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Homeland Security operative Ryan Savage has spent the better part of a month racing across
the globe in service of his country, saving lives and putting a stop to the well-laid plans of evil
men. Now he’s finally back home in the Florida Keys, enjoying a relaxing weekend on the
water.But the leisure becomes short lived when he takes an unexpected phone call that orders
him to Tampa, where he is to meet with some of the highest ranking members of the U.S. military
apparatus.Far away on another continent, a Russian oligarch has fallen from the Kremlin’s
grace, and a broken moral compass leads him to initiate an ominous plan to get back into favor.
He constructs a plot that puts key U.S. interests in its crosshairs, and ruthless players from the
highest levels of Russian politics join him in the effort to undermine their country’s oldest
adversary.Ryan’s mission: bring back actionable intelligence that his nation’s leaders can move
on. This time, Charlotte is brought in to help, tasked with the investigation of a private security
firm with some concerning connections.As lies and bullets meet him around every corner,
Ryan’s search for answers to his parents’ death stalls out, and his relentless quest for the truth
forces him once again to choose between following the rules or trusting his instincts.He’s about
to discover one undeniable truth—America’s enemies never sleep.From the lively reefs of the
Florida Keys to the crowded streets of New York City and the cultural centers of Saint
Petersburg, Russia, Ryan will forge new alliances as he takes on an adversary unlike anyone
he’s ever met. And when the dust finally settles, not everyone will rise to their feet.Don’t miss the
next installment in this riveting thriller saga. Get Savage Blood now...
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AuthorAlso by Jack HardinPart OneChapter OneHe would die today.In twenty-two minutes, to be
exact.Each day billions of humans walked the earth with no sure knowledge of the moment the
haunting specter of death would open wide its jaws and swallow them whole. Many would wake
up, make their way to school or work or play, only to be unexpectedly T-boned by a semi-truck,
ravished by a cardiac embolism, or taken out by the occasional crazy with a gun in his hand and
fury in his heart. And just like that, they would be gone. No advance notice, no solicitous call
from the other side of the void.And yet Yuri Gladkov had been given a precise time.Twenty-one
minutes.He sat on the end of his bed, elbows on his knees, palms slowly rubbing together,
thinking over the span of thirty-five years that had been his life. The bare concrete beneath his
feet was rough, cracked in places, stained with a grimy fusion of dirt, sweat, blood, and urine,
formed over slow decades by previous inmates. The bare walls and the solid metal door at the
front of his cell were hardly better. Cheboksary Prison was the oldest working prison in Russia,
founded in the sixteenth century by the order of Tsar Ivan the Terrible. It sat on the banks of the
Volga River, over 500 kilometers west of Moscow. No one had ever managed a successful
escape.Twenty minutes.Had things gone differently, had he been one of the lucky to live into old
age and die a natural death, he calculated that he was probably not even halfway through his
life. His genes were strong: a paternal grandfather that had lived to ninety-five and a father who
was still as strong at seventy-two as he was at fifty-two. And both were heavy drinkers and
smokers.The empty plate and cup sat beside him on the threadbare sheet. For his final meal, he
had requested sate padang, a classic Indonesian meal that he had come to love over a decade
ago. The beef, however, had been overcooked, the spices bland, and the ketupat—compressed
rice cake—was soggy. He had also asked for a bottle of Stolichnaya but was refused. They gave
him tepid water instead.Nineteen minutes.Yuri stood up and stepped over to the stainless-steel
toilet in the corner of his cell. He lowered the zipper on the front of his pants and paused. In less
than half an hour, the noose would be lowered over his head and tightened around his neck, and
he would hang like a sack of potatoes until he was dead. He wouldn’t even get the dignity of a



trap door beneath his feet and a counterweight. They weren’t interested in sending him on a
quick and painless road out of town. He would not get the grace of a snapped neck. Just the
merciless grip of the rope, the slow agonizing burn in his lungs, and the burst capillaries in his
eyes that would come as he suffocated to death. When his body finally gave up and shut down,
his bladder, along with his bowels, would evacuate. Looking down at the toilet now, he decided
not to help them by diminishing the potential mess. He raised the zipper and returned to the
bed.Eighteen minutes.Yuri, standing as he was now on the threshold of death, felt nothing. No
anxiety, no regret, not even a twinge of fear over being strangled to death or the uncertain
knowledge of what may or may not lay on the other side. His fifteen years of training had sewn a
long thread of steel through the entire fabric of his person. He was a stoic at heart. Emotions
would not change his current predicament, so why bother with them? He could remember crying
only twice in his adult life: when his younger sister was killed in a freak skiing accident, and then
a decade later as he watched a man die right before him, choking on his own blood. The first
were tears of grief, the second unanticipated tears of joy as Yuri watched the man for whom he
had searched for over six months finally succumb to the wounds Yuri had inflicted upon
him.Seventeen minutes.Never mind that Russia had an explicit moratorium on capital
punishment. Never mind that no one had been formally executed here since 1996. Yuri’s
imminent execution would be off the books. There would be no reporters, no mention of it in the
papers. He had succeeded in turning the wrong people into his enemies, and now he was to
suffer the ultimate consequence. They could easily have decided to poison him. They could have
selected to have him shanked in the showers or shot during a yard brawl. But instead, they
chose to stage a formal execution, wanting him to experience the full extent of their control and
malice while sending a clear message to anyone else who might wish to overstep them.The tiny
clock mounted near the ceiling continued ticking off seconds and minutes.Sixteen… fifteen…
fourteen.The narrow hatch in the lower half of the cell door slid back with a hard, metallic thud.
