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			Dedication

			
		
    When 38 Indian soldiers were shot dead in spite of wearing bullet proof vests and another 49 in critical condition during an anti-Naxal operation on 30th June 2022 in west Singhbhum distict in Jharkhand, Diwakar Srivastav, the Deputy Director of Indian Intelligence Bureau is forced to recall back a self-retired agent Younas Khan, the 54-year-old Executive Chef with The Royal Oak Resorts in Netrahaat, a picturesque hill station in the state of Jharkhand.
As the chef with his uncanny ability and razor-sharp gut instincts reactivates his old informers, stumbles upon a plan that can be summed up in one word, mind blowing.
Making Isreal go to war on October 7.
As the rest of intelligence agencies across the world and MI 6 go on overdrive to locate the mastermind who goes by the name of The Chameleon, the chef slowly realizes that his past is somehow linked to the Chameleon. 
One Decision. One Act
All done in the larger interests of national security.
Till one day, it returns back to take its vengeance.
A gripping thriller which gets you hooked from Chapter 1.
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All done in the larger interests of national security.
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Chapter 1
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March 18 2022

2528 km from New Delhi, just outside the fringes of the Kachin rain forests on the Mizoram – Manipur sector, Partha Munda, a forty three year old tribal, short at 5ft 4 inches weighing around 62 kg with a small potbelly that resembled that of his old girlfriend who was just around twenty three years when he got bored of her, was staring at the bright moon smoking a beedi while he sat outside answering the call of nature. His shack, where he, along with his wife and three kids were living was just less than a kilometer away.

He was lost deep in thought about his new twenty-two-year-old young girlfriend from the neighboring village when all of a sudden, he heard a big sound. It was already past midnight, as he got up half way in the process and stumbled out half-drunk while he pulled back his shorts.

As he began running towards his hut, he heard the sounds of a helicopter a few hundred feet away. He turned around and saw the helicopter lowering huge wooden crates. The sight was enough to knock out all the country liquor he had consumed a few hours back. He began running towards the sight and stopped fifty feet away as he hid behind some bushes. He was amazed to see almost seven to eight men dressed in army uniforms but what shocked him was that they spoke a foreign language. He knew Hindi, though just a smattering, but this language was not Hindi or Assamese, it was some other foreign language. Hailing from a remote tribal area and being used to living in the dark without electricity, he could make out faces and it was obvious to Partha Munda that these people were not Indians but seemed to be more like Chinese.

A few minutes later, two trucks moved in and two crates were loaded on to them.

Ten minutes later the trucks drove off and the Chinese men climbed back on to the helicopter as it disappeared into the night.

Partha Munda slapped himself a few times just to make sure what he saw was real and not just an imagination.

He walked back to his hut confused.
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Chapter 2
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March 20 2022

The Royal Oak Resorts

Netrahaat

Jharkhand

“Sir,” said the kitchen steward Vinod Saha, as he knocked on the door of the Executive Chef Younus Khan’s cabin.

Younus looked up from his laptop at Vinod.

“Yeah, Vinod?” said the chef in a gentle yet a firm tone.

“Sir, the wedding party’s coordinator Mr. Sharma is here to meet you.” answered Vinod.

Younus looked at Vinod and frowned his eyebrows out of concern.

“Did anything go wrong yesterday, Vinod. I really hope you guys didn’t screw things up.” asked chef Younus.

“No chef, all went very smoothly. It was a cake walk.” answered Vinod looking at the chef.

“I hope so. Send him in, Vinod.” said the chef as he went back to searching the net for some soulful English songs.

Chef Younas Khan was around fifty-four, standing tall at almost 5ft 11 and half and weighing around 82 kg, he maintained a well-built figure with regular early morning or late-night jogs depending on his schedule. He was fair and what stood out was his salt & pepper short hair with a relatively thick moustache of the same color which made many people ask him if he was from the army or the air force. A question which he generally answered with a casual smile. His dark brown eyes reflected a man with a lot of compassion which he used to his advantage.

As Mr. Sharma walked in wearing a jeans and black T Shirt which clearly couldn’t hide the massive belly of the short bald-headed man, Younus stood up, wearing his face mask and said, “Sharma sir, you could have just called me. I would have come and met you at the lounge or at your cottage.” lied the chef with a big smile.

“Well chef, I wanted to meet you personally.” said Mr. Sharma

“Is there any issue Sharma sir?” enquired chef Younus in a very concerned tone.

“Arre no chef. Everything was par excellence. You and your team did an excellent job. All our guests had a great time and the food was, what can I say, awesome.” said Mr. Sharma as he put his hand into his jeans pocket and took out an envelope. A rather very thick envelope.

The kitchen steward Vinod Saha was 5ft 9, hailed from Bihar and born into a family of hoteliers who had eight restaurants across Bihar. Vinod was the grandson of the erstwhile Jaikishan Saha who founded the famous Rani Rasoi, a chain of restaurants situated on the highways of Bihar which catered to authentic veg and non veg delicacies. 

Vinod was undergoing training under Younas at the behest of his father who had been a colleague of Younas Khan at the Delhi Institute of Hotel Management and Catering a few decades back.

Vinod who had positioned himself behind the main kitchen counter marinating the chicken pieces for the evening barbecue was watching what Sharma sir was doing inside the chef’s cabin. He saw the cover and just for
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