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PROLOGUE

VICINITY OF PARACEL ISLANDS

SOUTH CHINA SEA

LI JIE WATCHED AS A WAVE BROKE OVER THE BOW OF HIS SHIP. THE GREEN FOAM scoured away the paint flecking from the Dragon’s discolored deck. To Li Jie’s seasoned eye, the frothing sea was a harbinger of what was to come. An omen of both the approaching storm and the violence brewing on his vessel.

Keeping his left hand on the wheel, Li Jie used his right to touch a button on the digital display mounted in the dashboard in front of him. A swirl of angry reds and oranges filled the LCD screen as the weather radar rendered the looming storm into abstract art. As predicted, the typhoon was shaping up to be a monster. But while the sea was rough going now, Li Jie planned to have his precious cargo tucked safely back in Zhanjiang Port before the worst of the storm hit.

The same could not be said of the Vietnamese fishing trawler wallowing through the choppy seas two points off his bow and three hundred meters distant.

“Are you certain the boat is dead in the water?”

The question came from behind Li Jie, but he didn’t turn to answer. Ostensibly, this was so that he could keep his eyes on the unforgiving waves, but the raging sea was not the only danger Li Jie feared. The slip of a woman with her bone-white hair and voice as quiet as the grave terrified Li Jie in a way that thirty years of plying his trade on stretches of the world’s most dangerous oceans did not. The sea might be a fickle mistress, but even at her worst, she could claim the lives of only those who sailed upon her waters. The same could not be said of the woman. A single whisper from that unassuming voice could render Li Jie, and his entire family, ash.

“Yes,” Li Jie said, toggling the monitor to yet another display. “This feed is from our passive sonar array. The trawler is not emitting engine noise. Her power plant is completely offline.”

Li Jie gestured as he spoke, tracing the nonexistent Doppler returns with his index finger. On the surface, there was no reason why Li Jie’s vessel would possess a passive sonar at all, let alone one sensitive enough to detect and classify targets more than one hundred kilometers distant.

But there was more to the Dragon than met the eye.

Though the Dragon was registered as an ordinary Chineseflagged cargo ship, she was anything but. Beneath the Dragon’s purposely rusting exterior was a surprisingly robust power plant capable of sending the vessel knifing through the water at greater than twenty knots and up to almost thirty in a pinch. The massive diesel engines also drove a pair of generators responsible for satisfying the Dragon’s prodigious electrical requirements. This appetite for power ran the gamut from banks of software-driven receivers designed to suck RF signals from the air to a suite of cleverly disguised electro-optical sensors that could surreptitiously observe and record activities from kilometers away.

But all of that was just window dressing compared to what the Dragon carried in the specially configured compartment deep within her hull. This fifteen-by-fifteen-meter space housed a deep-sea submersible hardened to withstand the steel-crushing water pressure at depths of greater than eight thousand meters. In his five years of captaining the Dragon, Li Jie had used the two-man minisub to tap undersea fiber-optic lines, install surveillance devices in enemy ports, monitor undersea weapons tests, and, in one case still discussed in the hushed tones the exploit deserved, beacon an American Ohio-class boomer submarine.

Still, as impressive as these exploits might be, they were but footnotes to the mission the minisub had just undertaken. A mission so secretive that for the first time in Li Jie’s tenure aboard the Dragon, the crew had been joined by a platoon of men commanded by a single woman.

Armed men.

If the hard-looking warriors had hailed from the People’s Liberation Army Navy Marine Corps, Li Jie would have still been uneasy, but not terrified. The Marine Corps’ Jiaolong Commando Unit, or Sea Dragons, were easily recognizable in their black uniforms and were often tasked to guard Chinese vessels from pirates. But the twenty men now crowding Li Jie’s berthing with their assortment of weapons and gear did not hail from any branch of the military. Instead, they were a detachment from a private security company known only by the English initials HAZ.

The men were mercenaries.

Killers for hire.

And while Li Jie and his crew had performed what at first blush had been deemed an impossible mission with the ease and professionalism for which they’d become known, the operation was not yet complete. As the woman with the quiet voice had made clear, until the Dragon was safely back in harbor and the contents of the ship’s vault transferred ashore, Li Jie and his crew were on war footing.

“Have they seen us?” the woman said, her quiet voice the whisper of steel on leather.

Li Jie paused, considering his answer.

While his years of clandestine service had taught him the need for secrecy, at his core, Li Jie was still a sailor and the thought of being caught powerless in a typhoon’s path was the stuff of nightmares. And yet, at the end of the day, a nightmare was still just a dream while the woman and her contingent of killers were very much a reality.

“I don’t know,” Li Jie said as another wave crashed over the Dragon’s bow. For a moment, the frothing water blurred the windshield, washing away the image of the stricken ship. Then the laboring windshield wipers did their work and the fishing trawler returned. “We’re jamming across the electromagnetic spectrum as per your instructions, but we’ve detected no RF energy emitting from the trawler. If she has a radar, she isn’t using it, and her radios seem to be down as well. Could be that she’s a ghost ship. Either way, without enough power for steerage, she won’t last long in this storm.”

The last sentence filled Li Jie with a sense of trepidation, but he added it nonetheless. He was a third-generation sailor and would always be the boy who’d learned about the sea while working alongside his fisherman father. Seeing the lifeless trawler wallowing in the waves clawed at his soul in a way that a non-sailor could never understand. In that moment, the ghost vessel wasn’t a Vietnamese-flagged ship. Instead, it represented his uncle and father desperately trying to bring the engines online before the South China Sea claimed another victim.

The slight woman with the bone-white hair and the power of life and death in her soft voice tapped long, elegant fingers on the faux-wood dashboard. Her emotionless eyes tracked the ailing trawler. She’d begun to speak when a signal light flashed from the trawler’s bridge, interrupting her.

ENGINES DISABLED. TAKING ON WATER. NEED ASSISTANCE. URGENT.

