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The Story

 

How do you say goodbye?

 

After an agonizing, unsuccessful search for his missing family, Jack Storm finally makes a breakthrough. But how much can he trust the one offering him this supposed sliver of hope? His source has already betrayed him before; could she be doing it again?

 

Before getting the intel, Jack is tasked with executing the most daring extraction of his entire career, right under his agency’s nose. A former Saudi spy chief is seeking political asylum in Canada, but the Saudi royal family has branded him a traitor and wants him dead.

 

With more questions than answers, will Jack risk it all on this daredevil operation and be able to pull off … the Perfect Extraction?

 

Lose yourself in Jack’s most personal and brilliant mission ever with a spectacularly satisfying twist.
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Chapter One

 

 

Outside Las Brisas Restaurant

Ottawa, Canada

 

The ruthless fury and lust for revenge rushing through his veins blinded Jack Storm. Hearing the voice of his long-lost daughter telling him that she was scared caused him to explode. He took a step forward toward the Saudi man who had pulled his pistol. Before he could cock the gun, Jack twisted the man’s wrist. The crunching sound and the scream of the man dropping to his knees from the excruciating pain told Jack that the Saudi’s bone was broken.

The second Saudi man stepped back, but not soon enough. Jack had already retrieved the gun and used it to pistol-whip the man. The metal barrel cut across the man’s face, breaking his nose. Blood spattered, and the man cried in agony as he fell to the side.

Jack cocked the pistol and shoved it into Nora Lake’s throat. “Give me a single reason why you should live,” he said in a low, growling voice full of hate. His lips were pulled back, and he was baring his teeth.

Nora moved her arms away from her body. She swallowed hard, feeling the cold steel of the muzzle choking her. She found enough breath to say, “Because you want… uh… to see your… your daughter alive?”

Jack locked his fiery eyes with her frightened ones. She was trembling with pure fear. He could tap the trigger and end everything right here and now. But she was right. More than he wanted revenge, he wanted to see his wife and daughter again.

One of the Saudis crawling on the sidewalk tried to reach for Jack’s foot. Jack stomped on the man’s hand and kicked him in the stomach. The Saudi hollered in pain.

The other Saudi knew better than to move. He stayed down, lying on his back, holding his broken wrist and squirming without making a sound.

Jack returned his eyes to Nora, then looked at her right hand. She was still holding the phone on which she had played the recording of his daughter’s voice. Jack’s wife and daughter had disappeared in an apparent plane crash over the North Sea. But the evidence Nora had just given him proved that his daughter was still alive.

“Where’s my wife and daughter?” he demanded in an angry voice. Spittle was building up in the corners of his mouth.

Nora’s face had turned ashen, and her body was trembling. She lowered her eyes to the barrel of the pistol rammed into her throat. “Jack… the… the gun.”

Jack thought about it for a moment. More than his desire to blow her brains out, he wanted to hold his daughter in his arms, to kiss his wife, to be with them once again. So he decided to stay his hand. 

He moved the weapon back about half an inch, allowing Nora to draw in an easier breath. She did, and her frightened eyes never left his face. She took another moment to catch her breath, too long for Jack’s liking. He asked, “Where?”

“They’re safe. That’s all you need to—”

Jack pressed the pistol hard against Nora’s throat. “Not good enough! I want to know where they are. Right now!”

Nora nodded and moved her head back a hair’s breadth, enough to be able to draw in a shallow breath. She closed her eyes just for a brief moment. When she opened them, she was staring at him, but she didn’t look like she was seeing. “Fine, okay, okay. They’re in Germany, Jack. That’s all I know.”

“Where in Germany? And don’t lie to me.”

Her lips and chin trembled while a vein beat a visible pulse beneath her skin. “I… I really don’t know, Jack. They didn’t tell me that. They… they don’t tell me much.” Her voice was shaky as she looked at the Saudi to her right, the man who hadn’t moved since Jack had broken his wrist.

Jack glanced in that direction. “Yes, but you know enough. And you can and will learn more. You will help me find them, or you will die. All three of you,” he said in a louder voice.

A car drove up the street from behind Jack. He turned his body slightly to the left, to hide the pistol. The car’s headlights didn’t shine in that direction. He didn’t care if the passersby noticed how he was dispensing his private justice. He just didn’t want to have to deal with yet another complication.

