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Perhaps the strange, rude, and perhaps dangerous consequences of a trade dedicated to bleathed reptiles embodied everything he loved about this city, Spider-Man pondered as he swung through an open second-floor window. He was going to land on the floor, but it was already occupied. And so, at the last minute, he made a last-minute throw in the air,
clinging to the ceiling and staring down at dozens of hissing, crawling creatures. He set up his computer to monitor emergency channels, and then alerted him when they picked up something that could make a difference - fires, robberies and too frequent appearances of villains doing super-bad He also played with coding to catch anything that might be,
well... Fun. It was Saturday night, and his girlfriend Mary Jane was gone doing something she didn't want to tell him about, and he wanted to be diverted... so snakes. He chose snakes and got snakes. There was a lesson somewhere, he thought. Maybe when life gave you options, it was best to choose more carefully. In perfect New York style, Steve's
Serpent Storehouse wasn't just a small store by the sidewalk that could scan with a single glance. It was housed in an old, narrow, multi-storey brownstone, with each of the many rooms dedicated to different types of reptiles. Poisonous, unedied, tapered — everything your needs need in one place. A real advantage for a busy snake catcher. And for a busy
shake thief, if that's what he was dealing with here. He was starting to wonder. All the cages were smashed, and although some animals may have been collected, he could not say for sure. To avoid confusion, he began to have a headache from the smell. Who knew snakes even smelled? Then he saw it. Shade in the hallway in front of the room. A man
crouched low and held something in his hand. Maybe a bag -- which, under the circumstances, would probably be a bag full of snakes. The character moved just so that Spider-Man could get a better view in the light from outside the window. The head of the shadow swayed, and then he ran into the hall. Spider-Man dropped off the ceiling and pressed himself
against the doorframe. There was no way he could touch the floor. He peered into the corridor and saw the snake thief running up! Who's trying to escape by going up? Someone with a well-thought-out plan or someone who doesn't have a plan at all. Spider-Man grinned under the mask. The chase continued. His real name was Peter Parker, and eight years
ago he was bitten by a radioactive spider. Only in New York, right? The encounter left Peter with abilities — spider powers. He could jump incredible distances, stick to almost any surface, and feel when something threatened him, allowing him to jump, avoid, roll, or get out of danger that others might not notice. While the spider bite strengthened his body and
gave him increased strength, stamina and reflexes, Peter's mind did the rest. He designed his now iconic red-and-blue suit, which offered anonymity, protection and comfort - all while looking cool if he said so himself. He suggested web shooters who drove him around town and allowed him to hunt down victims. Peter has always loved science, instilling and
tinting practically since he started crawling - in the traditional sense - and while it helped him chase shadows down a narrow and twisted staircase, life was more than the endless allure of catching Thieves. In his daily work he worked in the laboratory, which allowed him to focus his mental abilities on demanding and important research, which he changed in a
way. As exciting as it was, it was more than forty hours a week. So Peter must have found time for Spider-Man. More than desire, it was a responsibility, and he devoted every minute he could to helping his city in any way he could. He stopped bank robbers, car thieves and robbers, rescued people trapped in collapsed buildings, and transported the victims
to the hospital. He also seemed to spend more of his time facing guys who wore suits and owned their own unique abilities-criminals like Rhino, Scorpion, Lizard, Shocker, Electro... the list went on and on. It seemed as if there were more of these super villains every day. They, like Peter, were given powers by accident, fate or design, but unlike Peter, they
did not decide to use these powers to help others. Someone must have kept them under control. That sometimes meant spectacular confrontations. Broken glass, bricks and concrete turned into dust, fire, electricity, explosions and chaos. Somehow he didn't think fighting that snake thief would be so dramatic. This would be funny if MJ said it - the only
