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PRELUDE

o kill a man is a relatively easy thing—especially the average un-

I suspecting man. To kill a man like Mitch Rapp, however, would

be an entirely different matter. It would take a great deal of plan-
ning and a very talented assassin, or more likely a team, who were either
brave enough or crazy enough to accept the job. In fact, any sane man by
definition would have the sense to walk away.

The assassins would need to catch Rapp with his guard down in
order to get close enough to finish him off once and for all. The prelimi-
nary report on his vigilance did not look good. The American was either
hyperalert or insanely paranoid. Every detail of their plan would have to
come together perfectly, and even then, they would need some luck.
They’d calculated that their odds for success were probably seventy per-
cent at best. That was why they needed complete deniability. If whoever
they sent failed, Rapp would come looking, despite their positions of
great power, and they had no intention of spending the rest of their lives
with a man like Mitch Rapp hunting them.






LANGLEY, VIRGINIA

app stood in front of his boss’s desk. He’d been offered a chair,
Rbut had declined. The sun was down, it was getting late, he'd

rather be at home with his wife, but he wanted to get this thing
taken care of. The file was an inch thick. It pissed him off. There was no
other way to describe it. He wanted it gone. Off his desk so he could
move on to something else. Something more important, and probably
more irritating, but for now he simply wanted to make this particular
problem go away.

His hope was that Kennedy would simply read the summary and
hand it back to him. But that wasn’t how she liked to do things. You
didn’t become the first female director of the CIA by cutting corners. She
had a photographic memory and a hyperanalytical mind. She was like
one of those high-end mainframe computers that sit in the basement of
large insurance companies, churning through data, discerning trends,
risks, and a billion other things. Kennedy’s grasp of the overall situation
was second to none. She was the depository of all information, including,
and especially, the stuff that could never be made public. Like the file that
was on her desk right now.

He watched her flip through the pages with great speed, and then
backtrack to check on certain inconsistencies that he had no doubt were
there. Preparing these reports was not his specialty. His skill set had more
to do with the other end of their business. There were times when she
would read his work with a pen in hand. She’d make corrections and jot
down notes in the margins, but not now. This particular file could turn
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out to be toxic, the type of thing that would ruin careers like a tornado
headed for a trailer park. Kennedy knew when he came to her office, ei-
ther early in the morning or late in the day, and refused to sit, that it was a
good idea to keep the cap on her pen. She knew what he wanted, so she
kept reading and said nothing.

Kennedy wanted final review on things like this. Rapp wasn’t so sure
that was a good idea, but she had a better grasp of the big picture than he
did. She was the boss and ultimately it was her pretty little neck on the
chopping block. If the pin got pulled, Rapp would jump on the grenade
without hesitation, but the vultures on the Hill would want her hide too.
Rapp respected her, which was no small thing. He was a loner. He’d been
trained to operate independently, to survive in the field all on his own for
months at a time. For some people that type of work would be unnerv-
ing. For Rapp it was Valhalla. No paperwork, no one looking over his
shoulder. No risk-averse bureaucrat second-guessing his every move.
Complete autonomy. They had created him and now they had to deal
with him.

Guys like Rapp didn’t do well taking orders unless it was from some-
one they really respected. Fortunately, Kennedy had that respect, and she
had the clout to make things happen, or as in this case, simply look the
other way while he took care of things. That’s all Rapp wanted. What he
preferred, actually. He didn’t need her to sign off or give him the green
light. She just needed to give him the file back, say good night, and that
would be the end of it. Or the beginning, depending on how you wanted
to look at it.

Rapp had the assets in place. He could join them in the morning and
be done with it in twelve hours or less if there weren’t any surprises, and
on this one there wouldn’t be. This guy was 2 moron of the highest order.
He would never know what hit him. The problem was in the stir it might
create. The aftermath. Personally, Rapp couldn’t care less, but he knew if
Kennedy hesitated, that would be the reason.

Kennedy closed the file and removed her reading glasses. She
set them down on her desk and began rubbing her eyes. Rapp watched
her. He knew her well. As well as he knew anyone. The rubbing of the
eyes was not a good sign. That meant her head hurt, and in all likeli-
hood the discomfort was due to the pile of crap he'd just dumped on her
desk.

“Let me guess,” she said as she looked up at him with tired eyes, “you
want to eliminate him.”
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Rapp nodded.

