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The Story

 

They’ve set a trap…

 

Assassin Xavier Saint is still on the run after being the fall guy for a murder he didn’t commit. He needs to bring down an entire network of assassins to not only prove his innocence, but also to protect his family.

 

What Saint thought would bring him closer to destroying the assassins’ network might now blow up in his face. To make matters worse, someone out of the shadows has come back for revenge.

 

Saint is ambushed…

 

How will Saint get out alive and complete the near-impossible task he promised to finish?
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​Chapter One

 

 

Southern Outskirts

Bratislava, Slovakia

 

Assassin Xavier Saint tightened his fingers around his pistol’s grip and crouched next to the SUV’s hood. He aimed his Sig Sauer 9mm pistol at one of the two assassins sprinting behind a middle-aged man. The target was struggling to stay ahead of them.

Saint knew the assassins. They were two members of his team, but they had deserted him at the most crucial moment during their mission. Moreover, the two men worked for one of the most feared assassin’s dispatchers of all time. And that man had Saint squarely in his sights. He had made a clear threat against Saint’s life. “The next time one of my assassins sees you, you will not see them. But you will feel the pain they’ll cause you. And then you’ll die.” That’s what the dispatcher had said in a chilling, bone-rattling tone.

​And Saint knew the assassins’ target as well. His name was Alexander Evanoff, and he was a former high-ranking officer of Sluzhba Vneshney Razvedki, or the SVR, which was Russia’s Foreign Intelligence Service. Saint had heard rumors that Evanoff was seen in Bratislava. According to unconfirmed reports, Evanoff had brought with him a considerable amount of Uranium-235 stolen from a nuclear plant in Ukraine. The Russian was still looking for a buyer on the black market, who could turn the uranium into a nuclear weapon.

Earlier that day, Evanoff’s phone signal had been triangulated to a safehouse in the southern outskirts of the city. That safehouse was a couple of blocks away, in a decrepit gray apartment block from Soviet times. Now Evanoff was running in that direction.

I can’t let them kill or capture Evanoff. And I also can’t let Evanoff get away. 

Saint nodded to himself and closed one eye. He aligned his Sig sights on the back of the second assassin. He was the closest to Saint and, from what he knew from the past, the leader of the two. Saint tapped the trigger and sent a bullet into the assassin’s left lower back. 

The man plunged face-first onto the asphalt street. His submachine gun fell out of his hands. The assassin tried to retrieve it, but his motions to reach for it were very slow.

Saint’s intention wasn’t to kill the man. If that were his objective, Saint would have opted for a headshot. He wanted to know the reasons why the assassins had been sent after Evanoff.

The first assassin spun around. He glanced quickly at his downed teammate, then his gaze went to Saint. The assassin stared at Saint’s pistol and seemed to make some quick calculations. The assassin’s submachine gun wasn’t aimed at Saint. It would take him just a split second to fire again and plant a bullet into the assassin’s head.

He made the right decision.

He began to lower his gun and nodded at Saint. “Okay, Saint. You win. I’m putting my gun down now.”

The assassin stretched on the asphalt let out a loud, painful groan.

“Drop it!” Saint shouted and climbed to his feet.

The assassin hesitated for an instant.

Saint kept his pistol trained at the man’s head. “I won’t ask again…” he shouted.

The assassin cursed out loudly and tossed the weapon. It dropped onto the asphalt with a distinct metal-on-concrete thud.

Saint kept his pistol aimed at the assassin’s head. “Okay, now drop to your knees. And lock your hands behind your head.”

The assassin did as he was told. He must have realized that his reluctance would only ensure the inevitable.

Next, Saint glanced at the downed assassin. He seemed to be reaching for something around his back. Saint swiftly aimed his pistol at the assassin. “Get your hand out of there. Out, or the next bullet goes through your head.”

The assassin needed no further warning. He stretched out his arms and lay back.

Saint then looked at Evanoff. The man was hobbling slightly. Earlier, as he had attempted to escape the assassins, Evanoff had jumped and slid over the hood of one of the parked cars on the side of the road. He must have sprained an ankle or at least landed badly. “Evanoff, hey, Evanoff.” Saint called to the former SVR operative. “Stop, stop. Now!”

Evanoff tried to redouble his speed.

Saint shook his head and aimed his pistol at the Russian. Then he moved his hand slightly to the left and fired a round. 