person he trusted with his secret. No, this looms as a relatively quiet night. He shouldn't think so, he thought, as he jumped out of another stairwell too fast to be followed by an ordinary eye. Maybe he screamed. Spider-MAN rushed to the fourth and top floors in time to see the thief rushing into the room at the end of the hall. The guy was quick. Not super-
power fast, but definitely track-star fast. The ambient light was still bright, and he saw the thief for the first time. Probably not even twenty. He had short hair dyed the color of a tennis ball and large brown eyes and the most dyed hint of mustion. His face was round and childic, though, and he could also be wearing a T-shirt that said, | have no idea what I'm
doing. As Web-Slinger entered the room, the man reached into an open tank and grabbed the snake, which he lunged at his pursuer. The thief had a good throw. This was a big snake, too. Thick as his hand and twice his length. He was packed, probably sleeping comfortably, dreaming of his snake dreams when the thief grabbed him. Now he untangles and
twists in a snake alarm as he rushes toward Spider-Man. It would have been easy to avoid, but it was a living creature, and even creeping things deserve a soft landing. He wasn't an expert on snakes, but Spider-Man probably remembered that the big ones aren't usually poisonous. Either way, if he caught it right, it couldn't bite him. He powered forward,
grabbed the reptile in the air, put his hand just below his He landed, dropped the creature, and shuddered backwards as he trembled at anything the snake could leave on his glove. He knew the answer was nothing, but it was a snake, and it was disgusting. With the snake safe, Spider-Man turned around in time to see the thief jump out of an open window as
if he could fly. Seriously? He sprinted to the window and poked his head out in time to see the snake thief land on the awning two floors down, bounce onto another, lower awning, and then place the landing pad on the street. With a bag of snakes in one hand, he looked up, turned, and raced toward the river. Spider-Man, who shot at the side of the building,
rushed forward, then again and then again. It was as close as he could get to flying, and she never got old. He had a microphone and an earpiece embedded in his mask, so while he was driving west, he switched his phone to call MJ. There's no better way to start a conversation with your girlfriend than chasing a guy holding a bag of snakes, but-again -she
didn't answer. He briefly lost track of his quarry, then saw that the thief, who had a decent head start, was heading toward the Manhattan cruise terminal. It looked like a pretty stupid target. He could hide in any of those docked or decommissioned ships, but there would be no escape except for the river. Besides, Spider-Man's aerial view would make it almost
impossible for thieves to escape. He's never been to a cruise terminal -- or a cruise ship -- so that would be news. It's like a snake shop, but without the disgusting part. He imagined an impossibly luxurious place that — during the day — would be full of men in hats and women growl while feeding their little lapdogs treats. The reality was more like a giant
parking garage spotted with poorly maintained buildings that flaked paint like eczema. The docks, which reminded him of hastily formed bones protruding into the river, some of them had dark ships that loomed as inert as felled trees. The thief chose one of the docs and hurried to the ship, which looked like a decommissioned ship, which was dotted with
massive patches of rust and algae. However, the boat was not directed, so it looked like the end of the line. Spider-Man swung forward and relaxed with a burst of straps wrapped around the thief and one of the concrete pillars of the dome. Mission accomplished. Kind. That was one of the things that made Spider-Man frustrating. He caught the guy in the act
and apprehended him, still holding a bag of stolen reptiles. He'd call the police, but it's likely the thief will never be charged. He could argue that Spider-Man kidnapped him and planted evidence. It would be hard to prove otherwise. yes, the guy was just a snake thief, but people are guilty. Much bigger crimes got away after he gave everything he had to stop
them. One criminal got away with too much — something that never stopped haunting him. One problem at a time. Spider-Man took a bag from a webbed thief and opened it. He expected to find a hideous, crawling mass of scales, proclaiming eyes and waving tongues, but there was nothing alive at all. At first he thought the snakes were dead, but then he
realized they were never alive. The thief ran with a bag of rubber snakes. The accumulated wisdom of my life experience tells me that | really shouldn't ask, Spider-Man said, but I'll ask anyway. Why did you break into a snake shop to steal a bag of rubber snakes? The straps that were around his torso didn't really do much to make the thief look less clueless.
