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The best weapon against an enemy is another enemy.

—Nietzsche







CHAPTER 1

Hong Kong

The little car hit a speed bump and hurtled through the air like a shoulder-fired missile. Landing in a spray of glass and broken plastic, it shattered a motor mount and kept going. Two blocks later, as it took flight and slammed back to earth once more, its bent frame groaned like a stabbing victim. Despite all of its damage, the autonomous taxi continued at breakneck speed.

Screaming down the precipitous incline of Hong Kong’s Central District, the wind tore at its flimsy shell. As its tires clawed for purchase on the slick asphalt, they unfurled tendrils of hot smoke. Trailing behind, three police cruisers slalomed wildly through the early morning traffic, struggling to keep up.

Horns blared. Klaxons wailed. Wide-eyed pedestrians scattered for cover like startled birds. The madness was only two minutes old, yet the radios crackled with urgency as patrol cars swarmed in from every direction.

With a roar from its engine, an unmarked sedan lurched into the fray, closing the gap quickly with the rogue taxi. Riding shotgun, Captain Ronny Tang of China’s Ministry of State Security, or MSS for short, wished he had eaten a milder breakfast. The mi xian was twice as spicy coming up as it had been going down.

Using one hand to brace himself against the dashboard, he used his other to work the radio and bark commands. Everything was unraveling.

“Faster!” he yelled at his driver.

The man they had spent weeks tracking was finally making his move. All Tang needed to do was arrest him. But as he moved to apprehend their target, the unexpected had happened—the man had bolted from his hotel. And he hadn’t been alone. An unidentified woman accompanied him, adding a layer of mystery to the situation.

At first the woman seemed like a minor hitch, a solvable complication. Then the autonomous taxi had shot straight into the morning rush.

How the hell is that possible? Tang asked himself in disbelief. There was no way the target could have commandeered the driverless taxi. By design, a thick Plexiglas divider cut off access to the front seat.

The alternative possibility was just as crazy—that the car had, of its own volition, gone full-on Formula 1. It had to be ignoring every preprogrammed safety protocol as it traded paint with countless cars and trams as it pinballed downhill.

He looked ahead and watched a police motorcycle accelerate and catch up. The little car braked suddenly and swerved, clipping its front wheel. The bike tumbled to the pavement and its rider went cartwheeling into a curb. The taxi flew into the next intersection, narrowly missing a delivery boy on a scooter. As soon as it was through, the light changed to red.

Tang’s driver slammed on the brakes.

“No, no! Keep going!” the captain shouted.

The driver tried to comply, but a bus careened out in front of them. With a last-second jerk on the wheel, they merely sideswiped the bus’s front bumper. In a crunch of grating metal, the sedan ricocheted off and kept going.

The captain tried to work the radio, desperate for all the reinforcements he could muster, but he could barely key the microphone as his body was thrown left and right.

“Don’t lose sight of him!”

As it turned out, additional radio calls were unnecessary. A massive response had already been initiated by headquarters. Every police car in the district was converging on their quarry, a chorus of sirens that could be heard from miles away. Military units, which had been on alert since last night, were descending from all quarters. Navy patrol boats were locking down the harbor, a ground stop had been ordered at Hong Kong International Airport, and helicopters swirled overhead.

Three blocks ahead a roadblock was hurriedly established. Two rows of eight cars, fronted by spike strips, impeded every inch of road and sidewalk. Backing all of it up were a pair of ZFB-05 armored personnel carriers. It would be absolutely impenetrable. With the streets lined by skyscrapers on either side, and multiple cars in pursuit, the driverless taxi was rocketing toward a box canyon of concrete, glass, and armor.

You won’t be running much longer, Tang thought.

The taxi’s sensors were on overload. Radar, GPS, cameras, computers: All were working in unison, yet in a way the designers could never have imagined. Safety was no longer paramount. The overriding function had become speed. Two passengers in the back seat held on for their lives, clutching handholds in a death grip as they watched the steering wheel spin ghostlike through oncoming traffic.

As the final intersection before the roadblock neared, a twenty-car-deep traffic jam loomed. The autonomous taxi never slowed for the sea of brake lights. It bounded up over a curb and onto the sidewalk. Pedestrians threw themselves clear and shopping bags went flying. The car plowed over a trash can, clipped two streetlights, and decapitated a fire hydrant. A food cart exploded in a spray of particleboard, candy, and grilled sweet potatoes; the wreckage was soaked immediately by the geyser from the broken fireplug.

By some combination of good luck and technology, not a single person was run down.

As the taxi approached the intersection, the roadblock was not yet in sight. Even so, by some digital prescience, the car sensed the dead end. It swerved left at the corner, its tires smoking through another skid before getting back on track and disappearing.

Tang cursed. “Left. Left!”

“I see him!”

The MSS car rounded the turn trailing by only half a block. At the next intersection the taxi swung hard right and sped downhill. The waterfront loomed ahead.

At each of the next three intersections the pattern repeated. Each time the autonomous taxi flew past, the light changed to red and traffic swept in. Patrol cars joined the chase from all directions, braking and skidding. The end result was nothing short of a demolition derby, auto parts and glass littering the road like a trail of mechanized breadcrumbs.

The taxi neared the waterfront, but instead of turning onto the shoreside road, it crashed straight through a fence and swerved onto the wharf. Dozens of police cruisers and MSS cars followed through the jagged breach. For the pursuers, this simplified their geometry. Patrol cars maneuvered to outflank their quarry, sealing off the only two escape routes. Seconds later, the taxi hit a patch of oil, slewed into a spin, and slammed into a shipping container with a sickening crunch.

Finally, the car had been stopped. One side was crumpled, and the left front wheel was bent severely. Its off-white paint scheme had gone to a virtual rainbow from collision damage.

Squad cars immediately surrounded the taxi, forming a semicircle at a safe distance. Nervous officers bailed out. They drew their weapons and took cover behind doors and quarter panels. Everyone had seen these kinds of car chases on TV, in lawless places like California, but such pursuits in the People’s Republic were a rarity.

Captain Tang’s sedan, dented and spewing steam from its radiator, wheezed to a stop behind them. Three more unmarked MSS cars arrived and a dozen men spilled out onto the wharf’s scarred asphalt. The autonomous taxi was contained. Still, given the chaos of the last ten minutes, no one knew what to expect. Are the suspects in the car armed?

