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	CHAPTER 1 : GOD OF GREED 


​As The musky  air in the Odessa warehouse hung thick with the stale scent of despair and desperation, a familiar perfume for the veteran Arin Smith. He leaned against a cold steel table, his gaze distant, as a half-dozen men argued around him. He feigned interest, but his mind was a labyrinth of complex calculations, each one a thread in the intricate tapestry of lies that had become his life. He wasn’t just a broken man, he was a ghost, a  phantom of the man who had once been a rising star in the CIA. For years he’s been submerged in this murky underworld which had sanded down his idealism, replacing it with a cynical, razor-sharp intelligence. He knew these men, their desires, their weaknesses. He was a part of their world now, but not because he had succumbed to it but because he had mastered it.

​“Arin! It seems Our guy  Timu had some interesting intel last night ,” Viktor Velovsky’s voice, a gravelly rumble, sliced through his thoughts. Viktor was a walking testament to brute force, each word a command, his tattoos a living map of his violent history. He was the kingpin, but Arin saw him for what he was: a pawn, a predictable storm of muscle and ego.

​Arin pushed off the table, forcing a smile that felt alien on his face. “Then let’s hear it, before these clowns start a riot.” His tone was dismissive, subtly placing himself above the other men, a calculated performance to maintain his position as one of Viktor’s  trusted lieutenants 

​Viktor kicked a chair back and sat down, a smirk playing on his lips. His men fell silent, their eyes, as soulless as the flickering fluorescent lights, fixed on Arin.

​“He says the shipment’s coming next week. Two girls fresh and the buyer  well. It seems  he's coming  with someone who wants to meet  me , it suppose to be someone big this time, I’ve asked around and it might be a contact of Njord,” Viktor said, the name hanging in the air like a curse.

​Arin felt a jolt, an internal tremor he had to suppress. Njord, one of the elusive vice leaders of the Aesir Syndicate, the crime organization that could make or break global markets with the flick of a wrist. His skin prickled, but he kept his expression unreadable.

​“Njord of the Aesir Syndicate?” Arin scoffed, a perfect blend of disbelief and mockery. “Silly rumour, isn’t it? I wouldn’t get my hopes up those guys are akin to ghosts.”

​Viktor’s smirk widened. “Rumour’s become deals quickly when there’s profit involved. Isn’t that what your kind call it? AAH.. Follow the money’“right?”

​Arin let a slow smile spread across his face, a mask of cold agreement. “You’re not wrong, Viktor.” He flexed his jaw, the tension roiling beneath the surface. “But dealing with men like him is often deadly. They’re not like us. What’s he even looking for?”

​“Does it matter? We’re in the driver’s seat now,” Viktor said, leaning closer. “Our time here has been useful. It seems we’re moving up in the world.”

​“Yes, it seems so,” Arin sneered, pocketing the threat. He knew Viktor saw him as a loyal enforcer, but that was the point. An intelligent mind behind a brutish exterior was the perfect disguise.

​“Enough of that,” Viktor snapped, his mood shifting. “We’re meeting him tomorrow. You’re coming. This could be the big score I’ve been waiting  for . I’ll need my top enforcer at my side.”

​Arin felt the familiar heat of a live wire sparking. Tomorrow. A potential turn in his long, dark road. He felt the buzz of his cell phone in his pocket, a silent, damning lifeline to the Agency. He had to play this perfectly. He had come too far into this mire to be pulled out now.

​“Fine,” Arin spat, shrugging with a theatrical reluctance. “But if Njord thinks he can pull any shady deals on us, I’ll be the first to break his bones.”

​“Just like the old days,” Viktor grinned, clinking glasses with the others. “Let’s drink to that, shall we?”

​As the night deepened, Arin walked the winding, smoke-filled streets of the city, a whiskey-fueled haze dulling the sharp edges of his thoughts. He didn’t think it would be hard to shake the stench of despair, not with the raucous laughter and gaudy neon lights painting a grotesque picture of false hope. A few blocks away, his phone buzzed. Ignoring it wasn’t an option; it was the Agency, a call on an unlisted number for a reason.

