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      Every killer wants an exit. He just wants a mic! Nick "Falcon" Carraway (his real name is Nicolas Sinclair) is a burned-out CIA assassin with a secret passion… for lounge singing and the Great American Songbook (Gershwin, Mercer, Porter, Berlin). He’s lured into one final mission in his favorite city of Amsterdam—eliminate a terrorist leader before he unleashes a Bio/Cyber-attack that will make 9/11 look like a walk in the park. With a codename of 'Falcon', the only thing bigger than his voice is his ego! He’s a contract killer who thinks he’s Frank Sinatra, with a smoky saloon crooner’s voice and a soul filled with regrets.

      He’s been sent to keep an eye on an agency project called 'The Amsterdam Protocol', a deep black cyber-operation meant to expose international terror funding. He is to ID terrorists with full authorization to eliminate them on the spot. And he had. But with collateral that could bring down governments, his gig was noir-tinted Amsterdam drenched in shadows and jazz, with scenes in smoke-filled clubs, misty canals, red-light alleys, scarcely dressed young women and glitzy embassy parties. Its European elegance meets Yankee spy grit. For Carraway music is his salvation in a world of violence as he balances the cost of duty verses his yearning for freedom…and music.

      He dreams of leaving the Agency one day soon to become a cabaret singer. But the Agency isn’t playing the same tune, and it isn’t done with him—neither is the war on terror. His last job was supposed to buy him freedom. Instead, it bought him a front-row seat to the possible end of the world. Wishing one final performance before the curtain falls, Carraway has the voice of an angel but the jaded past of a veteran spy.

      He kills in silence. He dreams in song. But in Amsterdam he finds that every secret has a verse—and every mission has a chorus. Nick is one of the CIA’s sharpest weapons—until he tried to walk away from it all. Haunted by the lives he’s taken, he retreats into the only thing that ever made him feel whole: the music. With money tight, he takes one last assignment so he can leave the 'community; forever. With a voice like smoke and velvet and a heart full of regret, his dream of singing in a cabaret lounge far from blood and bullets is a long shot at best and the Agency isn’t done with him. Not yet.

      His final mission? Track and eliminate a terrorist mastermind before he unleashes a combination Bio and Cyber-attack that could cripple the world. The catch? The target is hiding in Amsterdam’s underground jazz scene, and Nick must perform to stay close. By day, he hunts. At night, he sings. And somewhere in between, he falls for the beautiful pianist at one of the most popular jazz joints. She may not be what she seems and with time running out, he finds himself trapped in a deadly duet where every note could be his last.

      He’s proven he is a good man with a gun. He’d killed before. Clean. Quiet. Efficient. Remorseless. But never in a suit this nice. Never in a tux. CIA contract killer Nick Sinclair— Nick 'Falcon' Carraway aka 'Nico'—adjusted his cufflink with one hand and silenced a man with the other. A suppressed pop sounded in the Marrakesh heat. The kind of sound that vanished before it registered. No screams. Just heavy breaths… and then none. The alley was still. Sunlight slashed through the gaps between buildings, carving molten lines across the stone. The man he’d dropped lay still. His eyes say something darker. His wallet and passport said 'Diplomat' but Nick knew better. He took the drive from the man’s coat pocket, slipped it into the courier’s still-warm hand, snapped a photo, and texted it.  'FALCON DELIVERS!’

      Ten seconds later, the reply blinked across the burner: DRINK ONE FOR ME!

      That was Meeks… always; bone-dry, efficient, and never in the field. She was the voice in his ear when things went loud, the name on the files he was never supposed to read. She never asked how he felt. She did not care. At all. That wasn’t in the job description. And honestly? He was glad. Because if someone asked him how he felt right now—kneeling in blood in a thousand-dollar tuxedo—he might not stop talking.

      Two hours later, he was onstage at the popular nightclub 'Eden Rouge', a cabaret tucked behind a spice market and hidden under twenty years of cigarette smoke. The place smelled like old bourbon and broken hearts. The mic squeaked as he stepped up. The crowd—half tourists, half locals, half people pretending to be both—barely looked up.The pianist was Tunisian. Good ear. Terrible memory.