Who are you? he asked. Seriously? Spider-Man asked. What am | paying my PR team for? You're one of them super heroes! So is 'who are you' more of a philosophical question? Sorry, said the thief. I'm just nervous sometimes, you know? Perfectly normal, considering you were arrested for committing a stupid crime, Spider-Man assured him. Let's start by
talking about why you're stealing a bunch of rubber snakes. Not me, said the thief. Spider-Man sighed. All right, let's start over. I'm Spider-Man. | thought you were Daredevil. Do | look like Daredevil? Kind of, said the thief. But i kind of don't. Fewer corners and more... uh, cobwebs. Spider-Man went for a theatrical cough in his balled fist. Why don't you tell me
your name. Andy! the guy said cheerfully. He seemed pleased to know the answer. Okay, Andy, | caught you breaking into a snake shop and running away clutching a bag of rubber snakes. Walk me through this. | didn't get a chance to steal anything,' Andy said. You showed up and toyed with the plan. So | didn't do anything wrong. Rubber snakes are mine.
| paid for them. Don't ask, he called himself Spider-Man. By asking, there's nothing you can get. He asked anyway. And why did you take them with you? So the snakes | put in the bag wouldn't be lonely. Web-Slinger deliberately decided to spare Andy's feelings, not his palm in front of him. | had a list,’ Andy continued. There was a guy looking for specific
snakes. No ordinary snake would do that, Spider-Man exhorted. yes, but you showed up, and then it went wrong, so | didn't steal anything. So | don't have any problems, do 1? For breaking into a store and destroying private property? Spider-Man asked dryly. That's not the law. Come on, S-Man, Andy protested. Nothing happened, no foul. Actually, there's a
lot of damage and foul, not least being called 'S-Man.' You broke the law, and I'll call the police. stay webbed until their arrival. But | didn't do anything. Andy's face was a mask of cartoon terror. | think we've been through this," spider-man said. Maybe you should go over the notes. | knew | shouldn't have done it,' Andy said. It was my brother's idea. He said it
would be easy money, but | guess | should have known he wasn't straight. He just didn't want me because he was doing things for Scorpion. Wait a minute... Spider-Man may have let his thoughts wander a little, but now Andy had his full attention. Scorpion. Like the Scorpion? Big guy? Anger issues? Tail? That's him. Andy brightened up. Do you know him?
Are you like friends? No, we're not friends because - and it can escape your notice - I'm a good guy, and he's a bad person. These kinds of dynamics usually do not promote lasting friendships. But you don't look as bad as... Let's say it's misleading. So why don't you tell me everything you know about Scorpion, and if it seems useful, | can let you go. | don't
know anything, Andy said ruefully, except he's using this construction site as a stash or something. He's hiding his equipment and his plans and stuff. That actually seems like a decent amount of knowledge. Andy looked delighted. My brother likes to brag when he drinks, he replied, and when he breathes, he drinks. It seemed like too much, but the kid knew
exactly where the building was. His brother showed it to him when - a big surprise - he drank. When Peter thought he'd gotten everything he got out of Andy, he sprayed a dissolving agent on the cobwebs. All right, get out of here. The kid looked at the gym bag. Can | go back to the store and get my snakes? Andy... Spider-Man said in a cautional tone, like a
parent talking to a toddler. Right. Andy nodded. No more stealing. Spider-Man sighed again. Andy, what are you doing all day besides listening to your drunk brother? The kid shrugged. | don't know. | think you're going to make plans. Listen, you seem like a nice kid. | have an idea that's so much better than putting you in a cell. There's a place in Little Tokyo,
Spider-Man said. His name is F.E.A.S.T., and it's where homeless people go for help. They could really use volunteers, and you'd get some negotiable skills there. It's something to win. What do you think? Andy's face lit up again. That would be great. | like being helpful. Okay, so you better get mixed up before the cops show up. With that, Web-Slinger
turned around and fired the spring and pulled into the air. It was fun and at times frustrating, little interludes, but now there was something really exciting in the works. Destroying the Scorpion's night seemed like a good way to make the night very quick. The construction site was on the 46th. Spider-Man half expected to find an empty lot or supermarket,
