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Description : 

Prsentation de l'diteurAgent 47 might be the best assassin the Agency has ever had, but he'll need all of his 
skill, cunning, and ruthlessness if he is to survive his toughest assignment yet. Since the devastating 
conclusion of Hitman: Blood Money, Agent 47 has been MIA. Now fans awaiting the return of the 

blockbuster video-game and film phenomenon can pinpoint the location of the world's most brutal and 
effective killer-for-hire before he re-emerges in Hitman: Absolution. When the Agency lures him back with 

a mission that will require every last ounce of his stealth, strength, and undercover tactics, they grossly 
underestimate the silent assassin's own agenda. Because this time, Agent 47 isn't just going to bite the hand 

that feeds him ... he's going to tear it off and annihilate anyone who stands in his way.ExtraitOneTwelve 

http://f3db.com/pub/links.php?id=B00828KFGQ


Months LaterIt was always a variation of the same dream.This time I was, what, thirteen years old? Yes. 
Thirteen. I recognized the asylums corridors and I passed a framed portrait of my fatherone of them, anyway 
Dr. Ort-Meyer. I saw my reflection in the glass, and it was how I remembered myself at that age.But where 

was everyone? The asylum was empty. My footsteps echoed as if I was in a cavern.I thought to myself that I 
should run. He was coming, but I hadnt perceived him yet. Usually I felt him coming. It was a sensation I 

was unable to describe, but I knew he was there. Just around the corner. Coming for me.So I ran.And then he 
was behind me, appearing out of nowhere. I could practically smell him. I could feel the coldness. It was 

always cold when he was nearby.I dared to look over my shoulder as I ran. The dark figure was faceless, as 
usual. Almost as if he were only a shadow, but I knew better.He was Death.No question about it. Death had 
been coming for me in my dreams for a long time now.I ran faster. I was fairly certain I could stay ahead of 
him, but the temperature around me grew colder. He was closer. How did he come to move so fast? He was 
getting better at the chase. He was learning.But I was learning too. Wasnt I?I turned a corner and faced an 

interminable hallway. It disappeared into nothingness, a long way away. Could I make it to the end before he 
caught me?I pushed forward and felt my legs working to put distance between the shadow and me. Did I 
hear him calling me? How could he call me? I dont have a name. Or did I? I dont remember.Things were 

always crazy in a dream.Suddenly my legs struggled to move. As if I were waist deep in invisible quicksand. 
No matter how hard I tried, I could only step forward at the pace of a snail. The muscles in my thighs and 

calves hurt from the exertion.The ice-cold breath was now on my neck. He was directly behind me, perhaps 
close enough to reach out and touch me.No! I had to get away! I couldnt let Death touch me.I sensed his 

hand, outstretched and ready to clasp my shoulder. The only thing I could do was fall forward, as if Id just 
toppled like a stack of building blocks. But I didnt fall fast enough; it was more like I was floating! Then I 
felt the icy, stinging pressure of his fingers.I screamed as I landed on the hallways tiled floor . . .. . . and I 

woke up.The disorientation lasted for a few seconds, as always.That unpleasant ball of bees in my chest felt 
as if it might explode. Some might call it anxiety. I dont know what it was for me. Whatever I chose to call 

it, I didnt like it.I immediately sat up in bed. The hotel room was dark. No, it was light outside. I had the 
curtains closed. The digital clock on the nightstand read 5:43. Id meant to wake from the afternoon nap at 

6:00. This had been happening a lot. My internal alarm clock was all messed up. At least I awoke early and 
not too late.I had a job to do.I stood and walked to the window. I carefully pulled back the drapes and peered 
outside. The Caribbean sun was bright and hot. I saw men and women in bathing attire. The resorts pool was 
full of guests, splashing and cavorting. I knew the beach would be crowded as well.What would it be like to 

put on swim trunks, walk outside, and join the other people for fun? Ocho Rios, Jamaica! Didnt every 
human being want to lie on a recliner and relax with a pia colada while the sun baked your skin and turned it 
into cancer cells? Attend the nightly dance and hook up with someone of the opposite sex? Enjoy a weekend 

fling in paradise?What a stupid idea. I knew I wasnt capable of that.I released the drapes and plunged the 
room into darkness again.I noticed that my hand was trembling. This always happened when I woke up. 
After so many hours without a pill I got the shakes. Naked, I walked into the bathroom and turned on the 

light. I reached for the plastic bottle I kept in a pouch. Id tossed it onto the counter after Id checked in to the 
resort. I tapped out a pill into the palm of my hand and popped it into my mouth. Then I turned on the faucet, 

cupped my hands, and filled them with enough water to chug down the medication.My reflection in the 
mirror stared back at me. I was certainly no longer thirteen years old. I wasnt sure how old I was, although I 

was created in 1964. That was the downside of being a test-tube baby.I snapped the lid back on the pill 
bottle. There was no label. Id obtained the oxycodone illegally, so there was no prescription information. 

Besides, no doctor in his right mind would have prescribed these powerful painkillers for as long as Id been 
taking them.I supposed people would say I was addicted, but actually I could quit anytime I wanted. I just 
didnt want to. I was pretty sure that, because of how Im wired, the oxycodone didnt affect me as it would a 

normal person. I started taking the pills after the injury. I really needed painkillers at the time. But even after 
Id healed, I found I liked the effects. The pills didnt dope me up the way they would most people. Instead, 

they cleared my head and calmed me down.Granted, if I didnt take one after so many hours, I got a headache 
that was unbearable, I became anxious and jittery, and I had vivid nightmares. I never used to experience 

anxiety. Never. Now I did if I didnt take the pill. Did that mean I was addicted? In my own way, perhaps.I 
returned to the room. I had a boat to catch. I had a target to eliminate. I had a job to do. Time to get dressed.I 

knew I wasnt operating at 100 percent. I wasnt at the top of my game. Ever since the accident. Ever since 
Diana . . . It wasnt good for me to think about it, but sometimes I couldnt help it.The difficulty was avoiding 
the Agency. Theyd been trying to reach me. Messages had come through the usual channels. I didnt answer 



them. I had no desire to work with ICA anymore. I was past my prime. I wasnt the assassin I once was. I 
knew that. Its why I worked freelance now. Its why I supported myself with easy assignments like the one 

tonight.Hector Corado. Mediocre scum who specialized in human trafficking. And my employer, Roget, was 
just as sleazy. But it was a job. And it was money. Not as much as I made with the Agency, but it was 

enough. I really didnt care about the money. As long as I had the means to carry on each day and dress the 
way I liked, I was happy.Happy. What a concept.If I could laugh, I would have.Prsentation de l'diteurAgent 

47 might be the best assassin the Agency has ever had, but he'll need all of his skill, cunning, and 
ruthlessness if he is to survive his toughest assignment yet. Since the devastating conclusion of Hitman: 
Blood Money, Agent 47 has been MIA. Now fans awaiting the return of the blockbuster video-game and 

film phenomenon can pinpoint the location of the world's most brutal and effective killer-for-hire before he 
re-emerges in Hitman: Absolution. When the Agency lures him back with a mission that will require every 
last ounce of his stealth, strength, and undercover tactics, they grossly underestimate the silent assassin's 

own agenda. Because this time, Agent 47 isn't just going to bite the hand that feeds him ... he's going to tear 
it off and annihilate anyone who stands in his way. 