As heartbreaking as the plea was, Li Jie didn’t bother translating the flashes for the woman. The fishermen had just sealed their fate. Indeed, the slight woman was already speaking into the small radio she kept fastened to her belt. The radio that linked her to the hulking, scar-faced warrior who commanded the mercenary contingent. After a final flurry of words, the woman released the transmit button and returned the radio to her belt.

A moment later, light again split the darkness.

But this time, the light carried something far more lethal than mere words.

A series of flashes rippled across the trawler’s waterline as armor-piercing warheads detonated. The crippled vessel listed to the right, her watertight compartments flooding. In less time than it took for Li Jie to breathe a prayer to the ancestors on behalf of the fishermen’s souls, the trawler disappeared into the swirling water.

“Survivors?” the slight woman asked.

Li Jie dutifully played the Dragon’s infrared sensor across the maelstrom, searching for the telltale white thermal signature of a warm human body amid the churning black waves. He thought he’d caught a glimpse of gray during the first sweep, but the sensor’s second revealed only the raging sea.

Satisfied, Li Jie toggled the display back to the weather radar.

“None,” Li Jie said. “The storm is almost upon us. I respectfully suggest that we make for port.”

“Agreed,” the woman said. “And I respectfully suggest you get us home in one piece. More than just our lives depend on your nautical skills.”

Li Jie gave a curt nod as he advanced the twin throttles, sending the Dragon lurching forward. But behind his carefully cultivated blank face, Li Jie was shaking. He breathed a second prayer to the ancestors.

This time, the soul he bargained for was his own.
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UNIVERSITY OF REGENSBURG

REGENSBURG, GERMANY

“ENTSCHULDIGUNG—WO IST DIE FAKULTÄT FÜR MATHEMATIK?”

Jack Ryan, Jr., did in fact know the way to the mathematics department, but not because he was an aficionado of the Pythagorean theorem. In fact, Jack’s last math class had been under the tutelage of Father O’Neil, whose love of equations and variables was rivaled only by his adoration for the writings of St. Thomas Aquinas. Jack had escaped the class with a C-plus, much to the chagrin of his surgeon mother, who took a dim view of any mark less than a B.

Jack’s familiarity with the University of Regensburg’s quaint campus was not the result of a newfound thirst for knowledge or a desire to right his past collegiate wrongs characterized by too much time on the football field and not enough in the library. Neither had Jack’s familiarity come from strolling along the campus’s network of pedestrian paths under the azure sky and brilliant German sunshine. No, Jack knew where the math building was for the same reason he was seated at a section of tables in the cobblestone-paved common area that formed the university’s heart.

Jack was running a surveillance operation.

But he couldn’t say this to the cute blonde dressed in a white half-shirt, black Lululemon leggings, and white cross-trainers. While Jack hadn’t thought much of college math, there were certainly some aspects of the higher-education experience he’d found enjoyable.

“Sorry,” Jack said with a smile. “I’m not a student.”

The girl smiled back, and Jack’s grin widened.

At six foot two and two hundred twenty pounds, Jack was a big boy. Now that he was closer to forty than twenty, he had to hit the gym harder to maintain his athletic build. But his blue eyes were still bright, his face unwrinkled, and his brown hair thick and curly.

Judging by the coed’s reaction, Jack must not be aging too terribly.

He still had it.

“Of course not,” the girl said, laughing, as she switched to German-accented English. “You are much too old to be a student. I thought you might be visiting your child for parents’ weekend?”

Or perhaps not.

“Nope, no child,” Jack said, fighting to keep his grin from withering. “Just here for a conference.”

“Oh,” the girl said, her face reddening. “Sorry. Could you tell me where the mathematics building is located?”

“Sure,” Jack said. “Quickest way is through there.” He turned in his chair to point to the doors of the University Student Office behind him. “It’ll be the first building you see on the other side.”

“Danke,” the girl said.

She offered Jack a final smile that reeked of pity before heading into the building.

Jack gritted his teeth as he waited for the other shoe to drop. As jolting as it had been to learn that he could no longer pass as a college student, he knew the worst was still to come. As if on cue, a feminine voice echoed from a Bluetooth-equipped combination transmitter/receiver lodged deep in the canal of his right ear.

“Do we have a med kit?”

“Why?” Jack said, instantly alert.

“Thought you might need something for your bruised ego.”

The raspy tone engendered images of raven hair and vanilla-scented olive-toned skin. Unlike Jack, who was seated at a flimsy metal table with a doner kebab wrapped in aluminum foil for company, his coworker and girlfriend, Lisanne Robertson, was lounging in the grass on the south side of the University Student Office. In fact, if they’d been the only two operatives on the net, Jack might have broken protocol long enough to tell the Lebanese American woman how he’d accidentally mixed salt into his coffee after seeing her in “college attire.”

Jack didn’t.

This was partly because he was still trying to navigate the pitfalls of working clandestinely with someone who was also a love interest and partly because he and Lisanne weren’t alone on the net.

Not by a long shot.

“Don’t sweat it, Jack. We all get old.”

The high-pitched voice belonged to Gavin Biery.

Like Jack and Lisanne, Gavin was an employee of The Campus, an off-the-books intelligence agency. Unlike Jack and Lisanne, who were paramilitary officers, Gavin was The Campus’s director of information technology, and its resident hacker. As such, he was perched in his comfortable chair at The Campus’s Alexandria, Virginia, headquarters rather than in Germany.

Since the operation the three operatives were currently running had been billed as surveillance only, Gavin had asked to accompany his teammates. Jack had turned down the portly keyboard warrior. Gavin brought more to the fight ensconced in his climate-controlled IT labyrinth than he would deployed to the field.

Not to mention that he looked far less appealing in summer wear.

“First of all, I’m not old,” Jack said. “Second, I need everyone focused on the task at hand. Coffee break is coming up.”

“Whatever you say, pops,” Lisanne said, her husky voice raising goose bumps across Jack’s skin.