Everyone looked to Tang for guidance.

To his credit, he kept calm. At the warehouse behind them, workers were gathering in a doorway. Two forklift operators paused to gawk. A crowd was forming near the breached wire fence. This prompted the captain’s first order. He dispatched a dozen police officers to push the onlookers away.

More reinforcements soon arrived, a group of men in full tactical gear who were trained in dispersing crowds. They went to work with shields and batons, clearing the wharf of potential witnesses.

With the scene under control, Tang strode toward the driverless taxi. Five MSS men fell in behind him. The scent of scorched rubber stained the salty breeze. He wrenched open the dented rear door, reached in, and dragged the passengers out one at a time. Both ended up sprawled on the oily tarmac. One was a middle-aged Chinese man in rumpled business attire, the other a black-haired young woman in a sheer blouse, pencil skirt, and stiletto heels.

The man hauled himself up to his feet, indignance in his scowl. He straightened his coat, stared at the captain, and said with all the authority he could muster, “Do you know who I am?”

Amped-up on adrenaline, and frustrated by the turn of events, Tang answered by punching him squarely in the mouth. The blow was more forceful than it needed to be, and the man fell on his ass. He sat stunned and immobilized, blood pouring from his mouth. Two front teeth appeared to be loose. The woman on the ground next to him looked petrified.

Tang leaned into the taxi. He searched the back seat but didn’t see what they were after. He ordered his men to tear it apart. Two raked over the interior. Another used a crowbar to pry open the damaged trunk. Their only find: a silk purse containing a few toiletries.

Tang told them to keep looking.

His men searched the suspects roughly, turning out their pockets and tossing the meager contents on the ground. The car’s seats were ripped out and every compartment was checked.

After ten minutes, two things seemed clear. First was that the object of their search wasn’t here. The second, and more nuanced realization, involved the man on the ground. As he sat moaning and holding a bloody rag to his mouth, the captain suspected he might have made a terrible mistake.





CHAPTER 2

Beijing

A white-hot jolt lanced through Zhang Tao’s face, splitting his skull in two from temple to jaw. It was the trigeminal neuralgia again, the vicious antagonist that mocked him with its unpredictability.

Considered one of the most painful ailments on the planet, the so-called “suicide disease” was a souvenir from a long-ago interrogation gone wrong. It was characterized by a searing pain along the trigeminal nerve, which was responsible for sensation in the face. The intensely acute attacks could last for seconds, minutes, or even hours.

His only relief was via an anticonvulsant drug known as Tegretol. It worked by decreasing the nerve impulses that caused seizures and pain. He was already taking 150 percent of the maximum allowable dosage.

The side effects were brutal. In addition to hair loss, the forty-five-year-old was in a constant state of fatigue and plagued by mouth sores. But his problems didn’t end there.

He was chief of the Seventh Bureau of the Ministry of State Security, responsible for counterintelligence throughout the People’s Republic. It was a position that demanded a certain amount of paranoia. However, Zhang’s suspicion of others had morphed into something far more troubling. He was having trouble thinking clearly, had begun isolating himself, and was experiencing early warning signs of psychosis. He shared none of this, of course, with his colleagues. The mere suggestion of illness would draw unwanted attention—in over twenty years at the ministry, he had made more than his fair share of enemies, and he couldn’t afford to show any sign of weakness. Now, as he surveyed the sea of monitors sprawled across the MSS operations center—virtually all of which were tuned to the disaster on the wharf—a mounting sense of dread clawed into his gut.

He had coordinated an overwhelming response. Every available Hong Kong police and MSS unit had converged on the waterfront. Military helicopters continued to swarm overhead like angry wasps. In the background, two Navy corvettes were blockading the pier where the little car lay shattered and spent, its doors flung open and smoke drifting from the wheel wells. No one could accuse Zhang of not using all the assets at his disposal. In his capacity as chief of the Seventh Bureau, he wielded the virtually limitless power of the MSS. Yet the weight of that authority suddenly felt like a noose tightening around his neck.

If Dr. Chen Li, and more important, the item he carried, had somehow vanished into the tangled streets of Hong Kong, it wouldn’t just be Zhang’s career on the line. His freedom, and even his life, would be on the chopping block.

“Who are they?” Zhang demanded, his voice booming through the cavernous room. He was fixated on the central screen that displayed cell phone photos of the couple who had been dragged out of the taxi. The man was definitely not Chen. The woman was also unknown.

“Facial recognition is running,” an analyst piped up from a nearby workstation.

Zhang drummed his index finger against the back of a wheeled chair as his gaze locked on a real-time video feed of the taxi. The stream was sourced from a dash camera on one of the MSS vehicles. His men were tearing the car apart. The seats had been shredded and floor mats lay strewn on the ground. The meager contents of the trunk, a few tire-changing tools and a rubber mat, had been thrown out onto the tarmac.

In the foreground, Captain Tang, the on-scene commander, stood beside the ravaged car. There was defeat in his posture as he raised his phone to place a call. His broad shoulders, usually set with military rigidity, slumped in discomfiture. The phone pressed to his ear looked inordinately heavy.

Zhang’s hand shot out, snatching the receiver from the cradle the instant the first ring registered—a silent but forceful message to Tang that his every move was being scrutinized, his failure amplified.

“Well?” he barked. His voice was tight, suppressing his growing panic.

“It’s not here, boss,” said Tang. “And it’s definitely not Chen.”

Zhang slammed his fist on the desk. “That’s useless information, Tang! Did you find the trackers? The techs put two on Chen—one in his right shoe and another in his overcoat. Both are pinging from the damned taxi.”

“Negative, sir. We can’t locate them anywhere.”

Zhang looked up at the tracking display and saw the twin blue dots glowing brightly, mocking him. “But they’re showing right there!”

“We’ve double-checked the suspects and have practically stripped the car down to the frame. Sir, we’ve come up empty.”

Ignoring Tang for a moment, the counterintelligence chief’s eyes darted to a single red dot blinking near the blue ones. “What about Chen’s phone? It should be in the car as well.”

“Both of the subjects were carrying phones,” Tang reported, “but neither is the one we’ve been tracking.”

On another screen, he saw the suspects sitting on the ground in handcuffs, their backs against the fender of a police sedan. The woman, young and expensively dressed, had calmed considerably since getting out of the car. Whoever she was, this wasn’t her first tangle with the law. The man, clutching a bloody rag to his mouth, triggered a flicker of recognition in Zhang. He couldn’t place him either, but a terrible sense of unease was beginning to raise the hair on the back of his neck.

