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Chapter 1

Sign up for Omari Noble's Mailing List

For my parents, who never minded the dark corners of my imagination, and for my sisters, my partners in (fictional) crime.
Love you all

Every detective needs a trusted informant, and every writer needs readers they can count on. My deepest thanks to my squad, Brandon, Keano, Salom, Mpumi, Junior, Paris, and Masie, for being my network of eyes and ears. You followed the clues, questioned the suspects, and helped me piece this whole thing together. Your pointers were the key to cracking the case. I owe you all a drink at The Velvet Fox.

Author’s Note

––––––––
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They say you should write the kind of book you want to read. Well, this is it.

Dead Men Don’t Whisper is a love letter to the stories that have always set my imagination on fire, the gritty crime thrillers, the morally complex neo-noirs, and the dialogue-heavy character studies where the conversation is just as dangerous as the gunfight.

If you detected a certain rhythm to the dialogue or a certain flair for the violently cinematic, the inspiration is no accident. My love for the films of Quentin Tarantino, where witty, tension-filled conversations in dusty rooms can suddenly erupt into beautifully orchestrated chaos, was a major spark for this novel. I’ve always been fascinated by that space between the action, where characters reveal who they truly are through what they say, often right before everything goes terribly wrong.

I wanted to build a world that felt lived-in and gritty, populated by characters who are neither purely good nor evil, but compellingly, humanly flawed. This book is my attempt to capture that energy, that style, and that undeniable coolness, and pour it onto the page.

Thank you for taking this ride into the underworld with me. I hope you enjoyed the chaos.
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The Dead Man’s Briefcase
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Deserted Parking Lot, 1998. Late Night.

The sky hung low, sagging under the weight of thick clouds bruised with the last remnants of dusk. The parking lot sprawled like a forgotten graveyard, cracked asphalt webbed with veins of neglect, puddles glinting under the sickly orange flicker of half-dead streetlights. A neon sign from a distant diner blinked in the distance, casting fractured reflections onto waterlogged concrete, a neon ghost caught mid-scream. The faint hum of a flickering bulb buzzed like an insect too stubborn to die, blending with the distant, rhythmic slap of tires on wet pavement. The air reeked of rain-soaked concrete, cheap gasoline, and the metallic promise of something about to go very, very wrong.

​A vintage black Chevy Impala idled near the far edge, exhaust curling into the night air like ghostly fingers clawing for something unseen. Its chrome bumper caught the meager light, gleaming like the grin of a corpse. The car purred low, a mechanical predator waiting to pounce. Cigarette butts littered the ground beneath a lone lamppost, their faint embers long dead, leaving only the memory of heat.

Victor Price leaned against the Chevy, one polished shoe propped against the bumper. His silhouette cut sharp lines against the murky backdrop, all angles, shadows, and that ineffable aura of danger wrapped in charm. A cigarette dangled from his lips, its tip flaring with each lazy drag. Smoke curled from his nostrils like a dragon too bored to care. His cold blue eyes, sharp as broken glass, scanned the darkness with predatory detachment.

Footsteps echoed, the precise, unhurried click of leather soles against wet asphalt. From the gloom emerged a figure, clad in a dark trench coat that flared slightly with each step. A fedora dipped low, casting shadows that swallowed most of his face, leaving only the sharp line of his jaw visible. In his right hand, a nondescript black briefcase swung with mechanical precision, its weight measured with every stride. No hesitation, no wasted movement. Like he’d done this before.

Victor didn’t move. Just watched.

The man stopped a few feet away, standing beneath the flickering lamppost where the weak light fractured his shadow into jagged pieces.

“You’re late,” the Mysterious Man said, voice flat, carrying just enough gravel to suggest he wasn’t here for pleasantries.

Victor smirked, flicking ash onto the ground. “Or maybe you’re early. Time’s funny like that.”

A pause stretched thin between them, humming with the electricity of something unspoken.

The Mysterious Man didn’t bite. He simply lifted the briefcase slightly, letting it dangle like bait on a hook.

Victor pushed off the car, sauntering forward with the lazy grace of a man who believed the world owed him something. His gaze flicked to the briefcase, then back to the man.

“Heavy for something that’s supposed to be light,” Victor murmured, circling the man slowly. “Must be carrying more than just papers.”

The Mysterious Man didn’t flinch. “Weight’s all in the value, not the contents.”

Victor chuckled, the sound low and without real humor. He stopped, standing close enough to smell the faint trace of cologne mixed with the metallic tang of rain.

“Funny how value and danger tend to ride in the same car,” Victor said softly, flicking his cigarette into a puddle where it hissed out like a dying snake.

The man set the briefcase down with a metallic clink. “Your problem now.”

Victor reached for it, his fingers brushing the cold metal.

