

    
        
          The Time-Loop Hitman

        

        
        
          Jaxon Creed

        

        
          Published by Jaxon Creed, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE TIME-LOOP HITMAN

    

    
      First edition. March 1, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Jaxon Creed.

    

    
    
      Written by Jaxon Creed.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter 1: The Contract

Chapter 2: The First Shot

Chapter 3: Deja Vu

Chapter 4: The Target Knows

Chapter 5: Rules of the Game

Chapter 6: The Rival Gang

Chapter 7: Corrupt Cops

Chapter 8: The Reset Routine

Chapter 9: Know Thy Enemy

Chapter 10: The Esposito Playbook

Chapter 11: Marla’s Game

Chapter 12: A Truce with Victor?

Chapter 13: The Bar Siege

Chapter 14: Learning Curve

Chapter 15: The Informant

Chapter 16: Victor’s Secret

Chapter 17: Cop Conspiracy

Chapter 18: The Perfect Plan

Chapter 19: Breaking Point

Chapter 20: The Loop’s Origin?

Chapter 21: Gang War

Chapter 22: Victor’s Mind

Chapter 23: The Pendant’s Power

Chapter 24: Marla’s Betrayal

Chapter 25: Victor’s Past

Chapter 26: The Client Reveal

Chapter 27: Allies and Enemies

Chapter 28: The Loop’s Creator

Chapter 29: Showdown

Chapter 30: One Last Reset

Chapter 31: Escape

Chapter 32: The Cost

Chapter 33: Epilogue: The Next Loop

About the Author

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter 1: The Contract
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Jack Voss didn’t like bars. Not the sticky floors, not the sour stink of spilled beer, not the way every conversation seemed to teeter on the edge of a fistfight. But tonight, he was in one anyway, hunched over a chipped high-top table in the corner of The Rusty Anchor, nursing a whiskey he didn’t intend to finish. The place was a dive, even by downtown standards—peeling wallpaper, flickering neon signs, a jukebox that hadn’t worked since the ‘90s. Perfect spot for a guy like Victor Crane to hide in plain sight. Jack’s mark. His paycheck. His ticket out of this life, if he played it right.

He checked his watch: 9:47 p.m. Three minutes late. Victor was supposed to be here by now, according to the intel scribbled on the greasy napkin tucked in Jack’s pocket. A quick glance around the room confirmed the usual suspects: a couple of drunks arguing over a pool cue, a bartender wiping glasses with a rag dirtier than the counter, a woman in a too-tight dress laughing too loud at some guy’s joke. No Victor. Jack shifted in his seat, the worn leather of his jacket creaking against the vinyl chair. His fingers brushed the grip of the .38 snub-nose tucked into his waistband, a comforting weight against his hip. Patience wasn’t his strong suit, but he’d learned to fake it.

The job had come through the usual channels—burner phone, clipped voice, no names. “Victor Crane. Accountant. Rusty Anchor, 9:44 p.m. Clean hit, no witnesses. Ten grand, half up front.” Jack hadn’t asked questions. He never did. Questions got you noticed, and noticed got you dead. Five grand was already sitting in a duffel under his mattress, the bills crisp enough to cut glass. The other half would come after, assuming he didn’t screw this up. He wouldn’t. He couldn’t. Not with the debts piling up and the kind of people who didn’t take “I’ll pay you next week” for an answer.

The door swung open, letting in a gust of cold February air and a man who matched the description: mid-forties, wiry build, cheap suit stretched tight over narrow shoulders. Victor Crane. Jack’s eyes flicked to the details—graying hair slicked back with too much gel, a nervous tic in his left cheek, a briefcase clutched like it was his last lifeline. The guy didn’t look like much, but Jack had learned the hard way that looks didn’t mean squat. The quiet ones were always the worst.

Victor slid into a booth near the back, his back to the wall, eyes darting like a cornered rat. Jack took a slow sip of his whiskey, letting the burn settle in his throat. He’d wait. Let Victor get comfortable, order a drink, lower his guard. The bar was half-empty, but half-empty still meant witnesses. Jack needed an opening—a trip to the bathroom, a smoke break out back, something to get Victor alone. He’d done this dance before. Timing was everything.

