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Narvik, Norway A remote NATO seismic array in the far north of Norway detects the largest

nuclear detonation since the days of the Soviet Union.Svalbard Archipelago, Norway The

largest icebreaker in the Norwegian Navy, and one of the most high tech vessels operating in

the Arctic, disappears without trace.Arkhangelsk Oblast, Russia In the chaos following the

explosion, the lead scientist on a top secret Russian military research program goes missing

with his daughter. There are rumors of sabotage.The Kremlin, Moscow A Russian asset,

embedded deep within the CIA's London Station, sends a coded message."Your missing

scientist has made contact. I can lead you right to him."The Sleeper by Saul Herzog is the

stunning fourth instalment in the series that has single-handedly taken the publishing industry,

and Hollywood rights departments, by storm. This dazzling tour de force kicks off right where

the previous book ended. From the mind of one of the most creative and versatile writers

working in America today, this book will surely go down as a classic of the spy thriller genre.If

you read only one series this year, this is it. Action, adventure, rebellion, provocative foreign

agents, characters you can sink your teeth into. If you're looking for a new spy thriller series

that will stay with you long after you turn the last page, look no further.Recommended for fans

of Lee Child's Jack Reacher, Vince Flynn's Mitch Rapp, Robert Ludlum's Jason Bourne, and

Brad Thor's Scot Harvath.
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NoteAfterwordFOREWORDI’d like to take a moment to thank you personally for buying this

book. A lot of time and work has gone into it and I truly hope you enjoy the story I’ve come up

with.If you have any concerns at all about this story, if you spot any typos or errors, or if you’d

just like to get in touch to say hello, please feel free to contact me at any time.I can always be

reached by email at:saulherzog@authorcontact.comAlternatively, you can sign up for updates

from me at:I am always thrilled to hear from readers so please stop by, say hello, let me know

what you think of Lance Spector and the world he inhabits.God bless and happy reading,Saul

Herzog1Bardufoss, Norway2:24 a.m. Coordinated Universal TimeFifty miles from the

Norwegian port of Narvik, a military installation known as the Bardufoss Infrasound Station sat

huddled next to a frigid, craggy coastline. Located deep within the Arctic Circle, it was nearer to

Murmansk in Russia than Oslo.On the top floor of the station, a naval officer named Aksel

Øigarden leaned back precariously on his ergonomic chair. He’d been staring at a series of flat

green lines on his seismography monitor for eight hours straight, and was so close to falling

asleep that when the lines moved, he jerked in shock, lost his balance, and only narrowly

avoided falling to the ground. He did manage to knock over his mug, spilling cold, stale coffee

all over his keyboard.“Helvete,” he muttered.This couldn’t be right.A decades-old ringer, as loud

as a firehouse alarm and connected to a steel bell three feet from his head, began clanging

with the ferocity of a ship’s horn. Its flashing yellow light blinded him, and outside, strobes and

wailing sirens sent flocks of seabirds into the night sky for a mile in every direction.He slammed

his fist on the yellow button that killed the alarm and began furiously pulling up data feeds on

his computer.The epicenter of the blast was registering from the open ocean north of the

Russian naval base at Arkhangelsk. There was no way an explosion of that magnitude made

sense at that location.Maybe during the Cold War, he thought, but now? No way.He picked up

the phone and speed-dialed his counterpart at NORSAR, the agency responsible for operating

the Norwegian Seismic Array. This was the most sensitive and advanced seismic detection

system on the planet, which was why ARPANET and the US Department of Defense had

tasked it with monitoring Russian territory for nuclear detonations. That role began at the

height of the Cold War, and for fifty years, like the sentinels in some mythic saga, NORSAR

personnel had diligently watched and waited for the first flickering sparks of

Armageddon.“Thorbjørn, it’s Aksel,” he stammered.“I have it, Aksel. The readings are off the

chart.”“It’s real then?”“It’s real,” Thorbjørn said.“And notification has been triggered?”Under the



terms of the Comprehensive Nuclear Test Ban Treaty, any explosion detected by Bardufoss

was automatically communicated to the US Seismic Data Analysis Center in Alexandria,

Virginia. This was part of the system NATO had devised to provide early warning protection

against nuclear attack, and there were even rumors that at periods of high tension between the

superpowers, a NORSAR detection could trigger an automatic US response. The US

government strenuously denied that, but given that similar provisions were known to exist in

Russia, it was likely the US had matched them.“Notification is automatic, Aksel.”“Of course,”

Aksel said, running his hands through his thick hair. He let out a long breath. He’d spent twelve

years preparing for this moment, and now that it had arrived, it felt strangely anticlimactic. That

was it. His work was done. A nuclear detonation had been detected, and within seconds, a

plethora of automatic systems and failsafes, magnetic tape machines, solenoid circuit

breakers, copper wires, and lithium batteries, systems developed during the absolute fever

pitch of Cold War paranoia, performed the task they’d been built for flawlessly. A signal was

sent to Virginia along a cable on the North Atlantic seabed, and within seconds, every NATO

monitoring outpost on the planet was aware of it.The Russians had detonated a nuke.“What

now?” he said into the phone.“Now,” Thorbjørn said, “we wait.”2Svalbard Coast, Arctic

Ocean2:31 a.m. Coordinated Universal TimeFive hundred miles north of Aksel’s location, a

small flotilla of Russian fishing trawlers battled against a fierce northerly gale. Gusts of seventy

miles-per-hour sent temperatures plunging below negative fifty, cold enough to burn off skin

with the ferociousness of a flamethrower. The weather at that latitude was so extreme that the

sailors, if they needed to go outside for any reason, required protective suits first designed by

the Soviet army for use by soldiers in a nuclear war.The pilothouses on the trawlers were made

of a reinforced steel plate usually reserved for armoring naval corvettes, and the sailors were

locked in as tightly as any submariners. The hatches and bulkhead doors were built to the

specifications of a Granit-class nuclear submarine.Despite an advanced glass heating system,

the windows overlooking the bows of the boats threatened to ice over completely. When that

happened, it would be impossible for anyone to go outside and clear them off.The waves were

twenty, even thirty feet high, and crashed against the hulls of the boats like walls of concrete,

buffeting them over and over with the kinetic energy of a sixty-mile-per-hour locomotive.The

trawlers were thirty miles east of the Svalbard archipelago, home to the most northerly

permanent human settlement on earth, and had sent multiple distress signals to the

Norwegian Coast Guard station at Longyearbyen.“Will they even come?” a deck officer said to

the captain of the lead trawler under his breath.The captain, a grizzled sea dog named Yuri

Tabakov, looked at him gravely but said nothing.They were in contested waters. Svalbard had

long been a source of tension between Norway and Russia. A treaty from 1920 granted

sovereignty to Norway, but also guaranteed to Russia a permanent right to inhabit the islands.

The Russian government of the time was determined to exercise that right, despite the fact that

there was about as much demand from ordinary Soviet citizens to occupy the far-flung,

godforsaken place as there was to inhabit the dark side of the moon. In 1920, Russia was in

the clutches of a brutal civil war that saw the unleashing of what historians later called the Red

Terror. Hundreds of thousands were killed, and millions more lost their lives to typhus, cholera,

and some of the most severe famines of the twentieth century. Nevertheless, the new

government in Moscow set about establishing three mining colonies on Svalbard, complete

with towns laid out to the exacting standards of Soviet Central Committee planners. The

archipelago was to prove so hostile to human life, however, that it forced even the creators of

the brutally inhospitable Siberian Gulag to eventually admit defeat. Of the three settlements,

only one survived today—the town of Barentsburg.The other towns could still be seen from



boats sailing into Barentsburg, their cultural centers, sports complexes, schools, and apartment

buildings slowly crumbling to dust. Even the enormous concrete statues of Lenin, erected in

the central courtyard of each settlement, were beginning to totter.It was from Barentsburg that

the trawlers had set out the day before. The crew had been granted shore leave, which had

been spent drinking a potent, tax-exempt liquor imported by the mining company from a

distillery in Arkhangelsk. The label on the bottles looked more like something for a medicine, or

a household cleaning chemical, than anything that would be consumed for pleasure, and the

taste lived up to that promise. The town had four prostitutes, who were kept very busy by the

twenty-eight men who crewed the four trawlers.It was common custom at the bar in

Barentsburg to curse the Norwegians with every shot of vodka consumed, and the sailors, to a

man, had dutifully honored the practice.There were no curses now.The captain peered through

the window at the roiling water like a man watching a disaster unfurl in slow motion, his eyes

squinted, his face two inches from the glass, his knuckles as white as the froth on the waves. A

cigarette rested in his mouth, burned to the nub, an inch of ash holding on precariously.It was a

night that would see men drown, and he knew it. He’d seen such nights before. He’d seen

storms that flung ships around like children’s playthings. He’d seen a hundred men die in a

single crashing wave. He’d seen steel hulls break in half. He’d seen the ocean do things that no

camera had ever recorded, that no man who hadn’t been present would believe possible. And

what was more, he knew he would yet see worse.And then a light washed over the bow. It was

like an apparition, an archangel come to deliver him from the jaws of catastrophe.“There she is,

boys,” he growled. “There she is.”3Svalbard Coast, Arctic Ocean2:34 a.m. Coordinated

Universal TimeThe Svalbard Icebreaker was the jewel of the Norwegian Coast Guard. At three-

hundred-forty feet in length and with a displacement of over six thousand tons, it was the

second-largest vessel in the entire Norwegian Navy. It was propelled by two diesel-electric

Azipod thrusters, powered by four Rolls-Royce Bergen generators, and could break through ice

up to a meter thick, both ahead and astern. It was armed with a Bofors fifty-seven millimeter

naval gun, a twelve-millimeter machine gun, and a European-designed Simbad Surface to Air

missile system. On its deck were two helicopters, a British Westland Lynx twin-engined naval

utility chopper, and a medium-sized NH90 military chopper.Most importantly at that moment, it

had a towing capacity of one-hundred-thousand tons, enough to bring all four trawlers back to

Svalbard.It was barrelling through the waves at seventeen knots when the beam of its

searchlight washed over the Russian trawlers like the lamp of a lighthouse.“Good God,” the

captain said. “What were they thinking?”The trawlers were so laden with ice, so low in the

water, that the waves crashed clear over the decks. Russian fishermen often operated in

Norwegian waters illegally. Their government practically ordered them to, using the fact to

challenge Norwegian sovereignty claims over vast stretches of the Barents and Norwegian

Seas.“Give me the radio,” he said to his navigator, then, into the receiver he barked,

“Murmansk-registered trawlers, this is captain Stieg Gunnar of the Norwegian Coast Guard

vessel Svalbard, responding to your SOS.”He waited but got back only static.He repeated his

message and waited again.This time, in heavily-accented English, he got a crackly response.

He had to hold the receiver to his ear to catch the words. “Norwegian Coast Guard

vessel Svalbard, this is Yuri Tabakov of the Russian trawler Taurus, awaiting your immediate

assistance.”“Stand by, Taurus,” Gunnar said. “We’re going to see about latching on. Tell your

boats to cut their engines.”He put down the radio and issued the order to pull up within range of

the Taurus.“Your coffee, sir,” the steward said, putting a metal cup on the counter in front of him.