      Nick nodded. "Fly Me to the Moon," he said softly. The music started. And for four minutes, he wasn’t a ghost. He was a goddamn star! After the show, he sat at the bar and watched a ceiling fan limp through another revolution. His hands trembled slightly. Not from the kill. From the performance. It always hit harder afterward. Not the death. The music. The bartender slid him a double of something unpronounceable.

      “You sing like a man who’s lost everything,” she said.

      Nick sipped, shrugged and chuckled. “No I sing like a man who had something once. And forgot what it was!” She didn’t ask more. He appreciated that.
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      Back at the hotel, he stripped off the tux, folded it with military precision, and laid it over the chair. Sat on the edge of the bed. Rubbed his eyes. Then he opened the drawer. Inside: a passport, five SIM cards, and a napkin from the Tropicana Club in Havana. A signature in lipstick across the corner.

      “Don’t die with your music still in you.” He laughed. Quiet. Bitter. It was too late for that. He picked up the phone.

      “Meeks?”

      “No pleasantries?” she asked. 

      “I’m out,” he said getting right to the point.

      There was a long uncomfortable pause.

      “Is that so?” she said.

      “I did the job. I got the data. And then I brought a room full of strangers to their knees with a B-side from 1964. That’s my last act.”

      “Nick—” she started.

      “No. Don’t use the name. Not now. Not if you’re going to argue,” he said.

      There was a long silence.

      “You know the rules, Falcon. You don’t retire. You… vanish.”

      “I’m okay with that," he responded.

      “Is that what you want?” she asked. “To disappear?”

      Nick stared at the city lights bleeding through the red curtains.

      “Lady, I just want to sing,” he said. “Every night. For people who don’t know who I am. I want applause. Not aftermath or drama.” Another pause. Then he said: “Give me a week!” Click. He dropped the phone into a glass of water and watched the bubbles rise.

      Six years earlier, he’d been in a different uniform. Desert Camo. Dust in his lungs. Heat in his bones. USAF Special Forces. Qatar. Then Jordan. Then places that didn’t make the news. He was good. Too good. Which made him useful. Which made him visible. They spotted him during an extraction op in Al-Karak. Three hostages out. No casualties. One bullet. One dead warlord. The CIA didn’t send a recruiter. They sent a pianist!

      He met the pianist in a concrete mess hall at the USAF Rammstein Air Force Base in Germany. The man didn’t give a name. He just played. Nick recognized the tune—“Someone to Watch Over Me”—and sat in silence while the man struck each note like it owed him something. When the final chord hung in the air, the pianist looked at him. “You hear it?” he asked.

      Nick nodded. “It’s not what you’re playing. It’s what you’re not!" That was enough. He was in. They played a few gigs here and there while be trained in the day.. he’d sing at night. The best of both worlds?

      The spy training wasn’t hard. Not for someone who’d already buried most of his conscience out in the desert. But the rules were different. No patches. No dog tags. No medals. Just burner phones, off-the-books flights, and targets you didn’t ask too many questions about. And always the same pattern: Land. Kill. Vanish. Sing. They learned about the singing by accident. In Jakarta, he slipped into a dive bar after an op and sang a Roy Orbison cover that left half the room sobbing. Next morning, the mission handler joked about it in the debrief. Nick didn’t laugh. So they started using his music endeavors in the missions. “Good cover,” they said. But it was more than that.

      It was camouflaged with melody. Shadow work in A minor. His voice became his passport. His rhythm—his freedom. Until it wasn’t. Until it started to feel like the songs were what was real… and the killing was the lie. The first time he tried to quit, they laughed. The second time, Assistant Director of Operations Meeks came to visit him in Zurich. He was singing Cole Porter tunes in a club full of drunk watchmakers and ex-Mossad retirees when she sat down at the bar, ordered a vermouth, and said, “You’ve got six more jobs, Falcon. Do them. Then we’ll talk.” He’d nodded. What choice did he have? But he never forgot the way her fingers tapped the glass during his encore—like she was counting time not in beats, but in bodies.