​He pressed it to his ear, cringing. “grey rabbit, do you copy?” The voice of his handler, a gravelly authority that sent a familiar chill down his spine, cut through the noise.

​“Yeah—I can hear you. What’s going on?”

​“We’ve been listening  your conversation  with Viktor  through the coms, New intel from our informants do suggest  Aesir Syndicate may  indeed in looking to be in talks with a shady criminal in the Odessa scene, and it appears to be Viktor. Their motives seems to be looking to move sensitive information tied to Middle Eastern terrorist movements. This could be our opportunity to learn more about the Aesir Syndicate.”

​Arin coughed, the bitterness of the news sharper than the alcohol in his veins. “You’ve got to be kidding me. I was really hoping it was a baseless rumour. I’m a foot soldier in Viktor’s little clutches, and now I must engage with one of the most elusive criminal organizations known to man? My cover is a joke in this kind of situation.”

​“Cut the sass, Smith! You’re positioned perfectly. You can get closer to Njord men than anyone we have. You’ll report directly to us.”

​“What am I supposed to do? Walk into a meeting and drop a bomb?” Arin’s voice dripped with an annoyance he had honed over years. He could almost see his handler’s eye roll.

​“You’ll infiltrate, get proof of their dealings, find out what you can. Our Odessa branch will offer you additional technical support. This could bring us closer to taking down the Syndicate once and for all, or at the very least, help us identify Njord,” the voice crackled.

​With a heavy breath, Arin hung up, tossing his phone into a dumpster. He felt the weight of the mission sink deeper into the marrow of his bones. He was just a pawn, a tool for everyone to use.

​“Damn it,” he muttered to himself. “Of all the fish to fry...”

​As the sun slowly fell on the day of the meeting , The harbour reeked of salt and desperation, the meeting was then thrown into further chaos  as the buyer MU JIN a long time customer  of Viktor  a man arin knew was a seriously dangerous individual who was well known within the Asian underworld ,MU JIN  upon completion of the deal and payment of the girls  conveyed to Viktor that the man on the Yatch was non other then njord himself and it would be in Viktor’s best interest to thread carefully .

As the meeting ended ...the waves lapping against a sleek yacht’s hull like forgotten memories. Arin Smith, cloaked in the early morning fog, watched the scene from a hidden vantage point. His disbelief was a knot in his stomach. The man standing on the deck , a figure of casual opulence, was Henry Von, the notorious American shipping mogul and playboy. Surely, this brute, this loudmouthed man of wealth, couldn’t be Njord, a strategic genius in Loki’s organization?

​“How in the hell can this be?” Arin whispered, the morning air heavy with his doubt. The world he knew, the one he had meticulously infiltrated, had just collided with a reality he didn’t understand.

​Viktor ambled confidently up the ramp, his arrogance in stark contrast to the yacht’s polished elegance. The two men exchanged quick, silent glances. From his spot, Arin couldn’t read their nonverbal cues, but the air crackled with a palpable tension.

​“Arin, you still with us?” came the voice of Sam, his tactical support.

​“Yeah, I’m here,” he responded, trying to sound composed. “I want eyes on that meeting. Get clear photos of both men. This isn’t just an epiphany; this was something monumental.”

​“Roger that,” Sam replied, the static in his ear a testament to the urgency.

​Arin paced, a coiled spring of focus and confusion. Loki, the master architect of chaos, was known for being meticulous. Why would he allow one of his close subordinates to recklessly meet with a brute like Viktor in such an open, conspicuous setting? He felt the pulse of urgency quicken. There had to be a deeper game at play.

​Inside the Yacht, The opulence of the salon was stifling. Polished teak, soft leather, and the faint, expensive scent of cigar smoke hanging in the air. Viktor, who usually filled a room with his brutish presence, felt strangely small. He stood awkwardly on the pristine Persian rug as Henry Von,  finished pouring two glasses of amber whiskey from a crystal decanter. He didn’t offer one immediately.

Henry turned, his emerald eyes not looking at Viktor, but through him. He took a slow sip, the silence stretching until it became a weapon.

Voice a low, cultured murmur) “Viktor Velovsky . The  self proclaimed king of Odessa’s filth. You have been... busy.” Henry’s voice was a low rumble, devoid of the cultured baritone he used in public. It was a voice meant for dark rooms and back alleys. “Sit.”