The bullet must have zipped extremely close to Evanoff’s head because the man froze. He didn’t put his arms up; he didn’t turn his head. He just stopped and stood there, as if he had turned into a slab of ice.

Saint’s eyes flitted between the two assassins and Evanoff. Saint wasn’t sure if the assassins were disarmed. He’d search them, but first, he wanted to make sure Evanoff didn’t disappear. “Evanoff!” Saint shouted at him. “Turn around, slowly. Keep your arms away from your body and walk toward me. Come on. Do it.”

Evanoff followed Saint’s order. He turned around and began to limp slowly and hesitantly.

Saint drew in a deep breath. He studied the faces of the two assassins. Their eyes were focused on him, and they seemed extremely alert. They’ll seize the moment if I’m not paying attention. That’s not going to happen.

He took a few steps to his right, positioning himself in such a way that he could see all three of them at the same time. He kept Evanoff in his field of view and advanced toward the assassin sprawled onto the street.

Loud shouts and screeching tires came from behind him. Saint wanted to look over his shoulder, but he worried the two assassins or Evanoff would make a move at that same exact moment. He bit his lip and hoped none of those shouts would turn into gunfire.

He hurried his pace as he became more aware of the bulletproof vest he was wearing. Almost instinctively, he ran his left hand over his chest. If someone opens fire, the vest should protect me. Unless they’re firing armor-piercing rounds.

Saint shrugged, then shook his head, trying not to think of that possibility. He reached the first assassin, who was still lying on his stomach. A stain of blood had formed where Saint’s bullet had struck him, a couple of inches above his waist. “Don’t move. Stay still. Very still,” Saint ordered him.

The assassin groaned but didn’t say or do anything.

Saint looked at the other assassin. He was down on his knees, and his hands were still around his head. Saint couldn’t be a hundred percent sure that the assassin’s hands were firmly clasped, but it would have to do. I hope I won’t have to find out.

Saint kept his pistol trained on the second assassin as he crouched down. He began to pat down the injured assassin without really looking at what he was doing, allowing his trained left hand to do its job. He found a Glock 45 tucked at the small of the assassin’s back. That’s what he was trying to retrieve.

Saint placed the pistol inside his waistband, then continued to pat down the lead assassin. Once Saint was convinced that the assassin was unarmed, he got up to his feet. “Stay there, and no stupid moves.”

The assassin groaned again and nodded his large head.

Evanoff was now about eight feet away from Saint, who just got up. He motioned for Evanoff to stop and stay where he was. As he did so, Saint glanced over his shoulder. A couple of old men stood about thirty yards away, watching the scene. None of them carried a weapon, at least, none that Saint could see. And they didn’t seem eager to intervene. Good, he thought. Mind your own business.

He strained his ears but heard no sirens. He nodded to himself, then ran his left hand through his blond hair that came down to the nape of his neck. Then he scratched the left side of his thick beard. He slid his aviator sunglasses with progressive lenses up to the top of his head. The abnormal curvature of his cornea from a slight astigmatism affected his vision at any distance. If he had any other job, he’d manage okay, even without glasses. But he needed to focus and couldn’t afford eye strain and blurry objects when a precise shot made all the difference between success and failure; between life and death.

Saint sprinted past Evanoff toward the second assassin and patted him down as well. He found another Glock 45 pistol and took it. Then he warned the assassin to stay as he was.

When Saint returned to Evanoff, the Russian gave him an impatient look. Evanoff was unshaved, and his full beard had more speckles of gray than black. His receding white hair made him look older than his age of fifty-five years. He jutted out his chest and inhaled deeply, his nostrils flaring. He tipped his head toward Saint. “Saint, what’s the meaning of all this?” he demanded of Saint in heavily accented English.

“We have some unfinished business, Evanoff,” Saint replied in a calm tone.

Evanoff’s lips pressed tight into a grimace. He gave Saint a frustrated shake of his head and said, “Can it wait? I was in the middle of something here…” He waved his hand toward the safehouse.

“Yes, in the middle of getting killed or worse.”

“What’s worse than dying?”

“You tell me. You used to work for the SVR.”

Evanoff smirked. He opened his mouth to reply to Saint but then shook his head. His mouth fell open, and he gave Saint a dazed look. Evanoff took a step back and began to raise his arms slowly.