      Now, in Marrakesh, Morocco, the blood had dried beneath his nails, and the applause was already fading from his memory. He packed a single bag. Passport. Cash. A USB drive. A lyric notebook he’d started on a napkin in Istanbul and hadn’t finished. He checked out with a fake name, left a ten-euro tip on the minibar, and took a red-eye to Lisbon, Portugal. That’s where the man said he could start over.

      Lisbon. A city with old music and short memories. A place with shadows wide enough to hide in and bars small enough to sing in without raising alarms. The flight was empty. He didn’t sleep. He scribbled song titles for the set list on the back of the boarding pass:

      
        
        Here’s That Rainy Day

        In the Wee Small Hours

        Lady is a Tramp

        The Thrill Is Gone

        One for My Baby

        If I Ruled the World

      

      

      And by the time they landed, he’d added one more: 'Nocturne in Blood’. At the terminal, a man in a wrinkled linen suit handed him a guitar case.

      “No strings,” he said. “You bring those yourself.”

      Nick nodded. Took it. Walked into the Portuguese morning. No fanfare. No flags. Just footsteps on cobblestones and the sound of seagulls crying like broken trumpets overhead. In a quiet neighborhood tucked off the Tagus River, he found a bar called Clube Azul. No stage. No crowd. Just a woman behind the counter and a piano that hadn’t been played in weeks.

      “You hiring?” he asked.

      She didn’t answer. Just pointed to the mic stand. That night, he sang for nobody. And it was the first time in a long time that he felt free.
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            CURTAIN UP, GUN OUT

          

        

      

    

    
      Nick Sinclair didn’t join the Air Force to kill people. At least, not at first. He was seventeen when he walked into the recruiter’s office outside Tulsa, Oklahoma—cheekbones sharp, jeans frayed, a mouth full of questions and a future full of nothing. His father had left when he was twelve, his mother barely held it together with part-time shifts at a truck stop diner, and Nick was already smart enough to know he didn’t want to end up flipping hash-browns or stocking shelves. He wanted out. Not glory. Not medals. Escape. The Air Force offered a way to do it with purpose.

      It didn’t take long for someone to notice him. First in his class at BMT. A sharp shooter. Cool under pressure. Quick thinker. Didn’t rattle. Didn’t question. Just locked in, eyes like steel, pulse like a metronome. They moved him into Special Tactics. Then into the para-rescue pipeline, then beyond even that. By the time he was twenty-four, Nick wasn’t just another guy in camouflage. He was a ghost…. a spook… and headed to be a full blown agency spy.

      Afghanistan, 2010

      The war was in full grind mode—half-forgotten by the media, still very real for the boots in the dust. Nick had been on his sixth deployment, embedded with a joint task force in Kunar Province. The terrain was unforgiving—high mountain passes, valleys that funneled ambushes, and villages that looked peaceful until they weren’t.

      His job wasn’t to win hearts and minds. His job was to make sure no one came home in a bag. At least his guys. He moved through the world like a shadow. HALO jumps into blacked-out terrain. Laser-designating high-value targets. Humping a .300 Win Mag through mountain scrub for five miles without making a sound. No beard. No insignia. Just a kill book and a silencer. It was during an operation known as “Night Mantis” that everything shifted. They were targeting a mid-level Taliban financier—code name 'Gull.' Intel said he moved like he was invisible. Their informant placed him at a remote compound for a two-day wedding. Nick’s team was sent in for reconnaissance. At least, that’s what they were told.

      The op went sideways at 0200 hours. IEDs took out the Humvee convoy on the way in. Two dead, one critical. Radio chatter fell apart. Then came the RPGs—arcing streaks of fire against the stars. They took cover in an irrigation ditch, bullets tearing the night in half. That’s when Nick saw him.