Gunnar picked it up and held it in both hands for warmth.Looking down at the four little boats, it

was hard to believe anyone would go willingly to such extremes to earn a living. He wondered



what these men’s homes must have been like that they came to such a place to earn their

bread.“They must have saltwater in their veins,” he muttered.An alarm at the navigator’s

console began to sound, an irritating electronic chime, accompanied by a flashing red light on

the bulkhead.Gunnar looked at the man. “What is it?”“Sir,” the navigator said, “we’re picking up

a….”“A what?”“A surface disturbance, sir.”“A surface disturbance?” Gunnar echoed.The

navigator looked at him, his eyes wide. “It’s a wave, sir. It’s going to….”The navigator was a

capable man, but he had a habit of letting his words trail off when he didn’t want to say what he

was thinking.Gunnar was about to ask him what the hell he was talking about—surface

disturbance was not a phrase bandied about lightly—when he saw in the distance beyond the

trawlers what appeared to be a snow-capped range of mountains.“Distance?” he said, his

voice weaker than he’d intended.“Miles, sir. Seven miles. Closing fast.”Even from that distance,

Gunnar knew this was nothing natural. It was a thing from old sailors’ tales, something told of

by firelight to scare children. It was a legend, a curse, a hundred-foot wall of water that nothing

could hope to withstand.He gave himself a few seconds to wonder at it, to stare at its

immensity, to accept the inevitable and make peace with his Maker. And then he picked up the

ship’s comms and yelled, “Brace!” as everything around him exploded in a deafening crash of

water and glass and fury.4Lance Spector sat in the back of a black London cab, his head

against the window, watching the glimmer of oncoming headlights in the droplets on the glass.

It was a dreary night, and the dreariness had a distinct, British quality. It was raining, but the

rain didn’t fall from the sky. It seemed to condense from the air itself, a sort of northerly

dampness that got inside his coat, got down to his bones and brought him back to every other

time he’d been in that city in winter.He was in a rundown part of the East End, and the cab

drove over the wet cobbles of Whitechapel and Brick Lane, past mosques, off-licenses, and an

unending stream of bookies. The businesses were shuttered for the night, and it was rare to

see a surface that hadn’t been graffitied.They turned onto a street lined with brick low-rises,

and ahead, blocking the sky, was a rectangular concrete monolith, a building so vast it could

only have been built by a government, a nation. It rose twenty stories like a cold, gray

mountain, its face a symmetry of balconies clad in white-painted plywood.Lance leaned toward

the driver and said, “This will do, pal.”He got out of the cab, slung a leather bag over his

shoulder, and inhaled deeply. There was an air of diesel fume, and no amount of rain could

make it seem cleaner.He’d arranged the apartment on the phone. A flat, the landlady called it.

It had been advertised on a sheet of paper taped to the wall of a phone booth.Bachelor

apartment. Boarding room price.Lance paid two months’ rent in cash without signing any

paperwork or showing any identification.He walked up to the entrance, his key ready, but didn’t

need it. The lock on the main door was broken. There was an intercom with a keypad, but that

was also broken.He pushed the door open and entered a drab, institutional lobby. It had been

painted with thick, high-gloss paint that could be cleaned with the same mop used on the

floors. There was a bank of elevators, eight of them, and he stepped into the nearest. It smelled

of urine. He pressed the button for the tenth floor, and it creaked and rattled as it rose, like it

was a living creature struggling to climb the height of the building. When it stopped, the doors

shuddered open.He stepped out into a long, straight corridor with plastic light fixtures mounted

flush to the ceiling every fifteen feet or so. Some of the bulbs were out. Some flickered. A notice

on the wall told him that garbage was under no circumstances to be left in the corridor

overnight. Someone had hand-drawn a rat on it with a ballpoint pen.He made his way down the

corridor and, as he approached his apartment, saw a woman sitting on the ground blocking his

path. She was about thirty feet from where he stood and, after glancing back in the direction

he’d come from, Lance walked up to her.She had her back to one of the apartment doors and



was smoking a cigarette. Her gaze was fixed on the door opposite. As it turned out, that was

Lance’s door, and he took his key out of his pocket.She turned to look up at him and exhaled a

long plume of white smoke. She was young—early twenties. Her mascara was smeared, but

not from crying. It was more like she’d forgotten it was there and had rubbed her eyes.She said

nothing.Lance stepped over her legs and put his key in the door. It wouldn’t turn. There was

something wrong with the lock. He fiddled with it, and the woman said, “You have to pull it out a

bit.”“What?” Lance said.“The key. Pull it out a little.”It worked.“Thanks,” he said, opening the

door. He entered the apartment and, before shutting the door, looked back down at the

woman.She wasn’t strung out. She wasn’t high. She wasn’t hurt that he could see. It was as if

she was just taking a rest from whatever life she had going on inside her apartment, like a

waitress at the back of a restaurant taking a smoke break.“Why don’t you take a picture?” she

said.He gave her a curt nod and shut the door on her.His apartment was as spartan as they

came. It smelled of bleach and fresh paint. A thin carpet, like office carpet, had been laid in

twelve-inch squares. On the ceiling was a bare, energy-efficient halogen bulb.There was a

glass sliding door that led out to a narrow balcony. A kitchenette occupied one corner. In front

of it was a sofa that faced a wall where a television might be. There was no television.He let out

a tired sigh.There was a plastic thermostat on the wall, and he turned on the heat. Then he

went to the balcony, stepped outside, and looked out at the endless city. It was shrouded in a

mist that rose twenty feet from the ground. The buildings poked through, and looking out at it,

Lance had the same feeling he got when looking at clouds from the window of an airplane.He

lit a cigarette and, as he smoked, wondered how long he would be at this place. No one had

told him to be there. As far as he was aware, no one knew he was there.It was an exile that

was self-imposed.A man could stay ahead of his own soul only so long. Sooner or later, his

debts came due. The conscience could only take so much. In the end, one way or another,

every deed would be atoned, every sin paid for, every act of violence avenged.There was a

bedroom in the flat. He hadn’t looked at it but already wondered if he’d be able to sleep there.

He hadn’t slept in days. His mind wouldn’t let him. It just turned, over and over, rehashing the

same things, the same memories.He flicked his cigarette over the side of the balcony and

watched the ember disappear. Then he went back to the front door and looked out the

peephole.The woman was gone.5Levi Roth had slept less than an hour when the call came in.

It came on a special line, had a special tone on his phone, and if he didn’t answer, would have

been followed by one of his security detail pounding on the bedroom door like a bailiff.He

rubbed his eyes and grabbed the phone without looking at the screen. Ten minutes later, he

was in the back of a government-issue Cadillac Escalade with full police escort, lights flashing,

sirens wailing, running red lights and stop signs with the abandon of a fire truck. The cavalcade

only slowed when it reached the main security checkpoint at Langley. The driver had Roth’s

window down before the vehicle even came to a halt. A guard peered in and waved them

through. The car entered a tunnel beneath the new CIA headquarters building that brought

them down four stories to a maximum-security, reinforced bunker, built of concrete thick

enough to withstand a direct nuclear strike.At the next checkpoint, Roth got out of the car and

entered an underground reception area where two specially-cleared agents from the CIA’s

Office of Security waited for him. They escorted him down a corridor so bright he had to shield

his eyes from the fluorescent light. At the end of the hall was an elevator with the seal of the

CIA embossed on the doors. The two guards simultaneously swiped keycards and entered a

four-digit pin. The doors opened, and Roth entered the elevator alone. There were no buttons

inside, no screens telling him how many floors he had descended, and when the elevator

stopped, he stepped out into the CIA’s new state-of-the-art Emergency Command Center.It



had only just come online and comprised a highly classified aspect of the National Command

Authority—the set of protocols governing who ultimately could issue lawful military orders in

cases of extreme national distress. The command center had hardline comms connections to

the White House, the Pentagon, and the emergency operations centers for the Army, Navy, and

Air Force. It also had direct access to the entire NORAD Alert Network, the Defense

Department’s Global Information Grid, and the Keyhole Satellite Surveillance Network.Under

the terms of a new, classified Operations Plan, there were now situations in which the CIA

Director was authorized to order retaliatory strikes against any foe that took out the national

leadership in Washington or threatened the nation’s ability to maintain continuity of

government. That included issuing orders to any part of the National Military Command, the

US Strategic Command, or the Air Force Global Strike Command. It specifically included strike

commands to the combat-ready units of the US Strategic Nuclear Deterrent at Barksdale Air

Force Base in Bossier Parish, Louisiana, and the units of Strategic Command’s Deterrence

and Global Srike Capability at Offutt Air Force Base, Nebraska.What that meant was that in the

case of catastrophic attack, Roth could strike back with every weapon the US military

possessed.Including nuclear weapons.This was the facility from which such orders would be

issued.He was escorted by two more guards from the elevator to the situation room, where

everyone was already seated, waiting for him. Those present included the Secretary of

Defense, the NSA Director, the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs, the Navy Chief of Staff, and the

President’s new National Security Advisor, Jared Cutler. They sat at a long conference table in

the center of a dark room. The table was illuminated by low-hanging pendant lights. Beyond the

orb of their light, various lieutenants, staffers, and analysts sat in tiered benches like spectators

in an amphitheater. Roth’s most trusted advisor, director of the Special Operations Group,

Laurel Everlane, was also present. She stood at the far end of the table in front of a set of

enormous monitors that provided real-time data from satellites and other intelligence assets

around the globe.Roth took his position at the head of the table and cleared his throat. “So,

Laurel, what’s all this fuss about?” he said. “Please don’t tell me it’s another North Korean test

launch.”Twice in the past, North Korean missile tests over the Sea of Japan had triggered false

alarms.“It’s not North Korea, sir,” Laurel said.There was a carafe of coffee on the table, and

Roth poured himself some. On the main screen in front of him, ultra-high-resolution imagery of

a frothy patch of ocean was showing. The image was from a Keyhole satellite, so clear that

even in the darkness he could see debris in the water.“That’s not one of our boats?” he

said.Laurel shook her head. “You’re looking at debris from the Norwegian Coast

Guard’s Svalbard Icebreaker. A formidable vessel, three-hundred-forty feet in length, fifty crew,

all the latest technology. It was responding to a distress call from a group of Russian fishing

trawlers about thirty miles east of the Svalbard archipelago in the Arctic Ocean.”Roth looked at

the image on the screen. Floating in the water, he could see pieces of mangled wood and

plastic, buoyancy devices, and dead bodies. “What on earth happened to it?”Laurel nodded to

a specialist sitting behind the monitors. “Play the footage,” she said.The image on the screen

changed to a zoomed-out view of the ocean. It was shrouded in darkness, but the lights of the

Norwegian vessel could be made out. It was approaching four smaller fishing trawlers that

were barely visible.“What you’re about to see,” she said, “happened less than an hour ago.”The

sea was stormy. Enormous waves buffeted the icebreaker as it approached the trawlers. It was

moving in closer, attempting a rescue maneuver, when suddenly, out of nowhere, an enormous

wave, like the shockwave from old footage of a Manhattan Project test, blasted across the

ocean, obliterating everything in its path.“What the hell was that?” Cutler said.Laurel looked at

him. “That was a shockwave.”The wave must have been a hundred feet high and moving at



hundreds of miles per hour. There wasn’t a ship in the ocean that could have withstood it, and

already, Roth knew there was no way it had come from anything natural.“What could have

caused it?” Cutler asked.Roth glanced at Elliot Schlesinger, the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs.

