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Description :  Description du produit CIA director Thomas Stansfield is dead -- and many individuals in the 
nation's capital are pleased to hear. However, their happiness is short-lived because Stansfield's successor -- 

his protg Dr. Irene Kennedy -- plans on pursuing Stansfield's goals -- a fact Stansfield's fiercest enemies 
refuse to accept. Israel has discovered that Saddam Hussein is close to entering the nuclear arms race -- and 

they've vowed to stop the Iraqi madman before he can get his hands on the ultimate weapon. With the 
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Middle East teetering on the precipice of chaos and devastation, the president of the United States is forced 
to act. The commander in chief's secret weapon? None other than the CIA's top counterterroism operative, 
Mitch Rapp. With the haunting specter of World War III looming, Rapp races against time and impossible 
odds -- navigating the deadly alleys of Baghdad, tearing through the corruption-riddled streets of Washing 

ton, D.C., and taking drastic measures against anyone who gets in his way. With action that sizzles and true-
to-life insider detail, Separation of Power showcases New York Times bestselling author Vince Flynn at his 

shell-shocking best.

Prsentation de l'diteur#1 New York Times bestselling author of American Assassinsoon to be a major 
motion picture Following up Vince Flynns The Third Option, this electrifying Mitch Rapp thriller delivers 
first-class political intrigue from a master storyteller (Booklist).The confirmation of Dr. Irene Kennedy as 
the CIAs new director explodes into chaos as a deadly inside plot to destroy her and prematurely end the 
presidents term emerges. Meanwhile, as a dangerous world leader gains power in the nuclear arms race, 

Israel forces the presidents hand with a chilling ultimatum. With the specter of World War III looming, the 
president calls on top counterterrorism operative Mitch Rapp, who scours the alleys of Baghdad and the 

avenues of Washington for Americas enemies. But with only two weeks to take out the nukes, Rapp is up 
against a ticking clockand impossible odds.ExtraitChapter OneBAHAMAS, FRIDAY EVENINGWilliams 
Island was one of hundreds of tiny land masses that made up the Bahamas. But unlike other similar islands 
in the Bahamas, it had a new landing strip capable of handling executive jets. This was due to a prominent 

inhabitant who owned a private compound on the island's western end. With the sun less than an hour away 
from setting, the distinctive whine of turbine engines could be heard in the distance. A gleaming Gulfstream 
personal jet suddenly appeared with the bright orange orb of the Caribbean sun as its backdrop. The plane 

steadily descended, its approach looking like a mirage as the heat shimmered off the runway. With barely a 
noise, the wheels gently touched down and rolled along the runway. There was no control tower at the small 
airport, just a hangar and maintenance shed. The plane came to a stop in front of the hangar and the engines 
were silenced.A shiny new Range Rover was parked by the hangar, the driver standing next to the vehicle, 

hands clasped in front of him in kind of a nonmilitary version of parade rest. The native Bahamian had been 
sent by Senator Hank Clark, the man who owned the compound at the other end of the island. He was also 

the man who had helped to secure financing and donations for the new runway.The door of the glistening jet 
opened and out stepped a man and woman in business attire, both of them in their early thirties, both of them 
with black leather Tumi laptop bags over their shoulders. The two were barely on the tarmac and out came 

the phones. They punched the numbers in as fast as they could and waited impatiently for the phones to 
connect with the nearest satellite. After a moment a third individual appeared in the plane's doorway. This 
man was not dressed in standard business attire.Mark Ellis stood perched in the doorway for a moment and 

surveyed the scene through a pair of black Revo sunglasses. He had a well-trimmed brown beard that helped 
hide the acne scars of his youth. Ellis was dressed from head to toe in expensive Tommy Bahama casual 
wear. Silk tan pants, a short-sleeved silk shirt with a tropical design and a blue blazer. With the shoes the 

outfit cost close to a thousand dollars. His personal shopper from Semi Valley purchased the entire 
ensemble. The woman brought Ellis racks of clothes to look at each month. He never perused the bill and 

never asked if the items were on sale. Ellis usually listened to the woman's suggestions and the entire affair 
was almost always over in fifteen minutes or less. The woman would clip the tags and hang the clothes in his 
1,200 square foot master bedroom closet. On the surface the closet might seem a little large, but in relation 

to the rest of the 36,000 square foot home, it was fitting.Mark Ellis was a billionaire. At the height of the dot 
com craze Fortune magazine had put Ellis's net worth at twenty-one billion dollars. With the recent dot com 

