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Chapter One

 

 

Sabiha Gökçen International Airport

Istanbul, Türkiye

 

Out of the corner of his eye, Jack Storm saw a police officer darting behind him. He had seen others before, middle-aged men patrolling the airport halls at a slow pace. They were dressed in black shirts and pants and the word POLIS was stamped in large white letters on their backs. This officer, though, was younger and well-built, and he was racing ahead at full speed.

He’s coming for me.

Jack had no real way of determining the accuracy of his thoughts and no time to do that. His training and instincts kicked in. The voice of one of the instructors echoed in his head: Run now; ask questions later.

He stopped for just a moment. His eyebrows drew together, and he bit his lip. His gaze flitted around the hall but never settled on a person or object for long. He was trying to determine if there were other, plain-clothes agents hiding among the passengers.

Finding none, Jack tossed away his small cup. He wished he would have finished his ristretto, as he had gotten only about half of the caffeine jolt he needed to start this morning on the right foot. He stepped around a couple of men dragging their stuffed shopping bags, then broke into a sprint.

He zigzagged through the crowded terminal, trying to use all the gaps among the people and not push them to the side. As he looked over his shoulder, Jack noticed the officer was gaining on him. The young man was shouting and wasn’t shy about shoving people left, right, and center.

Jack drew in a series of shallow breaths as he doubled his speed. Adrenaline was rushing through him, and his senses were completely heightened. He seemed to be able to see better and farther away. But at the same time, Jack realized the halls had no rules in terms of where people walked, stood, or sat. A family of four was blocking the center of the hall, and Jack had no way of going around them. So he jumped over their luggage, and almost crashed into the dad. Unimpressed, the dad shouted a barrage of heated words in Turkish.

Jack didn’t look back, but elbowed his way through a group of girls taking selfies, then slid around two men drinking coffee. He bumped one of them, and his coffee went flying. A few choice words followed, but Jack was long gone.

He almost crashed into a woman dressed in a burka, but thankfully she didn’t see him. He brushed past her, touching the soft fabric of the folds of her clothing and apologizing as he went by. Then, he weaved his way between three men pulling their rolling luggage behind them. Next, he pushed his way through a wall of people checking for their flight information in front of a monitor fasten to a wall.

As he broke through to the other side, Jack saw two other police officers rushing toward him. They were still about sixty or seventy yards away. In a matter of seconds, Jack would be trapped. 

That situation wouldn’t be a problem but for the fact that the officers were armed and Jack wasn’t. He had seen them carrying sidearms, a couple of extra magazines, and handcuffs. No, he didn’t want to start a fight with them, if he could help it.

So he glanced around for an exit. He had already found one, but it was at the other side of the hall, in the other direction. Jack couldn’t go back there, so he needed a new exit.

His eyes scrolled through the signs hanging from all directions. Washrooms. No. Lounges. No. Gates 301-307. Yes. Down the escalator.

Jack slowed down and swung to the right, almost missing the turn. But he didn’t. He jumped in front of two guys with carry-ons and bags full of baklava boxes. Hmmm. I should have tried some baklava. Next time.

He ran down the escalator thinking of whether the police were also chasing down Grigoryev. Grigoryev was a man who used to work for Glavnoye Razvedyvatelnoye Upravleniye, or GRU. It stood for Main Intelligence Directorate, and it was Russia’s foreign military intelligence agency. Grigoryev was an “illegal” spy working without a diplomatic cover and living under an assumed identity in Baku, Azerbaijan. He was burned a couple of years ago but still had a wide network of assets and contacts across Azerbaijan.

Jack and Grigoryev had just finished a meeting where Jack had sought intelligence about the fate of his partner, Riley Booker. Riley had disappeared shortly after their operation in Baku, which had gone completely off the rails. His fate was unknown and, so far, Jack hadn’t been able to determine if his partner was even still alive.

Jack was on administrative leave from his agency—the Canadian Intelligence Service, or CIS, where he worked as an extractor—pending the conclusion of an internal review related to his “rogue” actions in an operation related to an important former Saudi Arabian government official. Jack didn’t have a lot of clout and didn’t want to exasperate or burn any of his contacts. And he couldn’t return the favor. 

He had some money stashed away for such rainy days, but money could only go so far. Moreover, Riley had been on an unsanctioned operation in Azerbaijan, so there was the absolute need for discretion. As much as Jack didn’t like it, he had to go the unorthodox route of relying on a former GRU operative rumored to have authority issues.

