

[image: Cover]




  	
	    
	      Also by Ethan Jones

	    

      
	    
          
	      A Jennifer Morgan Novel

          
        
          
	          The Secret Affair

          
        
          
	          The Secret Series Complete Trilogy Box Set

          
        
          
	          The Secret Blush

          
        
          
	          The Secret Cause

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      An Assassin's Wife Thriller Series

          
        
          
	          Assassin's Wife

          
        
          
	          Assassin's Secret

          
        
          
	          Assassin's Oath (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Carrie Chronicles

          
        
          
	          Priority Target: A Carrie Chronicles Spy Thriller

          
        
          
	          Carrie Chronicles - Books 1-3 Box Set

          
        
          
	          Codename Makarov: A Carrie Chronicles Spy Thriller

          
        
          
	          Carrie Chronicles - Books 4-7 Box Set

          
        
          
	          Entry Point: A Carrie Chronicles Spy Thriller

          
        
          
	          Unknown Operative: A Carrie Chronicles Spy Thriller

          
        
          
	          Foreign Interference: A Carrie Chronicles Spy Thriller

          
        
          
	          Vatican Conspiracy: A Carrie Chronicles Spy Thriller

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Jack Storm Spy Thriller Series

          
        
          
	          The Extractor

          
        
          
	          Mossad Extraction

          
        
          
	          Extracted Asset

          
        
          
	          Unextracted

          
        
          
	          Perfect Extraction

          
        
          
	          Terms of Extraction

          
        
          
	          Rogue Extraction

          
        
          
	          Presidential Extraction

          
        
          
	          The Extractor Box Set 1-3

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Javin Pierce Spy Thriller

          
        
          
	          The Corrector: A Javin Pierce Spy Thriller

          
        
          
	          Javin Pierce Spy Thriller Series - Books 1-3 Box Set

          
        
          
	          Betrayal: A Javin Pierce Spy Thriller

          
        
          
	          Closure: A Javin Pierce Spy Thriller

          
        
          
	          Retrieval: A Javin Pierce Spy Thriller

          
        
          
	          Javin Pierce Spy Thriller Series - Books 4-6 Box Set

          
        
          
	          Interception: A Javin Pierce Spy Thriller

          
        
          
	          Deception: A Javin Pierce Spy Thriller

          
        
          
	          Counterblow: A Javin Pierce Spy Thriller

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Justin Hall Spy Thriller Series

          
        
          
	          The Interrogation (A Justin Hall Short Story Prequel)

          
        
          
	          Justin Hall Spy Thriller Series - Books 1-3 Box Set

          
        
          
	          Canadian Assassin: A Justin Hall Spy Thriller

          
        
          
	          Justin Hall Spy Thriller Series - Books 4-6 Box Set

          
        
          
	          Tripoli's Target: A Justin Hall Spy Thriller

          
        
          
	          Iranian Protocol: A Justin Hall Spy Thriller

          
        
          
	          Double Agents: A Justin Hall Spy Thriller

          
        
          
	          Rogue Agents: A Justin Hall Spy Thriller

          
        
          
	          Shadow Agents: A Justin Hall Spy Thriller

          
        
          
	          Homeland: A Justin Hall Spy Thriller

          
        
          
	          The Saudi Strategy: A Justin Hall Spy Thriller

          
        
          
	          The CIA Connection: A Justin Hall Spy Thriller

          
        
          
	          The Austrian Asset: A Justin Hall Spy Thriller

          
        
          
	          The Belgian Bagman: A Justin Hall Series

          
        
          
	          The Cyprus Coverup: A Justin Hall Spy Thriller

          
        
          
	          Covert Assassin: A Justin Hall Spy Thriller

          
        
          
	          Target Acquired: A Justin Hall Spy Thriller

          
        
          
	          The Russian Defector: A Justin Hall Spy Thriller

          
        
          
	          Resident Spy

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Max Thorne Spy Thriller

          
        
          
	          18 Minutes - A Max Thorne Spy Thriller

          
        
          
	          Agent Rising - A Max Thorne Spy Thriller

          
        
          
	          Agent Max Thorne Complete 5 Book Box Set

          
        
          
	          Agent Recruit - A Max Thorne Spy Thriller

          
        
          
	          Agent Assassin - A Max Thorne Spy Thriller

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Saint Assassin Series

          
        
          
	          Assassin's Call

          
        
          
	          Saint Assassin - Box Set 1-3

          
        
          
	          Assassin's Vow

          
        
          
	          Assassin's Revenge

          
        
          
	          Assassin's Ambush

          
        
          
	          Assassin's Pact

          
        
          
	          Assassin's Wrath (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Tom Maverick Assassin Vigilante Thriller

          
        
          
	          Firestorm

          
        
          
	          Unleashed

          
        
          
	          Takedown

          
        
          
	          Triggerman

          
        
          
	          Contractor

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Ethan Jones’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


​ 

​Thank you 

 

for purchasing this novel

 

from the best-selling Saint assassin series.