“Why is it that your solution always involves killing someone?”

Rapp shrugged. “It tends to be more permanent that way.”

The director of the CIA looked disappointed. She shook her head
and placed her hand on the closed file.

“What do you want me to say, Irene? I’'m not into rehabilitation. This
guy had his chance. The French had him locked up for almost two years.
He’s been out for six months, and he’s already back to his same old
tricks.”

“Have you bothered to think of the fallout?”

“Not really my forte?”

She glared at him.

“T've already talked to our French colleagues. They're as pissed off
as we are. It’s their damn politicians and that goofy judge who let the
idiot go.”

Kennedy couldn’ deny the fact. She'd talked to her counterpart
in France at length about this individual and several others, and he was
not happy with his country’s decision to set the radical Islamic cleric
free. The counterterrorism people in France didn't like it any more than
they did.

“This guy is a known entity,” Kennedy said. “The press has written
about him. They covered his release. If he turns up dead, they’re going to
Jump all over it.”

“Let them jump. It'll last a day or two . . . maybe a week at the most,
and then they’ll move onto something else. Besides . . . it’ll serve as a
good message to all of these idiots who think they can operate in the
West without fear.”

She looked back at him, her eyes revealing nothing, “What about the
president? He’s going to want to know if we had a hand in it.”

Rapp shrugged. “Tell him you don’t know anything about it.”

Kennedy frowned. “I don* like lying to him.”

“Then tell him to ask me about it. He’ll get the picture, and he’ll drop
it. He knows the game.”

Kennedy leaned back in her chair and crossed her legs. She looked at
the far wall and said, more to herself than to Rapp, “He’ a cleric.”

“He’s a radical thug who is perverting the Koran for his own sadistic
needs. He raises money for terrorist groups, he recruits young impres-
sionable kids to become suicide bombers, and he’s doing it right in our
own backyard.”
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“And that’s another problem. Just how do you think the Canadians
are going to react to this?”

“Publicly . . . I'm sure some of them will be upset, but privately
they’ll want to give us a medal. We’ve already talked to the Mounted Po-
lice and the Security Intelligence Service . . . they wish they could de-
port the idiot, but their solicitor general is hell-bent on proving that he’s
Mr. PC. We even have an intercept where two SIS guys are talking about
how they could make the guy disappear.”

“You're not serious?”

“Damn straight. Coleman and his team picked it up this week.”

Kennedy studied him. “I have no doubt that our colleagues will pri-
vately applaud this man’s death, but that still doesn’t address the political
fallout.”

Rapp did not want to get involved in the politics of this. He'd lose
if that’s where they ended up going. “Listen . . . it’s bad enough when
these religious psychos do their thing over in Saudi Arabia and Pakistan,
but we sure as hell can’t let it happen here in North America. To be hon-
est with you, [ hope the press does cover this . .. and I hope the rest
of these zealots get the message loud and clear that we’re playing for
keeps. Irene, we're in the middle of a damn war, and we need to start
acting like it.”

She didn’t like it, but she agreed. With a resigned tone she asked,
“How are you going to do it?”

“Coleman’s team has been in place for six days watching him. This
guy operates like clockwork. No real security to worry about. We can ei-
ther walk up and pop him on the street, in which case we might have to
hit anyone who’s with him, or we can take him out with a silenced rifle
from a block or two away. I prefer the rifle shot. With the right guy, the
odds are as good and there’s less downside.”

Her index finger traced a number on file and she asked, “Can you
make him disappear?”

“With enough time, money, and manpower I can do anything, but
why complicate things?”

“The impact will be significantly reduced if the press doesn’t have a
body to photograph.”

“I can’t make any promises, but I'll look into it.”

Kennedy began nodding her head slowly. “All right. Number-one
rule, Mitch, don’t get caught.”

“Goes without saying. I'm very into self-preservation.’
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“I know . . . all I'm saying is if you can come up with a way for him
to never be found, it might help.”

“Understood.” Rapp reached down and grabbed the file. “Anything
else?”

“Yes. When you get back I need you to meet with someone. Two
people, actually.”

“Who?”

She shook her head. “When you get back, Mitch. Meanwhile, you
have my consent. Make it happen, and call me as soon as you’re done.”



