It all started on August 3, 1969

CHAPTER 1

14:00 GMT SUNDAY (3 Aug 69) – 01:30 GMT MONDAY (4 Aug 69)


The apartment was the last straw.  It was all I needed to prove that my superiors had lost their grip on sanity.  I was embarrassed to remember they were convinced Iceland was a good place to banish me.  Their idea of punishment I was prepared for, but not the luxury I now found myself surrounded with, nor the stunning rugged beauty of this island country.  Even the British Airways flight over from Dulles had been in first class, which was something I experienced for the first time.  Right from the beginning, when I was unexpectedly released from the Federal Penitentiary in Atlanta, Georgia, to being escorted to a series of planes that finally landed me on this remote and fascinating island, everything had been unusual.  Yet now I found myself in the capital of Iceland - Reykjavik, which means Smokey Bay.  Iceland lies at 65 N and 18 W, figures of longitude and latitude that I would become intimately familiar with over the next several days.


Dr. Lance Pollard, Director of the Bureau of International Security, had reserved this locale for me.  When I arrived at US Naval Air Station Keflavik, it was to begin my new sentence for a job not well done.  The period of probation was indefinite, which in layman's terms meant forever.  The Bureau, however, was apparently convinced there was still a use for me.  Perhaps they felt I could do hard labor in Iceland as well as anywhere.


Dr. Pollard greeted me at the terminal, then made the drive to Reykjavik to show me my new temporary address.  It was on the second floor of one of the four-flats on Baru Gatu Street.  The furnishings were in a style that men in my line of work seldom enjoy.  The modern carved wood furniture was from Denmark and ornate Finnish tapestries hung from several walls.  Original sculptures, probably from local artists and quite good, sat on lighted pedestals in strategic corners.  An immense woven-wool rug lay in the sitting room.  I avoided standing on it, for I was afraid it might instantly unravel under my shoes.  Things had a way of deteriorating around me.


I wandered through the rooms, giving myself a brief tour.  I did halt at the master bedroom door, however, for I never imagined such a large bed existed.  “Was that thing designed for a giant troll?” I asked as I returned to the main living area.


Pollard didn’t smile, but pointed to the large Nordic sectional sofa.  "Please be seated, Derek.  We have a few necessary details to cover."  He was a handsome man, silver beard trimmed to perfection and still in excellent shape for his fifty-two years.  He reminded me of all the physical traits my father once possessed.


I noticed my luggage and steamer trunk had already been delivered, stacked neatly near the far wall, near a set of built-in bookcases.  I sat down, fighting the urge to put my feet up on the cut stone center-table.


Pollard continued, as I knew he would.  "I'm sorry we have to be reuniting under these circumstances, Derek.  However, I would be lying if I didn't express my relief on your speedy recovery.  After all you went through, it’s nice to know there were no permanent scars."


‘Is that so?’ I thought to myself.  ‘What do you think prison was like?’ 

 Instead, I just nodded, lost in my own thoughts.


The memories of the past year came flooding back.  My entire existence as Chief of Embassy Security ended one January evening in Saigon, Republic of Vietnam. For three years before that fateful day, I had spent twenty hours of every day evaluating how to better protect the US Ambassador and his staff.  I lived and breathed the safety and security of every employee in that building, especially the South Vietnamese, whose lives were always in danger of retaliation from the Viet Cong.  

Years before that posting, Doctor Pollard had been my mentor at the Foreign Service Institute, the 72-acre training center in Arlington, Virginia.  I attended The Senior Seminar, an advanced development program for high-ranking government officials.  Out of an elite Special Services team of ten, I was his most accomplished student, graduating the top of my class, with honors.  

Special Agents in the Department of State work for the Diplomatic Security Service. There are roughly 1,000 of us ‑ 2/3 assigned to field offices in the United States and to headquarters, and the other 1/3 assigned to embassies overseas. In the States, we are Special Agents, responsible for protecting foreign dignitaries of Cabinet rank, for performing personnel background investigations, for investigating violations of law dealing with US passport and visa fraud, and threats against the Secretary of State and foreign dignitaries. The majority of Special Agents are assigned to the Washington DC Field Office or to headquarters, providing support to the field offices and embassies around the world.