      Not 'Gull’—but a runner. A spotter with a sat phone and a pistol, sprinting up a ridge toward a second compound. If he got there, they’d lose any shot at extraction. Worse—they’d get boxed in. The rules said wait for permission. The rules said don’t engage alone. Nick broke both. He took off up the ridge, boots cutting into shale, lungs burning, rifle low and tight against his side. The runner was fast, but sloppy—glancing over his shoulder, dropping a magazine. Nick closed the distance in seconds.
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      He didn’t shout. He didn’t warn. He just raised the M4 and squeezed. Three shots. Center mass. One burst of red. One broken body hitting rock. Nick stood over the man—his first real, unconfirmed, unsanctioned kill. Blood was leaking into the soil like something holy. His hands didn’t shake. His stomach didn’t turn. It felt right. Not righteous. Not patriotic. Just… clean.

      Later, back at the forward base, the CO screamed at him for disobeying orders. But the intel from the runner’s sat phone cracked open a regional comms network. A month later, the task force rolled up six bomb makers and a foreign operative linked to Tehran.

      The brass didn’t pin him with a medal. But they did slide a black envelope across the table. Inside: a card. Just one word stamped in silver foil: ARCHER. The program didn’t exist, at least not on paper. It was the whispered edge of Joint Special Operations Command—built for asymmetric warfare, deniable assassinations, and psychological manipulation in hostile zones. Navy SEALs were famous. Green Berets were legends. ARCHERs were invisible. Nick took the deal without blinking.

      They trained him at a forward operating base (FOB) that didn’t have a name. He learned six ways to kill with a shoelace, how to make a garrote out of dental floss, how to ghost through infrared sweeps and trigger EMP bursts with jury-rigged microwave parts. More importantly, they rewired the way he thought.

      “You’re not here to win wars,” his handler told him. “You’re here to make sure no one else ever can.”

      The first sanctioned kill was in Helmand—an insurgent commander who moonlit as a UN translator. Nick put two in his heart and disappeared before the man’s tea went cold.

      The next was in Jalalabad. Then Fallujah. Then Sana’a. He moved across continents like wind through a crack.

      And with each kill, the gap inside him widened. Not with guilt. With satisfaction. There was a purity to it. The silence. The control. The way a target’s eyes widened just before they dropped, like they knew—not that they were dying, but that they’d been chosen.

      Nick didn’t drink. Didn’t pray. Didn’t talk much. But when he closed his eyes, he heard the sound of a suppressed shot and felt peace.

      Years later, after he was recruited into CIA Special Activities Division as a 'wet’ contractor, they made his file available to a senior analyst for review.

      The note she scribbled at the top of the dossier read:

      “Subject displays classic psychiatric signs of compartmentalization, extreme pattern focus, and emotional suppression. Shows no signs of trauma-related inhibition. Possibly sociopathic.”

      “He’s either broken—or perfect for this!” they said.

      But Nick knew the truth. He wasn’t a psychopath. He just finally found a job, besides music, that he was very good at. Besides these were all bad men he would rationalize.

      And once you get good at killing, the real problem is trying to find anything else that comes close. For him there was only one other thing…

      Nick stood in the shadow of the Bahia Palace archway, watching the sun stretch long fingers of gold over Marrakesh. His suit—a bespoke number from Milan, black with a midnight-blue shimmer—looked like it belonged on a stage.

      It didn’t. Not today. Today, it was camouflage. He wasn’t supposed to be here. Not according to any official record. The man he was here for, Hadi Malouf, wasn’t supposed to exist either. On paper, he was a cultural attaché. In reality, Malouf was the middleman for a shell company funneling crypto to a terror network trying to launch simultaneous cyber-attacks across three continents. The Agency didn’t want a trial. They wanted closure.

      Nick checked his watch. 14:47. Target should be exiting the side door of the hotel in three minutes. He ran his fingers over the neck of the guitar case beside him. Inside was a false-bottomed rig: collapsible rifle, noise-dampened suppressor, and a modified sighting module linked to his contact lens. It was silent tech. New. The kind the Agency only gave to ghosts like Nick—operatives too useful to fire and too dangerous to promote. Movement. He exhaled once. The door creaked open. A man in a gray suit and dark sunglasses stepped out. Lean, early fifties, average build. Holding a phone to his ear, walking slowly.