maybe even a huge hole in the ground. Instead, there was the skeleton of a building that had picked up about twenty stories. So far, the kid's information has been right at the target. He circled around several times to make sure there were no patrols, or even just a bunch of guys with guns, but the place looked about as deserted as - what was the correct
metaphor?- a construction site after hours. yes, that sounded good. None of this meant Andy was wrong. It could still be a production, and if there was an opportunity to disrupt one of Scorpion's operations, Spider-Man couldn't miss it. Before he went inside, he tried to call MJ again. Same result. Me again, he said. | just wanted to hear your voice before |
bravely put myself in danger. But | know you're busy, so it's okay. He hoped his tone would make him think not only that he was serious, but also that he meant it a little. Convinced himself that the construction site was empty, he landed in the central area on the lower floor, which looked reasonably solid, and began to look around. First, he checked the areas
closest to the ground. Tools, piles of concrete blocks and reinforcement, equipment for casting cement. No sign that it was being used for criminal purposes, but every sign that it was used for construction — and more recently as well. Why would Scorpion hide its equipment in an active workplace? Maybe Andy was wrong after all. Then he started to feel. It's
not the feeling of Spider-Sense, but a normal old something is not a fine feeling. It seemed reasonable that a thief could sell him a line, give him a bigger fish to go after as a way to get off the hook. But Andy didn't seem to think on his feet as a special force, and the information about the construction site, about Scorpion, was pretty specific. He covered his
way to the next floor and looked around for clues about some nefarious activity. Nothing he didn't expect to find in an ordinary, unimaginative building under construction. It looked like it was going to be a waste of time, but he still intended to check things out upstairs. He must have been sure. He climbed the beams and moved to the next floor up, which, as
he needed, would be as empty and unsailable as the last. Then he heard something. A rumble, like metal falling on metal, and coming from other sides. Much further. He also felt something, something rushed down the back of his neck— his Spider sense fluffed. That meant he was approaching danger. Even if the danger wasn't good, it suggests he wasn't
outsmpered by a criminal in training. That was something. out of the building began to climb and do not sound almost. As he approached the roof, his Spider-Sense began to buzz more aggressively. That's when his phone rang with a phone call from MJ. Of course she'd understand if she did. She was so great. Mostly he just wanted to hear her voice. Hey,
he said, when he slowly rose to the roof. That's your voice, she said, and she did what he thought was a pretty decent imitation of his voice coming up. Everything okay? The armor went up and they told him that the bad guys probably knew he was there — which meant they were lying in reserve. It was still a relatively low level, so they probably won't pose a
big problem. He could talk and fight at the same time. Just to be safe, he said, yes, but I'm going to hit a bunch of criminals, and it's likely they're armed. If | stop talking, it's not something you said. Unless you say something completely crazy and | don't have an answer. MJ laughed. Peter loved the sound of her laughter. Even after such a difficult time. Well, |
can call you back,' she said, down. No, this is going to be pretty routine," he said. And I've been trying to reach you all night. Sixteen voice mails were handing it out. Twelve hills. Where are you? MJ said something, but it was drowned by the sound of gunfire. He was already in the air, shooting from a cobweb, and he sausled himself to dodge bullets without
thinking about what he was doing. His enhanced spider reflexes, plus eight years of experience of not shooting himself, made him a pure instinct. When Peter turned in the air, they assessed the situation. Four guys, each with firearms. They jerked their heads left and right as if they had vanished. Those idiots didn't know how to look up? It was all too easy.
