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  The Quiet man on the kill

  
  










Rain slid down the glass walls of the penthouse like dark tears, blurring the lights of the city far below. Inside, the room was quiet — too quiet for a man like Viktor Hale, international arms broker and one of the five gang leaders who ruled the global underworld through blood debts.




He didn’t know someone was already inside his home.




Ares stood in the shadows behind the marble pillar, unmoving, silent, invisible. His heartbeat was steady. His breath calm. His gloves were dry. Not a single drop of rain followed him indoors — he had entered through the maintenance shaft, climbed forty-three floors of steel, and bypassed three laser grids without leaving so much as a scuff.




This was what he was known for.




The Quiet Man.




No sound.

No hesitation.

No mistakes.




The lights dimmed as Viktor poured himself a drink, humming a tune off-key. He was relaxed. Comfortable. That made him vulnerable.




Ares moved.




Not fast — just smooth. Like a shadow drifting across the room. His steps were measured, precise. Viktor didn’t notice him until the cold muzzle of a silenced pistol rested against his neck.




The glass slipped from Viktor’s fingers. Shattered.




Ares spoke for the first time, his voice low, controlled.




“Viktor Hale. Your debt is due.”




Viktor froze. His breath trembled.




“H-How did you get past—”




Ares didn’t answer. He never did.

Questions were pointless when death was already in the room.




Viktor swallowed hard and slowly raised his hands.




“I can pay—double, triple… whatever you’re owed.”




Ares tilted his head slightly, listening to something only he understood.




“This isn’t about money,” he said softly.

“It’s about balance.”




Viktor’s eyes widened in terror.




“You’re him… the Whisper. The one they say never misses.”




Ares pressed the trigger.




Pfft.

One silenced shot.

Clean. Precise. No mess.




Viktor collapsed like a puppet with its strings cut, eyes open, staring at nothing.




Ares didn’t glance down. He simply walked past, placing a small silver coin on the table — a mark used only by the old debt enforcers. A sign that the kill was personal.




But this kill wasn’t random.




It was a test.




Ares had found Viktor’s name buried deep inside a sealed file — the same file marked with his father’s blood. Taking Viktor down meant one thing:




Someone wanted him to find the past.




As Ares reached the glass balcony, he spotted movement reflected in the window.




Two men. Black suits. Suppressed rifles.




He exhaled once.




“Of course,” he whispered.




They were waiting for him.




The quiet man stepped forward, the night wind brushing against him, and as the first rifle lifted—
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