The bartender, a grizzled guy with a face like a crumpled paper bag, ambled over to Victor’s booth. “What’ll it be?” he rasped, voice rough as sandpaper.

“Gin. Neat,” Victor said, barely looking up. His fingers tapped a jittery rhythm on the briefcase.

Jack smirked into his glass. Nervous little bastard. Probably knew someone wanted him dead. Accountants didn’t last long in this game—too many secrets, too many ledgers with names that shouldn’t be written down. Jack didn’t care why Victor was marked. Didn’t care who he’d pissed off. All he cared about was the exit strategy: one bullet, one body, one less problem.

Minutes ticked by. The drunks at the pool table started shouting, something about a scratched shot. The woman in the tight dress giggled again, shrill enough to make Jack’s teeth ache. Victor sipped his gin, eyes scanning the room every few seconds. Paranoid, but not paranoid enough. He hadn’t clocked Jack yet. Good. Jack slid a hand into his pocket, fishing out a pack of smokes. He didn’t smoke much anymore—too expensive—but it was a solid prop. Lighting up gave him an excuse to linger, to watch.

He struck a match, the hiss of sulfur cutting through the bar’s low hum, and puffed out a thin stream of smoke. Victor’s head turned sharply, like a dog catching a scent. Their eyes met for half a second—just long enough for Jack to see the flicker of recognition. Not good. Jack kept his face blank, tipping his head back to exhale toward the ceiling. Maybe Victor didn’t know him. Maybe it was just nerves. But Jack’s gut twisted anyway, that old familiar churn that said trouble was coming.

Victor stood abruptly, briefcase in hand, and made for the back door. Jack cursed under his breath. The alley. Perfect spot for a hit, if he could get there first. He stubbed out the cigarette, tossed a crumpled five on the table, and followed, keeping his steps casual. No need to spook the room. The drunks didn’t notice, too busy shoving each other. The bartender didn’t care, already pouring another round. The woman in the dress glanced his way, but Jack was gone before she could wink.

Outside, the alley was a narrow strip of shadow between brick walls, lit only by a flickering streetlamp at the far end. Dumpsters lined one side, their lids propped open with overflowing trash. The air smelled like wet pavement and rot. Jack’s boots splashed through a puddle as he eased the .38 from his waistband, thumbing the safety off. He heard footsteps ahead—Victor, moving fast, briefcase swinging. Jack picked up the pace, closing the gap. Twenty feet. Fifteen. Ten.

“Crane,” Jack called, voice low but firm. No point in pretending now.

Victor froze, then turned slowly, his face pale under the streetlamp’s yellow glow. “Who sent you?” he asked, voice trembling but steady enough to suggest he’d been expecting this.

“Doesn’t matter,” Jack said, raising the gun. “Drop the case. Hands up.”

Victor’s eyes narrowed, calculating. Jack didn’t like that look. Smart guys were unpredictable. “You’re making a mistake,” Victor said, clutching the briefcase tighter. “You don’t know what’s in here.”

“Don’t care,” Jack replied. “Last chance.”

Victor’s mouth twitched—a smirk, maybe, or a grimace. Then he bolted, ducking behind a dumpster. Jack fired, the shot ringing out sharp and loud, but the bullet sparked off metal. Missed. He swore, sprinting after him. The alley twisted left, then right, a maze of trash cans and fire escapes. Victor was fast for a desk jockey, fueled by panic or something stronger. Jack rounded a corner and saw him—ten yards ahead, fumbling with a chain-link gate.

“Stop!” Jack barked, lining up another shot. Victor didn’t stop. Jack squeezed the trigger. The .38 bucked in his hand, and Victor stumbled, a red bloom spreading across his shoulder. Not a kill shot, but enough to slow him down. Jack closed in, ready to finish it.

Then the world exploded.

A shadow lunged from the darkness—a big guy, built like a linebacker, with a shaved head and a knife the size of Jack’s forearm. No time to think. Jack swung the gun up, but the guy was faster, slamming into him like a freight train. The .38 clattered to the ground as Jack hit the pavement, breath knocked out of him. He rolled, barely dodging a boot aimed at his skull, and scrambled to his feet. The linebacker grinned, twirling the knife.