 

 

Sign up for

 

Ethan’s New Release

Announcements

 

and never miss a book!

 

The Story

 

Revenge is a dish best served… well-done

 

Assassin Xavier Saint has uncovered one of the main layers of the assassins’ network out to frame him. At the same time, he’s getting close to finding out the fate of his ex-girlfriend. He feels like he's finally getting somewhere. But just to shake him harder, now they’re after his daughter.

 

They don't know who they're dealing with...

 

Willing to call in a favor, knowing it will cost him more in the end, Saint is willing to try a Hail Mary and give it all he has.

 

What has he got to lose? Everything.

 

How will Saint protect his daughter, find his ex-girlfriend, and make sure innocent lives are saved as he executes his revenge?

 

Find out in Assassin's Revenge.


 

 

​ASSASSIN’S REVENGE

 

SAINT ASSASSIN SERIES  

BOOK THREE

 

[image: ]

 

 

ETHAN JONES


​Table of Contents

Front Page

Title Page

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-one

Chapter Twenty-two

Chapter Twenty-three

Chapter Twenty-four

Chapter Twenty-five

Chapter Twenty-six

Chapter Twenty-seven

Chapter Twenty-eight

Chapter Twenty-nine

Chapter Thirty

Chapter Thirty-one

Chapter Thirty-two

Chapter Thirty-three

Epilogue

Bonus - The Plan: Short Story

Bonus - Book Four - Assassin's Ambush: Chapter One

Acknowledgements

Copyright


​ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

​Chapter One

 

 

Eggenberg District

Graz, Austria

 

Brina Kastelic looked up from her phone to check on her son Luka and his little friend Sarah. They were both running around at the children’s playground in the school yard. The school didn’t open until 8:00. Brina was taking advantage of the peace and quiet this morning before the playground was crowded with children and parents, grandparents, or nannies. She also liked the crisp air filled with the delightful scent of pines and cedars.

She checked her email again, clicking the refresh button. Nothing. Saint hadn’t replied to her note. She pursed her lips as she calculated the time difference between Austria and Asia. They’re a few hours ahead of us, depending on where Saint is located exactly. He hadn’t told her the name of the country, only that it was in Asia, and that he was going to be away for a while.

She shrugged and flicked one of her black curls behind her ear. Xavier Saint had a way of frustrating her considerably. He’d disappear for days at a time, and she never knew where he was or when he was coming back. But he always did. He always returned to her and Luka and Sarah, Saint’s little girl.

Saint had told her that he did security work. “Just making sure bad guys don’t do bad things to good people,” he had once said, matter-of-factly. Brina had seen him single-handedly eliminate two men who had come to hurt her and her son. Saint was good at what he did: protecting them. He was a troubled, but good, kind soul. And when he was around, he was extremely reliable, more than anyone Brina had ever known, including her late husband. Saint… I think… I think I’ve started to like you a little too much…

She sighed and felt a pang of guilt. Her best friend Hannah Parsons, who was Sarah’s mother, had died under mysterious circumstances only a few weeks ago. She had been targeted by an international network of assassins because of her investigative work related to suspicious deaths of European politicians. “She must have gotten too close to the truth,” Saint had told her in one of their heart-to-heart conversations. And he had vowed revenge.

Brina felt that having feelings for Saint somehow betrayed her good friendship with Hannah. But how long is long enough? I need companionship as much as Saint does. And Sarah… eventually the little girl will need a mother figure in her life…

She shrugged again and looked at Luka and Sarah chasing each other around the swings. They soon lost interest, and Luka began to play at the rock-climbing wall. Sarah checked out the jungle gym, but only for a few seconds. Luka called her over, but Sarah shook her head. She walked slowly to the edge of the playground and looked curiously at one of the tall pine trees in the schoolyard. She cocked her head and seemed to be studying something near the top of the tree.