Overseas, we are known as Regional Security Officers, and we are responsible for overseeing the Marine Security Guard Detachments, for physical security programs at embassies, for training and running local guard forces, for investigating counter‑intelligence cases, and for investigating violations of US law.

DSS agents receive basic and specialized training at the Federal Law Enforcement Training Center in Brunswick, Georgia, then continue with additional instruction from the State Department. Before overseas assignment, agents receive weapons training at the DSS Training Center in Washington.

Now I was Pollard's only failure in the real world.  Only failure that wasn't dead, that is.


I closed my eyes.  "You've read the report.  I have nothing to add."


Pollard was exasperated.  "This attitude of yours doesn't help either.  If they had their way, you'd be protecting Leavenworth."


I grumbled my reply.  "I imagined something more permanent."


Pollard didn't necessarily like what I was implying, but he didn't deny it either.  "I'm convinced of your abilities, Derek.  That's why I fought so hard to have you reinstated under my care."


"I realize that, sir," I said quietly, but emotionally, because I was grateful to him for rescuing me from quite a mess.  "I'll do my best."


"I'm sure you will, lad."  Pollard stood up and went to the sideboard, where he poured both of us liberal amounts of whiskey.


"Thanks," I said as he handed me my tumbler, trying to study his face. 


Pollard turned, looking out the large picture window at the stunning view of the harbor and Grotta Lighthouse.  He swished the brown liquid around for awhile, lost in his own distant thoughts.  The trance broke suddenly and he faced me.


There was that expression.  I had seen it before, during my often-unpleasant training with the Bureau of Diplomatic Security.  Dr. Pollard was going to tell me something I wasn’t going to like.  


"Yes?" I asked, trying to lessen the suspense.


"After you get settled in and cleaned up, I want you to get started on your undercover assignment right away."  Pollard said it quickly, in one rambling mouthful, without a breath.


"Uh, huh."  I was suspicious, of course.  "And that would be?"


"According to the CIA, there is a security leak somewhere in ARICE,” Pollard stated boldly.  “They think it might originate within the US Embassy.  You will once again assume the position of Chief of Security, with all duties and responsibilities inherent to the job."


ARICE was the acronym for Army Reserve Forces Iceland.  As the nerve center for Iceland's ground defense system, it was the vital strategy to counter a possible Soviet military invasion.   In fact, it was the lynchpin in NATO’s plan to control the capabilities of Soviet submarines departing their home berths.


"Why does the Company suspect our Embassy?"  It seemed like a natural question.


Pollard hesitated, then replied, "Karl Rolvaag is the Ambassador here now, Derek.  We have had our suspicions in the past, as you are well aware."


My swallow of fine whiskey didn't make it down.  As a matter of fact, most went up my nose.  My tongue went limp and I turned away in a fit of painful coughing.  When the spasm passed, I stood up and glared at Pollard with complete disbelief.  "You've got to be kidding!"


Pollard looked grim.  "No, Derek, I'm not.  It's because of your friendship with Rolvaag, that I need you to get to the bottom of this, once and for all.  If you’re successful, then your record will be wiped clean and you can name your next post."


I flipped him off.  "Screw you.  I'm not going to start spying on Karl, again.  Not for you, not for the good 'ole U S of A, not for anybody."


“It’s highly likely he’s a double agent, Derek,” Dr. Pollard said, strolling past me, his hands now in his pockets.


“I’d kill you if you ever said something like that about me,” I stated angrily.


“How do you know I haven’t, Smith?” the good Doctor stated, his expression unchanged, but his voice was ice-cold.


I couldn’t help but admire his well-cut, dark-blue suit and conservative striped tie.  His cold gray eyes could still chill my bone marrow.  Narrowing my eyes, I tried to see into his soul.  It was no use, for you could not read the man, no matter how hard you might try.  Unless, of course, he wanted you to.


