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​In this gripping thriller, the assassin known as 'Spider' faces an unexpected rival when another hitman is hired to complete the same job—and eliminate him. As the two deadly professionals engage in a lethal showdown, the question remains: who will walk away with the prize, or will they forge an unlikely alliance?
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​Prologue: The Last Job
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The night was a living thing—dark, restless, and hungry. Rain slashed through the neon-lit streets of the city, turning the pavement into a slick mirror of fractured reflections. Somewhere in the shadows, a man moved like a ghost, his footsteps silent, his breath steady. He was known only as Spider, a name whispered in the underworld with equal parts fear and reverence. His reputation was built on precision, discretion, and an uncanny ability to vanish before the first scream could echo. Tonight, however, was different. Tonight, he wasn’t the only predator in the jungle.

The job had been straightforward: eliminate Victor Kray, a corrupt CEO with too many enemies and too few scruples. The contract had come through the usual channels—encrypted, untraceable, and accompanied by a hefty sum wired to an offshore account. Spider had done his research, studied Kray’s routines, his weaknesses, the blind spots in his security. The man was arrogant, believing his wealth made him untouchable. That arrogance would be his undoing. But as he crouched on the rooftop of the adjacent building, peering through the scope of his rifle, something felt... off. The air was too still. The usual hum of the city seemed muted, as if holding its breath.

Then he saw it—a flicker of movement in the window across from Kray’s penthouse. A shadow where there shouldn’t have been one. His instincts screamed at him to move, but it was too late. The shot rang out before he could react, the glass of Kray’s window shattering as the bullet found its mark. Spider’s finger hovered over the trigger, his mind racing. Someone else was here. Someone who had just stolen his kill. Worse—someone who had been waiting for him.

"The best assassins don’t just take lives. They rewrite the rules."

The realization hit him like a bullet to the chest. This wasn’t just a hit. It was a trap. The contract had been a double-blind, a game of chess where the pieces were killers and the board was soaked in blood. Spider had been set up, lured into a confrontation with another professional—one who had been hired not just to complete the job, but to eliminate him. The question was: who had orchestrated this? And more importantly, who was the other assassin?

He didn’t have time to dwell on it. The moment the second shot was fired, alarms blared, and the penthouse erupted into chaos. Spider had seconds to decide—retreat or engage. But retreat wasn’t in his nature. He had never walked away from a fight, and he wasn’t about to start now. Slinging his rifle over his shoulder, he moved like liquid shadow, descending the fire escape with practiced ease. Whoever this rival was, they were about to learn why they called him Spider.
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​The Ghost in the Glass
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The other assassin was good—too good. Spider had spent years perfecting his craft, but this one moved with an eerie, almost supernatural precision. Every step Spider took, the other seemed to anticipate. Every shadow he used for cover, the rival had already accounted for. It was like fighting a reflection, a warped mirror of himself.

Through the shattered glass of Kray’s penthouse, Spider caught his first glimpse of the competition—a figure clad in black, face obscured by a high-tech mask that distorted their features. They moved with the grace of a dancer, slipping between the panicked bodyguards like smoke. Spider watched as the assassin dispatched two men with a pair of silenced pistol shots, each bullet finding its mark with chilling efficiency.

"There are no accidents in this business. Only executions."

Spider’s jaw tightened. He had seen this style before—clean, methodical, no wasted movement. It was the signature of The Wraith, a legend in the underground. A ghost story among killers. If that was true, then this wasn’t just a random ambush. This was a challenge. A test of skill. And Spider was the prey.

He didn’t wait for the next move. Drawing his own pistol, he fired through the glass, forcing The Wraith to dive for cover. The two assassins exchanged shots, bullets biting into marble and wood, neither landing a hit. It was a deadly dance, each waiting for the other to make a mistake. Spider knew he couldn’t stay here—the police would be swarming the building soon. But he left, he’d be leaving behind unfinished business. And Spider never left a job unfinished.
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​The Rules of the Game
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Assassins lived by an unspoken code. No names. No witnesses. No loose ends. But this—this was something else. A direct confrontation between two professionals was rare. Usually, contracts were clean, solitary affairs. This felt personal.

Spider had heard rumors of The Wraith—how they never missed, how they left no trace except a single spent casing. A calling card. A smoking gun. The irony wasn’t lost on him. He had built his own legend the same way. Now, they were playing a game where only one could walk away.

"In our world, trust is a bullet with your name on it."