Before catching his flight to Munich, Jack had been called in for a sit-down with his boss and The Campus’s director of operations, John T. Clark. Clark’s operational history was both long and distinguished, beginning with his time as a SOG veteran and Vietnam-era Navy SEAL. In the ensuing years, Clark had worked as a CIA paramilitary officer and served as the original Rainbow Six. He and Jack’s father had met in the jungles of Colombia during a CIA-helmed counter-drug operation gone wrong.

Now Jack’s father was the President of the United States, and Clark was Jack’s boss. When John Clark talked, Jack listened, even on the rare occasions when he didn’t agree with what his boss had to say.

This had been one of those times.

Jack and Lisanne had been honest with their brothers- and sisters-in-arms when their relationship had firmly left platonic territory. While this wasn’t a surprise to most of their compatriots, Clark had counseled the pair on what this meant from an operational sense. In short, it changed things. Contrary to the movies, operating with someone with whom you were romantically involved was difficult.

Serving objectively as that person’s team leader was nearly impossible.

Jack hadn’t disagreed with Clark’s assessment. Who was he to argue with someone who’d been hunting his nation’s adversaries while Jack had still been in diapers? Still, this was not an operation, per se, as much as a tactical test-drive. A test-drive of Isabel Yang’s utility as well as a demonstration for a rather unique bit of software Gavin had been tinkering with for the last several months. It would also serve as a trial run for Jack’s ability to operate with Lisanne in the field. As Campus work went, you couldn’t get much more vanilla than an academic conference held in the sleepy German town of Regensburg.

Milk run were the exact words Jack had used with Clark.

“I’ve got movement on Socrates’s phone,” Gavin said.

Socrates was Isabel Yang’s call sign.

Yang was a twenty-six-year-old Ph.D. student who was being groomed as a Campus helper. The Campus’s black side numbered less than twelve people, and the flat organizational chart and lack of bureaucracy was one of the organization’s selling points. Unlike traditional members of the intelligence community, Campus operatives were not limited by findings, statutes, or authorities. Jack Ryan, Sr., and his friend and Campus founder, Gerry Hendley, were the North Stars when it came to deciding what was in and out of bounds as it pertained to sanctioned operations. Though not a history professor like his father, Jack Junior was an adept enough student of the antiquities to know that this arrangement was not a recipe for success.

But that was a problem for another day.

Jack’s near-term concern lay with The Campus’s manpower, or lack thereof. Nimble organizations were great at the type of missions that required a scalpel, but more and more often, Campus work tended toward the sledgehammer variety. With multiple teams operating simultaneously around the globe, the lack of depth in nonoperational departments like logistics, recruiting, and human resources was beginning to show. Even among the door-k ickers, Campus personnel were stretched painfully thin. To make matters worse, the entity had no formal accessions process. This meant The Campus had no standardized way to vet and onboard potential new talent.

Enter Jack’s thought on helpers.

The Mossad was a shining example of how to do more with less. As a country of only about nine million people, Israel was constantly required to punch above its weight. The tiny nation’s intelligence service was no exception. As a way to even the scales against its much-better-funded and -manned counterparts, the Mossad had developed a network of helpers that spanned the globe. These men and women weren’t operatives as much as they were people in unique positions or with unique skill sets who could fill logistical or intelligence gaps for active Mossad operations.

People like Isabel Yang.

In addition to her qualifications as an academic who spoke three languages and could pass for half a dozen nationalities, Isabel was an Army brat. Her Chinese American father had been a Green Beret assigned to the 10th Special Forces Group when he’d been killed in Afghanistan. Isabel’s patriotism ran deep. Jack had first made her acquaintance during an operation in South Korea, and he’d been impressed with her mettle. Now they were taking the next step in the agent/handler relationship.

Isabel was attending the academic conference hosted by the University of Regensburg at The Campus’s behest. A conference also attended by three influential Chinese scientists whose work spanned both military and civilian applications. The conference was now entering its second day, and while Isabel had confirmed the presence of the Chinese scientists, she had yet to meet them.

Jack was hoping this would change today.

“Roger that, Gavin,” Jack said. “Can you confirm she’s heading toward the break area, over?”

“Stand by,” Gavin said.

Geolocating someone with their phone was old news. What once took the power of the NSA’s supercomputers could now be done with one of the many publicly available apps. But the utility of this capability vanished once someone was inside a structure.

Until now.

Gavin had been toying with the idea of using the accelerometer in a target’s phone to judge the direction and distance of their movement, but he’d struggled with how to baseline the algorithms. Everyone’s stride was different, and this made it difficult to judge how fast and far someone was moving once the accelerometer triggered.

Then Gavin had had one of his famous breakthroughs.

Rather than attempting to baseline a target independently, he would use the phones surrounding the target phone to measure the distance it covered. He’d developed an app that would allow him to use phones connected to a single Wi-Fi router as a miniature GPS constellation. Code-named PARSEC, the invention worked pretty well in the shakeout exercise Jack had run at a mall near Alexandria.

This was its first operational test.

“Confirmed,” Gavin said, sounding like a kid on Christmas morning. “Socrates is moving with the targets toward the break area.”

“Roger that,” Jack said. “Lisanne, you ready?”

“You bet,” Lisanne said. “Video and audio feeds are great.”

The tobacco-cessation efforts that were all the rage in America had yet to take hold in much of the rest of the world. The Chinese scientists were no exception. Thus, the common area outside the mathematics building had proven to be a popular hangout for those who preferred nicotine to caffeine for their afternoon pick-me-up. The courtyard offered a breath of fresh air along with the all-important receptacle for cigarette butts.

After watching the targets eschew the conveniently located coffee shop for the smoking area on day one, Jack had adjusted his plan in two ways. One, he’d repositioned Lisanne and her goodies. Two, he’d suggested to Isabel that she take up smoking.

Unsurprisingly, the first directive had been much better received than the second.

