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Chapter 1
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Iraq, 10 years ago. 

The dry, dusty air hurt his eyes. In the darkness, he could make out the silhouettes of machinery under the moonlight and limited manmade streetlights. The clanking of machinery almost drowned out the howl of distant winds blowing through the desert. At first, the smell of oil was so strong he refused to breath out of his nose but then he grew used to it. That can be expected when your mission takes you to the Reshaid Oil Wells. A company which pumps crude oil out of the ground, pours it into barrels, and sells it all over the world to be turned into gasoline. With every breath, he could practically taste the gasoline and dirt, which surrounded him.

Undercover CIA Agent Frank Kennedy glanced around the corner and spotted two shady guys lurking. A grizzled, middle-aged, white guy, Frank didn’t belong here so he knew he better not be spotted. He signaled to his men who were not far away. A group of Marines, including snipers dressed in dark uniforms, moved into position. 

“Okay guys,” Frank whispered into his hidden microphone, “remember why we’re here. Mr. Reshaid has received threats from the terrorist group il-Liberta. We are here to prevent an attack. Keep your eyes peeled for any suspicious activity.”

From the other side of the oil refinery undercover agent Sean Markson, a clean-cut, middle-aged, Middle Eastern man, was disguised in a hardhat and full employee jumpsuit. He watched the same men, while preparing to make his move. Sean whispered into his microphone, “Hey Frank, any visual on the bomb?”

“Negative,” replied Frank, “still looking.”

The men sauntered into the open, light illuminating on their face revealed them to be Middle Eastern men but not men who worked for Reshaid. They glanced over their shoulders for any witnesses, seeing no one they continued their advance toward a huge oil silo.

Frank spoke into his microphone again, “They’re on the move.”

Sean was ready, “Just give the word and I’ll move-in partner.”

“Negative Sean,” Frank replied, “stand down until we have confirmation on payload.”

The suspicious men waved to a couple of their associates across the way. Their cohorts signaled toward the parking lot where a truck with its lights off began moving forward.

Frank alerted his men, “We have movement in the parking lot. Vehicle inbound. The payload could be inside.”

As the mysterious truck moved closer, a couple of the suspicious characters opened a fence and the truck drove through, toward the silo. Sean grew increasingly nervous, “Frank. This doesn’t look good.”

“Does anyone have visual inside the truck?” Frank asked.

A voice on the headset replied, “Negative. Snipers do not have visual.”

The truck pulled up beside the silo and the original pair of suspicious men promptly circled around it. One of them removed a blanket from the bed of the truck revealing a bomb. Four men total surrounded the truck, grabbed hold of the bomb, sliding it off the truck bed and onto the ground.

“I have visual,” Sean announced into his headset, “payload is delivered. Repeat, payload is delivered.”

Frank yelled to his men, “Move! Move! Move!” Sniper Marines all aimed their guns at the suspects as other Marines moved in on foot. “Tell the snipers to hold fire until they have a clean shot.”

The voice on the headset responded, “Copy.”

While trying to stay undercover in character as a faux oil employee, Sean moved out from behind his hiding spot and called out to the men. “Excuse me,” he said translated from Persian, “we don’t have any deliveries scheduled—“

Before he could finish speaking, one of the men began shooting. “Oh shit!” Sean exclaimed as he ducked behind a wall and hastily pulled out his gun.

“I told you,” joked Frank, “you need to work on your accent.”

Sean replied, “That’s my bad.”

In response to the gunfire, other Marines rushed out from their positions and began firing at the terrorists. The terrorists ducked behind the truck and quickly began arming the bomb.

“Careful! Careful!” Frank yelled to the Marines, “Don’t shoot the bomb! If it goes up, we’re all dead!”

Marines momentarily stopped shooting. During the break in gunfire Sean leapt from his safe spot and took a few shots at the terrorists himself. POP! POP! POP!