“It’s time,” the guard called out. Yuri thought he could detect a hint of disquiet in his voice. The
guard’s name was Alexei Popov, and over the last five months of his incarceration, Yuri had
gotten to know him well. He was young, fresh-faced, and had a wife and a two-year-old
daughter. He was ambitious, with aspirations to one day be a warden of one of Russia’s seven
hundred prisons. Yuri liked him but thought that he would be disappointed eventually. Alexei was
too nice. He did not possess the hardened resilience that it took to be a warden. He cared too
much, something that would tear you to pieces in the correctional system. Yuri thought Alexei
was more suited to a grocer or maybe a therapist.Yuri pressed off the bed and approached the
door. He turned around and fed his hands through the open hatch. The handcuffs clattered
against the door, and he felt the coldness of the steel as they tightened around his wrists.“Okay,”
Alexei said.Yuri moved away from the door and turned to face it. A metallic thud echoed through
the small room as the magnetic locks disengaged. A key scraped into the lock, and the heavy
bolt switched back. The door opened to reveal Alexei offering a tentative smile.“Alexei,” Yuri said.
“How is your boy? His birthday was yesterday, correct?”Alexei’s smile grew larger. “Yes. Vitaly is



well. His mother and I gave him a rocking horse for his birthday.”“Very nice,” Yuri offered. “You are
a good father, Alexei. Your boy is lucky to have you as such.”“Thank you,” Alexei said. He paused,
frowned, and said, “Yuri. This is not right. They should not be doing this to you. One day, when I
am a warden, I will—”“It is all right, Alexei. It is my time. Nothing can change that.”“It’s just that... it
is wrong. It is against the law.”Yuri gave an interior smile at the young guard’s naiveté. “The law
never stopped those in charge, Alexei. They are above it. The law is their servant, not their
master.”Alexei sighed, then nodded sadly.“Do your job, Alexei. My death is not on your
hands.”Alexei nodded again and gently took hold of Yuri’s upper arm. He led him from the cell
and down the naked hallway before turning down a wide corridor with walls slicked with slimy
runoff from a leaky roof. Yuri’s sense of calm did not deviate, as though he were being escorted
to a top floor suite at a five-star hotel and not to the noose that would end his life.Alexei reached
the door at the end. His free hand trembled as he took his key in hand and slipped it into the
lock. The door squealed in protest as he pulled it open and led Yuri into a small, empty room that
smelled of dirt and mildew. The door slammed shut behind them. A cockroach skittered into a
corner and froze.Alexei let go of Yuri’s arm. He looked up at his prisoner, who was a full head
taller than he. The young guard’s face was a worried nest of confusion and guilt. “Someone will
come to get you in a moment,” he said and motioned to the door opposite the one they had just
entered. “I… I am sorry.” He hung his head.“Do not take this home with you tonight, Alexei.