He waited until the car had disappeared around the corner and said, “You will give me their location, or you will die.”

Nora held his eyes and offered a small head gesture. Tendons were standing out in the side of her neck, and a sheen of sweat was covering her forehead. “There is a better, easier way, Jack,” she said in a low, fearful voice.

“Easier for who?” Jack spat out the words.

“For you and for us, all of us.”

“The deal. Extract the former Saudi spy chief,” Jack spoke the words slowly in a spiteful tone.

Nora jerked her head back and nodded. “Yes, the traitor. Hand him over, and you will see your family again. Safe and sound.”

Jack snorted. “That’s easy for you to say. You don’t know what’s involved in extracting a high-profile target like him. The level of security surrounding him is impenetrable. He knows how to hide and survive.”

Nora nodded again, this time more firmly. “We’ll help you find him. We also have men on the ground.”

Jack smirked. “Then why don’t you get him out yourself?”

Nora offered a slight shrug and said nothing.

“Exactly what I thought,” Jack said, continuing to smirk. “Because it’s impossible.”

“Nothing is impossible for the famous man from the CIS.” Nora returned the smirk.

Jack sighed. “I wish that was true.”

Jack was one of the best operatives of the Canadian Intelligence Service, or CIS, working as an extractor. He was called in when an asset needed to be extracted from a volatile situation or an operative needed an exfiltration after a mission had gone sideways. In this case, however, his services were being demanded for an off-the-books, unsanctioned operation.

Nora cocked her head toward her right hand and looked at the phone. “Then make it true. Your daugh—”

“Don’t mention her,” Jack cut her off and tapped Nora’s throat with the pistol’s muzzle. “Don’t you dare!”

Nora cowered and blinked rapidly at Jack. Her breaths were bursting in and out in low gasps. “I… I’m just saying that it can be done. We’ll… provide all the support you need.”

Jack let out a deep sigh. He wasn’t convinced the extraction operation would be possible. The Saudi was the former head of the General Intelligence Presidency, or GIP, Saudi Arabia’s primary intelligence agency. He might have betrayed his country, but he’d still have a vast network of connections, assets, and contacts. He was hiding in an undisclosed location in Canada. He’d have a lot of security, considering he had survived at least three assassination attempts. Plus, the Royal Canadian Mounted Police, as well as the CIS, were also closely guarding the Saudi. At this point, Jack didn’t know what it would take for him to pull off a successful extraction.

Jack pulled the pistol back an inch and looked at Nora, who seemed to be breathing easier. “Provide support like you did in Vienna?” he asked her with a sneer.

Nora opened her mouth, then shook her head and bit her lip. She looked down, and her forehead wrinkled. “That was different, Jack. An operation thrown together at a moment’s notice. It was also…” Her voice trailed off, and she looked away.

“What? Finish your thought.”

“It’s better if I didn’t,” she replied slowly and raised her shoulder in a half shrug. “Regardless, this will be a joint effort. You can’t do this on your own.”

“We can agree on that. I can’t do it even with all your cronies.”

Nora began to shake her head. “You’re underestimating yourself and us as well. Remember, the king wants this done. So we will get this done.”

“Oh, so why are you coming to me, then?”

“Because it’s convenient, Jack. And because we know we can count on you. You’re the best operative in your agency. But you’re not going to work alone,” Nora said in a fairly confident voice.

Jack tried to read her facial expression. She was still blinking rapidly, and her lips were pursed back, but her voice was no longer shaky. A sliver of hope was reflected in her eyes. 

“Do you have other CIS operatives working for you?” Jack demanded.

The left corner of Nora’s lips began to curl up. “Maybe. Look, Jack. We’ll get this done with or without you. It’s in your best interests to become involved.” She looked to her right and tilted her head very slightly toward the cellphone.

Jack sighed and decocked his pistol. He pulled his hand back but didn’t lower his weapon. He cast a look full of disgust at the two Saudi men still stretched out on the sidewalk. When he returned his eyes to Nora’s face, he nodded and said, “Okay, Nora. I’ll do this, but on my own terms. You will get your ex-spy—”

“Traitor,” she cut him off.

“Your ex-spy,” Jack continued, unfazed by the interruption, “and I will get my family back. Is that clear?”

“Absolutely. You have our word of honor. An honorable deal.”