Brina squinted but couldn’t make out the creature. It’s probably a squirrel or a raven. Sarah is such an animal-lover. Brina stood up from the bench and took a few steps toward the little girl. “What is it, Sarah? What are you looking at?”

Sarah waved her arms but didn’t look at Brina. “I… I don’t know… some bird I think…”

Brina smiled. “What color is it?” She kept walking slowly toward Sarah.

“Gray, maybe… It looks like gray.”

“Where is it?” Brina knelt near Sarah. “Show me.”

The little girl pointed with her tiny fingers. 

Brina peered and saw a pigeon hopping from one branch to the other. Then, the pigeon began its cooing, before flapping its wings. “Oh, that’s a pigeon, Sarah.”

“Pigeon, pigeon,” Sarah repeated the word, which apparently was new to her.

“Yes, very good.” Brina tousled Sarah’s wavy strawberry blonde hair, which looked exactly like Saint’s.

Brina glanced at Luka, who was still trying to climb the wall. He had gone up maybe a foot and kept sliding down. Then, she turned her head toward the road and frowned.

Two men in black suits and blue shirts but no ties were marching toward her. They were wearing sunglasses, so she couldn’t see their eyes. But their faces were drawn menacingly. She knew whoever they were, they weren’t coming as friends.

Brina reacted on instinct. She grabbed Sarah’s hand. “Come with me,” she whispered warmly to the little girl and pulled her toward the playground and Luka.

“Where are we going?” Sarah shuffled behind her but not as fast as Brina would have liked.

“Home. We’re going home.”

“Home? No. We just came to the park…”

“Sarah, don’t complain now. We’ll come back later. We’ve got to go now.”

Brina looked over her shoulder. The two men were cutting through the grassy field and advancing on her. They were maybe forty yards away and approaching fast.

“We’ve got to run, Sarah.” Brina held her hand tighter. “Run, run, run!”

“But why? What’s going on?”

“Just do it, okay? Luka, Luka, we’re going home.”

Luka gave her a frustrated and disappointed look. “Can’t we stay longer?”

“No, not right now. Run to the van.”

Their Honda minivan was parked just a block away. Brina doubted she’d be able to make it before the two men would grab her or the children. But she had to. Even if she had to fight them tooth and nail, she wasn’t going to let anything happen to Luka and Sarah.

Luka nodded slowly, then began to sprint toward the minivan.

Brina turned her head again. The two men had shortened the distance. They were now just twenty yards behind her. Her head pivoted in all directions. The playground and the schoolyard were empty. No early morning joggers or eager employees arriving ahead of time.

Then she glanced at the minivan. It was about fifty yards away. She wouldn’t be able to make it. So she stopped and pulled the phone out of her purse. She dialed 133, the police number, and brought the phone to her ear. Then she moved Sarah behind her back but held onto her little hand.

Before the dispatcher could answer, one of the men stared at Brina. “Put the phone away,” he shouted at her in English with a thick accent.

“The police will take at least ten minutes,” shouted the other man. “A lot of bad things can happen in ten minutes.”

Brina’s breathing turned quick and shallow. Her eyes grew wide with panic, showing white around the whole iris. She felt the adrenaline shooting through her system and heart palpitations tingling in her chest. She blinked rapidly, but she still couldn’t see clearly through her square metal-rimmed glasses. Both men were approaching faster and faster.

Then the dispatcher on the phone spoke to Brina.

At the same time, Sarah tugged at Brina’s purple jacket. “Who are these people? They are scaring me…”

Brina held Sarah’s hand. “It will… it will be okay, girl,” she told her in a broken voice, trying to calm herself.

The dispatcher spoke again to Brina. She opened her mouth to reply, but just then came the thundering roar of a bike's engine. The loud noise filled the air as the rider shot from the left side. The bike tore through the school’s parking lot, then came to an abrupt stop near the edge of the field.

The rider was wearing a black leather jacket and leather pants with silver accents. As the rider kicked down the bike’s stand, Brina noticed the rider’s slender body. That’s a woman, she thought. But who is that?

Before the men or Brina could do or say anything, the rider pulled a pistol from a side holster. She aimed the gun at the two men and marched toward them with purpose. She kept her shiny black helmet on, so Brina couldn’t tell her identity.

Both men were stopped dead in their tracks. One of them smirked at the other. “What are you going to do?” he shouted at the rider who was approaching them quickly. “Shoot us?”

