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The Story

 

What if you were captured with no way out?

 

Just as top CIS extractor Jack Storm learns a disturbing truth about his missing wife and daughter, he’s thrust into a deadly new operation. He must extract a captured Mossad agent who has extremely classified intelligence out of Lebanon. Even worse, the agency is in the dark as to where the agent is being held.

 

Jack realizes that someone is pulling some serious strings to sabotage his efforts. With no time to determine who and why, he’s forced into a shaky alliance with Mossad and the Russian foreign intelligence. Already volatile and near the edge, Jack jumps headfirst into the riskiest extraction of his life. How will he turn his wrath into a rescue and silence the saboteur? 
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Chapter One

 

 

Outskirts of Khiarajat

South Lebanon

 

Jack Storm looked through the night scope of his Israeli-made Tavor X95 9mm rifle at the suspected terrorist house about a kilometer away. His team was positioned at a vantage point on the rolling hills around the town of Khiarajat in south Lebanon. It was a volatile area, crawling with Hamas and Hezbollah members. Both militant groups were sworn enemies to Israel and routinely attacked the border guards stationed only five kilometers south of their position.

Jack scanned the rooftop. A gunman was positioned near a metal water reservoir placed on the flat roof. He was smoking and occasionally glanced at the phone set next to his rifle leaning against the low parapet. A faint glow illuminated his face in the dark. He was watching something that changed rapidly. Maybe it’s a soccer game or a movie, Jack thought.

He lowered the rifle and examined the windows. The house had sunk into darkness since it was almost three in the morning. Two grayish sedans were parked near the entrance to the house, which had no walls or fences surrounding it. A couple of gunmen were standing near the hood of one of the sedans, an early 2000 BMW. One of them was drawing on a cigarette, a veil of smoke drifting in front of his bearded face. Jack couldn’t see the northern side or the back of the house, but he assumed at least two more gunmen were covering those sides.

Jack surveyed the next house, which was about fifty meters away from the terrorist house. At the halfway point between the two houses, there was a half-built structure that resembled a shed. A three-way intersection was farther away, and two other houses stood across from it. None of them had any lights on, and there was no movement of people or vehicles. 

The agent sighed and lowered his rifle. He looked at his teammate, Riley Booker, who was stretched next to him over the roof of their black Nissan SUV. “What do you think?” he asked in a low voice.

Riley looked at Jack, showing him a bright row of teeth. He had a permanent smug grin on his clean-shaven face. At first, Jack had hated it, but he had grown to like the man and find it amusing. Riley was a few years younger than Jack, maybe twenty-three or twenty-four. He had a mop of dirty blond hair that fell over his forehead, blue eyes, and an oval-shaped face. ​“Piece of cake.”

“What kind of cake?”

“Any kind.”

Jack shook his head and returned the grin. “Can’t be any kind. I hate carrot cake.”

“Hate’s a strong word, Jack.”

“The right one in this case.”

Riley shook his head.

“Let’s ask our Jewish friends.” Jack gestured toward the two Mossad operatives standing behind the SUV. “What kind of cake do you like?”

Elam decided to play their game. “Cake’s not good for you,” he said in his deep, baritone voice. “I don’t usually have it, but… when I do, it’s the only kind of cake that’s worth having: chocolate cake.”

“My man,” Jack said in a cheerful tone. “See?” he said to Riley.

“What do you think?” Riley turned toward the fourth member of the team.

The tall thin man shook his head. “I think we should get back to our job. The reason why we are all here, in this God-forsaken land.”

Buzzkill, Jack thought but said nothing.

He climbed down from the SUV and hoisted the rifle over his right shoulder. He looked at the house, then at the two Israelis. “The operation. Do we go in now?”

Elam nodded. “We can do this.”

The other operative spread open his palms. “What else are we going to do?”

“Right.”

A recent piece of intelligence had brought Jack and his team to this hostile area. Jack worked for the Canadian Intelligence Service, or CIS, as an extractor. He was called in when an asset needed to be exfiltrated from a hair-raising situation, or an agent needed an exfiltration after a mission had gone sideways. Jack had a vast network of contacts and connections across Lebanon and the Middle East, which had helped him to identify the potential location of a kidnapped Mossad operative.

