize those he spoke to. Their group used to tease him that he looked like an American mountain man from the movies. Ken was anything but a mountain man. He’d always been a city boy, wretchedly poor, roaming the ancient, narrow East London streets. Raised in a socialist family, he was a professed communist by the time he passed the exams for Oxford, doomed before he understood why.


  Corinne was from the Midlands, outside of Coventry, a child of a mining family. Coventry—the very nature of the name forced a bilious gall, ostracism … exclusion. To be from any other place would have been a personal victory.


  The brightest child in her school throughout her teen years, she studied toward one objective, social change. She was determined to alter a world her family was unable to escape, sure such change came as the result of government mandate. Hopelessly idealistic in her youth, she was convinced the path to influencing that change was to gain the best education available. She made it to Oxford by challenging the odds that said a poor miner’s daughter would never achieve her goal.


  Oxford was the opposite of a Coventry. It was a place where brilliant men and women gathered, many of them the cream of British society. It also drew an equally brilliant radical left, who dedicated themselves to bringing down that same British society.


  Ken Foxe believed much the same as Corinne about changing society but he lacked patience. He was sure that violence was the only way to bring about social change. Ken arrived at Oxford .because there were a number of others who thought exactly as he did and they came to Oxford for the same purpose, to meet the Ken Foxes of the world. Their group was vocal, cerebral, and appealing to romantic young reformers from the Midlands like Corinne.


  She lost her idealism and her heart at roughly the same time. No one back home, not even her mother, had ever had the time to acknowledge how pretty Corinne really was. Ken Foxe discovered her, then he modeled her after what he considered a perfect partner, and finally he fell in love with his creation.


  Corinne rolled over on her back and squinted up at the clouds drifting over the island. The plastic cover on the mattress was making her perspire and now the combination of hot sun and a soft breeze drying the sweat on her naked body made her tingle all over—just like Ken used to. ….


  There was no longer any need for tears. The years hadn’t so much mellowed her as toughened her. You’ve given up one Coventry for another. Corinne accepted what life brought, like it or not. There was no desire to meet another Ken, no wish for another Cory—she would only hurt again if she were so lucky. But someone to love … in a different way …. yes, she could accept that. But she would have control.


  The years at Oxford were both wonderful and ignorant at the same time. To draw attention to one’s intent to foment violence was utter stupidity. It seemed pure and brave at the time, utterly foolish in retrospect. They accomplished little except to create a notoriety for themselves. Arrests, finger- printing, newspaper photos, each of those results would have been anathema if there had been any logic to their actions. The romance of rebellion kept their spirits alive. But it was love that sustained them through the unheated flats, dirty mattresses on the floor, faucets that dribbled rusty cold water, and candles that illuminated cold meals with perpetual rotgut wine when there was no electricity. But while we lived in ignorance, we also lived in bliss.


  Corinne continued to attend classes while she was pregnant. Somewhere deep inside a faint voice told her that she was doing the right thing, even when Ken argued that she should quit and work fulltime for their group until the baby was born. But she couldn’t do that, not when there was a distant voice in the back of her head that kept pushing.


  It would have meant so much to her to have a mother to talk to, a woman who was just like what Corinne wanted to be to her unborn child. She wasn’t ashamed of being pregnant. It was a lovechild she was carrying and there was no fear or shame in that. But there was no one back home, not even her stooped, overworked mother, who would understand why she wanted so much to be pregnant. Thank God for love, thank God for Ken who taught her what love really meant. She could face anything armed with his love.


  Cory was beautiful, lovelier than any child she had ever seen. Corinne was sure that it wasn’t just because Cory was her own. The child was beautiful, special, unlike any other in the world. Ken had promised her their child would be special. Now he challenged anyone who even teasingly might disagree. Good fortune had indeed settled with them. Material goods meant nothing, Ken said, because they had what no one else could possess—Cory.


  Cory was a day shy of her first birthday—the date Corinne had chosen as the time she would take her back to the Midlands, back to Coventry, in an effort to show her family what she had accomplished, their granddaughter— when Ken insisted that they take her to London for a rally. Ken Foxe had spoken there. He’d helped to incite the crowd that was suddenly out of hand, literally encouraged them to violence. And when the police reinforcements arrived to disperse the gathering, it was Ken who exhorted them to hold their ground. He couldn’t resist, even as he balanced Cory on his shoulder, urging them forward.


  The men in the fire brigade had no intention of harming the man carrying a baby on his shoulder. He had been caught in the flow of the throng. And the men operating the second fire engine that crushed the life from both the man and the baby had no chance to stop their vehicle as the two were knocked backward by the force of the water and fell under their wheels.