Isabel was a fitness fanatic who viewed smoking as only slightly less risky than taking a dip in the cooling reservoir for Chernobyl’s reactor. Even so, by the second day of the conference, the scientist had come around to Jack’s way of thinking. The trio of Chinese scientists kept to themselves in the auditorium and hadn’t attended any of the socials scheduled by the university’s faculty for the visiting scholars.

It was the smoke pit or nothing.

As a backstopped member of academia, Isabel’s legend was perfect. She was not an intelligence operative, and nothing in her background would suggest otherwise. As such, her assignment was simple—engage her Chinese counterparts in small talk. Jack hadn’t even wanted Isabel to attempt to garner an email address or contact method—that would be too obvious. Instead, he’d told her to be who she was—an accomplished academic at a conference. This strategy was designed to account for Isabel’s inexperience and Jack’s desire to use a nonthreatening environment to get the scientist’s feet wet.

Unless Jack missed his guess, he wasn’t the only shark circling the conference. Other intelligence operatives were probably likewise prowling for interesting contacts, and as a bona fide scientist, Isabel was the perfect dangle to identify other intelligence officers and their interests.

But Jack hadn’t explained this part of the plan to Isabel.

Though the scientist had acquitted herself well during their first interaction in South Korea, she was a novice operative and Jack wanted her to behave as such. Intelligence officers were adept at spotting people who were something other than what they claimed to be. Isabel would be most effective if she didn’t know she was being used.

At least that’s what Jack told himself.

“Okay,” Lisanne said, breaking into Jack’s thoughts. “I’ve got eyes on three Chinese scientists plus two minders and a couple other members of the tobacco club. Waiting for face shots.”

With her outfit, Lisanne should have no trouble enticing the men to look her way. Dressed in what passed for college casual, Lisanne was wearing a cream-colored tank top, cut-off jean shorts, and flip-flops. Though she was almost a decade older than most of the college students, Lisanne wore her age well. She’d pulled her raven hair into a ponytail, added oversized aviator sunglasses to mask her face, and mimicked the short shorts, tight tops, and painted toes that seemed to be the university’s female uniform.

Jack thought Lisanne beautiful in operator garb, but when she was dressed to impress, his girlfriend truly was a heart-stopper. Today her outfit of choice showcased miles of tan skin, and her long, brown legs looked especially appealing against the white blanket she’d spread across the grass. Normally an operative’s job was to vanish in plain sight. To assume the Gray Man persona. For Lisanne, this was impossible. Pretty could be downplayed and attractive figures could be hidden beneath layers of bulky clothes, but Lisanne’s most noticeable feature couldn’t be masked.

Her missing left arm.

In a Campus operation gone wrong, Lisanne had sustained a grievous gunshot wound that had required the amputation of her arm and almost cost her her life. In any intelligence organization but The Campus, this would have spelled the end of Lisanne’s operational career.

But The Campus wasn’t just another intelligence apparatus.

Knowing that she needed them far more than The Campus needed her, John Clark had given Lisanne the time and space to flesh out her new role. While her time as a gunfighter was over, she and Jack both believed that there were ways in which she could still contribute.

Today was a good example.

Lisanne would have turned heads with both arms. With one missing, everyone noticed her. Jack intended to use this to the team’s advantage. With her iced coffee, laptop, collection of books, and notebook, Lisanne looked like any of the other students lounging on the grass. Except that her messenger bag contained a combined camera and parabolic mic wirelessly linked to her laptop. If people were going to look at Lisanne anyway, Jack intended to leverage their curiosity to obtain facial and voice prints of the Chinese team for The Campus’s biometric database.

So far, his idea had paid off nicely.

Male scientists stared at Lisanne for obvious reasons. Their female counterparts gave her missing limb a second, and usually sustained, glance.

All the while Lisanne captured valuable intelligence.

Lisanne Robertson took the notion of a dangle to the next level.

“Say cheese, boys,” Lisanne said.

Jack unwrapped his doner and took a monster bite. He was further removed from the action than he would have liked, but as his earlier encounter with the inquisitive student had proven, Jack did not look as if he belonged. At least not in Lisanne’s easy manner. As such, he was running command and control of the operation, not a job he relished. Then again, he was enjoying the sunshine between bites of the world’s best doner with a half-empty glass of pilsner to keep him company.

There were certainly worse ways to earn a living.

“Okay,” Lisanne said, “I’ve got high-resolution shots of each target scientist and my mic is capturing the audio. I’m sending you the raw feed, Gavin.”

“Confirmed,” Gavin said. “I’ll run the audio through a translation app I borrowed from a friend at the agency. The software’s a beta version, so I’m not sure we’ll get anything useful, but it’s worth a try.”

As with all conversations with Gavin, Jack found this one insightful, as much for what the keyboard warrior did say as for what he didn’t. For instance, Gavin had pointedly left out which agency the software had originated from or how he’d borrowed it. Then again, as Ding had told Jack on multiple occasions, if you know you’re not going to like the answer, don’t ask the question.

“Lisanne,” Gavin said, “I’m showing Socrates heading for the smoke pit. You should see her any minute.”

“Tally,” Lisanne said. “She just popped out of the building. And look at this girl—she’s got a cigarette in her mouth but seems to have forgotten her lighter. Heading over to the Chinese scientists now.”

Jack set the remains of the doner on the metal table and dusted off his hands. He envisioned what was happening as he listened to Lisanne’s play-by-play. In addition to making the acquaintance of the Chinese, Gavin had pushed for a slight escalation to Isabel’s tasking. The hacker extraordinaire had been fiddling with a program he called HOUDINI, which was designed to compromise a user’s phone. Currently the app used a device’s Bluetooth port to gain entry, as this protocol was often less heavily encrypted than Wi-Fi or cell networks.

The tool had worked pretty well in testing, the only limitation being that the target phones had to be within Bluetooth range. With this in mind, Gavin had asked to try his new creation out on the Chinese scientists’ phones with Isabel serving as the delivery vehicle. Jack hadn’t seen the harm, since it wouldn’t require anything more of the scientist than what she’d already committed to doing. She’d engage in small talk with her fellow researchers while Gavin worked his magic.

