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 Sir Arthur Kensington was euphoric.  The 
smell of cigar and cigarette smoke, fine wine and 
expensive perfume filled his nostrils, eliciting a grin.  
It really should have been a crime to be doing as well 
as he was.  He had just shepherded Icarus Flight 
Systems, his latest stroke of startup brilliance, to its 
much-anticipated initial public offering.  While the 
€1.6 billion he had personally profited from the 
venture was certainly a healthy thing for his bank 
account, what mattered more to him was the boost his 
ego had received from knowing that soon, every 
aircraft in the skies from civilian to military would 
soon be using his “Mag Drive” engines.  Engines that 
used electromagnetic currents to propel incoming air 
aft, instead of turbines and jet fuel.   

 It was a very green technology and investors 
world wide had been itching to throw their money at 
him for months.  He had only a prototype and still 
lacked a power source but, combined with a noble 
lineage that stretched back almost to the twelfth 
century, little more than a prototype was quite 
sufficient to open the capital floodgates. 



 

 The twenty-nine-year-old Brit glanced out 
onto the water while taking another sip of wine from 
his crystal glass and watched in a near-hypnotic state 
as the lights from the principality of Monaco danced 
off the waves.  He had occasioned to visit most parts 
of the world, but there were two he favored—Nassau 
and Monaco.  While he did immensely enjoy the deep 
blue water and peaceful seclusion of his private estate 
in Nassau, Monaco offered something unique.  There, 
he could surround himself with people who could buy 
and sell entire countries like they were Bentley’s, like-
minded elites, and more stunningly beautiful women 
throwing themselves at him than he could ever hope 
to bed.  He quite naturally considered himself a 
stallion in the bedroom, but even he had his limits 
when it came to the amount of time he could spend 
between the sheets. 

 He moved his gaze from the water back to the 
deck of the Iron Maiden, his prized yacht named after 
his favorite band.  It was filled with party-goers, local 
politicians, robber barons, and various others of the 
top echelons of society, most of whom were anything 
but in full possession of their faculties.  Being sur-
rounded by people of that caliber was like a warm 
blanket in what he knew to be a very cold, cruel world 
filled with pain, misery and suffering. 

 Nature began her call and he politely excused 
himself while he visited “the water closet.”  He walked 
with a leisurely gait toward the back of the vessel 
where his private quarters, and private bathroom, sat 
off-limits to anyone but him.  He set his glass of wine 
on a table that sat up against the main structure of the 
yacht and rounded the corner, stopping dead in his 
tracks.  He blinked a few times and leaned his head 



forward a bit, squinting his eyes, unable to initially 
believe what he was seeing.  Standing before him was 
a man clad in black, stuffing unknown things into 
what looked like a waterproof satchel. 

 “Just who the bloody hell are you and why are 
you on my yacht?” he yelled at the intruder.  The man 
looked up and the light cast on his face, revealing a 
face blackened with face paint, diving goggles on his 
forehead and the mouthpiece for his Dräger 
rebreather hanging below his chin.  His eyes were 
pitch black and the only thing really visible were the 
whites of his eyes, giving him a rather demonic 
appearance.  It gave Kensington the chills.  Without 
saying a word, the mystery man shot for something in 
his bag and Kensington’s baser instincts took over. 

 He charged the man and tackled him to the 
deck, sending the Glock 19 he had just pulled from 
the bag sliding across the deck.  The intruder managed 
to get his right foot under Kensington’s stomach and 
pushed hard, throwing the billionaire back and off his 
feet.  The intruder searched frantically for his weapon, 
but came up empty had to make do without it.  He 
righted himself just as Kensington got to his feet and 
charged again, stopping short to land a right hook, 
followed by a left after his initial thrust had been 
parried. 

 The intruder deftly swatted away the left hook 
before landing a palm-strike to Kensington’s solar 
plexus, sending the playboy careening backward again, 
gasping for air.  The mystery man took three steps 
forward, hopped a fourth and landed a sliding kick to 
his target’s torso.  The blow shot a wave of pain 
through Kensington’s chest and sent him stumbling 
back against the wall, knocking a framed picture from 



 

its perch.  The glass shattered as it struck the 
mahogany floor boards, sending shards scattering 
across the highly polished deck.  Knowing that 
Kensington’s security would be arriving in short 
order, the unwanted guest moved in for the knockout. 

 Just as he was about to strike, Kensington 
managed to regain his breath from the second strike 
to his chest and got up.  He spun to his left and 
managed to land a roundhouse, sending his intruder 
careening toward the deck rail.  Kensington charged 
again, but the trespasser managed to shake it off in 
time to block Kensington’s next punch.  The intruder 
swatted the right cross away and countered with a 
spinning chop to the throat.   Kensington’s hands 
shot up to his neck in an instant as he frantically 
gasped for air, yet again.  The mystery man took no-
tice of the rapidly approaching footsteps and hurried 
to his bag, securing it to his diving suit.  He briefly 
searched for his weapon but couldn’t find it—it must 
have gone over the side.  As he reached the railing, 
affixing his goggles, he turned to back to Kensington, 
who was still clutching his throat, wheezing terribly as 
he was trying to breathe. 

 “Enjoy your trip to Hell,” the intruder said 
before chomping down on the mouthpiece and going 
over the side. 

 Kensington could hear the heavy footfalls of 
his security team even over his heavy breathing and 
occasional coughing.  Finally, the quick breaths 
subsided and he was able to take in a deep breath, 
which triggered another coughing fit.  A few moments 
went by before his security showed up with their 
weapons still harmlessly in their holsters.  It only took 
them a moment to spot their boss, still sitting on the 



floor, trying to cough up a lung.  They rushed over 
and immediately started evaluating him. 

 “Are you alright sir?” the detail leader asked. 

 “No, I’m not bloody alright!” Kensington 
snapped. 

 “What happened?” 

 “Nature called and I came back to my private 
water closet and a man was standing on the aft deck.  
He had diving gear on and was stuffing something 
into a bag.  When he noticed me he went for a gun in 
the bag and I charged the bastard.” 

 “Any idea who he was or how he got on 
board?” 

 “How the fuck should I know?  That’s your 
bloody job, not mine, you fucking twat,” he replied, 
blotting the gash on his forehead with his fingertips. 

 “Alright,” the detail leader said, turning to the 
three men he had brought with him, “search the ship 
for any more intruders.  If you find any, shoot first 
and ask questions later.  Understood?” 

 “Cheers, boss,” one replied.  They took off 
toward the front of the ship, weapons drawn.   

 The detail leader turned back to his boss, 
“Where did the intruder go?” 

 “He went over the side,” Kensington said with 
narrowed eyes and a furrowed brow. 

 “Is everything alright sir?” 

 “It’s something the man said before he went 
over the rail.” 

 “What?” 



 

 “He said, ‘Enjoy your trip to Hell’ ” 

 “Wait, what kind of accent did he have?” 

 “That’s what’s odd.  He had what sounded 
like an American accent, but his cadence and 
inflection was rather like Arabic.” 

 The guard’s eyes widened considerably as he 
processed the information.  As the conclusions started 
to register, his eyes darted around the ship in no dis-
cernable pattern. 

 “What’s wrong Randall?” 

 “Sir, we have to evacuate the ship immedi-
ately.” 

 

 