Cutler was a new man, an unknown quantity, untested in his role, and, at least to the people

seated around that table, untrusted. Everyone in the room knew the answer to his question—

none wanted to say it.“How far were those boats from the epicenter of the blast?” Roth said to

Laurel.“Thirty miles.”“Thirty miles?” Roth echoed.She nodded gravely.“What kind of explosion

could sink a ship at a distance of thirty miles?” Cutler said.Everyone looked at him.“A natural

disaster?” he said.No one spoke.He looked around the table, at the faces looking back at him.

Very quietly, almost in a whisper, he said, “Not nuclear?”The director of the NSA, Sandra

Shrader, nodded her head.“Nuclear?” Cutler said again as if to confirm what his ears refused

to believe.“What caused it?” Roth said.Laurel switched the screen to a live satellite surveillance

feed, and Roth’s face suddenly went pale. His mouth went dry.He studied satellite pictures of

Russian military installations on a daily basis, everyone present did, and they knew this place.

It was a testing range in the extreme north of the country.Part of a network of facilities across

Russia that were working all out on the development of a new range of superweapons.The

testing range was coastal. It had a snow-strewn runway, aircraft hangars, and a control tower.

South of the runway were administrative and scientific buildings, and beyond those, enough

barracks to house thousands of soldiers. There were two fences around the compound,

separated by a stretch of no man’s land less than a hundred yards wide. A string of guard

towers monitored the fences, and Roth could make out soldiers with dogs patrolling the gap

between them.“This is the Russian Navy Testing Range at Nyonoksa,” Laurel said.“Poseidon,”

Roth said quietly.“Good God,” Schlesinger said. “God help us all.”“Poseidon?” Cutler said.Navy

Chief of Staff, Frederick Winnefeld, cleared his throat. “Poseidon is a new Russian

superweapon,” he said. “We’re classifying it as a weapon of last resort. An underwater drone

armed with a one-hundred-megaton nuclear bomb that has been purposefully laced with highly

toxic cobalt-60.”“An underwater dirty bomb?” Cutler said. “Why on earth would anyone build

such a thing?”“Because we can’t defend ourselves against it,” Roth said. “It’s a weapon of

deterrence. Something they want us to know they have, something that will stop us from getting

any bright ideas.”“I thought they had nuclear ballistic missiles for that?”“Nukes,” Roth said,

letting out a long sigh. “You’d have thought those would be enough. But we’ve been working for

decades on missile defense systems that can shoot those down before they reach their

target.”“So they built an underwater version?”“All our defense systems assume an attack will

come from the air,” Roth said. “An underwater bomb could explode off the coast, and no one

would even know it was coming. We have no missile defense systems down there—no early

warning systems. The amount of radiation released by such an explosion would be enough to

render vast parts of our coastline uninhabitable. The wave alone would kill tens of thousands of

people.”“I had no idea they were working on such a thing,” Cutler said.“The Poseidon is one of

a slew of new doomsday weapons the Russians are working on,” Laurel said. “But that’s not

what we’re dealing with here. This explosion appears to be the result of another new weapon

system.”“Another?” Cutler said.Laurel looked at Roth.“Petrel?” he said.She nodded her head

slowly.It was too much for Cutler. “Wait a minute,” he said. “I’ve been informed that we’re doing

everything in our power to de-escalate tensions with Russia.”“We are,” Roth said.“But now

you’re telling me that they’re working on a slew of new doomsday weapons? That doesn’t

sound like de-escalation to me.”“It’s not,” Roth said.“Well?” Cutler said. “Then explain that to

me. How does that add up? We’re de-escalating. They’re building doomsday machines.”“That’s

something you’d have to speak to the President about,” Roth said.“I have spoken to the



President about it,” Cutler said. “He said the State Department’s been making progress.”“You

mean the group working out of the embassy in Moscow?” Schlesinger said. “The embassy that

was just blown to smithereens? That State Department group?”“There’s no evidence the

Russian government was involved in that attack,” Cutler said.Schlesinger turned to Roth. “How

the hell did this guy get his job? How is he sitting at this table right now?”Laurel intervened,

attempting to dispel the growing tension. “As far as we’ve been able to discern,” she said, “this

was an offshore nuclear explosion caused by a failed test launch of a new Petrel prototype.”“Do

we have footage of the explosion?” Roth said.Laurel hit some keys and the screen went pitch

black. On the bottom of the screen were coordinates not far from the position of the Svalbard.

Suddenly, the screen went white, then the feed cut out.“That’s all we got?”“You mentioned

Petrel,” Cutler said.Roth turned to him. “Petrel is another new Russian weapon system.”“It’s part

of an entire program of new high-budget, mass-casualty superweapons they’ve got in

development,” Laurel said.“Another doomsday weapon?” Cutler said.She nodded.“And the

President’s aware of this?”Roth rose up in his seat. He wasn’t just speaking to Cutler now. He

needed everyone in the room to understand the threat they faced. “As Laurel just explained,” he

said, “the CIA has been tracking a slew of new weapons prototypes being developed by the

Russians. As far as we’re concerned, what we’re looking at are the most devastating, terrifying,

horrific weapons of mass annihilation any nation has sought to develop since the very nadir of

the Cold War. We’re talking about World War Two levels of depravity. Bombs that create tidal

waves. Rockets that spew a trail of nuclear waste in their jet stream. I’ve informed the

President, and he agrees that these weapons are intended to be Molotov’s last line of defense,

his way of ensuring that we never, ever, target him personally, his regime, or the lives of the

ruling elite in the Kremlin.”“So this isn’t even about defending Russia?” Sandra said. “It’s about

defending the regime?”“That’s correct,” Roth said. “The CIA’s codename for the new weapons

program is Project Oppenheimer, and we believe it’s being run by the Dead Hand. That’s the

group inside the Kremlin charged solely with maintaining the President’s personal grip on

power, no matter the cost.”“Oppenheimer?” Cutler said, and then, unable to resist, added, “Now

I am become Death, the destroyer of worlds.”“Very good,” Roth said.“We’ve got a fan of the

history channel here,” Schlesinger said.Cutler was about to say something when Laurel said,

“The Petrel rocket is an isotope-powered rocket.”“Isotope-powered?” Cutler said.“It means that

it’s not just the payload that’s nuclear,” she said. “The rocket itself is nuclear-

powered.”“Doomsday devices,” Schlesinger said, shaking his head. “I thought those days were

behind us.”“Nothing’s behind us,” Roth said. “The battle is as it ever was. As it ever will be.”“This

is insanity,” Cutler said.Roth nodded. That was something he and Cutler could agree on. “I

mean,” Cutler went on, “the risk alone, the risk of catastrophic disaster, even to themselves, it’s

just….”“Unacceptable?” Roth said.Laurel spoke up. “The Russians are aware of the risks of the

technology. As you can see here,” she said, switching the view to a new satellite feed, “recovery

vessels were on standby at the launch site.”“Those are Rosatom vessels,” Roth said.“That’s

correct, sir. They’re ships used specifically for handling radioactive material.”“What does that

mean?” Cutler said.“It means they were aware that a nuclear accident was at least a possibility

of the test,” Laurel said. “They’ve dispatched those boats to the site of the explosion now.”“What

could they possibly be hoping to recover?” Roth said.“I have no idea,” Laurel said. “The

prototype would have been vaporized in the blast.”“What can they be hoping to achieve from

any of this?” Cutler said. “It makes no sense. A new arms race will destabilize the entire

planet.”“As far as they’re concerned,” Laurel said, “they’re already in an arm’s race. And it’s a

race they’re losing. If they pull off just one of these new prototypes, if they deploy it

successfully, they’ll reset the entire global balance of power. They’ll undo, in a single stroke,



decades of NATO missile defense technology.”“They’ll be able to threaten us with annihilation,”

Roth said. “Just like in the good old days, when they were a superpower and the whole world

listened to what they had to say.”“You mentioned Petrel and Poseidon,” Schlesinger said. “How

many prototypes do we think they’re working on?”“That’s the thing,” Laurel said. “We only know

about those two, but we’ve intercepted Dead Hand communications that refer to The Five

P’s.”“The Five P’s?” Cutler said. “Petrel, Poseidon. You’re telling me there’s three

more?”Schlesinger turned to Roth with a look of exasperation on his face. “Are we really going

to spend the night explaining everything to this guy like we’re in kindergarten?”“What did you

say?” Cutler said, turning to him. Schlesinger ignored him, and that angered Cutler even more

than the comment. “Hey,” he said, rising to his feet. “I’m talking to you, Elliot.”“Sit down,”

Schlesinger said derisively, “before you get yourself into something you can’t get back out

of.”“Is that a threat?” Cutler said.Schlesinger leveled his gaze on Cutler and said, “It is what it

is.”“Look,” Cutler said, raising his voice. “I represent the President of the United States

here.”“Represent?” Schlesinger said, looking at the others. “That’s a bit of an exaggeration,

wouldn’t you say?”Cutler was livid. He looked like he was about to reach across the table and

grab Schlesinger by the throat. “I can’t believe this,” he spat. “I can’t believe you’re challenging

my right to be here, and I don’t believe any of you has properly apprised the President of this

threat.”“Why?” Schlesinger said, “Because he didn’t talk to you about it?”The meeting was

about to descend into a shouting match when the unmistakable New England bellow of the

President was heard from the direction of the door, “Gentlemen! That’s enough!” It was a voice

that never failed to bring to Roth’s mind the image of Captain Ahab on board the Pequod,

barking orders at his sailors.Everything about him, from the way he spoke, to his corpulent

build, to the cigars that were never far from hand, couldn’t have been more custom-made to a

man seeking to emulate Winston Churchill.As he approached, he was accompanied by the

strong odor of cigar smoke, and it was the red glow of a cigar’s ember that Roth saw first.“Calm

down, the both of you,” the President thundered. “This is not a schoolyard.” Both men were

aghast.“Mr. President, sir,” Schlesinger said apologetically.“Like it or not,” the President

continued, “Cutler is my advisor. He’s one of the few appointees I’m free to select entirely at my

own discretion. He’s inexperienced, but I have my reasons for selecting him.”“Of course, Mr.

President,” Schlesinger said.“But that doesn’t mean you get to waltz in and start speaking for

me,” the President said to Cutler. “Your job is to listen, to hear what’s said, and come back and

report to me. I don’t think it’s any secret that the greatest mission of my presidency, perhaps

the greatest challenge of our time, is the avoidance of all-out war with Russia. I know not

everyone in this room sees the world the way I see it, but Cutler does. He understands that his

job is to keep us out of a war that can’t be won. That’s why he’s my aide. You people see the

world as it is, and that’s why you are where you are. If anyone has a problem with that, they

can leave right now.”Schlesinger took his seat.The President looked pointedly at Cutler and,

reluctantly, he did the same.“I was not aware of this latest test launch,” the President said, “until

a few moments ago, but believe me when I say I am fully apprised of this threat. I know of

Operation Oppenheimer. I know of the new superweapons Russian scientists are working on at

a furious pace. I know that they breach every disarmament treaty the Russians have ever

signed. And I know that if any of them ever graduates from the stage of prototype to actual

deployment, it will constitute an existential threat to our nation, to our security, to our very

existence.”“Mr. President, sir,” Cutler said, but the President ignored him and kept

speaking.“The Petrel system, once perfected, will provide the Russians with a rocket capable

of near-infinite loiter time. It will be able to fly around the globe at supersonic speeds for weeks

on end, even months, and will have an unlimited range. It will be able to change course. It will



crisscross the skies with complete impunity. There’s not a thing our missile defense systems

can do to stop it.” He turned to Laurel. “Am I correct in that assessment, Ms. Everlane?”Laurel

nodded. “That’s absolutely correct, sir.”“It wouldn’t be the first time we’ve faced an existential

threat from Moscow, would it?”“It would not, sir,” she said.The President turned back to

Schlesinger and Cutler. “Then let’s not lose our heads, shall we?” He turned to Roth and said,

“Mr. Director?”“Yes,” Roth said, “quite right, sir. As Laurel was just saying, we believe that what

we’re dealing with here is a failed Petrel test flight. What else do we know, Laurel?”“Well,”

Laurel said, “we know that every nuclear monitoring station inside Russia has suddenly

stopped sending data to the Comprehensive Nuclear-Test-Ban Treaty Organization

network.”“That sounds like an admission of guilt to me,” Roth said.“We also have live footage of

the village near the launch site,” she said, pulling up another feed on the screen. The view

panned to a village a few miles from the testing range. It was night, and the few streetlamps

gave off a blue glow that tinged the streets and made the town look like a set from a Tim

Burton movie. Snow flitted across the central square, where a crowd of civilians had gathered.