Setting his glass down, Pollard picked up his overcoat and headed for the door.  "The Ambassador is having a party tonight, Agent Smith. You're invited and he's expecting you.  We'll talk about this again in the morning.  I’ll send a car."  With that he left.


Hurling a small sofa pillow at the door, I mumbled all sorts of profanities after him.  Then, flopping back down against the remaining cushions, I mumbled a few more.  The jet lag, however, caught up with me and soon I drifted into a deep sleep.  There were dreams, but they stopped being pleasant a long time ago.


A ringing telephone startled me awake, but when I answered it, the line was just dialtone. Looking at my watch, I had slept for three hours.  It must have been late, but the sun still shown brightly.  It would be tough adjusting to the almost continuous daylight at this time of year.


After a steaming-hot shower and rushed shave, I unpacked a dark-gray suit and soft-blue sweater.  I dressed quickly, but the underarm holster Pollard had supplied, became entangled.  Giving up the struggle in the end, I left it behind.  However, I did slide the new .45 automatic from its case, polishing it for a moment, then slipping in a loaded clip.  It went into the upper drawer of the nightstand. 


Out on the sidewalk, I took a look around to get a sense of direction.  Reykjavik was beautiful.  It was a modern city, but with a robust, Viking style to the flavor of the architecture.  The buildings were all freshly painted, no exceptions, and flowers were in bloom everywhere.  I walked past perfectly kept streets, marveling at the immaculate condition the pavement was in.  Everything was so clean, even the curbsides were devoid of any refuse, trees all carefully trimmed, and the litter baskets were empty.  The city of 75,000 people was cosmopolitan, but ruggedly fresh.  Every park and street corner was dotted with outdoor statuary, bronze tributes to idolized outlaws and forgotten statesmen.  As I strolled along, I was struck with the number of bookstores that seemed to operate on every city block.  Reading was a passion for me, so I made note to stop in soon to browse the selection of titles.

Not one person passed me on my journey and I felt very much the stranger.


Finally, after strolling about aimlessly for at least an hour, I spotted an American flag flapping madly in the strong breeze.  There was a twinge up my spine and it surprised me.


Now don't get me wrong, I love my country as much as the next guy, but after all the years in my line of work, the propaganda wears a little thin.  The reasons for my skepticism ran deep.  Certain people, once friends and allies, were no longer convinced I was deserving of a country.  When the time came to call in my markers, I was abandoned, left to my fate behind prison bars.


I pushed open the wrought-iron gate and walked slowly towards the blue double front doors.  The 4-storied building was painted entirely in white, with blue trim around the windows and the American seal over the entrance.  Sounds of a party filtered through to me.  I hesitated for a moment, recalling some of the wild dormitory bashes Karl and I used to throw at Cornell University.  I wondered at the absence of Marines as guards, but then Iceland wasn’t South Vietnam.  I chuckled to myself, reflecting on how easy it would be to seize this facility.  There would be some changes made immediately.


It didn't sound like a doorbell, but more like wind chimes. The sad tones reminded me of a double funeral.  Kim Thui and Luan Khong had been their names.  Two brilliant young ladies working for my intelligence-gathering department, killed by Viet Cong gunmen.  I had the pleasant task of recruiting the women to the Embassy staff, where their language and negotiating skills were in constant demand.  Then there had been the depressing task of paying out their death chits to surviving family.


During the opening minutes of the Tet Offensive, a Viet Cong suicide squad attacked the U.S. Embassy.  Both Kim and Luan locked up sensitive files, helped several other agents find hiding and presented themselves as targets. The files they compiled disappeared anyway, both women were viciously gunned down, and I was found wounded and unconscious nearby.  Of course, I got blamed for the whole damn affair.


"Yes, sir, may I help you?" a friendly voice interrupted my flashback.


I looked up and a Marine guard stood before me.  He smiled warmly, his face full of expectation, and then he winked.


"I'm sorry," I said, recovering some composure.  "I'm Derek Smith, the new Chief of Security and I think Ambassador Rolvaag is expecting me."


