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Heralded for masterfully intermingling science, history, and politics in his critically acclaimed

thrillers The Da Vinci Code and Angels & Demons,New York Times bestselling author Dan

Brown has crafted another pulse-pounding novel in which nothing is as it seems -- and behind

every corner is a stunning surprise.A shocking scientific discovery. A conspiracy of staggering

brilliance. A thriller unlike any you've ever read....When a NASA satellite discovers an

astonishingly rare object buried deep in the Arctic ice, the floundering space agency proclaims

a much-needed victory -- a victory with profound implications for NASA policy and the

impending presidential election. To verify the authenticity of the find, the White House calls

upon the skills of intelligence analyst Rachel Sexton. Accompanied by a team of experts,

including the charismatic scholar Michael Tolland, Rachel travels to the Arctic and uncovers the

unthinkable: evidence of scientific trickery -- a bold deception that threatens to plunge the world

into controversy. But before she can warn the President, Rachel and Michael are ambushed by

a deadly team of assassins. Fleeing for their lives across a desolate and lethal landscape, their

only hope for survival is to discover who is behind this masterful plot. The truth, they will learn,

is the most shocking deception of all.

"Excellent.... A finely polished amalgam of action and intrigue."-- Publishers Weekly"A taut, fast-

paced, barn-burner of a book."-- St. Petersburg Times (FL)"A rocket-fast thriller.... An

outstanding read."-- Vince Flynn, New York Times bestselling author of Consent to Kill"A

master of smart thrills."-- PeopleAbout the AuthorDan Brown is the #1 New York Times

bestselling author of Origin, The Da Vinci Code, Digital Fortress, Deception Point, The Lost

Symbol, Angels & Demons, and Inferno. He is a graduate of Amherst College and Phillips

Exeter Academy, where he spent time as an English teacher before turning his efforts to

writing full-time. He lives in New England with his wife. Visit his website at

DanBrown.com.Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.Chapter 1Toulos

Restaurant, adjacent to Capitol Hill, boasts a politically incorrect menu of baby veal and horse

carpaccio, making it an ironic hotspot for the quintessential Washingtonian power breakfast.

This morning Toulos was busy -- a cacophony of clanking silverware, espresso machines, and

cellphone conversations.The maitre d' was sneaking a sip of his morning Bloody Mary when

the woman entered. He turned with a practiced smile."Good morning," he said. "May I help

you?"The woman was attractive, in her mid-thirties, wearing gray, pleated flannel pants,

conservative flats, and an ivory Laura Ashley blouse. Her posture was straight -- chin raised

ever so slightly -- not arrogant, just strong. The woman's hair was light brown and fashioned in

Washington's most popular style -- the "anchorwoman" -- a lush feathering, curled under at the

shoulders...long enough to be sexy, but short enough to remind you she was probably smarter

than you."I'm a little late," the woman said, her voice unassuming. "I have a breakfast meeting

with Senator Sexton."The maitre d' felt an unexpected tingle of nerves. Senator Sedgewick

Sexton. The senator was a regular here and currently one of the country's most famous men.

Last week, having swept all twelve Republican primaries on Super Tuesday, the senator was

virtually guaranteed his party's nomination for President of the United States. Many believed

the senator had a superb chance of stealing the White House from the embattled President

next fall. Lately Sexton's face seemed to be on every national magazine, his campaign slogan

plastered all across America: "Stop spending. Start mending.""Senator Sexton is in his booth,"



the maitre d' said. "And you are?""Rachel Sexton. His daughter."How foolish of me, he thought.

The resemblance was quite apparent. The woman had the senator's penetrating eyes and

refined carriage -- that polished air of resilient nobility. Clearly the senator's classic good looks

had not skipped generations, although Rachel Sexton seemed to carry her blessings with a

grace and humility her father could learn from."A pleasure to have you, Ms. Sexton."As the

maitre d' led the senator's daughter across the dining area, he was embarrassed by the

gauntlet of male eyes following her...some discreet, others less so. Few women dined at Toulos

and even fewer who looked like Rachel Sexton."Nice body," one diner whispered. "Sexton

already find himself a new wife?""That's his daughter, you idiot," another replied.The man

chuckled. "Knowing Sexton, he'd probably screw her anyway."When Rachel arrived at her

father's table, the senator was on his cellphone talking loudly about one of his recent

successes. He glanced up at Rachel only long enough to tap his Cartier and remind her she

was late.I missed you, too, Rachel thought.Her father's first name was Thomas, although he'd

adopted his middle name long ago. Rachel suspected it was because he liked the alliteration.

Senator Sedgewick Sexton. The man was a silver-haired, silver-tongued political animal who

had been anointed with the slick look of soap opera doctor, which seemed appropriate

considering his talents of impersonation."Rachel!" Her father clicked off his phone and stood to

kiss her cheek."Hi, Dad." She did not kiss him back."You look exhausted."And so it begins, she

thought. "I got your message. What's up?""I can't ask my daughter out for breakfast?"Rachel

had learned long ago her father seldom requested her company unless he had some ulterior

motive.Sexton took a sip of coffee. "So, how are things with you?""Busy. I see your campaign's

going well.""Oh, let's not talk business." Sexton leaned across the table, lowering his voice.

"How's that guy at the State Department I set you up with?"Rachel exhaled, already fighting

the urge to check her watch. "Dad, I really haven't had time to call him. And I wish you'd stop

trying to -- ""You've got to make time for the important things, Rachel. Without love, everything

else is meaningless."A number of comebacks came to mind, but Rachel chose silence. Being

the bigger person was not difficult when it came to her father. "Dad, you wanted to see me?

You said this was important.""It is." Her father's eyes studied her closely.Rachel felt part of her

defenses melt away under his gaze, and she cursed the man's power. The senator's eyes were

his gift -- a gift Rachel suspected would probably carry him to the White House. On cue, his

eyes would well with tears, and then, an instant later, they would clear, opening a window to an

impassioned soul, extending a bond of trust to all. It's all about trust, her father always said.

The senator had lost Rachel's years ago, but he was quickly gaining the country's."I have a

proposition for you," Senator Sexton said."Let me guess," Rachel replied, attempting to refortify

her position. "Some prominent divorcé looking for a young wife?""Don't kid yourself, honey.

You're not that young anymore."Rachel felt the familiar shrinking sensation that so often

accompanied meetings with her father."I want to throw you a life raft," he said."I wasn't aware I

was drowning.""You're not. The President is. You should jump ship before it's too late.""Haven't

we had this conversation?""Think about your future, Rachel. You can come work for me.""I

hope that's not why you asked me to breakfast."The senator's veneer of calm broke ever so

slightly. "Rachel, can't you see that your working for him reflects badly on me. And on my

campaign."Rachel sighed. She and her father had been through this. "Dad, I don't work for the

President. I haven't even met the President. I work in Fairfax, for God's sake!""Politics is

perception, Rachel. It appears you work for the President."Rachel exhaled, trying to keep her

cool. "I worked too hard to get this job, Dad. I'm not quitting."The senator's eyes narrowed. "You

know, sometimes your selfish attitude really -- ""Senator Sexton?" A reporter materialized

beside the table.Sexton's demeanor thawed instantly. Rachel groaned and took a croissant



from the basket on the table."Ralph Sneeden," the reporter said. "Washington Post. May I ask

you a few questions?"The senator smiled, dabbing his mouth with a napkin. "My pleasure,

Ralph. Just make it quick. I don't want my coffee getting cold."The reporter laughed on cue. "Of

course, sir." He pulled out a minirecorder and turned it on. "Senator, your television ads call for

legislation ensuring equal salaries for women in the workplace...as well as for tax cuts for new

families. Can you comment on your rationale?""Sure. I'm simply a huge fan of strong women

and strong families."Rachel practically choked on her croissant."And on the subject of families,"

the reporter followed up, "you talk a lot about education. You've proposed some highly

controversial budget cuts in an effort to allocate more funds to our nation's schools.""I believe

the children are our future."Rachel could not believe her father had sunk to quoting pop

songs."Finally, sir," the reporter said, "you've taken an enormous jump in the polls these past

few weeks. The President has got to be worried. Any thoughts on your recent success?""I think

it has to do with trust. Americans are starting to see that the President cannot be trusted to

make the tough decisions facing this nation. Runaway government spending is putting this

country deeper in debt every day, and Americans are starting to realize that it's time to stop

spending and start mending."Like a stay of execution from her father's rhetoric, the pager in

Rachel's handbag went off. Normally the harsh electronic beeping was an unwelcome

interruption, but at the moment, it sounded almost melodious.The senator glared indignantly at

having been interrupted.Rachel fished the pager from her handbag and pressed a preset

sequence of five buttons, confirming that she was indeed the person holding the pager. The

beeping stopped, and the LCD began blinking. In fifteen seconds she would receive a secure

text message.Sneeden grinned at the senator. "Your daughter is obviously a busy woman. It's

refreshing to see you two still find time in your schedules to dine together.""As I said, family

comes first."Sneeden nodded, and then his gaze hardened. "Might I ask, sir, how you and your

daughter manage your conflicts of interest?""Conflicts?" Senator Sexton cocked his head with

an innocent look of confusion. "What conflicts do you mean?"Rachel glanced up, grimacing at

her father's act. She knew exactly where this was headed. Damn reporters, she thought. Half of

them were on political payrolls. The reporter's question was what journalists called a grapefruit

-- a question that was supposed to look like a tough inquiry but was in fact a scripted favor to

the senator -- a slow lob pitch that her father could line up and smash out of the park, clearing

the air about a few things."Well, sir..." The reporter coughed, feigning uneasiness over the

question. "The conflict is that your daughter works for your opponent."Senator Sexton exploded

in laughter, defusing the question instantly. "Ralph, first of all, the President and I are not

opponents. We are simply two patriots who have different ideas about how to run the country

we love."The reporter beamed. He had his sound bite. "And second?""Second, my daughter is

not employed by the President; she is employed by the intelligence community. She compiles

intel reports and sends them to the White House. It's a fairly low-level position." He paused and

looked at Rachel. "In fact, dear, I'm not sure you've even met the President, have you?"Rachel

stared, her eyes smoldering.The beeper chirped, drawing Rachel's gaze to the incoming

message on the LCD screen.-- RPRT DIRNRO STAT --She deciphered the shorthand instantly

and frowned. The message was unexpected, and most certainly bad news. At least she had

her exit cue."Gentlemen," she said. "It breaks my heart, but I have to go. I'm late for work.""Ms.

Sexton," the reporter said quickly, "before you go, I was wondering if you could comment on

the rumors that you called this breakfast meeting to discuss the possibility of leaving your

current post to work for your father's campaign?"Rachel felt like someone had thrown hot

coffee in her face. The question took her totally off guard. She looked at her father and sensed

in his smirk that the question had been prepped. She wanted to climb across the table and



stab him with a fork.The reporter shoved the recorder into her face. "Miss Sexton?"Rachel

locked eyes with the reporter. "Ralph, or whoever the hell you are, get this straight: I have no

intention of abandoning my job to work for Senator Sexton, and if you print anything to the

contrary, you'll need a shoehorn to get that recorder out of your ass."The reporter's eyes

widened. He clicked off his recorder, hiding a grin. "Thank you both." He disappeared.Rachel

immediately regretted the outburst. She had inherited her father's temper, and she hated him

for it. Smooth, Rachel. Very smooth.Her father glared disapprovingly. "You'd do well to learn

some poise."Rachel began collecting her things. "This meeting is over."The senator was

apparently done with her anyway. He pulled out his cellphone to make a call. " 'Bye, sweetie.