One terrorist was hit twice in the chest and collapsed! Other terrorists returned fire! Hit in his bulletproof vest, Sean fell back behind a wall.

“Sean!” yelled Frank, “Partner! Are you hit?!”

The Marines advanced toward a better position, as the truck driver got out holding a massive machine gun. Mustafa, a large 37-year-old man, began shooting wildly in the dark as the Marines dove for cover just in time to avoid getting hit. 

Frank turned his attention toward the spot where he last saw Sean, fearing his partner may already be dead. He was relieved to hear Sean’s voice, “I’m okay. It hit the vest.”

Frank yelled to his friend, “Get outta there!”

“No Frank, I have a clear shot. I can stop them.”

The machine gun wielding Mustafa advanced toward Sean as his men continued arming the bomb. What he couldn’t see in the shadows, were the Marines also closing in. Frank yelled, “Take him down!”

A sniper shot at Mustafa. Bang! He missed. Ricochet. He fired again, BANG! Ricochet.

Sean advanced around the corner at the same time Mustafa was moving toward him and they converged face to face. They both pointed their guns and fired simultaneously. Mustafa hit Sean in the vest, drawing blood, and causing Sean to drop his gun. Mustafa grabbed the collapsing Sean before he could hit the ground.

Pressing his gun to Sean’s head, Mustafa turned his attention toward the Marines who were ready to pounce. In a thick accent he yelled, “Hold your fire! Or he dies!”

Still conscious, Sean exclaimed, “Shoot him Frank!”

“Hold your fire!” Frank yelled to the Marines.

Sean repeated, “Shoot him Frank!” But Frank didn’t shoot.

The bombs arming mechanism lit up and a 60 second countdown began. Leaving the bomb on the ground, the terrorists swiftly piled into the rear of the truck. Mustafa yelled, “Move!”  Pushing Sean onto the bed of the truck next to the terrorists. Mustafa turned back to Frank and yelled, “Try nothing, or we kill the American dog!”

Mustafa climbed into the driver’s seat and began driving away.

In the headset, one of the Marines asked, “Frank, what should we do?”

He responded, “Disarm the bomb!”

As the terrorist truck pulled away, the Marines rushed in toward the bomb and a bomb expert promptly began analyzing it. Meanwhile Frank chased after the truck with a couple Marines following closely behind.

Frank yelled into his microphone, “Sean, I’m coming for you!”

Sean who was still on headset replied, “Kill them Frank! Kill them all!”

The terrorist sitting next to Sean punched him across the face, “Shut up!”

The truck screeched up to a van. The van’s headlights turned on. Behind the wheel was a boy who couldn’t be any older than 15.  Three terrorists sprang from the truck bed and dragged Sean into the van. Both the van and truck high-tailed it at full speed.

A voice on the headset instructed the Marines, “Don’t let them get away.”

Continuing to run after the truck, Frank yelled, “Damn it! Open Fire!” Frank pulled out his gun. He and the Marines began shooting at both vehicles. Windows shattered!  Holes ripped through metal!

Behind the wheel of the truck Mustafa yelled, “Stupid American!” He swerved behind the van, attempting to shield it from some of the bullets.

Suddenly a heavily armored Marine vehicle emerged from the shadows and slammed into the van!  The van tumbled off the road as the people inside were hurled around like rag dolls!

Watching this from inside the truck, Mustafa yelled, “American dogs!” He slammed on the brakes and leapt from the truck with his machine gun, shooting at the Marine vehicle as he ran to the aid of his comrades.

A short distance down the road Frank yelled, “Go! Go! Go!” The Marines swarmed both vehicles as the bomb diffusers at the oil refinery hastily continued working to stop the countdown. The timer counted five-four-three-two...  the countdown froze on one.

“The bomb is stopped!” announced the bomb diffuser.

As the Marines surrounded the wreckage of the van, Frank yelled, “Sean! Can you hear me?”