“Esposito says hi,” he growled, voice thick with menace.

Jack didn’t know any Esposito, but he knew a setup when he saw one. Victor must’ve been bait, or a loose end someone bigger wanted tied off. Didn’t matter now. He ducked a wild swing from the knife, landing a punch to the guy’s gut. It was like hitting a brick wall. The linebacker laughed, grabbing Jack’s jacket and hurling him into a dumpster. Pain flared up his spine as he crashed against the metal, stars bursting behind his eyes.

He saw Victor limping away, disappearing around a corner. Then the knife came down, fast and final, sinking into Jack’s chest. Hot agony ripped through him, blood bubbling in his throat. He tried to scream, but no sound came. The linebacker twisted the blade, grinning wider, and Jack’s vision blurred, then blackened.

His last thought was simple: Screwed this one up bad.

Jack’s eyes snapped open.

He was in bed. His bed. The cheap mattress sagged under him, springs creaking as he jolted upright. Sunlight streamed through the cracked blinds, painting stripes across the peeling walls of his shitty apartment. His chest hurt—not the sharp stab of a knife, but a dull ache, like a bad hangover. He touched his shirt, expecting blood, but his fingers came away clean. No hole. No wound. Just sweat-soaked cotton clinging to his skin.

The clock on the nightstand blinked 6:00 a.m. in red digits. Morning. Same morning he’d woken up to yesterday, before the call, before the bar, before the alley. He could still hear the linebacker’s laugh, feel the cold steel in his ribs. But here he was, alive, untouched.

“What the hell?” he muttered, voice hoarse. He swung his legs over the edge of the bed, head spinning. The room looked the same—dirty laundry in the corner, empty beer cans on the dresser, the duffel with five grand still tucked underneath. He stumbled to the bathroom, splashing cold water on his face. His reflection stared back: hollow eyes, stubble, a guy who’d seen too much and slept too little. No sign of death. No sign of anything.

The phone rang—a cheap burner on the kitchen counter, buzzing against a stack of overdue bills. Jack froze. He knew that ring. Knew what came next. He picked it up, hand shaking, and pressed it to his ear.

“Victor Crane,” the clipped voice said. “Accountant. Rusty Anchor, 9:44 p.m. Clean hit, no witnesses. Ten grand, half up front.”

Jack didn’t answer. Couldn’t. The line went dead, same as before. He dropped the phone, staring at it like it might bite. His mind raced, piecing together the impossible. The bar. The alley. The knife. And now this—6 a.m., same day, same job.

He wasn’t sure what was happening, but one thing was clear: Victor Crane wasn’t just a mark anymore. He was a problem. And Jack Voss, low-life hitman with a gun and a grudge, was going to solve it—again.
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Chapter 2: The First Shot
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Jack Voss sat on the edge of his bed, staring at the burner phone like it was a coiled snake. The clock blinked 6:03 a.m., the red digits mocking him with their stubborn normalcy. His chest still ached—not from a knife wound, but from the memory of it, sharp and hot, slicing through muscle and bone. He pressed a hand to his sternum, half-expecting to feel the sticky warmth of blood. Nothing. Just the damp cling of his T-shirt and the thud of his own pulse.

He’d died. He was sure of it. That linebacker bastard in the alley had gutted him like a fish, and yet here he was, alive, breathing, back in his shitty apartment with the same cracked blinds and stale air. The call had come again, same clipped voice, same job: Victor Crane, Rusty Anchor, 9:44 p.m. It didn’t make sense. None of it did. But Jack wasn’t the type to sit around navel-gazing. He’d figure it out by doing what he always did—moving forward, one step at a time, until the pieces clicked.

He stood, knees popping, and grabbed the .38 from the nightstand drawer. The gun felt real enough, cold steel kissing his palm as he checked the cylinder: six rounds, same as yesterday. Or today. Or whatever the hell this was. He tucked it into his waistband, pulled on his leather jacket, and headed out. The duffel with the five grand stayed under the mattress—he wasn’t touching it until he knew what was going on.

