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The Story

 

The Storm they weren’t expecting…

 

Elite extractor Jack Storm is pulled into a sinister new operation in hopes that it will lead him to key information as to what happened to his missing family…

 

Information he would do anything for…

 

Jack’s operation is to find and retrieve a missing Saudi princess whose secret escape has greatly embarrassed her royal family. 

 

A secret they will do anything to hide…  

 

As Jack is thrust into a world of betrayal and deception, he searches the Caribbean for the princess and soon realizes he’s not the only one. Cold-blooded assassins are closing in. But they have no idea what’s raging towards them. Knowing the retrieval is now a rescue, how can Jack desperate for his own answers, save the princess with no place to run?
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Chapter One

 

 

Dockyard Drive

Saint Paul Parish, Antigua

 

Jack Storm drove his Kia rental through the potholed, narrow road, wondering about the men following him in the black, brand-new Nissan. It was late morning, and he felt cramped in the small vehicle. His head almost touched the cabin’s ceiling even though he was only five feet ten. He looked in the rearview mirror at the pair behind him. They were dark-skinned like most locals, but they had menacing grins on their scowling faces. Jack had taken a closer look when both vehicles were stopped in traffic at an intersection, about a kilometer back. He had thought about getting out of the car and settling the account right then and there. But he had decided against it. Too many witnesses.

So he was waiting for the right moment as the car bounced over the deep potholes. Jack had been told that the constant rain and humidity chewed up the asphalt. The government could barely keep up with patching the roads. When they did, it was low quality work, like this one. The narrow road was barely sufficient for two vehicles and being on the left side of the road also made for difficult driving. But the road also made it easier to spot if he was being followed.

Jack turned the wheel hard to the left because a truck barreling from the other side was too close for comfort. He didn’t want to damage the mirror or scrape the side of the rental. The left wheel fell into a deep pothole where a large chunk of the road had disappeared. Jack was jolted upright in his seat, bumping his head on the ceiling as he fought with the steering wheel and brought the Kia back onto the road.

He glanced in the rearview mirror, then over his shoulder. The Nissan’s driver was a man in his late thirties or early forties, with a full beard and the first signs of graying hair. The front passenger was a young man maybe in his early twenties, who was clean-shaven.

Jack shrugged. He almost regretted what he was about to do. But he knew he’d have to react. He couldn’t allow them to find out where he was going and who he was meeting. He couldn’t evade them; not on Dockyard Drive, the main traffic artery through this southern part of the island.

Jack had to come up with a different plan.

Now he was looking for the perfect place to execute it.

The Kia drove by Saint Paul’s Anglican Church, a massive building to the left with a small graveyard to the side. Jack looked at it but didn’t think the church grounds were suitable for his planned actions. He looked to the right, but there were people walking by and vehicles parked in front of a couple of small stores.

He had to slam on his brakes as an old man bolted in front of his Kia. The man was disheveled, dressed in shorts and a tattered, dirty muscle shirt, even though he had no muscles but a frail body. He shouted and waved a fist at Jack, then made other hand gestures the agent didn’t understand. He waited until the old man had finished his tirade and slowly drove around him.

The Kia had just picked up speed when the old man stepped in front of the black Nissan. The driver slammed on its brakes, and the front passenger stepped out of the vehicle. He approached the old man and tried to shove him to the side.

The old man pushed the young man back.

Jack thought a fight would break out between the two. The Canadian operative wondered if he should take advantage of this moment and disappear. But this was a somewhat reasonably straight stretch of the road, and he doubted he’d be able to escape the pursuers. Plus, he couldn’t allow an old man, who seemed to be suffering from some mental condition, to be beaten. 

Or worse.

So Jack slowed down to observe the exchange.

The young man shoved the old man again. He took a step back, staggered, and fell. He seemed to bump his head against the broken asphalt but was able to sit up. The young man towered over the old man and seemed to be yelling at him. He then appeared to spit at the old man.

Jack frowned and turned the Kia around. They had just crossed the line. They’d have to pay.

He drove into the parking lot of the nearest establishment, Crab Hole Liquors. It seemed to be a supermarket. Jack had noticed the locals used the term loosely to refer to what most North Americans would consider a simple convenience store. In Antigua, as in most of the Caribbean countries, liquor was sold next to the food staples. Maybe it is a staple for some people, Jack thought.