Saint understood what was going on. He spun on his heels and aimed the pistol at two gunmen dressed in black suits. However, they had already trained their rifles on Saint’s head. One of the gunmen, the tallest of the two, whom Saint recognized, took a step forward. He grinned at Saint and said in a voice full of self-satisfaction, “Xavier Saint, you’re the last person I was expecting to see here. Now, put that gun away before you get hurt…”
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​Chapter Two

 

 

Southern Outskirts

Bratislava, Slovakia

 

Saint drew in a deep breath as a frown creased his forehead. His pistol was still aimed at the gunman. “Harold Long. What are you doing here?” he said in an annoyed tone that made it clear he wasn’t really looking for an answer. 

“I was about to ask you the same question,” Long replied in a gruff tone. He kept his rifle trained on Saint’s head. The rifle’s metal butt was placed firmly against the crux of his shoulder. “The boss wants to talk to you, both of you.” He tipped his head toward Evanoff.

“Why? What does he want?”

Long shrugged. “Don’t know; don’t care. He asked for you; I’m taking you in.”

Saint looked quickly over his shoulder. Evanoff and the two assassins hadn’t made any moves. Saint kept them in his peripheral vision as he turned his head and said, “Can it wait? I’m quite busy here—”

Long shook his head. “Can’t wait. But they can come with us.” He cocked his head toward the other gunman and gestured for him to make a call.

The gunman nodded and lowered his rifle. He tapped his earpiece and whispered a few words Saint didn’t hear. Almost instantly, a black Toyota SUV shot out of an alley to their right. The driver stopped about ten feet behind the gunmen.

Long cocked his head toward the Toyota. “We’ve got to go.”

“Fine.” Saint lowered his Sig pistol and sighed. “But I’m keeping my guns.”

“Fine by me.” Long shrugged. “Help me cuff them.” He turned to his partner and said, “Get the trauma kit and patch him up. Don’t want him to bleed on the seat.”

Long tossed Saint a pair of zip ties. “I’ve got Evanoff.”

Evanoff shook his head and took a couple of steps back. “It’s a trap, Saint. An ambush. They’re going to kill us both.”

“Shut up,” Long shouted at Evanoff. “Nobody asked you.”

Saint twisted Evanoff’s arms behind his back. “Do you know what he wants?” he whispered into the Russian’s ear.

“Yes.” He nodded. “We had a deal that went bad.”

“And why are Neymar’s goons chasing you?”

“Who’s Neymar?”

“You really don’t know?”

“Never heard the name. Which means they’re here for you.”

“They were chasing you, not me.”

Evanoff shrugged. “Maybe they were coming after me so they could get to you.”

Saint thought a moment about that, but before he could reply, Long said, “Let’s go. We’re just two minutes out from the safehouse.” He pushed the assassin in front of him.

Saint marched Evanoff toward the SUV, while the driver and Long’s partner finished placing a strip of adhesive tape over large pads fastened to the wounded assassin’s back. He helped the assassin up, then ushered him to the Toyota and shoved him, along with the other assassin and Evanoff, in the third row of seats.

They backed into the same alley, then turned left. They came to an intersection, and the driver made a right turn, going in the opposite direction of Evanoff’s safehouse. Saint’s eyes turned into small slits. He peered at Long, sitting in the front passenger seat, as the man ran a hand through his curly, shoulder-length black hair. “Where is it?”

“I told you: two minutes out.”

“Yes, but in which direction?”

“Does it matter?”

“Yes, so we can be prepared.”

Long raised an eyebrow. “For what?” he asked in an incredulous tone.

“Another attack.” He motioned with his hand to the assassins in the third row of seats. “They know where we’re going.”

Long turned to his partner sitting behind the driver. “Get rid of their phones.”

“But we need to know who they are and what they want.”

“I know who they are,” Saint said. “I’ll explain that to your boss.”

Long’s partner shook his large, bald head, but did as he was told. He rummaged through the assassins’ pockets, found their phones, and tossed them out the window.

The driver rounded a couple of turns, then stopped in front of a decrepit Soviet-era, block-shaped building, which looked exactly like about a dozen or so in the area. A two-lane street led to the apartment complex entrance. The street was quiet. Not one soul walking or driving this late in the morning.

“We’re here.” Long cocked his head toward the entrance. “Second floor.”

