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The seventh book in the hugely popular Elemental Assassin seriesby New
York Times and USA TODAY bestselling author Jennifer Estep—Gin Blanco
isback and ready for action.

| used to murder people for money, but lately it's become more of a survival
technique.

Once an assassin, aways an assassin. So much for being plain old Gin Blanco.
With every lowlife in Ashland gunning for me, | don’t need another problem, but
anew one has come to town anyway. Salina might seem like a sweet Southern
belle, but she'sreally a dangerous enemy whose water elemental magic can go
head-to-head with my own Ice and Stone power. Salina also has an intimate
history with my lover, Owen Grayson, and now that she’s back, she thinks he's
hersfor the taking. Salina's playing a mysterious game that involves a shady
local casino owner with a surprising connection to Owen. But they call me the
Spider for areason. I’'m going to untangle her deadly scheme, eveniif it leaves
my love affair hanging by athread.
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Jennifer Estep isa New York Times and USA TODAY bestselling author, prowling the streets of her
imagination in search of her next fantasy idea. Spider’ s Bite, Web of Lies, Venom, Tangled Threads, and
Spider’ s Revenge are the other books in her red-hot Elemental Assassin urban fantasy series. Jennifer also
writes the Mythos Academy young adult urban fantasy series, and sheis the author of the Bigtime paranormal
romance series. For more on Jennifer and her books, visit her website at JenniferEstep.com and
@Jennifer_Estep.
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Widow's Web

X1

Breaking into the building was easy.
Too easy for an assassin like me.

Hell, | didn't even really have to break in—I could have walked right through the front door, waved at the
guard stationed behind the reception desk in the lobby, and taken the elevator up to the appropriate floor.
Stroll into an office building holding a vase of flowers, an oversize teddy bear, or a couple of pizza boxes
smelling of grease, pepperoni, and melted mozzarella, and no one looks too closely at you. Except to wish
they were the ones who' d thought to order pizza.

The delivery ruse was one I’ d used countless times before, and | would have done it again today—except my
target knew that | was coming for him. He was on his guard, and everyone entering the building was being
checked and double-checked for weapons and to see if they even had the right to be there in the first place.

Besides, | preferred to be subtle about these things—to creep around in the shadows, leap out, take down my
target when he least expected it, and then vanish back into the darkness once more. Asthe n the
Spider, | had a reputation to uphold—that | could get to anyone, anywhere, anytime.

Something | planned on proving once again this evening—no matter how tight the security was.

It had taken me the better part of aweek to scout out locations where the hit might go down. Home, office,
the route in between, restaurants he liked to frequent, even Northern Aggression, Ashland’s most decadent
nightclub, where he spent some time after hours. I'd eventually decided to do the job in his office, which was
housed in one of the city’ s downtown skyscrapers. He probably thought he was safe there, but he was going
to learn exactly how wrong he was.

It had taken another week, and been a bit more difficult than I’ d expected, getting my hands on the building’s
blueprints and figuring out away to get close to him, but I’d managed. | always managed. | wouldn’t have
been the Spider otherwise. Besides, | always enjoyed a challenge.



Now | was into the third week of the operation, and it was finally time to put my plan into action, since the
job had to be done before the end of the month. Normally, that wouldn’t be a problem, but the target knew
about the looming deadline and that | was gunning for him. Every day that passed meant that security got
that much tighter and my job that much more difficult.

| strolled into a downtown parking garage, wearing a black pantsuit and matching heels. I'd pulled my dark,
chocolate-brown hair up into a high, sleek ponytail, while black glasses with clear lenses covered my cold
gray eyes. | looked like just another corporate office drone, right down to the enormous black handbag |
carried.

This particular garage lay on the opposite side of the block from the front entrance to the skyscraper |
wanted, but thanks to the blueprints |’ d looked at, I’ d discovered the two were connected by a series of
maintenance corridors, which meant | didn’t have to go anywhere near the skyscraper lobby to actualy get
inside the building.

Always take the most unexpected route. That was something my late mentor, Fletcher Lane, had told me
more than once, and | expected it to work just aswell this evening as it had so many other times.

Still, I'd thought that my target might have afew guards stationed in the garage, hence my business attire,
but I didn’t see anyone as | walked down the ramp from the street to the basement level. A few security
cameras swiveled around in slow loops on the walls, their red lights blinking like malevolent eyes, but it was
easy enough for me to walk through their blind spots. Sloppy, sloppy of him not to make sure the entire
garage was covered, even if it was on the other side of the block. Thiswas Ashland, after al, the city that
showcased greed, violence, corruption, and depravity in all their deep-fried, Southern glory.