      Malouf. Nick moved. Four steps to the right. Behind a cart selling mint tea. One knee down. Case open. Rifle up. Click. Sight. Wind: negligible. Distance: 93 meters. Pulse: 67 BPM. Trigger. The suppressed shot was swallowed by the street noise. Malouf fell with the elegance of a man slipping into sleep. A woman screamed, but Nick was already gone.

      An hour later, he was at Club Zerzura, sipping from a tall glass of gin and bitter lemon. The inside was cool, dim, and full of shadows pretending to be people. He’d left the guitar case in a trash pile near the souk. He knew it would be gone within minutes. Marrakesh was good at making things vanish. The bartender recognized him.

      “Back again, Mister Singer?”

      Nick nodded. “If you’ll have me.”

      The man grinned. “You pay, I listen.”

      The pianist that night was an old man with eyes like dusty marbles. He played standards from memory and kept a bottle of arak under the bench.

      Nick stepped onto the stage. The mic was older than the piano. He tapped it. “This one’s for anyone who’s ever needed a second chance,” he said.
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      Then he sang “The Way You Look Tonight.”

      By the bridge, two women were crying. By the end, no one clapped. They were too stunned. That was how he liked it. Later, the bar owner handed him an envelope. “Came for you this morning.” Inside was a note.

      He didn’t bother to curse. He just went upstairs, laid on the mattress, and stared at the ceiling fan. And when he finally slept, he dreamed of music written in blood. The next morning brought no peace—just the heat of another North African sunrise and the buzz of a burner phone vibrating against the wood nightstand. Nick let it ring. He watched the rotating ceiling fan above him spin like a slow blade, shadows stretching across the room like fingers from an old god. Marrakesh was noisy, alive, chaotic. He liked that about it. You could disappear into its rhythm. But he was starting to wonder if he’d ever resurface. The phone buzzed again.

      He picked it up. Static. Then Meeks’ voice.

      “You leave town?” she asked.

      “Workin’ on it,” he said.

      “Flight at 15:10. Casablanca. Ticket’s at the counter under ‘Langston Hughes.’”

      “Poetic,” he responded.

      “Shut up. You’re headed to Amsterdam!” she said.

      Nick sat up, rubbed his eyes. “Amsterdam?”

      “It’s a tourist job. Light cover. Easy in, easy out.” She explained.

      “I said I was all done,” he said.

      “Yeah, and I sing like Ella Fitzgerald. You want out, you’ll get there. But you owe us one more. Call it your encore!” she said as she hung up.

      He stared at the dead line. Thought about smashing the phone. Thought about staying. Then he remembered the bullet from yesterday, the way the man folded into the dust like a marionette with its strings cut. Nick hated how clean it had felt. Three hours later, he was boarding a regional flight with a guitar case and a week-old suit. No luggage. No real name.

      He watched clouds curl like broken smoke as the plane banked west, toward the coast. Somewhere down there, a crowd applauded a street performer with more heart than skill. Nick envied him.

      At Schiphol, the customs agent didn’t even glance up. Just stamped the passport and waved him through. His name was now Nico Lemaire, jazz vocalist from New Orleans. Booked for a week-long engagement at Club Nocturne, a velvet-lined cabaret nestled between a canal and a consulate building. The cover was clever. Too clever. Which meant this wasn’t just surveillance. It was bait. He caught a tram from the airport, guitar case resting on his lap, and watched the city glide by through raindrop-smeared glass. Amsterdam was not the cleanest place in the world. But it was symmetrical. Old in the way Europe gets—like a well-aged wine with a knife buried in the cork. He smiled. He’d sung here once before. On a dare. In a brothel. The memory made him laugh out loud. A little too loud. People stared. He didn’t care.

      Club Nocturne didn’t have a sign. Just a red door with a brass knocker shaped like a lion biting a treble clef. Nick liked it instantly. Inside, the place
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