There were families, young children, women with strollers. They huddled close to the buildings,

grouped together for warmth, pulling their coats around their shoulders.Soldiers had been

dispatched to control the crowd, and they were directing newcomers toward the square and

organizing them into lines.“This is the village of Nyonoksa,” Laurel said. “It is located just a few

miles from the testing range. Those buses arriving now have been brought in from

Arkhangelsk.”“They’re evacuating the village,” Roth said.“They are,” she said, “and those trucks

are bringing in more troops from the base.”She zoomed in closer to where soldiers were

getting off the trucks, and Roth suddenly saw that they were wearing hazmat suits.“This is

bad,” he said.“The buses are transporting villagers to the Semashko Medical Center in

Arkhangelsk. Our best guess is that they’re being checked for signs of radiation

exposure.”“They’re scared,” Roth said. “They’re afraid of what they’ve unleashed.”6Lance woke

with a start. He reached under his pillow and grabbed the Glock 17 pistol he kept there.

Someone was at the door, tapping lightly, using the palm of their hand rather than the

knuckle.He made his way across the apartment silently, gun at the ready. From the crack at the

bottom of the door, he saw that someone was standing there. Lance was two yards back, next

to the kitchen counter, which he could use for cover. He leveled the gun at the center of the

door and said, “Who’s there?”A soft woman’s voice said, “Open the door.”“Who is it?” he said

again, but he recognized the voice.She stopped tapping. He watched her feet move away from

the door. Then he heard crying.He went to the door and opened it slowly, keeping the gun

concealed. Sitting on the floor with her back to the wall, same as before, was the woman he’d

seen a few hours earlier. She had her head between her knees and was sobbing.Lance

scanned the corridor in both directions. There was no one else there. “What’s wrong?” he

said.“Nothing,” the woman said.“Something’s wrong.”She looked up at him, and he saw her

face clearly for the first time. He felt sympathy, but it was far outweighed by suspicion. He

couldn’t help it. He was looking for the catch, measuring the angles.“What are you doing out

here?” he said.“I can’t find my key.”“Your key?”She nodded at the door opposite Lance’s.He

looked at it. A child’s drawing was taped to it, a house, a blue sky, a sun, a woman and a girl. It

was signed in a child’s hand, but he couldn’t make out the letters.He looked at the woman.

She’d changed her clothes. She wore a pink latex dress now, fit so tight he could have counted

her ribs through it. It was cut low at her breasts and was barely long enough to cover her ass.

Her makeup was a mess from crying.He sighed. He’d made a rule not to get involved with

people, to keep to himself. Getting mixed up with other people never worked out. Everything he

touched turned to ash. Everyone he got close to ended up dead. He told himself to shut the



door, go back to bed, but instead, he found himself saying, “What happened?”She looked up at

him defiantly. “What do you care?”“I don’t care,” he said, “but you knocked on my door, so I

figure I’ve got to ask.”She shook her head as if she’d hoped for more from him, as if, somehow,

he owed her more than that.He shifted his weight and leaned against the doorframe. He lit a

cigarette, waiting for her to say something. She said nothing. They just looked at each other,

sizing each other up. It took him about two minutes to smoke the cigarette, and when it was

done he said, “Well, have a good night then.”He shut the door and went to the kitchen. In the

time it took him to get to the trash can and dispose of the cigarette butt, the woman made a

decision. She was banging on his door again, harder this time. Lance was dressed only in a

pair of cotton boxer shorts and he went to the bedroom and pulled on a pair of jeans and the

white t-shirt he’d worn the day before. He put his gun back where it had been beneath his

pillow. The woman was pounding harder on the door. She’d wake the entire floor if he didn’t do

something about it.He opened the door, and she pushed her way past him into the apartment.

It was the first time he’d seen her standing. She had a good figure, tall, and her stiletto heels

made her taller. Her shoes matched the latex dress, like a costume, like something from a

fetish website.He shut the door and turned to face her. She was leaning with her back to the

counter. He had his back to the door. She approached, coming up close, pressing her body

against his.“Come on,” she said very softly, almost a whisper. “No one needs to know.” Her

hand touched his leg.He looked into her eyes and wasn’t sure what he was looking at. What

was she after? Was this about him, had she been sent to get close to him, or was it about her?

She broke eye contact but remained close, her hand moving slowly up his thigh.He reached

down and stopped her hand.“Oh, come on,” she said, “don’t be like that.” She put her hand on

his crotch and said, “See! You do want to play.”She pressed in closer, their eyes locked, and

this time she put her mouth on his. He was taller than her and turned away. He took her hand

off his jeans.She took a step back and looked at him. “What’s wrong?” she said.“You need to

settle down,” he said.She backed away from him, all the way to the kitchen counter.Lance

looked at her apologetically. It wasn’t that he didn’t want her. She looked good. But not like

this.“You’re a lot less fun than I thought you’d be,” she said.“Sorry to disappoint.”She looked

around the room. It looked like what it was, an apartment that had been cleaned up and turned

around by a low-budget property management company.“This place looks awful,” she

said.Lance nodded.“Seriously,” she added. “Like a serial killer cleaned up after a murder. All it’s

missing is the plastic sheet on the floor.”“Well,” Lance said, “there’s a dozen other doors on this

corridor. Maybe if you’d knocked on one of those.”She didn’t like him saying that. She was

embarrassed. “You know,” she said, “you can quit looking so smug.”“What did I say?”“You think

you’ve been all chivalrous here tonight, don’t you?”“I don’t think anything.”“Sure you do,” she

said. “Like you’re a saint for not fucking me. For turning me down.”“I don’t think I’m a saint.”“For

humiliating me.”“All I did was come to the door.”She nodded. “Sure you did. You just came to

the door, didn’t you? The perfect gentleman. You had no idea who was on the other side.”Lance

didn’t know what to say to her.“You saw me sitting out there earlier. I saw the way you looked at

me. I didn’t imagine that.”“I’m sorry,” Lance said.“And now, you’re just banking it, aren’t you?

You’re just postponing it. She’s too worked up. She needs to calm down.”“I don’t know what

you’re talking about?”“I’m talking about you turning me down,” she said, and her cheeks

flushed as she said it. “You rejected me, but really, what you’re thinking is it’s just a raincheck.

She’ll be ready when I want her. I can come back and collect whenever I want.”Lance really

didn’t know what to say to that. He supposed, at a certain level, she was right. More or less,

that was exactly what he’d been thinking. Not tonight, he’d thought. Not like this. But down the

road? Who knows? Never say never.He looked at her more closely. He remembered the first



time he’d seen Sam. The same wild eyes. The same pushing and pulling. Like she didn’t know

whether to tell him to go to hell or beg him never to leave her. Like she was torn between those

two poles.Then the image flashed across his mind of Sam’s mutilated body, lying in the snow,

covered in blood.“I think we should call it a night,” he said. “I told you, I can’t find my key.”“I don’t

care.”“I’ve got no way to get into my apartment.”“Smart girl like you, you’ll figure something

out.”Her eyes flashed, fierce, like molten rock. She didn’t look like she was about to go

anywhere.He let out a long, tired sigh and went to the sink and poured her a glass of water.

“Drink this.”She took the glass and drained it in a single go. His cigarettes were on the counter

and she helped herself. She offered him one and he took it. He held out a lighter and she

leaned in to the flame.“I’m sorry,” she said.“It’s all right.”“No,” she said. “I don’t know what’s

wrong with me. I don’t know what I wanted from you.”Lance said nothing.“I’m messed up,” she

said.“Everyone’s messed up,” he said.She nodded. “I really did lock myself out of my

apartment, though,” she said. “That’s true, and my baby, she’s inside.”“Your baby?”She nodded.

“Well, she’s five, but she’s my baby.”“Five years old?”“She’s asleep. She’s fine. I just didn’t want

her to hear me crying.”“Do you cry a lot?”“You want to be my therapist now?”“No,” he

said.“Then don’t start.”He nodded. He led her back out to the corridor and took his wallet from

his pocket. He pulled out a thin steel pin, about as long as a toothpick and curved at one end.

He slid it into the keyhole on her door, and a minute later, it clicked open.“Well, that makes me

feel safe,” she said.“You should use the chain.”She nodded. They looked at each other for a

second, both having the same thought. Then Lance turned and went back into his own

apartment.7Viktor Lapin took a pack of cigarettes from his shirt pocket and tapped it on the

edge of his desk. It was a habit he’d acquired during his years in the navy, where the cheap

government cigarettes always required packing before use.He leaned back on his seat and

admired the new office. Not bad for the son of a cop.He was wearing a short-sleeved shirt,

brown with a mustard-yellow triangular pattern on it, and over that, a brown corduroy sport

coat. His hair was long and wavy, his glasses large, with thick rims. His style was retro,

proletarian, decidedly out of step with a twenty-first-century Kremlin that was obsessed with

Tom Ford and Hugo Boss. His colleagues called him Znamenski behind his back, a reference

to a police detective from Russian television in the seventies.He lit the cigarette and sucked

hard.He had a corner office now—a symbol of power, of status. It was a perk that came with

his promotion to the very top of the GRU’s Main Directorate. There were only a few men left in

Russia now who could scare him.In a silver picture frame on his desk, still waiting to be picked

up by the custodial staff, was a photo of his predecessor, the office’s previous tenant, Igor

Aralov.Aralov was dead now. Shot in the street outside his apartment while out for a stroll with

his wife. And by one of his own agents, no less. A feisty little bitch with dark hair, pale skin, and

smoldering eyes. Her name was Tatyana Aleksandrova, and Viktor had heard it more than

once since his arrival.Outside, snow began to fall. He went to the window. The view overlooked

the Khodynka, a sprawling parkland where Tsar Nicholas II, the last emperor of Russia, had

been crowned. His was a cursed reign if ever there was one. At the height of the First World

War, the empire tottering, the army in disarray, he was yanked from his bed by a group of

communist revolutionaries. Along with his wife and five children, he was dragged out of the

house and unceremoniously shot. The bodies were then bayoneted, burned, doused in

sulphuric acid to make them unrecognizable, and dumped into a copper mine shaft next to the

Gorno-Uralsk railway line.In the anteroom outside the office was an enormous oil painting of

the coronation. It was a stuffy old thing, in a heavy, gilded frame, and Viktor had wondered why

Aralov kept it around. Perhaps as a reminder, he thought now, of how precarious this all

was.He exhaled cigarette smoke, and it dispersed against the windowpane as if searching for a



way around it. People often said the Tsar’s end was foreshadowed from the beginning, from the

day he received the crown. That day, the crowds in the Khodynka were so thick that a

stampede broke out, crushing thirteen hundred people to death.Viktor was pulled from his

thoughts by the clanging metallic chime of the old phone on his desk. A red light indicated an

internal call from his secretary.He picked it up and said, “What is it?”“A call from the Kremlin,

sir.”“The Kremlin?”“It’s the….”“The what?” Viktor said impatiently, suspecting the answer.“It’s the

Prime Directorate, sir.”Viktor stubbed out his cigarette. Corner offices were one thing, but they

came at a cost. It was true there was only a handful of men left that Viktor needed to fear. This

call, unfortunately, was from one of them—André Suvorov. He was head of the Prime

Directorate and, if the rumors were to be believed, a member of the Dead Hand.“Put him

through, put him through, for God’s sake,” Viktor said.There was a brief pause, followed by the

sickly sweetness of Suvorov’s guttural, wavering voice. He spoke as if his larynx was located in

a nasal cavity, the result of a bullet wound to the throat he’d supposedly suffered during a

game of Russian roulette.“Found your way to the new office?” he said.“I have, sir.