Things like this are the way of the world. You go home tonight and kiss your wife and your baby
and take them on a walk. Do not be saddled with my fate.”Alexei could not bring himself to look
up. Yuri knew he was fighting back tears. “Yes. Okay.”Then Alexei stepped past Yuri and quickly
exited the door from which they had entered. When the reverberations from the slamming door
faded, Yuri was left alone with nothing but his thoughts.Nine minutes.There was no clock in here,
but Yuri’s internal sense of time had been honed to perfection throughout the course of his
training and then his distinguished career. It wasn’t even a vague sense of time, a generalized
estimate. It was a precise calibration, the ability for the unconscious elements of his mind to
keep pace with the seconds as they ticked away, consolidating into minutes and hours.Eight
minutes.Yuri’s ingrained stoicism prompted him to welcome death. It was simply a return to
nature. Why should he fear the inevitable, whether it came today or in forty years? Death was
natural; the Reaper’s sickle left no soul untouched.Seven Minutes.The second door opened, and
a self-assured man Yuri recognized as the warden stepped into the room. His features were
worn, as though years of running interference between Russian bureaucracies and prisoners
had consolidated into his face. His gray eyes were weary, his cheeks sagged loosely off his jaws,
and his hair was white as snow. Knowing what he did about forced retirements, Yuri guessed the
man to be in his early sixties, although he appeared twenty years older. The warden crossed his
arms and locked eyes with Yuri. Both men were expressionless. Yuri could smell the foul stench
of cheap cigarette smoke drifting from the old man’s clothes. Looking into his impassive eyes,
Yuri thought that perhaps Death itself had come to greet him and lead him to the noose.The
warden uncrossed his arms and stepped behind Yuri. The handcuffs’ links jingled as the key was



inserted and the cuffs removed, first the right and then the left. They clattered to the floor, and
Yuri let his hands rest at his sides. Without a word, the warden walked past him, passed through
the doorway, and into the next room.Yuri followed.It was an office: drab carpet and wood-
paneled walls, a worn couch, and an ordinary oak desk. The warden’s office. And it too smelled
of stale cigarette smoke. A guard Yuri did not recognize stood in front of a wooden door across
the small room. The warden stepped behind his desk but did not sit. He reached into the center
drawer and withdrew a pack of cigarettes, shook one out, set it between his thin lips, and lit it
with a lighter he had slipped from his pocket. He took a long, slow drag and looked his prisoner
up and down, his face finally twisting into an expression of outright disgust. Yuri was prepared for
the old man to recite the extra-legal details of his fate, informing him what the next five minutes
of his life would entail and reminding him why he had been constrained to this off-the-books
execution. But instead, the warden growled to himself, shook his head, and then motioned to the
guard. “Follow him,” he said to Yuri. Then he sat and, without looking up again, began to rifle
through a short stack of paperwork sitting before him.The guard opened the door, stepped back,
and nodded to the adjoining hallway. Yuri crossed the room, stepped into the hall, and paused to
allow the guard to go ahead of him. By the time they had passed through two more doors and
down three corridors, Yuri was beginning to get the sense that something was askew. Why had
they taken the handcuffs off? Why had the warden dismissed him with such disdain, without
even a word of explanation?When the next door opened, he was blinded by the brightness of
the midday sun. Instinctively, he squinted and raised a hand to block out some of the glare. He
was led down a flight of concrete steps and across a length of cracked asphalt before coming to
a stop at a chain link fence crowned with concertina wire. A keypad was mounted on a fence
pole. The guard punched in a six-digit code, and the gate slid back, leaving absolutely nothing
between Yuri and the outside of the prison. No walls, no heavy doors, no bars.Yuri looked
quizzically at the guard. “What is this?” he asked.The guard moved stiffly, clicking his heels
together as he gave a slight dip to his head and extended a stiff arm toward the near-empty
parking lot thirty yards away. Yuri locked eyes with him and, reading nothing besides a curt and
professional silence, gave a mystified grin. “They’re letting me go?”The guard remained frozen in
position.Yuri shrugged and tentatively moved from one side of the fence to the other. As soon as
he had cleared the gate, the guard fingered the keypad again, the gate slid back into place, and
the guard left.This made no sense. The men he had angered, the men who had put him in here
in the first place, would never have allowed him to just walk out. Not after what Yuri had done to
them. They were relishing in his death and had probably planned an after party to celebrate the
news.Perhaps, Yuri thought, they were altering the narrative to suit their purposes. Perhaps they
changed their minds and wanted it to look like he had escaped. Another ten steps and the
prison’s alarms would go off and he would be shot in the back by a guard keeping watch up in
the nearest tower.No matter. At least he was able to see the sun one final time, allowed to feel its
warmth on his face. But ten steps later, he was still moving away from the prison, not bleeding
out on the wide walkway. Another ten steps, and then another. The alarms never sounded. The



expected bullet did not come. He reached the edge of the parking lot, turned around, and had a
momentary sensation of disorientation. The prison’s white brick walls loomed high as though
they were now fully invested in keeping him out, not ensuring his captivity.What was this? Surely
they were not letting him go? The men he had crossed would certainly not have that. And Yuri
had no friends in high places. In reality, he hardly had any friends at all. No family member or
lawyer had been on the outside appealing his imprisonment. No rich acquaintance who would
have bought his freedom at the final hour. One minute ago, he should have finished gyrating at
the end of his rope. And yet here he was, standing outside the prison.Yuri took a deep breath
and reoriented himself to this unexpected turn of events. He had no phone. And even if he did,
he had no one to call. The eastern edge of Cheboksary was just beyond a thicket of trees on the
north end of the parking lot. Making his way there seemed the only reasonable course of action.