He bypassed asking Tang about identities. Anything these two offered up, documents or words, could not be trusted. Facial recognition would give them an answer soon enough.

“And the hotel?” Zhang asked. The autonomous taxi had picked up its two occupants at the Landmark Hong Kong, one of the most exclusive establishments in a city that knew luxury.

“We have identified the room. Teams are going over it, but so far there is no sign of either Chen or the device.”

Zhang gripped the handset like he might crush it. “Keep searching,” he ordered and slammed the phone down on its cradle.

Three weeks. Three grueling weeks they’d spent tailing Dr. Chen Li—ever since he had used a burner phone to make contact with a female CIA officer.

All directors of scientific programs were monitored in the People’s Republic, but Chen’s recent behavior had brought the watchfulness to a new level.

Chen was the linchpin of China’s most classified military project. For nearly a decade, vast national resources had been invested in his game-changing technology, a force multiplier that would allow China’s military to leapfrog their Western counterparts.

When alarm bells began sounding at the very top of the regime, Zhang had convinced his superiors to let him run Chen under tight surveillance. The counterintelligence chief’s reasoning was twofold. One, if China could arrest a CIA officer along with Chen, it would provide a valuable bargaining chip. Two, by putting Chen on a short leash, they would have time to do a full assessment of the breach and perform any necessary damage control.

Now they had lost track of not only Chen, but also the secrets in his possession.

“We have positive IDs on the suspects!” a nearby analyst announced, cutting through Zhang’s churning thoughts. “The man is Luo Sheng. He is—”

“Luo Sheng!” Zhang snapped, the name a punch in the gut. His earlier flicker of recognition, a vague unease, transitioned into full-blown panic. “And the woman?”

“Guan Fei,” the analyst replied. “Unemployed. Two arrests last year for prostitution.”

Ever so slowly, the landscape of the last twelve hours began to take on a dreadful new light. The way Chen had abruptly booked a room at the Landmark. The wayward blue dots. An errant track on his phone. Fearful of spooking the scientist, or worse, the CIA, Zhang had relied heavily on electronic surveillance. There had always been foot teams on the perimeter, just out of sight, but for long periods, including last night, they hadn’t had eyes directly on their target.

Only now did Zhang realize his fatal error. The man they had been tracking, the man entrusted to lead China’s most classified project, had been two steps ahead all along. They had been manipulated, played for fools.

On top of it all, his team had just chased down China’s minister of culture and tourism and a whore he’d been having a tryst with. Then the leader of the team had punched the minister in the mouth.

Dr. Chen Li had them chasing ghosts.

“So where the fuck are you, Chen?” Zhang hissed, the pain in his face intensifying as his question hung in the air of the operations center like a curse.





CHAPTER 3

Hemisphere Airlines Flight 777

Another glass of champagne, sir?”

Dr. Chen Li looked up from his laptop to see a beautiful flight attendant. A fluted glass was poised perfectly on her tray. Her smile was effervescent, nearly genuine, and her clipped British accent brought back pleasant memories of the old Hong Kong—the vibrant place that had existed before its backslide under the yoke of communism. He wondered if this was intentional. Had the airline selected her for this route with that much nuance?

Having already downed one glass of the wonderful elixir, an exclusive Boërl & Kroff vintage, he decided to take a pause. “No, thank you. Perhaps later.”

That eye-catching smile again. “Of course, sir.”

Chen was entirely out of his element. Admittedly, as a top-tier research scientist in China, he had enjoyed extensive privileges. A European car, a decent apartment, the promise of a good pension. There had even been a beachside villa on Yalong Bay for two weeks every summer. He would have preferred Bali, but owing to the sensitive nature of his work, he wasn’t permitted to travel abroad. Still, it had been nice. But compared to the luxury in which he was now cradled? It was like waking up in a new world.

Hemisphere Airlines was a unique, fresh entrant in global aviation. An ultra-first-class carrier, its business plan targeted a niche of high-net-worth individuals: those who wished to avoid the headaches of private jet ownership, yet also demanded a discriminating experience. A mere forty seats were spread spaciously across a cabin designed for six times that number. Each “sanctuary” consisted of a plush leather recliner, entertainment suite, separate lie-flat bed, and a mahogany surface that doubled as a workspace and dining table. A mid-cabin lounge offered barstool seating with fine wine and exclusive reserve liquor. In the aft cabin a full-service spa massaged away stress, and private shower compartments allowed passengers to refresh before landing.

All of which, of course, came at a ruinous price.

For the CIA, however, Hemisphere Airlines offered one exceptionally alluring attribute—it operated out of Macau International Airport, a secondary airfield across the Pearl River Estuary from Hong Kong.

Better yet, its security screening and boarding practices were unfailingly discreet. This was not by accident. The airline was a favorite among the Chinese Communist Party elite, who avoided the masses wherever possible, as well as corporate executives and foreign dignitaries. Basic security measures were in place, but the intense surveillance of Hong Kong International or Shenzhen Bao’an International could be sidestepped.

Chen checked the flight display on his private flat-screen monitor. There were no overlays of territorial boundaries, but the map told him all he needed to know. They were closer to Japan than China, which put them in safe airspace. He was, at long last, free.

Glancing across the expansive aisle, he made eye contact with a woman. She was attractive, in an understated way, with ash-blond hair and an engaging smile, probably in her late thirties. It hadn’t escaped Chen that she had demurred on the first round of champagne. He imagined the conflict his CIA escort officer must have felt. Declining a drink at the gate would be out of character for a typical Hemisphere Airlines passenger. On the other hand, since they had still been on enemy territory at the time, sobriety was the only responsible course. He guessed that her partner, a young Asian man seated in the mid-cabin who spoke fluent Mandarin, had likely done the same.

Kate—probably not her real name—looked more relaxed now. She accepted the flight attendant’s offer, and as soon as the woman moved on, she raised her glass to Chen in a subtle toast. He grinned, then returned to his work.

His laptop appeared ordinary, a hardened model from a brand-name manufacturer. Yet while the shell had been bought in a store, what lay inside was anything but off-the-shelf.