The Marine came to attention, looked at his clipboard, and asked to see some identification.  The professional soldier scrutinized my diplomatic passport carefully, making sure it was in order with the security pass I had received from Doctor Pollard.  The Marine then stepped back, allowing me to enter.  "Right this way, sir."


I stepped inside the foyer, just as Ambassador Karl Rolvaag was crossing from what looked like an office or study, to the main entertainment area room.  He looked gaunt, with thick, curly brown hair swept back, and a curved pipe sticking from a corner of his mouth.  He had lost a great deal of weight, accentuating his small stature.  Karl’s sweater had some ash sprinkled down the front, adding to a disheveled and unprofessional look.


Stopping dead in his tracks, Karl's face went blank, then lit up with a huge grin.  After two extended strides, he jutted out his hand.  "Damn it, Derek Smith, it is so good to see you again."


The Marine returned to his stance by the doorway.


"Karl," I replied, taking his grip firmly.  "I'm sorry I'm so late."


"Phooey," Ambassador Rolvaag huffed, his eyes darting about like comets.  "You've never been on time for anything in your life."  An enormous puff of white smoke billowed up from his pipe and then he tried to wrap an arm over my shoulder, although he did have to stretch up a bit to reach that far.  "Come on in.  I want to introduce you to someone special."


Exactly what I was dreading.  To my surprise, though, the gathering was rather small.  The receiving area had a few clumps of guests, but most of them were completely uninterested by my entrance.  They were engrossed in conversation and a lot of alcohol was being consumed.


It was obvious that Karl really did have only one person in mind for me to meet.  I instantly could understand the reason why. The Ambassador motioned for a young woman to come closer and she obeyed immediately.


She looked sensational crossing the floor, for this woman was in impressive physical shape.  Her cowl-neck sweater was a genuine Icelandic wool piece, but her bellbottom jeans were as American as baseball and tight.  I quietly cast my vote for the garment workers of the USA.  Her hair was snow-blonde and shoulder length, eyes radiant sky-blue, and her skin was deeply tanned.  I blinked several times, figuring it might erase the mirage.  Thankfully, it did not. 


"I'd like you to meet Hugrun Eriikdottir," Karl said with noticeable delight.  "She is the Icelandic Minister of Roads."


The job title was a complete surprise.  I shook her outstretched hand politely and nodded.  "Nice to meet you, Hugrun.  I'm Derek Smith."   Her handshake was firm and confident, yet the skin was so smooth, highlighted by long healthy nails.  Her eyes were sparkling and blue, full of hypnotic power.


She smiled and it never seemed to end.  I couldn't take my eyes off her, even as I offered her an open space on the sofa.  I could feel Karl watching me, but I didn't turn to see what his exact expression was.  Hugrun sat down and I allowed the Ambassador to take the space next to her on the couch.  I swung a straight-back chair around and straddled it, across from her.


"Minister of Roads?" I started the conversation before Karl had a chance.  "I'm very impressed.  As I was walking to the embassy this evening, I couldn’t help but notice the excellent condition of the streets. They’re perfect, with no potholes, no cracks, and so clean.  I think you're doing an outstanding job."


"Thank you," she said and to my relief, there was nothing mousy about her voice.  With a slight increase of flush in her cheeks, she looked at the Ambassador to break the connection between us.  I felt charges of electricity and I was convinced she did too.  Chemistry is such a grand thing, isn’t it?


"I understand you've taken up temporary residence on Baru Gatu?" Karl inquired of me, trying to regain control of the conversation.


"Yes," I said, wondering if I could get a drink.  I was actually dreading the fact that I would eventually have to move into the embassy itself. 


Hugrun must have read my mind, for she politely excused herself and poured several glasses of Danish vodka.  I took mine with both hands, making sure I touched her fingers.  The blush returned, but the reflection in her eyes didn't signal disapproval.


"Thank you, Hugrun," I said, bombarding her with every positive body-language signal I could think of.  I was very attracted to her.  Yeah, like the rest of the male population in Iceland wasn't?


"Could I have a word with you for a moment?" Karl suddenly said to me, his manner not rude, but more like desperate.