Nothing is honorable when dealing with venomous snakes, Jack thought, but he kept that to himself. His sentiments toward the Saudis in general and Nora, in particular, were very clear. Jack began to lower his pistol and said, “Just one warning, Nora: If I suspect you’re trying to trick me, I won’t stop until everyone responsible for my family’s kidnapping is dead and buried.”
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Chapter Two

 

 

A Week Later

New Way Rehabilitation Center

Moscow Oblast, Russia

 

The slick black Mercedes-Benz drove through the newly-paved road leading to the rehab center set in a thick-wooded area of the Moscow Oblast. The driver had just gone through the entrance gate manned by security armed to their teeth by simply showing the credentials of his boss, a gray-haired man sitting in the backseat. The ID card issued by the Sluzhba Vneshney Razvedki, or the SVR, which meant Russia’s Foreign Intelligence Service, opened many doors and made people ask no questions.

The state-of-the-art medical facility served mostly as a neurological and physical therapy and rehabilitation clinic for former and current SVR operatives. The center was very secure, considering its clientele, but it also incorporated an additional layer of secrecy. A number of patients were kept off official registration records until the headquarters decided about their future, their new way of living after returning home from botched operations. The gray-haired man was an SVR director, and his mission was to assess and determine the fate of an ex-SVR operative. Her name was Bronislava Pavlinka Antonova, but everyone close to her called her Bronia.

The driver took a couple of last turns, and the expanse of the rehab center opened up in front of their eyes. It was a four-story building painted a dull yellow color and built in an unattractive U-shape. Constructed during the Soviet Union years, the building’s exterior was utilitarian and spartan. It had large, square windows—some of which were barred in iron—and small balconies on the second and third floors. The flat roofs had sufficient space for two helipads. The building was surrounded by a small parking lot with rows of pines, cedars, and birches. A large gym stood to the side next to the tennis courts and an indoor swimming pool. 

The director leaned forward and said to the driver, “Park by the gym.”

“Of course, sir.” He nodded respectfully and turned the steering wheel to the left.

The director got out of the car and stepped through the parking lot. The air was crisp and filled with the fresh aroma of pines. It was still cold by Moscow standards, but there was no snow on the ground. There were no sounds but the rustling of a couple of black birds in a nearby birch tree.

He marched up the set of stairs to the gym, pushed open the entrance door, and looked to his left. Two young men in navy blue uniforms were standing next to a small security counter equipped with a metal detector. As soon as the guards looked at the director, they stood up straight to attention. “Good morning, Director Turgenev,” they both said in unison after saluting him.

Turgenev slowed down his pace just for a moment, then stopped and peered at the first guard, the one closer to him. The director took a couple steps and glanced at the man, who was giving him an intense look. Then Turgenev’s eyes dropped to the man’s chest. A white stain about the size of a grain of rice had caught the director’s vigilant eyes. He got into the man’s face, held his gaze, and said in a calm yet firm voice, “Agent Lukin. When was the last time you checked your uniform?”

The young man flinched as if the words had slapped him across the face. His eyes sparked with fear, knowing that the director wasn’t going to compliment him on the tidiness of his uniform. Lukin wanted to look down at his chest, where the director was pointing with his hand, but he was afraid. He was just frozen with panic. Turgenev’s reputation preceded him. The director had an extremely short-fused temper. At the first sign of perceived or real incompetence, he was known to have demoted or thrown people out of the agency.

“Uh… hmmm… this morning, sir. I’m sorry, sir,” the man said in a terrified voice.

“What is the reason you are apologizing?” Turgenev shouted.

The man gave him a confused look.

“Your uniform is a mess, and you apologize… Is that what they taught you at school?”

The man shook his head but remained silent.

“No, they taught you to act. You want to be someone great in this agency, you want to do something great for your motherland, right?”

“Of course, sir; yes, yes, sir.”

“Well, then start doing it. Start doing the little things, which, in time, will amount to greater things. If you can’t be trusted with little, you’ll never be trusted with much.”

The man lowered his head and glanced at the floor.

Turgenev tapped the man’s chest at the place where the almost invisible stain was located. “Clean this up and get yourself a new uniform. Then, clean up this place.” He stepped back and waved his hand. “This entire hall. I will inspect it on my way out.”

“Yes, sir,” the guard said in a weak tone.