The woman raised her pistol in the air and fired a quick round. Then she lowered the gun and kept it trained at the men’s heads.

A frown darkened the face of the man who had talked to the rider. He took a couple of steps back and spread his arms away from his body. His associate did the same, to indicate to the rider that they presented no danger. No need for her to tap the trigger again.

The woman wished she could talk to Brina and the little girl and explain herself. But there was no time. Someone could show up at any time. She flicked her hand toward Brina and the little girl and made a gesture for them to disappear. 

Brina didn’t need any more encouragement. “Thank you,” she said in a low tone, grabbed Sarah, and hurried away.

The two men were now facing the woman, who was perhaps ten steps away from them. “What now?” asked the man who didn’t seem to be able to keep his mouth shut.

The woman waited for Brina and the little girl to be beyond earshot. Once they had climbed into the minivan, the woman lifted the visor of her helmet so that she could talk. “Now you pay for what you came here to do,” she said in a calm, yet ice-cold voice.

“Which is?” the man retorted angrily.

“Scare a little girl. You should pick a fight with someone your own size.”

“Our size? How about we pick a fight with you?”

The man who had remained silent all this time gave his foolish friend a hard tap on the shoulder. “Do you not see the pistol?” he said with a headshake.

“We have pistols too.”

The woman said, “Right, so drop them to the ground.”

“Or?”

“Or I’ll put a bullet in your head.” The woman aligned her pistol with the man’s face. “Three, two—”

“Okay, okay, fine.” The man retrieved his pistol slowly from his shoulder holster and tossed it onto the grass.

His partner did the same.

“Okay, now you were saying about that fight?” the woman asked. “You think you can beat me?”

“With one hand,” the man replied.

The woman shrugged. “You know, I should just kill you, both of you, and just ride away. But maybe you need to be taught a lesson.” She holstered her pistol and removed her helmet.

The woman’s hair was dyed raven black and in a short pixie cut. Her eyes narrowed to slits as she measured up both men. She knew the big-mouthed one—who was also the taller and the heavier of the two and towered above her by at least six inches—would be the first one to attack.

She was right.

He snorted at her and took a couple of steps forward. “I will slap you so hard…” he said in a bragging voice.

The woman shook her head. “I will make you cry like a little girl.”

She rushed toward the man, who had lifted up his arms like a boxer. He threw a right hook at the woman, which she avoided by stepping back. Then, the man came at her with a left jab, which again, she dodged easily.

The woman stepped to his left side and prepared her left fist. The man turned slightly to face her, readying for her punch. But then, the woman switched tactics. Instead of a blow from her fist, she kicked him in the groin.

Her right boot connected hard with the man’s private parts. The man’s mouth opened wide as an excruciating moan came out of it. He folded over and collapsed to one side, writhing in pain.

A low blow for sure, but the rider intended to win this fight. It was just her against two men, bigger and stronger opponents. She knew she couldn’t win this fight by sheer strength, so she had to be clever about it.

She glanced at the man sprawled on the ground. He was certainly out of the fight. So she turned her attention toward the other man. He had taken a step back, obviously apprehensive about his next moves.

The woman knew she couldn’t repeat the same maneuver. But she’d have to strike hard and strike first. This was a kill-or-be-killed situation.

“Your turn.” She invited the man with a hand gesture.

The man was slightly reluctant, hearing the painful moans coming from his partner crying on the ground. But the man couldn’t just leave.

He stepped forward, giving the woman an evil look. He kept his fists in front of his face and turned slightly, protecting his private parts. He approached the woman from the left and threw a quick jab.

She stepped to the side, making him miss.

He tried again, with his left hand. The blow was light and connected with the woman’s side. She winced in pain but didn’t hit him back. The man then went in with a swift, right-hand punch.

The woman had anticipated it. She swung to the left, causing him to miss, and before he could throw another punch, the woman attacked his exposed neck. She struck him hard with an edge-of-the-hand blow across his windpipe.

The man’s airflow to his lungs was interrupted. He struggled for breath and let out a painful cry. He dropped to his knees, while holding his throat with both hands.

The woman studied him for a moment. She determined no more blows were needed, so she simply pushed him down with her boot. The man offered no resistance.

She leaned over both men, who had fallen about six feet away from each other, and said, “That’s for scaring the little girl. Now, if you go after her or the woman again, I will find you. And next time, I’m going to kill you.”