I gave an innocent little shrug, which made Hugrun giggle, then followed Karl back to the study, sipping my drink as we walked.  He closed the sliding doors behind us and looked very serious.


"Ambassador, if it's about the way I..."


He didn't let me finish, shaking his head and waving a hand to silence me.


I could see the concern on his face.  "Okay, Karl, what's up?"


“When do you want to take over security?” Karl inquired pointedly.


“As soon as possible. What does my staff consist of?” I went straight to the most important topic on my list.


“You will supervise about six contract guards, mostly Canadian and Icelandic,” the Ambassador ticked off the details.  “There’s a six-man Marine detachment, one Regional Security Officer, who has been operating as the chief, and we have a security engineer who handles all the embassy’s technical security equipment.”


“Who is the Security Officer,” I asked.


“Chip Doyle,” Rolvaag replied with a smile.  “I think you know each other.”


I nodded.  We had graduated from the same Special Services class, though Cooper “Chip” Doyle had done a much better job of staying out of trouble than I.  “We’ll work fine together.  He’s quality.”


Ambassador Rolvaag sighed.  “So, I imagine you will reinstate an increased level of paranoia around here too?”


I chuckled.  “Of course, Karl.  This may not be the Republic of Vietnam, but the threat of terrorist activity is real around the world.”


“Just because Iceland now has Communists in her government, doesn’t mean they will side with the Soviet Union,” he protested.  “Let me remind you that this nation is still part of NATO.”


I put up my hands.  “I know that, Ambassador.  I’m not going to spar with you.  I just want you to know in advance that this operation will be run by my standards.”


“As long as you don’t embarrass this embassy, or the United States of America,” he pronounced firmly.


“Of course not,” I lied.  I didn’t give a rat’s ass who I embarrassed, if it required such to maintain security.  “I will always check with you before I take any action, or change any procedures already in place.”


“I think very highly of your ability to prevent anything before it arises.”


I shook my head.  “No, Karl, not any longer.  I think it’s my ability to get into trouble that has most people’s attention.”


“One incident does not reflect a man’s abilities.”


“Thank you, Ambassador.  I appreciate your confidence in me.”


That seemed to satisfy Karl.  He smiled and patted my arm.  “Good.  Then we have established an understanding.”  He hesitated, as if something far more important was now troubling him.


“Is there something else?” I probed.


"I need to ask for a favor, Derek.  I know it's not fair, so soon after your arrival in Iceland, but it's important to me."


“No problem, just ask.” 

He swallowed.  "Jodi's flight from the States arrives in about four hours.  She would object to the company I keep, especially Hugrun.  I've assumed a role that frowns upon such relationships."


I nodded.  "I understand."  

Jodi Rolvaag had been his wife for seventeen years and I knew her very well.  She and I had once been lovers, just after she cast her fate with Karl.  There had been a time, when Karl Rolvaag was one of the most promising diplomats entering the Foreign Service.  Things had just not gone his way, though he did manage to ingratiate himself with every administration.


Rolvaag went on. "Hugrun lives on Baru Gatu also.  I wonder if you could look in on her once in awhile, you know, just to make sure she's all right?"


"Uh, huh."  It was too good to be true. 


"I'd appreciate it if you'd escort her home tonight, too."


I swallowed deeply, struggling not to let my true feelings show.  "Well, if you insist."


Karl informed Hugrun about the outcome of his request and when she looked at me, her face was alight.  However, when I really focused on her, she averted her eyes and concentrated on the conversation I was ignoring.  Later, Karl and I chatted some about old times, but he was distracted, constantly turning to check on Hugrun.  I got up and tried to mingle then, but I was never much for small talk.  I too kept looking over at Hugrun and more than once caught her eyes cast in my direction. I made it a point to smile and make a silly face, as if gagging.  She would quickly turn away, but sounds of her laughter escaped every time.


Several hours later, Hugrun wrapped her arm tightly around my elbow as we walked towards the other end of Reykjavik.  It was finally darker, though the sun stayed just above the horizon.  This never-ending daylight was starting to drive me crazy.