The director reached and lifted up the man’s chin. He held it for a long moment and peered deep into the man’s eyes, enjoying the feeling of panic he had instilled in the man’s heart. Then Turgenev asked slowly, “I didn’t hear your reply…”

“Yes, sir. I will have it done right away, sir.”

“That’s better; that’s much better.” He nodded approvingly and took a step back. “You have thirty minutes.”

Turgenev spun on his heels and went through the metal detector, which went off with a shrill alarm. The director ignored it. He was wearing a shoulder holster with a compact MP-443 Grach 9mm pistol underneath his gray suit, which had set off the machine. The guards knew that, but even if they didn’t, they wouldn’t dare stop him. No one would dare stop Director Turgenev.

He rounded the corner and walked past a couple of doctors and nurses hurrying to their patients. One of the doctors looked up from the charts in his hands and nodded at Turgenev, who ignored him. The director hadn’t come to the facility to socialize or waste precious time with chit-chat.

He turned to the right, walking through the well-lit, wide halls. This part of the gym was quieter than he had expected. The only sound was his Italian leather shoes clacking on the tiled floor. Then, he made another turn and heard the sounds and noises coming from the end of the hall. It appeared someone was lifting weights. He recognized the dull thumps of weights being dropped on the mat. Then he heard the rhythmical clanks of someone meting out blows at a punching bag.

The director opened the door and looked at the large gym. A basketball court was to the left, but it was empty. He looked to the right, where a dozen or so men and three women were lifting weights or running on treadmills. Two men wearing protective headgear were sparring inside a ring set near the middle of the area. The smell of dust and sweat assaulted Turgenev’s nostrils, but he didn’t mind.

He walked along the walls covered in motivational posters, looking for Bronia. He found her lying face down on a mat and doing push-ups. She was dressed in a light blue tank top and dark blue workout pants. The director stopped and observed her exercise routine. He counted to thirty-two push-ups before Bronia collapsed onto the mat. Turgenev didn’t know when she had started, but that was a good number.

She rolled on her back and paused, trying to catch her breath. The director cut across the matted floor skirting the men and women working out. Bronia noticed him when he was about six feet away. She jumped to her feet, but the motion must have caused her a great deal of pain as a wince shot across her face. Bronia stretched her neck muscles while her right hand went to the left side. “Director Turgenev,” she said in a respectful voice with a displeased expression on her face. “I wasn’t expecting you until three days from now—”

“Yes, well… An urgent matter came to my attention, so here I am.”

“And it involves me, I suppose?”

The director looked at Bronia’s tight face, then he glanced at two muscled men bench pressing a few feet away. They looked like they’d taken a year’s supply of steroids in one single shot. “It could involve you,” he said slowly in a non-committal tone.

Bronia nodded and reached for her towel that sat next to her mat. She wiped her face and her hands, then ran her hands through her long blonde hair arranged in a ponytail and fixed the band holding it. “What is it, sir?”

The director stepped closer to the man lying on the bench. “Clear the area,” he ordered the men.

The man tightened his facial muscles, but his friend looked at him and offered a small head shake. The friend noisily dropped the barbell back on the rack, his only sign of objection about the workout being cut short. The other man flexed his chest muscles when he stood up, gave Turgenev a displeased look, and shuffled away. Bronia moved near the corner in the opposite direction and waited for the director. When he stood next to her, she asked again, “What is it, sir?”

The director looked over his shoulder, first to the left, and then to the right. The nearest gym patrons were six feet away. The director and Bronia would have enough privacy if they kept their voices low. He reached for his phone inside one of his jacket pockets and entered the passcode, which was a series of numbers. Then he searched through the files and when he found what he was looking for, he waved the phone to Bronia. “We’ve received a request from the GIP.”

Bronia’s eyes turned into small slits. “GIP? Saudi intel agency?”

The director nodded. “Yes. Unusual, but not entirely unexpected. We’ve worked with them in the past.”

“Request for assistance?”

“Joint operation. Well, more our lead, if we accept it.”

“They want someone dead?”

A smirk stretched Turgenev’s face. “Why else would they come to us?” He handed her the phone.

Bronia read the screen, then touched it with two fingers and moved them apart to zoom in. She read a few more lines, then looked at Turgenev. “Is this what I think it is?”

“It could be, if you can handle it.”