He looked over his shoulder at the Nissan, which was still on the road, but approaching fast. Jack stepped out of the car and was met by the muggy heat. A hard rain that had lasted for about half an hour had stopped just five minutes ago. The air was thick with the smell of fried chicken and smoke, floating from one of the houses to the left. Or maybe they’re cooking something good in there, Jack thought about the supermarket.

He glanced around. A few cars were parked erratically around the supermarket. Four young men, two of them without shirts on, were standing close to the door. One of them was smoking. Two were drinking from beer bottles. The fourth was talking on his cellphone. The back alley was empty.

The back alley it is, Jack thought.

He walked in that direction and stood next to the shopping carts, in plain view. He wanted the two goons to see where he was going. He was trying to draw them to him.

It worked.

The two men parked their car and walked purposefully on the narrow, broken sidewalk.

Jack turned the corner and hurried his pace, putting some distance between himself and the predators. He stepped closer to one of the large metal containers where the supermarket stored water dispenser bottles. The structure next to it was an ice storage unit with doors. There was about three feet of space between them. Jack stepped into that space and waited.

He didn’t have to wait long.

About ten seconds later, footsteps came from the mouth of the alley. They were followed by voices speaking a language Jack didn’t understand. It wasn’t the local language, Creole. No, the language had a harsher tone to it, like Arabic.

The footsteps drew nearer.

Jack got ready.

As soon as the young man’s head came into view, Jack lunged forward. The young man saw the Canadian’s fist coming at him but couldn’t do anything to dodge it. The fist connected with the right side of the man’s face. The heavy blow caused him to lose balance. He leaned to the left, and Jack kicked him hard in the side. The man collapsed to the ground, landing on his back.

The second, older man with the full beard reached for something inside his gray jacket.

Jack had anticipated that move and was fast on his feet. He ran toward the man and slid his body to the right. He grabbed the outstretched arm holding the pistol and twisted it behind the man’s back. He shoved the man against the ice storage unit. His head banged against the metal door, but he was still in the fight.

The young man was struggling to climb to his feet. Jack looked at him but still had his hands full with the older man. The man tried to fight back, throwing an elbow, which struck Jack in the chest. He groaned in pain but kept his fingers clamped around his opponent’s wrist. Jack kept trying to force the pistol out of the man’s hand, but he wasn’t letting go.

The young man was now almost standing, right behind Jack. He had perhaps two seconds before a pistol was jammed into his back.

Jack needed only one second.

He punched the bearded man in the face—a hard hook that knocked him out cold. Prying the pistol out of the man’s hand, Jack spun around, pistol-whipping the young man. The sharp metal barrel cut across the man’s face. Jack heard a crunching sound and saw blood gushing out of the man’s nose. He collapsed onto the ground and stayed down without moving.

One of the locals must have heard the noises, Jack thought. He had only a few seconds to get rid of the bodies.

He went through the pockets of the bearded man, taking his wallet and the Nissan’s keys. Jack had already taken the man’s pistol—a SIG Sauer P226 9mm. The agent opened the door of the nearest ice storage unit. It was empty. Good. Jack nodded to himself. He picked up the bearded man and dropped him into the large ice container.

The younger man had no ID or cellphone. They’re probably in the Nissan, Jack thought. He retrieved the man’s weapon—identical to the one Jack had taken from the bearded man—and dragged the unconscious body to the next ice storage unit. Then he opened the door. This unit was half full, but there was still sufficient room for the young man’s crumpled body.

Jack had finished stowing him away and closing the door when an elderly woman appeared at the mouth of the alley. She measured him up with a stern glance and asked, “What you doing there, boy?”

Jack smiled. “Nothing, ma’am. Just looking for ice.”

“Found it okay?”

“Yes, well, I’m not getting it. Not now, anyway.”

The woman studied his face as she drew closer to him, shuffling her feet with difficulty. She seemed to be wondering if he was telling the truth. The woman looked around, noticing the sets of footsteps in the loose gravel. She took a closer look at the blood drops on the ground.