It wasn’t a request. Viktor hesitated for a fraction of a second, then lowered himself into the opposing chair, its deep cushions swallowing him.

“You’ve been making noise, Viktor,” Henry began, not waiting for a reply. “Loud, messy noise. Daylight deals. Human cargo. It draws the wrong kind of eyes. My eyes.”

Viktor puffed out his chest, trying to reclaim the initiative. “Attention is good for business. It shows strength. And my business is why you asked for this meeting right, Njord.”

Henry’s lip curled into a sneer that didn’t reach his eyes. “Don’t use that name. You haven’t earned the right to speak it.” He leaned forward suddenly, the movement swift and predatory. The glass clicked onto the mahogany table between them. “Your ‘strength’ is a liability. You think because you control a few docks and have a handful of thugs, you are powerful? You are a nuisance. One that can be easily... cleaned up.”

A cold knot tightened In Viktor’s gut. The threat wasn’t shouted; it was stated as a simple, irrefutable fact. He saw no bluff in Henry’s cold gaze.

“I... I have built something here,” Viktor said, his voice less sure than before.

“You’ve built a sandcastle,” Henry interrupted, his voice dripping with contempt. “And the tide is coming in. I am the tide. You can be washed away, or you can be part of the ocean.” He paused, letting the metaphor hang in the air, watching Viktor process it.

“What does that mean?” Viktor asked, his cunning now tempered with a healthy dose of fear.

Henry leaned back, the brutish intensity receding slightly, replaced by a crafty, calculating gleam. “It means I have a use for Odessa. It’s a keyhole. Goods need to move through it. My goods. Information. Arms. Things more valuable than the flesh you peddle.” He waved a dismissive hand. “That filth is beneath me. And it will be beneath you, if you’re smart.”

“You want me to work for you?” Viktor asked, a flicker of his arrogance returning at the prospect of an alliance.

“I want you to survive,” Henry corrected him, his voice hardening again. “You will become my instrument here. Your men, your docks, your routes—they will be mine. You will ensure anything I send arrives without a whisper. In return, you will be paid far more than you make from your pathetic trafficking, and you will be under my protection. You will truly be a king in Odessa, but you will kneel to me. Do you understand the offer?”

Viktor’s mind raced. The threat was real, but the opportunity was immense. To be the chosen arm of the Aesir Syndicate itself... “I understand,” he said, nodding slowly.

“Good.” Henry’s smile was a cold, thin line. “There is one more thing. Trust is a luxury we cannot afford. I need... insurance. A connection to your operations.”

Viktor frowned. “What kind of insurance?”

I’m told you’re close friends  with a rather  unique  individual ” Henry said, his tone casual, as if he’d just remembered a minor detail, “Sasha, is it? He has friends. Powerful friends. The kind with old-world reach.

Viktor’s blood ran cold. How did he know that? He kept Sasha’s affiliation with  the business a secret for a reason.

Henry saw the fear and pressed his advantage, his voice a whisper. “I want to meet him. A casual introduction. Nothing more. It shows good faith on your part. It proves you can facilitate connections beyond your own gutter. You get me that meeting, and Odessa is yours. You fail...” Henry let the sentence hang, picking up his glass again. “Well, we already discussed what happens to nuisances.”

The message was clear. Viktor wasn’t just being hired; he was being owned. His territory was the price for his life, and his connection with sasha  was the collateral. Henry’s true goal a bridge to  Sasha was hidden behind the brutal, straightforward demand for territorial control. To Viktor, it just seemed like Njord was being ruthlessly thorough.

Swallowing his pride and his fear, Viktor gave a single, sharp nod. “I will speak to Sasha.”

Henry’s smile finally reached his eyes, a cold, victorious glint. “Smart man. Now get off my boat. My man will contact you with the details for the first shipment. Don’t disappoint me.”