They stepped out of the Toyota and climbed the broken, uneven stairs. The apartment hallway was dark and dingy. However, the apartment’s door was solid iron and painted black. Long knocked a code on the door, two quick knocks, followed by a pause, and a third knock.

The door opened immediately with a loud creak. A man wearing a brown button-down shirt and blue jeans appeared in the doorway holding a pistol muzzle down. “Hello, Saint,” he said in a warm but measured tone. “Come in.”

Saint recognized him as Robert “Robin” Smith. Robin was in his early fifties, with a receding hairline that he kept hidden underneath a flat, blue tweed cap he wore almost all the time. Ashen hair had grown longer around his temples and at the back of his thick neck. Dark circles had formed around his deep-set brown eyes.

He had been an assassin until he was shot in the thigh three years ago during a botched kill. He had reinvented himself mainly as a forger of passports and documents. Robin had a vast network of assets, connections, and sources, which he used to provide his clients various illicit goods and services.

Robin and Saint had long played a game of reciprocal favors for one another, but recently, he had double-crossed Saint. Twice. Saint had forgiven Robin the first time. However, Saint had no knowledge of Robin’s second betrayal, and Robin hoped he never would.

Saint held Robin’s gaze for a brief moment, then shook his head. “Did you have to drag me here at gunpoint?”

Robin lowered his black-framed glasses and glanced at Saint with a dull look in his eyes. He sighed and shook his head. “It had to be done that way. With Evanoff and the assassins in the picture… But come in, and we’ll have a chat. I’ll explain everything.”

Saint nodded. “Yes, you disappeared into thin air in—”

“We’ll talk about it in private. And I’ll answer all your questions.” Robin stepped to the side and gestured with his hand holding the pistol. “Get inside now.” His strong voice was almost an order.

Saint stepped inside the dim and narrow empty hall. The walls were painted a light blue, but there were no pictures hanging on the walls. The floor was greyish tiles that gave off a clinical, unwelcoming vibe.

The small living room had just a couple of beige armchairs, a glass-top coffee table, and two mismatched straight back chairs. A TV was hanging on the wall, between two small windows with iron bars. The entrance to the kitchen was to the left, behind a beige curtain.

Saint stood in the middle of the living room and looked at Robin, who limped in and gestured toward the armchair opposite the window. “Take a seat. They’ll be in the other room, so we can chat in private. Coffee?” He stepped closer to the kitchen.

“No. Just tell me why I’m here. And what happened that made you disappear…”

Robin pursed back his lips and shrugged at Saint. “Fine, let’s get down to business then.” He glanced at the hall. There was no one there, and no noises came from the other room. Still, Robin closed the door and sat in the other armchair across from Saint. “I’m sure you know about the shooting at my bakery in Germany.”

Saint nodded. He had read the police reports about the gunfire exchange at The Gold Bakery in Munich. However, the police still didn’t have any leads. “Who was it?”

“Lootah’s lackeys.” Robin spat out his words, referring to Khalid Shaheen Lootah. 

He had been one of the assassin’s liaisons organizing contract killings throughout the Middle East and beyond. Saint had eliminated him in a brutal takedown. He planned to do the same to the remaining five liaisons who had established the network of assassins targeting innocents for their own personal or business interests.

Robin continued, “They kidnapped me and wanted to put me into a trunk and take me to Montenegro, Budva. Can you imagine what they were looking for?” Robin said in a dry voice.

“Yes. But you didn’t give them any intel, did you?” Saint asked, accusation lacing his voice.

“Would they have done this to me if I had told them?” Robin replied in a tone of protest. He turned his head to the side and showed Saint the right side of his face. A long scar ran along his ear and went down to his throat, almost at his Adam’s apple. “Plus three broken ribs and the limp.” He dropped his eyes to his leg.

Saint wanted to say that considering his previous betrayal, it was reasonable for him to have doubts. And Robin’s wounds weren’t conclusive evidence. He could have gotten them in a number of ways. Moreover, the fact that Robin was tortured didn’t mean that he didn’t give up Saint or his secrets.

“Okay, so how did you escape?” 

Robin’s lips curled into a gentle, almost wistful smile. “They beat me within an inch of my life but didn’t break me. I promised one of the guards—a young, naïve one—a million dollars to let me go.”

Saint whistled. “And he fell for it?”