The laptop interfaced with a revolutionary suite of software contained in its accompanying black case. The system was designed for portability, being intended for use in forward locations. The capabilities it provided were without parallel in modern warfare.

Communication was facilitated by a small satellite antenna, which was presently suction-cupped to the nearby window. The antenna could link to receivers across various bandwidths, which was critical to the system’s designed mission. That flexibility was now on display: Chen had locked on to a solid satellite signal, sidestepping the aircraft’s Wi-Fi system, which was neither reliable nor secure. And as he knew better than almost anyone on earth, the greatest challenge in any cyber network was maintaining secure communications.

Satisfied that his plush pod prevented anyone from seeing his screen, he called up a real-time feed of the scene at the wharf. Expropriating the feed from MSS channels had been virtual child’s play. The battered taxi sat surrounded by police and MSS cars. The bloody minister of culture and tourism was gesturing angrily at a cluster of men in suits. Chen had no grievance with Luo Sheng, nor, for that matter, with the prostitute he had frolicked with last night. They had simply been convenient dupes—in the right place at the right time.

The CIA had expertly orchestrated Chen’s extraction—smuggling him out via a delivery truck earlier that morning, changing vehicles three times over in a roundabout route to the airport. Then, finally, a reservation on Hemisphere Airlines, complete with travel documents under a new assumed identity. It had been tense, terrifying, and downright exhausting, but it had worked. Exquisitely.

Using the autonomous taxi and manipulating the tracking signals had all been his idea. A smoke screen of distraction to maximize confusion.

The driverless taxi was not only right up Chen’s alley, but also a perfect middle finger to the MSS. For years they had experimented with inserting malwares into various Chinese-built cars. Unfortunately, finding practical applications for a self-driving car with a kamikaze mode had proved elusive. After a few hundred cars were shipped out with the hidden software, the project lost funding and had largely been forgotten.

Until the man who had conceived it brought it back to life.

If anything surprised Chen, it was how quickly his hand had been forced. Fully expecting the MSS to be watching him, he had set up tripwires in various internal communication nodes. Three weeks ago, shortly after the CIA had responded to his initial approach, one of those tripwires had gone off. Within days, his name was racing through top-level MSS channels like storm-driven wildfire.

He didn’t panic.

Disgusted by the corruption of the regime and its disdain for human rights, he had been plotting his defection for the better part of a year.

The project he now oversaw, Tianhou, or Sky Fire in English, was the apex of ten years of work. Chen’s transformative application of artificial intelligence could vault China’s military to the forefront. For that reason alone, the MSS had ample concern to watch him. What they never took into account, however, was the uniqueness of his position. It never occurred to his MSS minders that they were monitoring him using systems that he himself had created.

With one last look at the scene along the wharf, he input a few final commands. His index finger hesitated slightly, then he tapped the final keystroke. Chen cut the connection, pulled down the antenna, and shut Sky Fire down.

Deep in servers a thousand miles away, in the MSS’s most secretive data center, his instructions were executed. In a matter of milliseconds, years of work vaporized in an alphanumeric puff of smoke. Owing to the highly classified nature of his research, the design records and data resided nowhere else. Recovery would be impossible.

The lone prototype of Sky Fire was now his, and his alone.

Dr. Chen Li put his head back and closed his eyes. The sense of relief was profound.



KASEY SHERIDAN WAS glad to see Chen shut down his laptop. She knew he was using it to facilitate their escape, but in the age of electronic tracking, clipping the only remaining signal was undeniably comforting.

She settled deeper into the oversize leather seat and sipped her champagne. Bubbly wasn’t really her thing, but she had to admit it was superb. And it felt good to switch off. The recent weeks had been nerve-racking. Extracting Chen from China had been the most challenging assignment of her sixteen-year CIA career. The mission had been green-lighted from the highest levels, yet its footprint was kept deliberately small. In the final week, she and her partner, Walter Ho, had gone dark. They cut all ties to the embassy, leaving only one secure comm channel to headquarters. They had ducked and weaved through a tradecraft labyrinth, running surveillance detection routes that bordered on marathons in the world’s most pervasive surveillance state. It had been exhilarating and exhausting, a once-in-a-career op that could shift the balance of world power. Although she knew only the basics of what Chen was carrying, she knew it was pure dynamite.

And now she and Walter were bringing it home.

Kasey tipped back the last of her champagne, and no sooner had she set down her glass than a good-looking male flight attendant—how many of these people were there, and were any of them unattractive?—materialized to offer a refill.

“Not now, thank you.”

Her empty flute was swept away by a white-gloved hand. Better not get used to this, she told herself. She figured the karmic odds were high that her next posting would be payback, six months in a pure hellhole in some dark and dusty corner of the globe. The kind of place where no matter how hard you tried, no matter how much the CIA spent, nothing meaningful ever changed.

She got up and walked aft along the main aisle. Walter was seated mid-cabin, and even from a distance she saw him nodding off. She couldn’t fault him. Kasey had managed a few hours’ sleep at the hotel yesterday evening, but he hadn’t gotten any rest in days. The early morning hours had been the worst, transferring Chen to Macau Airport right under the noses of the MSS. The scheme had worked brilliantly, and after arriving at the airport, the three of them had ignored one another in the terminal in the name of operational security. Now, with China in the rearview mirror, contact was acceptable. Better yet, Hemisphere’s roomy cabin layout made it simple to stay out of earshot of other passengers.

As she neared Walter’s seat, she noticed a young pregnant woman she had seen in the terminal seated across the aisle. The woman appeared too far along in her pregnancy to be traveling, but Kasey couldn’t blame her. China was one of the last places she’d ever want to be hospitalized, much less give birth.

One of the flight attendants was in the process of making up the woman’s bed, expertly tucking in the thousand thread-count sheets and masterfully plumping the goose down pillows and duvet. It was like watching an artist at work.

Walter, however, was too tired to notice, his head bent lazily to one side.

“We did it,” she said, leaning down next to his seat.

His eyes flicked open with a start. “Oh… yeah. Although we still have to finish this fourteen-hour flight to New York. I’m not sure if I can stay awake that long.”

“I think we’ve earned a little shut-eye. Might be your last chance for a while.” She nodded toward the pregnant woman. Walter’s wife was due in nine weeks.

“Maybe so. Did Chen shut down?” He too had been worried about the laptop giving away their position.

“Yep. Sounds like his diversions went exactly as planned. The guy really knows his stuff.”