A cold, swirling wind chased the hair about her shoulders and Hugrun snuggled her face against my arm.  I chuckled at the response, feeling barely in control of my desire for her.


As we rounded the corner of our mutual street, she pulled up.


"What's wrong?" I asked, thinking I saw a hint of confusion in her eyes.


"I really don't feel like being alone right now, Derek," she replied, but didn't say anything more.


"Would you like to come up and have some coffee?" I dared to suggest.


Hugrun's eyes widened, that same healthy blush returning to her cheeks and it wasn't from the cold.  "Okay, for a short time."


"Great."  I didn't try to hide my delight.


My new apartment was alive with her very presence.  I went into the kitchen and put a pot of water on to boil.  She hovered around the dinette table, while I tossed our coats on the sofa. Upon returning, I discovered she had found cups, silverware, and sugar.


I sat across from her, realizing that I felt no fatigue.  She poured two cups of fresh brew, the aroma delicious to savor.  A dollop of fresh cream and one spoonful of sugar later, Hugrun seemed satisfied with her preparations.  I really didn't know how to start the conversation.


"What brings you to Iceland, Derek?" she began instead.


"Government business.  I'm the new Labor Officer for the embassy.  The US Navy is planning some runway improvements at the Keflavik Naval Air Station."  It was my temporary cover story, after all.  After having read my briefing dossier, I might as well practice it on her.


"That's why you were so interested in the condition of the streets."  She liked the understanding she had supposedly discovered.  “You have an eye for cement.”  She giggled.


I so enjoyed her sense of humor.  "Exactly.  Smooth, but with just the right curves and contours.”

Oh boy, did that cause a reaction.  Hugrun’s right hand went straight up between her breasts and she swallowed deeply.  To break her train of thought, whatever that was, she snatched up her cup of coffee and took a sip.  Not once had she taken her eyes off of me.

I decided to refocus the direction of my discussion.  “But seriously, I would appreciate getting together with your office on construction specifications.  I've been instructed to use only local labor."


"Why, that's wonderful."  Her face beamed and her skin was so clear and healthy, I wanted to pet my fingers across the surface. 


"How did you meet Ambassador Rolvaag?" I asked abruptly.


"Oh, at a party like the one this evening."  She didn’t seem surprised by my sudden change of the subject.  "It was during the annual labor conference in June."


"I was just wondering.  You seem to get along so well with Karl."  I was pushing it, but I needed to know where their relationship stood.


Her eyes narrowed some and the smile vanished.  I rose up and turned the gas flame off under the pot.  As it puffed little wisps of steam, I remained there, hesitating to look at her.


Hugrun joined me near the stove.  She was very close, the scent of her perfume addling my senses.  Failing to resist the temptation any longer, I turned to face her.  Her eyes gazed up at me and I lifted her chin very slightly.  Leaning forward, I kissed the softest, most invitingly moist lips I have ever known.


Hugrun trembled as our lips touched again, but when her tongue darted over mine, I pulled her to me.  Hugging her tightly, I nibbled down her long neck, closing my eyes to the sounds of her impassioned sighs.  Behind my back, she pulled up on my sweater and as I raised my arms, she had it off in a flash. Steering me with fingers pressed against my chest, we ended up in the bedroom.  Her eyes widened considerably when she spotted the gigantic bed and then she smiled.


Taking control, which seemed to be her forte, Hugrun lifted off her sweater too, while unzipping her jeans and dancing out of them.  Underneath, she wore a white cotton half-shirt and tiny white cotton panties.  Her legs were very long and I swayed slightly as I stared.  Then my eyes fogged over, Hugrun centering her attention on me once again.  Her tongue made circles around my navel, while her hands rubbed the bulge in my pants.


My knees went weak and I sat on the edge of the bed.  Hugrun pulled off my slacks and shorts with one mighty tug.  She ran her tongue over her teeth, pushing me flat, while kneeling before me.  Her fingers stroked downward and I moaned as her warm breath caressed along my thighs.

I felt the sensation of her lips and tensed with the pleasure.


Instantly I knew I was really going to like this woman. 


She left the lights on.  