Robin snorted. “Headfirst. I convinced him to cut off the zip ties and hand me a knife. I’d eliminate the other guard, to make my escape more credible.”

Saint frowned. “And you killed them both.”

Robin winked. “Great plan, right? They had it coming.” He winced and ran his hand over his chest. “The pain they caused me. Agonizing.” His eyes crinkled at the edges.

He was telling Saint only one part of the truth and not the good one. The escape details were accurate but what Robin was leaving out was the most damaging truth. He had betrayed Saint again.

Lootah’s henchmen had used “creative interrogation techniques,” forcing Robin to sing like a canary. He admitted to sending someone to the American Clinic in Budva to look for Saint’s friend. He also told the torturers that Saint was looking for a doctor in Budva, who had suddenly disappeared without a trace. Last, Robin had explained that he had provided Saint an Australian passport. Saint was planning to leave Europe, but Robin didn’t know the destination.

Saint shifted uncomfortably in his armchair and said, “Okay, so you escaped. Why didn’t you make contact?”

Robin didn’t answer right away. “I was on the run, Saint. I needed to lie low for a while, until things cooled off. I also didn’t know whom I could trust. I never learned how Lootah’s men found me,” he said in a tone full of regret.

Saint held Robin’s gaze for a long moment. He was saying all the right words, with the right emotion and was coming across as genuine. However, Saint had a nagging feeling at the pit of his stomach that something was going on. Something doesn’t feel right. Even if he’s not lying to me, he’s not telling me the whole truth.

“I was counting on you, Robin, to help me.”

“I know, Saint, and I’m sorry. But I couldn’t control what happened. And I had no way of helping you while I didn’t know whom I could trust.” His voice grew louder and insistent.

Saint nodded and waved a dismissive hand. There was no point in arguing about the past. Whatever happened, happened. He sighed and leaned forward. “Well, that brings us to now. Why did you come after me? And what are you doing in Bratislava?”

Robin’s thin lips formed a tiny smile. “I had a deal with our Russian friend, Mr. Evanoff.”

“A deal involving stolen Uranium-235?”

Robin spread out his arms. “Uh, stolen comes with so much unnecessary judgment. I prefer ‘strategically acquired.’”

Saint rolled his eyes. “Fine, so you want this nuclear material. Why?”

“I have a buyer.”

“Who?”

“No one you know.”

“Try me.”

Robin shook his head. “It doesn’t matter who the buyer is. What matters is that Evanoff broke off the deal.”

Saint peered deep into Robin’s eyes. “Is it because he learned of the buyer?”

“Could be. If that was the case, he didn’t say. The Russian wanted more money.”

“How much more?”

“Double the initial price. I refused, so he decided to disappear.”

“And you couldn’t let that happen?”

“Of course not. I have a reputation to maintain. Plus, I’ve already paid down a deposit.”

“I still don’t understand how I fit into this love/hate affair between the two of you.”

“I knew you had some unfinished business with Evanoff and that you were in town.”

“How did you learn that?”

“It’s my job to know.” Robin waved off a dismissive hand. “And I owed you one because I let you down. So I thought I’d catch Evanoff and hand him over to you, so that you can finish off whatever it is.”

Saint nodded. “It has to do with the uranium.”

“Really? Are you going to tell me it’s yours?”

“No, but it’s not yours either.”

“I’ve already paid for it, and Evanoff went back on his word.”

“Where is it now?”

“Not sure. That’s why we have Evanoff.” Robin cocked his head toward the door. “It’s time we ask him.”

“One more thing: Neymar’s men. Is it a coincidence they arrived at the scene at the right time, when Evanoff was trying to escape from you?”

Robin nodded slowly. Gabriel Neymar was the boss of the Latin American network of assassins and the next person on Saint’s list of liaisons to be eliminated. “You’re right, Saint. It’s not a coincidence. I know Neymar is still looking for you. And I know you can take care of yourself, but still, I wanted to help.”

“Because you’re a generous guy.”

Robin either didn’t notice Saint’s sarcasm or decided to let it slide. “Because we’re friends,” he said slowly in a measured tone. “I tricked them to go after Evanoff; told them he was working with you. If they found Evanoff, he’d lead them to you. I got them off your back, at least for a while. And they helped me, in a way, find and capture Evanoff.” His voice took a tone of self-satisfaction.