The street outside was the same gray sprawl he’d walked a thousand times: pawn shops with barred windows, a diner pumping out grease smells, cars rattling over potholes. The cold bit at his knuckles as he lit a cigarette, the match flaring briefly before the wind snuffed it. He replayed the night in his head—Victor at the bar, the alley chase, the knife. Maybe he’d dreamed it. Maybe he’d blacked out, stumbled home, and cooked up some fevered nightmare. But the pain had been too real, the blood too warm. No dream did that.

He spent the day on autopilot, sticking to routine. Coffee at the diner, black and bitter. A stop at the corner store for smokes and a cheap sandwich. Every tick of the clock felt like a countdown, pulling him toward 9:44 p.m. He didn’t know what he’d find at The Rusty Anchor, but he wasn’t walking away. Not with ten grand on the line. Not with that linebacker’s grin burned into his skull.

By 9:30, he was back in the bar, same corner table, same chipped glass of whiskey he wouldn’t drink. The Rusty Anchor hadn’t changed overnight—same sticky floors, same flickering neon, same drunks arguing over the pool table. The bartender, grizzled and sour-faced, shuffled behind the counter, wiping glasses with that filthy rag. The woman in the tight dress was there too, perched on a stool, laughing at some new sucker’s line. Déjà vu hit Jack like a punch, but he shook it off. Focus. Victor was the target. Everything else was noise.

The door creaked open at 9:47 p.m., right on cue. Victor Crane stepped in, wiry and tense, briefcase clutched tight. Same slicked-back hair, same cheap suit, same nervous tic in his cheek. Jack’s stomach tightened. This was no coincidence. He watched Victor slide into the back booth, back to the wall, eyes scanning the room. The bartender ambled over.

“Gin. Neat,” Victor said, tapping the briefcase. Same order, same jittery rhythm.

Jack’s cigarette trembled as he lit it, the match hissing louder than it should’ve. He exhaled slow, keeping Victor in his peripheral. The guy was a carbon copy of last night—every move, every twitch. Jack’s mind raced. If this was real, if he was reliving it, then the alley was coming. The linebacker too. He could change it this time. Had to. No way he was eating that knife again.

He waited, letting Victor sip his gin, letting the bar’s chaos hum around him. The drunks started shouting—something about a scratched shot, same as before. The woman giggled, shrill and grating. Victor’s eyes darted, landing on Jack for that split-second stare. Recognition again. Jack kept his cool, puffing smoke toward the ceiling, but his pulse kicked up. Victor knew something. Maybe not who Jack was, but enough to spook.

Then it happened—Victor stood, briefcase in hand, and bolted for the back door. Jack didn’t hesitate. He dropped a five on the table and followed, weaving past the pool table where the drunks were shoving each other. The bartender didn’t look up. The woman didn’t notice. Out the door, into the alley, same cold air, same stench of rot and wet pavement. Jack’s boots splashed through the puddle as he drew the .38, thumbing the safety off. He wasn’t letting Victor slip away this time.

“Crane!” he shouted, voice bouncing off the brick walls.

Victor turned, pale under the streetlamp, clutching the briefcase like a shield. “Who sent you?” he asked, same trembling tone.

“Drop it,” Jack said, gun steady. “Hands up.”

Victor’s mouth twitched. “You’re making a mistake. You don’t know—”

“Don’t care,” Jack cut in. “Last chance.”

Victor didn’t drop it. He ran, ducking behind the dumpster. Jack fired, the shot cracking through the night, but it sparked off metal again. Same miss. He cursed, sprinting after him, the alley twisting left, then right. Victor was ahead, fumbling with the chain-link gate, just like before. Jack aimed, fired. The bullet hit Victor’s shoulder, same red bloom, same stumble. Jack closed the gap, ready to end it.

Then the shadow moved.

The linebacker lunged, knife gleaming, same freight-train tackle. Jack twisted this time, dodging the full impact, but the guy’s fist clipped his jaw, sending him sprawling. The .38 skittered across the pavement as Jack hit the ground, pain exploding in his skull. He rolled, scrambling for the gun, but the linebacker was on him, boot slamming into his ribs. Air whooshed out of Jack’s lungs, and he doubled over, gasping.

“Esposito says hi,” the guy growled, twirling the knife.