Bronia’s nostrils flared. She held her elbows wide from her body with her chest thrust out. “I’ve been waiting for this moment for weeks. You know he’s the one who sent me here,” she said in a harsh voice.

The director gestured with his hand. “Keep it down. I’ve read your file.”

“Well, the file doesn’t tell you everything,” she spat out the words. “Jack fired at me. Twice. I suffered two broken ribs.” She placed her hand to her chest. “And a dislodged shoulder. And I’ll have the scar forever.” Her hand moved farther down to her side.

“Right. But are you ready?”

“I’ve been ready for days. Just waiting for the orders.” Bronia nodded as she spoke in a confident voice.

The director said nothing for a long moment. “How’s the recovery?”

“I’m sure you’ve read the doctor’s reports… It’s all in there.” She smirked.

“The file doesn’t tell you everything. How about you show me?”

“What do you want to see?” Bronia said before he could even finish the words.

“A demonstration. Show me what you’ll do when you come face to face with Jack Storm.”
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Chapter Three

 

 

New Way Rehabilitation Center

Moscow Oblast, Russia

 

“Fair request.” Bronia nodded slowly. “Daniel,” she called to one of the muscled men working on squats with a straight barbell. “Wanna have some fun with me?” She waved at him, then invited him with a hand gesture.

The director had turned his head in that direction. He frowned and whispered to Bronia, “I don’t think he’ll do. Not the same body type as Jack.”

“Not looking for brute force?” Bronia said in a disappointed voice, giving Daniel a head shake and a sad look. He had already put down the barbell and had taken a couple of steps toward her. “Then what do you want?”

“Speed and agility. That’s what will come in handy.”

“How?”

“Right there.” The director tipped his head toward the ring. The two young men were still exchanging blows. The one in red shorts seemed to have the upper hand, throwing some good punches at his rival. The rival was wearing yellow shorts and was taller and better built but couldn’t move as fast as he should.

“You’re kidding me?” Bronia snorted.

Turgenev frowned. “What part of my tone or my facial expression gave you that impression?”

Bronia shrugged. “Jack doesn’t care about hand-to-hand combat. Not his style.”

“I don’t care about it either. I just want some proof that you’re ready.”

“Okay, okay. I see.” Bronia nodded as her frown deepened. “I’ll give you some proof.”

She walked to one of the closets near the ringside and picked up a pair of gloves. She put on one of the gloves and handed the other one to Turgenev, who fastened it for her. “Don’t get hurt,” he instructed her, but his voice lacked any emotion.

“I’d worry about them.” Bronia tipped her head.

The boxers were taking a break, and Red gave her a curious glance. Bronia raised up her fists and gestured at Red. “How about a little friendly match?”

Red peered at her, then tapped Yellow on the shoulder. Yellow, who was resting while leaning against the ropes, turned and looked at her. Red cocked his head toward Yellow, then looked back at Bronia and said, “We’re in the middle of something, if you didn’t notice—”

“Oh, that little girly game you call boxing?”

“What did you say?” Yellow shouted in a rough voice.

Turgenev leaned closer to Bronia. “That’s not the right way to make friends.”

“You wanted proof of my strength, not my social skills.” She didn’t look at him.

Red dismissed Bronia with a hand wave. “We don’t have time for this.”

Yellow’s eyes had never left Bronia’s face. She hadn’t answered him, and he was still waiting for a reply. “If you come up here, you’ll get hurt, little girl.”

“Make it happen, then.” Bronia tapped her gloves and stepped forward.

“Wait. Your gumshield,” Turgenev said.

“I don’t need it.”

“Headgear?”

“No.”

Bronia climbed into the ring and stood at the corner opposite the two boxers. Red was shaking his head, while Yellow’s face was locked in a menacing grin. He unclenched his jaws to say to Turgenev, “You’re seeing all this, right? She was warned.”

Turgenev nodded. “Just keep it fair and friendly, will you?”

Yellow nodded, but his facial expression didn’t change.

Bronia hunched her shoulders, assuming the boxer’s position. She led with her right leg, which was slightly bent, the foot pointing straight forward. The left foot was at a right angle with her body for a solid balance. She gave Yellow the impression she was left-handed. “Ready?”

Yellow didn’t reply but charged at her, taking the initiative. He moved swiftly from one side to the other, then threw a swift punch aimed at Bronia’s side, just as she had stepped away from her corner. She blocked it with her right glove and swung in the opposite direction.