bust the number was now half that and it was driving him nuts. The recent downturn in his portfolio was 
why he was visiting the tiny island. Ellis was one of the biggest hitters in Silicon Valley, but unlike many of 
his neighbors Ellis made nothing. He didn't develop hardware, software or cutting edge technology; Mark 
Ellis was a professional gambler. Venture capital was his game. He bet on companies, preferably startups 

that no one else knew anything about. Fast approaching the age of fifty, Ellis had been in the VC game since 
the age of twenty-eight. Supremely confident, and sometimes competitive to a fault, he worked long hours 
and expected those around him to work even longer ones. Mark Ellis had a temper, and nothing could bring 
it out quicker than failure. Failure meant losing, and he hated to lose with a passion that surpassed even his 
zest for wealth.There had been a lot of failures of late and Ellis was literally losing his mind, allowing it to 
be taken over by anger instead of rational calculation, which was what he needed. The only good news for 



him was that he recognized the problem. The bigger issue, however, was the solution, and there was only 
one, to reverse the trend of losses.Ellis stroked the edges of his brown beard as he started for the Range 

Rover. Despite his reputation as a gambler, he hadn't been to the track or a casino in well over a decade. As 
far as legal gambling was concerned, he had two big problems; he didn't like the odds, and he didn't like 
playing by their rules. Mark Ellis didn't like playing by other people's rules -- period. Whether it was the 

Catholic Church, the Securities and Exchange Commission, the Internal Revenue Service, or the government 
in general. Mark Ellis, born in Buffalo, New York to the son of a steel worker, believed that rules were 
designed to keep you down. They were designed to keep the masses in check. From an early age he had 

understood this, and he had made it his personal goal in life to never live by their rules.Senator Hank Clark 
was a large man who inside the Beltway was affectionately referred to by some as John Wayne. Clark had 
the size, the swagger, and most notable, the gift of making people feel important when they were around 

him. Not to say that Hank Clark was altruistic. He wasn't. Clark had no aversion to making enemies in life; 
he just found it suited his needs much better when the other person thought he was a friend. He was, after all, 

a politician. Like a well-schooled assassin, he knew that it was much easier to slit someone's throat when 
they allowed you to get close. That was why, in an increasingly divided Washington, the Republican senator 
from Arizona was one of the few politicians left who could truly reach across the aisle. Clark made no public 

enemies, and he made very few in private. He was a likable man, and he used his amiable style to find 
peoples' weaknesses. Senator Henry Thomas Clark was a truly dangerous man.Clark looked out over the 

beautiful blue water of the Caribbean and smiled. He had done very well for himself. His private compound 
on the tip of the island had its own lagoon and over fifty acres of lush privacy. Inside the compound were a 

gatekeeper's house, a guesthouse that overlooked the quaint lagoon and the grand main house with 
commanding views of the ocean. All three were done in a tasteful Mediterranean style. Clark was standing 
on the terrace of the main house. Thirty feet below the surf pounded into the sheer rock cliff. Standing as he 
was, leaning out over the water, was like being on the bow of ship. The bright orange sun was slipping over 

the horizon. It was another day in paradise.He'd gone from trailer trash to the U.S. Senate. Clark smiled, took 
a drink and thought, Only in America could a kid grow up in poverty with a father and mother who were 
drunks and go on to to become a multimillionaire and a U.S. senator. Clark knew there were those who 
would find the line pat, but he doubted they had started out so low in life and risen so high. Not Clark 

though. Not a day passed when he didn't think of how far he had come, and how far he still intended to 
go.His father was an abject failure in every sense of the word. So much so that he blew his head off when 

Hank Clark was a boy. The memories of his youth were a constant reminder of how bad things could be. No 
father, a mother who was drunk every day of the week and the stigma of living in a trailer park. Fortunately 
for Hank Clark his parents had unwittingly given him one true gift: a 90-mph fastball and a wicked curve. 

That was his ticket out: a full ride to Arizona State University. After school Clark had gone into commercial 
real estate and development in a fledgling suburb of Phoenix called Scottsdale. Clark's life from that point 

forward had been one success after another. By thirty he had made his first million. By thirty-five he was set 
for life and decided to go into politics. He served one term in the U.S. House of Representatives and then it 

was on to the Senate, where he was now in the middle of his fourth term. One would think that this would be 
enough for most people, but not Hank Clark. He wasn't done achieving yet. There was one more job he 

wanted.Unfortunately, several people in Washington weren't cooperating at the moment. That, Clark knew, 
was why Mark Ellis had decided to make his unscheduled trip to the tiny island. Clark was a wealthy man, 