But something didn’t add up. If The Wraith had been hired to kill him, why hadn’t they taken the shot when they had the chance? Why the theatrics? Unless... unless this wasn’t just about the contract. Unless this was about something bigger.

Spider’s mind raced. He had enemies, sure. But none with the resources to hire someone like The Wraith. Which meant this was either a power play from within the syndicate, or someone was cleaning house. And if that was the case, then Spider wasn’t the only target.

He needed answers. And the only person who had them was the assassin currently hunting him.
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​The Trap Springs Shut
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The penthouse was a warzone. Bodies littered the floor, the acrid scent of gunpowder thick in the air. Spider moved like a phantom, his senses on high alert. He could feel The Wraith nearby, watching, waiting.

Then—a voice.

"You’re better than I expected."

The words came from everywhere and nowhere, distorted by the mask. Spider didn’t answer. Talking was a distraction. Distractions got you killed.

"But not good enough."

A flash of movement. Spider spun, firing—but the bullet hit empty air. The Wraith was fast. Faster than anyone he’d ever faced.

Then pain exploded in his side. A knife. He hadn’t even seen it coming.

Gritting his teeth, Spider lashed out, his fist connecting with something solid. The Wraith staggered back, mask cracking slightly. For the first time, Spider saw a glimpse of the face beneath—a woman’s eyes, cold and calculating.

"The best killers don’t fight for money. They fight for survival."

She recovered instantly, lunging again. Spider barely dodged, his wound burning. He wasn’t going to win this fight. Not like this.

He had one last play.
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Spider reached into his coat and pulled out a detonator.

The Wraith froze.

"You’re bluffing."

Spider smirked. "You willing to bet your life on that?"

A tense silence stretched between them. Then, slowly— The Wraith lowered her weapon.

"Who hired you?" Spider demanded.

"Same person who hired you," she replied. "Only my contract had an addendum."

"To kill me."

"Yes."

Spider exhaled. This was bigger than both of them. Someone had set them up. Someone who wanted them both dead.

"Truce?" he asked.

The Wraith studied him for a long moment. Then, she nodded.

"Truce."

And just like that, the deadliest assassins in the city became the unlikeliest of allies.

But the real game was only just starting.
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[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]
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The rain fell in sheets over the neon-lit streets of Prague, turning the cobblestones into a slick, reflective maze. Spider adjusted the collar of his long black coat, the fabric damp but not soaked—he had chosen it for its water-resistant properties, just as he had chosen this alley for its shadows. The message had been encrypted, delivered through channels only a handful of people in the world could access. A name. A location. A time. And, most importantly, a number—one with enough zeros to make even a man like him pause.

"The best contracts are the ones that don’t feel like work."

Spider had lived by that philosophy for years. He wasn’t just an assassin; he was a craftsman. Every kill was a signature, every bullet a brushstroke. The target tonight was Viktor Reznikov, a Russian arms dealer who had made the mistake of double-crossing the wrong syndicate. A simple job—in and out, no complications. Or so it seemed.

But Spider had been in the game long enough to know that nothing was ever simple. The moment he stepped into the dimly lit bar where Reznikov was known to frequent, the air shifted. The bartender’s eyes flickered a second too long. A man in the corner nursed his drink without ever taking a sip. Spider’s instincts screamed, but his face remained impassive. He had played this game before.

The real question wasn’t whether he could complete the job—it was whether someone else was already there to do the same.
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​The Unseen Player
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Spider took a seat at the bar, ordered a whiskey he wouldn’t drink, and let his gaze drift over the room. Reznikov was easy to spot—broad shoulders, a scar running from his temple to his jaw, surrounded by two bodyguards who looked like they could crush a man’s skull with their bare hands. But Spider wasn’t looking at them. He was looking for the anomaly.

There.

A woman sat alone at a booth near the back, her fingers tapping idly against the table. She wore a disguise—dyed hair, glasses, a loose jacket—but Spider recognized the way she held herself. The stillness. The patience. Another predator.

He exhaled slowly. This wasn’t just a hit. It was a test. Someone had hired two assassins for the same job, and only one of them was meant to walk away.

"The deadliest trap is the one you don’t see coming."

Spider weighed his options. He could walk away, forfeit the payday, and live to fight another day. Or he could stay, finish the job, and deal with the unexpected complication. But the woman—whoever she was—had already made her choice. Her eyes locked onto his for the briefest moment before flicking back to Reznikov.

The game was on.
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