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Dear reader,

Some battles can be escaped. Others hunt you down.

In A Predator’s Due, Paul Van den Brande plunges you into a world where financial power, digital fraud, and intelligence agencies collide in a deadly, high-stakes game.

Jason Noble, a former operative living in quiet exile, is pulled back into the shadows when a mysterious surveillance team appears next door. 

​Written in the style of David Baldacci, Daniel Silva, and Olivier Norek, this novel blends psychological tension, cinematic pacing, and international intrigue into a relentless thriller.

​Step into a world where every choice has a cost, and where a predator always comes to collect.
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​Chapter One: The Benitachell Deception
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The Spanish sun was a benevolent hammer, beating down on the terracotta tiles of Jason Noble’s Benitachell villa. From his perch on the balcony, he had a clear view of the shimmering Mediterranean, the cobalt-blue infinity pool, and the single most absurd feature of his property: the helicopter platform. It was a leftover from the previous owner, some Russian oligarch, and an emblem of a world Jason had tried to leave behind. A world of high-value assets and even higher-value targets.

For years, he’d lived in this self-imposed exile, the tranquil rhythm of the coast a perfect antidote to the kinetic chaos of his former life. He’d meticulously scrubbed away every trace of his past, a process so thorough it had even fooled him. Or so he’d thought.

The first sign was subtle, a glint of light from the neighboring property, a villa that had sat empty for over a year. It was a classic amateur mistake, the reflection of a long-range lens. Jason's gut tightened. He’d done this dance a thousand times, from the back alleys of Prague to the sun-baked rooftops of Cairo. A surveillance unit was in place. But why? He had no enemies, not anymore. His ledger was clean. He was a ghost.

A few days later, he found the second clue: a new security firm hired by his ex-colleague, David. He learned David had brought in a man named "Lupo," an ex-CIA agent with an "uncontrollable CV". The name didn't ring a bell, but the job title did. It was the kind of move you made when you needed deniability. The kind of move you made when you wanted to track someone but didn’t want to be implicated.

Jason moved through his villa, his senses re-awakened, every shadow and corner holding a potential threat. He checked the perimeter alarms, the hidden cameras, the reinforced safe room he’d built for a rainy day he hoped would never come. Everything seemed in order. But the unease lingered. He felt like a mouse in a maze, and the cheese at the end felt suspiciously like a trap.

He knew David, and David wouldn't have brought in a rogue agent without a damn good reason. David was by the book, a pragmatist. For him to hire a mercenary like Lupo meant the stakes were astronomical. He considered confronting him, but that would show his hand. Instead, Jason decided to do what he did best: become the hunter.

His initial investigation uncovered a link between Lupo and a multi-million dollar money-laundering case in the Netherlands, a case involving three young millionaires and their financial advisor. He looked at the details, the names, and felt a cold jolt of recognition. The advisor's name was Sarah Mitchell. And she was a client of a firm he'd been tracking before he retired, a firm with a very public-facing tax shelter that was, in reality, a private pyramid scheme.

His clean ledger wasn’t so clean after all. It wasn't his past catching up to him, but a dangerous new future being built on the foundations of a world he’d tried to escape. And somewhere, in the middle of it all, was Sarah Mitchell, a woman who didn't seem to belong, a potential pawn in a much bigger game. Jason Noble knew he had to act fast before he became collateral damage. The game was afoot, and this time, he wasn't just a player; he was the objective.
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​Chapter Two: The Ghost in the Machine
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The villa that sat beside Jason’s was no ordinary vacation rental; it was a ghost in the machine. It had the same sleek, modern lines and the same stunning view of the Mediterranean as his own. But where his was a home filled with the quiet echoes of a solitary life, this one was a fortress. The windows were blacked out, the gates were never open, and the only signs of life were the delivery vans that came and went with an almost military precision. He’d never seen anyone, but he could feel their presence, a low-level hum of surveillance that was now a constant in his life.

