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Prologue
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Everything happened so fast.

Boom-boom-boom!

The door was blasted open, and ten shots were fired. All of Hunterman’s agents, other than Willis, suffered fatal hits, and Matt killed two of them. In return, Matt caught two bullets himself, one in the shoulder and another that just grazed his left thigh. He was breathing heavily, bleeding profusely, gushing a crimson river all over the place. In no time, he found that he was semiconscious from pain and blood loss, but he was also ready for the third shot to his head. 

Just as Willis was about to pull the trigger to deliver the fatal ammunition, Nigel, who’d killed two of Hunterman’s men himself, took a deep breath and shot Willis twice, one in the hand the other in his leg. Nigel then took a quick look around, and realized there were only two men left alive besides himself: Willis and Matt. He walked over to the aching, writhing, groaning Willis and hit him on the back of the head, knocking him out cold. He then placed handcuffs on the unconscious Willis and picked up Willis’s gun that had fallen to the floor a few feet away. 

Finally, the whole fiasco was over. Eight weeks of cat-and-mouse had finally ended. 

Nigel looked over at Matt, whose eyes were wide with awe at the massacre around him. His shoulder wound was bleeding badly. Nigel looked down at Willis’s gun in his hand then held it against Matt’s temple.  

Matt smiled slightly, almost a smirk. “I knew I could trust you, Nigel. I’m your ticket to the top,” he muttered. “Don’t be arrogant and stupid now.” And with that, he gave in to his body and the pain and dozed off. 

* * *
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The next day when Matt awoke, he looked over at his damaged shoulder. It was bandaged, as was his thigh. One of the fingers on his right hand was still missing though; there was little anyone could do about that. 

Everything was quiet, and there was one guard seated to his left, but the man said nothing. It remained silent for a great deal of time, both of them casting cursory glances to one another every now and then but not saying a word. 

Finally, an hour later, Nigel walked in. “Halden, right?”  

Matt nodded. “Halden, Norway. Nine-Finger Matt is coming” 

“Yup...but not so fast,” Nigel said, smiling. 
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Buenos Aires
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Just under three months earlier, Matt left Buenos Aires with Nigel by his side. They boarded a Delta Airlines 747 that would carry them to JFK Airport in New York City. He had spent over sixteen days in the beautiful Argentinean capital. He had arrived in Buenos Aires just one day after emailing the newspaper in Dubai from the beautiful white beach at St. Kitis. That was the day Matt devilishly decided to take on what most of his peers had never dared to do, the day he declared war on Hunterman.

Matt was wanted worldwide, a murderer responsible for over twenty-five deaths. Hunterman, on the other hand, was either directly or indirectly responsible for the snuffing out of thousands of lives, victims that included senior politicians, businessmen, and key players in all the nations of the world. Matt had the tools to bring them down, and he had every intention of putting those tools to use.  

The dangerous mission ignited something deep within him, made him feel powerful; he would go after those who thought they were untouchable. In his crazy mind, he was the only invincible, untouchable one anyway. Matt thought himself a living legend, and his goal was immortality. The icing on the cake was that his prize would be even greater. Once he finished this dirty deed, he would no longer be hunted, not by the authorities and certainly not by Hunterman. He would be free, an immortal, the stuff of legends. 

During his ten days in that beautiful city, he’d honed his marksmanship. He was confident with a weapon now, for his aim had improved, as had his reaction speed. Something he felt was needed, on his next mission. On the eleventh day, he took a taxi that dropped him at the security gates of the American Embassy. With only a passport in hand, he calmly went through the first checkpoint, where he was asked about the reason for his visit. After all, he wasn’t an American, so the officials weren’t sure what John Mayerson, a citizen of St. Kitis, would want with the Embassy. His nationality didn’t even require a visa; he would get that on entry at any border checkpoint.

Matt answered confidently, “Tell Nigel Parker I am The Pinner.” 

Within a minute, he was apprehended by three men dressed in military garb. They promptly covered his face and hauled him off to some unknown location on the premises. There, he was searched, prodded, and checked—every square inch of his body—and all his biometrics were taken, Matt didn’t fight it. When they finished with their searching and patting down, his head was covered again. 