Jack held his breath. He had been able to place the pistols at the small of his back and had covered them with his shirt. There was no evidence implicating him in anything. But if the woman opened one of the ice units, she would scream bloody murder. In order to avoid that, he reached into the nearest freezer and picked up a five-kilogram bag of ice. “I changed my mind. I’m getting this, maybe other things from the store.” He tipped his head toward the supermarket.

The woman nodded. “You got enough ice there?”

Jack glanced at the young man’s face in the freezer. He looked like he was in a deep sleep. “Yeah, it’s good. Quite full actually.”

“Does it need to be refilled?”

“No, not today.”

The woman held his gaze for a long moment, then nodded.

Jack breathed easier. “Can you help me pay for this?”

The woman replied, “Sure, sure, boy. Follow me, follow me.”

He wasn’t sure if she worked at the supermarket or was one of the nosy neighbors. It didn’t matter. As long as she didn’t look into the ice compartments until he was long gone.

Jack followed the woman into the supermarket. He grabbed a couple of bottles of water and a bunch of bananas—the nearest things to the counter—and paid for everything before hurrying to the Nissan. He used the keys to open it and rummaged through the glove compartment and the console. He found the young man’s cellphone and wallet. 

Jack opened it and glanced at the ID card. Considering the lettering, it was, indeed, issued by an Arab country. He flipped it to the other side, expecting it to be Egyptian. Fudail Hudhafah Essa, the man that Jack was hunting in Antigua, was an Egyptian terrorist. Jack suspected the two men worked for Essa, and they too were Egyptians.

The agent was surprised to see the national ID card was issued by the Ministry of Interior of the Kingdom of Saudi Arabia. Jack’s eyes ​widened, and his forehead furrowed. Saudi? Why does he have a Saudi card? Jack riffled through the wallet but found no other IDs.

Jack headed toward his Kia. He glanced once toward the back alley. No movement. Let’s hope they remain out cold for a few more minutes until I’ve disappeared.

He put the pistols discreetly in the glove compartment, started the car, and returned onto Dockyard Drive. Before heading east, he opened the wallet of the bearded man. He had a Saudi ID as well. Jack’s brows snapped together. Who are these people? Why are Saudi thugs chasing me?

Jack made the turn and thought about the new complication. Whoever these Saudis are, they mean business. But I can’t let this distract me. My objective is Essa, and I’m going to get him, dead or alive.
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​Chapter Two

 

 

Dockyard Drive

Saint Paul Parish, Antigua

 

Jack continued down Dockyard Drive, past English Harbour, and continued up the hill heading toward Shirley Heights. It was a restored military base and gun battery dating from the eighteenth century that had been converted to a restaurant and bar. The Sunday evening party was world-renowned, and the blasting reggae music played live by local bands could be heard five hundred feet below on the equally famous Galleon Beach.

Jack, of course, wasn’t here for the party or the beach. It was around eleven in the morning on Saturday, and Shirley Heights was Essa’s favorite location to have lunch with his closest associates. According to the intelligence collected by the MI6—the UK’s secret intelligence service—Essa had been seen at Shirley Heights three times over the last week. He was always in the company of at least two bodyguards.

Jack shrugged. Two bodyguards wouldn’t be a problem. He’d have the advantage of surprise, and he had run reconnaissance the previous day. He knew the layout of the entire establishment like the back of his hand. Even without the two SIGs collected from the Saudi gunmen, Jack was packing enough firepower to subdue the bodyguards. A well-placed volley of bullets, and the trio would be dead before they folded over their table.

But Jack wasn’t here to kill Essa, not if he didn’t have to.

​The Canadian wanted answers to his questions. Essa was one of the organizers of the attack against Jack and his family while they were vacationing in Denmark. The attack had forced Jack to send his family away aboard a Cessna. The airplane hadn’t been able to complete its flight to London, United Kingdom but had crashed in the North Sea. The plane’s black box had been recovered, but Jack still didn’t have the results of the investigation.

Jack worked for the Canadian Intelligence Service, or CIS, as an extractor. He was called in when an asset needed to be extracted from a hair-raising situation or an operative needed an exfiltration after a mission had gone sideways. But Jack had come to Antigua to extract answers from Essa about the reasons they had mounted that attack on Jack’s family. It appeared to have been personal and not only because of Jack’s assignments and operations.