He had no money and was still wearing the dark gray jumpsuit of a prisoner. That would have to
go as quickly as possible. But getting to town was the first thing. He could decide his next course
of action from there.Yuri stepped off the crumbling curb, started across the cracked parking lot,
and kept to a leisurely pace along the grassy verge as he followed the road’s curve toward the
city.Up ahead, the sun winked brightly off the windshield of an approaching car. Yuri angled
closer to the tree line in an effort to remain as inconspicuous as possible. A man still wearing a
prisoner’s uniform and moving in the opposite direction of the prison was sure to draw the wrong
kind of attention. The car—a shiny black sedan—slowed and drew up beside him, coming to a
complete stop. The driver opened his door and looked across the car’s roof at Yuri.“Mr.
Gladkov?”Yuri eyed him suspiciously. “Yes.”The driver, a middle-aged man with tufts of gray
protruding from the brim of his driver’s cap, said, “My sincerest apologies. There was an
accident on Nikolskaya Street. I intended to be here half an hour ago.” He scurried around the
car, grabbed the handle to the rear passenger door, and stepped back as he tugged it open.
“Please. Do get in.”Yuri did not move. “Who sent you?”The driver hesitated. “I am not at liberty to
say. But I am to tell you that what awaits you is a change of clothes and a proper meal.” His eyes
silently pleaded with Yuri to do what he was asked.Yuri considered his options. He could
continue his course into town, lift someone’s wallet, and then purchase a change of clothes.
Then he could disappear, melt away into the slurry of society and leave his past behind. He
could start over somewhere, perhaps out west in Brask or Irkutsk. He was good at hiding.Yuri
recalled the disgusted look on the warden’s face as he was waved out of the old man’s office.
The warden, cruel and sadistic that he was, had been eagerly awaiting his opportunity to carry
out Yuri’s secret execution. But with the appearance of this car and the polite, albeit urgent
request of the driver, it was now clear enough that someone had indeed secured his release.
Yuri’s past actions had troubled some incredibly powerful people, men who walked the most
sacred halls of the Kremlin.They were not the forgiving type.Whoever had sent this man to pick
him up must have paid a hefty sum or cashed in a significant political favor. They would not be
content with Yuri simply telling the driver no, continuing into town, and then disappearing from
their radar. He would be able to hide for a while: one, two, even five years, perhaps. But



eventually, they would find him.“Mr. Gladkov?” the driver said again. “Please, would you get
in?”Yuri looked through the open car door. The backseat was empty. “Very well,” he said with a
sigh. He stepped onto the road and ducked his head as he got into the rear seat. The driver shut
the door and walked back around to the front. He returned to his place behind the wheel,
maneuvered the vehicle through a tight three-point turn, and proceeded into the city.Yuri
watched old brick and plaster buildings roll by as he continued processing this new reality. He
was still alive, and on top of that, he was riding in the back of a luxury car that with every second
put more space between him and the prison. The local market passed by on their left. “Where
are we going?” he asked the driver.“We will arrive at our destination in approximately two
hours.”Soon enough they were in the country, with towering trees and fields of free-roaming
goats rolling by. Yuri continued to fight an urge to force the driver to pull over so he could get out,
flee into the woods, and disappear. But nothing was free in this life. This driver’s boss needed
something. And for some reason, he had pegged Yuri as the person to do it for him. He might be
out of prison, but for now, at least, he knew he was not free. Whoever had purchased his escape
from the noose owned him now.The driver slowed for an approaching stop sign and turned left
onto a country road before merging with a regional highway several minutes later. Yuri, tired of
looking out the window, laid his head back, closed his eyes, and slept.Chapter TwoThe water
was cool against his skin, a refreshing reprieve against the thick, oppressive heat of late
summer. He closed his eyes and kicked hard as he descended beneath the surface. Pressure
built in his ears as he continued down into the dark waters of the five-hectare private lake, diving
to the muddy bottom fifteen feet below the surface. When his hand brushed the slimy edge of a
leafy plant, he stopped kicking and positioned himself upright, sinking the final feet to the bottom
where he sat among the algae-covered vegetation. A frigid stream of water brushed by and then
swelled over the top of his head, swaddling him in a blanket of cold that flowed from an
underground spring feeding the small lake with a lazy current of icy water.Mikhail Ivanov sat as
calm as a statue for three minutes, relishing the chill against his skin and the sensation of the
cold moving further into his muscles. When his lungs began to use up the last of their remaining
oxygen, he uncrossed his legs, planted his feet into the soft, muddy bottom, and gently pushed
off. He rose slowly and took in a deep breath of fresh, piney air as he broke the surface.Lying on
his back, he gently paddled his arms through the water and looked into the clear, cyan blue sky.
