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Praise for Robert Ludlum and
The Scorpio Illusion
“VINTAGE LUDLUM at his devious best … THE QUINTESSENTIAL THRILLER … 
The Scorpio Illusion
promises to be one of the hits of summer and a must for beach reading!”

—
News-Free Press
, Chattanooga


“
The Scorpio Illusion
proves once again that ROBERT LUDLUM IS THE MASTER OF GRIPPING, FAST-MOVING INTRIGUE. He is unsurpassed at weaving a tapestry of stunningly diverse figures, then assembling them in a sequence so gripping the reader’s attention never wavers.… FEW BOOKS PROCLAIMED TO BE GENUINE GRIPPERS REALLY ARE. THIS ONE IS.”

—
The Daily Oklahoman


“FULL OF SUSPENSE, INTRIGUE AND SURPRISES.”

—
Des Moines Sunday Register


“Gripping, unpretentious excitement … 
THE SCORPIO ILLUSION
MEASURES UP TO EVERY EXPECTATION … firmly entrenches Robert Ludlum as the master of large-scale intrigue and will stimulate his diehard readers to obtain a passport for any future adventure.”

—
Richmond Times-Dispatch


“PAGE-TURNING ACTION.”

—
Abilene Reporter-News


“THE OBI-WAN KENOBI OF SPY NOVELISTS.”

—
USA Weekend
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PROLOGUE
A
SHKELON
, I
SRAEL
, 2:47
A.M
.
The night rain came down like sheets of silver knives, the dark sky filled with darker masses of swirling black clouds, the swells of the sea and the whipping winds murderous for the two rubber rafts lashed to each other as they approached the shoreline.

The raiding party was drenched, their blackened faces streaked with anxious sweat and rain, their eyes blinking continuously, straining to catch glimpses of the beach. The unit consisted of eight Palestinian men from the Baaka Valley, and one woman, not of their birthright, but committed to their cause, for it was an integral part of her own, inseparable from the commitment she had made years before.
Muerte a toda autoridad
! She was the wife of the raiding party’s leader.

“Only minutes now!” cried the large man as he knelt beside the woman. Like the others, his weapons were tightly strapped to his dark clothes; a black waterproof knapsack high on his back contained explosives. “Remember, when we get off, throw the anchor over between the boats, that’s important.”

“I understand, my husband, but I’d feel better going with you—”

“And leave us no means of getting away to fight again?” he asked. “The electrical power grids are less than three kilometers from the coast; they feed Tel Aviv, and once we blow them up, there’ll be chaos. We’ll steal
a vehicle and be back within the hour, but our equipment must be here!”

“I understand.”

“Do you, my wife? Can you imagine what it will be like? Most, if not all, of Tel Aviv in darkness! And Ashkelon itself, of course. It’s perfect … and you, my love, you were the one who found the vulnerability, the perfect target!”

“I merely suggested it.” Her hand caressed his cheek. “Just come back to me, my love, for you
are
my love.”

“There’s no doubt of it, my Amaya of the fires.… We’re close enough.…
Now
!” The leader of the raiding party signaled his men on both rafts. All slipped over the sides into the heavy surf, their weapons held high, their bodies assaulted by the crashing waves as they lurched through the soft sand to the beach. On shore, the leader pressed his flashlight once, a single, short illumination that meant the entire unit was on enemy ground, prepared to penetrate and do its work. The wife threw the heavy anchor over the side between the two lashed rubber boats, keeping them in concert in the waves. She pulled her hand-held radio to ear and mouth; it would be used only in an emergency, as the Jews were too smart not to have the coastal frequencies monitored.

Then, suddenly, with terrible finality, all dreams of glory exploded with the savage bursts of gunfire on the flanks of the raiding party. It was a massacre, soldiers racing down in the sand, firing their weapons into the pulsating bodies of the Ashkelon Brigade, blowing heads apart, showing no mercy for the invading enemies.
No prisoners! Only death
!

The woman-wife in the outlying raft moved swiftly despite her torment, despite the shock that paralyzed her mind, her rapid movements failing to lessen the agony that swept through her, merely blurring it with action born of survival. She plunged her long-bladed knife into the sides and bottoms of both PVC boats, grabbed her
waterproof pouch containing weapons and forged documents, and slipped over the side into the heavy sea. Fighting the surf and the undertow with all her considerable strength, she made her way south along the shore about fifty meters, where she swam diagonally over the waves into the beach. Prone in the shallow water, the harsh rain nearly blinding her, she crawled back to the killing ground. Then she heard the shouts of Israeli soldiers yelling in Hebrew; every muscle and fiber in her body froze in ice-hot fury.

“
We should have taken prisoners.
”

“
Why, to kill our children later, as they slaughtered my two sons in the school bus
?”

“
We’ll be criticized—they’re all dead.
”

“
So are my mother and father. The bastards gunned them down in a vineyard, two old people among the grapes.
”

“
Let them rot in hell! The Hezbollah tortured my brother to death
!”

“
Take out their weapons and fire off rounds … graze our arms and our legs
!”

“
Jacob’s right! They fought back; we might all have been killed
!”

“
Then one of us should run back to the compound for reenforcements
!”

“
Where are their boats
?”

“
They’re gone now, nowhere to be seen! There were probably dozens! That’s the reason we killed the ones we saw
!”

“
Hurry, Jacob! We can’t give the goddamn liberal press any ammunition
!”

“
Wait! This one’s still alive
!”

“
Let him die. Remove their weapons and commence firing.
”

The staccato fusillade filled the night and the rain. Then the soldiers threw the raiding party’s guns down beside the corpses and raced back up into the sand dunes
filled with wild sea grass. In moments there were erratic flashes of cupped matches and cigarette lighters; the savage massacre was over, the cover-up begun.

Still, the woman moved cautiously forward on her stomach in the shallow water, the ringing echoes of the gunfire fueling the loathing that filled her—loathing and great loss. They had slaughtered the one man on earth she could love, the only man she could commit to as an equal, for none other had her strengths, her determination. He was gone, and there would never be another like him, a godlike firebrand with fierce eyes, whose voice could move crowds to both tears and laughter. And she was always there beside him, guiding him, adoring him. Their world of violence would never see a team like the two of them again.

She heard a moan, a quiet cry that pierced the rain and the surf. A body was rolling down the slope of sand to the water’s edge—only feet ahead of her. She crawled rapidly to the figure and grabbed him; his head was facedown in the sand. She turned him over, the rain washing over the blood-soaked features. It was her husband, a large part of his throat and skull a mass of scarlet-red tissue. She held him fiercely; he opened his eyes once, then closed them for the final time.
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