He nodded to himself as he took the last few turns. The road was wide and in good shape. It had been paved recently, and the white line dividing the lanes was still bright and easy to see. Okay, Jack thought. Essa is Egyptian, and he’s known to only trust and operate with men from his country or Syria. How do the Saudis fit in this equation? Is he expanding his network of operatives?

He shrugged and slowed down as he came to the fort’s entrance. Several vehicles were parked on both sides but fewer than expected for a supposedly busy Saturday morning. Most of the vehicles were brand new SUVs: black or silver Land Rovers and Audis. He counted four of them and wondered if they were of the same party. Maybe a celebrity or someone important is dining here today?

He noticed two men in gray suits and white shirts standing near the restaurant’s entrance. They were obviously security, but they weren’t dark-skinned like the locals. Their skin tone was closer to that of Arabs. Jack hadn’t seen them yesterday. He wasn’t sure if they worked for the establishment or were a part of the security detail of a rich man or woman dining at Shirley Heights. It didn’t matter. Jack wasn’t going to allow anyone to get in the way of achieving his objective.

He parked on the left side and checked himself in the mirror. Jack threaded a hand through his two-inch-long black hair. I should get a haircut. He scratched the left side of the scruffy beard he hadn’t shaved for over a week. He was trying to grow a full beard, but it was coming slower than he had expected and grayer than he liked. I’m too young for this, he shrugged. I’m turning thirty next year, but this runs in the family.

Jack opened the glove compartment and pulled out his Sig Sauer P320 9 mm pistol. He checked to make sure it was working, cocked it, and placed it at the small of his back. He took a couple of magazines and put them in the side pockets of his beige cargo pants. It never hurts to have extra ammo, just in case.

He put on a beige baseball hat, stepped out of the Kia, and walked purposefully to the left, toward the edge of the property. Low rock pillars and a thick black chain cordoned off the area near the edge. Jagged rocks, cactuses, and dense vegetation had overgrown the steep slopes. A sign cautioned tourists about a sudden drop-off beyond that point.

Jack pulled out his phone and pretended to take pictures, playing the role of a tourist. He had enjoyed the breathtaking views yesterday, when he was scouting the place. The outlook offered fantastic vistas of both English and Falmouth Harbour. Most postcards or tourist brochures advertising Antigua used those iconic images. To the southwest, the island of Montserrat rose up in the distance. Jack nodded to himself. He could understand why the British had chosen this location for their outlook and first line of defense.

He kept the guards in his peripheral vision as he made his way along the edge and toward the restaurant. He didn’t like being boxed in and having the guards behind his back, especially since they were giving him suspicious glances. But he also couldn’t attack them without any reason.

As he walked down the sloped, cobblestoned pathway, he saw the area where the band would sit. It was empty. So were most of the picnic-style black wooden tables in the sun. Jack peered toward the back. Six or seven, no, eight men were sitting at three tables. Food had been served, and the inviting aroma of seasoned meats teased his nostrils.

He took a closer look as he drew nearer. They were dressed in white or beige long-sleeved shirts, and their skin tones were similar to the guards. Jack nodded to himself, understanding what was going on. A wealthy sheikh is hosting a party, and these are the guards. But where’s the sheikh himself?

One of the guards—a man in his thirties with a thin mustache and the beginning of a receding hairline—stood up and stepped closer to Jack. “Good morning, Mr. Storm,” he greeted Jack in heavily-accented English. “Please join us for lunch.” He tipped his head toward the nearest table. There was an empty chair in the middle. He’d be surrounded on all sides.

Jack’s eyes turned into small slits. He was surprised at being so easily identified. He shook his head slowly. “I don’t think so.”

The guard frowned. He took a couple of steps forward, standing a meter away from Jack. “It wasn’t a suggestion,” he insisted in a firm voice.

Before Jack could say anything, another one of the guards—an older man, maybe in his fifties, who was wearing square-shaped sunglasses and a black cap—gestured with his hand toward Jack. The older man said, “In our culture, it’s not polite to refuse a request, especially to share a meal.”

Jack looked at the guard in front of him. His jaws were locked. A menacing look lingered in his large, gray eyes. The Canadian’s eyes then went to the older man. That one offered a small smile, but it looked insincere. Jack didn’t like it.