but he had no intention of throwing away all of that hard-won money. That was why he needed Ellis and his 
friends. They had serious money, they weren't simple millionaires, they were billionaires, and they weren't 

shy about doling some of their billions out for access and information.Clark sighed and shook his head at the 
tedious road ahead. Information, that's what this whole mess was about. Knowledge truly was power, and 

men like Ellis understood that Clark could help give them the knowledge they needed to grow their billions 
and protect their kingdoms. Even over the roar of the surf Clark heard Ellis enter the house. Clark and Ellis 
shared a thirst for power and that was about it. Where Clark was calm and discerning, Ellis was volatile and 
brash. The man had a way of wearing people out through frontal assault after frontal assault. Nothing tricky, 
no feints, he just hammered you into submission. Clark found it all very interesting. He was a true tactician, 
and often relished outmaneuvering people like Ellis, but tonight, in the warm Caribbean air he would prefer 
drinks, some light fare and the smooth skin of a young woman flown in from Miami.Ellis strode out onto the 

terrace at full speed like an impetuous prince delivering bad news from some far-off front. His demeanor 
was very out of place in the laid back atmosphere of Clark's private retreat, and the senator made an effort 



not to let his irritation show.There was no hello, no comment on the weather or the beauty of the setting sun. 
Ellis forcefully slapped down a copy of the San Francisco Chronicle on the small wrought iron table near 

Clark and kept his eyes focused on the man. "What in the hell is this all about?""Good evening, Mark. How 
was your flight?""Never mind my flight," barked Ellis as he looked up at the much taller and more 

substantial Clark. "Explain this to me." Ellis pointed at the paper, but kept his eyes on the senator.Clark 
glanced down at the paper and said, "Mark, you'll have to read it to me. I don't have my glasses with me." 
Clark smiled as Ellis snatched the paper off the table. This might be enjoyable after all: the bull and the 

matador."The headline reads, New CIA Director. Sources close to the president say that next week he will 
nominate Dr. Irene Kennedy to become the next director of the CIA. If Kennedy is confirmed she will 

become the first woman to head the spy agency." Ellis threw the paper back down on the table in disgust. 
"You told me you would take care of this mess.""Yes, I did tell you that, and, yes, I am taking care of 
it.""How, just how in God's name are you taking care of this, Hank? You are not my only source in 

Washington," spat Ellis. "I'm hearing things."ardClark took a drink and gauged the sincerity of the thinly 
veiled threat. "What are you hearing?""I'm hearing Kennedy won't play ball. I'm hearing if she finds out 

about our little arrangement she will blow us out of the water."Shaking his head, Clark replied, "As for your 
first point, I'm not entirely convinced she won't play ball, and as for your second point, she would never go 
public with our business dealings.""How can you be so sure?"With absolute sincerity, Clark replied, "She'd 
probably have you killed instead."Taking half a step back Ellis gave the senator a questioning look. "You 
can't be serious?""Oh, I'm very serious. I don't know who your other sources are, but I will guarantee you 

they don't know Dr. Kennedy as well as I do. She was taught by the best. That agency has never seen anyone 
as competent, efficient and lethal as Thomas Stansfield, and I doubt they ever will...but Kennedy will be the 
next best thing. I have no doubt that Stansfield has left her with his files." Clark turned and looked out over 
the water. "All the secrets he compiled during his fifty-plus years of service in the intelligence business. I 
know some very powerful men in Washington who are very nervous about her nomination."Ellis clenched 

his fists in a show of frustration. "Then why in the hell don't you guys tell the president to withdraw his 
nomination and get someone in there who we can manage?""It's not that easy, Mark. These men are afraid of 

her. They are afraid of what she knows, and they would prefer not to draw any attention to 
themselves.""Bullshit! I don't care how many of them are afraid of her. I don't care how many of them lose 

their jobs or their wives or whatever it is they are afraid of losing -- ""How about their freedom?" Clark 
asked with an arched brow."What do you mean, freedom?""Some of them would like to stay out of 

jail.""Oh, come on.""You'd better get some new sources in Washington, Mark." Clark started back toward 
the house. "I'm going to get another drink. Would you like one?"Ellis hesitated for a moment and then 

followed. "My sources are fine." He stared skeptically at Clark's broad back and concluded, "I see what 
you're trying to do. You're trying to scare me into backing down. And I'm telling you right now I'm not 

going to."Clark stepped behind the simple granite bar with two large bay windows behind it. The bottles 
were kept on a speed rail beneath the bar. Reaching for the Scotch, he said, "Your little investigative firm 
that you use in Washington," -- Clark allowed himself a slight chuckle -- "I suppose they're fine if you're 