My heels cracked against the concrete as | headed toward the elevator, the harsh sound bouncing around like
a Ping-Pong ball someone had tossed into the garage. Despite the fact | was in the business district,
muggings weren’t unheard of here, and my eyes scanned the shadows, just in case there was anyone lurking
around who shouldn’t be. Assassin or not, | had no desire to get blood on my clothes before I’ d gotten close
to my target. | was the only one getting away with any violence tonight.

Asafinal precaution, | reached out with my magic and listened to the stone around me.

People leave behind emotional vibrations in their surroundings, in the places where they spend their time, in
the houses, apartments, and offices where they live, love, laugh, work, and die. All those feelings, all those
emotions, especially, sink into stone, whether it's a concrete foundation of a house, the gravel that constantly
crunches under the tires of a convertible, or even an expensive marble sculpture prettily perched in aliving
room.

Asa Stone elemental, | can pick up on those vibrations as clearly asif the person who had put them there
was standing beside me, telling me all about how he’ d used that marble sculpture to bash in hiswife’' s brains
for the life insurance payout.

I reached out with my magic, and the usual sharp, worried murmurs echoed back to me. Nobody much cares
for parking garages, and the low mutters told me just how many folks had fearfully clutched their bags and
briefcases to their chests as they hurried to unlock their cars—and how many hadn’t made it before they’d
been beaten, robbed, and left for dead. Par for the course in this garage and so many otherslikeit.

Still, there were no recent disturbances in the stone, and no indication that someone had set his sights on me.



Satisfied, | shut the murmurs out of my mind, rounded the corner, and reached the elevator that led from the
garage up into the office building on this side of the block.

A man wearing a suit and carrying a briefcase waited in front of the elevator, watching the numbers light up
asit descended to our level. | gave him apolite nod, then pulled my cell phone out of my bag and started
tapping the buttons on it, sending a message to no one.

The elevator arrived, and the man stepped inside, holding the door open for me.
“Going up?’ he asked.
| waved him off. “I need to finish thistext first. My reception always gets cut off in there.”

He nodded and let the doors slide shut. | hit afew more buttons on my phone, just in case there was anyone
el se behind me heading toward the elevator, but no one appeared. When | was certain | was alone, | put the
phone away and headed to the far end of the corridor and a door marked Maintenance Only.

| looped my bag across my shoulder so my hands would be free, held my palm up, and again reached for my
magic. Most elementals are only gifted in one area—A.ir, Fire, Ice, or Stone—but | had the rare ability to tap
into two areas. So now, instead of using my Stone magic, | grabbed hold of my Ice power and used it to form
a specific, familiar shape—one that would help me get through this locked door.

A cold, silver light flickered in my palm, centered on the scar there, one that was shaped like a small circle
surrounded by eight thin rays. A matching scar was embedded in my other palm. Spider runes—symbols for
patience. My assassin name, and so many other things to me.

A second later, the light faded, and | clutched two slender Ice picksin my fingers. Still keeping an eye and
ear out for anyone else in the garage, | went to work on the door. | wasn't as good at jimmying locks as my
sometimes partner, Finn, was, but | got the job done in under a minute. | threw the Ice picks down on the
concrete, where they would soon melt away. Then | dlid through the opening and let the door close behind
me.

In the long, narrow hallway, flickering bulbs gave everything an ugly, sallow tint. | paused, listening for the
footsteps of the maintenance workers who used these corridors. But | didn’t hear any scuffles or whispers of
movement, so | started walking. Evenif | ran into someone, I’d just claim to be alost worker bee,
desperately trying to find my way back to the hive.

For once, my luck held, and | didn’t see anyone as | hurried through the hallways. Eventualy, | wound up in
the basement of the skyscraper housing my target’s office. After that, it was just a matter of picking another
door lock and taking the service elevator up to the second floor, above the guardsin the lobby. Then |
leisurely walked the rest of the way up the emergency stairs until | reached the top floor.

Cracking open the stairway door, | looked out over a sea of cubicles divided by clear, plastic walls. I'd
gotten here right at quitting time, and everyone was trying to wrap up their work for the day so they could be
out the door by five sharp, get their kids, get dinner, and get home. Everyone was hunched over their phones
and computers, sending out a few last messages, so no one noticed me slip out of the stairway, softly pull the
door shut behind me, and stroll into their midst.

| kept to the edge of the cubicle area and walked down a hallway until | came to a corner office that, thanks



to ascouting trip I’d made here earlier thisweek, | knew was being used to store supplies. The door was
open, and | stepped inside like | had every right to be there. | looked over my shoulder through the inner
window, but no one so much as glanced in my direction, so | went into the attached private bathroom and
closed the door behind me.

| stood behind the door, counted off the seconds in my head, and waited, just waited, to seeif anyone had
spotted me and alerted security. Ten . . . twenty . . . thirty . . . forty-five. . . After the three-minute mark, |
felt safe enough to move on to the next part of my plan. Now that | was on the appropriate floor, al that was
left to do was get to my target’s office.