Jack shrugged and hurried down the escalator. He jumped two and three stairs at a time, watching his steps very carefully. He leaped clear near the bottom as the escalator came to an end, and he turned around the corner. As he did so, he ran into a couple of men coming from the other direction.

“I’m sorry; sorry,” Jack mumbled.

His head swiveled around in worry about the officers behind him and the next exit. He saw the sign pointing to the gates one level below, so he bolted toward them. This level had fewer passengers, so Jack was able to weave his way around them without crashing into anyone. He bumped a couple of men and brushed against a few women, saying, “Sorry,” but without slowing down.

He reached the next escalator and came to a bottleneck. A woman holding a baby in her arms was right in front of him. A black, hard-shell Samsonite suitcase was by her feet, and Jack couldn’t go around her.

The baby giggled and made a babbling sound. 

Jack didn’t want to but felt compelled to return the smile, then made a goofy face. 

At that exact moment, the mother turned around and looked at Jack.

He gave the woman a sheepish look and gestured that he wanted to pass by her. The woman stepped to the side, while the baby giggled again.

Jack dashed down the staircase, trying to make up the lost time. He hadn’t looked over his shoulder, so he didn’t know how far the officers were or if they were still chasing him. But he had no illusions that they wouldn’t have called for reinforcements.

And they had.

A middle-aged, potbellied officer appeared near the bottom of the escalator and looked up directly at Jack. He had been running for a few steps, and there was no one in front of him, so he couldn’t hide. You’re leaving me no choice…

He took a couple more steps as the officer went for his sidearm.

Jack lunged at the officer. They both fell onto the floor, with Jack landing on top of the officer. Jack went for the pistol in the man’s waistband holster. The man tried to stop Jack, by grabbing his hand, but Jack was stronger. He was able to twist the man’s wrist until he screamed in pain and dropped his arm. 

Using the other arm, the officer threw a quick punch that struck Jack in his left ear. It rang with the sound of a thousand church bells, but Jack ignored it. He undid the holster’s button and pulled out the officer’s pistol. He cocked it and rammed into the officer’s ribcage. “Stop, stop, or I’ll shoot you!”

Jack had no intention of further wounding the officer, but the officer had no way of knowing that. So he dropped his arms and gave Jack a worried look. The officer’s mouth was wide open but no sound was coming out. His eyes had doubled in size, and he was shaking his large head.

Jack climbed to his feet and looked around. Faces of terrified passengers met him from every direction. He looked for a way out, realizing he was at Terminal 3’s ground level. Four gates were just across from him and to the right. That’s my way out.

He dashed toward the glass as people scattered in panic with loud shouts and screams. Jack worried someone might want to be a hero and tackle him, so he decided to get in front of it. He aimed the pistol in the air and fired a couple of rounds.

That did the trick.

Most passengers dropped to the floor. Others crouched down, seeking cover behind their luggage, seats, or anything they could use. A few were still standing, frozen with fear.

Loud shouts came from a couple of officers to his left. One of them pointed a gun at Jack but didn’t shoot. The few standing passengers were in the line of fire.

This got out of hand really fast.

Out of any other options, Jack ran toward the nearest glass separating the terminal from the tarmac. He fired a few rounds, which shattered the glass. Then he jumped through it as fragments were still raining down from the corners.

Out on the tarmac, a couple of buses were waiting to take passengers to their airplanes. Farther away, there was a fuel truck and other ground support vehicles. Among them, Jack saw a couple of black SUVs. Yes!

He kept his pistol low, close to his thigh as he ran toward one of the SUVs. A couple of men dressed in blue shirts and black pants, apparently some kind of a uniform, were standing and smoking next to it. When Jack was about six feet away from them, he aimed his pistol at the pair. “The keys! Hand me the keys!” he shouted and motioned with his pistol.

One of them, the closest to Jack, dropped his cigarette from his mouth. He raised his arms as an expression of terror crossed his face. His eyes bulged, and he opened his mouth but was unable to form words.

The other man kept his cool, for the most part. He reached inside his pants pocket and handed Jack the SUV’s keys. Jack waved his pistol at them, then dashed to the SUV. He tossed his backpack onto the front passenger seat, slid into the driver seat, and started the SUV. He turned the wheel, hit the gas, and the vehicle flew across the tarmac.