He looked up and down the aisle. “Spot anybody who might be an issue?”

“Chinese assassins on our flight? You’re getting paranoid, Walter.”

“Isn’t that what we’re paid to be?”

“Between the two of us, we’ve put eyes on every person on this jet. Nobody stands out. Chen told me he actually downloaded the passenger manifest for the flight—not sure when he found the time, but I don’t doubt him. He ran every name, and not one kicked back as suspicious.”

“He was probably using MSS databases.”

“True. But those would be better than our own.”

Kasey was about to say something else when she noticed that the pregnant woman was trying to reach the overhead compartment to get something down.

Having finished making the bed, the flight attendant had returned to the galley to begin prepping for meal service.

“Can I help you with that?” Kasey asked, crossing the aisle.

“Thank you,” the woman replied. “I’m trying to get my bag down. I thought I’d already taken out my AirPods.”

“No problem at all. The brown one?”

The woman nodded and Kasey removed the expensive, designer suitcase.

“When are you due?” she asked, as the woman opened her bag and retrieved her AirPods.

“Not for another two months,” the woman replied, closing her bag and standing aside so Kasey could place it back into the overhead. “My doctor didn’t want me traveling in my third trimester, but I promised this would be my last trip. My husband, not to mention the rest of my family, would kill me if they couldn’t be there for the birth of the baby.”

“Boy or girl?” Kasey asked, as she hefted the bag back in place.

“We want it to be a surprise. As long as the baby’s healthy, that’s all we care about,” the woman replied.

“Good for you,” Kasey said, putting the bag back and closing the bin.

The two chatted a bit, and nothing the woman said raised an alarm for Kasey. She moved back across the aisle and said to Walter, “She works for a private equity company. Can you believe they sent her to Hong Kong? She’s due about a week before your wife.”

Walter chuckled. “If my wife’s boss tried to get her to take a trip at this point, she’d be in his driveway planting pipe bombs.”

“Hannah’s a tough lady. Probably needs to be in order to put up with you.”

He smiled. “What about you? When are you going to have kids?”

“One thing at a time,” Kasey responded. “I need to find the right guy first.” Shooting a glance up front, she returned to business. “I should probably get back.”

“You worry too much.”

“I can’t help it. It’s the first time he’s been out of our sight in days.”

“I think we’re in the clear.”

Now it was Kasey who chuckled. “Not until we hand him over in New York.”

Walter tapped his display screen, which traced the airplane’s flight path over the North Pole to their eventual destination of John F. Kennedy International Airport in New York City. “All we’ve got to do is get him there. This is the easy part. Relax and have a little more champagne. Everything’s going to be fine.”





CHAPTER 4

Beijing

How the hell did you let this happen?” said the iron-fisted Minister of State Security, the only man between Zhang and the president himself. The minister was linked in by video as they dissected what had happened that morning. And right now, he was fuming.

Zhang resented his presence. They were in the middle of a massive manhunt, and the last thing he needed was his boss tossing recriminations around the operations center like hand grenades. It not only eroded morale, but also undermined Zhang’s authority. With every barb and with every flake of dandruff that dropped off the old man’s scalp, Zhang wanted to wrap his hands around his brittle, scrawny neck and squeeze until it snapped. Had the man been in the room, he might have done just that.

Forcing himself to focus, he returned his attention to the security camera footage from Macau International Airport and the lavish boarding lounge of Hemisphere Airlines.

The video they were studying had been taken two hours before the debacle on the pier. There was no mistaking the bespectacled figure of Dr. Chen Li. He was typing furiously on a laptop in the minutes before boarding. The laptop was connected to a familiar black case on the floor by his knee.

“That is the system,” said a woman named Wu Mei. She had been the lead AI researcher under Chen and had been summoned to the operations center for the insights Zhang hoped she could provide.

“Are you sure?” Zhang asked.

“Absolutely.”

The minister, his face contorting on an adjacent screen, looked like he might pop an aneurysm. “Where is his airplane now?”

The researcher called up a map on the main monitor. Hemisphere Airlines Flight 777 was presently transiting Japanese airspace. Its flight path was projected northward on a polar route.

She said, “It will arrive in New York in roughly twelve hours.”

“Not if I have anything to say about it!” the minister countered.

Zhang watched as the minister picked up a secure phone without killing the video link. Over the course of the next ten minutes, Zhang and the researcher heard half of two very agitated conversations. The first was with a Chinese Air Force general who confirmed that, if the order was given soon, interceptors could probably catch up with the airliner and shoot it down. In the second call, a Chinese Navy admiral was more confident. He had two destroyers near the airliner’s projected flight path, and both carried surface-to-air missiles with enough range to knock the massive jet out of the sky.

The minister then paused before initiating his most perilous call. He set up a three-way videoconference, to include the operations center, before inviting the last participant to join. Zhang knew blame-sharing when he saw it, and he watched nervously as an assistant answered. Sixty seconds later, the well-coiffed visage of the president of China appeared. Two of his closest advisers were visible on the screen, one over each shoulder. The MSS minister confessed what had happened. The fireworks began immediately, a rapid-fire exchange that engulfed all the players.

Potential casualties?

There are forty passengers on the aircraft and sixteen crewmembers. Most are either American or Chinese, with eight other nationalities represented…

Yes, the Japanese, the Russians, and perhaps the Americans will see the shoot down…

No, we haven’t yet come up with justification for use of force…

A heated debate ran, and as it did, Zhang found his eyes flicking to a second monitor. The symbol representing Hemisphere Flight 777 ticked farther away with each second.

The discussion digressed into a shouting match between the president’s advisers and the MSS minister. Shooting the jet down would resolve their intelligence disaster, but at the cost of generating a political firestorm. The Americans would surely know the real reason for bringing the jet down. Only one point brought consensus. Dr. Chen Li could not be allowed to reach New York with the secrets in his possession.

Zhang suddenly realized that one person was not paying attention to the heated back and forth. Glancing over at the researcher, he saw her typing feverishly on a keyboard. When she finally looked up, she locked eyes with Zhang. Her expression implied that she had discovered something important.

“What is it?” Zhang asked.

The men on the videoconference fell silent, also seeming to notice her pent-up exhilaration.

The AI researcher hesitated. She clearly wasn’t used to having the exclusive attention of the most powerful men in China. “Forgive me,” she said, “but I think there might be another way.”