Yes.”“Everything to your satisfaction, I trust?”“Absolutely, sir. Very nice.”“You’ll want to get rid of

Aralov’s things as soon as possible, I suspect.”“Not at all.”“Come now, Viktor. We both know the

man’s tastes were a little, how should we say?”“Traditional, sir?”“I was going to say, dated.

You’d think we were still in Stalin’s days from the way he did up his area. All those plush

carpets and velvet curtains. Personally, I think he harbored ambitions to be in the theater. That

was why he cultivated his agents the way he did. All so theatrical. All smoke and mirrors and

intrigue.”Viktor was nervous. Suvorov was not a man known for his small talk. He was as

ruthless a killer as ever walked the halls of the Kremlin, and considering the history, that was

saying something.“Yes,” Viktor said weakly.“Well,” Suvorov said, “I’ll dispense with the

pleasantries, Viktor. There’s a reason for my call.”“Of course, sir.”“They tell me there’s more to

you than meets the eye, Viktor.”“Who told you that, sir?”Suvorov laughed. “That doesn’t matter,

Viktor. What matters is that they’re correct.”“I hope they are, sir.”“We shall see, Viktor Lapin. We

shall see.”Viktor took a fresh cigarette from his pack and tapped it nervously on the desk.“I take

it,” Suvorov continued, “that you’ve heard of the … accident that occurred last night.”Of course

he’d heard of it. He’d seen seven separate communiqués. It was being suppressed by state

media but was all over the foreign press. In London and Washington and Berlin, it was front-

page news. Every seismic monitor in the northern hemisphere had picked it up. Radiation

levels were spiking across Europe. Whatever had happened, whatever the cause of the

explosion, it was not the type of thing the Prime Directorate would be able to keep secret.“I’ve

heard, sir. They’re evacuating Nyonoksa. Men in hazmat suits are taking the residents to

Archangelsk for treatment.”“It was a test launch,” Suvorov said.“I see, sir.”“The system is

codenamed Petrel. You should have been granted access to the file in your latest

bulletin.”Viktor knew what Petrel was. One of the President’s new superweapons. He didn’t hold

out much hope for them personally, but then, he didn’t have the clearance to really look into

them. The details were all classified at a clearance above his paygrade. What he did know was

that when the Kremlin ever put the word ‘super’ before anything, it usually paid to be skeptical.

The Nazis had prolonged the war for years by promising the German people what they

called Wunderwaffe—wonder weapons. Viktor saw this as a similar ploy.“I read the brief, sir,” he

said. “A nuclear-powered cruise missile.”“Good,” Suvorov said.“Most impressive,” Viktor added,

tapping his cigarette against the edge of an ashtray.“Well, as you might have guessed,”

Suvorov continued, “the launch was a nonsuccess.”Nonsuccess, Viktor thought, was

a nonword. It was Kremlin-speak. It was also an understatement of gargantuan proportions.

They were speaking, after all, of an unintended nuclear detonation. A tsunami had crossed



thousands of miles of international waters. This missile had spewed so much radiation along its

flight path that entire villages were being evacuated.“I see, sir,” Viktor said. “And how can I be

of assistance?”“I’ll tell you how, Viktor. You can find the man responsible. You can find him, and

you can kill him.”That sounded simple enough. Viktor wasn’t a big believer in scapegoating

innocent workers, it would certainly do nothing for the morale of the remaining scientists, but if

Suvorov wanted men lined up against a wall, he would get them. Viktor would shoot a hundred

of them if that was what was wanted. He would shoot a thousand.“I’ll get on the next flight to

Arkhangelsk, sir.”“I’m afraid it’s not going to be that easy, Viktor.”“What do you mean, sir? The

technology is flawed, is it not? My men can conduct an investigation.”That was another

euphemism—investigation. They might as well have picked the names of culprits out of a

hat.“As you can imagine,” Suvorov said, “the situation on the ground is chaotic. Eighteen

scientists are dead. Hundreds more have been exposed to radiation. Not to mention the

military personnel.”“I understand, sir.”“No, you don’t,” Suvorov said, and his voice suddenly

dropped an octave. “This was not an accident, Viktor.”“Not an accident, sir?”“It was sabotage.”“I

see,” Viktor said.“I’m not telling you to pin this on some schmuck, Viktor. The lead physicist on

the project, a man named Sacha Gazinsky, has gone missing.”“Could he be lost in the chaos,

sir?”“He was lost in the chaos, Viktor. That’s exactly what he was. And then we realized his

nine-year-old daughter is missing too.”“I see,” Viktor said, suddenly rising in his seat. There it

was. A real mission. A real culprit.“Sacha Gazinsky,” Suvorov said, “is a traitor. He sabotaged

this launch, but he also accessed classified files not just for the Petrel system, but for the other

four prototypes.”“All five?” Viktor said.“Yes, everything, the blueprints for all five systems, and

now he’s missing.”8Tatyana Aleksandrova knew she was breaking the rules. She knew she was

taking a risk.She was a Russian defector. She’d turned her back on the Motherland. That

meant entire divisions within the GRU were actively hunting her down. Teams of analysts and

hackers with access to facial recognition data from all over the planet were trying to find her.

Traffic camera feeds, CCTV systems, even the cell phone and laptop cameras of ordinary

people, were being scoured by supercomputers day and night. They were looking for her, and

when they found her, they would send an assassin.No one took more pleasure in punishing

defectors than the Kremlin. It wasn’t just vindictiveness. The leadership in Moscow had to be

that way. Theirs was a house of cards, and they knew it. If they allowed one person, anyone, to

up and walk away, that one person would become an exodus.Their entire system was so

delicate, so fragile, that without fear, without the magnetizing force of raw, unadulterated terror,

their power would slip away like water slipping through fingers. The GRU knew it. The oligarchy

knew it.And President Vladimir Molotov knew it.He knew it better than anyone, and he knew

that the day it happened, he would be truly friendless. He would be alone. He would be torn

from his palace as unceremoniously as the last Tsar, and shot like a dog.Tatyana knew all that.

And she knew there were sleeper agents in Washington at that very moment, just waiting for

the call that she’d been found. She took precautions, of course—sunglasses, headscarves,

changes to her hair and makeup—but those only went so far.Eventually, she would be found.

She knew that.But she also knew that being cooped up with Laurel Everlane in a hotel suite for

the rest of her life, even if it was one of the most luxurious suites in the city, also wasn’t an

option.She was taking a risk, Roth would have called it a needless risk, but need was

subjective. What Tatyana needed more than anything was release.She told herself that if

anyone recognized her, if they followed her or came at her, she would be ready, and she would

kill them first.She slipped out the door of the suite and took the elevator to the lobby. There was

a bar there, but she wanted something different, something further afield. She left the hotel and

allowed the doorman to show her into one of the waiting cabs.The driver looked back at her



and raised an eyebrow when he saw her.“Don’t get any ideas,” she said.“Lady, I didn’t say a

word.”She was dressed to the nines in a red, satin Valentino dress and matching stilettos. She

looked good, and she knew it. The nightlife in Washington was tame compared to Moscow, but

there were still plenty of options.“Take me to U Street?” she said.The cab meandered through

traffic north on Connecticut Avenue and was just passing Dupont Circle when her phone rang.

She was tempted to ignore it, she’d spent the last few hours with Laurel, examining the satellite

footage of the explosion in the Arctic in minute detail, and she wanted a break. She looked at

her phone, but it wasn’t Laurel calling. The call was from an analog phone routing system she’d

set up herself years earlier when she still worked for the GRU. The system allowed informants

to contact her anonymously, but also meant they couldn’t trace her. She’d designed it for her

own protection as well as theirs, and most importantly, it was utterly unknown to her superiors

at the GRU.She answered the call and listened carefully to the series of clicks and beeps given

out by the routing switches. It took about twenty seconds to make a final connection, and then

a man’s voice, speaking in Russian, said, “I want to speak to Tatyana Aleksandrova.”“Who is

this?” Tatyana said.“I’m…” the man said. “I’m a…”.“You’re a what?” she said.She knew there

were only two types of people who could have reached her like this. Either, this was a person

she’d once thought she might be able to cultivate as an asset, someone she’d wanted to keep

off the books, to herself. Or it was someone who’d just tortured and killed such a person to get

the number from them. She still didn’t know which of the two she was speaking to.“You told me

I could use this number.”“Did I?” Tatyana said. She had a range of numbers, dozens of them,

that she’d registered with different cell providers in dozens of different countries. She never

wrote them down, never kept a record of them anywhere except in her head, and never gave

the same number to two different people.“You told me if I ever needed you.”“What number did

you call?” Tatyana said.The numbers were always local. She would give a Russian number to a

Russian asset, a Syrian number to a Syrian asset. When they were dialed, they were

forwarded through switches and exchanges and proxies, routed and rerouted so thoroughly

that they circled the globe multiple times before ever reaching her.The man gave her a Russian

cell number, it began 8182, and instantly, Tatyana’s blood ran cold. She knew exactly who this

was. The area code was for Arkhangelsk. There was only one person it could be.“You’re the

scientist,” she said. “The physicist from the testing range in Nyonoksa.”“Yes, I am,” the man

said, his voice trembling with fear.He knew that this call could be his last. He knew Tatyana

could have given him the number as a trap, as bait to test his loyalty. She’d been a GRU agent,

after all, and his job was highly sensitive. It was exactly the type of tactic Moscow might have

used.Either this man was not who he said he was, or he was calling Tatyana on blind trust,

based on only the briefest of interactions between lectures at a scientific conference in

Moscow two years ago.Tatyana didn’t know which he was.“The explosion has made quite a

stir,” she said.The man said nothing for a few seconds, then, “Is it enough of a stir for me to cut

a deal?”“You want to defect?”“It’s not a question of want,” the man said.Tatyana knew she

shouldn’t trust this. The timing was too perfect. It was too juicy a prize. It had to be a trap.But

her gut told her otherwise. The timbre of the man’s voice, the way it wavered and trembled like

a reeded instrument, that was real fear. And that was something Tatyana understood.If this

man was what he said he was, it would change everything. He was a key figure, not just in

Petrel, but in the entire Oppenheimer Project. Getting the information he possessed would be a

game-changer.“Tell me,” Tatyana said, “you had a daughter.”“Natasha,” the man said

cautiously.Tatyana remembered the child. A beautiful girl. She’d been five or six at the time and

had an illness. Something rare, something complicated. “How is she doing?”“She’s fine,” the

man said.“What is she now? Eight?”“Nine.”“Of course. Nine.”The man said nothing.“They grow



up so quickly, don’t they?”Silence filled the line. Tatyana waited five, then ten seconds. At last,

as if confessing a mortal sin, the man said, “I brought her with me.”“Brought her with you?”“To

London.”“You’re in England?”“I left Russia. Fled.”Tatyana tapped the driver on the shoulder and

made a circling gesture with her finger, telling him to take her back to the hotel. This was real.