MEecca, SAup1 ARAaBIA

want a man killed.”
I The words were spoken too loudly, in front of far too many

people and in a setting that hadn’t heard such frank talk in decades.
Twenty-eight men, bodyguards included, were standing or sitting in the
opulent reception hall of Prince Muhammad bin Rashid’s palace in
Mecca. Rashid was the Saudis’ minister for Islamic affairs, a very impor-
tant position in the Kingdom. The palace was where he liked to hold his
weekly majlis, or audience, in the desert sheik tradition. Some came to
ask favors, many more came just to stay close to the prince, and undoubt-
edly there were a few who came to spy on behalf of Rashid’s half brother
King Abdullah.

With the utterance of this blunt request any pretense of discreet
eavesdropping, normally an art form at these weekly audiences, was
dropped. Heads swiveled in the direction of the prince as words hung on
hips half spoken.

Prince Muhammad bin Rashid did not look up, but could feel the
collective gaze of the men around him. He had felt only the briefest dis-
comfort at his friend’s brazen request, and it wasn’t because it involved
killing. Rashid had expected that. For some time now he’d been feeding
his friend the information that would incite this desperate plea. In truth
the only thing that annoyed him was that his old friend would be so reck-
less as to utter such a thing in front of so many who could not be trusted.
The Kingdom had become a very dangerous place, even for a man as
powerful as Muhammad bin Rashid.
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Rashid clasped the kneeling man’s hand and carefully considered his
reply. The request, and what was said next, would be repeated all over the
Kingdom and possibly beyond by sunset. There was a division in the
House of Saud. Brother had been pitted against brother, and Rashid
knew he needed to be very careful. Royal family members had already
been killed and many more would die before it was over. His chief adver-
sary was the king himself, a weak-kneed leader who all too often lent his
ear to the Americans.

Resisting his cultural tendency toward bravado he chided, < You must
not speak of such things, Saeed. I know the loss of your son has been dif-
ficult, but you must remember Allah is mighty, and vengeance is his.”

The man replied angrily, “But we are instruments of Allah, and [ de-
mand my own vengeance. It 1s my right.”

The prince looked up from the pained face of his old friend, who was
kneeling before him, and gestured for his aides to clear the room. He then
reached out and touched the knee of a man sitting to his right, signaling
for him to stay.

After the room was cleared, the prince looked sternly at his friend
and said, “You lay at my feet a very serious request.”’

Tears welled in the eyes of Saeed Ahmed Abdullah. “The infidels
have killed my son. He was a good boy.” He turned his anguished face to
the man Rashid had asked to stay: Sheik Ahmed al-Ghamdi, the spiritual
leader of the Great Mosque in Mecca. “My son was a true believer who
answered the call to jihad. He sacrificed everything while so many others
do nothing.” Saeed looked around the large room hoping to direct some
of his anger at the privileged class who talked bravely, threw around
money, but gave no blood of their own. He'd been so immersed in his
own pain he hadn’t even noticed they’d all left.

Sheik Ahmed nodded benevolently. “Waheed was a brave warrior.”

“Very brave.” Saeed looked back to his old friend. “We have known
each other for a long time. Have I ever been an unreasonable man? Have
I ever burdened you with trivial requests?”

Rashid shook his head.

“I would not be here now asking for this if the cowards in Riyadh
had honored my simple request and stood up to the Americans. All I
asked for was the body of my youngest child, so that I could give him a
proper burial. Instead, I am told he was defiled by Mitch Rapp so as to in-
tentionally bar him from paradise. What would you expect me to do?”

Rashid sighed and said, “What is it you ask of me?”
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“I want you to kill a man for me. It is no more complicated than that.
An eye for an eye.”

He studied his friend cautiously. “That is no small request.”

“I would do it myself,” Saeed said eagerly, “but I am naive in such
things, whereas you, my old friend, have many contacts in the world of
espionage.”

For eight years Rashid had been Saudi Arabia’s minister of the Inte-
rior, which oversaw the police and intelligence services. Then after 9/11
he was shamefully dismissed by his half brother, the crown prince, who
had caved into pressure from the Americans. Yes, Rashid had the con-
tacts. In fact he had just the person in mind for the job. “Who is this man
you want killed?”

“His name is Rapp . . . Mitch Rapp.”