On the other side of the lake, a hawk uttered a hoarse, screeching kee-eeeee-arr from high up in
a tree. The cry echoed across the lake before it was absorbed by the surrounding woods. Then it
was absolutely quiet again.Mikhail stayed in the water for another ten minutes, savoring the
serene quiet that was so utterly foreign to his daily lifestyle in the city. Finding that he was finally
feeling refreshed, he swam back to the grassy bank and strode out of the lake, water cascading
off his broad shoulders and sturdy muscles. At the edge of a dirt path, a towel lay draped across
a fallen log. Mikhail reached for it and scrubbed it over his hair, which over the last two decades
had slowly transitioned from a deep brown to almost completely gray.He followed the narrow
path through the woods, squirrels and the occasional dove scattering nervously as he wound his



way back to his dacha. A light breeze stirred the canopy of trees high above him. He really loved
it here. He felt less weighty than when he had walked this path to the lake half an hour earlier.
There was something about being among the untouched elements of nature that seemed to
absorb whatever tensions and concerns you brought with you.The path curved around a mossy
boulder and the trees fell away to reveal a log dacha sitting in the center of a grassy clearing.
Mikhail had inherited the property from his grandfather, who had built it with his own two hands
over half a century before. Several years ago, Mikhail completely remodeled the interior,
expanding the back portion and adding two bedrooms, a full bath, as well as a steam room and
a sauna.He reached the back door, brushed his feet on the outdoor rug, and slid the door back.
As he stepped inside, he immediately detected a new scent in the air. It smelled of honeysuckle
and lavender, mingling with the musky oak that was natural to the place. He would know that
perfume anywhere. His wife used to wear it.Shutting the back door, Mikhail walked across the
wood plank floors and into the kitchen. He grabbed a bottle of water from the refrigerator, then
made his way to his bedroom, where he donned a fresh pair of shorts and a T-shirt. He tossed
his wet swim shorts over a rack to dry, strode through the living room to the back of the dacha,
and stopped in the doorway of his office.A young, leggy blonde was sitting in his leather easy
chair. Her head was turned down, her attention fully given to an open leather-bound book resting
on her lap. He caught another subtle whiff of her perfume and, for a moment, would have sworn
that he was looking at his wife as she had been nearly thirty years before.Mikhail padded across
a bear rug—he had shot the magnificent beast in Astrakhan Oblast just last year—and took a
seat in a wide armchair across from her. He took note of the book’s title: The Brothers
Karamazov. She turned a page, read for a while longer, and then, after mumbling something to
herself, she shut the book, placed it on the side table, and smiled fondly at her father. He thought
she looked tired. This was unusual for her. She was always rested, always went to bed at a
decent hour.“I don’t know why everyone loves Alyosha so much,” she said. “He is soft. It’s pitiful,
really.”“Some would say that his love for others was actually his great power. When did you
arrive?”She shrugged. “Twenty minutes ago.” Her eyes were a bright and penetrating green, her
hair cut into a short but stylish bob. She possessed a natural beauty that furnished her with an
unassuming appearance, belying the reality that she was one of the most capable female agents
the Russian government had ever produced.“You know, your mother preferred Tolstoy to
Dostoevsky. She was too easily enthralled by his flamboyant prose.” Mikhail’s gaze turned to the
built-in bookshelves behind his desk, at a picture on the third shelf. His wife was sitting in the
grass looking out over the lake. It was the last good picture they got of her before the chemo took
her hair and the cancer her life. “It was one of the few things we disagreed on,” he continued.
