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    For those who survived the storms life threw at them —and for those still fighting through the lightning.This story is for you.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "In the quiet between bullets and heartbreak,we discover who we truly are."
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​CHAPTER 1 — THE NIGHT HE WAS ERASED
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(Flashback — CIA Foreign Branch, Seoul, South Korea)

Rain fell like needles over Seoul the night Kang Jae-Hyun’s life ended for the first time.

The city moved below him—rushing lights, neon signs, umbrellas colliding in the wet dark—but up on the rooftop of an abandoned textile factory near Mapo Bridge, everything felt still. Too still.

Jae-Hyun’s earpiece hissed.

“Shadow-4, target acquired. Execute.”

It was a voice he had obeyed since he was barely twenty.
A voice that had turned him from a brilliant Korean kid into an American ghost weapon.
A voice that once sounded like purpose.
Now it sounded like death.
Jae-Hyun exhaled, the scope pressed against his cheek.
The target—Director Im Dae-Won—walked into view beneath a streetlamp.
A high-ranking Korean official.
A man the CIA wanted erased without fingerprints, without noise... without truth.
Jae-Hyun’s finger tightened on the trigger.

But something twitched in his instincts—a tremor he hadn’t felt before.
A hesitation.
Why him?
Why here?
Why this mission?
He had seen the classified intel.
Im Dae-Won wasn’t a traitor.
He wasn’t selling secrets.
He wasn’t aligned with North Korea or China.
He was clean.

But the CIA wanted him dead anyway.

A dull ache started behind Jae-Hyun’s ribs.
His conscience—something they tried to beat out of him in Langley—refused to stay quiet tonight.
He lowered the rifle half an inch.

“Shadow-4, execute now.”
The voice sharpened.
“You’re stalling.”
Jae-Hyun’s pulse thudded.
For the first time in his career, he said a word no CIA asset ever dared to say.
“Negative.”

Silence.
Then—
“Shadow-4 has gone rogue. Clean him up. Now.”

The world snapped.

A red laser dot brushed against Jae-Hyun’s shoulder.
A sniper.
His own unit.
He rolled just as the bullet cracked past him, shattering a concrete slab.

He didn’t think—he moved, vaulting over rusted pipes, landing hard on the metal stairway.
Shouts echoed from below.
Boots hammered.
Three agents, maybe four.
“Cut him off at the west entrance!”

“Take him alive—if possible!”

Alive.
Not a chance.
The CIA didn’t keep liabilities alive.
Rain blurred his vision as he sprinted across the rooftop, leaping onto the next building.
His boots skidded, water splashing off the ledge.
He caught himself at the last second.
From the radio, calm and cold:

“Kang Jae-Hyun is no longer an asset.
He is a loose end.
Terminate on sight.”
His chest tightened.
Not from the chase—
but from betrayal.
He had given them everything.
His youth.
His humanity.
His identity.
And now they wanted him erased like he never existed.

A bullet grazed his arm.
Another hit the wall next to him.
He dove behind an AC unit, blood mixing with rain.

His mind raced.

There was only one option:
Disappear.
Burn the name “Kang Jae-Hyun.”
Burn the CIA’s leash.
Burn the entire past.
He pressed a hand over his wound, breathing hard.

This was the night he died.

This was the night he became a ghost.



​Seoul – Three Hours Later

He walked alone across Banpo Bridge, hood up, body shaking from blood loss and betrayal.
A cargo truck rumbled past him.
Headlights smeared in the rain.
He tossed his CIA-issued phone into the river.
His passport followed.
His tracking chip he carved from his own arm with a broken glass shard...
that, too, sank into the Han River.
Lightning cracked the sky.

For a moment, he looked like nothing more than a man with no home, no identity, and no future.

Yet far away, in the maze of Seoul’s criminal underworld...
someone was watching him.
A man with tattoos crawling up his neck, speaking into a burner phone.