Simple.

Or so Jack hoped.

“Tracking,” Gavin said. “Lemme see what we’ve got here. Okay, I’m showing three Xiaomi 12S Ultra phones. Doesn’t even look like they have standard government encryption. This is gonna be a cinch.”

Jack smothered a smile at Gavin’s response. The IT guru almost sounded offended by the lack of a challenge.

“Let’s just get it done, pal,” Jack said. “Like Ding says, sometimes you just wake up on the right side of the bed.”

Actually, Jack was pretty sure that fellow Campus operative and Rainbow cofounder Domingo “Ding” Chavez had said nothing of the sort, but his mentor was a font of knowledge. Besides, when Jack attributed something wise to Ding, no one on the team pushed back.

Usually.

“On it, Jack,” Gavin said. “Penetration in process.”

Gavin hummed an accompaniment to his clacking keyboard, seemingly oblivious to the awkward silence his pronouncement had just produced. Jack was in the process of keying the transmit button to say something—anything—to move the word penetration out of everyone’s head when Lisanne beat him to the punch.

“This is interesting,” Lisanne said, her tone all business. “Two minders have just joined the scientists. Counting Isabel, the group now numbers six.”

Jack fumbled with his cell phone, willing it to display the video from Lisanne’s sensor. Her camera/mic package had the ability to stream its pickup to any number of devices, but Jack decided not to use this feature. Live video and audio required a large data pipe, and Jack hadn’t wanted to spike any SIGINT receivers the Chinese might be employing or, worse yet, allow them to potentially compromise the feed. Based on the threat analysis, there was no reason to suspect that the Chinese were employing any such countermeasures, but in the profession of espionage, caution was the word of the day.

“How’s Socrates handling the newcomers?” Jack said.

“Like a champ,” Lisanne said. “After getting a light from Target 1, she hung around to shoot the shit. She didn’t even break stride when the two minders joined the party. This girl’s a natural.”

After spending a hair-raising afternoon with Isabel in Seoul dodging a North Korean kill team, Jack was inclined to agree. Still, it was nice to have his judgment independently verified. The recruitment process really was a courtship of sorts, and becoming blind to your asset’s shortcomings was a pitfall all handlers had to avoid. Though Isabel was something in the gray space between fellow operative and agent, Jack was the one running her. As such, he wanted to make sure he kept both eyes wide open during her evaluation phase. Even so, Jack was confident that if Isabel had the tactical sense to escape a trio of DPRK commandos, she could handle making small talk with Chinese academics.

“Hey, guys, I’m seeing something weird here,” Gavin said. “My spectrum analyzer is picking up fluxes across the entire band. It’s like—”

Gavin’s transmission ceased, mid-sentence.

Jack’s first feeling was one of annoyance. Though the computer ninja was hell on wheels when it came to the digital universe, his situational awareness often suffered when he had to transition from the world of ones and zeros to one populated by flesh and blood. Case in point, it would have been nice if Gavin had led with what exactly he was seeing.

With a start, Jack realized what his subconscious was trying to tell him.

Spectrum fluxes.

Electronic interference.

Loss of comms.

Someone was jamming Gavin’s transmission.

“Lisanne, this is Jack, do you read me?”

Silence.

“Lisanne, are you there?”

Nothing.

So much for a milk run.
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“I HAVE A QUESTION,” SERGEANT FIRST CLASS JAD MUSTAFA SAID.

Master Sergeant Cary Marks sighed, preparing himself for the inevitable. Cary had traveled the world with the man sitting across the table from him. And while the locales might change, one thing remained constant—his companion always had a question.

“What?” Cary said.

“Are we in heaven?”

Cary didn’t answer.

At least not right away.

This wasn’t so much because of annoyance, though his comrade certainly could be annoying. No, Cary’s hesitation stemmed from a much deeper root—he wasn’t sure how to reply. While Haidplatz plaza didn’t have streets of gold, Cary thought heaven might look a lot like Regensburg, Germany.

“If this is heaven, one of us is in the wrong place,” Cary said.

“Why? Because I’m a Muslim and you’re a Christian?”

“No,” Cary said with a smile, “because Saint Peter has a strict policy when it comes to admitting Green Berets—only one through the Pearly Gates at a time.”

Jad chuckled. “I should have known better than to talk theology with a Presbyterian.”

“Baptist,” Cary said.

“To-may-toe, to-mah-toe,” Jad said. “Anyway, what I’m trying to say is that if this isn’t heaven, it’s gotta be pretty close.”

On this, Cary agreed.

The two men were located in the outdoor seating area of a tiny Italian restaurant that specialized in amazing food and even better beer. Remnants of a margherita pizza lay between them, along with two glistening glasses of Radler. The pizza had been devoured with unabashed vigor, while the beers had been carefully nursed. Contrary to Jad’s sentiments, this was not heaven or even a vacation.

This was work.

The type of work that did not mix well with alcohol.

But if eating great pizza and drinking even better beer was what passed for a standard day in their new gig, Cary could get used to it pretty quickly.

“You don’t miss the sand fleas in Syria?” Cary said.

“I miss getting after it with the boys,” Jad said, dusting off his hands, “but take a look around. It feels like we’re guest-hosting on the Travel Channel.”

Cary chuckled, but he didn’t disagree.

Cary and Jad were both members of the 5th Special Forces Group, which was located in Fort Campbell, Kentucky. The two men were Green Berets, members of Operational Detachment Alpha, or ODA 555, also known as Triple Nickel. Triple Nickel was famously the home of the horse soldiers—Green Berets who’d embedded with the Northern Alliance and called down air strikes from horseback during the initial invasion of Afghanistan.

While these legendary exploits had been before Jad and Cary’s time, the two men had certainly done their part to add to Triple Nickel’s illustrious unit history. From multiple deployments across the Fertile Crescent, to a recent op in South Korea that had begun as a training exercise and nearly ended in war, team sergeant and sniper Cary, along with his trusty spotter Jad, had visited many foreign locales.