The next time he saw light, he was in a square, small room, with dull, off-white walls. There were only two windows, and they offered no view of anything important. At the end of the room, to the right, there was a mirror. The room was silent, except for the whirring of the fan on the high ceiling. It was furnished with only a long, simple, well-worn table in the center, surrounded by six chairs.. Hmm. Pretty bad taste for an Embassy of the richest country in the world, Matt thought to himself, looking around at his shabby surroundings.

Silent as it was, Matt was not alone, for Nigel was sitting at the end of the trashy table, holding a black mug in his hand. He raised his hand slowly as Matt came in. In addition to Matt’s two military escorts, there were two other guards there, with loaded guns at the ready. 

Matt had studied Nigel well for the past days, and he certainly fit the bill. “Can you uncuff me now?” Matt said, lifting his hands.  
“Not right now, sir. You mentioned The Pinner, so—” 
Matt stopped him there. “Look, sir...or let me call you ‘Nigel.’ I came to you. You never would have found me. Take these cuffs off and ask these gentlemen to leave. I know you have cameras everywhere anyway, as well as many eyes watching from behind that two-way mirror. Let’s be friends, shall we?” 
Nigel smiled snidely and glanced up at his men. “Uncuff him, give me a gun, and go. I can handle him if he starts anything.”  
Right away, one of them handed a gun to Nigel, while the other, a man Matt considered too short for the job, removed the handcuffs. Then all four left and locked the door behind them.  
“Have you heard of Halden Prison in Norway, Mr. Nigel?”
Nigel nodded. 
“Good. Remember the name, will you? It will play a role if I am to give you Hunterman.”  
“Hunterman?” Nigel asked. “Sorry to sound rude, but what do you mean? What do you want? Who are you? Before we start striking deals and barking out orders, perhaps we should get better acquainted, don’t you think? This isn’t some Hollywood action movie. I can’t make that call out of the blue, Mr. Mayerson...or Alex, if you really are The Pinner,” Nigel said.
“I didn’t ask you to make the call,” Matt remarked. “I only told you to remember Halden Prison. As my reward, you can make the call later. And, just for your information, I am neither Mayerson nor Alex. I am Matt Godfrey. Within a minute, your people will inform you of my history, as I am well aware that this place is bugged. In fact, they can probably hear me better than you can, and I know you can hear what they are saying to you now, whispering into your ear with their little gadgets.” 
Nigel was obviously impressed, because he quickly withdrew his gun. ”Okay. You’ve got my attention. Why are you here? Interpol checked Hunterman after your email. There’s nothing wrong with them. That’s just another hoax you pulled, isn’t it? Maybe like the goat testicles?” 
Matt shook his head. “I’m finished for the day. Please take me somewhere to rest. I’d like several cans of soda and a pack of smokes.”

“Anything else, Your Highness?” Nigel mocked.

“Yes. Ask Interpol for the package they apprehended from poor Peter Thon in Salzburg. Inside the software device, you will find a small red chip, with Code AZOOO1511. I hope the Interpol guys didn’t destroy it in their clumsy examinations. Call your guys,” Matt said, standing and placing his hands behind his back, ready to be cuffed again.  

Matt was given the smokes and the soda he requested, and he slept under maximum security, on a nice bed, right there within the Embassy. The next day, bright and early at seven a.m., Nigel would be all his.  

* * *
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The chip contained two brief meetings between a younger Matt and a man named Mr. Willis, the only two meetings Matt ever had with Willis in public. The final meeting was in a random hospital room. Matt never did find out its exact location; he only knew it was where surgeries were performed, following the rescue in Amsterdam. Matt had used a small camera and recorded it all. 

After watching the recordings several times and going through all the files on Matt Godfrey and Alex Mathews, Nigel felt there was something big behind all of it. It certainly wasn’t a normal case, and there was a lot of sorting out to do.  
After spending hours to build his case, Nigel took the situation to the
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