The four-man team was small, but it wasn’t the size that mattered in these situations. The team had been able to slither across the border and reach the outskirts of the town unnoticed. If they worked with surgical precision, they’d be able to rescue the operative and escape back into Israel before the whole town was wide-awake and thirsty for blood.

Three days earlier, Mordecai Abrams had disappeared about ten kilometers northeast, near the Bekaa Valley, close to the border with Syria. No one had claimed responsibility for the seizing of the katsa, a field intelligence officer, who had been collecting information and running agents across the area. Mossad suspected it was the work of one of the militant groups, which had vowed to destroy Israel.

Jack had found their silence quite disconcerting. Usually, there was great pride when an Israeli soldier or operative was kidnapped. It was the perfect opportunity to highlight the groups’ abilities to deal a heavy blow to the occupiers. In this case, there had been nothing. Whoever took Abrams wanted to make sure it didn’t attract too much attention.

But it did.

Nothing really went unseen or unheard in this land where everybody knew everybody’s business. ​The people might be patriotic, but even patriots had a price. Money had changed hands, and favors were called in or promised. Canada held a great promise for people who wanted to start a new life for themselves or their families. Within a couple of days, Jack and the agency, working closely with Mossad and its local assets, had pinpointed three potential locations where Abrams supposedly was being held. The house on the western outskirts of Khiarajat was one of them.

Jack turned toward Riley, who was checking his rifle. “All right, let’s do this. We all know the plan, but let’s go over it one last time: Riley and I will take the front. Elam, you and Uri get the back. Whoever sees the operative lets the team know. We all got it?”

Elam nodded.

Uri said, “Got it.”

“All right. Let’s make sure our comms work.”

Jack tapped his earpiece and whispered into his throat mic covered by his black-and-white checkered headdress.

Riley replied, “Roger, man. And you sound so close…”

Uri rolled his eyes at the Canadian agent standing less than a meter away from Jack.

Elam said, “It works.”

“Good. Let’s roll.”

Jack took the rucksack from the SUV, then fastened the bulletproof vest straps around his neck. He checked his chest rig to make sure everything was in its place: the flashbang grenades, extra ammunition, and a Sig Sauer P320 9mm pistol, among other things. He looked at Riley, who was also suiting up, and stepped closer to his partner. “Let’s stay safe out there and go home. Both of us.”

Riley smiled. “That’s the plan, boss.”

“Good. Let’s go and not screw it up.”

He gave Riley a fist bump and tightened his tactical gloves. He cocked the rifle and kept it in a high ready position. He hurried to get to the front of the team. He gestured with his hand for them to follow as they began to descend the narrow dirt road leading them toward the terrorist house.
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​Chapter Two

 

 

Outskirts of Khiarajat

South Lebanon

 

The team slid toward the target under the cover of darkness. When they were about a hundred meters away, they came to the intersection. Jack and Riley split up from the rest of their team. The Canadian agents crossed to the right and cut through a field of orchards. Initially, they crouched as they moved swiftly along the trees. Then they got into a high-crawl when they were about fifty meters from the house.

As they reached the edge of the grove, Jack looked at the nearest pair of guards. They were now about twenty meters away. “A-Team in position,” Jack said into his mic, his firm voice barely above a whisper.

“Team A+ also in position,” Uri replied in his dry voice.

Jack shook his head. The Israeli had refused to be called “B Team,” as if the term somehow implied that they weren’t good enough. The opposite was true. Jack and Riley would have never progressed so far in the operation if it weren’t for Mossad’s support.

Jack glanced at Riley, who gave him a small nod. “I’m ready,” he said.

“Go time is… now,” Jack said.

He tapped the trigger.

His bullet slammed into the side of the guard’s head, about an inch above his ear. The guard’s friend’s jaw went slack. Before he could even turn his head in the direction of the gunfire, Jack tapped the trigger again. His bullet struck the second gunman in the neck. He collapsed next to his friend, and neither moved.

At the same time, Riley fired his rifle. His bullet struck the man atop the roof in the head. He fell behind the parapet.

“Front’s clear,” Jack said into his mic.