He knew he only had a few seconds before the entire police and security personnel of the airport would give chase. So Jack drove in a straight line, zipping under one of the jet bridges. Then he swerved around the tail of a plane. It was a Pegasus Airline aircraft, as identified by large red letters on the yellow tail.

Jack drove hard and fast across the apron. He had almost reached one of the taxiways when the SUV’s back window erupted. Someone was taking shots at him.

Jack lowered his head and swerved around. That would make the SUV a harder target, but also the taxiway turned in that direction.

Another round struck the side of the SUV. Jack couldn’t see the shooter, or shooters, and couldn’t do much about it. “A few more seconds, a few more seconds,” he told himself.

He flattened the gas pedal and yanked at the steering wheel. The SUV turned to the other side, then Jack made a sharp left turn. He had reached the runway, and an airplane was rocketing from that side as it was getting ready for take-off.

Jack didn’t worry about the aircraft. It was too far away.

A third round struck the back of the SUV. The Turkish authorities were relentless, but so was Jack.

He kept jerking the steering wheel left and right, in dangerous and unpredictable maneuvers. No other rounds struck the SUV, and he crossed onto the taxiways on the other side of the runway. He was getting close to the cargo area, as indicated by the signs for FedEx and a few local companies that serviced aircraft. Jack sped past the hangars of the Turkish Technic Saw Facility, which served as the center for maintaining Turkish Airlines airplanes. He ignored the stunned looks of a handful of workers and turned into one of the narrow side roads that went through the industrial area.

The blacktop ended a few yards away, and he came to a construction area. Thankfully, none of the bullets had struck the tires, so the SUV was able to handle the hard-packed road. Jack shot past heavy machinery and paid no attention to a few guards and workers yelling and waving at him. He couldn’t wait to get onto the highway, which he could see in the distance, and then disappear amidst the heavy traffic.

He looked over his shoulders. Thankfully, no one was giving chase, but he knew the situation was bound to change at any moment. I know they haven’t given up. This isn’t over. In fact, it has just started.

The construction area was fenced, and Jack soon came to one of the side gates. He stopped the SUV and unlatched the gate. Then he went through it and raced toward the highway. A couple of hotels appeared in the distance. Jack nodded. Yes, I can take a taxi from there, or find another vehicle. That will work.

He had just reached one of the exits leading to the highway when his phone rang. Jack picked it up and glanced at the screen. He recognized the number. It was Bronislava Pavlinka Antonova, also known as Bronia, an operative working for the fearsome Sluzhba Vneshney Razvedki, or SVR, Russia’s Foreign Intelligence Service. 

Jack frowned. What does she want? “Yes, Jack here. What’s going on?”

“You tell me, Jack! Tell me, why did you meet with an ex-GRU operative, and why are the Turkish airport police chasing you?”
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​Chapter Two

 

 

Canadian Intelligence Service Headquarters

Ottawa, Canada

 

“This is the Internal Affairs final report on the incident.” Director of Middle Eastern Clandestine Operations Steven Gilson slid the red folder across the rectangular walnut table toward Mark Ward, Director-General of the Canadian Intelligence Service. “You received an electronic copy yesterday.”

A deep crease appeared in Ward’s forehead. “I thought you had already handled this situation,” he said in a grouchy tone. He lowered his tortoiseshell-framed glasses to the base of his thick nose and gave Gilson a scolding look.

“I was waiting for the IA report, sir,” Gilson said in a polite voice and deferential tone. “I also wanted to clarify a few details of what the operation might entail and potential consequences.” He opened the folder in front of him, which contained the same report as the one he had handed his top boss.

Ward sighed and glanced around the small boardroom. It had dark paneled walls that were soundproof. A couple of ceiling-mounted chandeliers provided sufficient light. A large television screen was mounted on the wall across from Ward, who was sitting at the head of the table. A whiteboard with a stand was to the left side, near a small table by one of the boardroom corners, which had a silver carafe and a few coffee cups.

Gilson rubbed his bald, bullet-shaped head, then scratched the side of his clean-shaven face. He was sixty-five, three years younger than Ward, but they seemed to have the same number of wrinkles in their broad foreheads. While Ward was wearing a gray striped suit, crisp white shirt, and a white-and-gray tie, Gilson was dressed in his trademark black suit, black shirt, and a white tie.

Ward reached for his coffee cup and took a small sip, before waving his hand. “I haven’t had time to review the report. Too busy with more pressing matters. So give me the gist of what this is all about, and why are we wasting precious time?”