looking for a little dirty laundry on one of my colleagues or a reporter you don't like...or if you want to look 
through the garbage of one of your competitors." Clark stopped. "Oh, I'm sorry, I forgot, they got caught 

doing that." Grabbing a glass for Ellis, he poured him some tequila. "That was rather embarrassing for you, 
wasn't it?" Clark flashed his guest a smile, and then raised his glass in a salute before touching it to his 
lips.Ellis muttered several swear words under his breath and took a drink. The situation the senator was 

referring to was a disaster for the billionaire. He had hired a private investigative firm in Washington to spy 
on the lobbying office of one of his chief competitors. The sleuths attempted to bribe the night cleaning crew 
by giving them cash for garbage. The cleaning crew reported this to their employer and the cops stepped in 

and busted the employees of Leiser Security. It was later learned that Ellis had hired the firm. Ellis hid 
behind a shield of lawyers and no charges were ever filed, but on a personal level the incident was the talk of 

Silicon Valley. Ellis avoided the social scene for months and was on the wrong end of some very scathing 
jokes.Knowing no other style, Ellis refused to be deterred by the senator's embarrassing reference. "That has 

nothing to do with what we're talking about. I don't buy this crap that a bunch of senators are scared of 
Kennedy, and if they are, that's all the more reason to block her. You're not making any sense." Ellis shook 

his head and frowned."Mark, it's basic risk reward," intoned Clark as if he were speaking to a teenager. "Not 
everyone in Washington wants to raid the CIA like you do. Most of them think that Kennedy will do just 
fine, in fact probably better than anyone else we could find. To them there is no reward in blocking her 



nomination." He took a drink of Scotch and added, "Only risk.""I'll offer them some reward. I'll fill their 
reelection coffers with cash."The senator thought about this for a second. "That might work on a few of 

them, but not enough to make it happen. The only way to stop her nomination at this point is to find 
something damaging in her past. The senators on my committee will not vote against her over differences of 

opinion. She has too good of a reputation for the work she's done as the head of Counterterrorism.""Then 
we'd better find something in her past and end this thing before it gets started.""I've looked, and there isn't 

anything.""Bullshit. You don't get to where she is without breaking some of your stupid oversight 
rules."Clark knew in fact that Kennedy had trampled all over those rules, but she had done so because Clark 
and several other very important senators had asked Thomas Stansfield to do something about the increase in 
terrorist attacks against the U.S. The result was the formation of the Orion Team. An organization supported 

by the Agency but outside the Agency. Their job in a nutshell was to take the war to the terrorists. The 
hunters became the hunted. To use the Orion Team against Kennedy would be a very risky proposition. If 

she decided to take others down with her, it could get very ugly indeed. That particular information was far 
too valuable to trust Ellis with, though, so Clark just shook his head and said, "There is nothing. Believe me, 

I've looked.""Maybe your sources aren't as good as you thought," replied Ellis, who was very proud of 
himself for using Clark's own retort against him.Unflappable as ever, Clark flashed a big grin and said, "I am 

my own source.""Well, I'm going to have some people check her out.""Be my guest, but be very 
careful.""Why? What in the hell do I have to fear from her?""Oh, Mark, you don't know where you tread. Do 
you know anything about this woman's mentor?""Stansfield?""Yes." Clark grinned in admiration for the old 
spymaster. "Thomas Stansfield was not afraid to have people eliminated.""You mean killed.""Of course, but 

only those who were stupid enough to plot against him and let their identities be known.""So you think 
Kennedy has the same ruthless side that her boss did.""Oh, I never said it was ruthless. Thomas Stansfield 
was not a ruthless man. He was very calculating. If you tried to do this country harm, or his agency, or him 
personally," Clark shook his head, "you were apt to end up dead.""You didn't answer my question," Ellis 

stated with irritation in his voice. "Is Kennedy capable of having someone killed?""I'm not sure, but I sure as 
hell don't want to find out."The billionaire stomped his foot on the ground like a petulant child. "Dammit, I 

am getting killed! My portfolio is down forty percent! My investors are down over fifty percent! It's bad 
enough that the market is in the tank, but it's unacceptable that I'm flying blind! I spent way too much 

fucking money on Echelon!" Ellis pointed to himself and shouted, "I want a return on my fucking 
investment!"Clark was about to tell Ellis to calm down, but thought better of it. The man was beyond 

recovery at the moment. His thoughts turned to Echelon, the supersecret program started by the National 
Security Agency back in the seventies. Through a series of ground stations located around the globe and 