Saint nodded at Robin’s grinning face. He truly knew how to manipulate people and events to his advantage. “Makes sense,” Saint said quietly. “But I’m not sure the uranium is in Bratislava.”

“It doesn’t matter where it is. One way or another, he’ll tell us where it is. We’ll make him.” His voice turned cold, emotionless, and razor-sharp.
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Chapter Three

 

 

Robin’s Safehouse

Southern Outskirts

Bratislava, Slovakia

 

“I don’t care where your intel came from,” Evanoff said in a huff. He glared at Robin, then turned to Saint. “You know I’m not stupid to bring the stash with me. And we hadn’t concluded the deal. We were still in nego—”

“You took my deposit, then you doubled the price.” Robin wagged a finger at Evanoff.

“Circumstances changed. I have to pay more to get the shipment across—”

“That’s your problem.” Robin cut him off.

Evanoff shook his head. “We can’t do business if you’re—”

“We’re no longer in business. Hand over the uranium, or your death will be extremely painful.”

“Woah, woah, woah, not so fast!” Saint said in a loud voice. “I want to hear his side of the story.” He eyed Evanoff, who was standing by the window, at roughly the same distance from Saint and Robin. “Why did you change your mind? You pocketed the money from Robin and promised him the material. What happened?”

Evanoff sighed and rubbed his chin. He tightened his jaw, then exhaled heavily. “We hadn’t agreed on a final price, although I did promise Mr. Smith that he’d be receiving the shipment barring any unforeseen circumstances. You must remember that?” Evanoff turned to Robin and took a step closer to him. “I can show you the messages we exchanged. I told you specifically about unforeseen—”

“Yes, yes, you did.” Robin cut him off with an impatient hand gesture for Evanoff to move along. “But doubling the price isn’t unforeseen. It’s greed.”

Evanoff opened his mouth, but Saint said, “You have another client, don’t you?”

The Russian didn’t reply right away. “I might. It’s still in the negotiating stage—”

“Russian snake.” Robin blurted out. “Everything is in negotiation with you.”

“The buyer,” Saint said in a firm voice. “Who is it?”

“I’ve promised not to tell.” Evanoff shook his head and looked down at the floor.

“Break that promise. Like you broke the promise to me,” Robin shouted.

“Who is it?” Saint asked again.

Evanoff hesitated another long moment. He furrowed his eyebrows, while his lips were pressed together in a tight line. He shifted his body weight from one leg to the other, before saying, “I’ll be in so much trouble if I tell you—”

“You’re already in so much trouble.” Saint jumped to his feet. “If you don’t tell us the truth, the whole truth, right now, then I’ll hand you over to Robin. He’ll pry the truth—and the nuclear material—out of you. You understand me?”

“I’ll do it with a lot of pleasure,” Robin said in a cutting voice and gave Evanoff an unblinking, piercing look.

Evanoff’s eyes flitted from Saint’s face to the floor to Robin’s face. He turned around and shook his head, while running both his hands through his hair. Then he cursed out loud and turned around. “Fine, fine, okay. They’ll kill me for this, especially if I don’t deliver them the uranium.”

“Who are they?” Saint asked.

Evanoff looked at Saint and said, “It’s the new government of Syria.”

“What? No way!” Robin said and stood up. He pointed at Evanoff with a stretched arm and shouted, “You’re lying, you scumbag!”

“Why would I do that?” Evanoff shrugged. “You asked for the truth; I’m telling you the truth.”

Robin stepped closer to Evanoff, but Saint got between them. “Calm down.” He put his right hand toward Robin, to stop him from getting any closer and turned to Evanoff. “We need to see the evidence, proof to back up your claim.”

“Of course. My phone has the exchange of messages. It’s clear, and it’s all there.”

“Why does the Syrian government want uranium?” Robin asked.

“Isn’t it obvious? To make a nuclear bomb,” Evanoff replied.

Robin gave Evanoff a sharp, predatory gaze. “I know that. What I’m asking is why now? They’re just getting back into the West’s good graces. Why would they jeopardize everything by wanting a nuclear bomb?”

Saint nodded. “Yes, and wait until Israel finds out about it.”

Evanoff sighed and leaned closer to Saint. “I inquired about it, and this is what I was told in plain terms: Two reasons. First, stronger deterrence. Second, better relationship with Iran.”

“Who’s your contact?”
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