Gilson’s face formed a bitter smile, then his lips pressed tight into a grimace. Thankfully, his boss wasn’t looking in his direction as he was occupied stirring his coffee. Gilson pulled out the first sheet of paper from the folder and put it to the side. He perched his round, gold-rimmed glasses on the bridge of his long, narrow nose and, when Ward looked at Gilson, he said, “This issue involves Jack Storm, who is one of our best, perhaps the best extractor of our agency. And, as all evidence points out, Storm has gone rogue.”

The mention of the last word seemed to get Ward’s attention. He opened the folder and glanced at the first sheet. There was a small picture of a man in his thirties. He had scruffy black hair, which had started to turn ashen at the temples, a large forehead, sharp facial features, and a big bright smile. His brown eyes sparkled with intelligence, but there was also a hint of mischief. He seemed approachable and friendly, but Ward knew it was a carefully crafted façade that concealed the formidable covert operative known as Jack Storm.

Ward tapped the sheet of paper. “Tell me what this guy has done,” he demanded in a strong voice.

Gilson leaned forward in his chair. “As the IA ascertained with a high degree of probability, Storm organized the kidnapping of a Saudi national. Salah Saad al-Zahiri. He was the former chief of GIP, Saudi Arabia’s main intelligence service, until he had a falling out with the Saudi king. Then, al-Zahiri was branded a traitor and forced into exile. He sought asylum in Canada.”

Ward’s mouth fell open. He gave Gilson an incredulous look. “The south Ottawa massacre?” he said after a gasp, feeling a sudden coldness spreading throughout his body. “Storm… this guy was involved?” He looked at Storm’s picture.

Gilson nodded. "Yes, it sounds incredible, and I wouldn’t believe it either. But we’re dealing with an operative of Storm’s caliber. Now, here’s where we’re short on details. Storm somehow learned of the Saudi’s whereabouts. Assisted by Saudi operatives, apparently, he was part of the attack, which resulted in al-Zahiri’s kidnapping.”

Ward kept shaking his head. “And what drove him to this madness?” he asked in a tone of disbelief.

“The GIP was suspected to have been behind the crashing of an airplane. Storm’s wife and young daughter were on that plane.”

Ward closed his eyes for a long moment. “Oh, that explains it,” he said in a tone of understanding.

“We have no evidence of the GIP’s involvement. I confronted my counterparts, and, of course, they denied any involvement. But Storm, obviously, thought differently.”

Ward felt his skin tingling. He jerked his head back and flinched. “And what happened next?” he asked with an impatient rise in his vocal pitch.

Gilson shifted uncomfortably in his seat. “Storm forced the Saudi into his own private jet and flew to Kraków, Poland.” He flipped the page on the report. “According to reports from a couple of GIP agents, which we can’t independently corroborate, a shootout happened shortly after the jet landed at the Kraków International Airport. At the end of the shooting, al-Zahiri had disappeared, most likely taken by the Saudis, who were present at the airport. On the other hand, Storm had retrieved his daughter.”

Ward glared at Gilson. “Explain to me why Storm is not behind bars…” His strong voice had a clear accusatory tone. “What did the CIS do to take care of this problem? What did you do?”

Gilson removed his glasses and tossed them on the folder. He didn’t like his boss’s tone, and he wasn’t going to accept blame for Storm’s actions. “I followed our agency’s protocol, designed and approved by our executive,” Gilson replied in a terse tone, trying to contain the frustration in his voice. It was understood that “executive” included first and foremost Ward, as the top boss of the agency. “Storm presented his version of the story, claiming he was, in fact, the one kidnapped by the Saudis. He had received an anonymous call, which had warned him about an imminent attack against al-Zahiri. So, when he rushed in to offer help, he was overpowered and taken away.”

“And you believed that?” Ward spread out his hands.

“No, of course not, but, at the time, I had no evidence to the contrary. I couldn’t prove beyond any reasonable doubt that Jack was lying to me. However, I opened an inquiry as soon as I noticed inconsistencies and coincidences, again doing everything according to our policies. The IA was called in, and Storm was placed on admin leave, pending the conclusion of the internal review.” Gilson folded his arms across his chest, then tipped his head toward the folder.

Ward looked at the report. He skimmed through the pages, then shrugged. “Where is Storm now?” he asked in a tone full of irritation.