He nodded slowly and offered a small, polite shrug. “I don’t mean to offend, but I haven’t come here for food. I’m here to see a friend, but he hasn’t arrived yet.”

The young guard’s steely eyes remained on Jack’s face.

The older Saudi rubbed his chin slowly.

The other six men were attentively looking at Jack. One of them brushed his hand against one of the coffee cups, which clanged against one of the cutlery pieces, making a distinct sound.

A bumblebee buzzed next to Jack’s ear.

He thought about his next step and how to extract himself from this unpleasant situation. The older man—who seemed to be the Saudis’ leader—would have to save face. Jack knew they weren’t inviting him just to break bread. Not after he had beaten up and pistol-whipped two of their associates.

Jack sighed and took a small step back. “I’m going to wait for my friend back there. Enjoy your meal.”

The older Saudi frowned. He lowered his sunglasses about half an inch and gave Jack a look of regret. “You’re making a mistake, friend.”

Jack took another step back.

The older man gestured to the guards.

Two of them jumped to their feet and sprang toward Jack.

The Canadian also went into action.

He stepped forward and threw a punch, striking the nearest guard in the head. He wasn’t expecting it. The heavy blow almost knocked him off his feet. Jack pulled out his gun with his right hand and grabbed the guard by the arm with the left. The Canadian spun the guard around and rammed the pistol into his side. 

The two guards, who had gotten up and were about a foot away, stopped.

“Back, stay back!” Jack shouted at them.

The other guards had drawn out their pistols and had aimed them at Jack’s head.

He slid back behind the guard—who towered over Jack by about a foot and was heavier and built like a brick house—and shouted again, “Drop those guns, or I’ll drop him!”

The older man removed his shades and stood up. He motioned to the guards to put their weapons away. As they obeyed his order, he walked closer to Jack. “I’m impressed, Mr. Storm. Very impressed at your reaction. Not surprised, though. Not at all.”

Jack said nothing. He looked over his shoulder. The two guards who had been standing near the entrance to the restaurant had their pistols trained on him. He swung his body further to the right and pulled the guard closer to him. “I’m going to kill him,” Jack shouted. “Tell them to lower their weapons!”

The Saudi yelled something in what sounded like Arabic. The two guards returned their pistols to their shoulder holsters.

Jack returned his eyes to the Saudi, who kept advancing. “Stay back! Don’t come any closer.”

“I need to show you something, Mr. Storm,” the man said with a nod in a firm, demanding tone. He reached into his inside jacket pocket, very slowly, and kept his jacket open so that Jack could see clearly what the Saudi was doing. His pistol was on the left side, but his hand was going for his phone. 

He showed it to Jack, then swiped the screen and tapped it a few times. He swiped a few more times and took another step closer to Jack.

“There! That’s far enough,” Jack snapped.

The Saudi offered the phone to Jack. “You need to see this. It’s your friend.”

Jack’s eyes flickered with anger. Friend? Have they kidnapped one of my friends? Is this about blackmail? “What friend?”

“You have to see it for—”

“Just tell me.” Jack shifted his body weight to his other leg, shoved the pistol harder into the guard’s side, and grabbed him tighter. The guard’s body was limp, and he was breathing with difficulty.

The Saudi raised his arms and showed Jack his palms. “Fine, fine, just stay calm. I’m talking about your Egyptian friend. Mr. Fudail Hudhafah Essa.”

Jack flinched at the mention of the terrorist’s name.

The Saudi continued, “You’ve been looking for him all over the Caribbean. Now that you’ve found him, it would be a shame if you didn’t get to talk to him.” He waved the phone at Jack.

The Canadian’s eyes flashed with suspicion. He looked at the old man, then his eyes dropped to the cellphone in the Saudi’s right hand. Maybe this is a ploy, a distraction, so I’ll drop my guard.

The Saudi must have read the doubts in Jack’s mind because he said, “Mr. Storm, let me come to you, and we can talk about this. Just the two of us.”

His voice was calm and warm, but Jack couldn’t trust him.

The Saudi took a step forward and showed Jack the phone again. “There’s a video here you need to see. Let me show you.”