“The back’s clear,” Elam replied.

“Moving in,” Jack said.

He gestured to Riley to follow him and dashed across the narrow gravel road separating the orchards from the house. He was about six steps away from the house’s black metal door when gunfire erupted from the back of the house.

“What’s going on?” he asked as he crouched next to the wall.

“Taking fire; we’re taking fire,” Elam replied in a worried tone.

Jack shook his head. Their advantage of surprise was gone. The team had perhaps a minute or two to find the kidnapped operative and get out of town before they were all killed or kidnapped as well.

Jack stepped closer to the small window but stayed behind the house’s cinderblock wall at all times. He rammed the barrel of his rifle through the glass.

Someone returned fire from inside the room, shattering the window. Sprays of glass flew all around Jack, but none hit him.

He didn’t return fire. He needed to make sure none of the operatives would be caught in the crossfire.

Riley was standing about two steps behind Jack. When he noticed his partner’s precarious position, right in front of the door, Jack shouted. “Get away from—”

Riley moved back just as a burst of bullets pierced the door. A split second later, and he would have been shredded by the bullets. He looked at Jack, as a shooter—or shooters—from inside blew out the next window a couple of meters behind Riley.

The young agent nodded at Jack. “Thanks, man…”

Jack said, “We’re going back home. All of us.”

Before he could say anything else, Elam’s voice filled his earpiece. “Uri’s hit.”

Jack’s face twisted into a dark frown. “How serious?”

Elam didn’t reply right away.

“Elam, do you read me?” Jack said.

“Roger. His leg. I need to get him out.”

“And Abrams?”

“We’ve cleared two of the back rooms. Haven’t found him.”

“Roger.”

Riley fired through the window.

Jack also opened up when a gunman appeared in his sight. The man was clad in a white robe, which turned bright red at the chest where Jack planted two bullets.

“Cover me,” he said to Riley.

Riley fired a long volley as Jack stepped over the windowsill. He expected a gunman or two to return fire, but nothing happened. He advanced through the living room, then the kitchen. 

He cleared them and came to a body on the floor as he neared the hall. The man was face down and dead.

Jack climbed the staircase leading to the second floor and cleared one room after the other. He found one dead body in one of the back rooms. He had a bullet to the head, and there was a hole in the window. One of the Israelis had taken the kill shot.

When he returned to the first floor, Riley was waiting for him by the staircase. “Where’s Abrams?”

Jack shook his head. “Not here.”

“What?”

“They’ve moved him.”

Gunshots erupted outside the house.

“This place is getting hot,” Riley said. “We’ve got to go.”

Jack nodded. “Elam, Uri, where are you?”

“Coming around. We need some help here,” Elam replied in a loud voice full of frustration.

“Copy that. We’re coming.”

He gestured to Riley. “This way.”

They ran out the door and along the side of the house. When they came near the corner, Jack stopped, then took a quick peek. A group of gunmen opened up with a heavy volley. Bullets chewed splinters from the wall, a couple of feet away from his face. He squeezed off a quick burst, then shouted at Riley, “Go, go, go. I’ll cover you.”

Riley sprinted toward the field while staying away from the wall, which attracted bullets like a magnet. Jack fired round after round to cover Riley’s advance. The agent aimed at muzzle flashes flickering up ahead and to his left. He wasn’t sure if he hit anyone, but the gunfire stopped. The muzzle flashes disappeared, as did Riley when he reached the other house corner.

“Riley, where are you?” Jack called into his mic.

“We’ve got Uri,” Riley said.

“We’re good,” Elam said.

“Can you make it?”

A moment of pause, then Riley replied, “Sure can.”

“Good. I’ll get the SUV.”

“Roger,” Elam said.

Jack surveyed the other houses. A few lights had turned on. Silhouettes were moving around the houses. A couple of vehicles were coming from the west. Their bright headlights sliced through the darkness.

Jack drew in a deep breath. The cool night air filled his nostrils. We can do this, he thought. Just bring the SUV around and drive to the border.

He climbed to his feet and dashed toward the orchard. He reached it without anyone firing at him, so he bolted as fast as he could. Then bullets struck branches around him, but he knew the shooters had to be firing blind.