Stop by the office one of these days and say hello. And get married, for God's sake. You're

thirty-three years old.""Thirty-four," she snapped. "Your secretary sent a card."He clucked

ruefully. "Thirty-four. Almost an old maid. You know by the time I was thirty-four, I'd already --

""Married mom and screwed the neighbor?" The words came out louder than Rachel had

intended, her voice hanging naked in an ill-timed lull. Diners nearby glanced over.Senator

Sexton's eyes flash-froze, two ice-crystals boring into her. "You watch yourself, young

lady."Rachel headed for the door. No, you watch yourself, senator.Copyright © 2001 by Dan

Brown--This text refers to an out of print or unavailable edition of this title.From the AuthorDan

Brown is the #1 New York Times bestselling author of Origin, The Da Vinci Code, Digital

Fortress, Deception Point, The Lost Symbol, Angels & Demons, and Inferno. He is a graduate

of Amherst College and Phillips Exeter Academy, where he spent time as an English teacher

before turning his efforts to writing full-time. He lives in New England with his wife. Visit his

website at DanBrown.com.Richard Poe, a professional actor for more than thirty years, has

appeared in numerous Broadway shows, including 1776 and M. Butterfly. On TV, he has had

recurring roles on Star Trek and Frasier. His films include Born on the Fourth of July and

Presumed Innocent. He is a well-known and prolific audio book performer, having narrated

more than fifty books. --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Penzler Pick,

December 2001: In the world of page-turning thrillers, Dan Brown holds a special place in the

hearts of many of us. After his first book, Digital Fortress, almost passed me by, he wrote

Angels and Demons, which was probably one of the half-dozen most exciting thrillers of last

year. It is a pleasure to report that his new book lives up to his reputation as a writer whose

research and talent make his stories exciting, believable, and just plain unputdownable.The

time is now and President Zachary Herney is facing a very tough reelection. His opponent,

Senator Sedgwick Sexton, is a powerful man with powerful friends and a mission: to reduce

NASA's spending and move space exploration into the private sector. He has numerous

supporters, including many beyond the businesses who will profit from this because of the

embarrassment of 1996, when the Clinton administration was informed by NASA that proof

existed of life on other planets. That information turned out to be premature, if not incorrect.

(This story is true; I repeat, Dan Brown's research is very, very good.) The embattled president

is assured that a rare object buried deep in the Arctic ice will prove to have far-reaching

implications on America's space program. The find, however, needs to be verified.Enter Rachel

Sexton, a gister for the National Reconnaissance Office. Gisters reduce complex reports into

single-page briefs, and in this case the president needs that confirmation before he broadcasts

to the nation, probably ensuring his reelection. It's tricky because Rachel is the daughter of his

opponent. Rachel is thrilled to be on the team traveling to the Arctic circle. She is a realist

about her father's politics and has little respect for his stand on NASA, but Senator Sexton

cannot help but have a problem with her involvement.Adventure, romance, murder,

skullduggery, and nail-biting tension ensue. By the end of Deception Point, the reader will be



much better informed about how our space program works and how our politicians react to new

information. Bring on the next Dan Brown thriller! --Otto Penzler--This text refers to the

unknown_binding edition.From Library JournalBrown's dazzling high-tech adventure opens

with NASA personnel making a startling discovery. An ancient meteorite is found buried within

an Arctic glacier. Samples taken from this meteorite reveal that it contains fossils from life

forms not previously seen on Earth. Could this discovery prove that we are not alone in the

universe? To answer that question, several civilian scientists are dispatched to the site in order

to investigate the origin of the fossils and verify NASA's findings. Before any official

announcement can be made, however, one of the scientists dies under mysterious

circumstances. The remaining scientists quickly realize that all is not what it appears to be as

they struggle to separate truth from deceit. With this latest story, Brown (Digital Fortress)

proves once again that he is among the most intelligent and dynamic of authors in the thriller

genre. He has skillfully blended his own wit and style with the rip-roaring adventure of Cussler

and the modern technology of Clancy. Highly recommended for all public libraries. Jeff Ayers,

Seattle P.L.Copyright 2001 Reed Business Information, Inc. --This text refers to the

unknown_binding edition.From AudioFileThe fates of NASA, the National Reconnaissance

Office (NRO), and the Senate become intertwined when a meteorite that appears to have

extraterrestrial life buried within it is discovered under the Arctic ice shelf. Rachel Sexton, an

NRO agent sent by NASA to the Arctic, becomes embroiled in a plot to kill her and the

scientists working on the site to ensure the secrecy of the discovery. Richard Poe's narration

follows the plot twists as the ruthless Senator Sexton campaigns against NASA and his

daughter in a dark cloud of intrigue in Washington. Chapters are short, the plot complex, and

Poe's voice the guiding light. M.B.K. © AudioFile 2004, Portland, Maine-- Copyright ©

AudioFile, Portland, Maine --This text refers to the unknown_binding edition.From BooklistThe

phrase mixed bag was probably invented to describe novels like this one. It has characters that

range from inventive to wooden, dialogue that bounces between evocative and cliched, a

narrative structure that is sometimes serpentine and sometimes childishly simple, and a plot

that lies somewhere between bold and ridiculous. While most readers will accept the author's

premise--that a remarkable discovery in the Arctic may offer proof of extraterrestrial life--others

may have trouble with his casting of NASA as a murderous villain. Still, this is pretty exciting

stuff (Can an intelligence agent and a scholar blow the lid off a massive conspiracy before they

are assassinated?), and Brown certainly does have a knack for spinning a suspenseful yarn.

On the other hand, his writing style is merely adequate. In the end, what does Brown's mixed

bag add up to? Those who require only that thrillers deliver the requisite number of chills will

have a good time here, but those looking for a little artistry, a little panache, are likely to be

disappointed. David PittCopyright © American Library Association. All rights reserved --This

text refers to the unknown_binding edition.From Publishers WeeklyStruggling to rebound from

a series of embarrassing blunders that have jeopardized its political life at the start of this lively

thriller, NASA makes an astounding discovery: there is a meteor embedded deep within the

arctic ice. And it isn't just any meteor. Inside the huge rock, which crashed to earth in 1716, are

fossils of giant insects proof of extraterrestrial life. Yet, given NASA's slipping reputation, the

question arises: Is the meteor real or a fake? That uncertainty dogs NASA and its supporters in

Brown's latest page-flipper, a finely polished amalgam of action and intrigue. Trying to

determine the truth are intelligence agent Rachel Sexton and popular oceanographer Michael

Tolland, both among the first to suspect something is amiss when the meteor is pulled from the

ice. Their doubts quickly make them the targets of a mysterious death squad controlled by

someone or something that doesn't want the public to hear the meteor may be a fraud.



Together, Sexton and Tolland scramble across arctic glaciers, take refuge on ice floes, are

rescued by a nuclear submarine, then find themselves trapped aboard a small research vessel

off the coast of New Jersey. All the while, the nation's capital is buzzing as to whether NASA

has engaged in deception. Or is NASA just a dupe for aerospace companies that have long

wanted a bigger share of space contracts? Brown (Angels & Demons) moves into new territory

with his latest. It's an excellent thriller a big yet believable story unfolding at breakneck pace,

with convincing settings and just the right blend of likable and hateful characters. He's also

done his research, folding in sophisticated scientific and military details that make his plot far

more fulfilling than the norm.Copyright 2001 Cahners Business Information, Inc.--This text

refers to the unknown_binding edition.Read more

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eaoo/OPMw/gPRb/Deception-Point-Dan-Brown


Praise for the novels of New York Timesbestselling author Dan BrownTHE DA VINCI

CODE“WOW. . . . Blockbuster perfection. An exhilaratingly brainy thriller. Not since the advent

of Harry Potter has an author so flagrantly delighted in leading readers on a breathless chase

and coaxing them through hoops.”—The New York Times“A new master of smart thrills. A

pulse-quickening, brain-teasing adventure.”—People“This is pure genius.”—Nelson

DeMille“Thriller writing doesn’t get any better than this.”—Denver Post“This masterpiece should

be mandatory reading. Brown solidifies his reputation as one of the most skilled thriller writers

on the planet with his best book yet, a compelling blend of history and page-turning

suspense.”—Library Journal“Exceedingly clever. Both fascinating and fun . . . a considerable

achievement.”—Washington Post“A heart-racing thriller. This story has so many twists—all

satisfying, most unexpected—that it would be a sin to reveal too much of the plot in

advance. . . . If this novel doesn’t get your pulse racing, you need to check your meds.”—San

Francisco Chronicle“A thundering, tantalizing, extremely smart fun ride.”—Chicago

TribuneDECEPTION POINT“[Deception Point has] enough twists and surprises to keep even

the most seasoned readers guessing.”—Vince Flynn, New York Timesbestselling author of

Executive Power“A taut, fast-paced, barn-burner of a book. There are no weaknesses in the

story or storytelling.”—St. Petersburg Times (FL)“Dan Brown handles the intrigue and action

well . . . impeccable.”—Daily News (New York)“Brown is among the most intelligent and

dynamic of authors in the thriller genre. In this dazzling high-tech adventure, he has skillfully

blended his own wit and style with the rip-roaring adventure of Cussler and the modern

technology of Clancy. Highly recommended.”—Library Journal“Brown has an impressive grasp

of his material. He is a more astute storyteller than most of his brethren in the thriller vein.”—

Kirkus Reviews“Exciting stuff.... Brown certainly does have a knack for spinning a suspenseful

yarn.”—Booklist“In the world of page-turning thrillers, Dan Brown holds a special place in the

hearts of many of us. . . . A writer whose research and talent make his stories exciting,

believable, and just plain unputdownable.”—Otto Penzler,(A Penzler Pick)“An excellent thriller.

A big yet believable story unfolding at breakneck pace, with convincing settings and just the

right blend of likable and hateful characters. A finely polished amalgam of action and intrigue.”—

Publishers WeeklyANGELS & DEMONS“Angels & Demons is one hell of a book—I had a hard

time putting it down. . . . An intriguing, imaginative, and very suspenseful read.”—New York

Times bestselling author Dale Brown“Brown sets an explosive pace through Rome. Twists and

shocks that keep the reader wired right up to the last revelation.”—Publishers Weekly“A

breathless, real-time adventure. . . . Exciting, fast-paced, with an unusually high IQ.”—San

Francisco Chronicle“Life-or-death cliff hangers, thrilling cat-and-mouse maneuvers, romance,

religion, science, murder, mysticism, architecture, and action.”—Kirkus Reviews“[A] frantic-

paced, pulse-pounding thriller that rivals the best works of Clancy and Cussler. The action-

packed tale takes readers on an exciting adventure that feels perilously real. Angels & Demons

is one reading experience that the audience will never forget.”—Midwest Book Review“It’s

brilliant! These characters have depth. . . . The plot is twisty, turny, slippery, and surprising. As

for the ending . . . WOW.”—New Hampshire Sunday NewsThank you for downloading this

Simon & Schuster ebook.Get a FREE ebook when you join our mailing list. Plus, get updates

on new releases, deals, recommended reads, and more from Simon & Schuster. Click below to

sign up and see terms and conditions.Already a subscriber? Provide your email again so we

can register this ebook and send you more of what you like to read. You will continue to receive

exclusive offers in your inbox.AUTHOR’S NOTEThe Delta Force, the National Reconnaissance



Office, and the Space Frontier Foundation are real organizations. All technologies described in

this novel exist.If this discovery is confirmed, it will surely be one of the most stunning insights

into our universe that science has ever uncovered. Its implications are as far-reaching and awe-

inspiring as can be imagined. Even as it promises answers to some of our oldest questions, it

poses still others even more fundamental.—President Bill Clinton, in a press conference

following a discovery known as ALH84001 on August 7, 1997PROLOGUEDeath, in this

forsaken place, could come in countless forms. Geologist Charles Brophy had endured the

savage splendor of this terrain for years, and yet nothing could prepare him for a fate as

barbarous and unnatural as the one about to befall him.As Brophy’s four huskies pulled his

sled of geologic sensing equipment across the tundra, the dogs suddenly slowed, looking

skyward.“What is it, girls?” Brophy asked, stepping off the sled.Beyond the gathering storm

clouds, a twin-rotor transport helicopter arched in low, hugging the glacial peaks with military

dexterity.That’s odd, he thought. He never saw helicopters this far north. The aircraft landed fifty

yards away, kicking up a stinging spray of granulated snow. His dogs whined, looking

wary.When the chopper doors slid open, two men descended. They were dressed in full-

weather whites, armed with rifles, and moved toward Brophy with urgent intent.“Dr. Brophy?”

one called.The geologist was baffled. “How did you know my name? Who are you?”“Take out

your radio, please.”“I’m sorry?”“Just do it.”Bewildered, Brophy pulled his radio from his

parka.“We need you to transmit an emergency communiqué. Decrease your radio frequency to

one hundred kilohertz.”One hundred kilohertz? Brophy felt utterly lost. Nobody can receive

anything that low. “Has there been an accident?”The second man raised his rifle and pointed it

at Brophy’s head. “There’s no time to explain. Just do it.”Trembling, Brophy adjusted his

transmission frequency.The first man now handed him a note card with a few lines typed on it.