I removed asmall, electric screwdriver from my bag, climbed up onto the bathroom counter, and used the
tool to open one of the grates on an air duct high up on the wall. Of course, | could have gotten into the air
ducts down in the maintenance corridor. The only problem was that those grates were all wired into the
security system. The second | popped one open, an alarm would have sounded, and lobby guards would have
come running with their guns drawn and plugged me full of bullets.

But my target hadn’t bothered with alarms on the grates up here in the rarefied corporate air. Few people
thought to properly secure the doors, windows, and air ducts on the upper levels of their homes or offices,
figuring that preventing someone from getting inside on the ground floor was good enough.

Not when it came to the Spider.

Once the grate was open, | climbed back down, stripped off my suit and glasses, reached into my bag, and
put on my real clothes for the evening—cargo pants, along-sleeved T-shirt, avest, and boots. All in black, of
course. Y eah, wearing head-to-toe black might be alittle cliché for an assassin, but you went with what
worked—and best hid the bloodstains.

| put the suit, glasses, and heelsinto the bag, looped it around my chest, climbed onto the counter, and
hoisted myself up and into the air duct, making sure to reach back and close up the grate behind me. Like
many buildingsin Ashland, the ducts here were made slightly oversize, just in case a giant maintenance
worker ever had to squeeze inside, so | didn’'t have any problems moving through them. | owly, carefully,
quietly, crawled through the air ducts until | reached the office | wanted. Then | eased up to the grate there
and peered down through the dats.

My target certainly had an impressive office. A large desk made out of polished ebony stood in the back of
the room. Pens, papers, a monitor, two phones. The usual office detritus covered the surface, while two black
leather chairs crouched in front of the desk. Matching furniture in varying shades of black and gray filled the
rest of the room, along with metal sculptures, while afully stocked wet bar took up the better part of one
wall. Behind the desk, floor-to-ceiling windows offered a sweeping view of downtown Ashland and the
green-gray smudges of the Appalachian Mountains that ringed the city.

The office was empty, just like I’d anticipated, so | didn’t have to be quite so quiet as | used my screwdriver
to undo the grate on this duct and put the loose screws into a pocket on my vest. | practiced removing the
grate from its frame until | was sure | could do it without making any noise, then | dlid it back into place. |
also reached into my bag and drew out my weapon for the evening—a small gun made out of plastic.

Normally, | carried five silverstone knives on me—one up either sleeve, one against the small of my back,
and two tucked into the sides of my boots. | liked my knives, and they were the weapons | used on the
majority of my jobs. But my target had an elemental talent for metal, which meant he could sense whenever



the element was near, just like | could the stone around me. In fact, metal was an offshoot of Stone.

Since | didn't want to give my target advance notice that | was here, I’ d decided to leave my knives at home
tonight. | wasn't as good with a gun as | was with ablade, but the one I' d brought along would get the job
done in the office’' s confined space.

Asafinal touch, | reached into my bag and pulled on apair of black gloves, making sure the thin leather
covered the spider rune scars embedded in my palms. The scars were really silverstone that had been melted
into my skin years ago by a particularly vicious Fire elemental. | didn’t think my target would be able to
sense the metal in my palms—not through the ductwork—but the gloves offered another small bit of
protection, and | wasn’t going to take any chances.

With the grate and my gun in position, al that was left to do was settle down and wait.

]

I’d been inside the air duct for almost an hour when the office door opened and two men carrying briefcases
stepped inside. Both wore expensive tailored suits and shiny wing tips, marking them as the movers and
shakers they were. My target was having an after-hours meeting with his moneyman to go over company
financials and other sundry things.

Too bad it was a meeting neither one of them would live through.

Through the grate, | watched a third man step into the office—a giant who was almost seven feet tall. He
wore auniform marking him as one of the building’s security guards. The two businessmen hung back while
the giant did a sweep of the office, peering behind the desk and the wet bar, then going into the private
bathroom and repeating the process with a glance into the shower. The nightly sweep was another reason I'd
chosen to make my approach through the air duct, rather than just hiding in adark corner somewhere.

A moment later, the giant stepped back out into the office. “All clear, sir,” he said. “The rest of the floor has
been checked and is empty aswell.”

My target hodded his thanks, and the giant left the room, closing the door behind him.

The second man immediately moved over to the bar, grabbed a bottle of Scotch, and poured himself a
healthy amount in atumbler. He swallowed the amber-colored liquor and nodded his head in approval. Then
he turned his attention to hisfriend.

“Any sign of her today?’ the drinker asked.

The target shook his head. “Nothing so far.”