Mustafa pulled the 15-year-old boy out of the van, he was still alive. Frank held his fire as Mustafa pulled out a barely conscious Sean and held the gun to his head. 

Mustafa yelled to Frank, “Don’t shoot! Or he dies! I take him now! We leave! Do not follow or I shoot!”

“Hold your fire!” Frank yelled to his team, “Hold your fire!”

The Marines formed a semi-circle, pointing their guns at Mustafa. Nobody fired. It was so quiet you could hear a pin drop. Mustafa yelled to the boy in Persian, “In truck now!”  He turned his attention to Frank and spoke again in broken English, “We leave now or he dies!”

The boy hobbled into the truck revealing a possible leg injury and bleeding from his head.

Barely conscious Sean found the strength to say, “Mustafa you can’t kill me. I am a Muslim. The fifth commandment forbids you from killing a fellow Muslim.”

Mustafa almost laughed, “Lies! A true Muslim you are not. By aligning yourself with the infidels you have become infidel and it would be an honor to Allah if I kill you.”

Sean looked confused, “What version of the Quran are you reading?”

Mustafa orders, “You do not speak to me of Quran!” He dragged Sean toward the truck as Frank took another step closer. He pressed the gun to Sean’s head, “I said don’t move! Don’t move or he dies!”

Frank hesitated, then took one step closer. Mustafa lowered the gun slightly and shot Sean in the shoulder. BAM!  Sean screamed in pain as Mustafa continued dragging him toward the truck.

“No! Dammit!” Frank yelled!

“I warned you!” Mustafa replied, “Don’t move!” With every step Mustafa got more and more agitated, he pointed the gun at Sean’s head again. “Stop! I will shoot!”

Frank pointed his gun at Mustafa’s head, knowing he wasn’t close enough for a clean shot.  Frank declared, “You’re not leaving here alive.”

Mustafa warned him again, “Put down the gun!”

Sean repeated, “Shoot him Frank!”

Knowing he couldn’t allow Mustafa to put Sean into the van, Frank said, “I’m gonna count to three.”

Mustafa yelled, “I will shoot this dog!”

Frank, “One.”

Sean yelled again, “Shoot him Frank!”

Mustafa yelled, “Shut up!”

Frank, “Two.”

Mustafa yelled, “Death to America!”

Mustafa pointed his gun at Frank, but before he could pull the trigger—BANG! Frank fired one shot hitting Mustafa right between the eyes!

Mustafa collapsed as Frank ran up and grabbed Sean. As they slumped to the ground, Frank assured Sean, “I’ve got you.” He glanced over at Mustafa’s lifeless body.

With his eyes barely open Sean asked, “Did we get him Frank?”

“We got him Buddy. We got ‘im.”

Sean started to smile, “Frank...” then closed his eyes for the last time.

“Sean?” Frank carefully laid Sean on the ground, “Sean! Talk to me Sean!...  Medic! We need a medic!”

The 15-year-old boy in the truck gazed at Mustafa lying lifeless on the ground. He turned to Frank and stared daggers at him.
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New York, today.

The smell of salt water and rotting wood fills the nostrils of undercover cop Jamal Hakim, a good-looking, 25-year-old, Arab-American, male, dressed in “gang” clothing. The sound of seagulls and boats can be heard in the distance, though muffled by the rusted walls of the warehouse. He placed his hand on a crate, feeling the rough wooden surface. It reminded him this situation was very real, even if his facade is fake. For weeks now, he has posed as a gang member so he could infiltrate tonight’s big-time drug deal between two of New York’s largest gangs.

In the middle of this drug deal stand two rival leaders, each holding a briefcase. Scorpio leader of the gang Prophecy stands across from Dawg, leader of the Bloodhounds. Dawg is the first to speak, “Did you bring the shit?”

Scorpio places his briefcase on top of a crate and opens it, revealing bricks of cocaine inside. He responds, “Now show me my greenback.”