Jason spent the next few days in a different kind of retirement. He was no longer the man who spent his afternoons painting seascapes. He was a hunter again, a ghost in his own house, moving through the shadows, watching, waiting. He began to track the money trail, the one that led from the young millionaires in the Netherlands to the tax shelter in Brussels. The firm’s name was on a long list of suspected money launderers. The police were already on the case, but their methods were slow and bureaucratic. Jason’s were not.

The more he dug, the more connections he found. The illegal online gambling, the soft drug trafficking, the hundreds of bank accounts and properties seized by the authorities. It was all part of a complex web, and at the center of it, as the financial advisor, was Sarah Mitchell. He had seen her picture in the news. She was young, barely in her thirties, and had a net worth of over 11 million euro. She didn't look like a criminal. She looked like a student.

He watched her from afar, a series of clicks on his keyboard bringing up her every public move. She was the only woman in a male-dominated world of crime, and her role seemed almost... clean. She was the public face, the one who handled the legitimate-looking side of the business. He wondered if she was a victim or a willing participant. Either way, she was a key to getting to Lupo.

Then, the case against the millionaires in the Netherlands took a turn. Their plea for release was denied, and their pre-trial detention was extended. This was a problem for the organization. The longer they were in custody, the more likely they were to talk. And when they talked, they would expose everything, including the tax shelter and the people behind it.

Jason knew this was the time to make a move. He couldn’t afford to wait for the police to act. He had to get to Sarah Mitchell before Lupo did. He had to figure out if she was a target or an accomplice. If she was a target, he could save her and use her to get to the men who had him under surveillance. If she was an accomplice, he had to take her down. He couldn’t trust anyone, not anymore. He was alone in this, a ghost on a mission. And his first stop was Brussels.
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​Chapter Three: The Scapegoat
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The Brussels rain was a cold, miserable drizzle, a fitting companion to Sarah Mitchell’s mood. She sat in her upscale apartment, the city’s grey rooftops stretching out below, feeling less like a successful financial advisor and more like a gilded cage prisoner. The news from the Netherlands was a hammer blow. The court in Den Bosch had denied the release of her three clients. The pre-trial detention was extended. It was official: the house of cards was shaking.

Her phone buzzed, a contact she’d saved simply as "The Partner." The voice on the other end was calm, but the words were a sharpened blade. "The authorities are getting too close, Sarah. This wasn't supposed to happen." He blamed her, of course. For months, she had been trying to untangle the web of fraudulent tax shelters and money-laundering schemes, all while trying to keep the facade of legitimacy intact. She had a master’s degree in finance, a prestigious career path ahead of her, but one bad decision had landed her in a criminal enterprise she couldn’t escape.

She was a brilliant numbers person, not a criminal. But the men she worked for didn't make that distinction. To them, she was a resource, and now, she was a liability. The call ended with a veiled threat. "Fix this, Sarah, or you’ll find that a long pre-trial detention isn't the worst thing that can happen to you." She knew what that meant. She was a scapegoat in a game with no rules.

Across the street, in the perpetual twilight of a café, Jason Noble watched her. He had tracked her from the airport, a silent shadow blending into the crowd. He watched her apartment building, her routines, the small cracks in her perfectly constructed life. He’d seen the tension in her shoulders as she took that phone call, the way she gripped the railing on her balcony, a visible tremor in her hands. She wasn't an architect of this scheme; she was trapped in it.

He confirmed it with a few keystrokes on his encrypted laptop. Lupo's trail was heading towards Brussels. He was here for her. Whether to "fix" the problem for his employers or to eliminate her was a distinction without a difference. Jason knew the playbook by heart. They would get to her, turn her, and then dispose of her. He had to get to her first.

The rain intensified. Jason pulled on his trench coat and walked out into the street. He found her mail slot, a small silver opening in the side of her building's wall, next to the main door. He knew the risk. He could be spotted by a camera, by a neighbor, by a look-out. But he had no other option. This had to be personal. She had to know she wasn’t alone.

With a practiced motion, he slipped a single, folded piece of paper through the slot. No name, no address. Just a phone number and a single word printed in a font he’d designed himself, a font that only someone in their line of work would recognize: Vigilance.
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