Physically, the two Green Berets couldn’t have been more different. Cary Marks was a blue-eyed, blond-haired farm boy from New England whose vowels gave away his Yankee roots under stress. Jad Mustafa’s dark complexion and SoCal surfer accent lent themselves to kidding from his teammates, who often accused him of being a closet SEAL.

Jad’s affinity for hair gel and fashionable clothes didn’t help.

Even so, the men’s differences in skin color and ethnicity had ceased to matter long ago. As with most combat veterans, Cary and Jad were brothers in a way that transcended birth parents or family lineage. They’d gone into harm’s way side by side more times and in more places than Cary could count, but this was the first operational assignment that could have been featured on the Travel Channel.

Coincidentally, it was also their first assignment with The Campus.

Or maybe not so coincidentally.

“Do you think all Campus trips revolve around beer and pizza?” Jad said.

Cary chuckled.

Next to his wife and kids, the New Hampshire boy had spent more time with the Libyan American surfer than he had any other human being. Much of that time had been while huddled beneath a sniper’s hide site with an M151 spotting scope and Barrett Advanced Sniper Rifles for company. Two assignments ago, while observing a cult of apocalyptic Shia militants, the snipers had saved Jack Ryan, Jr., from being nailed to a cross. One assignment ago, Cary and Jad had reunited with Ryan to prevent the Korean peninsula from going to war. Once again, the pair of Green Berets had saved Jack’s life, and this time he’d made them an offer they couldn’t refuse.

Literally.

After confessing that he shared both a name and bloodline with the President of the United States, Jack had invited the commandos to meet his mother and father and partake of a meal in the Executive Residence. During after-dinner cigars, Jack’s father had asked the pair if they’d ever considered coming over to the dark side.

Triple Nickel had just rotated back from an operational assignment in South Korea and was due some home station time to train, refit kit, and reacquaint themselves with their families. As the team sergeant, Cary’s plate was full, so his first inclination had been to decline. But one did not tell the President of the United States no, especially a president with Jack Ryan, Sr.’s credentials. That said, Senior didn’t think much of the arm-twisting method of recruiting. Instead, he’d suggested that the two men accompany his son on a shakeout of sorts.

A two-week operation in beautiful Bavaria.

Three days into the two-week mission had Cary reassessing his previous hard no. While he’d loved his time as a Green Beret, Cary had been a team sergeant now for almost ten years. He’d been passed over for promotion to sergeant major twice, meaning that his Army career had plateaued. This, coupled with his aching knees and perpetually sore back, meant that Cary’s days of humping a ruck were coming to a close. Perhaps the cloak-and-dagger world wouldn’t be such a bad way to spend the handful of years remaining until he was eligible to retire to the family maple syrup farm in New Hampshire.

Perhaps.

“Before you get too attached to cappuccinos and crumpets, remember that the first time we linked up with Jack you caught a bullet,” Cary said. “The second time, we almost started a nuclear war.”

“Eeh,” Jad said, shrugging. “Those are what we call operational hazards. Speaking of which, the fräulein a table over has been eyeing yours truly and—Wait a minute, boss.”

At the mention of the word boss, Cary’s thoughts focused like the closing of a steel trap. Cary had become attuned to his fellow Green Beret’s mannerisms at an almost subliminal level. When Jad said boss, the time for bullshitting and ass-grabbing was over. This was usually the moment when Cary moved his rifle’s selector switch from safe to fire. Except that neither Cary nor his spotter were carrying firearms.

Apparently even unicorns-and-rainbows missions had drawbacks.

“What’ve you got?” Cary said.

The two men were at the northern end of a triangular-shaped plaza, facing south. The cobblestone common area was dominated by a large statue with a tiered circular base and bounded by multistory buildings featuring coffee shops, restaurants, and a quaint gasthaus. Though not as well known as her more famous Munich or Nuremberg siblings, Regensburg was everything a tourist would want in an old European city, as the crowd thronging the plaza attested. Travelers of all ages frequented the restaurants and bars, and the statue at the plaza’s center was a popular spot for the all-important selfie.

That said, Cary and Jad weren’t at Haidplatz for beer, pizza, unicorns, or selfies. Instead, the pair were focused on the hotel on the opposite side of the plaza that was situated between another pizzeria and a Thai eatery. The five-story gasthaus embraced its stereotypical heritage with a flat façade broken by narrow windows and a pair of massive wooden doors that could have been at home on a medieval castle. To be precise, the two commandos weren’t focused on the building as much as they were on the occupants in a series of rooms on the gasthaus’s third floor.

Chinese occupants.

As per the mission brief, this was an exercise more than an operation, but Jack’s team at the University of Regensburg weren’t the only potential Campus members on their shakeout cruise. Cary and Jad had been assigned the enviable task of monitoring the hotel in which the Chinese scientists and their minders were staying. On the whole, it was a boring assignment, but in the largely unglamorous life of a sniper, boring was par for the course. Since the hotel had a single entrance and exit, the two commandos had a fairly easy task. But as per Jad’s earlier comment, in this business easy and boring existed just a hairsbreadth away from complex and terrifying.

“Bob and Jim just exited the hotel carrying duffel bags. Something’s going down.”

Cary tended to agree with his spotter’s assessment, but he also wanted to ensure they weren’t jumping to conclusions. The Green Berets were well versed in establishing a target’s pattern of life, but their experience in a metropolitan area like this was admittedly limited. Even so, Chinese men vacating their hotel in the middle of the day was not normal.

“Reposition,” Cary said to Jad as he tossed a pair of twenty-euro notes on the table. “I’ll call it in.”

“Roger that,” Jad said.

The Libyan American left the table, heading for the restaurant’s interior. Cary turned slightly in his chair to better see the plaza and, more important, the two targets code-named Bob and Jim.

