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In America’s war on terror,

VINCE FLYNN

“DEMONSTRATES THAT HE TRULY UNDER-
STANDS THE PSYCHE OF THE ENEMY”
(Bookreporter.com) . . .

His explosive bestsellers featuring Mitch Rapp are
“TERRIFIC” (Karl Rove) . .. “FANTASTIC” (Glenn
Beck) . .. “JUST FABULOUS” (Rush Limbaugh) . . .

“SPECTACULAR AND EXCEPTIONALLY TIMELY"”
(The Providence Journal)

“Mitch Rapp is a man’s man and the definitive take-
no-guff, lethal action hero. . . . He’s still the best CIA-
trained human weapon this side of Jason Bourne.”
—Contra Costa Times (California)

Rave reviews for the pulse-pounding first adventure in
Vince Flynn’s “exciting, Ludlum-like series” (Booklist)

TRANSFER OF POWER

“A slick political thriller . . . moves at breakneck

speed . . . you won't be able to put it down.”
—Times Record News (Wichita Falls, TX)

“Complex, chilling, and satisfying.”
—The Plain Dealer (Cleveland)

“Endless intrigue. . . . Flynn mixes in a spicy broth of
brutal terrorists, heroic commandos, and enough se-
cret agent hijinks to keep the confrontation bubbling
until its flag-raising end.”

—Publishers Weekly



Acclaim for Vince Flynn and his “ingenious”
(The Florida Times-Union) thrillers

PURSUIT OF HONOR EXTREME MEASURES
PROTECT AND DEFEND ACT OF TREASON
CONSENT TO KILL. MEMORIAL DAY
EXECUTIVE POWER SEPARATION OF POWER
THE THIRD OPTION TERM LIMITS

“If you start this well-written thriller, you’ll stick with it,

probably past your bedtime.”
—St. Louis Post-Dispatch

“A thriller with deadly aim . . . moves at the speed of
a stinger missile.”
—People

“Both informative and insightful with regard to the
political and tactical ways we are fighting the war on

terror. . . . You won't want to put it down.”
—Blackfive.com

“Simply stated, there’s nothing better than watching
Mitch Rapp in fiction knock off the bad guys nobody
seems able to get in fact. . . . A new era was born [on

9/11] and this is the best thriller to come out of it so far.”
—The Providence Journal (RI)

“It cannot be said often enough: Flynn gets it. He un-
derstands how the world operates and infuses his char-
acters with a consistent and coherent realism. . . .
Reading Flynn is like throwing open a window and
taking in a breath of fresh, cold air that invigorates and

enlightens without sacrificing entertainment value.”
—Bookreporter.com

“Thrillers do not get any better. . . .”
—Copley News Service



“Adrenaline-charged . . . will keep you on the edge of

your seat.”
—Newport News Press (VA)

“CIA operative Mitch Rapp is back. And he’s as fearless

as ever.”
—Saint Paul Pioneer Press (MIN)

“A Rambo perfectly suited for the war on terror.”
—The Washington Times

“Suspenseful . . . satisfying and totally unexpected.”
—The Roanoke Times (VA)

“Nonstop action [with a] surprising twist.”
—The Stuart News/Port St. Lucie News (FL)

“Flynn has done his homework on military and security
matters.”
—The Washington Post

“Every American should read this book.”
—_Bill O’Reilly

“A master of the political/espionage thriller.”
—Deseret News (Salt Lake City)

“A page-turning read.”
—Larry King, USA Today

“A roller-coaster, edge-of-your-seat thriller with loads of

insiders’ lowdown on D.C. politics .”
—Star Tribune (Minneapolis, MN)

“Truly entertaining—even for those not particularly po-
litically inclined.”
—The Gazette (Cedar Rapids, 1A)

This title is also available from
Simon & Schuster Audio and as an eBook
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For Terence and Kathleen Flynn



Out of respect for the United States Secret Service and
the security of the president, certain facts regarding the
layout of the White House and Secret Service tactics
have either been changed or omitted.



Washington, D.C.

FINE MIST fell from the darkening spging sky

as the black limousine turned off of E Street.

The armor-plated car wove through the
concrete-and-steel barricades at a speed suggesting ur-
gency. As the limousine turned onto West Executive
Drive, it slowed briefly for the heavy black gate to open,
and then sped forward. After splashing through several
puddles, the limo came to an abrupt stop in front of the
ground-floor entrance to the West Wing of the White
House.

The rear passenger door opened immediately, and Dr.
Irene Kennedy stepped from the car. She walked under
the long off-white awning that extended from the build-
ing to the curb and paused to let her boss catch up.
Thomas Stansfield slowly climbed out of the limo and
buttoned the jacket of his charcoal gray suit. At seventy-
nine years of age Stansfield was an icon in the intelli-
gence community. His career dated all the way back to
World War II and the OSS, the precursor to the CIA.
Stansfield had been one of Wild Bill Donovan’s recruits
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almost sixty years earlier—a different war fought by a
different breed. Stansfield was the last one. Now they
were all gone, retired or dead, and it wouldn’t be much
longer before he turned over the reins of power at the
much-maligned and embattled intelligence agency.