He redoubled his speed as he came to an open area, then slid into the SUV’s driver seat. He started the engine and put the transmission in gear. Jack pressed down on the gas pedal and turned the wheel to the right. The SUV roared to life and zoomed down the hill.

His team was now about three hundred meters away, and he was closing the distance fast. Jack recognized Riley’s silhouette at the back, stopping occasionally to lay down suppressive fire. Elam was at the front, stumbling under the weight of Uri, who was leaning against him.

A few more seconds, Jack thought.

He stepped hard on the gas pedal. The SUV moved forward, hit a bump, and became airborne. It came down hard, and the tires lost traction for a moment on the loose gravel. Jack straightened the wheel and regained control of the vehicle.

He slammed on the brakes when he was a few meters away from the operatives. The SUV came to an abrupt stop. He turned the wheel and rolled down a window. “Get in, get in. Quick!”

He stepped out and opened up with his rifle. He emptied his magazine and reloaded in a flash.

Elam dropped Uri in the backseat, then slid next to him.

Riley fired the last of his rounds and said, “I’m out.”

Jack squeezed off a few more rounds and returned to his seat. “Everybody good?”

“Yes, go, go, go!” Elam shouted.

Jack hit the gas and turned the steering wheel.

A round thumped against the back of the SUV. A second round pierced the rear window.

Elam cursed aloud.

Jack looked over his shoulder. “Anyone hit?”

“We’re good,” Elam replied.

Jack glanced at Uri’s pale face. He was breathing with difficulty. “How’re you doing?” Jack asked with genuine concern in his voice.

“I won’t die.”

Jack nodded. Yes, none of us will die.

As if to prove him wrong, a few rounds pounded the back of the SUV. 

He glanced at the rearview mirror. A whitish sedan was giving chase. “Get on the radio,” Jack told Elam. “We need that chopper now.”

An Israel Defense Forces helicopter was on standby in case the operation went sideways. The aircraft was stationed just across the border, but violating the aerial sovereignty of Lebanon to save the lives of two Mossad operatives was a no-brainer. The border was only five kilometers away, but in these deadly areas, every single meter counted. Every second they spent in Lebanon could be their last.

Jack didn’t need a reminder, but a volley of bullets hammered the back of the SUV. One of them even pierced through the windshield, right in the middle. If Jack’s head had been four inches to the right, he would have been hit.

“Riley, get them off our back,” Jack said.

“Aye, aye, sir.”

Riley slid half his body through the window and fired a long volley. His rounds struck the grille of the sedan. Others punctured the windshield. One or more must have struck the driver because the sedan veered off the road. It went through a few shrubs, then turned onto its side, before flipping over. It landed on the roof, and a moment later, it burst into flames, turning into a massive fireball.

“Good job,” Jack said.

He turned his head and looked at Uri. The Mossad operative offered a frown. “No Abrams,” he said in a gruff voice as if it were Jack’s fault.

“I heard about it,” Jack replied in a calm tone.

Elam said, “You had bad intel, and that almost killed us.”

Riley said, “We don’t know the intel was bad. Abrams could have been moved.”

Jack nodded. “Intel was good as of last night. A lot can happen in six hours.”

“Yes. A lot has gone wrong in this op,” Uri said between sighs.

A frown stretched across Jack’s face. The mudslinging had begun. The Mossad operatives would try to pin the blame on Jack. He wasn’t going to have it, but this wasn’t the time to argue. He needed to get his team out of Lebanon all in one piece.

“Where’s the chopper?” he asked.

“It’s up ahead, waiting for us,” Elam said in a frustrated voice.

“Waiting? We need him here. Now!”

“I told him so. They don’t have authorization to enter the Lebanese airspace.”

“Authorization?” Jack shook his head.

He snorted, but there wasn’t much else he could do. He looked through the windshield, searching the skies for the helicopter. He found nothing.

When he looked back at the road, he noticed a couple of men armed with rifles near the side of the road up ahead. They were about seventy or eighty meters away. One of them had already opened fire, the muzzle flashes sparkling against the dark.

“Down! Get down!” Jack shouted.