She could feel it down to her bones. This guy was defecting, and he would bring with him an

information cache that could alter the trajectory of President Molotov’s entire armaments

agenda.“I need to ask you,” Tatyana said, “if you do this, your life will never be the same again.

Anyone you love, anyone you’ve left behind in Russia….”“There’s no one. Just me and

Natasha.”“They’ll hunt you down. They’ll hunt her down.”“We have no choice,” he said. “The die

is cast. We can’t go back. It’s too late for that.”9Lance woke early. He lit a cigarette and went to

the kitchen to make coffee. There was a french press in one of the cupboards, but no coffee to

go in it. There was no food of any kind in the apartment.He took a quick shower and dressed,

then let himself out of the apartment, locking the door behind him. In the corridor, he spent a

few seconds looking at the door across the hallway, thinking of the woman.He saw something

on the ground where she’d been sitting the night before and picked it up. It was a cigarette

lighter—Dunhill—made of gold.He knocked lightly on her door, but there was no answer. He

put the lighter in his pocket and went to the elevator. When he got outside, it was drizzling

lightly. He walked to the nearest grocery store where he bought coffee, milk, cereal, cigarettes,

two cans of Campbell’s soup.“Do you sell cigars?” he asked the cashier.“Nothing I’d

recommend,” the man said, “but we have some.”“Let me see them,” Lance said. They were old,

slightly gray-tinged, but he bought four of them.“You ever heard of the food pyramid?” the

cashier said as he bagged Lance’s things.“I’ll look into it,” Lance said, taking the bag from the

counter. As he was leaving, he glanced at the newspaper rack. The headlines were all about a

massive explosion over the Arctic Ocean. “How much for this?”“One pound.”He paid and went

back to the apartment. When he reached the door, he took the lighter from his pocket and

looked at it again. He tested it. It worked perfectly. He knew what those gold Dunhills were

worth. People collected them.He looked at the woman’s door and let out a quiet sigh. Then he

knocked.There was no answer. He knocked again.Then he heard the clicking and jangling of

someone fumbling with the latch and chain. It took a minute but the door eventually opened,

cautiously, and from behind it, peering around as if afraid of what she might find, was the face

of a little girl.“Oh,” Lance said.“Yes?” the girl said.“Is your mom home?”The girl nodded.“Can

you get her?”The girl looked up at him almost apologetically. “I’m not supposed to answer the

door.”“It’s okay,” Lance said. “Go tell her that the neighbor is here.”The child went running, and

Lance let himself inside. He was curious—nosy, really. The layout was identical to his but

mirrored and facing the opposite side of the building. The sun poured through his windows in

the morning. This side of the building was still in shade. It was also full to the point of bursting.

Books, magazines, clothes, a television, kid’s toys, dirty dishes, ashtrays, everything you could

think of that a mother and her kid might think to fill a home.Lance looked for sign of a man but

saw none.He looked in the kitchen. The sink was full of dirty dishes. Bills, postcards, a few

drawings were held to the refrigerator door by colored magnets.The kid came back from the

bedroom and found Lance standing in the kitchen. “She’s asleep,” she said.“Mommy’s

asleep?”She nodded and walked past the kitchen, planting herself on the sofa in front of the

TV. Next to her was a ratty-looking stuffed rabbit.“Is she in bed by herself?” Lance said.The girl

nodded.Lance went to the door of the bedroom and peeked in. It was a mess. The woman was

asleep, her arm hanging over the side of the bed like a vine. The sheets were in knots, pillows

and blankets everywhere, and on the wall behind the bed, a string of Christmas lights hung

from the ceiling.At the foot of the bed, a video camera was set up on a tripod. It pointed at the



bed, and on a small table beneath it was a laptop computer. Behind the camera on a second

tripod was a ring light.“Hey,” Lance said.The woman showed no sign of life, and Lance went

back to the living room. The kid had turned on the TV.“How long is she going to sleep like

that?” Lance said.The kid looked at him like he was speaking a foreign language.“Shouldn’t

you be going to school?”“I don’t know,” the girl said.“Have you eaten breakfast?”She shook her

head.Lance’s groceries were still by the door, and he went to them.“Did you know I’m a famous

chef?” Lance said.“No.”“Breakfast is my specialty.”The girl looked skeptical.“Really,” he

said.“You’re lying.”“I’m going to prove it to you.”He went into the kitchen and found a can

opener. He opened a can of the soup, poured it into a saucepan, and put that on the stove. The

girl watched.“Soup?” she said.“Tomato soup.”“For breakfast?”“Why not?”She walked over to

him and took the empty can from the counter, and examined the picture.“Toast, too?”“I didn’t

buy bread.”“We have some.”Lance found the bread in the refrigerator and put two slices into

the toaster.“Butter’s in the fridge, too,” the kid said.He looked at her. “You’re a smart kid, aren’t

you?”She nodded. They ate together.When they were done, the kid said, “We better clean

up.”“Let’s not get carried away,” Lance said, putting the bowls in the sink. “You be sure to tell

your mother I stopped by when she wakes up, all right?”The girl nodded, and Lance let himself

out of the apartment. He still had the lighter.10Roth sat facing Tatyana in the passenger

compartment of a CIA Gulfstream G550 jet. They’d taken off five hours earlier from Andrews

Air Force Base and were about an hour out from London.Tatyana was asleep, and Roth didn’t

think he could imagine a more flawless face. She reminded him of a painting that hung in the

British Ambassador’s residence in Washington. It was a painting by Edmund Leighton of a

woman with straight black hair and a strikingly pale face, sitting in the crenellations of a

medieval castle, stitching a flag. Roth couldn’t imagine Tatyana stitching anything, but the look

of composure on her face, the serenity, was enchanting.There’d been a woman in Roth’s life

once, decades ago, and everything about Tatyana reminded him of her.She began to wake,

and Roth turned to the window.“How long was I out?” she said.“Not long.”He got up and poured

two cups of coffee, and brought them back to the table. “Thank you,” she said.They sat and

sipped the coffee, and Roth couldn’t help looking up at her repeatedly.“What is it?” she said.He

shook his head. The truth was, a plan had been forming in his head, a plan that he couldn’t tell

her about, and it pained him. It pained him because it might cost her life.That was the thing

about war—about being in command. His job, at its core, was to decide who got sent out, who

was risked, who might die.He pushed the thought from his mind and said, “Tell me again how

you know this scientist.”“I don’t know him,” she said, taking another sip of coffee.“But he trusts

you.”“Sort of.”“What does that mean?”“It’s hard to explain.”“Try me.”She sighed and stretched

out in her seat. She was looking out the window, and Roth followed her gaze. It was a kingdom

of clouds out there, like the scattered islands of an archipelago.“Playing this game,” she

began.“You mean the spy game?” he said.She nodded. “It’s about people. Reading them. Their

motives. Their thoughts.”“I’d say that’s true,” Roth said, “as far as it goes.”“It’s like poker. There

are players who play the cards, and there are players who play the other players. We’re the

players who play other players. We watch them. Try to guess what they’re going to do. Will they

raise the bet? Will they call?”“Will they fold?”“Right,” she said. “At a certain point, it stops

mattering what cards you’re holding, and all that really matters is your opponent.”“Identifying

who’s a friend and who’s a threat,” Roth said.She nodded, raised her cup to her lips. The plane

passed through some turbulence, and she waited for them to pass before taking a sip. “Living

in Russia, our system, our government, it trains you to think in the same way.”“To treat life like a

game of poker?”She looked at him over her cup. Her gaze was electric. It made him feel like a

gazelle caught in the eyes of a lioness. “To treat life like a zero-sum game,” she said. “A game



with winners and losers. You don’t have to be a spy in Russia,” she said, “or a poker player, to

start thinking like that. Ordinary people, just to get through their lives, develop an armor.

Especially if they have something to hide.”“And does Sacha Gazinsky have something to hide?”

Roth said.She smiled, an inscrutable, impenetrable smile, and said, “Everyone has something

to hide, Roth.”Roth smiled. That was the first thing the CIA taught recruits. “In Russia,” Tatyana

said, “people evolve the way species evolve. They become either predator or prey. Those are

the only options. You must choose. If you don’t choose…” She looked at him and ran a finger

across her neck.“You’re dead,” Roth said.She nodded. “Especially if you come within the orbit

of the Kremlin.”“Like Sacha has?”“Exactly,” she said. “He’s a scientist. He never planned to

enter this world. He set out to be a physicist, not a spy. He’s a fish, and he’s swimming with the

biggest sharks in all of Russia.”“With the sharpest teeth.”“Razor-sharp,” she said.Roth knew

she was telling him something important—something about herself, her own life, about who

she was and where she’d come from. He was forty years older than her, he’d been an

operative in the CIA since before she was born, but her life had given her a training even he

could learn from.“So,” he said, “this scientist, he has a gut feeling for you? That’s why he

contacted you?”Tatyana shook her head. “I don’t think he trusts me, if that’s what you’re asking.

He barely knows who I am.”“But he called you.”She nodded. “He did a calculation. I’m a player

at the table. He’s a player. The men who are after him are players.”“And this was his best

option?”“He’s got to make a play. He can’t sit out the hand. The cards have been dealt. I’m not

his best option. I’m his only option.”“When you met him,” Roth said, “what did you say? Did you

ask him for anything? Offer anything?”“I had nothing to offer. Neither did he. We were two fish

in a tank of sharks. I knew it. He knew it. But no one came out and said it. All I did was give him

a phone number. A number masked in both directions.”“Without explanation?”“What

explanation could I give? I worked for the GRU. He worked for a top-secret weapons program.

Saying something could have gotten us both killed.”“You knew he worked for Project

Oppenheimer?”Tatyana nodded.“You’re certain of that?”“As certain as I can be,” she said.

“Project Oppenheimer wasn’t something that was ever spelled out to me. Even my bosses in

the Main Directorate weren’t cleared to know the full picture. It was always hush hush.”“Does

five P’s mean there are five prototypes?”“I don’t know,” she said. “I assumed so, but I don’t

know for certain. My guess is there are only a handful of men in all of Russia who know for

sure what the Five P’s really refer to.”“And is Sacha Gazinsky one of them?”Tatyana shrugged.