​Henry took a slow sip of his martini, his eyes never leaving Viktor’s. “this will work wonders for you Viktor I can provide you with more than just a names on a ledger. I’m tied to organizations you can only dream about.” He paused, a new layer of arrogance settling over him. He was no longer just the brash playboy he is often portrayed in public. ..he was a king in his own right, one who understood that true power lay not in loud threats, but in whispers of influence. “Together, we might harness power neither of us can fathom. I 

​

​As the sun began its slow descent, painting the sky in fiery hues, Henry Von sat in the back of his chauffeured sedan, the city lights of Odessa a blur outside the window. His martini was replaced by a tumbler of scotch. The meeting had gone as planned, a necessary, albeit distasteful, step.

​“So, what do you make of him, boss?” Zack, Henry’s right-hand man, asked from the passenger seat. Zack was the silent, watchful shadow, a man who questioned everything and trusted nothing.

​“Viktor? A brute with a touch of cunning. He’s predictable,” Henry said, the ice in his glass clinking softly.

​Zack’s expression remained impassive, but his voice was a razor’s edge. “His recklessness is a liability. Why directly involve ourselves? You could have just sent someone or me, this  goes against everything we’ve built, boss. Loki demands precision, not this.”

​Henry’s smirk returned, a flicker of light in the dim car. “Loki’s a brilliant architect, but he’s not infallible. He overlooks the obvious. And this isn’t about Viktor. Viktor is a pawn, a useful idiot.”

​Zack leaned forward, his interest piqued. “A pawn for what?”

​Henry swirled his scotch, the amber liquid catching the light. “Viktor has a connection through Sasha ,it tenuous, but significant, one to a crime lord with an affiliation to a powerful organization that surpasses even our own. One if the pillars  of the ten dons power” the Bratva,” to be exact. Their leader, Christoph. The Bratva is a sleeping giant, Zack. They’ve been quiet for years, but their reach is unparalleled.”

​“The Bratva? But why?”

​“Because Loki’s Aesir Syndicate is growing too fast. The old guard, the ones who truly run the criminals world from the shadows, are getting restless. This isn’t a game of chess; it’s a game of swallowing. And as you know I want to take down Loki and swallow the Aesir Syndicate whole. And to do that, you need allies with deep roots.

Having Christoph and the Dons by my side will greatly help my plans and possibly earn me a seat at the table.” And Sasha is key to this ,Loki’s intelligent reach is nothing short of near omnipotent but one of his weaknesses is that  he is not connected to the slavery and  human trafficking  rings though I have not confirmed his peculiar reasons for this but it must have something to do with Lisa  and that where that brutish  bastardly Viktor’s connections comes into play ,Sasha is the only way I can insure my words are conveyed to Christoph without Loki finding out .

​Zack sat back, a silent understanding passing between them. The reckless meeting, the brutish dialogue, it was all a distraction, a part of a larger, far more dangerous game. Henry wasn’t just Njord; he was a predator, a wolf in sheep’s clothing, and he had his eyes set on a much bigger prize.

Two days sped by like a fleeting shadow, and Arin found himself holed up in a dimly lit basement, cluttered with mundane odds and ends—frayed wires, discarded coffee cups, and the smell of stale air.

The safe house was neither safe nor comfortable, but it was a corridor to survival for him and his team. They’d spent the past hours reviewing the files and photographs they’d taken as evidence of the meeting.

“Take a look at this,” Colton said, tapping on the laptop, maintaining an authoritative tone which had become overbearing during their years together. “Henry Von, in cahoots with Viktor .after a few monitoring of many of henry movements and his company’s movement ,of the last 10 years His company’s shipping routes have only cross paths with the Aesir Syndicate suspected routes only 4 times in 8 years .”

Damn it seems he’s not stupid enough to be using his company but to be so arrogant as to meet in such a setting, they were meeting in plain sight. Surrounded by their enforcers,” Arin replied, clutching a cheap cup of coffee. Sipping again, he winced at the bitterness.

“We’ve got enough juice to make waves, that’s for sure,” Sam, the technician of the group, chimed in. “Let’s leverage this; we can go back to Langley with evidence of the Syndicate.”

“Corruption and a key to the world of Loki, If we can connect this to the rest of his operation...”

Arin’s voice trailed off, uncertainty gnawing at the corners of his thoughts. It wasn’t just the evidence; it was the implications of their findings and the weight they carried.

“What
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