She explained her idea, an option none of them even knew existed.

Silence followed, everyone deferring to the president.

“Do you have full confidence in this technology?” asked the president.

“Absolutely. I designed it myself.”

“How quickly can it be done?”

“I think the better question is, where should it be done?” She directed everyone’s attention to the map and explained her reasoning. “Doing it that way would give us time to prepare.”

The president began a slow nod that gathered momentum. “Very well,” he said. “Proceed.”





CHAPTER 5

Hemisphere Airlines Flight 777

6 Hours Later

The polar night was a sight to behold. The world looked cold. Countless stars jeweled the black sky above. Below was nothing but a darkened void. There were no cities for hundreds of miles, and even if there had been, tonight a dense layer of clouds was obscuring the ground. The isolation was absolute. Like no other place on earth.

First Officer Brett Sharpe checked their position on the flight management system. Roughly halfway through their trip, the latitude showed 88.6 degrees north.

“Not directly over the Pole,” he said, “but you can see it from here.”

Captain Bill Fowler looked out the side window. Somewhere in the darkness, roughly ninety miles away, lay the geographic point where Robert Peary had planted the American flag over a hundred years earlier. The place where curving lines of longitude met on every map. There was nothing to mark the spot on a permanent basis, no flag or marker, because there was no land upon which to place anything. The North Pole was simply a concept, a geographic curiosity beneath a continuously drifting sheet of ice.

“It’s down there somewhere,” Fowler agreed. He tinkered with the radar display. “This storm looks wicked.”

“Yeah, glad we’re above it.”

An Arctic low-pressure system was churning up a maelstrom, but they were flying high enough to top out the cloud cover and turbulence. The ride at 34,000 feet was smooth. Better yet, an 80-knot tailwind was giving Hemisphere Flight 777 a solid push to New York.

Long-haul flying over the Arctic and across open ocean was a serious departure from Sharpe’s last job—flying F-22 Raptors in the Air Force. Traveling at supersonic speed, turning and burning… there was no other flying like that in the world. It was the best job he’d ever had.

At least it had been until he’d been given a “career broadening” staff assignment. It was a misstep the Air Force had been making for years, pulling seasoned pilots at the top of their game out of the cockpit and forcing them into administrative posts. Like so many of his brethren, Sharpe hadn’t been interested. He’d made the jump to the civilian world, trading “major” for “first officer.”

All told, he’d been with Hemisphere for two years now and was enjoying himself. So far, he had no regrets.

A chime sounded as the jet’s satellite datalink downloaded a message. Sharpe called it up but saw a blank text field.

“Huh. Never seen that before.”

Fowler glanced at the empty screen. “Me neither, but the sat coverage up here can be spotty. If it’s something important, they’ll resend it.”

Sharpe closed the empty message. “I could use a cup of coffee. You want one?”

The skipper thought it was a terrific idea.

He rang the flight attendant call button.



UNKNOWN TO THE crew, the message wasn’t for them. Deep within the jet’s labyrinthine network, a digital back door had been cracked open, and a sleeper agent planted years ago, designed by Dr. Chen’s capable protégé, stirred from its slumber.

From thousands of miles away, an unseen hand guided the malware’s path. The Thirteenth Bureau, the tech-savvy arm of China’s MSS, had made its move. In the face of a potential national catastrophe, they had unleashed their ultimate fail-safe.

The silent attack began in the plane’s communication system. The message that went unseen by the crew was rerouted, and a spurious signal whispered into the jet’s vitals. Four temperature sensors, two placed in the heart of each engine, registered a sudden, impossible spike.

This false data triggered a chain reaction. The digital engine controls, designed for absolute safety, interpreted the phantom heat as a dire threat. Fuel lines clamped shut, and the engines, performing exactly as they had been programmed, began to shut down. Within seconds, warnings were cascading to the flight deck.

Sharpe gaped at the instrument panel, a sea of flashing red and amber lights, and exclaimed, “Engine failure! Both engines!”





CHAPTER 6

The passengers knew instantly that something was wrong. The steady, reassuring hum of the engines changed. The overhead lights stuttered. Most disconcerting of all was the look on the flight attendants’ faces. They had frozen mannequin-like while handing out plates of seared Wagyu steak and sole meunière.

Something was very wrong.

Kasey looked across the aisle and saw the concern she felt mirrored on Chen’s face. They weren’t merely worried about what was happening. They were wondering why it was happening.

For days they had been on high alert, every sense tuned for threats. Now, just as their guard was coming down, a crisis had struck out of nowhere. Like a bolt of lightning on a clear day. And the coincidence of it happening here, happening now, was too ominous to ignore.

Up on the flight deck, both pilots felt the loss of thrust. The sound of the giant turbines spooling down was like a low-pitch death rattle, the last breath of life leaving a dying corpse.

As the engine generators fell offline and battery power took over, the lights flickered. Then the autopilot disconnected, and its frantic alarm added to the cacophony.

Captain Fowler took charge, running the memory procedure for dual engine failure. Hands were racing over controls. Procedures were being run. None of it was helping. They were flying a 200-ton glider.

“Not getting a relight on either engine,” Sharpe stated. With the procedures not working, experience became their last resort. “What do you think? Not many things that’d cause both engines to quit. Volcanic ash?”

“Nope, that would have shown high engine temperatures. And the fuel is warm enough, nowhere near the freezing point. All I can figure is contaminated fuel.”

“If that’s the case, we’re not going to get a restart.”

The two exchanged a grave look. They were running out of options. The aircraft had been at 35,000 feet when the engines died. Now they were at 28,000. Battling mushy controls, Fowler had reduced the airspeed for a better glide ratio. It would buy a little more time, but not much.

“I’ll keep trying for a relight,” Fowler said. “Get Burnsy up here—maybe he’ll have an idea.”

Thirty seconds later, Captain Scott Burns, the relief pilot who had been taking a break in back, entered the flight deck and hopped into the jump seat. They filled him in on the situation. Warnings kept coming, audible alerts and amber lights.

At 20,000 feet the stars disappeared as the aircraft was swallowed by dense clouds. They were no longer above the storm. They were in it.

The jet began rocking in turbulence.

Fowler instructed Sharpe to send a mayday. Position, course, speed, situation. Since they were on a polar route, it couldn’t be done by radio; it had to be via satellite.

After three attempts, Sharpe said, “Bill, the mayday’s not going through.”