“I don’t know, Roth. What I gave you in the file, that’s all I know. When I met him, he was head

of a project named Petrel. At that time, I had no idea what Petrel was. I didn’t need to know. All

I knew was that my boss wanted kompromat on Sacha.”“Was that something the Prime

Directorate was aware of?”“That Igor Aralov was digging for dirt on one of their scientists? I

doubt it, but that was par for the course. Igor wanted something on everyone. It didn’t matter

who it was—Russian, Chinese, American. That was how he exerted influence.”“How did you

obtain the kompromat?” Roth said.Tatyana’s eyes flashed. She didn’t answer for a moment, she

sipped some coffee, then she said, “You know how.”Roth looked out the window. He did know

how. He wasn’t even sure why he’d asked the question.“Did you get any?”“Kompromat? Not

what I was supposed to get,” she said.“What does that mean?”“It means he wasn’t interested in

what I had to offer.”“Really?”Tatyana shrugged. “Is that so hard to believe?”“I don’t know,” Roth

said.“I mean, he slept with me,” she said, “but that wasn’t enough for Igor. Sacha was a

widower. His wife was dead. I needed a lot more than plain sex to get leverage over him.”“Plain

sex?”Tatyana nodded. “Vanilla,” she said. “You know?”Roth cleared his throat. She was trying to

embarrass him now, intentionally making him uncomfortable. It was no more than he

deserved.“I see,” Roth said. “So you left empty-handed?”“Officially, I did.”“Officially?”“When I



filed my report, I said I found nothing compromising.”“But that wasn’t true?”“It was half true,”

Tatyana said. “I only spent one night with Sacha. He didn’t say much, but from what he did say,

I was able to read between the lines.”Roth nodded his head. “And what did he tell you?”“Well,

right off the bat, he suspected I was GRU. The Petrel project was highly classified. He was the

lead scientist. He knew he was being watched.”“And he still slept with you?”“He was attending

a conference in Moscow. I came on to him in the bar of his hotel. It wasn’t a fancy place, and

he’s not exactly Brad Pitt. There are places in Moscow where women throw themselves at

older men, but this wasn’t one of them.”“So he figured you were spying on him?”She nodded. “I

got him to drink too much. I brought him up to my room. There was a camera hidden in the

vanity, but, like I said, nothing it captured would have been of any use to Igor. It was just plain

sex.”“Vanilla.”“Plainer than vanilla, if that’s possible.”“So he’s no Casanova?”“No, he’s not. I was

supposed to tempt him into doing some compromising things, things he wouldn’t have wanted

the Prime Directorate to know about.”“What things?”Tatyana looked at him. “Use your

imagination, Roth.”“Sorry.”“I didn’t even try to tempt him. He knew what it was. He even told me

I didn’t have to sleep with him. I could leave if I wanted. He was, I suppose, a

gentleman.”“That’s nice.”“It was rare, Roth. Especially in Moscow.”“But you didn’t leave?”“I was

going to, but we ended up talking. He told me about his daughter. She was sick, which was no

secret, but he mentioned that it was a very rare genetic condition. He was scared for her. I

could see it on his face.”“So that was it? That was what told you he was looking for a way

out.”“It gave me an inkling. I mean, he was well looked after by the Prime Directorate. All the

scientists were. Very good salaries. The best medical care for their families. His daughter was

being treated at the best pediatric hospital in the country. She really was receiving good care.

And Sacha himself was on track to receive a massive financial bonus when Petrel delivered.

No one would ever think he had a reason to flee the country.”“But you had a feeling?”“His

situation wasn’t so different to mine,” she said. “I was also well paid by the state. They wanted

to keep me. I had an unlimited expense account. I could buy anything I wanted. But despite all

that, and I don’t know if I’d even admitted this to myself yet, on some level, I knew I had to get

out. Moscow would chew me up if I stayed. And that was what I saw in him. That same fear.

That same knowledge. Like we knew that we were in the dining room of the Titanic. Everything

looked perfect. Chandeliers on the ceiling. Candles. Silverware. An orchestra playing. But the

rats were fleeing.”“Well,” Roth said, “your instincts were right. Here he is. And I’ll tell you this,

whatever he’s selling, we want it. No price is too high. If he has high-level knowledge of the

Five P’s, or even just of Petrel, we need that information.”Despite years of intense effort and the

full commitment of the CIA, the NSA, and the Defense Intelligence Agency, the United States

remained essentially blind about the new doomsday weapons being developed by the Kremlin.

They knew startlingly little for such an ambitious project, and that terrified people. The

President had requested it be placed on the absolute top priority level, and every morning,

Sandra Shrader, Elliot Schlesinger, and Frederick Winnefeld received a classified memo

headed Project Oppenheimer. It was sent every day from Langley, a physical document in a

sealed envelope, couriered by armed CIA agents. And every night, Roth approved the content.

Always the same.No new intelligence.Sandra had directed the enormously powerful Mission

Data Repository in Salt Lake City, Utah to tracking global references to the Five P’s. Literally

exabytes had been gathered, more data than the nation’s largest technology companies were

capable of storing, and still, what they knew of Oppenheimer could be summed up in a few

pages. Considering that the project posed an existential threat, that was an untenable situation.

Roth had to get inside it. There was no price he wouldn’t pay to bring in Sacha safely. And

there was no risk he would not accept.Sacha Gazinsky had to be brought in, but Tatyana



Aleksandrova couldn’t be the one who did it. She was the best person for the job, there was no

doubt about that. Sacha was her contact. He’d reached out to her. They’d slept together. If he

trusted anyone, it was her.But the situation, as always, was more complex than that. Roth

couldn’t put all his eggs in this one basket. He had another plan for getting inside the Kremlin,

and it was something he’d been working on for a very long time. It had really been thirty years

in the making, and Tatyana was the key to making it happen. If it worked, he would have a mole

at the very heart of the Kremlin. It would change everything.But it wouldn’t come cheap. To pull

it off, he needed to buy the trust of those he wished to infiltrate, and that price was

Tatyana.Looking at her now, thinking of all the ways she’d proved her loyalty, the risks she’d

taken, the sacrifices made, he hated himself. The thought of what had to be done made him

sick to his stomach. He was going to commit the one truly unforgivable sin in the espionage

game. He was going to sell out a friend.But what choice did he have? Russia was working on

doomsday weapons that, with every passing minute, grew closer to deployment. And what

Roth knew, what he knew perhaps better than anyone else on the planet other than the

Russian President, was that the world was slipping inexorably toward war. Humanity was

slouching toward its own annihilation. The next Great War would not be like the ones that came

before. It would be a conflagration of truly biblical proportions, a war that could not be won.For

it would not be survived. If there was something he could do to steer the world from that

outcome, he had to do it. If that meant slaughtering an innocent, so be it. Lambs had been

sacrificed to the gods for centuries. Levi Roth would not be the prophet that failed to make that

sacrifice.Moscow could not get into a position where it believed there was something to be

gained from war. That could not happen. Not on Levi Roth’s watch.Tatyana was looking at him,

sipping her coffee, analyzing. She had the finely-honed instincts of a predator, she was a

trained professional, and Roth knew just by the look in her eye that she already suspected

something was amiss.He needed to distract her. She would not like what he was about to say,

and he could use that anger to blunt her judgment. He’d made up his mind. He was going to

sell her out. He was going to put her life in the balance. But there was something he could do

that would give her a fighting chance.If she was in London, that would make her a field agent.

When the Russians found out where she was, they would immediately order her

killed.However, if she was in Washington, working behind the scenes with Laurel, that would

make her a potential asset. On the delicate scales of the GRU’s bureaucrats, it would give her

life weight. It would make her valuable. And that fact alone might just be enough to save

her.Roth cleared his throat and readied himself for the exchange that would follow. It would be

a fight. He took a breath and said, “Of course, there’s always the risk this is all some intricate

trap.”Tatyana’s eyes narrowed. “This is no trap.”Roth chose his words carefully, “Your instincts

are telling you this guy is legit.”“This is not just my gut, Levi.”“I know.”“Look at the facts,” she

said. “Look at the timing. The explosion. They’re still pulling bodies from the wreckage. They’ve

got soldiers in hazmat suits evacuating villages. They just let off an unintentional nuclear

detonation. If Sacha Gazinsky was ever going to run, this is the moment.”“I know that.”“And he

brought his daughter, Levi. Do you really think he would bring her with him if this were some

sort of ploy?” “No, of course not.”“All this, just to get to me? To catch one defector?” She shook

her head. “No way.”Roth let out a long sigh. He knew his words wouldn’t ring true, but it was the

best he could come up with. “There are other types of trap, Tatyana. Maybe he doesn’t know

what he’s a part of. Maybe he’s being used.”She was getting angry. He’d just blindsided her

with this. She had no idea where it was coming from or why.“I just want to make sure we’re

taking every precaution,” he said. “I’ve seen how vindictive the GRU can be. There’s no end to

what they’ll do if they catch you.”“You’re telling me that?” she said. “That’s rich.”“Maybe it is, but



I’m the one who makes the calls, and I don’t want you in London. Someone else will bring in

Sacha.”“Levi, are you out of your mind?”“That’s final.”“If I’m not bringing in Sacha, then why the

hell did you bring me on this flight?”“I wanted…”The truth was, he’d been selfish. He’d wanted

this last clutch of time with her. He’d wanted to say goodbye. She didn’t know what this time

meant to him. But for him, the pain of it, of knowing what he was going to do, was very

real. “You wanted what?” she said, her voice rising with every word she uttered.“I don’t want

you in London,” he said, “You’ve got to trust me on this.”Her eyes were so narrow she was

squinting. She was measuring him up, his words, his motives. She smelled a rat. She just didn’t

know where to find it. “What do you know, Roth? What are you hiding?”What he was about to

say would anger her, it would hurt her, she would take it personally. But if it kept her alive, if it

helped her survive the next few days, it would be worth it. “The truth is, I’m worried about your

performance, Tatyana. You’ve been letting your guard down. You’re getting sloppy.”Her eyes

flashed like lightning. She knew what he was referring to.“You’ve been watching me,” she said.

“Following me.”“Of course I’ve been watching you. And you’ve been taking risks.”“What sort of

risks? Leaving the hotel? I’m twenty-nine years old, Roth. I’m not going to spend the rest of my

life hiding.”“You gave up your right to a normal life a long time ago.”“Did I? Did I give up my right

to sex, too? Is that what’s bothering you? My taste in men?”“You know that’s not what this

is.”“You sad little man.”“Tatyana!”“Tell me this,” she said. “How are you any different from my

bosses at the Main Directorate? You want to use me when you need me, and you want to lock

me up in a box when you’re done with me.”Roth said nothing. The truth was worse than she

knew. The GRU prostituted her. They sent her naked after some of the most dangerous men on

the planet. But Roth was going to hang her out to dry. He was going to let them come and kill

her. And he was going to tell them exactly how to get to her.“You know,” she said, “I thought

things would be different on this side.”She took a deep breath. She was worked up. There was

some coffee left in her cup, and she drained it and slammed it on the table. Then she

composed herself. Calmed down. Her head was moving slowly from left to right as if she still

couldn’t believe what he was doing, but she was calm.Roth didn’t know if she was scarier now

or before.She wasn’t just angry at him. She was angry at herself. She’d known she was

breaking protocol when she went out at night. That made her conflicted, which made it easier

for Roth to deceive her.The pilot announced that they were on their final approach. They put on

their seat belts, and Roth said, “When you get back to Washington, take every precaution.