Jack glared up, blood trickling from his lip. “Tell Esposito he’s next,” he spat, voice ragged.

The linebacker laughed—a low, ugly sound—and drove the knife down. Jack threw up an arm, catching the blade in his forearm instead of his chest. Fire ripped through him, blood soaking his sleeve, but he lunged, tackling the guy’s legs. They hit the pavement together, grappling in the muck. Jack’s good hand clawed for the .38, fingers brushing the grip. He yanked it free, jammed it under the linebacker’s chin, and pulled the trigger.

The shot was deafening, a wet crunch as blood and bone sprayed the alley. The linebacker slumped, dead weight pinning Jack to the ground. He shoved the body off, chest heaving, arm screaming with pain. Victor was gone—limped off in the chaos, briefcase and all. Jack staggered to his feet, clutching the gun, blood dripping into the puddle at his boots.

He’d won. Sort of. The linebacker was down, but the job wasn’t done. He stumbled after Victor, following the trail of smeared blood on the pavement. The alley stretched on, shadows swallowing the light, until he rounded a corner and saw him—Victor, slumped against a wall, clutching his shoulder, briefcase at his feet.

“End of the line,” Jack rasped, raising the .38. His vision swam, arm shaking from blood loss, but he could still shoot straight.

Victor looked up, eyes wide but not scared. “You don’t get it,” he said, voice steady now. “This isn’t over.”

Jack didn’t bother replying. He fired—center mass, clean shot. Victor jerked, blood blooming across his chest, and slid down the wall, lifeless. The briefcase hit the ground with a dull thud. Jack lowered the gun, breathing hard, waiting for the rush of relief. It didn’t come. Something felt off—Victor’s last words, that calm stare.

Footsteps echoed behind him. Jack spun, too slow, too late. Another figure stepped from the shadows—not the linebacker, but someone new. Tall, lean, with a silenced pistol gleaming in the dim light. No words, no warning. The gun coughed twice, muted pops, and Jack felt the bullets tear into him—one in the gut, one in the chest. He dropped, knees buckling, gun clattering away. Blood filled his mouth, coppery and thick, as he hit the pavement.

The last thing he saw was the figure stepping over him, picking up the briefcase, and walking off into the dark. Then nothing.

Jack’s eyes snapped open.

He was in bed again. The clock blinked 6:00 a.m., red digits glaring. His chest burned, his arm throbbed, but there was no blood, no holes. Just the sweat-soaked T-shirt and the sagging mattress. He sat up, hands shaking, breath coming in ragged gasps. The phone buzzed on the counter, same ring, same job waiting.

He’d died. Twice now. And he was back. Same day, same hit, same Victor Crane.

“What the hell is this?” he whispered, voice cracking. He didn’t know how, didn’t know why. But he knew one thing: he wasn’t stopping until he figured it out—or until Victor stayed dead.
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Chapter 3: Deja Vu
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Jack Voss woke to the same damn clock blinking 6:00 a.m., the red digits searing into his retinas like a taunt. His body ached—chest tight, arm throbbing, echoes of bullets and blades that weren’t there. He lay still for a moment, staring at the ceiling’s water-stained plaster, listening to the faint drip of a leak somewhere in the walls. Third time now. Third time waking up in this bed, in this day, with the same job ringing in his ears. He wasn’t dreaming. He wasn’t drunk. He was stuck, and he didn’t know why.

The burner phone buzzed on the counter, right on cue. He didn’t move to answer it—didn’t need to. He knew the script: “Victor Crane. Accountant. Rusty Anchor, 9:44 p.m. Clean hit, no witnesses. Ten grand, half up front.” Same voice, same clipped tone. He let it ring out, the sound grating against the silence of his apartment. His hands clenched into fists, nails digging into his palms. Real enough. The pain grounded him, kept the panic at bay.

He swung his legs over the bed’s edge, the springs creaking under his weight. The .38 sat in the nightstand drawer, untouched since he’d last checked it. He pulled it out, spinning the cylinder—six rounds, same as always. The leather jacket hung on the chair, the duffel with five grand still tucked under the mattress. Everything reset, like some twisted rewind button had been hit. Everything except
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