The CIA had changed during his tenure. More pre-
cisely, the threats had changed, and the CIA was forced
to change with them. The old static days of a two-
superpower world were long gone, replaced by small
regional conflicts and the ever-growing threat of terror-
ism. As Stansfield closed out his career, this was what
bothered him most. The threat of one individual bring-
ing biological, chemical, or nuclear annihilation to
America was becoming more and more plausible.

Stansfield looked up at the lazy mist that was falling
from the early evening sky. A light spray dusted his face,
and the silver-haired director of the CIA blinked.
Something was bothering him, and he couldn’t quite
put his finger on it. Stansfield gave the darkening sky
one last look and then stepped under the awning.

Kennedy continued through the double doors,
where two uniformed Secret Service officers were
standing post, and started down the long hall. This was
the first floor of the West Wing. The president’s office
was located on the floor above, but that was not where
they would be meeting. Irene Kennedy sped ahead,
while Stansfield followed at his always even pace.

Down the hallway, on the right, a U.S. Navy officer
stood in his cleanly pressed black uniform with his
hands clasped firmly in front of him. “Good evening,
Dr. Kennedy. Everything is ready. The generals and the
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president are waiting for you.” The watch officer of the
White House Situation Room gestured to his left.

“Thank you, Commander Hicks,” replied Kennedy
as she walked past the naval officer.

They went down several steps, took a right, and came
to a secure door with a camera mounted above it. To the
left was a black-and-gold plaque with the words “White
House Situation Room: Restricted Access.”

The lock on the door buzzed, and Kennedy pushed
the door open. She entered and turned to her left, into
the Situation Room’s new conference room. Director
Stansfield followed her, and Commander Hicks closed
the soundproof door behind them.

President Robert Hayes, dressed in a tuxedo, stood at
the far end of the room and listened intently to the two
men in front of him. The first, General Flood, was the
chairman of the Joint Chiefs. Flood was six four and
weighed almost two hundred seventy pounds. The sec-
ond man was General Campbell, a half foot shorter
than his superior and one hundred pounds lighter.
Campbell was the commander of the U.S. military’s
Joint Special Operations Command, or JSOC. Before
taking his most recent job, he had proudly commanded
the famous 82"d Airborne Division and the 18t Air-
borne Corps.

President Hayes had been in office for only five
months, and thus far had a decent working relationship
with both the Pentagon and the CIA. Before being
elected president, Robert Xavier Hayes had served as
both U.S. congressman and senator. The Democrat
from Ohio had been elected to the highest office in the
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land largely because he had a very clean personal life
and was seen as someone who could mend the ever-
deepening divide between the two parties. The previous
administration had been rife with scandal, so much so
that the American people had overwhelmingly picked
someone whose personal life could pass the rigorous
scrutiny of the press. Hayes was happily married and
had three children in their thirties, all of whom had
managed to stay off the tabloid covers and live relatively
normal lives.

Kennedy set her briefcase on a chair near the end of
the long table and said, “If everyone will be seated, we
can get started.” She felt rushed. Things were coming
together at a frantic pace.

Director Stansfield greeted the two generals and the
president. No one was in a talkative mood. The presi-
dent worked his way around to the opposite end of the
table and sat in his high-backed leather chair. All four
walls of the room were covered with dark wood except
a square section behind the president. That portion of
the wall was white, and in the middle of it was the cir-
cular seal of the president of the United States.

With the president at the head of the table, the two
generals sat on his right and Director Stansfield on his
left. Kennedy handed each of the men identical folders
that were sealed with red tape and marked Top Secret.

“Please feel free to open the files while I get the rest
of the materials ready.” Kennedy pushed some of her
shoulder-length brown hair back behind her ear. After
several seconds of digging through her briefcase, she
found the right disk and inserted it into the A drive of
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the computer under the podium. About sixty seconds
later the director of the CIA's Counter-terrorism Center
was ready to start.

A map of the Persian Gulf appeared on the large
screen to Kennedy’s right, and she began, “Mr. Presi-
dent, four days ago we inserted one of our people into
the Iranian city of Bandar Abbas. Our man was operat-
ing on some information he received that Sheik Fara
Harut might be in the city.” Kennedy pressed a button,
and the screen changed from the map to a grainy black-
and-white photograph of a bearded man in a turban.
“Fara Harut, shown here in this 1983 photograph, is the
religious leader of the militant Islamic group Hezbollah.
He has very strong ties to the religious conservatives in
Iran.” Kennedy glanced sideways at the president and
added, “You may have noted some mention of him in
your PDB.” Kennedy was referring to the President’s
Daily Brief, an intelligence summary given to him every
morning by the CIA.

