
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Thirty-One 

 

 

The infirmary at the Norwegian Intelligence Service headquarters wasn’t equipped to 

handle injuries the severity of Arijana’s, but they had no intention of taking her someplace as 

unsecure as a hospital. The men who dropped her off in the early morning hours explained who 

she was—though not who they were—and after confirming her identity, they called the nearest 

hospital, requisitioning a doctor and nurse from the ER, as well as a standard hospital bed. 

The Norwegian officials attempted to question Arjiana after her leg had been set, but the 

painkillers kicked in too quickly and they got nothing from her. They made arrangements to have 

her shipped to INTERPOL headquarters later that morning, close to noon. The doctor and nurse 

were also to make the journey there and back with the security detail, in case there were any 

complications. 



The doctor and nurse decided to take turns keeping an eye on Arijana until they were to 

leave, and the doctor took the first watch. The nurse slept on the couch in the corner of the room, 

covering herself with the small blanket that had been draped over its back. 

The doctor woke her around seven for her shift. About an hour in, a cafeteria worker 

entered with a tray of food. “Some breakfast for the prisoner,” he said to the nurse. 

The woman took the tray from him and set it on a chair. She woke Arijana up to tell her 

about the meal. 

“No,” Arijana refused, in English. “No food.” 

“You must eat something, miss, to keep up your strength and help your body replenish 

the blood it lost.” 

Arijana reluctantly agreed. The nurse adjusted the bed until she was upright enough to 

avoid choking, then placed the tray on her lap. With one arm attached to the bed frame by 

handcuff, it was a little difficult for Arjiana to initially achieve utensil-food symbiosis, but she 

eventually got the hang of things enough to secure a couple bites. 

The nurse noticed the small blanket had fallen off the doctor and onto the floor. As she 

was laying it back over the man, a loud clatter from behind startled her. She spun around and the 

doctor sat bolt upright. 

They both saw Arijana violently convulsing, blood already trickling down her wrist from 

the handcuffs. 

They ran to her, yelling for help. Two men sprinted into the room, immediately 

attempting to help the medical professionals get some control over the shaking patient. 



The doctor called out instructions to the nurse about what medication to get and how 

much he needed. Almost the instant she opened the cabinet to retrieve everything, Arijana’s 

spasms stopped. She flopped back, her eyes wide open, staring at nothing in particular, a bloody 

foam dribbling from her mouth. 

The doctor checked for a pulse but found nothing. 

 

 

Earlier in the day, Sean had called George with the news about Arijana’s death. They all 

had only been back in London for a few hours. After the call, Max and George headed straight 

for a pub. Though they had been there for a while, they were taking time with their beers. They 

were in no mood to get drunk, they simply needed to drink. 

Max took another sip and remarked, “And I thought last night was a setback. Fuck. I have 

zero clues, now.” 

“Maybe Rich and Vanessa left another code somewhere.” 

“Maybe. I wouldn’t put money on it, though. Pretty sure they would’ve mentioned any 

others I could’ve found.” He smiled to himself. “If nothing else, to brag about their cleverness.” 

They sat in silence, thinking. 

“What about in those safe deposit boxes?” George asked. 

“Hmm. Possibly. Wouldn’t hurt to spin past them on the way home. Oh, shit!” Max 

fumbled for his pocket and took out his phone. “I should call Leonz. He needs to know the truth, 

that they’re really dead.” 



“Doesn’t he already think so?” 

Max shook his head. “I got the impression he hadn’t heard about the fire. I think he 

thought they were just hiding. Gone deep underground or something.” 

Before he could dial, a text popped up on his screen: Answer your phone. 

He showed it to George, who said, “What the hell?” 

The phone rang. The display read, “Unknown.” 

Max looked at George, eyebrows raised. “Should I?” 

“It’s your phone, but I say what can it hurt? Could be a telemarketer, or it could be 

someone with the answers you need.” 

Max hesitated, then said, “Why would a telemarketer text first?” 

“Will you just answer it?” George blurted. “People are starting to stare.” 

Max hit the answer button. 

A man’s voice, calm and sophisticated, said, “Hello, Mr. Calvert. I’m so glad you finally 

answered. I was beginning to get worried.” 

“Who is this?” 

“There’s time for that later. Right now, I need you listen to my instructions. There’s an 

airfield on the northwestern outskirts of London. Wycombe Air Park. Be there in two hours. My 

assistant, Alphonse, will be waiting there for you with a helicopter. He will bring you to me. 

Please, come alone.” 

The man hung up. Max related the call to George. 



“So…not a telemarketer,” George quipped. “Think it’s whoever Arijana was talking 

about?” 

“Why be so enigmatic if they weren’t?” 

“You going, then?” 

“I have no choice, do I?” 

“Nope.” George took a large gulp of beer. “You taking me with?” 

Max chugged the rest of his beer. “Hell yeah. I’m not that gullible.” 