The man who had been kicked in the family jewels gave her a fiery look of defiance.

The woman stepped closer to him and put her boot on his throat. “Do you understand me?” she asked again in a sharper tone.

The man couldn’t breathe. He tried to remove her boot, but she pressed harder. “You don’t need to talk. Just nod if you understand me,” she said quietly in a calm voice.

The man nodded.

“Good.” The woman stepped back. “And I have a message for your boss. Tell Song Xinya that I’m coming for him. And this time, nothing’s going to stop me.”
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​Chapter Two

 

 

Nhu Tien Beach

Nha Trang

Vietnam

 

Assassin Xavier Saint aimed his Sig Sauer 9mm pistol at the nearest guard, who had pulled out his pistol and was rushing toward Saint. Saint double-tapped the guard in the chest. He fell face first on the white sandy beach.

​The second guard, who was also running in Saint’s direction, dropped his phone. He turned his pistol at Saint, but the assassin was faster on the trigger. He fired two rounds that hit the guard in the head.

Screams of terror erupted from the crowded beach. Some beachgoers dropped down onto the sand, not knowing which direction to run for safety. Others broke into sprints away from the sounds of gunfire.

Saint looked to his right. Doctor Cacua was crouched next to a blue chaise lounge. He had been lying there on his back, deeply immersed in a book, until a couple of minutes ago. His world had been turned upside down because of Saint’s arrival. Then, the six guards patrolling the beach had realized who Saint was and had turned their pistols at him.

“Get ready to run for your life,” Saint ordered the doctor in a firm, yet hopeful tone.

The doctor’s face was crumpled in panic. It looked like he was about to burst into sobs. His breathing had turned quick and shallow.

“Hey, hey, look at me!” Saint told the doctor. “You’re going to be fine. You’re going to be okay. I’m going to take care of them. You just keep running behind me, and don’t stop. Okay?”

“Okay, okay,” the doctor whispered in a throaty voice and nodded slowly. He squeezed his eyes shut, then waved a hand in front of his face, before clenching and unclenching his fists.

Saint glanced at two of the guards who were approaching from the left. They had been guarding the edge of the beach, close to an area with steep cliffs jutting out into the water. Now, their pistols were drawn and aimed at Saint and the doctor.

“Don’t fall behind, and don’t stop. Got it?”

The doctor nodded. “Yes, yes… Got it.”

Saint tapped him on the shoulder, then looked up from their position. They had sought concealment and cover behind one of the thick palms a couple of feet away from them.

A bullet struck a few inches away from Saint’s face. The palm tree bark erupted, sending shards in Saint’s direction. He had closed his eyes and dropped down. The sharp fragments rained over his head.

Saint aimed his pistol and fired in the direction of the guards. They were out in the open, but he still doubted he’d hit them. Still, his suppressive fire would force them to slow down, seek cover, or stop firing. That would buy him a few precious seconds to allow for their advance.

His return fire produced the intended effect. As soon as their gunfire stopped, Saint called at the doctor, “Now! Let’s go!”

He got up to his knees and fired a quick volley. Both guards had disappeared. Saint suspected they were hiding behind a shack about forty yards away. It didn’t matter. He didn’t want to kill them. He just wanted for him and the doctor to escape.

He turned to the doctor and said, “Run, run, run!”

Saint tore toward the front of the beachfront restaurant, which was about a hundred yards away. His white baseball hat with the letters Viet Nam stitched on it flew off his head. Two guards dressed in khaki pants and white short-sleeve shirts, like all the other guards, were approaching from the right. They had been standing near a lime green Jeep close to the entrance to the beach. Terrified beachgoers were screaming, shouting, and scampering in all directions.

That worked in Saint and the doctor’s favor. Soon, both of them disappeared among the panicked crowd. Saint lowered his pistol and ducked, making himself a harder target. He wondered about Chau, or Trudy, as she liked to be called. Saint had come with her to the beach so that he would draw as little attention as possible to himself. I’m sure she’s found a safe place. She’s a smart girl.

He looked behind him at the doctor. He had fallen behind, struggling to keep up with Saint, who was now about ten feet ahead. Saint then looked over the doctor’s shoulders. One of the guards was standing with his pistol pointed at the doctor. It seemed the guard was waiting for the most opportune moment to take the shot.

Saint couldn’t let that happen.