Are you still there? MJ asked, he said. The action has begun. There's no reason for us to talk now,' she said. | don't want anything to happen to you just because... That's not a problem. He aimed his web gun at one of the gunmen, whose wrist was then attached to the wall behind him. The gun fell harmlessly to the ground. That's one down there. He landed
behind another guy and fired with both web shooters, pressing him face-first against the wall, his features all squashed. You should see them. It's hilarious. Using the built-in camera, he took a picture of the suit. I'll show you later. Something to look forward to,' she replied sarcastically. When she did, another assailant came around the corner and picked up
the gun. A quick web, and the guy was lifted into the air, attached to the overhang. The cops could get it down. Well, I'm glad you're having fun, MJ said, and don't take this the wrong way, but I'm listening. Tell me your actions aren't what | have to do right now. But I'm using new technology! Protested. Girlfriends have to love it when their guys show off their
new gadgets, he added. Or not? MJ laughed. Call me when you're done. Hold on-- I'm just getting the last one. He's sneaking around in the dark like he's low, which means | won't be able to find him. They're adorbs. I'll hang up in 30 seconds. | just need ten,' Web-Slinger said. Then he fired off the strap and disarmed the last of the quartet. I'll call you back,
he said suddenly, and cut the connection. His Spider-Sense exploded like a trembling explosion. It wasn't exactly 11 on a scale of ten, but it was a light eight. These guys weren't a threat, they were bait, and Spider-Man just got trapped. The Scorpion has never impressed Spider-Man with the quality of his henchmans. In fact, he rarely even uses hems. He
obviously needed to rethink his employment agency or how it worked in any way. Have a little chat with hr. But these four were stunning, even by Scorpion's standards. They were expendable. That seemed to be the point. Whoever he faces next would be a real threat. It wasn't Scorpion. That was for sure. The guy was about Spider-Man's own height, slim
and skinny like him, dressed in black, nothing fancy-sweatpants and loose sweatshirts. He had a black balaclava over his head, so you couldn't see any of his face. Or her, he assumed. There was no reason to assume the bad guy wasn't a bad woman. Just a bad person, even though the only evidence he had of it was a tingling sensation that told him he
wanted to have a serious fight. He led with several explosions of web shooters, thinking he could end the conflict before it started. Cobwebs didn't just hit the wall. The person in black was gone, falling through the air. For a second, Spider-Man thought these moves looked familiar — as if he knew who he was, if only to remember where he had seen such a
fighting style before. Then it came to him. He saw the movements on the news. The guy was moving like Spider-Man. Like him! Nice style, he said, popping up on a distant wall, then another, then another. Three-spring fake-out. It's never been able to fool a garden thud. The enemy couldn't have avoided anything if they didn't know where it was coming from.
The guy avoided it. It's time to turn it off. Spider-Man stood on the wall and opened fire from his cobweb shooters -- where the guy was, where he was probably in the next split second, where he might jump unexpectedly. Area coverage like that uses up a lot of web fluid, though, and it was a busy night. He was a picky driver who liked to fill the tank long
before it was empty, and he was already running. Of course, a typical picky driver didn't have to worry about being shot, stabbed, crushed, trampled, electrocuted, stabbed or bludgeunded if he cut it up a little up close. None of the cobwebs hit home because his attacker jumped and bounced and pounced in a style that was all too familiar. The second fire also
passed, and Spider-Man began to wonder why he was bothering with it. Aside from trespassing -- a crime spider-man committed when he thought about it -- the guy didn't actually break any laws. Even if he was able to catch that man, he'd still be walking. On the other hand, Andy sent him to this place, where he happens to be a bunch of bait heenchies and a
guy with some very familiar powers. This isn't passing the odor test, Spider-Man said, and I'm not talking about your body odor—even if it doesn't pass the odor test, either. He jumped in and let his instincts take over. He was prepared to avoid, move, roll over and lunge - anything to put the guy at a disadvantage. It's been fun long enough. It's time for his
opponent to come in and explain what's going on. Spider-Man landed behind a man in black. At least that was the plan, but his opponent was gone. No wonder the guys I'm fighting get so angry, he thought. That's just annoying. Then he was hit from behind. It was like | got hit by a truck. His enemy struck hard and fast and sent Spider-Man by shed on the



paved surface. Then the guy was on it. He moved like Spider-Man, but he fought like a fighter. There were hands all over him, banging on his face, in his chest, wrestling without giving up. Hands off the merchandise," he said. He hit his forehead forward, hopefully into the attacker's overall nose. At least that was the plan. Guy
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