 

 

Even though they were directed where to go, it was easy to find being the only helicopter 

at the facility. A tall man in a very expensive suit stood near it, supervising the refueling. The 

technician finished up as Max and George approached, yet the man waited until he was 

completely out of earshot before speaking. 

“You were told to come alone.” 

“A mysterious call telling me to go to a remote airfield to get on a helicopter with 

someone I don’t know? Yeah, no way in hell I’m coming alone.” 

Alphonse nodded, then asserted, “He stays here.” 

Max looked at George, who gave him an agreeing nod. “Fine,” Max replied. 

“Then,” Alphonse requested, motioning toward the copter, “shall we be on our way?” 



As Max climbed in, the pilot started the engine. Alphonse got in on the other side, and 

soon they were lifting off the ground. Max kept his gaze on George, watching as he became 

smaller before disappearing completely when the helicopter banked. 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Thirty-Two 

 

 

They flew for a long time, eventually ridding themselves of land until all Max could see 

was water. Alphonse didn’t appear to be the talkative sort, so Max kept his mouth shut the entire 

journey. Eventually, Max saw a boat floating in the middle of nowhere, and the copter turned 

toward it. He was relieved they had an actual destination, rather than him being pushed out into 

the ocean, which was his initial thought once they lost sight of any land. 

The boat turned out to be one of those fancy gigantic yachts you hear Russian oligarchs 

are always buying. The copter eased onto a helipad at the yacht’s bow. After they had exited the 

craft and moved to a safe distance from its slowing blades, Max asked, “If you don’t mind my 

curiosity, where exactly are we?” 



Alphonse pointed and replied, “The west coast of Ireland is about three hundred fifty 

miles that way.” 

That was how Max knew he was never leaving the yacht alive. 

 

 

Alphonse led the way to the stern of the vessel. Waiting there was a man in exquisitely 

tailored leisure clothing, looking to Max like the douchebag villain in every eighties teen 

comedy. All he was missing was the loosely-knotted sweater over his shoulders. The gentleman 

turned around and smiled. It was a gesture that managed somehow to be warm and inviting while 

simultaneously cold and malicious. 

“Mr. Calvert. It’s so nice to finally meet you. My name is Sylvester Moone.” 

Max stared at him for a long moment, looking the man up and down, before crossing his 

arms and simply saying, “No.” 

The gentleman raised his eyebrows in curiosity. It was not the reply he was expecting. 

“No?” 

“Sylvester Moone doesn’t exist. He’s a myth. A name people use to instill fear. To get 

what they want.” He shook his head. “No. Who are you, really?” 

Moone’s smile returned. “I assure you, Mr. Calvert, I am who I say.” 

Max rolled his eyes, and mocked, “Whatever, Verbal. Just tell me why I’m here and what 

you want, so I can get back to the mainland. I have a squash date I’d rather not miss.” 



Moone walked over to the small bar setup and picked up a glass. “Would you care for a 

drink?” 

“Nah. I’m good.” 

Moone began to pour himself some scotch. “Suit yourself.” He leaned on the bar and 

took a sip. “Would you at least like to have a seat, get a little comfortable?” 

“Nah. I’m good.” 

“That’s fine. We can stand.” He took another sip then addressed his assistant, “Alphonse? 

I think Mr. Calvert might like to meet our other guest, don’t you?” 

Alphonse bowed his head and responded, “Sir.” He turned on his heels and left. 

“He’s cute,” Max said to Moone. “I’ve always wanted a puppy like that. Did you get him 

at a pet store or go through a rescue shelter?” 

“Do you really find this situation so amusing, Mr. Calvert?” 

“No,” Max snapped. “I find it fucking annoying. If I wanted to be jerked around like this, 

I’d re-watch the final season of How I Met Your Mother. Now, tell me why the fuck I’m here?” 

A voice, weak and rough, yet hauntingly familiar, spoke from behind him. “You’re here 

because of me.” 

Max turned around. There, supported by Alphonse holding his left arm, was Rich. He 

looked like he’d been fed through the gears of some giant machine. There didn’t appear to be a 

part of him that wasn’t covered in bruises or cuts, and his right arm hung so limply that Max 

wasn’t even certain it was still functional. Alphonse gave Rich a hard shove toward Max, who 



was thankfully able to catch him; though he was caught a bit off balance by their combined 

weight, causing them to stumble back, nearly hitting the side and falling overboard. 

Once they were steady, Rich looked up at Max and whispered, “Vanessa?” 

Max could only shake his head. Rich’s eyes filled with tears. Max asked, “Can you 

stand?” Rich nodded and let go of Max to do so. 

“What a touching reunion,” Moone quipped. 

Max glared at Moone. “Up yours.” Then, to Rich, “Who the hell is this guy?” 

“He’s Sylvester Moone,” Rich answered. 

Max looked at Moone, still skeptical. Moone shrugged and said, “I told you.” 