Surveillance was the ultimate game of cat and mouse. Oftentimes, a surveillance target employed his or her own set of watchers in the form of a countersurveillance team to identify the opposing force. A triggering event was a tried-and-true way to force the surveillance team to react and thereby inadvertently identify themselves.

Since Cary’s team consisted of just two people, Jad had to reposition to cover the mobile Chinese team. But Jad was walking into the restaurant away from the Chinese targets rather than following them outright, in the hopes of confusing potential countersurveillance assets.

“Scepter, this is Reaper, over,” Cary said at a whisper.

Like the rest of the Campus team, Cary and Jad were equipped with low-profile receiver/transmitters. Since the surveillance operation the Green Berets were running was separate from Jack’s efforts at the college, Cary had stayed off the other Campus team’s net. But if Cary was right and the Chinese men really were abandoning the hotel, the two efforts were about to intersect.

A white Sprinter van weaved through the narrow streets before stopping just to the west of the pizza shop. The sliding cargo door opened, revealing a dark interior.

Jim and Bob angled toward the vehicle.

Showtime.




3

JACK’S FIRST URGE WAS TO START WALKING TOWARD LISANNE.

He didn’t.

At the moment, Jack knew just one thing—his team’s communications had been compromised. If the loss of comms could be attributed to a hostile intelligence service, as opposed to atmospheric interference or just plain bad luck, what he did next would be very important. Gavin’s observation regarding signal interference across the frequency band suddenly took on much greater significance. Jack wasn’t an RF expert, but even he knew the difference between targeted and broad-spectrum jamming. One was possible only if you knew the exact frequency on which your adversary was operating.

The other was employed when you had to blanket an entire frequency band.

The jamming could be happening because someone suspected an ongoing operation but didn’t know for sure. If Jack leapt to his feet and made for Lisanne at the exact moment his team lost connectivity, that suspicion would fast become a certainty.

Caution was the word of the day.

Jack’s phone buzzed with a text from Lisanne.

Trouble!

Or not.

Jack stood, pausing as he thought. The lack of a comforting bulge at his right hip had never felt more apparent. This operation was just one step above a training exercise. Though the team was running surveillance, they had neither the mission brief nor the perceived need to go kinetic. Jad and Cary hadn’t been officially transferred over to The Campus’s operational logs, Isabel was a civilian, and Lisanne had just one hand.

Getting into a gunfight was not an option.

Jack’s gaze drifted to the red lines bisecting his left forearm. The scars were a memorial from the last time he’d encountered a Chinese MSS operative unarmed. The locale was Tel Aviv rather than Western Europe, but the experience had been far from pleasant. Shaking off the morbid thought, Jack thumbed a message to Lisanne with one hand while yanking open the door leading to the Student Office with the other.

Coming.

Jack hit send and then pushed through the lobby, dodging milling groups of college kids. Passing through a common area adorned with the requisite coffee shop as well as tables and nooks set aside for studying, Jack exited the southern side of the building to a raised walkway.

To his right, a pedestrian path meandered westward through a series of grassy areas shaded with beech trees. To the left, the same pathway led east before intersecting a north/ south-running fairway that paralleled Jack’s walkway back to the Student Office to the north while bisecting the mathematics building to the west and a parking garage to the east. A grassy common area abutted the parking garage, bounded by a pond separating the Student Office from the university proper. A striking woman was stretched out on a blanket amid a pile of books on the grassy area’s eastern edge.

Lisanne.

If she’d noticed Jack’s arrival, Lisanne gave no sign.

To be fair, her attention was probably focused on the mathematics building to her west, or, more specifically, the smoking area where Isabel Yang was presumably trying to make small talk with a trio of Chinese scientists. Jack couldn’t see the outdoor courtyard from his vantage point, as the building’s eastern corner and a clump of trees blocked his sight line. But Jack did notice a pair of BMW motorcycles racing north along the pedestrian path, heading straight for the building.

Not good.

Both drivers were helmeted and wearing head-to-toe leather in the manner common to German motorcyclists, making it a challenge to determine their identity. Not to mention their intentions. Judging by the way the students scattered at the riders’ approach, motorbikes roaring across the university’s green space was not a regular occurrence.

Abandoning all pretenses of blending in, Jack sprinted along the walkway and darted to the left, vaulting down the steps leading to the eastward-bound path.

“Reaper, this is Scepter,” Jack said as he ran for the building. “We’ve got trouble.”

The answering silence seemed to confirm Jack’s suspicions. The motorbikes’ appearance and the corresponding loss of comms was not a coincidence.

Something was about to go down.

Something bad.

Lisanne stood, but Jack ignored the raven-haired beauty, focusing on the math building instead. Lisanne had one arm, no way to communicate, and no weapon.

She wouldn’t be much help with whatever happened next.

The pair of bikes arrived at the smoking area about fifteen seconds before Jack. As Jack spun around the corner, the bikes came to a halt. A scrum of Asian men from the smoking area walked someone into the grass. Jack caught a glimpse of a youthful Asian man in his early twenties with close-cropped hair and black Buddy Holly–style glasses. The man’s escorts pushed him toward the nearest bike. He was clearly hesitant, but after a less-than-friendly shove, he climbed behind the driver.

Jack tried to make sense of what he was seeing.

Was this a kidnapping?

He didn’t think so, at least not in the traditional sense. A person could not be compelled to stay on a motorbike. But just because he voluntarily climbed on the machine didn’t mean the Asian man was doing so of his own free will. Renditions came in all shapes and sizes. If snatching someone off a dark street and throwing a bag over their head was one end of the extreme, coercing a person to leave was on the other. Every fiber of Jack’s being screamed that what he was witnessing was some form of a rendition.

But what could he do about it?

With the passenger now aboard, the bikes accelerated away from the smoking area in a cloud of exhaust, heading north before veering west—toward Jack. In an instant, Jack understood. The pedestrian path the motorcyclists were following passed a parking garage before intersecting Universitätsstrasse, a large north/south street. Once there, the autobahn in the form of west/east-running Highway 3 was only five hundred meters south.