“Transmit this message. Now.”Brophy looked at the card. “I don’t understand. This information is

incorrect. I didn’t—”The man pressed his rifle hard against the geologist’s temple.Brophy’s

voice was shaking as he transmitted the bizarre message.“Good,” the first man said. “Now get

yourself and your dogs into the chopper.”At gunpoint, Brophy maneuvered his reluctant dogs

and sled up a skid ramp into the cargo bay. As soon as they were settled, the chopper lifted off,

turning westward.“Who the hell are you!” Brophy demanded, breaking a sweat inside his parka.

And what was the meaning of that message!The men said nothing.As the chopper gained

altitude, the wind tore through the open door. Brophy’s four huskies, still rigged to the loaded

sled, were whimpering now.“At least close the door,” Brophy demanded. “Can’t you see my

dogs are frightened!”The men did not respond.As the chopper rose to four thousand feet, it

banked steeply out over a series of ice chasms and crevasses. Suddenly, the men stood.

Without a word, they gripped the heavily laden sled and pushed it out the open door. Brophy

watched in horror as his dogs scrambled in vain against the enormous weight. In an instant the

animals disappeared, dragged howling out of the chopper.Brophy was already on his feet

screaming when the men grabbed him. They hauled him to the door. Numb with fear, Brophy

swung his fists, trying to fend off the powerful hands pushing him outward.It was no use.

Moments later he was tumbling toward the chasms below.1Toulos Restaurant, adjacent to

Capitol Hill, boasts a politically incorrect menu of baby veal and horse carpaccio, making it an

ironic hotspot for the quintessential Washingtonian power breakfast. This morning Toulos was

busy—a cacophony of clanking silverware, espresso machines, and cellphone

conversations.The maitre d’ was sneaking a sip of his morning Bloody Mary when the woman

entered. He turned with a practiced smile.“Good morning,” he said. “May I help you?”The

woman was attractive, in her mid-thirties, wearing gray, pleated flannel pants, conservative

flats, and an ivory Laura Ashley blouse. Her posture was straight—chin raised ever so slightly—



not arrogant, just strong. The woman’s hair was light brown and fashioned in Washington’s

most popular style—the “anchorwoman”—a lush feathering, curled under at the

shoulders . . . long enough to be sexy, but short enough to remind you she was probably

smarter than you.“I’m a little late,” the woman said, her voice unassuming. “I have a breakfast

meeting with Senator Sexton.”The maitre d’ felt an unexpected tingle of nerves. Senator

Sedgewick Sexton. The senator was a regular here and currently one of the country’s most

famous men. Last week, having swept all twelve Republican primaries on Super Tuesday, the

senator was virtually guaranteed his party’s nomination for President of the United States.

Many believed the senator had a superb chance of stealing the White House from the

embattled President next fall. Lately Sexton’s face seemed to be on every national magazine,

his campaign slogan plastered all across America: “Stop spending. Start mending.”“Senator

Sexton is in his booth,” the maitre d’ said. “And you are?”“Rachel Sexton. His daughter.”How

foolish of me, he thought. The resemblance was quite apparent. The woman had the senator’s

penetrating eyes and refined carriage—that polished air of resilient nobility. Clearly the

senator’s classic good looks had not skipped generations, although Rachel Sexton seemed to

carry her blessings with a grace and humility her father could learn from.“A pleasure to have

you, Ms. Sexton.”As the maitre d’ led the senator’s daughter across the dining area, he was

embarrassed by the gauntlet of male eyes following her . . . some discreet, others less so. Few

women dined at Toulos and even fewer who looked like Rachel Sexton.“Nice body,” one diner

whispered. “Sexton already find himself a new wife?”“That’s his daughter, you idiot,” another

replied.The man chuckled. “Knowing Sexton, he’d probably screw her anyway.”• • •When

Rachel arrived at her father’s table, the senator was on his cellphone talking loudly about one

of his recent successes. He glanced up at Rachel only long enough to tap his Cartier and

remind her she was late.I missed you, too, Rachel thought.Her father’s first name was Thomas,

although he’d adopted his middle name long ago. Rachel suspected it was because he liked

the alliteration. Senator Sedgewick Sexton. The man was a silver-haired, silver-tongued

political animal who had been anointed with the slick look of soap opera doctor, which seemed

appropriate considering his talents of impersonation.“Rachel!” Her father clicked off his phone

and stood to kiss her cheek.“Hi, Dad.” She did not kiss him back.“You look exhausted.”And so it

begins, she thought. “I got your message. What’s up?”“I can’t ask my daughter out for

breakfast?”Rachel had learned long ago her father seldom requested her company unless he

had some ulterior motive.Sexton took a sip of coffee. “So, how are things with you?”“Busy. I see

your campaign’s going well.”“Oh, let’s not talk business.” Sexton leaned across the table,

lowering his voice. “How’s that guy at the State Department I set you up with?”Rachel exhaled,

already fighting the urge to check her watch. “Dad, I really haven’t had time to call him. And I

wish you’d stop trying to—”“You’ve got to make time for the important things, Rachel. Without

love, everything else is meaningless.”A number of comebacks came to mind, but Rachel chose

silence. Being the bigger person was not difficult when it came to her father. “Dad, you wanted

to see me? You said this was important.”“It is.” Her father’s eyes studied her closely.Rachel felt

part of her defenses melt away under his gaze, and she cursed the man’s power. The senator’s

eyes were his gift—a gift Rachel suspected would probably carry him to the White House. On

cue, his eyes would well with tears, and then, an instant later, they would clear, opening a

window to an impassioned soul, extending a bond of trust to all. It’s all about trust, her father

always said. The senator had lost Rachel’s years ago, but he was quickly gaining the

country’s.“I have a proposition for you,” Senator Sexton said.“Let me guess,” Rachel replied,

attempting to refortify her position. “Some prominent divorcé looking for a young wife?”“Don’t

kid yourself, honey. You’re not that young anymore.”Rachel felt the familiar shrinking sensation



that so often accompanied meetings with her father.“I want to throw you a life raft,” he said.“I

wasn’t aware I was drowning.”“You’re not. The President is. You should jump ship before it’s too

late.”“Haven’t we had this conversation?”“Think about your future, Rachel. You can come work

for me.”“I hope that’s not why you asked me to breakfast.”The senator’s veneer of calm broke

ever so slightly. “Rachel, can’t you see that your working for him reflects badly on me. And on

my campaign.”Rachel sighed. She and her father had been through this. “Dad, I don’t work for

the President. I haven’t even met the President. I work in Fairfax, for God’s sake!”“Politics is

perception, Rachel. It appears you work for the President.”Rachel exhaled, trying to keep her

cool. “I worked too hard to get this job, Dad. I’m not quitting.”The senator’s eyes narrowed. “You

know, sometimes your selfish attitude really—”“Senator Sexton?” A reporter materialized

beside the table.Sexton’s demeanor thawed instantly. Rachel groaned and took a croissant

from the basket on the table.“Ralph Sneeden,” the reporter said. “Washington Post. May I ask

you a few questions?”The senator smiled, dabbing his mouth with a napkin. “My pleasure,

Ralph. Just make it quick. I don’t want my coffee getting cold.”The reporter laughed on cue. “Of

course, sir.” He pulled out a minirecorder and turned it on. “Senator, your television ads call for

legislation ensuring equal salaries for women in the workplace . . . as well as for tax cuts for

new families. Can you comment on your rationale?”“Sure. I’m simply a huge fan of strong

women and strong families.”Rachel practically choked on her croissant.“And on the subject of

families,” the reporter followed up, “you talk a lot about education. You’ve proposed some highly

controversial budget cuts in an effort to allocate more funds to our nation’s schools.”“I believe

the children are our future.”Rachel could not believe her father had sunk to quoting pop

songs.“Finally, sir,” the reporter said, “you’ve taken an enormous jump in the polls these past

few weeks. The President has got to be worried. Any thoughts on your recent success?”“I think

it has to do with trust. Americans are starting to see that the President cannot be trusted to

make the tough decisions facing this nation. Runaway government spending is putting this

country deeper in debt every day, and Americans are starting to realize that it’s time to stop

spending and start mending.”Like a stay of execution from her father’s rhetoric, the pager in

Rachel’s handbag went off. Normally the harsh electronic beeping was an unwelcome

interruption, but at the moment, it sounded almost melodious.The senator glared indignantly at

having been interrupted.Rachel fished the pager from her handbag and pressed a preset

sequence of five buttons, confirming that she was indeed the person holding the pager. The

beeping stopped, and the LCD began blinking. In fifteen seconds she would receive a secure

text message.Sneeden grinned at the senator. “Your daughter is obviously a busy woman. It’s

refreshing to see you two still find time in your schedules to dine together.”“As I said, family

comes first.”Sneeden nodded, and then his gaze hardened. “Might I ask, sir, how you and your

daughter manage your conflicts of interest?”“Conflicts?” Senator Sexton cocked his head with

an innocent look of confusion. “What conflicts do you mean?”Rachel glanced up, grimacing at

her father’s act. She knew exactly where this was headed. Damn reporters, she thought. Half of

them were on political payrolls. The reporter’s question was what journalists called a grapefruit

—a question that was supposed to look like a tough inquiry but was in fact a scripted favor to

the senator—a slow lob pitch that her father could line up and smash out of the park, clearing

the air about a few things.“Well, sir . . .” The reporter coughed, feigning uneasiness over the

question. “The conflict is that your daughter works for your opponent.”Senator Sexton exploded

in laughter, defusing the question instantly. “Ralph, first of all, the President and I are not

opponents. We are simply two patriots who have different ideas about how to run the country

we love.”The reporter beamed. He had his sound bite. “And second?”“Second, my daughter is

not employed by the President; she is employed by the intelligence community. She compiles



intel reports and sends them to the White House. It’s a fairly low-level position.” He paused and

looked at Rachel. “In fact, dear, I’m not sure you’ve even met the President, have you?”Rachel

stared, her eyes smoldering.The beeper chirped, drawing Rachel’s gaze to the incoming

message on the LCD screen.—RPRT DIRNRO STAT—She deciphered the shorthand instantly

and frowned. The message was unexpected, and most certainly bad news. At least she had

her exit cue.“Gentlemen,” she said. “It breaks my heart, but I have to go. I’m late for work.”“Ms.

Sexton,” the reporter said quickly, “before you go, I was wondering if you could comment on the

rumors that you called this breakfast meeting to discuss the possibility of leaving your current

post to work for your father’s campaign?”Rachel felt like someone had thrown hot coffee in her

face. The question took her totally off guard. She looked at her father and sensed in his smirk

that the question had been prepped. She wanted to climb across the table and stab him with a

fork.The reporter shoved the recorder into her face. “Miss Sexton?”Rachel locked eyes with the

reporter. “Ralph, or whoever the hell you are, get this straight: I have no intention of

abandoning my job to work for Senator Sexton, and if you print anything to the contrary, you’ll

need a shoehorn to get that recorder out of your ass.”The reporter’s eyes widened. He clicked

off his recorder, hiding a grin. “Thank you both.” He disappeared.Rachel immediately regretted

the outburst. She had inherited her father’s temper, and she hated him for it. Smooth, Rachel.