“What do you mean?”

He pointed to a series of MESSAGE FAIL responses. “I don’t get it. It was working fine earlier.”

“Keep trying!”

Sharpe complied while the two senior pilots fought to regain the use of at least one engine.

At 10,000 feet, Fowler made the call they all knew was coming. “Okay, change of plan. Forget about getting the engines back. We’re going down and it’s not going to be pretty.”

Sharpe expanded his electronic map. “I show the nearest land three hundred and ten miles south.” He didn’t even bother to look for an airfield, which would have doubled the distance.

“From this altitude, we can glide maybe twenty miles.”

“Ditching it is,” Burns said, flipping through the handbook to find the correct checklist.

“I guess that’s our only choice,” Fowler stated. “Problem is, this won’t be a straight water landing. We’ll be putting down on an ice floe.”

It was a situation none of them had ever contemplated. No one had. It wasn’t even in the book.

“Will the ice hold if we use the landing gear?” Sharpe asked.

“Four hundred thousand pounds on ten tires? Not a chance.”

“Then we’re looking at a belly landing,” Sharpe ventured.

Fowler looked at the other two pilots. In a silent vote, both nodded. “I guess it’s the best bad option. Spreads the weight out. I don’t see any way the ice is going to support the jet, but it might help us float a little longer. And once we evacuate it should be strong enough to support our passengers and some survival equipment. Run the ditching checklist, but let’s tell the flight attendants that the plan is to evacuate onto the ice.”

The captain ordered Sharpe to keep sending maydays, including blind calls on the VHF radio emergency frequency, 121.5 MHz.

Sharpe did so repeatedly but heard no aircraft or ships reply. He wasn’t surprised. The top of the world was a lonely place, and there was likely no one within range.

Burns coordinated with the flight attendants to prepare the cabin for ditching. When he finished, he asked, “What about dumping fuel? Seems like we ought to make her as light as possible.”

“Do it!” the captain ordered.

Burns worked a few switches and tons of fuel began venting from the wings.

The jet shuddered in a fierce gust of wind. The airframe groaned as if it knew what was coming.

Working the spongy controls, Fowler muttered, “Now I know how Sully Sullenberger felt. Except my Hudson River is going to be a frozen sheet of ice.”





CHAPTER 7

The flight attendant gave loud, definite instructions. “Locate the nearest emergency exit now! Do not evacuate until ordered to do so by a uniformed crewmember!”

Kasey, who had ignored the routine safety briefing while taxiing out in Macau, clung to every word. Her lap belt was cinched as tight as she could get it. She’d stowed her table. She memorized the layout of the emergency floor lighting and pointed it out to Chen. She counted the number of seats to the nearest exit. If the cabin filled with smoke, she could get them both out by feel if necessary.

Her attention shifted to the passengers around her. She saw a frail older woman who might need help. A muscular young businessman appeared fit and capable. She would enlist his help if needed. She thought about the pregnant woman in the mid-cabin. Walter will take care of her, she told herself.

Suddenly, the plane was violently buffeted. A collective gasp erupted and morphed into people screaming, crying, praying. Kasey stole a glance out the window. All she could see was a milky haze in the wash of the landing lights. The monitor in front of her, which had been displaying a map of their journey, had blanked minutes earlier. She tried to recall where they were. Somewhere over the Arctic. Was there even land below? An airport nearby?

“Bend as far forward as you can with your face down! Wrap your arms behind your knees!”

Kasey couldn’t stop planning. She grabbed the full-size pillow and thick blanket they’d given her and wedged them at her sides. She caught the eye of the older woman across the aisle. There was panic in her face and her seat belt was dangling free. Kasey mimed buckling it and that seemed to snap her out of her rattled frame of mind. The woman complied.

She glanced back over at Chen. He was wedging his black briefcase between his seat and the bed. It had been beside him the entire flight. The one time he’d gone to use the bathroom, Kasey had kept a constant watch on it.

The flight attendant’s instructions kept coming.

“After landing, release your seat belt and go to the nearest exit! Do not take any possessions with you!”

Kasey hoped she lived long enough to break that rule. There was no way in hell she was getting off this plane without Chen. Or without Sky Fire.





CHAPTER 8

Sharpe had stared death in the eye countless times. But this was different. It was a commercial airliner full of passengers and crew—people who had entrusted their lives to him and the other two pilots on the flight deck.

Despite the years of training and experience that had always brought him through before, he knew that this time he was going to need something else. Luck. Lots of it.

His attention alternated between the few instruments still functioning and the scene outside. The radar altimeter confirmed they were only 2,000 feet above the Arctic Ocean. The ice-clad sea was rushing at them like a train.

The problem was, with touchdown only minutes away, he still couldn’t see the surface. The dense clouds had given way to a blast of oncoming snow. Wind gusts hammered the airframe relentlessly. The flight display showed a wind velocity of 60 knots, almost hurricane force. Fowler was waging a pitched battle with the controls to simply keep the wings level.

“Wind from two o’clock at fifty-eight knots,” he stated. “We need to turn straight into it for landing.”

“Working on it,” Fowler grunted, fighting to turn right. “We’ll use full flaps.”

The cockpit door was bulletproof, but not so thick that they couldn’t hear the flight attendants bellowing commands in the cabin. Burns gave them a two-minute warning on the PA, and they began shouting for everyone to assume the brace position.

“Mark our position,” Fowler said.

Sharpe created a new fix in the navigation system and named it Waypoint Zulu. Out of instinct, he committed the lat/long coordinates to memory.

The jet began slowing and, on Fowler’s command, Sharpe began lowering the flaps in increments.

By 1,000 feet, the flaps were fully extended, and they were flying at minimum speed. It wouldn’t be as much a landing as a controlled crash. Finally, the snow began to thin in the glow of the landing lights.

“We’re below the weather but I can’t see the surface yet,” Fowler remarked. “Still too much snow.”

“Five hundred feet,” Sharpe noted. “Four hundred.”

Obscure reflections finally began registering below. The surface gained contour. It wasn’t as smooth as Sharpe had hoped. Ridges in the ice pack creased upward, shiny aqueous pools between them. All of it flashed past in a blur.

“One hundred feet!” Sharpe exclaimed. “Descent rate is too high!”

Fowler tried to pull up, but a burst of Arctic wind countered his inputs. Pushing forward to porpoise the nose down, he overcorrected.