He swung around and got into the Weaver shooting stance. He squared himself to the target, with his feet slightly wider than his shoulder width. Saint leaned slightly forward and extended his arms straight out. The Sig’s sights were aligned with his eyes. 

He fired a single shot that struck the guard in his chest. He dropped down, and the pistol flew out of his hand.

Saint’s second round missed the second guard. He dove behind a chaise lounge, then crawled toward a couple of tourists, who were lying on the sand, frozen with fear. Saint turned to the doctor. “Come on, hurry, hurry!”

The doctor nodded and picked up the pace. He still wasn’t going as fast as Saint would have liked. Saint swung his head to his right. The two guards coming from that direction had drawn their weapons and were pointing them at him.

Before Saint could do anything, both guards opened fire. Their rounds zipped over his head. One struck the pole of an umbrella about a foot to Saint’s left. Another round struck the arm of a young man in front of Saint, but the young man kept running.

Another older man was caught in the crossfire. He just happened to be a foot ahead of Saint. The old man screamed in pain and fell onto his stomach.

Saint wanted to help, but he knew that would endanger his own life and that of the doctor. The best thing Saint could do was to neutralize the danger coming to everyone on the beach. He dropped to one knee, then crawled to his left until he reached a wooden cabana. A couple of local women were already hiding behind it. They gave Saint wide-eyed looks, but he waved his hands, trying to calm them. “I’m a friend. Friend.” He tapped his chest, then motioned with his hands for them to stay down. “Down, down!”

They nodded slowly; their bodies were still shaking. One of them blurted out something that sounded incoherent, even though Saint didn’t speak what he assumed was Vietnamese. He tried to quiet her, by putting a finger in front of his mouth. Then, he looked over his shoulder for the doctor.

He wasn’t behind Saint.

Saint cast a sweeping gaze at the area but didn’t see the doctor. A couple of rounds struck the cabana posts. Saint bit his lip. He crawled to the left side of the cabana and looked through a small gap between two boards.

The two guards were positioned about thirty-five yards away, behind a couple of shacks that were used as a jet ski rental center. One of them was firing at the cabana, while the other was trying to determine Saint’s location.

Saint looked over his shoulder for the doctor. He had popped up near a sort of a red-painted wooden stage surrounded by inflatable water toys of all shapes and colors. The doctor was looking for Saint, and Saint wanted to call at the doctor, but he worried he’d draw the guards’ attention to the doctor and to himself.

Saint searched the beach for the other guard. He was last seen hiding behind a couple of tourists, but he was no longer there. Where did you go?

Saint peered hard as he combed the beach for the guard. Where are you? 

A moment later, he found the guard crouched behind a palm tree. The guard had aimed the pistol at the cabana and fired a couple of rounds. They were off mark and thumped against the boards on the other side.

However, the two women screamed in pain. One of them squeezed her eyes shut and held herself tightly. The other one jumped to her feet and dashed toward the ocean, which seemed to be the safest place at this moment.

Saint aimed his pistol and tapped the trigger. The first bullet missed, but the second bullet hit the guard’s right arm. He dropped his pistol and disappeared behind the tree and the chairs lying around it.

Saint turned his attention to the two guards to his right. One of them was still firing at the cabana. Saint crawled to the left side, as far away as he could from the sobbing woman, then aimed his pistol. He fired a single round that pierced the guard’s head. Saint’s second round slammed against the other guard’s chest.

There was no more gunfire.

Saint glanced at the woman still sobbing. “It’s okay,” he told her in a warm voice. “It’s all over now.”

The woman gave him a small nod, followed by a low whimper.

Saint turned his head to the right. He looked at the doctor, who was still crouched near the stage. Saint scanned the area for other guards. Finding none, he waved at the doctor, then called out at him, “This way. Come here. Hurry!”

The doctor climbed to his feet and darted toward Saint. When the doctor was about halfway to Saint, a gunman stepped out of the restaurant, which was to the back, next to the thick forest. Saint turned his pistol at the man, but the gunman had already aimed his rifle at the doctor. Before Saint could tap the trigger, the gunman opened up with a long volley. At least two of his rounds cut down the doctor. He fell down to his knees, then slumped to one side.

Saint emptied the rest of his magazine at the gunman, hitting him at least once in the head and another time in the chest. As the gunman tumbled down the set of stairs leading up to the restaurant, Saint fed a fresh magazine into his Sig. He studied the restaurant, expecting more gunmen to come out of it, but none appeared.