Very smooth.Her father glared disapprovingly. “You’d do well to learn some poise.”Rachel

began collecting her things. “This meeting is over.”The senator was apparently done with her

anyway. He pulled out his cellphone to make a call. “ ’Bye, sweetie. Stop by the office one of

these days and say hello. And get married, for God’s sake. You’re thirty-three years old.”“Thirty-

four,” she snapped. “Your secretary sent a card.”He clucked ruefully. “Thirty-four. Almost an old

maid. You know by the time I was thirty-four, I’d already—”“Married Mom and screwed the

neighbor?” The words came out louder than Rachel had intended, her voice hanging naked in

an ill-timed lull. Diners nearby glanced over.Senator Sexton’s eyes flash-froze, two ice-crystals

boring into her. “You watch yourself, young lady.”Rachel headed for the door. No, you watch

yourself, senator.2The three men sat in silence inside their ThermaTech storm tent. Outside,

an icy wind buffeted the shelter, threatening to tear it from its moorings. None of the men took

notice; each had seen situations far more threatening than this one.Their tent was stark white,

pitched in a shallow depression, out of sight. Their communication devices, transport, and

weapons were all state-of-the-art. The group leader was code-named Delta-One. He was

muscular and lithe with eyes as desolate as the topography on which he was stationed.The

military chronograph on Delta-One’s wrist emitted a sharp beep. The sound coincided in

perfect unison with beeps emitted from the chronographs worn by the other two men.Another

thirty minutes had passed.It was time. Again.Reflexively, Delta-One left his two partners and

stepped outside into the darkness and pounding wind. He scanned the moonlit horizon with

infrared binoculars. As always, he focused on the structure. It was a thousand meters away—

an enormous and unlikely edifice rising from the barren terrain. He and his team had been

watching it for ten days now, since its construction. Delta-One had no doubt that the

information inside would change the world. Lives already had been lost to protect it.At the

moment, everything looked quiet outside the structure.The true test, however, was what was

happening inside.Delta-One reentered the tent and addressed his two fellow soldiers. “Time for

a flyby.”Both men nodded. The taller of them, Delta-Two, opened a laptop computer and turned

it on. Positioning himself in front of the screen, Delta-Two placed his hand on a mechanical

joystick and gave it a short jerk. A thousand meters away, hidden deep within the building, a

surveillance robot the size of a mosquito received his transmission and sprang to life.3Rachel

Sexton was still steaming as she drove her white Integra up Leesburg Pike. The bare maples of



the Falls Church foothills rose stark against a crisp March sky, but the peaceful setting did little

to calm her anger. Her father’s recent surge in the polls should have endowed him with a

modicum of confident grace, and yet it seemed only to fuel his self-importance.The man’s

deceit was doubly painful because he was the only immediate family Rachel had left. Rachel’s

mother had died three years ago, a devastating loss whose emotional scars still raked at

Rachel’s heart. Rachel’s only solace was knowing that the death, with ironic compassion, had

liberated her mother from a deep despair over a miserable marriage to the senator.Rachel’s

pager beeped again, pulling her thoughts back to the road in front of her. The incoming

message was the same.—RPRT DIRNRO STAT—Report to the director of NRO stat. She

sighed. I’m coming, for God’s sake!With rising uncertainty, Rachel drove to her usual exit,

turned onto the private access road, and rolled to a stop at the heavily armed sentry booth.

This was 14225 Leesburg Pike, one of the most secretive addresses in the country.While the

guard scanned her car for bugs, Rachel gazed out at the mammoth structure in the distance.

The one-million-square-foot complex sat majestically on sixty-eight forested acres just outside

D.C. in Fairfax, Virginia. The building’s facade was a bastion of one-way glass that reflected the

army of satellite dishes, antennas, and rayodomes on the surrounding grounds, doubling their

already awe-inspiring numbers.Two minutes later, Rachel had parked and crossed the

manicured grounds to the main entrance, where a carved granite sign announcedNATIONAL

RECONNAISSANCE OFFICE (NRO)The two armed Marines flanking the bulletproof revolving

door stared straight ahead as Rachel passed between them. She felt the same sensation she

always felt as she pushed through these doors . . . that she was entering the belly of a sleeping

giant.Inside the vaulted lobby, Rachel sensed the faint echoes of hushed conversations all

around her, as if the words were sifting down from the offices above. An enormous tiled mosaic

proclaimed the NRO directive:ENABLING U.S. GLOBAL INFORMATION SUPERIORITY,

DURING PEACE AND THROUGH WAR.The walls here were lined with massive photographs—

rocket launches, submarine christenings, intercept installations—towering achievements that

could be celebrated only within these walls.Now, as always, Rachel felt the problems of the

outside world fading behind her. She was entering the shadow world. A world where the

problems thundered in like freight trains, and the solutions were meted out with barely a

whisper.As Rachel approached the final checkpoint, she wondered what kind of problem had

caused her pager to ring twice in the last thirty minutes.“Good morning, Ms. Sexton.” The guard

smiled as she approached the steel doorway.Rachel returned the smile as the guard held out a

tiny swab for Rachel to take.“You know the drill,” he said.Rachel took the hermetically sealed

cotton swab and removed the plastic covering. Then she placed it in her mouth like a

thermometer. She held it under her tongue for two seconds. Then, leaning forward, she allowed

the guard to remove it. The guard inserted the moistened swab into a slit in a machine behind

him. The machine took four seconds to confirm the DNA sequences in Rachel’s saliva. Then a

monitor flickered on, displaying Rachel’s photo and security clearance.The guard winked.

“Looks like you’re still you.” He pulled the used swab from the machine and dropped it through

an opening, where it was instantly incinerated. “Have a good one.” He pressed a button and the

huge steel doors swung open.As Rachel made her way into the maze of bustling corridors

beyond, she was amazed that even after six years here she was still daunted by the colossal

scope of this operation. The agency encompassed six other U.S. installations, employed over

ten thousand agents, and had operating costs of over $10 billion per year.In total secrecy, the

NRO built and maintained an astonishing arsenal of cutting-edge spy technologies: worldwide

electronic intercepts; spy satellites; silent, embedded relay chips in telecomm products; even a

global naval-recon network known as Classic Wizard, a secret web of 1,456 hydrophones



mounted on seafloors around the world, capable of monitoring ship movements anywhere on

the globe.NRO technologies not only helped the United States win military conflicts, but they

provided an endless stream of peacetime data to agencies such as the CIA, NSA, and

Department of Defense, helping them thwart terrorism, locate crimes against the environment,

and give policymakers the data needed to make informed decisions on an enormous array of

topics.Rachel worked here as a “gister.” Gisting, or data reduction, required analyzing complex

reports and distilling their essence or “gist” into concise, single-page briefs. Rachel had proven

herself a natural. All those years of cutting through my father’s bullshit, she thought.Rachel now

held the NRO’s premier gisting post—intelligence liaison to the White House. She was

responsible for sifting through the NRO’s daily intelligence reports, deciding which stories were

relevant to the President, distilling those reports into single-page briefs, and then forwarding

the synopsized material to the President’s National Security Adviser. In NRO-speak, Rachel

Sexton “manufactured finished product and serviced the customer.”Although the job was

difficult and required long hours, the position was a badge of honor for her, a way to assert her

independence from her father. Senator Sexton had offered many times to support Rachel if she

would quit the post, but Rachel had no intention of becoming financially beholden to a man like

Sedgewick Sexton. Her mother was testimony to what could happen when a man like that held

too many cards.The sound of Rachel’s pager echoed in the marble hall.Again? She didn’t even

bother to check the message.Wondering what the hell was going on, she boarded the elevator,

skipped her own floor, and went straight to the top.4To call the NRO director a plain man was in

itself an overstatement. NRO Director William Pickering was diminutive, with pale skin, a

forgettable face, a bald head, and hazel eyes, which despite having gazed upon the country’s

deepest secrets, appeared as two shallow pools. Nonetheless, to those who worked under him,

Pickering towered. His subdued personality and unadorned philosophies were legendary at the

NRO. The man’s quiet diligence, combined with his wardrobe of plain black suits, had earned

him the nickname the “Quaker.” A brilliant strategist and the model of efficiency, the Quaker ran

his world with an unrivaled clarity. His mantra: “Find the truth. Act on it.”When Rachel arrived in

the director’s office, he was on the phone. Rachel was always surprised by the sight of him:

William Pickering looked nothing like a man who wielded enough power to wake the President

at any hour.Pickering hung up and waved her in. “Agent Sexton, have a seat.” His voice had a

lucid rawness to it.“Thank you, sir.” Rachel sat.Despite most people’s discomfort around

William Pickering’s blunt demeanor, Rachel had always liked the man. He was the exact

antithesis of her father . . . physically unimposing, anything but charismatic, and he did his duty

with a selfless patriotism, shunning the spotlight her father loved so much.Pickering removed

his glasses and gazed at her. “Agent Sexton, the President called me about a half hour ago. In

direct reference to you.”Rachel shifted in her seat. Pickering was known for getting to the point.

One hell of an opening, she thought. “Not a problem with one of my gists, I hope.”“On the

contrary. He says the White House is impressed with your work.”Rachel exhaled silently. “So

what did he want?”“A meeting with you. In person. Immediately.”Rachel’s unease sharpened. “A

personal meeting? About what?”“Damn good question. He wouldn’t tell me.”Now Rachel was

lost. Keeping information from the director of the NRO was like keeping Vatican secrets from

the Pope. The standing joke in the intelligence community was that if William Pickering didn’t

know about it, it hadn’t happened.Pickering stood, pacing now in front of his window. “He asked

that I contact you immediately and send you to meet with him.”“Right now?”“He sent

transportation. It’s waiting outside.”Rachel frowned. The President’s request was unnerving on

its own account, but it was the look of concern on Pickering’s face that really worried her. “You

obviously have reservations.”“I sure as hell do!” Pickering showed a rare flash of emotion. “The



President’s timing seems almost callow in its transparency. You are the daughter of the man

who is currently challenging him in the polls, and he demands a private meeting with you? I

find this highly inappropriate. Your father no doubt would agree.”Rachel knew Pickering was

right—not that she gave a damn what her father thought. “Do you not trust the President’s

motives?”“My oath is to provide intel support to the current White House administration, not

pass judgment on their politics.”Typical Pickering response, Rachel realized. William Pickering

made no bones about his view of politicians as transitory figureheads who passed fleetingly

across a chessboard whose real players were men like Pickering himself—seasoned “lifers”

who had been around long enough to understand the game with some perspective. Two full

terms in the White House, Pickering often said, was not nearly enough to comprehend the true

complexities of the global political landscape.“Maybe it’s an innocent request,” Rachel offered,

hoping the President was above trying some sort of cheap campaign stunt. “Maybe he needs a

reduction of some sensitive data.”“Not to sound belittling, Agent Sexton, but the White House

has access to plenty of qualified gisting personnel if they need it. If it’s an internal White House

job, the President should know better than to contact you. And if not, then he sure as hell

should know better than to request an NRO asset and then refuse to tell me what he wants it

for.”Pickering always referred to his employees as assets, a manner of speech many found

disconcertingly cold.“Your father is gaining political momentum,” Pickering said. “A lot of it. The

White House has got to be getting nervous.” He sighed. “Politics is a desperate business. When

the President calls a secret meeting with his challenger’s daughter, I’d guess there’s more on

his mind than intelligence gists.”Rachel felt a distant chill. Pickering’s hunches had an uncanny

tendency to be dead on. “And you’re afraid the White House feels desperate enough to

introduce me into the political mix?”Pickering paused a moment. “You are not exactly silent

about your feelings for your father, and I have little doubt the President’s campaign staff is

aware of the rift. It occurs to me that they may want to use you against him somehow.”“Where

do I sign up?” Rachel said, only half-joking.Pickering looked unimpressed. He gave her a stern

stare. “A word of warning, Agent Sexton. If you feel that your personal issues with your father

are going to cloud your judgment in dealing with the President, I strongly advise that you

decline the President’s request for a meeting.”“Decline?” Rachel gave a nervous chuckle. “I

obviously can’t refuse the President.”“No,” the director said, “but I can.”His words rumbled a bit,

reminding Rachel of the other reason Pickering was called the “Quaker.” Despite being a small

man, William Pickering could cause political earthquakes if he were crossed.“My concerns

here are simple,” Pickering said. “I have a responsibility to protect the people who work for me,

and I don’t appreciate even the vague implication that one of them might be used as a pawn in

a political game.”“What do you recommend I do?”Pickering sighed. “My suggestion is that you

meet with him. Commit to nothing. Once the President tells you what the hell is on his mind,

call me. If I think he’s playing political hardball with you, trust me, I’ll pull you out so fast the

man won’t know what hit him.”“Thank you, sir.” Rachel sensed a protective aura from the

director that she often longed for in her own father. “And you said the President already sent a

car?”“Not exactly.” Pickering frowned and pointed out the window.Uncertain, Rachel went over

and gazed out in the direction of Pickering’s outstretched finger.A snub-nosed MH-60G

PaveHawk helicopter sat idling on the lawn. One of the fastest choppers ever made, this

PaveHawk was emblazoned with the White House insignia. The pilot stood nearby, checking

his watch.Rachel turned to Pickering in disbelief. “The White House sent a PaveHawk to take

me fifteen miles into D.C.?”“Apparently the President hopes you are either impressed or

intimidated.” Pickering eyed her. “I suggest you are neither.”Rachel nodded. She was both.• •

•Four minutes later, Rachel Sexton exited the NRO and climbed into the waiting helicopter.