Dawg places his briefcase on top of the crate and opens it showing it’s filled with money. “We good?” He asks.

Scorpio nods, “Yeah, we good.”

They each grab the other person’s briefcase. Suddenly sirens blare! Red and blue lights flash through the foggy windows of the warehouse.

Outside, a voice calls over a loudspeaker, “This is the FBI! We have the entire building surrounded! Come out with your hands up!” The voice belongs to middle-aged, FBI agent David Brennan.

Members from both gangs quickly get their guns ready. Scorpio yells to Dawg, “Ma-fucka! Did you call the FBI?!”

Dawg replies, “Scorpio you trippin’! Maybe you called the FBI!”

“Why the fuck would I call the FBI?”

“Why the fuck would I call the FBI?”

In a panicked voice Scorpio shouts, “How do we get outta here?!”

Dawg cocks his gun, “I ain’t goin’ back to jail!” He fires his gun through the window like a madman! BANG! BANG! BANG!  Glass shatters as FBI agents outside return fire! BAM! BAM! BAM!

Gang members duck for cover and fire back with wild shots through the windows! BAM! BAM! BAM! RATATATATA! BAM! BAM! Two Bloodhounds are hit and collapse to the floor!

Staying in character, Jamal Hakim grabs Scorpio and pulls him behind some boxes. “Stay down!” Other Prophecy gang members join them, ducking for cover.

The gun-nut Bloodhounds continue shooting out the windows as the FBI agents return fire. One agent is hit and falls to the ground. David Brennan yells to other agents nearby, “Get him outta here!” An agent grabs his fallen comrade and pulls him to safety toward a nearby ambulance.

Shooting continues as another gang member is hit, then another, and another. They are obviously outmatched in every way.

“Fuckin’ cops man!” Dawg yells, “Won’t let Dawg make no honest living!” Frustrated at seeing his men fall, Dawg grabs the largest automatic weapon he can find. He sticks his head out the window and fires multiple shots, RATATATATATAT! “I’ll never surrender! I kill pigs for breakfast!”

The FBI duck behind their cars. David Brennan shakes his head, “Somebody shut this guy up!” During a momentary break in gunfire, three FBI agents pop-up simultaneously and return fire! Dawg is hit several times, his body ripped to pieces before he falls to the ground. Next to him lay the bodies of the dead and the wounded who moan in pain.

The gunfire stops.

The Prophecy members don’t want to die. They cower next to their leader Scorpio who pees his pants. Scorpio turns to Jamal for guidance, “What do we do, Bro?”

Jamal explains, “If we don’t surrender, they’re going to kill us.”

Scorpio hollers, “Shit! Shit! Shit!” 

Another Prophecy member trembles in the corner, holding his gun and crying, “We’re dead man! We are all dead! They’re gonna kill us all!”

“No!” Jamal reassures them, “They won’t kill us if we surrender.”

Brennan’s voice broadcasts over the loudspeaker again, “You have 30 seconds. Come out with your hands up or we’re coming in after you!”

Scorpio announces to his men, “I’ll shoot ‘em. You guys run for it.” He clenches his gun.

“No wait!” Pleads Jamal, “If you shoot, they’ll kill us all.”

Scorpio gazes at the dead bodies nearby then turns his attention at his boys shaking next to him. He ponders for a moment then puts down his gun.

“We’re coming out!!!” Jamal yells to the FBI outside.

Relieved to hear Jamal’s voice, David Brennan stays in character and doesn’t say anything to jeopardize Jamal’s true identity. “You have 20 seconds!”

Jamal reassures the gang members, “I’ll go first. I’ll tell them to hold their fire.”

They nod, “Okay, you go first,” says Scorpio.

Jamal approaches a sliding door, “I’m opening the door! Hold your fire!”

Brennan instructs, “Open the door slowly!”

Jamal opens the door revealing to Brendan and the other FBI agents that he is unharmed.
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