The drinker grinned. “Well, since the Spider hasn’t cometo call yet and it looks like you get to live another
day, let’s get down to business. | happen to have someone waiting up for me tonight. I’m sure you know

what | mean.”

My target smiled at that, and the two men opened their briefcases. They spread the papers inside over atable
in front of the bar, then sat in the chairs on either side and got to work.



“Now,” the drinker began, “as you can see from these latest tax and earnings figures.. . .”

| waited until the two men were thoroughly engrossed in their conversation before | slowly, carefully,
quietly, removed the grate from the air duct opening. | paused, waiting to see if they’ d noticed the slight,
furtive movement above their heads, but of course they didn’t. Few people bothered to ook up—even those
knowingly being hunted by a notorious assassin like me.

| put the grate to one side of the duct and made sure the gun was within easy reach in its slot on the front of
my vest. Then | slowly wiggled forward until | was at the edge of the opening. | drew in abresath, let it out,
and dlid forward.

I let my weight and gravity pull me down before grabbing the edge of the duct, flipping over, letting go, and
landing on my feet facing the two men. They’d barely had time to blink, much less get to their feet, before
the gun wasin my hand and trained on my target.

Puff-puff.

| double-tapped my target in the chest, and he dropped to the carpet without a sound. | trained my gun on the
second man, who leaped to his feet, put up his handsin a placating gesture, and started backing away.

“Hello, Finn,” | said in amocking voice to the drinker. “Weren't expecting to see me here, were you?’

Finnegan Lane, my foster brother, looked at me, aclear pleain his eyes. “You don’'t have to do this. You've
proven your point by icing Owen there already. This whole thing was your lover’ s brilliant idea, not mine.
Don't blame me for his mistakes.”

| gestured with the gun at Owen'’s prone form. “That’s not how | remember things. In fact, | distinctly recall
you being the mouthpiece behind this whole situation. Y ou were the one who kept pushing and pushing me.
Well, tonight, | finally push back.”

When he realized | couldn’t be reasoned with, Finn decided to try another tactic—bribery. “I'll pay you
whatever you want to put the gun down and walk away, you know that.”

“1 do know that.” A cold, cruel smile curved my lips. “But walking away is not nearly as much fun asthisis.
Y ou know that aswell as| do.”

“No, please, don't—"

| pulled the trigger twice, cutting off his protests, and Finn joined my lover on the floor.
Users Review

From reader reviews:

Bernard McLaren:

Why don't make it to be your habit? Right now, try to prepare your time to do the important behave, like
looking for your favorite e-book and reading a book. Beside you can solve your short lived problem; you can
add your knowledge by the reserve entitled Widow's Web (Elemental Assassin, Book 7). Try to make book
Widow's Web (Elemental Assassin, Book 7) as your friend. It meansthat it can for being your friend when



you truly feel alone and beside associated with course make you smarter than in the past. Y eah, it isvery
fortuned in your case. The book makes you considerably more confidence because you can know every little
thing by the book. So , we should make new experience along with knowledge with this book.

Gertrude Knudsen:

Reading can called imagination hangout, why? Because while you are reading a book especially book
entitled Widow's Web (Elemental Assassin, Book 7) your head will drift away trough every dimension,
wandering in every aspect that maybe mysterious for but surely can be your mind friends. Imaging every
word written in areserve then become one application form conclusion and explanation that maybe you
never get previous to. The Widow's Web (Elemental Assassin, Book 7) giving you another experience more
than blown away your mind but also giving you useful facts for your better life on this era. So now let us
demonstrate the relaxing pattern thisis your body and mind will probably be pleased when you are finished
studying it, like winning a sport. Do you want to try this extraordinary wasting spare time activity?

Frank Quintana:

In this era globalization it isimportant to someone to get information. The information will make anyone to
understand the condition of the world. The condition of the world makes the information easier to share. You
can find alot of personal references to get information example: internet, magazine, book, and soon. Y ou
will see that now, alot of publisher that print many kinds of book. Often the book that recommended to your
account is Widow's Web (Elemental Assassin, Book 7) this publication consist alot of the information in the
condition of thisworld now. This kind of book was represented how can the world has grown up. The
terminology styles that writer require to explain it is easy to understand. The particular writer made some
exploration when he makes this book. This iswhy this book acceptable all of you.

Anna Humphrey:

On this erawhich isthe greater particular person or who has ability to do something more are more
important than other. Do you want to become certainly one of it? It isjust simple solution to have that. What
you must do is just spending your time very little but quite enough to possess alook at some books. One of
the books in the top list in your reading list is definitely Widow's Web (Elemental Assassin, Book 7). This
book that is certainly qualified as The Hungry Inclines can get you closer in turning into precious person. By
looking upward and review this guide you can get many advantages.
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