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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—




Ares moved like a blade through shadows.




The real war had begun.
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The first bullet sliced past Ares’ shoulder before the glass even shattered.




He didn’t flinch.




The balcony door exploded behind him as two black-suited riflemen stormed the penthouse, boots thundering like a controlled stampede. Their vision was sharp. Military. These weren’t guards.




These were Cleaners — assassins sent only when the underworld wanted someone erased permanently.




Ares stepped to the side, letting the broken glass crunch under their boots as they charged. The first Cleaner fired a tight burst across the room.




Ares moved before the bullets were even fully in the air.




Three steps. Pivot. Drop.




He slid across the marble floor, low and silent, whipping his pistol upward. Two silenced shots snapped like soft breaths.




Pfft. Pfft.




The first Cleaner fell instantly.




The second fired in panic — a rookie mistake. His muzzle flash lit the room in stuttering bursts. Ares rolled behind the couch, popped up, and put a single bullet through the man’s forehead so clean that the body didn’t even realize it was dead until it hit the ground.




Silence reclaimed the penthouse… but it wasn’t comfortable silence.




Ares could feel eyes on him.




He walked slowly to the first Cleaner’s body and pulled out a small device clipped beneath the suit jacket — a tiny metallic badge with a black insignia:




A serpent wrapped around a debt coin.




His jaw tightened slightly.




“The Obsidian Circle,” he muttered.

The most elite debt-killers in the world.

His father once worked among them… before he refused a job and paid with his life.




Ares pocketed the insignia.




Someone inside the Obsidian Circle had sent Cleaners before Viktor Hale’s body even got cold.




That meant one thing:




They expected Ares to come.




He walked to the terrace and stared down at the night city — cold, metallic, uncaring. A helicopter’s rotors hummed in the distance. A small red sniper dot blinked against the railing beside him.




Ares didn’t look up.




He simply stepped right over the edge.




Forty-three floors down.




The wind roared around him as he plummeted — a silent ghost falling through empty air. Seconds before hitting the street, he angled his body and crashed through an awning, rolling across a parked car with the grace of someone who had done this a hundred times.




He stood without a limp.




That’s when his phone buzzed.




A number he didn’t recognize.

No voice. Just breathing.




Then a cold, familiar tone:




“Ares. You weren’t supposed to kill Viktor.”




His blood cooled.




He knew that voice.




His mentor.

His trainer.

The man who taught him every trick he knew.




Cain.




Ares didn’t speak. He just listened.




Cain continued, voice calm, almost disappointed:




“Walk away. This isn’t your debt to collect. You dig further… and the Circle will wipe out everything you care about.”




Ares clenched the burner phone in his hand.




“My father cared,” he said quietly.

“He died for it.”




A slow exhale from the other end.




“So you found the file.”




“Yes.”




“And you still think you’re ready for what’s coming?”




“I’m not running.”




Cain gave a small, humorless laugh.




“You’re not running, Ares… you’re falling.”




The line clicked dead.




Ares crushed the phone in his palm, the plastic snapping easily. Rain started falling again, blurring the city around him.




He lifted his collar and walked into the night.




He had 

just declared war on the most powerful assassins on the planet.




And they would come for him.




All of them.
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The safehouse was silent, hidden beneath an abandoned rail station on the outskirts of the city. No cameras. No watchers. No records that it even existed. Only one person alive knew this place.


Ares.


He closed the rusted metal door behind him, flicking the heavy lock into place. The room lit up dimly — a single hanging bulb, a steel table, and a wall lined with weapons he rarely used unless absolutely necessary.


He wiped the rain from his face, breathing steadily again.


Then he placed the silver insignia he took from the Cleaner onto the table.


The serpent and the debt coin glinted softly under the bulb.


The Obsidian Circle.

The organization his father once enforced for… the same one that allowed his murder.


Ares opened the metal cabinet in the corner. Inside was a small black briefcase, protected by a triple-code lock. He tapped in the sequence without hesitation.


The case clicked open.


Inside lay his father’s classified debt file, stolen from the Circle years ago and buried until tonight.


For the first time since he stole it, Ares laid everything out on the steel table.


Old photos


Handwritten notes


Redacted documents


Crime bonds


And five metallic tokens — each stamped with a symbol of a different gang



He placed them in a line.


THE FIVE BLOOD-DEBT GANGS:


1. The Seraph Blades

Elegant but deadly assassins who kill with ritual precision.



2. The Iron Wolves

Military-trained mercenaries. No honor. No rules.



3. The Black Havoc Syndicate

Specialists in explosives, chaos, mass destruction.



4. The Velvet Crown

High-class killers posing as elites — poisons, infiltration, manipulation.



5. The Revenant Cartel

Ghost killers. No one sees them. No one survives.




Ares’ father had refused to collect a blood-debt that involved innocent lives. All five gangs submitted a request to erase him.

The Obsidian Circle obeyed.


Ares clenched his jaw.


Five symbols. Five leaders. Five kills.


He opened the last envelope — the only one he had never looked at until this moment.

Inside was a photograph.


A woman.


His mother. Alive. Bruised. Quarter profile. Head down.


The timestamp was from two months ago.


Ares stared silently, his expression unchanged — but his pulse sharpened.


She was being held… and leveraged.


He flipped the photo over. Handwritten words covered the back:


“She’s the leverage.

He’s the key.

Keep the boy alive until the oath is fulfilled.”


Ares read the last line twice.


His hand tightened.


There was another note underneath.

A small card — black, reflective, with the symbol of the first gang on his list:


The Seraph Blades


And beneath it:


“Debt Master: Lucien Vore

Location: New Vienna.”


Ares exhaled slowly.


Lucien Vore.

He knew the name. Everyone in the underworld knew the name. A man who killed with movements so smooth they resembled choreography. Precision. Grace. Zero hesitation.


Ares holstered two pistols, strapped knives to his leg, and grabbed a clean suit.


Then he picked up the photo of his mother, slipping it safely into his jacket.


He whispered only two words, a vow both steady and
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