He had barely finished his words when the first rounds pierced the windshield. Jack had already slid down in his seat. He kept his eyes just an inch above the steering wheel, sufficient for him to drive somewhat safely. Thankfully, the road was more or less straight.

Still, he didn’t want to just turn and avoid the shooters.

He lifted himself up, inch by inch, ignoring the bullets zipping so close to his head that he felt the displaced air ruffling his hair. Both shooters were firing. They were standing about a meter onto the road and twenty meters away from the SUV.

Jack swung the steering wheel straight toward them.

The first shooter tried to step back and into the shrubs on the side of the road. The SUV was faster. Its hood struck him, tossing him a few meters up in the air and over the roof like a rag doll. The second shooter had already sprinted across the road.

Jack jerked the steering wheel toward the runaway shooter. The SUV hit him in the back. The shooter fell onto the ground, and the SUV ran him over.

“Bumpy ride,” Elam said with a grin.

Jack didn’t smile. How many more shooters are out there, he thought. And where’s that chopper?

He stepped on the brakes as the road curved around a hill, then unfolded toward the border. Jack looked at the bright lights of the military installation on the Israeli side. The Lebanese post was dark and abandoned.

He thought he heard the whap-whap-whap of a helicopter, but he couldn’t be certain. He gazed at the sky. It was all dark, but for the occasional star glowing dimly because of the scattered grayish clouds.

Another minute or so, and we’re free.

He looked over his shoulder at the Mossad operative, then through the shattered rear window. No one was following them. Jack glanced at Riley and said, “You all did good back there.”

“We didn’t find Abrams,” Uri said in a low voice with a sigh.

“Now we know one more place where he isn’t.” Jack tried to keep his voice calm, but Uri was getting on his nerves.

Elam shook his curly head. “I doubt we’ll have better luck,” he said in a dry voice.

Jack was about to let them have it, but Riley jumped in. “We’ll try again,” he said in a voice full of reassurance. “We’ll find him the next time.”

Elam shook his head but said nothing.

Jack looked through the rear window one more time.

It was all quiet.

He eased up on the gas pedal as they drew near the border. A group of four soldiers in olive drab uniforms bolted toward the entrance. They lifted the barrier to the side, and Jack drove the SUV into the freedom of the other side of the border.

Only then did he heave a sigh of relief. They hadn’t found the kidnapped Mossad operative, but there was still hope. Jack nodded to himself. Yes, let’s figure out what went wrong, then see how we can bring him home.
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Chapter Three

 

 

Four Hours Later

Mahanara, Northern Israel

 

The safehouse was a nondescript house at the edge of the small village. Jack and Riley had arrived about thirty minutes ago, while the two Mossad operatives remained at the border installation. A doctor had attended to Uri’s wound. The early prognosis was that he was going to recover completely, unless, of course, an infection developed or there were other unforeseen complications.

The Mossad operatives at the safehouse had offered the Canadians a cold welcome. No one wanted to be there under these circumstances, especially after the failed attempt to bring Abrams out of captivity. Still, Jack and Riley needed a secure place for the video call with their boss and the Mossad director. The after-action debrief couldn’t wait, and the agents’ feelings didn’t matter.

Jack and Riley were led to a small room at the back of the safehouse. It was spartanly furnished, with a plastic desk, a couple of chairs, and a laptop. One of the Mossad operatives set up the connection and warned the Canadians not to touch anything. He pointed at a camera mounted on a wall near the ceiling. Unnecessary, Jack thought, but he nodded his agreement.

In a matter of seconds, the laptop screen split into two parts. The top showed an office setting with a gray wall and a photo of the Israeli prime minister in the background. Doron Tretter, the Mossad director in charge of the hostage extraction operation, wasn’t there yet. A low tapping noise, like someone’s fingers running over a keyboard, came from the background.

The bottom part of the screen showed Jack’s face. Suddenly, he became quite aware of his appearance. He hadn’t changed since the operation. Jack ran his hands through his scruffy black hair, which had begun to turn gray at the temples. He rubbed the tip of his short beard, then scratched the left side of his face, which suddenly became very itchy. He tried to focus his brown eyes on the writing of a poster fastened to the wall of Mossad’s headquarters, but it was written only in Hebrew. Riley’s face wasn’t in the frame, so Jack pushed his chair farther back to allow Riley to slide his chair closer. Now, both agents could appear on the screen.