The prince concealed his joy. Rashid had been planning this moment
for months. It had started when his friend had asked him to find out what
had happened to his son, who had left the kingdom to fight in
Afghanistan. Rashid had used his sources in the intelligence community
and discovered a great deal more than he ever revealed. Slowly, he fed his
old friend the information that he knew would lead him to demand
nothing short of vengeance.

“Saeed, do you know what you ask of me?” The prince spoke in a
well-rehearsed and dire voice. “Do you have any idea who this Mitch
Rapp is?”

“He is an assassin, he is an infidel, and he is the man responsible for
the death and defilement of my son. That is all I need to know.”

“I must caution you,” Rashid said very deliberately, “this Mitch Rapp
is an extremely dangerous man. He is rumored to be a favorite of the
American president and the king as well.”

“He is an infidel,” the bereaved father repeated as he turned to the
religious man. “I have listened to your sermons. Are we not in a war for
the survival of Islam? Have you not told us to take up arms against the
infidels?”

What little face that could be seen through the thick gray beard
showed nothing. The sheik simply closed his eyes and nodded.

Saeed looked back to the prince, his old friend. “I am not a politician
or a statesman, or a man of God. I am a businessman. I don’t expect either
of you to publicly or privately support what I am going to do. All I am
asking, Rashid, is that you point me in the right direction. Give me a
name and I will handle the rest.”



CONSENT TO K1irr / 11

With the exception of Saeed’s public proclamation, Rashid couldn’t
have been more pleased with how things were proceeding. He had pre-
dicted his friend’s response almost perfectly. He sat stolidly, not wanting
to appear too eager. “Saeed, I know of a man who is very skilled in what
you ask. He is extremely expensive, but knowing you as well as I do, 1
doubt that will be an issue.”

Saeed nodded his head vigorously. He had easily made billions, first
by putting up phone and power lines around the kingdom and other
countries in the region and now by laying thousands of miles of fiber-
optic cable.

“I will send him to see you, but you must make no mention of our
meeting here today to him or to anyone else. [ share your anger, and [
wish you success, but you must give me your word as my oldest friend
that you will never speak of my role in this to anyone. The Kingdom is a
very dangerous place these days, and there are brothers of mine who
would not be as sympathetic to your plight as 1.” Rashid’s reference to
Saudi Arabia’s pro-American government was obvious.

Saced sneered. “There is much I would like to say, but as you said the
Kingdom is a very dangerous place these days. You have my word. I will
speak of this to no one. Not even to the man you send.”

“Good,” smiled Rashid. He stood and helped his friend to his feet.
The two began walking across the cavernous room, leaving the cleric sit-
ting alone. “Because, my friend, if you succeed in killing Mr. Rapp, and
the Americans find out you were behind it, the king will cut off your
head. If you fail, and Mr. Rapp finds out you were behind it . . . he will
visit you and your family with more pain than you can imagine.”

Saeed nodded. “How will I recognize the man you send?”

“He 1s a German. There will be no mistaking him. He is infinitely
capable. Just tell him what you want, and he will take care of the rest.”



MONTREAL, CANADA

app arrived the next morning on a Falcon 2000 executive jet
R]eased through a front company in Virginia. A certified pilot,

Rapp was the acting copilot on the flight and was dressed ac-
cordingly. With the uniform, and a well-used, but fake passport, he
breezed through a cursory customs inspection at the private airport and
hailed a cab to the hotel where the team was staying. It was Saturday
morning. The team’s seventh day. There were four of them, including
Coleman. Their history with Rapp went back a decade and a half. Each
knew how the others operated, and they all trusted one another, which in
their line of work was no small thing.

Coleman was waiting for him in the hotel room, ready to bring him
up to speed on the tactical situation. The other three men were out keep-
ing an eye on the target. The former SEAL was about an inch shorter
than Rapp. He normally kept his blond hair close cropped, but he'd let it
grow out, so it spilled over the top of his ears and touched his shirt collar
in back. There was a wave to it with a slight curl. He was lean and athletic,
but had a relaxed way about him that could be very deceptive. Confident
in his abilities, he no longer felt the need to prove anything. He had done
it all, survived some really nasty stuff, and lived to keep his mouth shut.
That was the way of the SEALs. They might exchange war stories with
each other, or other operators, but that was as far as it went. They were a
tight fraternity—one that didn’t like braggarts. '

Rapp set his flight bag down on the one bed and looked down at the
map spread out on the other one.