“Dostoevsky saw the world for what it is: dark and malicious. So he filled his novels with an entire
cast of sordid characters. He may not have been the better writer, but he most certainly
understood the depravity of human nature.”“Yes, I suppose you’re right.” She nodded to a double-
barrel shotgun standing in the corner. Typically, her father kept his guns in a safe near the front of
the dacha. “Did you hunt?”“Not yet. I took that one out so I could clean it later today. Pavel will



bring his dogs here tonight, and we will hunt woodcock tomorrow.”“Woodcock? But the season
doesn’t open for another five weeks.”Mikhail chuckled. “The season exists so people such as
myself can have something to hunt the rest of the year.”Her lips formed a coy smile. “Has there
ever been a time in your life when you kept the rules, Father?”“The rules exist for the sheep, to
keep them in line. You don’t rise to my station in life by coloring inside the lines, Karina. You of all
people know that.”“Yes, I suppose I do.” She folded her legs and tucked her bare feet beneath
her. “And speaking of coloring outside the lines, how are you planning to remedy the fallout from
the Florin debacle? I just came from Moscow, you know. Your name—our name—is not a favorite
topic at the moment.”He tapped his index finger on the arm of his chair. “I am working on it,
sweetheart. I have had to strategize the manner in which I move my pawns and knights across
the board—an unexpected change in tactics. But I assure you, we will come out on top when all
of this is over.”Karina shook her head, and a disgusted look spread across her well-defined
features. “You should have broken ties with that man a long time ago. It was inevitable that he
would make a false move. There was always something off with him, like he was missing a circuit
somewhere. I still don’t understand why you didn’t bring me in on it.”Mikhail was currently
recovering from the greatest professional setback of his life. Not only should he have seen it
coming, but he also should have informed Karina from the very beginning. But he hadn’t. For the
first time in decades, he had allowed greed to blind him to the inherent risks, and because he
knew Karina would have objected on a hundred different grounds, he had not discussed it with
her.And the salt in the now gaping wound was that he had almost pulled it off.Almost.Mikhail had
met Florin Gronozav nearly thirty years ago, just as the iron curtain was crashing down all over
Eastern Europe. Mikhail was working as a carryover from the KGB, serving as a mid-level officer
in Russia’s new Federal Security Service, the FSB. Romania had recently pulled off a successful
revolution, executing the Communist dictator Nicolae Ceaușescu and quickly undertaking a
program of free market reform after implementing a democratic constitution.Mikhail was put on
the FSB’s Romanian desk, which meant that, because of his rank and experience, he was the
head spy in charge of gathering intel on the newly emancipated country. His cover was that of a
successful oil broker, a businessman with international connections who could help supply the
newly shaped Romanian military with energy for their growing arsenal. But his real mission was
recruitment. He needed someone on the inside. Someone whose moral scruples were low,
someone who liked extra money and wasn’t intimidated by the idea of becoming a double
agent.After months of research, he found the perfect human resource. Florin Gronozav was
working a drab job in a drab office for Romania’s Foreign Intelligence Service. He fit the profile to
a T. So, Mikhail made sure the two of them were introduced one evening at a dinner party at
Russia’s Embassy in Bucharest. The evening was perfectly ordinary—just a typical assembly of
intelligence officers, politicians, and administrators. Attendees joked about how things had been
before the Iron Curtain came down, Romania’s president made a speech, praising the
blossoming relationship between his country and Russia, and alcohol was plentiful and free-
flowing.The next day Mikhail had stepped into Florin’s office unannounced and uninvited. He



had reached into the inside pocket of his blazer, brought out an envelope, and set it on the desk.
Florin had eyed it, looked back at Mikhail, and then asked the Russian for his request. The
response had been precise and undiluted: access to the Deputy of the Interior’s personal call
logs and banking records. To Mikhail’s mild surprise, Florin had taken only seconds to make his
decision. In fact, the Romanian hadn’t even blinked. With nearly the snap of a finger, Florin had
snatched up the envelope and told his new handler that he would have the information within
three days. It was almost like he had been dreaming of such an opportunity. To Mikhail’s
knowledge, Florin had not even balked when the Deputy of the Interior was mysteriously found
dead at a villa in the Alps, not a month later.Thereafter, Florin became Mikhail’s primary
intelligence source for any and all workings within Romania, functioning as his domestic
informant for nearly fifteen years. If Russia needed something—anything—and Florin could get
his hands on it, then Russia always got it. Over the years, he received many more envelopes
filled with cash and payments substantial enough to warrant a healthy deposit into an
untraceable bank account in the Caribbean.Eventually, Mikhail took his leave of the FSB and
entered the private sector, specializing in back-channel deals and black market industrial trade.
