

    
        
          THE PERFECT CRIMINAL

        

        
        
          Adrian Rishar

        

        
          Published by Adrian Rishar, 2026.

        

    


Copyright © 2025 Adrian Rishar. All rights reserved.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

The Perfect Criminal

Table of Contents

The Unique Testament

The Fifth Servant

The Blank Check

The Truth Behind the Check

The Bomb is About to Explode

The Second Madman

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Perfect Criminal

[image: ]


By Adrian Rishar

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Table of Contents

[image: ]


The Unique Testament

The Fifth Servant

The Blank Check

The Truth Behind the Check

The Bomb is About to Explode

The Second Madman

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Unique Testament
[image: ]


William had just finished seeing off the last of his guests when a voice stopped him in his tracks.
"Pardon me, sir!"
He turned, surprised, to find a man in his early forties standing before him. The stranger was impeccably dressed, a pleasant smile playing on his lips. He was fair-skinned with neat, curly black hair, dark eyes, a prominent nose, and a broad face.
"Yes, how may I help you?" William asked.
"I need to meet Victor Sterling," the man replied.
William sighed heavily. "I’m afraid that’s not possible."
The man looked puzzled. "Oh? And why is that?"
"Because he is no longer in this world. It has been forty days since he passed away. I have just finished seeing off the guests who came for the (the fortieth-day memorial)," William explained.
The man looked stunned. Shadows of worry clouded his eyes.
"Please, speak to me instead," William continued. "I am his son, William."
"My name is Alistair Vance," the man said, introducing himself and shaking William’s hand. He then added, "The situation has become extremely peculiar. I cannot explain it standing here at the door. The matter is neither small nor trivial."
"Please, come inside. We can talk in comfort," William said, gesturing for him to follow.
As they walked toward the drawing room, William signaled to the servants lingering behind. "Clean up the belongings and prepare tea for our guest."
"Very well, Sir!" one of the servants replied, and they moved away.
They entered the drawing room, a space filled with magnificent decor. Alistair Vance glanced around the room before sinking into a sofa. "I wish I had come here a month and a half ago. I wouldn’t be feeling this confusion now."
"So you are feeling confused," William said, watching him closely. "Look, if you had a connection with my father and came here with a specific intent, I am capable of handling that matter just as he would have."
"Yes, I understand that... but my dilemma remains. Let me explain. I arrived from the state of Fairmount only two days ago."
"The state of Fairmount!" William exclaimed, caught off guard.
"Yes. Why are you surprised? Fairmount is not a bad place—it is quite beautiful. People from countless countries visit it for leisure," Alistair Vance said, looking surprised in return.
"There is no doubt about that," William sighed again. "My father used to go there every summer. It had been his routine for fifteen years."
"So he went there every year?" Alistair Vance asked, even more astonished.
"Yes, every year. Why does that surprise you?"
"I was unaware that he visited annually," Alistair Vance replied. "But anyway, let me get to the point. What business did you have with my father?"
"He went to the state of Fairmount two years ago, is that correct?" Alistair Vance asked, locking eyes with William.
"Yes, he did. You could say that was his last visit, as his health did not allow him to travel last year," William said.
"I met him there," Alistair Vance said.
"I am glad to hear that."
"But the meeting took place under rather strange circumstances. I had gone to the beach—not for leisure, but for work. It was my day off, and because of the threat of rain, there were very few people around. I was walking along the shore when I witnessed a horrifying scene. Two men were chasing a man, both brandishing knives. The one being chased was terrified and running toward me."
Alistair Vance leaned forward. "I was stunned. The man saw me and cried out for help. Just then, one of the attackers caught up, tripped him, and was about to plunge a knife into his stomach when I moved with lightning speed. I grabbed the attacker’s knife-wielding hand and struck him firmly on the chin with my other fist. He tumbled away. The second attacker charged at me, but I dodged. As they regrouped, I threw a handful of sand into their faces. By chance, the wind was blowing in their direction, blinding them. I took advantage of the situation, knocked them down, disarmed them by throwing their knives into the sea, and gave them a thorough beating."
He paused, then continued, "When I was sure they couldn't attack anymore, I turned to the man they were chasing. He was an elderly gentleman in expensive clothing. He was still watching the attackers with bloodshot eyes. I helped him away, and we sat in a cabin at a nearby hotel. He told me his name was Victor Sterling. Those men had wanted to rob him—and not just rob him, but kill him and dump his body in the sea so no evidence would remain. If I hadn't arrived, he would have died."
"He told me I had saved his life and that he would never forget the favor. He wanted to reward me for it. He asked about my circumstances and where I was from. When I told him I was from his country and working in that state, he wrote me a note and told me to visit him whenever I returned home. I came here for that very purpose, but I arrived to find he is no longer in this world."
Alistair Vance fell silent.
Just then, a servant entered with the tea trolley.
"That’s fine, Rasheed. You may go, I’ll serve the tea," William said. The servant left.
"As I was saying, don't worry," William continued while pouring the tea. "You saved my father's life. He surely wanted to repay that kindness, but since he was abroad, he couldn't do it at the time, so he wrote you that note. Is that right, Dara?"
"Yes, that is exactly it," Alistair Vance said, looking relieved.
"Then you have no reason to worry. I consider myself as bound by that note as my father would have been. After his death, I declared to all his friends, relatives, and business partners that if they had any claims against my father, they should come to me. I have already paid off about three hundred thousand Dollars in debts, even without written proof. In your case, you actually have his note."
They began to drink their tea.
"A child should be like this," Alistair Vance said, smiling. "Now I have no worries. Here, please, let me present you with his personal note."
Alistair Vance reached into his pocket, took out an envelope, and placed a paper in front of William. Holding his tea in his right hand, William took the paper with his left and began to read. It said:
"I, Victor Sterling, son of Arthur Sterling, while of sound mind, am writing this note to Alistair Vance, son of Lysander Croft. Whenever he brings this note to me, I will surely repay the favor of him saving my life from two killers. I cannot repay his kindness even by giving all that I possess. Whenever he comes to me, I will pay him the amount he wishes, or give him whatever he asks for. God forbid, if I am not alive at that time, my son, William Victor Sterling, shall be bound to act on this note word-for-word. If he is unwilling to act, my benefactor has every right to knock on the doors of the court."
— Victor Sterling, State of Fairmount
There was a date on the paper from two years ago. William read it carefully. He recognized his father
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