“We don’t have that intel, but we’re working on it. It’s been reported by our partner agencies that Storm was in the Republic of Georgia. Then, he was seen in Baku, Azerbaijan, where he was involved in another shooting. This time, according to unconfirmed reports, members of the local police and special forces were involved.”

Ward cursed out loud. “This guy is really a menace. We’ve got to stop this Storm character. Now!” He slammed his right fist on the table. “We’ve got to rein him in.”

“Yes, of course.” Gilson nodded. “That’s why I came to you. Storm isn’t going to come in without a fight. Knowing who he is and what he can do makes our retrieval of him even more difficult.”

Ward nodded. “Right, but not impossible.”

Gilson shook his head. “No, no, of course not. Nothing is impossible—”

“Well, then do what you have to do to bring him in. He’s a loose cannon, and, at least on paper, he still works for us. We can’t have our agency’s reputation dragged through the mud. And we can’t allow one man to wage war against the world.”

“Well, most likely Storm is done,” Gilson said in a cautiously hopeful tone. “His wife has been returned to him.”

Ward drew in an easier breath. “So, let’s just bring him in then. Inform him that he has been fully reinstated, and he can return to active duty. Then, as soon as he’s back, we’ll arrest him and prosecute him for all these charges we have against him.” Ward gestured toward the folder. “Then, the courts can deal with him. Storm will be their problem.”

“It’s not going to be that easy,” Gilson replied, but did so in a warm voice, not wanting to argue or object to his boss. “And there’s an extra complication.”

“How can this thing get even worse?” Ward ran his pudgy fingers through his white thin hair he had sort of combed over.

“A second operative has disappeared and has seemingly gone rogue. His name is Riley Booker, and he was Storm’s partner.”

“And what did he do?” Ward asked in an exasperated voice.

“We’re not sure. Booker was last seen in Baku, so we suspect he’s been helping Storm and working with him. Booker took a holiday leave, but never reported back.”

“Hmmm.” Ward rubbed his chin. “Well, now that these two clowns are working together, it’s even more imperative for us to stop them. Dispatch a team of the best operatives we have. Pronto! And make sure they bring back Booker and Storm by any means necessary.”

Gilson’s body stiffened all of a sudden. His eyes bulged. He seemed to be at a loss for words for a long moment. When he opened his mouth, he said in a low voice, “Shouldn’t we talk to Storm? Inform him, or give him a warning?”

Ward shook his head. “That will drive him further away. You said it yourself that Storm has gone rogue. Now, he’s joined by Booker. No, the time for talk is over. He didn’t inform you of what he was going to do. Instead, he lied to you, to your face. No!” Ward said in a strong voice and waved his arms. “Send the team right away. They’re authorized to use any means necessary to bring in Booker and Storm. We need them alive, preferably. If that becomes impossible, the team is sanctioned to use deadly force.”
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Chapter Three

 

 

Alab-Baqem Area

Saada Province, Northern Yemen

 

Saudi Arabian operative Hattan Hassani punched the prisoner one more time. His fist connected with the bound man’s head. The heavy blow threw the man to one side. His knees buckled underneath him, but he didn’t fall. His arms had been chained to metal hooks fastened into the cinderblock wall of the warehouse. The prisoner hung there, writhing in pain and screaming in agony.

Hassani stepped closer to the man and wiped the blood on his knuckles off onto the man’s face. Then he lifted the man’s head by the chin and gave him an evil look. “You better talk and soon, before you won’t be able to say anything at all,” he whispered to the prisoner in Arabic in a throaty voice and a creepy tone. “And before I get to your wife and your children.”

The prisoner’s body shook. He tried to get out of his handcuffs, knowing it was impossible. He shook his head, then squeezed his eyes shut for a long moment. When he opened them, he whimpered and said, “Please… sir, I… I don’t know anything—”

Hassani cut him off with a slap across his face. “You were part of the attack against my men.” He waved his arm around, pointing at three guards standing behind him. They all had their rifles raised and pointed at the prisoner and his two associates. They too were handcuffed to the wall. “You wounded one of us, and you were going to kill us all. But we captured you, and here you are.” He grabbed the man by the hair at the back of his head. “And here you will be until you tell me the truth. Who are your weapons suppliers? What are their names?”