  Corinne had watched, horrified, unable to break through the crowd to their side as Ken and Cory were swept along with the mob. She remembered nothing after the screech of brakes and shouts of horror. She had no idea why the surging crowd stopped in their tracks, then drew back aghast as the firemen leaped down to pull the limp bodies from under their vehicle, no memory of the stream from the firehoses suddenly halted, nor of the absolute silence that fell over the street. She was told afterward of the desperate firemen who attempted to breathe life back into the crumpled bodies, of how she sank to her knees in the street beside them to watch, of how they brought her along in the back of the ambulance.


  The one memory that persisted through those hideous days was that her own family refused to attend the funeral for Ken and Cory because they had never been married and the baby was a bastard. Corinne adopted the Foxe name from that day on, and she never returned to her home, nor did she ever contact her parents again. It was part of the continuing process of forming her own Coventry, her way of excluding the reality of the past.


  That was the last time she ever cried. In a silent promise made only to herself, she decided there would never be another human entanglement again in her life. There would never be a reason to be so deeply hurt, so savaged, that she could not control her emotions.


  The breeze had died to a whisper on her island and the sun actually felt hot. Corinne moved her hands across her breasts, then down to her belly. The heat felt wonderful, erotic. It reminded her of Ken. His hands were like a surgeon’s as they moved across her body in those days so long ago. Yes, she’d like another man to love again—but that would be on her terms alone.


  If she lay in the sun like this much longer, drifting through those distant memories, she would begin burning seriously. It was delicious to be nude in the sun, especially when nature had gifted her with this strange, warm autumn spell, but she reluctantly put her bathing suit back on and went into the cabin for something cold to drink and some suntan lotion. More than likely, this mystery man that she might meet wouldn’t have the slightest interest in an overall tan. There was no need to bum herself like that for a man who didn’t exist. A regular tan would be satisfactory.


  No, on second thought, she didn’t need a man who loved her. That would be inconvenient, unnecessary. She needed a man who would serve her needs. Easier said than done, Corinne. But not out here. Not likely.


  Once back in the sun, lotion slathered on her body, dozing yet vaguely aware of hot sun, pleasant breeze, and calling gulls, her imagination began to play tricks. Was it like this the day of “Whiskey on the Rocks?” Did the Swedes flock to the shore on such a lovely day as this to get a glimpse of the Soviet humiliation?


  She imagined miniature submarines, some in schools with menacing teeth painted on their snouts, others crawling along the ocean floor like so many spiders, all heading toward an ill- defined something she couldn’t identify. If intelligence was their primary mission, why did they appear so aggressive? She assumed this mystery man would come in a new, modern one. Were they completely different, more peaceful in appearance? The idea was so new to her and so foreign in nature, their form remained unclear.


  Then there was this individual she was waiting for, the one her contact hinted at, a seer who was perhaps years ahead of his fellow man. Her imagination had run away with her this time. She could see his form, vague, distant, but it was him because he was in a naval uniform of some kind. Did he have a full black beard? And was he tall and handsome? No … no, he was in a mist, a sea mist perhaps, and she couldn’t tell. No matter how she tried, she was unable to bring his face into focus. Is this what they call a sexual fantasy, Corinne?


  It was a strange sensation, almost controlling—but not quite—a series of dreams. If only she could block out this island and the sensations around her, she might ascend above the real world and learn who he really was and—


  A gull swooped low over the clearing, landing just feet away with a great flapping of wings and a provocative screech to investigate the nearby container of lotion. Corinne lurched up to a sitting position, frightening herself and the gull. The bird danced backward with its wings spread defensively, challenging her sudden move with a blank, yellow-eyed stare.


  Corinne picked up the lotion and hurled it at the bird. “Go away,” she shouted, waving her arms. “Go on.”


  The gull turned away, running foolishly on its spindly legs and flapping its wings until it was airborne.


  Quite suddenly, it was very quiet and Corinne experienced an empty sensation that went beyond the loneliness she had come to accept.


  After years of dreaming what his first sight of America might resemble, Nicholas Koniev was forced to stew in his own frustration. The name of that tiny island on the northwest tip of Washington—Tatoosh—fascinated him. But to raise a periscope at this point simply to satisfy an ambition, after an undetected crossing, would be foolhardy. Visual approaches were a thing of the past.


  The mother sub, Gorki, had been at sea for two weeks, a leisurely passage across the Pacific. She had left Petropavlovsk on a cloudy day to avoid detection by US satellite surveillance, diving before she was out of sight of land. There had been two American tracker submarines, the first one perpetually on station off the Soviet port, the second unexpectedly waiting near the end of the Aleutian chain. A screen of Russian submarines successfully confused then drew the first away from its quarry. Gorki detected the second one herself on the fourth day out and slipped silently off to the south.


  It was certainly unusual, and had come as somewhat of a surprise to the submarine community, when Nicholas Koniev was appointed Gorki’s first commanding officer. While such unique commands were normally reserved for a Captain
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