BANG.

The sound shattered the night like a dropped wine glass. The Mysterious Man jerked back, crimson blooming across his chest like a grotesque rose. He collapsed in stages, legs folding under him, arms twitching in protest. His fedora rolled away, revealing eyes wide with the final, universal expression of surprise.

Victor stood over him, gun still smoking in his hand. His face was unreadable, carved from stone and shadow. No remorse. No hesitation. Just another Tuesday.

He picked up the briefcase, inspecting it with casual detachment, as if the blood spreading toward his polished shoes was an afterthought.

Headlights flashed.

Victor’s eyes narrowed. Three figures emerged from the darkness, armed, movements tight and professional. Mercenaries. Hired hands. Not here for small talk.

Victor exhaled sharply. “Son of a bitch,” he muttered, realization hitting like a gut punch. The Broker had set him up.

Gunfire erupted, sharp and chaotic. Muzzle flashes painted the night in staccato bursts of orange and white. Victor moved like liquid fury, every shot deliberate, precise. His charm burned away, leaving something raw and feral beneath.

A bullet punched through the shoulder of the first mercenary, spraying arterial mist onto the wet asphalt. The second caught one square in the jaw, his scream gurgling into silence. The third managed a shot that grazed Victor’s side before meeting the business end of Victor’s fury, a clean shot through the throat, eyes frozen in shock as he crumpled.

Silence returned, deafening in the aftermath. The metallic tang of blood mixed with the rain-soaked air.

Victor, bleeding but standing, lit another cigarette with shaky fingers. He inhaled deeply, grounding himself in the familiar burn of nicotine. His gaze dropped to the briefcase.

His reflection stared back at him, distorted and fractured.

“Looks like I’m working freelance,” he whispered to no one.

Sliding into the Chevy, he tossed the briefcase onto the passenger seat. The engine roared to life, a beast waking from slumber. As he drove off, surf rock blared from the radio, an upbeat, ironic soundtrack to the carnage left behind.

In the rearview mirror, the parking lot faded into darkness.

The briefcase remained a mystery, the unanswered questions lingering like smoke in the night.
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The Wrong Job

––––––––
[image: ]


The underground poker room was a sanctuary for those with secrets buried in the shadows. The air was thick with the pungent smoke of cigars and half-lit cigarettes, swirling in a haze that clung to the cracked walls, stained from years of neglect. The faint hum of a vintage air conditioner competed with the sounds of muffled chatter and clinking chips, barely cutting through the oppressive tension. The low light of flickering bulbs overhead cast strange, elongated shadows across the faces of the men gathered around the table.

Ray “Lucky” DeVries sat poker-faced, trying not to draw attention. A cigarette dangled from his lips, the ember pulsing like a heartbeat. His hand rested lazily on a glass of cheap bourbon, the liquid catching the weak light like liquid amber. His eyes flicked between the players, scanning them like a hawk sizing up its prey, trying to figure out the angle. It was just a poker game, or so it seemed. But Ray knew better. It never was.

At the far end of the table sat Vinny “The Chin” Lombardo, slick and smooth, a man who looked like he’d stepped straight out of a ‘90s Italian mob movie. His grin was always a little too wide, his accent a little too thick, as though he was constantly playing a part in some forgotten gangster flick. He leaned forward, tapping his fingers on the table as if counting down to some unseen climax.

“Lissen, kid, no one’s gonna tell me dat Pulp Fiction ain’t da best damn film evah made. You gotta be outta your goddamn mind!”Vinny said, shaking his head in mock disbelief. “You can’t top Travolta an’ Samuel L. Jackson. You just can’t!” “You evah no-tice how in Pulp Fiction, Vincent Vega, eh? He’s just one bahd day away from becomin’ a total psycho!”

Tony “Two-Times” Russo, the paranoid, twitchy gambler seated to Vinny’s left, slammed his fist on the table, his eyes wild. He was already sweating, his shirt clinging to his body as if he’d run a marathon. He repeated everything twice, like it gave his words extra weight.

“No, no, no! Goodfellas is the one, man! De Niro and Pesci, they’re in a league of their own! You can’t top that. You hear me? You can’t top it!” Tony’s voice quivered with the kind of desperation only a cheater could muster, the kind of man who knew his luck was running out.

“What about Die Hard?” Ray said.

The table went silent for a moment.

“Die Hard?” Vinny laughed. “That’s a Christmas movie, Ray! I don’t care what anyone says. It’s a fucking Christmas movie!” “The man’s stuck in a building, blowing up terrorists, and it’s Christmas Eve! What else is it supposed to be? Christmas, fuck?”

Tony recoiled, shaking his head vigorously. “No, no, no, it’s not! It’s all a conspiracy! It’s
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