A third frame popped up on the screen, and Jack saw the face of their boss, Steven Gilson. He seemed to be struggling to plug a pair of earphones into the device he was using. No sound could be heard, but the video was crisp and clear. Gilson tried another time, then removed the earphones and put them to the side. He began to speak, but no sound came through.

Jack waved at their boss and said, “Sir, you’re muted…”

Gilson grimaced and nodded. He reached for the device, and his hand covered half the screen. He seemed to be tapping buttons, and his voice was heard saying, “Storm, Booker, can you hear me?”

“Yes, five by five, sir,” Jack said.

“How are you doing?” Riley asked with a smile.

“Frustrated. Technology is supposed to make our lives easier?” His voice dripped with sarcasm.

“Sometimes,” Riley said.

Jack offered a small headshake. Their boss wasn’t looking for an answer.

Gilson was dressed in his trademark black suit, black shirt, and a white tie. He was in his early sixties, with a bald, bullet-shaped head, but with very few wrinkles on his broad forehead. Gilson was clean-shaven and wore a pair of round, gold-rimmed glasses.

Before anyone could say anything, the face of a middle-aged man wearing black-framed glasses filled half the screen. “Gilson, good afternoon, or rather, good evening,” he said in a slow voice in sharply accented English.

“Hello, Tretter,” Gilson said. “How’s everything, my good friend?”

Tretter scrunched up his face. The wrinkle in the middle of his forehead deepened. “We’ve had better days, and, we’ve had worse days. How’s life in Ottawa?”

“Can’t complain too much. We have Storm and Booker here, so we can discuss the X op in South Lebanon.”

“Yes, that disaster. Let’s deal with it.”

Jack flinched. He wasn’t expecting praise from the Mossad director but also didn’t think the operation was a complete failure. He sat up straighter in his chair, bracing himself for the worst.

Gilson seemed to be shuffling papers, considering the sounds. He picked up a document, showed it to the camera, and leaned back in his seat. “This is the intel report we received from the asset. It’s one of the documents I sent you earlier today, Tretter. Do you have it?”

Tretter nodded and looked off the screen. “Yes, I have it here somewhere… Here we go.”

Gilson said, “So, the asset that my agents used was a trusted contact. He had worked for the Mossad in the past—”

“Two years ago, and we stopped paying him at that time,” Tretter cut him off.

“Yes, but not because his intel was inaccurate. At least that’s my understanding…”

Tretter nodded. “He was asking for too much and delivering too little.”

“Right, but there was no indication the man or his intel wasn’t trustworthy.”

The Mossad director seemed as if he wanted to say something as he leaned closer to the camera. He took a moment to think about his reply, then offered a small shrug. “Still, the responsibility, that remains with your men.”

Jack tried to stifle the frown forming on his forehead. He gave Riley a knowing look, and Riley returned a small nod.

Gilson said, “It does, but I don’t need to explain to you the difference between responsibility and blame…”

Tretter frowned. “You don’t need to.”

“Good. My agents acted swiftly on intel that was correct at the time it was received. That was what, six hours before the op?” Gilson seemed to be looking at Jack.

Jack shifted in his seat. “That’s correct, sir.”

Gilson said, “So, the operative was transferred to another safehouse. Something to be expected.”

“Right, but we didn’t expect it.” Tretter’s voice had lost the accusatory tinge. “And we still don’t know where the terrorists are holding Abrams.”

Gilson swiveled in his seat and said, “Jack?”

Jack coughed to clear his throat. “That’s right, sir,” he said in a polite tone. “The other two locations proved to be a waste of time. We have a few contacts who are doing everything they can to—”

Tretter waved a dismissive hand. “Not fast enough, Storm. We can’t afford to have the operative die.” He pursed his lips. “We need to retrieve him right away. If he’s tortured, he can reveal many secrets. That can’t happen,” he said in a firm tone, and his mouth set in a hard line.

Gilson nodded. His jaw tightened, and his eyes glinted with a look of determination mixed with defiance. “We’ll find him, Tretter. I have my best men on this op.” He motioned toward Jack. “Storm and Booker, and whoever you assign to the team, will return to the field right away.”