Before she had even buckled herself in, the craft was airborne, banking hard across the

Virginia woods. Rachel gazed out at the blur of trees beneath her and felt her pulse rising. It

would have risen faster had she known this chopper would never reach the White House.5The

frigid wind battered the fabric of the ThermaTech tent, but Delta-One hardly noticed. He and

Delta-Three were focused on their comrade, who was manipulating the joystick in his hand with

surgical dexterity. The screen before them displayed a live video transmission from a pinpoint

camera mounted aboard the microrobot.The ultimate surveillance tool, Delta-One thought, still

amazed every time they powered it up. Lately, in the world of micromechanics, fact seemed to

be outpacing fiction.Micro Electro Mechanical Systems (MEMS)—microbots—were the newest

tool in high-tech surveillance—“fly on the wall technology,” they called it.Literally.Although

microscopic, remote-controlled robots sounded like science fiction, in fact they had been

around since the 1990s. Discovery magazine had run a cover story in May 1997 on microbots,

featuring both “flying” and “swimming” models. The swimmers—nanosubs the size of salt grains

—could be injected into the human bloodstream à la the movie Fantastic Voyage. They were

now being used by advanced medical facilities to help doctors navigate arteries by remote

control, observe live intravenous video transmissions, and locate arterial blockages without

ever lifting a scalpel.Contrary to intuition, building a flying microbot was even simpler business.

The aerodynamics technology for getting a machine to fly had been around since Kitty Hawk,

and all that remained had been the issue of miniaturization. The first flying microbots, designed

by NASA as unmanned exploration tools for future Mars missions, had been several inches

long. Now, however, advances in nanotechnology, lightweight energy-absorbent materials, and

micromechanics had made the flying microbots a reality.The true breakthrough had come from

the new field biomimics—copying Mother Nature. Miniature dragonflies, as it turned out, were

the ideal prototype for these agile and efficient flying microbots. The PH2 model Delta-Two was

currently flying was only one centimeter long—the size of a mosquito—and employed a dual

pair of transparent, hinged, silicon-leaf wings, giving it unparalleled mobility and efficiency in

the air.The microbot’s refueling mechanism had been another breakthrough. The first microbot

prototypes could only recharge their energy cells by hovering directly beneath a bright light

source, not ideal for stealth or use in dark locales. The newer prototypes, however, could

recharge simply by parking within a few inches of a magnetic field. Conveniently, in modern

society, magnetic fields were ubiquitous and discreetly placed—power outlets, computer

monitors, electric motors, audio speakers, cellphones—it seemed there was never any

shortage of obscure recharging stations. Once a microbot had been introduced successfully

into a locale, it could transmit audio and video almost indefinitely. The Delta Force’s PH2 had

been transmitting for over a week now with no trouble whatsoever.• • •Now, like an insect

hovering inside a cavernous barn, the airborne microbot hung silently in the still air of the

structure’s massive central room. With a bird’s-eye view of the space below, the microbot

circled silently above unsuspecting occupants—technicians, scientists, specialists in numerous

fields of study. As the PH2 circled, Delta-One spotted two familiar faces engaged in

conversation. They would be a telling mark. He told Delta-Two to drop down and have a

listen.Manipulating the controls, Delta-Two switched on the robot’s sound sensors, oriented the

microbot’s parabolic amplifier, and decreased the robot’s elevation until it was ten feet over the

scientists’ heads. The transmission was faint, but discernible.“I still can’t believe it,” one scientist

was saying. The excitement in his voice had not diminished since his arrival here forty-eight

hours ago.The man with whom he was talking obviously shared the enthusiasm. “In your

lifetime . . . did you ever think you would witness anything like this?”“Never,” the scientist

replied, beaming. “It’s all a magnificent dream.”Delta-One had heard enough. Clearly



everything inside was proceeding as expected. Delta-Two maneuvered the microbot away from

the conversation and flew it back to its hiding place. He parked the tiny device undetected near

the cylinder of an electric generator. The PH2’s power cells immediately began recharging for

the next mission.6Rachel Sexton’s thoughts were lost in the morning’s bizarre developments as

her PaveHawk transport tore across the morning sky, and it was not until the helicopter

rocketed out across Chesapeake Bay that she realized they were heading in entirely the wrong

direction. The initial flash of confusion instantly gave way to trepidation.“Hey!” she yelled to the

pilot. “What are you doing?” Her voice was barely audible over the rotors. “You’re supposed to

be taking me to the White House!”The pilot shook his head. “Sorry, ma’am. The President is

not at the White House this morning.”Rachel tried to remember if Pickering had specifically

mentioned the White House or whether she had simply assumed. “So where is the

President?”“Your meeting with him is elsewhere.”No shit. “Where elsewhere?”“Not far

now.”“That’s not what I asked.”“Sixteen more miles.”Rachel scowled at him. This guy should be

a politician. “Do you dodge bullets as well as you dodge questions?”The pilot did not answer.•

• •It took less than seven minutes for the chopper to cross the Chesapeake. When land was in

sight again, the pilot banked north and skirted a narrow peninsula, where Rachel saw a series

of runways and military-looking buildings. The pilot dropped down toward them, and Rachel

then realized what this place was. The six launchpads and charred rocket towers were a good

clue, but if that was not enough, the roof of one of the buildings had been painted with two

enormous words: WALLOPS ISLAND.Wallops Island was one of NASA’s oldest launch sites.

Still used today for satellite launches and testing of experimental aircraft, Wallops was NASA’s

base away from the spotlight.The President is at Wallops Island? It made no sense.The

chopper pilot aligned his trajectory with a series of three runways that ran the length of the

narrow peninsula. They seemed to be heading for the far end of the center runway.The pilot

began to slow. “You will be meeting the President in his office.”Rachel turned, wondering if the

guy was joking. “The President of the United States has an office on Wallops Island?”The pilot

looked dead serious. “The President of the United States has an office wherever he likes,

ma’am.”He pointed toward the end of the runway. Rachel saw the mammoth shape glistening in

the distance, and her heart almost stopped. Even at three hundred yards, she recognized the

light blue hull of the modified 747.“I’m meeting him aboard the . . .”“Yes, ma’am. His home away

from home.”Rachel stared out at the massive aircraft. The military’s cryptic designation for this

prestigious plane was VC-25-A, although the rest of the world knew it by another name: Air

Force One.“Looks like you’re in the new one this morning,” the pilot said, motioning to the

numbers on the plane’s tail fin.Rachel nodded blankly. Few Americans knew that there were

actually two Air Force Ones in service—a pair of identical, specially configured 747-200-Bs,

one with the tail number 28000 and the other 29000. Both planes had cruising speeds of 600

mph and had been modified for in-flight refueling, giving them virtually unlimited range.As the

PaveHawk settled onto the runway beside the President’s plane, Rachel now understood the

references to Air Force One being the commander-in-chief’s “portable home court advantage.”

The machine was an intimidating sight.When the President flew to other countries to meet

heads of state, he often requested—for security purposes—that the meeting take place on the

runway aboard his jet. Although some of the motives were security, certainly another incentive

was to gain a negotiating edge through raw intimidation. A visit to Air Force One was far more

intimidating than any trip to the White House. The six-foot-high letters along the fuselage

trumpeted “UNITED STATES OF AMERICA.” A female English cabinet member had once

accused President Nixon of “waving his manhood in her face” when he asked her to join him

aboard Air Force One. Later the crew jokingly nicknamed the plane “Big Dick.”“Ms. Sexton?” A



blazer-clad Secret Serviceman materialized outside the chopper and opened the door for her.

“The President is waiting for you.”Rachel got out of the chopper and gazed up the steep

gangway at the bulging hull. Into the flying phallus. She had once heard the flying “Oval Office”

had over four thousand square feet of interior floor space, including four separate private

sleeping quarters, berths for a twenty-six-member flight crew, and two galleys capable of

providing food for fifty people.Climbing the stairway, Rachel felt the Secret Serviceman on her

heels, urging her upward. High above, the cabin door stood open like a tiny puncture wound on

the side of a gargantuan silver whale. She moved toward the darkened entryway and felt her

confidence starting to ebb.Easy, Rachel. It’s just a plane.On the landing, the Secret

Serviceman politely took her arm and guided her into a surprisingly narrow corridor. They

turned right, walked a short distance, and emerged into a luxurious and spacious cabin.

Rachel immediately recognized it from photographs.“Wait here,” the serviceman said, and he

disappeared.Rachel stood alone in Air Force One’s famous wood-paneled fore cabin. This was

the room used for meetings, entertaining dignitaries, and, apparently, for scaring the hell out of

first-time passengers. The room spanned the entire width of the plane, as did its thick tan

carpeting. The furnishings were impeccable—cordovan leather armchairs around a bird’s-eye

maple meeting table, burnished brass floor lamps beside a continental sofa, and hand-etched

crystal glassware on a mahogany wet bar.Supposedly, Boeing designers had carefully laid out

this fore cabin to provide passengers with “a sense of order mixed with tranquility.” Tranquility,

however, was the last thing Rachel Sexton was feeling at the moment. The only thing she could

think of was the number of world leaders who had sat in this very room and made decisions

that shaped the world.Everything about this room said power, from the faint aroma of fine pipe

tobacco to the ubiquitous presidential seal. The eagle clasping the arrows and olive branches

was embroidered on throw pillows, carved into the ice bucket, and even printed on the cork

coasters on the bar. Rachel picked up a coaster and examined it.“Stealing souvenirs already?”

a deep voice asked behind her.Startled, Rachel wheeled, dropping the coaster on the floor.

She knelt awkwardly to retrieve it. As she grasped the coaster, she turned to see the President

of the United States gazing down at her with an amused grin.“I’m not royalty, Ms. Sexton.

There’s really no need to kneel.”7Senator Sedgewick Sexton savored the privacy of his Lincoln

stretch limousine as it snaked through Washington’s morning traffic toward his office. Across

from him, Gabrielle Ashe, his twenty-four-year-old personal assistant, read him his daily

schedule. Sexton was barely listening.I love Washington, he thought, admiring the assistant’s

perfect shape beneath her cashmere sweater. Power is the greatest aphrodisiac of all . . . and it

brings women like this to D.C. in droves.Gabrielle was a New York Ivy Leaguer with dreams of

being a senator herself one day. She’ll make it too, Sexton thought. She was incredible-looking

and sharp as a whip. Above all, she understood the rules of the game.Gabrielle Ashe was

black, but her tawny coloring was more of a deep cinnamon or mahogany, the kind of

comfortable in-between that Sexton knew bleeding heart “whites” could endorse without feeling

like they were giving away the farm. Sexton described Gabrielle to his cronies as Halle Berry’s

looks with Hillary Clinton’s brains and ambition, although sometimes he thought even that was

an understatement.Gabrielle had been a tremendous asset to his campaign since he’d

promoted her to his personal campaign assistant three months ago. And to top it all off, she

was working for free. Her compensation for a sixteen-hour workday was learning the ropes in

the trenches with a seasoned politician.Of course, Sexton gloated, I’ve persuaded her to do a

bit more than just work. After promoting Gabrielle, Sexton had invited her to a late night

“orientation session” in his private office. As expected, his young assistant arrived starstruck

and eager to please. With a slow-moving patience mastered over decades, Sexton worked his



magic . . . building up Gabrielle’s trust, carefully stripping away her inhibitions, exhibiting

tantalizing control, and finally seducing her right there in his office.Sexton had little doubt the

encounter had been one of the most sexually gratifying experiences of the young woman’s life,

and yet, in the light of the day, Gabrielle clearly regretted the indiscretion. Embarrassed, she

offered to resign. Sexton refused. Gabrielle stayed on, but she made her intentions very clear.

The relationship had been strictly business ever since.Gabrielle’s pouty lips were still moving.

“. . . don’t want you to be lackadaisical going into this CNN debate this afternoon. We still don’t

know who the White House is sending as opposition. You’ll want to peruse these notes I typed.”

She handed him a folder.Sexton took the folder, savoring the scent of her perfume mixed with

the plush leather seats.“You aren’t listening,” she said.“Certainly am.” He grinned. “Forget about

this CNN debate. Worst case scenario, the White House snubs me by sending some low-level

campaign intern. Best case scenario, they send a bigwig, and I eat him for lunch.”Gabrielle

frowned. “Fine. I’ve included a list of the most probable hostile topics in your notes.”“The usual

suspects no doubt.”“With one new entry. I think you might face some hostile backlash from the

gay community for your comments last night on Larry King.”Sexton shrugged, barely listening.