Jack nodded slowly. “Take out your gun. Slowly, very slowly!”

The Saudi did as he was told. He picked up the gun by the grip with two fingers and placed it slowly on the cobblestoned ground. “Are we good now?”

Jack shook his head. He still kept his pistol rammed against the guard’s side. “Show me the video, but don’t make any sudden moves.”

“No worries, we’re not here to cause trouble.”

Too late for that, Jack thought.

He looked at the Saudi as he held up the cellphone so that Jack could see it. The video started to play. A gunman in a mask appeared in what looked like a basement. The video then became blurry for a moment as the cameraman’s hand shook. When it refocused, it showed the frightened face of the Egyptian terrorist. His left eye was swollen, and he was bleeding from the right corner of his lips. His hair was stuck to his forehead. Essa must have been handcuffed, because a masked gunman grabbed him by the scruff of his neck and lifted up his head for the camera. The subdued terrorist didn’t resist. He whimpered like a scared dog and said something that Jack didn’t understand. But the Saudi’s message was clear: We have what you want.

Jack tipped his head toward the Saudi. “I’ve seen enough. You have Essa. Now, what do you want?”

The old man offered Jack a grin. “I want nothing. But the man I work for, he wants to meet you.”

“Who is that?”

“The Honorable Prince Mutaib bin Abdullah,” the Saudi said in an almost solemn voice.

A line appeared between Jack’s brows. Mutaib bin Abdullah was the brother of the Crown Prince of Saudi Arabia, the third most powerful man in the whole kingdom. Even if he never became king, his worth was over twenty billion dollars. Jack shrugged and looked at the man. “Why does the prince need me? He can get or buy anything he wants…”

The Saudi returned the shrug and offered a humble look. “I’m but a servant of His Highness. A messenger. I was sent to deliver the message and to take you with me.”

Jack cocked his head. “To Saudi Arabia? That’s a long way from the Caribbean…”

The Saudi shook his head. “My master is close by.” He gestured with his hand to the left. “In his yacht anchored at Nonsuch Bay, a short helicopter ride away.”

Nonsuch Bay, Jack thought. Is that even a real place? He nodded slowly. “And what’s with the ten guards?”

The Saudi grinned and rubbed his chin. “We were warned you had a temper. Our order is to bring you with us.” He said the last few words in a half pleading tone.

Jack nodded. He felt he had pushed the envelope far enough. The prince’s henchmen had detained the Egyptian terrorist. If Jack wanted to have a chat with Essa, the Canadian operative would have to go through the prince.

He looked at the Saudi, who said, “I don’t want to do this the hard way… You’re of no use to the prince if you’re wounded.” He paused for a brief moment and added, “Or dead.” He said the last words in a razor-sharp tone that sent chills down Jack’s spine.

He drew in a deep breath and looked at the other Saudi gunmen. He realized he had a math problem: If they all started firing at once, even if they were terrible shots, he’d be wounded or killed before he could drop them all. The odds were against him, and he clearly had a somewhat safer way out. Jack decided to take it.

“Okay,” he said and lowered his gun. He let the guard go and stepped closer to the old man. “Take me to the prince.”

The Saudi offered a small smile. “You made the right decision, Mr. Storm. I wish you’d have refrained from assaulting my two other men. Their job was simply to follow you, to make sure you were coming here.”

Jack shrugged. “It’s their fault. They shouldn’t have attacked a poor, defenseless old man.”

The Saudi’s thick eyebrows waggled. “What? They didn’t tell me that. I’ll have the matter handled promptly.”

“Maybe that won’t be necessary. They’ve received enough of a beating for one day.”

The Saudi grinned, showing Jack rows of yellow teeth. “Beating improves morale, Mr. Storm.”

Jack nodded. He didn’t want to argue with the Saudi. The expression, Beatings will continue until morale improves, popped into Jack’s mind. Did that expression originate with pirates? Was Antigua ever a pirates’ haven? He shrugged. He didn’t know, and it didn’t really matter. He wondered what Prince Mutaib bin Abdullah wanted and what Jack would have to do to interrogate the Egyptian terrorist. The Canadian sighed. Whatever it is, it’s not going to be easy. But I’ll have to do it. I will do it. Essa is the only one who might have the answers I’m looking for.
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