Max turned back to Rich, who simply nodded. “How…?” Max began, almost too 

confused to form words. “What…? He’s…I mean…he exists?” He returned to Moone. “How…? 

All of those…? You’re just one man. It’s…” 

“Incredible, right?” Moone gloated. 

“I was going to say ‘impossible.’ You can’t have a network that big. No one could 

control that and stay so…veiled in secrecy.” 

“Yet, I do.” 

“No. Not possible. You must be…I don’t know…like those doubles Saddam used, or 

something. Maybe one of several people using the name. That’s got to be it!” 

“Max!” Rich called out. “It’s just him. He’s really Sylvester Moone.” 



Moone refilled his glass. “You see, Mr. Calvert, it’s not difficult to maintain my 

organization. I simply pay very well, even if I only utilize someone once. As dirty as it seems, all 

it ever takes is money to buy loyalty.” 

“Some murder doesn’t hurt, either.” 

Moone took a sip. “That’s true, but it’s really only useful as a reputation builder. 

Something to…guarantee fidelity. It’s the money that really keeps the engines well-lubricated. 

That is,” he took another sip, “if you have enough when you need it.” Moone’s eyes fell upon 

Rich as he spoke. 

Max turned to face his friend, “That’s why you needed the school, isn’t it?” 

Rich sheepishly nodded. “His firewalls were the toughest we’d ever come across.” 

“Are you kidding me?! What were you thinking?!” 

“He was our white whale, man! Once we found out he was real, not just some fantasy 

criminals had made up, we had to try going after him. All of that evil embodied in one person. 

We knew if we could siphon off enough funds to just make him pause his activities for a while, it 

would be worth it. And we did it, Max! We got Sylvester Moone to stop for more than a year! 

And nothing happened to us. No one came after us or anything. We were confident we avoided 

his detection!” 

“Overconfident looks more like it, from where I’m sitting.” 

Moone yawned and set his glass down. “Alright, that’s enough—” 

Max spun on him. “No! You get to wait a minute! We’re sorting some things, here.” 

Then to Rich, “Don’t get me wrong, you two were damn good, probably among the greatest ever. 



But you were still way over your heads with this guy. If you’d come to me, I could’ve set you 

straight. Myth or not, whatever I believed about him, if you knew all the things I came across 

during my tours that were rumored to be connected to ‘Sylvester Moone’…Jesus, man. The 

amount was insane. And you were insane to try to take him on.” 

During Max’s speech, Rich hung his head. 

“I love you, brother,” Max continued, “but this time you really fucked up.” 

“You can say that again,” Moone verified. He removed the gun hidden behind the liquor 

bottles and fired. The bullet struck Rich almost dead center of his chest. 

Max screamed. 

Rich stood there for a moment, a look of shock on his face, before collapsing to the deck. 

Max fell to his knees, gathering him up in his arms. Despite knowing the honest truth 

somewhere in the back of his mind, Max desperately tried to staunch the bleeding from the 

wound.  

Blood was bubbling up in Rich’s mouth, yet he still tried to speak. No words were 

formed, though Max could tell from his best friend’s eyes that he was attempting to say, “Sorry.” 

A minute later, Rich was dead. 

“My,” Moone stated, “That was so touching. Boring, but touching.” 

Max was sobbing and rocking, holding Rich tight against his breast. 

“You do realize I only kept him alive this long so I could kill him in front of you, right?” 

Max glared at Moone through his tears. 



“I mean, I got what I needed from him days ago. It took almost nothing to break him. 

Now, I have my money back. Well, most of it, but I wasn’t stupid enough to think I’d get it all 

back.” Moone lifted the gun and pointed it at Max. “Now, if you’d do me the favor of standing 

up?” 

Max stayed put. 

Moone fired a single shot into the side of the boat near Max’s head, then calmly said, 

“Please.” 

Max complied. 

“Thank you,” Moone said. “I find it so ungentlemanly to not look a person in the eyes 

when you kill them. Don’t you?” He glanced at the hole in his boat and lamented, “Will you look 

what you made me do? That’s going to cost me quite a pretty penny to get fixed. I hate 

unnecessary expenditure. Alphonse, will you be so kind as to dump Mr. Gold overboard?” 

Max kept his eyes locked on Moone, so he only heard the sound of Alphonse dealing 

with something heavy followed by a splash, after which the man returned to Max’s field of 

vision. 

“Mr. Calvert, I must say it has indeed been a pleasure getting to meet you. But, as they 

say, all good things must come to an end.” 

The first bullet struck the upper left part of Max’s chest. 

Max staggered back from the impact. 

The second shot hit just right of the center of his chest, propelling Max over the side. 

He hit the water hard and instantly sank. 



Moone stepped over to the side and fired the rest of his bullets into the water, just to be 

certain. Then he turned to Alphonse and said, “I believe we’ve overstayed our welcome in this 

region. How does the South of France sound?” 

 