Watch your back. Don’t let your guard down. Sleep with one eye open.”She narrowed her eyes

and fixed him in her gaze. “You know something,” she said.“No, I don’t.”“What have you heard,

Roth? Why are you holding back?”“I’m not,” he said. “I just want you to be careful. We know

they’re hunting you.” “Sacha Gazinsky’s my contact. I brought him to you.”“I know, Tatyana.”She

shook her head in that way only a woman could. Such scorn in her expression. Such

contempt.“You’re going to lose him.”11Roth stepped onto the tarmac at Farnborough Airport in

London and looked back at the plane. Tatyana was standing at the top of the steps, lighting a

cigarette.“I’m sorry,” he said.She looked down at him with an intensity that left no doubt as to

her feelings and said, “Don’t lose him, Roth.”“I won’t.”“He’s going to be very scared.”Roth

nodded.“He came here because of me,” she said. “He’s expecting me. One wrong move, and

he’ll spook.”“I know.”“If anything happens to him….”“I know, Tatyana.”“Or his daughter.”Roth

didn’t know what to say. Tatyana herself might not see this through. “I know what I’m doing,” he

said, turning toward the car. “I’ll bring him in.”The car had been sent by the embassy, a

Mercedes S-Class sedan, black, with tinted windows and civilian plates. The driver wore a navy

business suit. Roth shivered as he climbed into the back seat, then said, “We’re going to

Blackfriars. The Old Hamlet.”The car pulled away, and Roth resisted the temptation to look



back at the plane. It joined the M3 motorway, which was slow in the heavy morning traffic, and

Roth leaned back and shut his eyes. He tried to relax but couldn’t. The fight with Tatyana had

rattled him. There’d been a time when he would not have considered selling out one of his own.

Those days were gone.He fiddled with the heat controls in front of him and couldn’t get it to

work. “Damn thing,” he muttered.“You cold, sir?”“Freezing.”He was wearing a black Burberry

trench, and he pulled up the collar. London had a habit of making him feel this way. He hated

being there. The weather was part of it, the city had a dampness that seemed to seep into his

bones, but there was something else. Something personal. Memories. Too many of

them.London had been Roth’s first field assignment, decades earlier, back when the

superpowers were closer to all-out nuclear war than they’d ever been. In some ways, it was a

time of promise, of optimism. It was the late eighties, the Cold War was waning, and the Soviet

Union was on the brink of collapse. Everyone knew it. People in the street knew it. The mood

was pregnant with what was possible—what the future might hold. A free Europe. An era of

cooperation and friendship. Peace in our time.Bottles of champagne were opened by the

caseload. The ambassador in London hosted so many celebratory dinners that the State

Department sent a financial auditor to find out how one embassy could go through thirty-two

cases of Amontillado Sherry and twenty-four of Graham’s Port in a single month.In Berlin,

people took to the streets, and they took their sledgehammers with them. The wall came down,

the iron curtain was opened, and every radio station in the world was playing the same song—

Wind of Change.That was all a part of history now. Fate had its own plans. For a brief moment,

a younger, more naive Levi Roth had thought the world might actually change. He’d actually

allowed himself to believe such a thing was possible.He’d been mistaken, and that mistake had

cost him dearly. There were not many left in the agency from those days, and of those that

were, few remembered the immense personal sacrifices that were made in those heady years

of flux. The Soviet Union had ended, to borrow the words of Roth’s favorite poet, not with a

bang but a whimper. The most ruinous war in all of history had been averted. The Cold War

never climaxed.But there had been casualties. Roth had tasted their bitterness, and so had the

man he was on his way to meet, the CIA’s London station chief, Richmond Tenet.Forty years

ago, when Roth first arrived in London, it had been Tenet who made first contact. He wasn’t

station chief then, of course. He was out of the academy just a year ahead of Roth, and

handling Roth was his first real assignment. The asset Roth brought in for him became the stuff

of agency legend, the very backbone of both men’s careers, and, to this day, the single highest-

ranking member of the Russian security apparatus to defect to the CIA.At that time, the agency

officially operated out of the embassy on Grosvenor Square, but because of Roth’s deep cover,

he and Tenet couldn’t meet there. Tenet sent him instead to a dingy, four-hundred-year-old pub

in Blackfriars called the Old Hamlet. Purportedly, its medieval façade, with enormous half-

timbers visible through wattle and daub plaster, had only narrowly escaped the Great Fire of

1666.
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Wyckednite, “You're Going To Love These Stories.. I spent more than an hour trying to write a

review worthy of the author's efforts--trying to detail just how good this paricular book is, how

good the series is, and, how much I'm personally enjoying these books. Then, I went to submit

my review and * poof * ....my review is gone.Ordinarily, I'd just x-out of the review section

without leaving a review because, frustration, yeah? But I'm frustrated with Amazon and not

the author. And so I remind myself that any author who put so much hard work into giving me

quality stories deserves my extra time to try again and leave SOMEthing that tells other

readers of this genre why they should read Herzog's series. My review won't be the same but

hopefully, fellow bookhoors will get what I'm trying to say and read the series.So.The author

has a serious gift for telling stories. And, he's done a TON of background research that make

the stories more real. More authentic, if that makes sense. With each of the stories, I learned

interesting bits on multiple subjects that then had me searching the internet for MORE

knowledge on those subjects. I love when an author teaches me something I never would

have known otherwise (while at the same time entertaining me with a good story!).People often

use Flynn/Mills, Thor, Clancy, etc. as marketing tools to get readers to buy an author's book(s).

You know what I mean--"if you like Flynn, you'll LOVE ____ (insert author name and book title/

series here). In my experience, at least eight out of ten times, its false advertising. But Herzog

and his work with this series? Well, trust me when I tell you: this author's work is the real deal.

Herzog really IS the next Flynn. I was about 75% finished with this story when I realized I

actually enjoyed this story MORE than the stories written by those names used by the

marketers (to suck us into buying an unknown author's book). I don't think it will be very long

before those same advertisers are using Herzog's name to get us to buy another author's

book...ALL of the books in the series are really, really good. But this one--book four? THIS

was amazing!Old bookhoor that I am, I've read a lot of stories by a lot of authors. It's hard to

get me emotionally engaged and even harder to surprise me. This story did both. I was so

invested in trying to figure things out that I actually felt STRESSED and ANGRY at times. At

imaginary characters, lol at myself. There was a point where I was yelling at the author in my

head all, stop MESSING with me already and just tell me who the mole is!!!! There were also a

few points where I found myself hoping this or that guy would be tortured or a guy who got

knocked off got too easy of a death. Since it's out of character for ME to think these things

about characters in a story, you know the story HAD to be good. But frustrating. Although I

never got stressed or frustrated with the author or his writing style, if you know what I mean.I

loved how the author kept sucking me in and pointing me in one direction; having me believe

one thing was true, and then suspecting one person as the mole, only to totally bamboozle me

and lead me in another direction, suspecting a different person in the very next chapter. I'm not

describing it well but, for an author to be able to fool me and confuse me because of GOOD

storytelling (rather than poor storytelling that makes me DNF a book), is difficult. I normally am

able to figure out the rats, the good guys, and where the story is heading. But not here with

this story. Heck, I STILL don't have everything figured out and I still have questions and

theories about what certain characters are hiding. I'm looking forward to getting some answers

in the next book.You will not be disappointed with these books. Seriously.Okay, Mr. Herzog. I

tried to do you justice and tell readers how awesome you are. I know I missed the mark but

thank you for the entertainment and please keep them coming! You really got me with the part

about the mole, Tenet, Roth, and Harry. Brilliant how you set those scenes starting around 65%

with how any one of them (and at least one more character) could have easily been the mole.

It was driving me crazy.  In a very good way.”



John K. Lenon, “Continuing Awesomeness. Another great job by this author. He has the

always coveted ability to FINISH a book while at the same time leaving a piece of cheese you

can munch on while awaiting the next book. In other words there's no cliff hanger that some

authors use while trying to entice you to get the next book. Here Saul just finishes the book but

lets the reader know there a few more things to look forward to. It's again well written. I won't

waste time telling you what it's about. Amazon has that covered. But? Highly recommend. Get

the first book (this is book 4). Better yet, get all 4 of them at the same time if you are just now

stumbling upon the great Saul Herzog. If you did stumbe in? Grab another glass of wine and

settle in.  It's a little Jason Bourne, a litlte John Rain, a little Mitch Rapp.  You can't go wrong.”

Steven Dungan, “Packed full of adventure. This series just keeps getting better. The cast of

characters are back and this time we are given a little deeper insight into the lives of Levi Roth

and Tatiana. This was no doubt a page turner I couldn’t put the book down. The subject matter

was breath taking real and concerning. I am so pleased that the author is bringing more

adventures and hopefully he is keeping the gang together as strained as they are. I would hope

he softens Lance just enough to be more of a team player and develop a relationship with one

of the other ladies in this group. Anyway well written and I look forward to the next installment.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Cross/Double Cross and the Bodies Really Pile Up. This fourth

installment in the Lance Spector series is less about Lance Spector and more about his

cohorts as they fall prey to one double cross after another. At times I wasn't sure I liked where

the story line was headed . The plot was very involved. But by the end, all the lose ends were

neatly tied up and the bad guys got what was coming to them, though one had to suspend

belief a time or two for the good guys to come out on top.”

marallyn, “Wow wow wow. This is probably the best series of books I have read in years! The

writing, the story, the plot that continues to surprise the reader and keep him/her turning the

pages and the fabulous characters both heroes and villains is what makes a true partnership

between the author and the reader.Add that each book is long enough so that when you turn to

page one, you know you're in for an experience that will take you on an exciting adventure.Now

we have to wait until the end of February for book 5 and the end of the year for book 6!Then

what Mr. Herzog??????”

Andrew C, “Great!. This was a long book but a great read that I really enjoyed! Herzog

introduces a lot of characters and storylines but his writing is fast paced and enjoyable to read.

Spector isn't in this book as much as you'd think but the other characters keep things going.

Lots of tragedies in this book but it makes the story that much better since it isn't all perfect and

happy in how the story plays out.  Its a must read as is this series!”

James Weisflog, “The Sleeper left me sleepless!. Intriguing and thought provoking tale of good

versus evil or......evil versus evil. Good spies and bad bad spies working to maintain global

superiority. A lengthy novel that kept me up late several nights about the CIA vs Russian GRU.

Extremely well written story with totally believable characters. Despite the length and intensity

the characters come together to present a situation that makes you wonder......can this be

real?  Read it and see your self!Can't wait for the next book!,”

Big John, “Super Spy. After now reading the 4th instalment of his books it has been an

interesting and at times exciting story line, which has made the books all the more



enjoyable.It's always a shame when authors get it wrong after they have written the book, like

young Ads is on the train to Scotland and they are entering Edinburgh Waverley station,

Haymarket station is after Waverley not before and Aviemore in the highlands of Scotland is

much, much more than a village. I wonder what the inhabitants will think when they read about

there small village!!!I will continue to read the books, hopefully any mistakes will be fewer and

recommend the books although Roth is turning out to be a right b.....d. All for the good old

USA.”

cornelius herbert, “The Sleeper. I have now read all 4 books,and can I say that each book was

better than the last one,don't get me wrong,because every book was fantastic,the way you

weave a story,and the characters is like impossible but you make it happen,The Sleeper for me

was mindboggling,the story line was so gripping,I could not put it down,and it was very human

and sad to read,but what a read Brilliant Work Saul,here's to Book 5”

star, “Fantastic mix of spy and fast paced thriller.. Saul, please when is the next one coming

out! You are a master craftsman.Absoutely no typos, no passages leading nowhere. Hugely

enthralling. The whole series is superb.”

Alexander David Malcolm, “Enjoyable read. Spector is a great character. Roth is despicable.

These two make great central characters. A good plot with great twists and characters not

afraid to act.All in a very enjoyable read and a great series. If you liked reacher and Bourne

you’ll love Spector. Even more ruthless.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Good story line. Plenty of mystery and plots thoroughly enjoyed all the

books”
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