Saint waited another long moment, then stood up. His head was on a swivel, covering all angles. He cursed out loud as his eyes rested on the doctor. His neck had twisted unnaturally. A quick glance told Saint that the doctor was dead.

Saint shook his head but didn’t feel too bad about how the man’s life had ended. The doctor had lied to Saint about the fate of Hannah Parsons, who had been the love of his life and the mother of his four-year-old daughter. He had trusted the doctor, but Saint’s trust had been betrayed.

He shrugged and let out a deep sigh. Still, this turned into a real mess. I’ve got to get out of here and leave the country ASAP. I could have learned more from the doctor, but at least I have a couple of leads. I need to find those Asians who threatened the doctor’s family. That will surely help me find the truth about what happened to Hannah.
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Chapter Three

 

 

Nhu Tien Beach

Nha Trang

Vietnam

 

Saint marched quickly across the beach, which was still in chaos. The shooting had stopped, but the screaming, the shouting, and the people scattering in terror continued. He had lowered his weapon and kept it close to his thigh. He didn’t want to terrify the beachgoers even further, if that was possible. But he also wanted to be ready and not be caught by surprise by another shooter.

When he came to the restaurant, he looked around for Trudy. His heart almost skipped a beat as he didn’t see her right away. Where is she? Did she… He shook his head and didn’t continue the doomed thought.

“Trudy, hey, Trudy, where are you? This is Bill. It’s okay now. Come out,” Saint called out at her, using the fake name he had given her. “Trudy? Do you hear me?”

It took a few seconds, but then Trudy stepped out from behind a wooden wall near the back of the restaurant. Her makeup was all blotchy as she had been crying. Her one-piece black suit was covered in stains and sand. Her entire body was trembling, and she seemed to be wavering on her feet.

“Come here, come here.” Saint embraced her. “How are you?”

“Oh… okay, now… now that you are here. But what… what happened?” she asked in a weak voice that kept breaking off.

“The guards starting shooting.” He had already tucked his pistol to the small of his back. “But it’s all over now. It’s finished.”

“Who were they shooting at? Why?”

Saint shrugged and broke the embrace. “Some guy, but it doesn’t matter. Let’s get out of here.”

Trudy nodded quickly and brushed away some of the black hair that had fallen in her face. “I’ll call us a taxi—”

“No.” Saint shook his head. “No time. I don’t want to be here when the police arrive. Do you?”

Trudy returned the headshake. “No way. They ask too many stupid questions. But the city is too far away to walk…”

Saint ushered her away from the restaurant as he carefully observed the faces of the nearby beachgoers. Most of them had realized that the ordeal was over and were slowly either getting to their feet or making their way out of the beach area. He wondered how many of them had seen him exchange fire with the guards. How many of them would tell police what I look like? We need to disappear, pronto!

“Who said anything about walking?” Saint pointed at the lime green Jeep near the entrance.

Trudy did a double take. “We’re stealing the Jeep?”

“Borrowing it for a short time. The owner can pick it up in the city. Or would you rather wait for the police?”

Trudy shook her head and wrinkled her brow. “No, I don’t want to talk to any officer.”

“The Jeep it is then.”

Saint hoped the owner would have left the keys somewhere in the cabin. If not, we’ll take one of the other cars in the parking lot.

They hurried to the Jeep, which was unlocked. Saint searched for the keys and found them in the center console. They were on a keyring with a diamond-shaped plastic design and the name of the Diamond Bay Hotel. Makes sense for the guards to leave the door unlocked if the Jeep belongs to the hotel, and they’re around. Who’s going to dare to steal it?

Saint didn’t wait for Trudy to buckle her seatbelt but hit the gas as soon as she closed the door. The Jeep roared forward and sped through the open gate. Then Saint tore through the narrow dirt road until they came to a two-lane asphalt road. He kept his foot on the gas and headed toward Nha Trang, which was about half an hour north. That’s where he had picked up Trudy, and where he planned to drop her off. And hopefully, that’s the last time I’ll see her, and she won’t talk to the police or anyone else about ever meeting me…

 

 

Nha Trang

Vietnam

 

Saint said goodbye to Trudy outside her apartment building. It was a luxurious-looking high-rise on Yersin Street, a block away from the city’s stadium. He expressed regret about the course of the events during their date. “That was supposed to have been fun, relaxing. Instead…” he said
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