The man shook his head again. He tried to lift his body up and stand up straight, but he couldn’t. His shoulders slumped. He spat out blood and saliva, then said in a broken voice, “I… don’t know… don’t know their names. I’m just… paid to go and… and fight…”

“Who pays you? Who are they? Are they Iranians?”

The prisoner moaned in pain. His chin and lips trembled, and he cringed as he looked timidly at his interrogator and torturer. “I don’t know… I never saw any… Iranians. I got my money from… my neighbor, Omar—”

Hassani hit the prisoner hard in the stomach. The man’s knees betrayed him again, and he stood there hanging by his wrists. He screamed in pain as Hassani towered above him. “Omar is dead, and I told you I want other names. Names of people we can catch. Not the name of the dead Omar.”

The prisoner’s body was shrinking in on itself. He didn’t look up but just shook his head.

Hassani took one step back. “Think about it, and think about your family. Your wife and three sons. You don’t want them to suffer your fate now, do you?” His firm voice left no doubt that Hassani was planning to inflict on them as much pain as he had on the prisoner.

Hassani and his team of Saudi private military contractors had been called to the area after a devastating attack against the Arab Coalition to Restore Legitimacy in Yemen. The Coalition, led by Saudi Arabia, had been formed a few years ago with the goal of ending the civil war in Yemen. However, the war had raged on in most of Yemen, with the level of violence rising and falling, but never ending. The Houthi militias fighting the Coalition were supported by Iran, and, recently, their attacks had increased. 

Three days ago, about fifty fighters had attacked a military camp near Saudi Arabia’s southern border. They had used drones and Katyusha rockets and had killed six servicemen and wounded about a dozen others. The Coalition had responded by bombing a number of villages in the Alab-Baqem area, which was known as a rebel stronghold. Hassani and his team also had been dispatched to discover the weapons suppliers and to eliminate them. During a daring raid in the early morning hours, Hassani and his team had infiltrated one of the villages and had taken away the prisoner, along with his two associates. Not a round had been fired, and no one had noticed their presence, until they were far away.

The Saudi looked at the prisoner, who was still looking down. He will tell me everything. I’m sure he knows something, or he can find out. I’m not going to kill him. I will let him go, and he will get me the names of those Iranians who bring them weapons.

Hassani grinned and nodded to himself as he spoke to the prisoner: “You have a couple of minutes to make up your mind. You have two options: Give me the names of the weapons suppliers, or watch with your own eyes in terror as I cut off the heads of your children.” He let the last word hang in the air for a second so that the prisoner would fully understand the severity of his situation.

A low whine came from the prisoner but no other words.

Hassani shrugged. “Two minutes,” he said in a threatening voice. “Then, I’ll come back, and we’ll continue our friendly conversation.” He slapped the prisoner across the face one last time, then stepped away. He gestured to one of his associates to keep a close eye on the prisoner, then marched out of the warehouse.

He flinched as he stepped into the bright, sunny afternoon. It was scorching hot, and his broad forehead began to sweat immediately. He wiped it with the back of his arm, then he found some shade by a large army truck. Soldiers in military fatigues walked about the area. A number of Humvees and Jeeps and military vehicles were parked around the warehouse. Hassani took out his pack of cigarettes from one of his khaki pants pockets along with a lighter. He hadn’t even flicked the lighter when his phone rang.

Hassani frowned as he glanced at the screen. He didn’t recognize the caller’s number. The area code was Saudi Arabia and Riyadh, the capital. But Hassani knew about spoofing techniques that masked the caller’s phone number to disguise its identity. So Hassani replied cautiously, “Yes, who is this?”

“As-Salaam-Alaikum,” the caller said in a firm voice that had a warm almost friendly tone. Peace be unto you.

“Wa-Alaikum-Salaam,” Hassani replied slowly. And unto you peace.

“My name is Abdullah Rishani, and I work for the General Intelligence Presidency. I’m sure you know who we are and what we do…” Rishani’s name was full of pride and a hint of arrogance.

“Okay, if you say so,” Hassani said in a dismissive tone and lit up the cigarette hanging out of the right corner of his mouth.

“I’m not just saying it; I mean it. You will respect me, and my authority, or you will find yourself without a job and in jail.” Rishani’s voice grew louder and turned razor-sharp. “Your boss, Al-Shahrani, will disavow you in a heartbeat. He still hasn’t forgotten about you and what happened in Iraq. Or something worse might happen to you. Those three teammates of yours; they may turn against you, especially Idris. No amount of time will
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