“Right. The same-sex marriage thing.”Gabrielle gave him a disapproving look. “You did come

out against it pretty strongly.”Same-sex marriages, Sexton thought in disgust. If it were up to

me, the faggots wouldn’t even have the right to vote. “Okay, I’ll turn it down a notch.”“Good.

You’ve been pushing the envelope a bit on some of these hot topics lately. Don’t get cocky. The

public can turn in an instant. You’re gaining now, and you have momentum. Just ride it out.

There’s no need to hit the ball out of the park today. Just keep it in play.”“Any news from the

White House?”Gabrielle looked pleasantly baffled. “Continued silence. It’s official; your

opponent has become the ‘Invisible Man.’ “Sexton could barely believe his good fortune lately.

For months, the President had been working hard on the campaign trail. Then suddenly, a

week ago, he had locked himself in the Oval Office, and nobody had seen or heard from him

since. It was as if the President simply could not face Sexton’s groundswell of voter

support.Gabrielle ran a hand through her straightened black hair. “I hear the White House

campaign staff is as confused as we are. The President is offering no explanation for his

vanishing act, and everyone over there is furious.”“Any theories?” Sexton asked.Gabrielle

gazed at him over her scholarly glasses. “As it turns out, I got some interesting data this

morning from a contact of mine in the White House.”Sexton recognized the look in her eyes.

Gabrielle Ashe had scored some insider information again. Sexton wondered if she were giving

some presidential aide backseat blow jobs in exchange for campaign secrets. Sexton didn’t

care . . . so long as the information kept coming.“Rumor has it,” his assistant said, lowering her

voice, “the President’s strange behavior all started last week after an emergency private

briefing with the administrator of NASA. Apparently the President emerged from the meeting

looking dazed. He immediately cleared his schedule, and he’s been in close contact with NASA

ever since.”Sexton certainly liked the sound of that. “You think maybe NASA delivered some

more bad news?”“Seems a logical explanation,” she said hopefully. “Although it would have to

be pretty critical to make the President drop everything.”Sexton considered it. Obviously,

whatever was going on with NASA had to be bad news. Otherwise the President would throw it

in my face. Sexton had been pounding the President pretty hard on NASA funding lately. The

space agency’s recent string of failed missions and gargantuan budget overruns had earned

NASA the dubious honor of becoming Sexton’s unofficial poster child against big government

overspending and inefficiency. Admittedly, attacking NASA—one of the most prominent

symbols of American pride—was not the way most politicians would think of winning votes, but

Sexton had a weapon few other politicians had—Gabrielle Ashe. And her impeccable



instincts.The savvy young woman had come to Sexton’s attention several months ago when

she was working as a coordinator in Sexton’s Washington campaign office. With Sexton trailing

badly in the primary polls and his message of government overspending falling on deaf ears,

Gabrielle Ashe wrote him a note suggesting a radical new campaign angle. She told the

senator he should attack NASA’s huge budget overruns and continued White House bailouts

as the quintessential example of President Herney’s careless overspending.“NASA is costing

Americans a fortune,” Gabrielle wrote, including a list of financial figures, failures, and bailouts.

“Voters have no idea. They would be horrified. I think you should make NASA a political

issue.”Sexton groaned at her naïveté. “Yeah, and while I’m at it, I’ll rail against singing the

national anthem at baseball games.”In the weeks that followed, Gabrielle continued to send

information about NASA across the senator’s desk. The more Sexton read, the more he

realized this young Gabrielle Ashe had a point. Even by government agency standards, NASA

was an astounding money pit—expensive, inefficient, and, in recent years, grossly

incompetent.One afternoon Sexton was doing an on-air interview about education. The host

was pressing Sexton about where he would find funding for his promised overhaul of public

schools. In response, Sexton decided to test Gabrielle’s NASA theory with a half-joking

response. “Money for education?” he said. “Well, maybe I’ll cut the space program in half. I

figure if NASA can spend fifteen billion a year in space, I should be able to spend seven and a

half billion on the kids here on earth.”In the transmission booth, Sexton’s campaign managers

gasped in horror at the careless remark. After all, entire campaigns had been sunk by far less

than taking a potshot at NASA. Instantly, the phone lines at the radio station lit up. Sexton’s

campaign managers cringed; the space patriots were circling for the kill.Then something

unexpected happened.“Fifteen billion a year?” the first caller said, sounding shocked. “With a

B? Are you telling me that my son’s math class is overcrowded because schools can’t afford

enough teachers, and NASA is spending fifteen billion dollars a year taking pictures of space

dust?”“Um . . . that’s right,” Sexton said warily.“Absurd! Does the President have the power to

do something about that?”“Absolutely,” Sexton replied, gaining confidence. “A President can

veto the budget request of any agency he or she deems overfunded.”“Then you have my vote,

Senator Sexton. Fifteen billion for space research, and our kids don’t have teachers. It’s

outrageous! Good luck, sir. I hope you go all the way.”The next caller came on the line.

“Senator, I just read that NASA’s International Space Station is way overbudget and the

President is thinking of giving NASA emergency funding to keep the project going. Is that

true?”Sexton jumped at this one. “True!” He explained that the space station was originally

proposed as a joint venture, with twelve countries sharing the costs. But after construction

began, the station’s budget spiraled wildly out of control, and many countries dropped out in

disgust. Rather than scrapping the project, the President decided to cover everyone’s

expenses. “Our cost for the ISS project,” Sexton announced, “has risen from the proposed eight

billion to a staggering one hundred billion dollars!”The caller sounded furious. “Why the hell

doesn’t the President pull the plug!”Sexton could have kissed the guy. “Damn good question.

Unfortunately, one third of the building supplies are already in orbit, and the President spent

your tax dollars putting them there, so pulling the plug would be admitting he made a multi-

billion-dollar blunder with your money.”The calls kept coming. For the first time, it seemed

Americans were waking up to the idea that NASA was an option—not a national fixture.When

the show was over, with the exception of a few NASA diehards calling in with poignant

overtures about man’s eternal quest for knowledge, the consensus was in: Sexton’s campaign

had stumbled onto the holy grail of campaigning—a new “hot button”—a yet untapped

controversial issue that struck a nerve with voters.In the weeks that followed, Sexton trounced



his opponents in five crucial primaries. He announced Gabrielle Ashe as his new personal

campaign assistant, praising her for her work in bringing the NASA issue to the voters. With the

wave of a hand, Sexton had made a young African-American woman a rising political star, and

the issue of his racist and sexist voting record disappeared overnight.Now, as they sat together

in the limousine, Sexton knew Gabrielle had yet again proven her worth. Her new information

about last week’s secret meeting between the NASA administrator and the President certainly

suggested more NASA troubles were brewing—perhaps another country pulling funding from

the space station.As the limousine passed the Washington Monument, Senator Sexton could

not help but feel he had been anointed by destiny.8Despite having ascended to the most

powerful political office in the world, President Zachary Herney was average in height, with a

slender build and narrow shoulders. He had a freckled face, bifocals, and thinning black hair.

His unimposing physique, however, stood in stark contrast to the almost princely love the man

commanded from those who knew him. It was said that if you met Zach Herney once, you

would walk to the ends of the earth for him.“So glad you could make it,” President Herney said,

reaching out to shake Rachel’s hand. His grasp was warm and sincere.Rachel fought the frog

in her throat. “Of . . . course, Mr. President. An honor to meet you.”The President gave her a

comforting grin, and Rachel sensed firsthand the legendary Herney affability. The man

possessed an easygoing countenance political cartoonists loved because no matter how

skewed a rendition they drew, no one ever mistook the man’s effortless warmth and amiable

smile. His eyes mirrored sincerity and dignity at all times.“If you follow me,” he said in a cheery

voice, “I’ve got a cup of coffee with your name on it.”“Thank you, sir.”The President pressed the

intercom and called for some coffee in his office.As Rachel followed the President through the

plane, she could not help but notice that he looked extremely happy and well-rested for a man

who was down in the polls. He was also very casually dressed—blue jeans, a polo shirt, and

L.L. Bean hiking boots.Rachel tried to make conversation. “Doing . . . some hiking, Mr.

President?”“Not at all. My campaign advisers have decided this should be my new look. What

do you think?”Rachel hoped for his sake that he wasn’t serious. “It’s very . . . um . . . manly,

sir.”Herney was deadpan. “Good. We’re thinking it will help me win back some of the women’s

vote from your father.” After a beat, the President broke into a broad smile. “Ms. Sexton, that

was a joke. I think we both know I’ll need more than a polo shirt and blue jeans to win this

election.”The President’s openness and good humor were quickly evaporating any tension

Rachel felt about being there. What this President lacked in physical brawn, he more than

made up for in diplomatic rapport. Diplomacy was about people skills, and Zach Herney had

the gift.Rachel followed the President toward the back of the plane. The deeper they went, the

less the interior resembled a plane—curved hallways, wallpapered walls, even an exercise

room complete with StairMaster and rowing machine. Oddly, the plane seemed almost entirely

deserted.“Traveling alone, Mr. President?”He shook his head. “Just landed, actually.”Rachel

was surprised. Landed from where? Her intel briefs this week had included nothing about

presidential travel plans. Apparently he was using Wallops Island to travel quietly.“My staff

deplaned right before you arrived,” the President said. “I’m headed back to the White House

shortly to meet them, but I wanted to meet you here instead of my office.”“Trying to intimidate

me?”“On the contrary. Trying to respect you, Ms. Sexton. The White House is anything but

private, and news of a meeting between the two of us would put you in an awkward position

with your father.”“I appreciate that, sir.”“It seems you’re managing a delicate balancing act quite

gracefully, and I see no reason to disrupt that.”Rachel flashed on her breakfast meeting with

her father and doubted that it qualified as “graceful.” Nonetheless, Zach Herney was going out

of his way to be decent, and he certainly didn’t have to.“May I call you Rachel?” Herney



asked.“Of course.” May I call you Zach?“My office,” the President said, ushering her through a

carved maple door.The office aboard Air Force One certainly was cozier than its White House

counterpart, but its furnishings still carried an air of austerity. The desk was mounded with

papers, and behind it hung an imposing oil painting of a classic, threemasted schooner under

full sail trying to outrun a raging storm. It seemed a perfect metaphor for Zach Herney’s

presidency at the moment.The President offered Rachel one of the three executive chairs

facing his desk. She sat. Rachel expected him to sit behind his desk, but instead he pulled one

of the chairs up and sat next to her.Equal footing, she realized. The master of rapport.“Well,

Rachel,” Herney said, sighing tiredly as he settled into his chair. “I imagine you’ve got to be

pretty damned confused to be sitting here right now, am I right?”Whatever was left of Rachel’s

guard crumbled away with the candor in the man’s voice. “Actually, sir, I’m baffled.”Herney

laughed out loud. “Terrific. It’s not every day I can baffle someone from the NRO.”“It’s not every

day someone from the NRO is invited aboard Air Force One by a President in hiking boots.”The

President laughed again.A quiet rap on the office door announced the arrival of coffee. One of

the flight crew entered with a steaming pewter pot and two pewter mugs on a tray. At the

President’s bidding, she laid the tray on the desk and disappeared.“Cream and sugar?” the

President asked, standing up to pour.“Cream, please.” Rachel savored the rich aroma. The

President of the United States is personally serving me coffee?Zach Herney handed her a

heavy pewter mug. “Authentic Paul Revere,” he said. “One of the little luxuries.”Rachel sipped

the coffee. It was the best she had ever tasted.“Anyhow,” the President said, pouring himself a

cup and sitting back down, “I’ve got limited time here, so let’s get to business.” The President

plopped a sugar cube in his coffee and gazed up at her. “I imagine Bill Pickering warned you

that the only reason I would want to see you would be to use you to my political

advantage?”“Actually, sir, that’s exactly what he said.”The President chuckled. “Always the

cynic.”“So he’s wrong?”“Are you kidding?” The President laughed. “Bill Pickering is never

wrong. He’s dead-on as usual.”9Gabrielle Ashe gazed absently out the window of Senator

Sexton’s limousine as it moved through the morning traffic toward Sexton’s office building. She

wondered how the hell she had arrived at this point in her life. Personal assistant to Senator