Tretter shook his head. “South Lebanon is very hot at the moment. Our main asset has disappeared, as your own agents have confirmed. Other contacts have proven to be slow, almost useless. No one seems willing to take the risk, no matter how much money we offer, or what threats we make.”

Gilson peered closer at the camera. “So, how do we find him?”

“We have a lead. It’s a long shot, but worth it, since there’s no better alternative.” Tretter sighed. “It requires finesse, not brute force. A special set of skills. The agents need to be convincing, yet discreet.”

Gilson nodded. “Storm and Riley can handle that.”

“We certainly can,” Jack assured him in a firm voice full of confidence.

Tretter didn’t seem convinced. He had arched his left eyebrow, and the corner of his mouth had quirked up. “Can you really pull this off?”

“If there’s anyone who can do it, it’s them,” Gilson said.

Tretter seemed to ponder for another moment, then he nodded slowly. The dubious look remained on his face. “Okay, Gilson. Let’s give this a try, but, this time, Mossad will lead the op. Storm and Booker will provide support as needed.”

Gilson cocked his head toward Jack, who nodded. “We can do that, sir,” he said slowly.

“Good. I’ll send you the file. The person you need to approach is in New York. Make your way to Tel Aviv, meet up with Vaniah Dworkin, and head to New York. He’ll be the team lead.”

Jack’s face remained neutral. He had never heard the Israeli operative’s name. He didn’t like playing second fiddle, but he was ready to do whatever it took to save Abram’s life. He nodded. “We’ll do whatever we can, sir,” he said and looked at Gilson, who offered a restrained smile.

Tretter nodded. “Good. That’s all, unless…”

“I’m good,” Jack said.

He looked at Riley, who shook his head.

“Nothing here,” Gilson said.

“Talk to you soon, then,” Tretter said and moved out of the camera’s frame.

A moment later, someone turned off the camera, and the connection ended.

Gilson was still there. Now his screen was half the size of the laptop’s monitor. “You’re clear regarding your orders?” he asked in a warm tone.

Jack had his questions and reservations about the operation. However, he wasn’t about to discuss them with his boss on a line that was monitored by Mossad. So he offered a small smile and said, “It’s all good, sir. We’ll talk about this off-line if need be.” He spoke in a neutral tone so as not to raise any suspicions among the Mossad operatives.

“Okay, Jack. Riley. Be safe, boys.”

“You too, sir.”

The line closed.

Jack looked at Riley, who stretched in his chair and placed his arms behind his head. “We’re going to New York.”

“I’ve never been there.”

“It’s a lovely place.”

“I’m sure it is. I hope we have some downtime to look around.”

His gut feeling, though, was telling him that wasn’t likely to happen. He began to wonder who the New York contact was and about his connection with the kidnapped Mossad operative. Who is this guy? What can he tell us? And what does he want in return?
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Chapter Four

 

 

Two Days Later

Canadian Intelligence Service Headquarters

Ottawa, Canada

 

Jack wasn’t too happy to be drawn into the early morning meeting, especially when it meant a detour from their original destination. His plans to reach New York had changed shortly after he and Riley had landed at the Newark Liberty International Airport. A brief text message from their boss read: Storm, meet me at HQ at 8:00 a.m.

Jack exchanged a bear hug with Riley, then took the next available flight to Ottawa. He stopped for a quick shower and shave when he got to his small apartment in Gloucester. He picked up a protein smoothie at a Healthy You drive-thru and headed to the CIS headquarters as per his boss’s request.

Jack showed his ID card to the guards staffing the gate of the CIS complex. One of the young guards studied the ID at length, his eyes flitting between the card and the agent’s face. At one point, Jack lost patience. “Has someone ever tried to get in with a fake card?”

The young man shrugged and gave Jack a look full of suspicion. “No, but there’s always a first time.”

“And you’ll be the lucky one.”

“Look, man, I’m just doing my job.”

“Yeah, and so am I,” Jack said.

The young man took another long moment, then returned the card to Jack, and waved him through without another word.

The agent sighed and drew in a series of
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