Within a decade, he had risen to the unofficial level of oligarch, one of the exceptionally wealthy
who pulled the nation’s levers behind its vast array of curtains. Over time, Mikhail nearly forgot all
about Florin Gronozav. That is, until one bright summer day when his phone rang.Florin wanted
to let his former handler know that Tanzania, in a move intended to offset a portion of their
sovereign debt burden, was making plans to devalue its currency. The information came straight
out of Africa and was known to no one else outside of the highest officials in Tanzania. There
were no whispers of it in any of the global financial markets. Florin presented the details to
Mikhail, who, after commissioning the research, confirmed the accuracy of the inside
information. Mikhail gathered a small group of trusted billionaires, and together they shorted the
currency. Florin did not want a finders fee. Rather, he wanted to give Mikhail every bit of savings
he possessed so that he could garner a sizable position of his own. When the dust settled, Florin
was a very wealthy man, and Mikhail, already affluent in his own right, was far richer. The deal
had served as the fulcrum Florin needed to pry himself away from government work. He stepped
out into a life of newfound wealth and, following Mikhail’s lead, utilized his extensive network of
political connections to increase his net worth many times over. He purchased vast holdings of
real estate in Dubai and London, black market oil contracts in Libya, and cornered the shadow
gambling economy in Singapore. As it turned out, the Romanian intelligence officer possessed a
great deal of business acumen that had lain dormant during his years with the FIS.Once again,
Mikhail’s business interests eventually diverged from Florin’s. The two men spoke only on rare
occasions and then, only when they needed something that would help leverage a deal or an
introduction in their favor. But last year Florin approached Mikhail with yet another appealing and
unorthodox investment.Russia’s State Atomic Energy Corporation had been conducting
groundbreaking research in the field of nuclear and biochemical energy. The nuclear science
was so advanced that only one man in all of Russia, the lead research scientist, understood the



length and breadth of it. His name was Simon Luganov, and as it turned out, Simon Luganov had
a conscience. He was deeply concerned about the potential applications of his research and the
damage it could cause, the millions of lives it could take if it fell into the wrong politician’s hands.
So, as the program was coming to a successful head and the technology entered beta stage
development, Luganov, while attending a peer conference in Brussels, walked into the United
States Embassy and defected.In his absence, his research could not advance meaningfully. He
left behind a scientific legacy that virtually no one in Russia could fully interpret. Luganov was
absolutely brilliant, and only two other scientists, a Canadian and a German, were said to be
capable of turning his research into marketable technology. Russia was not willing to hand off
such science to just anyone. They kept it back from the international scientific community and
continued to push their own scientists to attempt to finish what Luganov had begun.Florin’s foray
into it all came when a Romanian scientist approached him with an offer. He’d heard that Florin
liked to invest in forward-thinking projects. This man’s proposal was simple but bold: if Florin
could get copies of all of Luganov’s research, the scientist could fill in the gaps. Perhaps not as
quickly as Luganov could, but he could do it. Florin could turn around and work the science into
marketable technology for which second and third world governments would happily pay tens of
billions of dollars.That was when Florin called Mikhail. With Mikhail’s underground connections
throughout Russia and his above-ground connections in the Kremlin, he would have little trouble
acquiring the research that Luganov left behind. They had it within three weeks. Florin quickly
put it in the hands of his Romanian scientist, who, for the next two years, worked tirelessly with a
team Florin placed around him. He was making tremendous strides, and international patents
were on the horizon. Florin and Mikhail expanded their profit potential by bringing in over one
hundred private investors. An IPO for their new company was but months away. They all stood to
make incredible sums of money.And then, just three weeks before the IPO was to launch, the
unthinkable happened. Their scientist experienced a massive stroke while leaning over a
microscope in his lab and died hours later. Everything they had built, all the money invested, had
been dependent on that one man. Now he was gone, and the technology was not yet complete.
Their investors began to call back their money and the hope for a multi-billion dollar payday
quickly began to look like a pipe dream.Mikhail left the burden of finding an adequate solution on
Florin’s shoulders. After all, this entire enterprise had been his idea. Everything was looking quite
dim until, on a string of luck, Florin bumped into one of only three people on the planet who knew
the whereabouts of Simon Luganov.Kathleen Rose had been the CIA’s Chief of Station in
Brussels. She had been the lead, not only on Luganov’s defection but on his relocation as well.
Florin’s solution was to kidnap her and to force her, by whatever means necessary, to reveal
Luganov’s location. After that, the plan was simple: Luganov would be brought in and forced to
begin afresh on the project he had abandoned two years earlier.Ms. Rose, who was now the
director of Homeland Security’s Federal Intelligence Directorate, finally gave in to the threat of
harm directed toward her adopted daughter. She gave up Luganov, and they grabbed the
Russian scientist at his chalet in the Austrian Alps.From the very beginning, the plan had been



full of risk. But when it was all said and done, Florin had surprisingly come out on top. Everything
had gone according to plan. They got exactly what they wanted.And yet there was one small
detail that Florin had considered but hadn’t seen coming. One of Ms. Rose’s agents had been
relentless in his efforts to locate her. The agent and a team of U.S. Delta Force operatives
conducted a raid on the Greek mansion where she was being held and rescued her. The next
day Florin was arrested on his yacht during a celebratory party with their investors. Simon
Luganov was recovered as well, permanently abolishing any hopes of Mikhail getting his
science to translate into profits.Now, Florin sat awaiting trial in a maximum-security prison in the
United States. Mikhail, because he had aligned himself so closely to a man who had kidnapped
the director of a United States federal agency, was doing everything in his power to distance
himself from the entire ordeal.From the very beginning, when Florin called him with the
opportunity to profit from such groundbreaking technology, Mikhail’s gut had told him it was too
good to be true. But the profits were too shiny and represented too much power. He could not in
his right mind say no to something like that. And yet that inner voice of wisdom wouldn’t be
silenced completely, the one telling him to walk away from it all, the voice that generally agreed
with Karina’s. So he had decided not to tell her.The only silver lining was that Florin alone had
put his fingerprints on the kidnapping of Ms. Rose and Luganov. Mikhail was only associated
with it in a tangential manner. There was no empirical proof to tie him to the debacle.“You know
why I didn’t tell you,” he said to his daughter. “You would have told me not to go forward with it.