The president nodded. “I recall the name.”

Kennedy pressed a button, and a new photo appeared
on the screen, this time of a much younger, clean-
shaven, and handsome individual. “This is Rafique
Aziz. It was taken in the late seventies, when Aziz was
obtaining a degree in electrical engineering from Amer-
1ican University in Beirut.”

The president nodded reluctantly and said, “I am
definitely familiar with this individual.”

Kennedy nodded. “Well, you might not be familiar
with this most recent development.” The doctor pointed

to the screen at the front of the room, and a series of
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photos played out showing charred buses and grotesque,
bloody bodies. “These bombings have all been linked to
the fundamentalist Palestinian group Hamas. Hamas has
stepped up its attacks recently in an effort to derail the
Middle East peace process. Hezbollah and Hamas have
done very little to help each other’s causes.” Kennedy
looked down the long table and added, “That is, until
recently. Aziz and Harut have been looking for a way to
continue their fight as things have calmed in Beirut.
They found their opportunity after Israel assassinated
Hamas leader Yehya Ayyash in 1996. Hamas turned even
more militant, stepping up its efforts to drive Israel from
the West Bank and Gaza Strip. In this most recent pe-
riod, the Israelis have noted a marked increase in the so-
phistication of Hamas bombs and tactics. It is our belief
that Rafique Aziz is responsible for this.” Kennedy
paused and got ready to drop the bombshell. “To make
matters even worse, we have also learned that Saddam
Hussein has offered to help fund some of the group’s
actions.”

President Hayes shook his head slowly and scowled.

“It gets worse,” Kennedy continued. “The stipulation
that Saddam has put on the money is that it be used to
attack the United States domestically.” Kennedy empha-
sized the last word.

The information caused Hayes’s left eyebrow to rise
a half inch. “Where did we get this?”

Kennedy looked to Stansfield, and the director of the
CIA replied, “The NSA intercepted some communica-
tions, and we verified them through several of our for-
eign contacts.”
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“That’s just great.” Hayes shook his head. Looking to
Kennedy with dread in his eyes, he asked, “What else?”

“Two nights ago our man in Iran informed us of a
probable ID on Harut, and earlier this evening he made
a positive 1D.”

The president folded his arms across his chest. “Can
we be sure your guy has the right man?”

“Yes, Mr. President,” answered Kennedy confidently.

Hayes looked from Kennedy to the map of Iran and
then back. “I assume you didn’t interrupt my dinner
plans just to tell me you may have found this fellow.”

“You are correct, Mr. President. We have been wait-
ing for this chance for a long time. If we don’t grab him
now, we may never get another chance.” Kennedy
stopped to make sure the president understood how se-
rious she was. “General Campbell and I have put to-
gether a plan to grab Harut.” Kennedy changed the
main screen. A second map of the Persian Gulf ap-
peared, this one with a half dozen new markings on it.

Kennedy looked to General Campbell and nodded.

Campbell rose from his chair, and with his ramrod
posture, he marched to the front of the room. Once
firmly in position behind the podium, he started. “Mr.
President, Harut, like Saddam, never stays in the same
place for more than three or four nights at a time. This is
the first time in over a decade that we have been able to
track his whereabouts for more than a day and be in a
position to do something about it.” Campbell gestured
to the map. “We have two helicopters from the First Spe-
cial Operations Wing that have left Saudi Arabia and are
in the process of hooking up with the Independence,
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which 1s on patrol in the Persian Gulf.” The general
tapped the spot on the map that marked the location of
the nuclear-powered aircraft carrier. “And over here”—
the general moved his finger across the Persian Gulf to a
spot just off the Iranian coast that was marked by a blue
cigar-shaped object—“we have the USS Honolulu. As I'm
sure you have already noted, she is no longer in interna-
tional waters. Right now she is about two miles offshore
and waiting for the orders to oft-load her cargo.”

While Campbell continued his briefing, President
Hayes felt as if he were having an out-of-body experi-
ence. He had dreamt of this moment for years and
loathed it. The idea of ordering U.S. troops into battle
had no appeal, no mystique, no glory, and surely no sat-
isfaction. People would die tonight because of the or-
ders he gave. The enemy’s men for sure and possibly
some of his own.

President Hayes listened to the general intently and
tried to be objective. Hayes was a student of history and
knew that to never use force was foolish. If he did not
act tonight, it might someday cost the lives of Ameri-
cans. Terrorism had to be confronted. He could not pass
on this decision.

Persian Gulf, 3:16 A.M. (local time)

IN THE IRANIAN seaside city of Bandar Abbas an el-
derly man shuffled down a dusty street in his dirty
white djellaba, a simple robelike garment that flowed
from his shoulders to his ankles. A brown turban cov-
ered his head and face; a pair of worn leather sandals,



