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Chapter 1

Run!

That single word echoed inside her skull. Panic rose from her gut, through her chest, and up 
into her throat. It engulfed her.

So she ran. Faster than she’d ever run before.

The panic tightened her muscles, compressing her chest like a vise. Each gasp for breath was 
more labored. Sweat ran into her eyes, blurring her vision. And the acid taste in the back of her 
mouth burned. A wave of nausea swept over her. But still she ran.

Yet as fast as she ran, she couldn’t escape the fear and the dread inside her. She could feel 
them taking over. They consumed her, eating away at her flesh bit by bit, gnawing at every tissue, 
fiber, and molecule. She felt herself losing control, unable to think rationally. All she could think 
to do was run. Anywhere, just run.

Then the word mission fought its way through the terror that gripped her. Focus on the mis-
sion. Concentrate.

So she forced herself to focus all her thoughts. A sensation of calm overcame her. The car. 
She had to get to the car. She’d be safe if she could just get to the car.

1

Runn i ng with intent
Don Bissett

a Nathan Parker novel    part 2 of a trilogy



Her heart pounded, her legs churned long powerful strides, and her feet slapped hard against 
the pavement. Focus on the mission. Run.

So now she ran with purpose, not looking left or right, not glancing backward. She ran, 
single-mindedly focused on the distant target: the car.

But now she heard someone running close behind her. Heavy steps hammered on the as-
phalt. They grew louder as a bulky shadow loomed over her. Just yards behind her now.

Run!

With each ragged breath, she channeled all her energy to drive her muscles to work even 
harder and to push her forward even faster. She hurdled a metal guard rail. The toe of her trail-
ing foot caught on the top edge, causing her to stumble for a moment. In the next stride, she 
regained her balance and drove her legs harder.

But as fast as she could run, it wasn’t fast enough. The sound of heavy feet thundered behind 
her. They grew louder.

In the next instant, a powerful hand clamped down on her shoulder and pulled her back-
ward.

“No!” she screamed.

She struggled to keep running, dragging the man with her. He swiped at her, trying to get a 
grip with his other hand. She twisted and wrenched her upper body, anything to shake herself 
free. She swatted at his arm. But he still gripped her. As he dug his fingers into her flesh, she 
winced.

She couldn’t be caught. She had to fight.

Instinctively, she spun in his direction, letting herself be pulled clockwise for one step. She 
clenched her right hand into a fist and drove the heel of that hand into the giant man’s cheek. 
His head snapped sideways.

“Uhhh!” he grunted. The man lost his grip on her shoulder.

But now he had his fingers wrapped around the strap of her bag.

She back-peddled and continued to spin to face this giant brute of a man. But now he was 
too close. She couldn’t land a kick with her foot. So she added extra torque to her hips, driving 
her left knee into the exposed right side of his rib cage. Snap!

“Umph!” he groaned as the kick expelled the air from his lungs. His hand fell away from her 
and reached for his wounded ribs. His pace slowed to an awkward stagger.

She turned away from him, knowing that he wouldn’t be able to catch her now.

But she had to keep running because her escape wasn’t done. Where was the second man? 
These guys always traveled in pairs. While running, she scanned ahead, looking for him. If it was 
still the same guy, he was bigger, stronger, and faster than the one she’d just beaten.

Her feet dug hard into the pavement, and her legs pounded like pistons. Yet it felt like slow 
motion. She needed to move faster.
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The bulky duffel bag didn’t help. It was heavier than she remembered. It bounced as she 
ran, pounding against her back with each stride, and the strap dug deeply into the flesh of her 
shoulder.

But she couldn’t leave it behind. It was her lifeline. If she lost it, then she would be finished. 
Her personal mission would die. She would have failed. Nothing else mattered. She simply had 
to escape with the bag.

The car. Get to the car. She dug deeper into her failing reserves of strength and sprinted 
toward it. A few feet from it, she lunged, banged up against its side, grabbed the handle, and 
yanked the door open. In one fluid motion, she poked the bag through the door, heaved it into 
the passenger seat, slid behind the steering wheel, and slammed the door shut.

THUMP! A large meaty hand smacked against the window and grabbed the door handle.

“Noooo!” she screamed. Before the guy could get the door open, she jabbed at a button and 
heard the reassuring thunk as the electric locks engaged.

The man pounded on the window with his huge fists, each blow rocking the car sideways.

She clumsily fumbled the key toward the ignition. It missed the keyhole and fell to the floor.

He continued to rock the car with one hand, while using the other to pull a handgun from a 
holster under his waistband.

She leaned down and fished around the floor, locating the key with a fingertip. With two 
fingers, she retrieved it.

The man used the butt of the handgun to hammer on the glass. It cracked.

She jammed the key into the hole, turned it, and desperately pumped the gas pedal. The en-
gine whirred for a few long moments, refusing to catch. She continued to hold the key and pump 
the gas. Finally, with the gas pedal floored, the engine roared to life.

The man continued to hammer on the window. The crack expanded.

She pulled the gearshift lever into drive, turned the steering wheel hard left, and stomped 
solidly on the accelerator. The man dropped his gun and gripped the door handle with both 
hands. The tires screeched and smoked. He ran alongside and flailed at the window with a shoul-
der. As the car pulled away from the curb and gained speed, his hands finally lost their grip, and 
he fell like a limp rag onto the pavement.

She swung too far left, crossing over the center line into the path of a panel truck. The driver 
blasted his horn. She swung back into her own lane, leaving a wispy trail of smoke as the tires 
dug into the asphalt.

Looking in the rearview mirror, she saw the man regain his feet and stare at her as she sped 
away into the shimmering early morning heat.
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