Sedgewick Sexton. This was exactly what she had wanted, wasn’t it?I’m sitting in a limousine

with the next President of the United States.Gabrielle stared across the car’s plush interior at

the senator, who seemed to be far away in his own thoughts. She admired his handsome

features and perfect attire. He looked presidential.Gabrielle had first seen Sexton speak when

she was a polisci major at Cornell University three years ago. She would never forget how his

eyes probed the audience, as if sending a message directly to her—trust me. After Sexton’s

speech, Gabrielle waited in line to meet him.“Gabrielle Ashe,” the senator said, reading her

name tag. “A lovely name for a lovely young woman.” His eyes were reassuring.“Thank you, sir,”

Gabrielle replied, feeling the man’s strength as she shook his hand. “I was really impressed by

your message.”“Glad to hear it!” Sexton thrust a business card into her hand. “I’m always

looking for bright young minds who share my vision. When you get out of school, track me

down. My people may have a job for you.”Gabrielle opened her mouth to thank him, but the

senator was already on to the next person in line. Nonetheless, in the months that followed,

Gabrielle found herself following Sexton’s career on television. She watched with admiration as

he spoke out against big government spending—spearheading budget cuts, streamlining the

IRS to work more effectively, trimming fat at the DEA, and even abolishing redundant civil

service programs. Then, when the senator’s wife died suddenly in a car crash, Gabrielle

watched in awe as Sexton somehow turned the negative into a positive. Sexton rose above his

personal pain and declared to the world that he would be running for the presidency and



dedicating the remainder of his public service to his wife’s memory. Gabrielle decided right then

and there that she wanted to work closely with Senator Sexton’s presidential campaign.Now

she had gotten as close as anyone could get.Gabrielle recalled the night she had spent with

Sexton in his plush office, and she cringed, trying to block out the embarrassing images in her

mind. What was I thinking? She knew she should have resisted, but somehow she’d found

herself unable. Sedgewick Sexton had been an idol of hers for so long . . . and to think he

wanted her.The limousine hit a bump, jarring her thoughts back to the present.“You okay?”

Sexton was watching her now.Gabrielle flashed a hurried smile. “Fine.”“You aren’t still thinking

about that drudge, are you?”She shrugged. “I’m still a little worried, yeah.”“Forget it. The drudge

was the best thing that ever happened to my campaign.”A drudge, Gabrielle had learned the

hard way, was the political equivalent of leaking information that your rival used a penis

enlarger or subscribed to Stud Muffin magazine. Drudging wasn’t a glamorous tactic, but when

it paid off, it paid off big.Of course, when it backfired . . .And backfire, it had. For the White

House. About a month ago, the President’s campaign staff, unsettled by the slipping polls, had

decided to get aggressive and leak a story they suspected to be true—that Senator Sexton had

engaged in an affair with his personal assistant, Gabrielle Ashe. Unfortunately for the White

House, there was no hard evidence. Senator Sexton, a firm believer in the best defense is a

strong offense, seized the moment for attack. He called a national press conference to proclaim

his innocence and outrage. I cannot believe, he said, gazing into the cameras with pain in his

eyes, that the President would dishonor my wife’s memory with these malicious lies.Senator

Sexton’s performance on TV was so convincing that Gabrielle herself practically believed they

had not slept together. Seeing how effortlessly he lied, Gabrielle realized that Senator Sexton

was indeed a dangerous man.Lately, although Gabrielle was certain she was backing the

strongest horse in this presidential race, she had begun to question whether she was backing

the best horse. Working closely with Sexton had been an eye-opening experience—akin to a

behind-the-scenes tour of Universal Studios, where one’s childlike awe over the movies is

sullied by the realization that Hollywood isn’t magic after all.Although Gabrielle’s faith in

Sexton’s message remained intact, she was beginning to question the messenger.10“What I

am about to tell you, Rachel,” the President said, “is classified ‘UMBRA.’ Well beyond your

current security clearance.”Rachel felt the walls of Air Force One closing in around her. The

President had flown her to Wallops Island, invited her onboard his plane, poured her coffee,

told her flat out that he intended to use her to political advantage against her own father, and

now he was announcing he intended to give her classified information illegally. However affable

Zach Herney appeared on the surface, Rachel Sexton had just learned something important

about him. This man took control in a hurry.“Two weeks ago,” the President said, locking eyes

with her, “NASA made a discovery.”The words hung a moment in the air before Rachel could

process them. A NASA discovery? Recent intelligence updates had suggested nothing out of

the ordinary going on with the space agency. Of course, these days a “NASA discovery”

usually meant realizing they’d grossly underbudgeted some new project.“Before we talk

further,” the President said, “I’d like to know if you share your father’s cynicism over space

exploration.”Rachel resented the comment. “I certainly hope you didn’t call me here to ask me

to control my father’s rants against NASA.”He laughed. “Hell, no. I’ve been around the Senate

long enough to know that nobody controls Sedgewick Sexton.”“My father is an opportunist, sir.

Most successful politicians are. And unfortunately NASA has made itself an opportunity.” The

recent string of NASA errors had been so unbearable that one either had to laugh or cry—

satellites that disintegrated in orbit, space probes that never called home, the International

Space Station budget rising tenfold and member countries bailing out like rats from a sinking



ship. Billions were being lost, and Senator Sexton was riding it like a wave—a wave that

seemed destined to carry him to the shores of 1600 Pennsylvania Avenue.“I will admit,” the

President continued, “NASA has been a walking disaster area lately. Every time I turn around,

they give me yet another reason to slash their funding.”Rachel saw her opening for a foothold

and took it. “And yet, sir, didn’t I just read that you bailed them out last week with another three

million in emergency funding to keep them solvent?”The President chuckled. “Your father was

pleased with that one, wasn’t he?”“Nothing like sending ammunition to your executioner.”“Did

you hear him on Nightline? ‘Zach Herney is a space addict, and the taxpayers are funding his

habit.’ ““But you keep proving him right, sir.”Herney nodded. “I make it no secret that I’m an

enormous fan of NASA. I always have been. I was a child of the space race—Sputnik, John

Glenn, Apollo 11—and I have never hesitated to express my feelings of admiration and

national pride for our space program. In my mind, the men and women of NASA are history’s

modern pioneers. They attempt the impossible, accept failure, and then go back to the drawing

board while the rest of us stand back and criticize.”Rachel remained silent, sensing that just

below the President’s calm exterior was an indignant rage over her father’s endless anti-NASA

rhetoric. Rachel found herself wondering what the hell NASA had found. The President was

certainly taking his time coming to the point.“Today,” Herney said, his voice intensifying, “I

intend to change your entire opinion of NASA.”Rachel eyed him with uncertainty. “You have my

vote already, sir. You may want to concentrate on the rest of the country.”“I intend to.” He took a

sip of coffee and smiled. “And I’m going to ask you to help me.” Pausing, he leaned toward her.

“In a most unusual way.”Rachel could now feel Zach Herney scrutinizing her every move, like a

hunter trying to gauge if his prey intended to run or fight. Unfortunately, Rachel saw nowhere to

run.“I assume,” the President said, pouring them both more coffee, “that you’re aware of a

NASA project called EOS?”Rachel nodded. “Earth Observation System. I believe my father has

mentioned EOS once or twice.”The weak attempt at sarcasm drew a frown from the President.

The truth was that Rachel’s father mentioned the Earth Observation System every chance he

got. It was one of NASA’s most controversial big-ticket ventures—a constellation of five

satellites designed to look down from space and analyze the planet’s environment: ozone

depletion, polar ice melt, global warming, rainforest defoliation. The intent was to provide

environmentalists with never before seen macroscopic data so that they could plan better for

earth’s future.Unfortunately, the EOS project had been wrought with failure. Like so many

NASA projects of late, it had been plagued with costly overruns right from the start. And Zach

Herney was the one taking the heat. He had used the support of the environmental lobby to

push the $1.4 billion EOS project through Congress. But rather than delivering the promised

contributions to global earth science, EOS had spiraled quickly into a costly nightmare of failed

launches, computer malfunctions, and somber NASA press conferences. The only smiling face

lately was that of Senator Sexton, who was smugly reminding voters just how much of their

money the President had spent on EOS and just how lukewarm the returns had been.The

President dropped a sugar cube into his mug. “As surprising as this may sound, the NASA

discovery I’m referring to was made by EOS.”Now Rachel felt lost. If EOS had enjoyed a recent

success, NASA certainly would have announced it, wouldn’t they? Her father had been

crucifying EOS in the media, and the space agency could use any good news they could

find.“I’ve heard nothing,” Rachel said, “about any EOS discovery.”“I know. NASA prefers to keep

the good news to themselves for a while.”Rachel doubted it. “In my experience, sir, when it

comes to NASA, no news is generally bad news.” Restraint was not a forte of the NASA public

relations department. The standing joke at the NRO was that NASA held a press conference

every time one of their scientists so much as farted.The President frowned. “Ah, yes. I forget



I’m talking to one of Pickering’s NRO security disciples. Is he still moaning and groaning about

NASA’s loose lips?”“Security is his business, sir. He takes it very seriously.”“He damn well

better. I just find it hard to believe that two agencies with so much in common constantly find

something to fight about.”Rachel had learned early in her tenure under William Pickering that

although both NASA and the NRO were space-related agencies, they had philosophies that

were polar opposites. The NRO was a defense agency and kept all of its space activities

classified, while NASA was academic and excitedly publicized all of its breakthroughs around

the globe—often, William Pickering argued, at the risk of national security. Some of NASA’s

finest technologies—high-resolution lenses for satellite telescopes, long-range communications

systems, and radio imaging devices—had a nasty habit of appearing in the intelligence arsenal

of hostile countries and being used to spy against us. Bill Pickering often grumbled that NASA

scientists had big brains . . . and even bigger mouths.A more pointed issue between the

agencies, however, was the fact that because NASA handled the NRO’s satellite launches,

many of NASA’s recent failures directly affected the NRO. No failure had been more dramatic

than that of August 12, 1998, when a NASA/Air Force Titan 4 rocket blew up forty seconds into

launch and obliterated its payload—a $1.2 billion NRO satellite code-named Vortex 2. Pickering

seemed particularly unwilling to forget that one.“So why hasn’t NASA gone public about this

recent success?” Rachel challenged. “They certainly could use some good news right

now.”“NASA is being silent,” the President declared, “because I ordered them to be.”Rachel

wondered if she had heard him correctly. If so, the President was committing some kind of

political hara-kiri that she did not understand.“This discovery,” the President said, “is . . . shall

we say . . . nothing short of astounding in its ramifications.”Rachel felt an uneasy chill. In the

world of intelligence, “astounding ramifications” seldom meant good news. She now wondered

if all the EOS secrecy was on account of the satellite system having spotted some impending

environmental disaster. “Is there a problem?”“No problem at all. What EOS discovered is quite

wonderful.”Rachel fell silent.“Suppose, Rachel, that I told you NASA has just made a discovery

of such scientific importance . . . such earth-shattering significance . . . that it validated every

dollar Americans have ever spent in space?”Rachel could not imagine.The President stood up.

“Let’s take a walk, shall we?”11Rachel followed President Herney out onto the glistening

gangway of Air Force One. As they descended the stairs, Rachel felt the bleak March air

clearing her mind. Unfortunately, clarity only made the President’s claims seem more

outlandish than before.NASA made a discovery of such scientific importance that it validates

every dollar Americans have ever spent in space?Rachel could only imagine that a discovery

of that magnitude would only center on one thing—the holy grail of NASA—contact with

extraterrestrial life. Unfortunately, Rachel knew enough about that particular holy grail to know

it was utterly implausible.As an intelligence analyst, Rachel constantly fielded questions from

friends who wanted to know about the alleged government cover-ups of alien contact. She was

consistently appalled by the theories her “educated” friends bought into—crashed alien

saucers hidden in secret government bunkers, extraterrestrial corpses kept on ice, even

unsuspecting civilians being abducted and surgically probed.It was all absurd, of course. There

were no aliens. No cover-ups.Everyone in the intelligence community understood that the vast

majority of sightings and alien abductions were simply the product of active imaginations or

moneymaking hoaxes. When authentic photographic UFO evidence did exist, it had a strange

habit of occurring near U.S. military airbases that were testing advanced classified aircraft.