The kidnappers were as good as gone unless Jack did something.

Something stupid.

As the bikes roared toward him, Jack eyed the pavement below, computing angles. The motorcyclists would have to slow as they passed beneath the pedestrian bridge in order to weave through an assortment of tables. Their most likely course would bring them alongside the stairwell to Jack’s left, which presented Jack with an opportunity.

A slight one.

Dashing down the concrete stairs two at a time, Jack reached the edge of the staircase just as the bikes roared past. He let the first one carrying the reluctant passenger speed by.

Then he vaulted into the air.

For a long moment, Jack saw nothing but concrete. He had just enough time to consider how ridiculous he would look belly-flopping onto the pavement when the second bike appeared exactly where he hoped it would.

Well, almost exactly.

Rather than follow the lead cycle’s path, the second bike had offset slightly to the right. This meant that instead of landing on the rider’s back, Jack was hurtling toward the beckoning concrete.

Jack was a big man.

Not linebacker-sized for sure, but large enough to put his mass to use. He’d intended to clothesline the motorcyclist. Unfortunately, his trajectory wasn’t the only thing Jack had misjudged. The rider shot beneath him in a blur of leather and a blast of engine noise. Jack missed the chance to take his opponent out at the throat, so he improvised.

Grabbing a fistful of leather jacket, Jack opted for a collar tackle instead.

It was an effective technique.

Highly effective.

The bike went in one direction and the motorcyclist in the other. The man hit the concrete with an audible thump as the BMW careened into the grass and fell on its side. Jack landed mostly upright, taking the impact with bent knees.

The rider wasn’t as lucky.

The man’s helmeted head bounced off the ground, and he lay still. Jack debated flipping up the motorcyclist’s dark visor for a look at his face, but the sound of the first BMW’s fading motor cemented his course of action. Running to the sputtering bike, Jack lifted the motorcycle, swung his right leg over the frame, and shot after the lead bike.

Even though interdicting the second rider had taken just seconds, the first bike had already gained a sizable lead. After navigating the outdoor seating area, the driver had opened up the throttle. The rider looked to still be accelerating, leaving Jack at yet another crossroads. Jack could attempt to overtake the nimble bike by following the same path or make up time by offroading to an intercept point farther to the south. But if Jack guessed wrong and the biker went north instead of south, he’d lose the pair completely.

An oblivious student made Jack’s choice for him.

The man stepped from the building’s awning, directly into Jack’s path. With earbuds in place, eyes locked on his phone, and finger busily scrolling, the student was in another world. If Jack continued his current trajectory, the man would remain there.

Permanently.

Cursing through clenched teeth, Jack leaned the bike to the left as he downshifted. The engine’s RPMs skyrocketed and the BMW screamed, finally breaking through the student’s electronics-induced stupor. The kid’s eyes jerked from his cell to Jack, widening as his mouth opened into a silent O. Jack flashed past the still-frozen student, rolling on more throttle as he swung his weight back to the right. The BMW fishtailed, but Jack kept the bike upright and on the path.

Mostly.

Deviating around the student required steering the BMW into the grass, and the motorbike’s tire tore a chunk of sod from the perfectly manicured lawn. The good news was that Jack was still atop the bike and the hapless student was unharmed. The bad news was that he was now committed to the path leading south, while his quarry had chosen the branch heading north. Slaloming through a copse of trees, Jack burst through the foliage onto a north/south-running pedestrian path that formed the westernmost boundary of the campus.

Jack braked hard, then planted a foot on the ground as he added gas, pivoting the bike around his leg. This maneuver worked well with the lighter dirt bikes Jack liked to ride with his younger brother, Kyle, but it was more difficult on the heavier BMW. Jack added even more gas as the turn faltered, and the bike quivered beneath him, the one-hundred-plus-horsepower engine screaming. Jack shot out of the turn like a stone slung from David’s sling. He barreled down the pathway toward his rapidly disappearing quarry. Leaning over the handlebars, Jack squinted his eyes against the blasting wind and stinging grit.

The kidnapper was about one hundred yards away, but the bike’s brake lights flashed red as the driver weaved between a stand of trees in an impressive display of ridership. Jack knew from his pre-mission reconnaissance that the stretch of land to his west consisted of a thick forest and the occasional fallow field. In other words, that direction should be clear of hapless students. With the area in front of him open, and the common area to his right similarly empty of pedestrians, Jack dropped the hammer.

The bike surged as the BMW’s suspension cushioned the off-road ride.

Up ahead, the bike Jack was pursuing fishtailed around the western edge of a multistory structure, vanishing from sight. Jack pushed his motorcycle beyond his comfort zone, cycling through the gears as fast as he could shift. He couldn’t for the life of him figure where the kidnappers were going. Jack would have turned left instead of right, roaring south down Universitätsstrasse and the quick getaway represented by Highway 3. Heading in the













OEBPS/images/title.png
TOM
CLANCY

FLASH
POINT

ssssss





OEBPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Title



		Copyright



		Contents

 

		Prologue



		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



		Epilogue











Guide





		Cover



		Contents



		Start













		i



		ii



		iii



		iv



		v



		vi



		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



		343



		344



		345



		346



		347



		348



		349



		350



		351



		352



		353



		354



		355



		356



		357



		358



		359



		360



		361



		362



		363



		364



		365



		366



		367



		368



		369



		370



		371



		372



		373



		374



		375



		376



		377



		378



		379



		380



		381



		382



		383



		384



		385



		386



		387



		388



		389



		390



		391



		392



		393



		394



		395



		396



		397



		398



		399



		400



		401



		402



		403



		404



		405



		406



		407



		408



		409



		410



		411



		412



		413



		414



		415



		416



		417



		418



		419



		420



		421



		422



		423



		424



		425



		426











OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
THE NUMBER ONE BESTSELLING AUTHOR

A JACK RYAN JR. NOVEL

: 7 [S\ mff\v‘/ 1

BY DON BENTLEY