satellites in space the agency began intercepting telexes, faxes and phone calls. Using supercomputers and 
highly advanced voice recognition software the NSA was able to sift through millions of calls daily, and sort 

out the ones that were interesting. Somewhere along the way some people got the bright idea of targeting 
certain foreign companies that were direct competitors of U.S. firms. The information was then passed along 

to, for example, a certain U.S. telecommunications company that was up against a French company for a 
lucrative bid. Echelon continued to morph into the nineties. Worried about the spread of U.S. technology, 
the supersnoops at the NSA began to monitor communications in and out of Silicon Valley. Senator Clark, 

as Chairman of the Senate Select Committee on Intelligence, got to see what was being discovered firsthand. 
The information he got was valuable to men like Mark Ellis. Who was working on what? How close were 

they to bringing their product to market? Who wanted to buy whom? Ellis had made a killing on the 
information. Clark had helped to create a monster, and now he was forced to deal with it.After the long 

moment of thought Clark said, "It is not my fault that Echelon was shut down.""Well, you guys should have 
killed that bitch when she went to the press and blew the whistle."The "bitch" Ellis was referring to was an 
employee of the NSA who had heard one too many intercepted phone calls and decided it was a bad thing 

for the U.S. government to be spying on its own people. "Mark, we like to avoid killing people after they've 
gone to the press. It looks rather bad.""Don't patronize me. There are ways.""And we tried all of them." Ellis 
was actually getting under Clark's skin. "We made her look like an absolute nut and scared everybody with 
the exception of 60 Minutes away. You aren't in jail; I'm not in jail...no one is in jail. No one has even been 
brought up on charges, Mark. I'd say we did a pretty good job of handling what was very close to being a 
disaster.""This is a disaster!" snapped Ellis. "Didn't you hear me? My portfolio is down forty percent. My 

clients are getting killed and some of them are threatening to walk."Clark breathed a heavy sigh and placed a 
hand on Ellis's shoulder. Leading him back toward the terrace he said, "Two years from now, your portfolio 



will be back up. Ten years from now it will be double what it was before this whole mess started. Everybody 
is getting killed right now.""I'm not everybody," moaned a frustrated but slightly calmer Ellis. "I want 

Echelon back. I want a CIA director who will play ball. I need that information."Clark kept his hand on the 
billionaire's shoulder as they stopped near the edge of the terrace. "Mark, I will get you the information you 

need. I promise.""What about Kennedy? You've told me before we have no chance of controlling her.""I 
said it would be difficult, not impossible." While squeezing Ellis's shoulder Clark looked out across the 

water and thought of a possible solution. The trick was to get someone else to do his dirty work. He had to 
stay above it all. He had to stay close to the president and maintain his confidence. Then when everything 

was right he would strike.Copyright 2001 by Vince FlynnFrom Publishers WeeklyA changing of the guard 
at the CIA attracts some corrupt politicos with eyes on the White House at the start of this sharply plotted 

thriller, a step up for popular writer Flynn (The Third Option, etc.). Unfortunately for the bad guys, upright 
CIA agent Dr. Irene Kennedy is tapped to replace her dead boss, foiling their illicit fund-raising plans. 
Corrupt politico number one, Sen. Hank Clark, enlists Irene's envious second to discredit her and the 

president. Clark and his cronies are also eager to deal with CIA special ops assassin Mitch Rapp, who's stuck 
on desk duty after nearly losing his life on a previous assignment and seems ripe to be taken out. Mitch 

accompanies his girlfriend, White House reporter Anna Rielly, to Italy, where he meets up with his former 
lover, freelance assassin Donatella Rahn. When Rahn is shot, Mitch uncovers a plot linked to the men 
behind the threats to Irene and the CIA. Meanwhile, reports surface that Saddam Hussein has acquired 

nuclear weapon components from North Koreans, who are assembling them in a factory buried beneath a 
Baghdad hospital. This calls for a gutsy mission, one that entails stopping Saddam while avoiding the PR 

nightmare that bombing a hospital would cause. Irene pulls Mitch into the plans to deal with Baghdad while 
she grapples with Congress. Flynn knows his politicians and pits his characters against impossible odds with 

nonstop action and suspense thus distracting fans from all the clichs and mediocre prose and a final fillip 
will keep them guessing as to Mitch's future in the series. (Oct. 9)Forecast: The legions of readers who 

landed The Third Option on the New York Times bestseller list will be back for more. They'll also have a 
chance to catch Flynn during his eight-city author tour.Copyright 2001 Cahners Business Information, Inc. 