Yellow’s next blow was aimed at her uncovered face. Bronia blocked it with her fists, but it wasn’t enough. Yellow’s right glove broke through her defenses. She was able to jerk back her head before his fist connected with her nose.

She stepped to the left away from Yellow’s left fist, which was aimed at her right side. She wasn’t able to dodge him completely. The light blow caused a jolt of pain to go through her body. Bronia got angry with herself. Knock him out already!

Yellow threw a volley of blows, which Bronia was able to block. He was trying to push her toward the other corner, which she wanted to avoid. He aimed for her head with his left fist, but she was able to duck. At the same time, she threw a right punch that struck Yellow in the ear.

He stepped back, more confused than hurt.

Bronia decided to seize the moment. 

She advanced and threw a couple of light punches, aiming for Yellow’s chest. He was able to block them. Bronia had anticipated it, and that was her strategy. Lull him into a false sense of security.

She continued her volley, pushing Yellow toward his corner, where Red was standing and glaring at them. Yellow blocked most of her blows, then stepped to the side and returned with a cross.

It struck Bronia’s side, where she had been wounded. She winced as sharp pain shot through her body. She lost her balance and focus for a moment, but regained it before Yellow threw a rear hook. She dodged it by just an inch.

Red laughed out loud as Bronia retreated. She looked down at her shirt. A blood stain had appeared. The sight of blood made her furious. This has to end now!

She took a step forward just as Yellow lunged at her. He tried a couple of jabs, which Bronia blocked. Then he came at her with another cross. It wasn’t a good one, and she dodged it easily. Yellow’s chin wasn’t tucked well, so she decided to make her move.

Bronia struck him with a rear hook. Her fist punched Yellow on the side of his head. He lost balance for a moment and stepped back.

Bronia leaped forward. She followed with a lead uppercut. Her heavy blow struck Yellow’s jaw. He stumbled backward and hit the ropes. She pivoted on her back foot and rotated her hips. She threw a cross that connected with Yellow’s face.

He toppled to the left side and fell on his back.

Bronia stood over him.

Yellow tried to climb to his elbows, but Bronia kicked him in the side of his head. She leaned over and shouted at him, “Stay down.”

The other boxer, Red, gave her an evil glare. He swung his body to get through the ropes and into the ring.

Bronia was waiting for him.

As soon as he straightened his body, she hit him with a hard roundhouse kick to his left kidney. Red was caught by surprise. He took a step back and tried to regain his balance. Before he could, Bronia struck him with a couple of jabs. They were lighter than she had wanted, but they did the job. Red coughed and spat out blood as he collapsed onto his back.

“Get up if you want more,” she roared at him.

Red avoided her burning eyes.

She glanced at him for another moment, then at Yellow, who was lying a couple of feet away. Once she was certain that neither of them would get up, she scanned the faces of the crowd that had been observing the spectacle. A couple of women cheered and waved at her.

Bronia felt her rapid heartbeat and looked down at her wound. The blood stain had grown, and a throbbing pain was shooting from her side. She turned slowly and glanced at Director Turgenev. She wasn’t gloating but a triumphant smile was stretched across her face.

Turgenev nodded slowly, but his face was twisted into a dark frown. “Impressive,” he said slowly and walked toward her. “And highly irregular.”

“Jack wouldn’t care,” Bronia shot back. “You wanted a show; you got a show.” She took a step back and looked over her shoulder at Yellow and Red. They were groaning in pain and staying down, both on their backs. When she turned her eyes to Turgenev, she asked, “Are we done here?” 

The director hesitated for a brief moment, then gestured with his hand. “Yes, yes. This… this was sufficient.”

Bronia offered him a small smile. She reached the nearest corner and climbed down the stairs. Every step hurt her side, but she clenched her teeth, not wanting the director to notice. But he had already become aware of that. When Bronia stood next to him, he said, “Let’s take care of that.” He pointed with his hand to her side. “We want you in superior shape for this mission.”

“By all means,” Bronia said. “When do I start?”

“Let’s fill out the paperwork and get you out of here. Then, I’ll brief you on the mission’s details.”

“Good. Very good.” Bronia nodded to herself and spoke in a tone of self-satisfaction. “I’ve been waiting for weeks to settle the account with my dear friend Jack.”
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