The jet’s aft fuselage made impact and the forward belly slammed down hard. Tremors shuddered through the entire aircraft. It was a brutal, ugly landing. And it wasn’t over.

With no landing gear, there were no brakes. With no engines, there was no reverse thrust. And with the flaps all the way down, there was no way to create additional drag. There was also no way to steer. They were barreling forward with a tremendous amount of speed, but no control whatsoever.

Directly ahead, Sharpe saw a vague shadow racing toward them. As it got closer, he began to read its contours, and his heart caught in his throat.

It was a hill of ice as tall as an eighteen-wheeler and as wide as a bus station. They had survived the landing only to now crash into a frozen wall. It was a bitter irony.

But seconds before their head-on collision, the jet’s starboard engine snagged on a fissure, initiating a spin to the right. It wasn’t enough, however, to save them. The airliner struck the ridge in an explosion of ice and snow.

As it did, the cockpit was sent soaring back into the air.





CHAPTER 9

Beijing

The tension in the MSS operations center was crushing. Zhang Tao had just unleashed a withering tirade. Threatening and berating, it left no doubt in anyone’s mind that careers were at stake. Every face in the room bore the grim weight of a gamble that they weren’t sure would pay off.

Their immediate problem was self-inflicted—they had no way of knowing if their scheme had worked.

One of the most basic tenets of warfare was to control the high ground, making space the ultimate frontier. Leveraging a low-earth-orbit satellite that had never before been activated, China was now jamming all commercial communications in the polar sky. This would cut off distress calls from Hemisphere Flight 777, which meant the world would not know exactly when or where it had gone down.

The MSS, unfortunately, relied on those same feeds.

Zhang’s skull felt like it was going to explode. His meds had grown less effective over time and so to compensate, he’d done what he always did in bad moments. He’d popped an extra dose. It was a slippery medical slope, but for now he ignored whatever rocky landing might be waiting for him at the bottom.

“How long can we continue jamming?” he asked.

The operations center chief replied, “There is no technical limitation, but the longer we keep it up, the more likely our actions will be discovered. Initially, the Americans will view the outage as an atmospheric anomaly. Eventually, however, suspicion will take hold. I think if we continue for more than an hour, they will investigate the interruption and discover our intervention.”

Zhang’s left eye twitched. The use of the jamming system had been a heated point of debate. It would violate countless aviation and space treaties, but that was of little consequence. Of greater concern was that it would unveil one of their most secretive capabilities. To not use it, however, heightened the risk that Sky Fire would fall into the wrong hands. In the end, the president had made the call, thankfully taking the course Zhang favored.

Flight 777 would slam into the Arctic Ocean, and its wreckage would disappear beneath thousands of feet of water in an ice-clad sea. Any distress calls would be drowned out by the jamming. More important, the signals from the aircraft’s two emergency locator transmitters would be temporarily blocked.

The ELTs were tied to the plane’s black boxes, and once those sank into deep water, their transmissions would be severely attenuated. The beacons would still function, but it would take a concentrated undersea search to find them.

Yet because they activated on impact, there was a chance one or both might begin pinging before the wreckage sank. By jamming communications for a short time, the airliner’s final resting place could effectively be hidden. There would be a narrow window during which only China knew the jet’s fate. But even Beijing wouldn’t have a precise fix on its position.














e9781668066423/fonts/Spectral-Italic.ttf


e9781668066423/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Epigraph


		Chapter 1


		Chapter 2


		Chapter 3


		Chapter 4


		Chapter 5


		Chapter 6


		Chapter 7


		Chapter 8


		Chapter 9


		Chapter 10


		Chapter 11


		Chapter 12


		Chapter 13


		Chapter 14


		Chapter 15


		Chapter 16


		Chapter 17


		Chapter 18


		Chapter 19


		Chapter 20


		Chapter 21


		Chapter 22


		Chapter 23


		Chapter 24


		Chapter 25


		Chapter 26


		Chapter 27


		Chapter 28


		Chapter 29


		Chapter 30


		Chapter 31


		Chapter 32


		Chapter 33


		Chapter 34


		Chapter 35


		Chapter 36


		Chapter 37


		Chapter 38


		Chapter 39


		Chapter 40


		Chapter 41


		Chapter 42


		Chapter 43


		Chapter 44


		Chapter 45


		Chapter 46


		Chapter 47


		Chapter 48


		Chapter 49


		Chapter 50


		Chapter 51


		Chapter 52


		Chapter 53


		Chapter 54


		Chapter 55


		Chapter 56


		Chapter 57


		Chapter 58


		Chapter 59


		Chapter 60


		Chapter 61


		Chapter 62


		Chapter 63


		Chapter 64


		Chapter 65


		Chapter 66


		Chapter 67


		Chapter 68


		Chapter 69


		Chapter 70


		Chapter 71


		Chapter 72


		Chapter 73


		Chapter 74


		Chapter 75


		Chapter 76


		Chapter 77


		Chapter 78


		Chapter 79


		Chapter 80


		Chapter 81


		Chapter 82


		Chapter 83


		Chapter 84


		Chapter 85


		Acknowledgments


		About the Authors


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Epigraph


		Acknowledgments


		About the Authors


		Copyright








		IV


		V


		VII


		VIII


		IX


		X


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		271


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280


		281


		282


		283


		284


		285


		286


		287


		288


		289


		290


		291


		292


		293


		294


		295


		296


		297


		298


		299


		300


		301


		302


		303


		304


		305


		306


		307


		308


		309


		310


		311


		312


		313


		314


		315


		316


		317


		318


		319


		320


		321


		322


		323


		324


		325


		326


		327


		328


		329


		330


		331


		332


		333


		334


		335


		336


		337


		338


		339


		340


		341


		342


		I


		II


		III


		VI








e9781668066423/fonts/Spectral-Bold.ttf


e9781668066423/images/9781668066423.jpg
#1 NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLING AUTHOR

BRAD






e9781668066423/images/title.jpg
BRAD THOR
ano WARD LARSEN

COLD
ZERO

A Thriller

EMILY BESTLER BOOKS

ATRIA
New York Amsterdam/Antwerp London
Toronto Sydney/Melbourne New Delhi





e9781668066423/fonts/Spectral-BoldItalic.ttf


e9781668066423/fonts/Spectral-Regular.ttf