“Boss... I found someone useful.
Look at him.
He’s broken, but deadly.”
And somewhere else in the city—
a young woman named Jung Hara, carrying scars deeper than her skin, was hunting the man who murdered her family...
not knowing that her fate had just collided with a ghost from the CIA.
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​CHAPTER 2 — GHOSTS OF SEOUL
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(Time Skip — 3 years later)

Seoul didn’t change in three years.
But Kang Jae-Hyun did.
The neon lights still flickered over Itaewon.
The sidewalks still overflowed with taxis, tourists, and the smell of rain-soaked asphalt.
Gangsters still moved through the night like shadows owning the city.
But Jae-Hyun...
He walked through it all like he didn’t belong to the world anymore.
The Korean mafia had a different name for him now.

“Black Wolf.”
A man who came from nowhere.
A man with no past, no fingerprints, no records.
A man who could kill without hesitation—
because his heart had died on a rooftop three years ago.
Tonight, the mafia sent him on another errand.
Routine.
Collect payment from a small weapons broker in Mapo.
But as he moved through the narrow alley, hands in his coat pockets, he felt something he hadn’t felt in a long time.

A presence.
Cold.
Sharp.
Observing him.
He pretended not to notice.
Dead men don’t flinch.
He stopped at a street food cart, buying tteokbokki — more for the disguise than hunger.
The steam fogged the cold air.
Then—

A reflection in the metal surface of the cart.

A woman.
Tall, black cap pulled low, long hair tied back, lean frame—
but her stance was military.
She knew how to fight.
How to kill.
How to track.
And she was watching him.

Jae-Hyun didn’t turn.
Didn’t react.
But his voice, low enough for only the vendor to hear, murmured:
“Someone’s tailing me.”

The vendor stiffened.
He knew what that meant when Black Wolf said it.
But before the vendor could respond—
the woman disappeared.
Almost like a ghost.

Jae-Hyun’s jaw tightened.
This city had too many ghosts.
He didn’t want to meet another.
He finished the food, tossed the cup, and kept walking.

But the feeling didn’t go away.

Something big was coming.



​Elsewhere in Seoul — Same Night

A small basement apartment.
Bare walls.
A map of Korea pinned with red strings.
Photos of dead bodies.
Classified military documents stolen years ago.
And in the center, standing with trembling hands over a folder marked:

"Op. Nightfall — Confidential"

...was Jung Hara.

Her hair was damp from rain.
Her breath uneven.
Her eyes burning with the same fire that carried her through years of hell.
Three years of hunting.
Three years of dead ends.
Three years following the faintest trail of the man who murdered her family.
Tonight, she found something.

A lead.

A new name whispered in the underworld:

“The Black Wolf.”

A killer who only took orders from the mafia boss.
A man who moved like a ghost.
A man who left no prints, no past, no identity.
A man who matched the profile from her family’s crime scene.

Hara clenched her jaw.

“I finally found you...” she whispered.

She strapped on her concealed knives.
Checked her pistol.
Pulled up her hood.
And stepped into the night.

Not knowing that the “Wolf” she was hunting...
was the same man the CIA tried to erase.
Not knowing that her family’s murderer was tied to his darkest mission.

Not knowing their destinies were already locked together.



​Midnight — Near the Han River

Jae-Hyun leaned on the railing, watching the black water reflect the city’s lights.

He told himself the tail didn’t matter.
That he had outrun CIA kill squads once.
He could outrun anyone.
But the truth was simpler.
More dangerous.
He wasn’t afraid of dying.
He was afraid of remembering he once wanted to live.



A quiet voice cut through the night behind him.

“Black Wolf.”

He froze.

Footsteps approached.
Slow.
Steady.
Controlled.
He turned.

A woman stood under the bridge light—
hood up, rain dripping from her lashes, eyes sharp enough to cut through him.
Jung Hara.

And though neither knew the other’s face,
both felt a strange pull.
Two ghosts meeting on the river where Jae-Hyun erased himself from the world.

Hara kept her hand near her knife.

Jae-Hyun kept his expression unreadable.

Their eyes locked.

Neither moved.

Neither spoke.

A storm was coming.

And this was the moment it began.
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