When Lockheed began air-testing a radical new jet called the Stealth Bomber, UFO sightings

around Edwards Air Force Base increased fifteenfold.“You have a skeptical look on your face,”

the President said, eyeing her askance.The sound of his voice startled Rachel. She glanced



over, unsure how to respond. “Well . . .” She hesitated. “May I assume, sir, that we are not

talking about alien spacecrafts or little green men?”The President looked quietly amused.

“Rachel, I think you’ll find this discovery far more intriguing than science fiction.”Rachel was

relieved to hear NASA had not been so desperate as to try selling the President on an alien

story. Nonetheless, his comment served only to deepen the mystery. “Well,” she said, “whatever

NASA found, I must say the timing is exceptionally convenient.”Herney paused on the gangway.

“Convenient? How so?”How so? Rachel stopped and stared. “Mr. President, NASA is currently

in a life or death battle to justify its very existence, and you are under attack for continuing to

fund it. A major NASA breakthrough right now would be a panacea for both NASA and your

campaign. Your critics will obviously find the timing highly suspect.”“So . . . are you calling me a

liar or a fool?”Rachel felt a knot rise in her throat. “I meant no disrespect, sir. I simply—”“Relax.”

A faint grin grew on Herney’s lips, and he started to descend again. “When the NASA

administrator first told me about this discovery, I flat out rejected it as absurd. I accused him of

masterminding the most transparent political sham in history.”Rachel felt the knot in her throat

dissolve somewhat.At the bottom of the ramp, Herney stopped and looked at her. “One reason

I’ve asked NASA to keep their discovery under wraps is to protect them. The magnitude of this

find is well beyond anything NASA has ever announced. It will make landing men on the moon

seem insignificant. Because everyone, myself included, has so much to gain—and lose—I

thought it prudent for someone to double-check the NASA data before we step into the world

spotlight with a formal announcement.”Rachel was startled. “Certainly you can’t mean me,

sir?”The President laughed. “No, this is not your area of expertise. Besides, I’ve already

achieved verification through extragovernmental channels.”Rachel’s relief gave way to a new

mystification. “Extragovernmental, sir? You mean you used the private sector? On something

this classified?”The President nodded with conviction. “I put together an external confirmation

team—four civilian scientists—non-NASA personnel with big names and serious reputations to

protect. They used their own equipment to make observations and come to their own

conclusions. Over the past forty-eight hours, these civilian scientists have confirmed the NASA

discovery beyond the shadow of a doubt.”Now Rachel was impressed. The President had

protected himself with typical Herney aplomb. By hiring the ultimate team of skeptics—

outsiders who had nothing to gain by confirming the NASA discovery—Herney had immunized

himself against suspicions that this might be a desperate NASA ploy to justify its budget,

reelect their NASA-friendly President, and ward off Senator Sexton’s attacks.“Tonight at eight

P.M.,” Herney said, “I will be calling a press conference at the White House to announce this

discovery to the world.”Rachel felt frustrated. Herney had essentially told her nothing. “And this

discovery is what, precisely?”The President smiled. “You will find patience a virtue today. This

discovery is something you need to see for yourself. I need you to understand this situation

fully before we proceed. The administrator of NASA is waiting to brief you. He will tell you

everything you need to know. Afterward, you and I will further discuss your role.”Rachel sensed

an impending drama in the President’s eyes and recalled Pickering’s hunch that the White

House had something up its sleeve. Pickering, it appeared, was right, as usual.Herney

motioned to a nearby airplane hangar. “Follow me,” he said, walking toward it.Rachel followed,

confused. The building before them had no windows, and its towering bay doors were sealed.

The only access seemed to be a small entryway on the side. The door was ajar. The President

guided Rachel to within a few feet of the door and stopped.“End of the line for me,” he said,

motioning to the door. “You go through there.”Rachel hesitated. “You’re not coming?”“I need to

return to the White House. I’ll speak to you shortly. Do you have a cellphone?”“Of course,

sir.”“Give it to me.”Rachel produced her phone and handed it to him, assuming he intended to



program a private contact number into it. Instead, he slipped her phone into his pocket.“You’re

now off-the-grid,” the President said. “All your responsibilities at work have been covered. You

will not speak to anyone else today without express permission from myself or the NASA

administrator. Do you understand?”Rachel stared. Did the President just steal my

cellphone?“After the administrator briefs you on the discovery, he will put you in contact with

me via secure channels. I’ll talk to you soon. Good luck.”Rachel looked at the hangar door and

felt a growing uneasiness.President Herney put a reassuring hand on her shoulder and nodded

toward the door. “I assure you, Rachel, you will not regret assisting me in this matter.”Without

another word, the President strode toward the PaveHawk that had brought Rachel in. He

climbed aboard, and took off. He never once looked back.12Rachel Sexton stood alone on the

threshold of the isolated Wallops hangar and peered into the blackness beyond. She felt like

she was on the cusp of another world. A cool and musty breeze flowed outward from the

cavernous interior, as if the building were breathing.“Hello?” she called out, her voice wavering

slightly.Silence.With rising trepidation, she stepped over the threshold. Her vision went blank

for an instant as her eyes became accustomed to the dimness.“Ms. Sexton, I presume?” a

man’s voice said, only yards away.Rachel jumped, wheeling toward the sound. “Yes, sir.”The

hazy shape of a man approached.As Rachel’s vision cleared, she found herself standing face

to face with a young, stone-jawed buck in a NASA flight suit. His body was fit and muscle-

bound, his chest bedecked with patches.“Commander Wayne Loosigian,” the man said. “Sorry

if I startled you, ma’am. It’s pretty dark in here. I haven’t had a chance to open the bay doors

yet.” Before Rachel could respond, the man added, “It will be my honor to be your pilot this

morning.”“Pilot?” Rachel stared at the man. I just had a pilot. “I’m here to see the

administrator.”“Yes, ma’am. My orders are to transport you to him immediately.”It took a

moment for the statement to sink in. When it hit her, she felt a stab of deceit. Apparently, her

travels were not over. “Where is the administrator?” Rachel demanded, wary now.“I do not have

that information,” the pilot replied. “I will receive his coordinates after we are airborne.”Rachel

sensed that the man was telling the truth. Apparently she and Director Pickering were not the

only two people being kept in the dark this morning. The President was taking the issue of

security very seriously, and Rachel felt embarrassed by how quickly and effortlessly the

President had taken her “off-the-grid.” Half an hour in the field, and I’m already stripped of all

communication, and my director has no idea where I am.
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Book 1), Subterranean: A Thriller

T.M., “THE BEST of all Brown's novels!. I refuse to ever start another Dan Brown novel at

bedtime. Page one straps your eyes to his work like jaws of life as you struggle against

sleeplessness knowing that you WILL finally know before HE decides to let you know, who the

real villain must be. I grew up on Nancy Drew, Agatha Christie, Mary Higgins Clark and the

like. Dan Brown starts to lull us into truths, description beyond reproach, and enigmatic

characters that take you from darkness to dusk, but certainly not light, in a flurry of an action

paced thriller that you can't seem to breathe until you KNOW...This is a remarkable thriller that

has all the Brown trademarks. Landmarks, secrets that one is trained to forget, while others

one cannot. I believe this is his BEST. Although I say this about each work he produces, I

never rate one.This is not just for Dan Brown's fans. This is one I dare you to really read and

solve...because I certainly won't spoil the surprise!”

Sumir Sekhri, “I just love Dan Brown's style of writing. I just love Dan Brown's style of writing,

the immaculate way that he describes a scene. He is one of my favorite authors and I don't

miss reading any of his books. In fact I have already pre ordered his new one coming in early

October. This book ( Deception point ), is touches a different topic...a bit away from his normal

but interesting reading. His in depth study of the actual scenario is incredible and

knowledgeable to the reader. This book has a strong political angle combined with extensive

knowledge of what goes on the white house, the protocol, the significance of each room, staff

duties etc. etc, you end up knowing a lot of stuff which you possibly could not imagine. For Dan

Brown fans, this book is a must.”

phillipsal2, “I really enjoyed this book. I really enjoyed this book. I had read both "Angels &

Demons" and "The Da Vinci Code," and found this novel to be a welcome departure from

religion. Brown focuses on government conspiracies and scientific misinformation, and it's just

as good of a story. I do think that the first 100 pages are very slow. I remember reading up to

that point and thinking "oh, that's what this book is about." After the first 100 pages, the story

picks up and becomes a suspenseful thrill-ride through the ice and snow. In the end, this was a

great book that I recommend to anyone who enjoys Dan Brown books, or anyone who enjoys a

good story! There are plenty of memorable moments, over-the-top action, and intrigue.I bought

this book as a gift for someone and then ended up reading it myself before they did. The

hardback edition was great; the cover has held up remarkably well. I've thoroughly enjoyed this

book.”

Craig Spencer, “I am sleep-deprived from not being able to put down this book!. Deception

Point is an apt name. The mind blowing discovery, political schemes that read like present day,

heroes, villains, special forces fast action, secret tech, all make a great plot. Dan Brown never

dissapoints and makes me want to research the actual technology details weaved in the story.

Will read again!”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Good but not great. *** Spoilers Alert ***Good book but not as good as

The Da Vinci Code. But a very compelling read, nonetheless. Unputdownable. He interweaves

fact with fiction in a masterful way, as usual. Some details were simply too much needed to be

cut and some action sequences (especially near the end) should have been abridged. There's



more emphasis on action rather than on internal/external dialogues whereas the latter was

more interesting. Dan Brown has been correctly criticized as having flat characters usually but

there was more depth to most of the characters of this book. Also, I didn't really buy the mega-

denouement near the end either. Seemed forced as the antagonist could have thwarted the

protagonists far more easily than the way it was played out. I mean, if someone is really driven

by a hidden agenda, why would that person not throw road blocks from the very beginning in

direct interactions? Why assist (in some cases, greatly) till the very end and then show your

true identity? It seemed a bit contrived, maybe a case of deus ex machina and I expected more

from Dan Brown. BUT I still loved the book and I would certainly recommend it to anyone,

especially to his die-hard fellow fans, like myself.”

jain, “Fantastic read, but to listen to make the story .... Fantastic read , but to listen to make the

story amaising. I'm now blind so reading is a tad difficult. My options are limited. I didn't want to

turn the machine off and the excitement went from one cliff hanger to another. Thank you Dan

Brown for another fantastic book.”

Wendy Ogilvie, “A Heart-pumping read!. I've had this book for ages and wanted to read it again

so I downloaded it onto my Kindle. It blew me away! I had forgotten how brilliant this book was.

I was out of breath reading it most nights - and I'm a personal trainer! They really ought to have

made this into a film. Loved it!”

wej foxall, “Political chicanary in extreme temperatures. This author has a history and a

deserved reputation for writing huge complex novels which draw the reader in right to the end.

This is no exception. A long tale of 133 chapters has several themes going on at the same

time. Principally it is involving NASA, the American space agency, and its fight to retain the

substantial funding that the President allows and encourages. It is complicated by the

presidential election about to take place and the main opposition candidate's visceral and

selfish desire to gain office, come what may. There is a further dimension in that his daughter

works tirelessly for the President. The action moves to the Arctic pole and the discovery of a

meteorite apparently with evidence of life. this should be a clincher for the President but the

dirty tricks associated with politics ensures that nothing runs true to form. The Polar episode

climaxes with a murderous attack on the scientists and the daughter of the opposition

candidate. Occasionally the remarkable scientific knowledge of Dan Brown gets in the way with

ultra technical expositions which interrupt the proceedings. Never enough though to spoil a

terrific story of science, politics ambition and greed.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Good, but not up with his best..... I am a big fan of Dan Brown, and have

read all of his previous novels. I like his writing style and the pace of his books, with his ability

to weave plots and sub plots in the same story. I liked this one, but some of the story lines were

a bit predictable. Its a great premise, and you can tell he did his research, with some nice twists

and turns. I read from start to finish (and often I just put books down if I don't like how its

written or its too bad) so that it proves that its still a good read.”

RoisinDubh, “Very clever plot. I thought I'd read this before but no, I was delighted to realise I

had not. It's a brilliant book, I could not put it down. In fact one morning I never got out of the

bed until I'd finished it.I never guessed the villain at all and was greatly surprised in the end.A

gripping story with a very clever plot that is quite believable. I love all Dan Brown's books, I find

them thought-provoking.I have no hesitation in giving this book 5 stars, enjoy reading.”
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