And I thought it too good to pass up. If it makes you feel any better, I wish now that I had listened
to what you would have said had I given you the opportunity.” He winked at her.“You are one of
the smartest men that I know, Father. Wiser than a fox. But if you don’t find a way to make this up
to your friends in Moscow, you will forever be on the outside. There will be no chance of you ever
finding a cabinet appointment at the Kremlin. They had your word, and it cost them all a great
deal of money. You told me you had been working on a plan. But where is it?”Finding himself so
closely associated with Florin’s actions and downfall turned out to be only half of Mikhail’s
problem. The other half concerned the many, many millions that over a dozen of his friends had
invested in the venture. And these were no ordinary friends. Some of them held high positions at
the Kremlin, the military, and some were among Russia’s most wealthy.Upon Florin’s arrest, all
investments were seized and confiscated. None of them would be getting a single ruble back.
For their losses, his investors turned to him for restitution. It had been under Mikhail’s insistence
that they buy in. He alone had shown them Luganov’s research and made them believe the
entire thing was a sure bet. Even though, at their station in life, they all knew that there was no
such thing as a sure bet. Still, they laid the ruins at Mikhail’s feet, holding him responsible for
their losses.He had to find a way to make it up to them. He had to find a way to fill their pockets
again, to recuperate their losses, and then some.Mikhail gave his daughter a confident smile. “I
have been working on a plan. But the exposure became too great. So it was… terminated. I have
already made arrangements to set something else in motion.”Karina frowned. “Arrangements?
What, exactly?”At that moment, a hard knock sounded at the front door, echoing across the



wood floors and walls of the dacha.Mikhail gave her a conspiratorial grin. “Right on time.”“Who is
that?” she asked.“Go. Answer the door. And all will be made plain.”Chapter ThreeYuri Gladkov
woke to the muffled sound of tires crunching over gravel. When he opened his eyes, a fleeting
moment of incomprehension passed over him, until he recalled that he was no longer a prisoner
in Cheboksary prison, condemned to imminent death. The sun was lower in the sky now and a
glance at the dashboard clock revealed that they had been on the road for nearly two hours. He
turned his focus out the window, where tall, sturdy trees slid by as the driver navigated the sedan
down a winding dirt lane.“Where are we?” Yuri finally asked, but received no answer. The driver
kept his attention on the road and navigated the vehicle down a slight decline, eventually curving
past an open wrought iron gate and passing into a several-acre clearing, on the back end of
which sat a modest dacha. The driver pulled up to the front and came to a stop behind a
burgundy Mercedes-Benz G-Class SUV.“Mr. Gladkov,” he said. “You may get out and knock on
the front door.”Yuri wasn’t particularly enjoying the cryptic nature of this whole arrangement. But
he kept his opinions to himself. Soon enough, he knew, all would be made clear. Without saying
another word, he exited the sedan, passing between it and the Mercedes to the stone steps
leading up to a spacious porch. The stones and the porch timber appeared unworn and
unsullied, as though they had been part of a recent remodeling effort. A run of bright pink flowers
skirted the front apron of the country home. Yuri went up the steps in an unhurried manner and
stopped in front of the large wooden door, where a heavy iron knocker was situated directly in its
center. He lifted the ring and slapped it against the door three times. Then he waited.
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for the rest of the chase.”
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O'Connor series. Lot's of Patriotism, action and a plot line that is credible. Keep the books
coming!”

Kathy Baker, “Savage Blood review. Savage Blood was an action packed read! It was as fun to
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Ebook Library Reader, “Another Savage Adventure. Ryan Brad and company chase leads
around the world to locate an old enemy. Surprises await them at every turn.  A good read.”

Ebook Library Reader, “Awesome reading. I enjoyed this book from start to finish always
entertaining reading thank you for continuing to write both Ellie's and Ryan's adventures ! Keep



up the awesome work!!”
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