
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


[image: Cover Art for Spider Spun: Silhouette of black spider spans the cover, with a grunge textured green background.]

[image: ][image: Spider Spun]

by

Kit Daven

[image: ]

​​​



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Contents

[image: ]




One

Two

Three

Four

Five

About the Author

Stories by Kit Daven

Copyright



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​One


[image: ]




The spider may never have woken and crawled from its cocoon if not for the vibrations emanating from Izzy’s mind. And, if not for the weightless way its angled limbs rose— fine dark filaments suspended in the air above the cloudy web—Izzy may never have noticed the spider.

Izzy yanked a bone-dry towel free from the dryer drum and stood. The light from the digital display began to blink. She sighed as the malfunction persisted and thought fondly of their previous dryer, an old Kenmore with a broken dial that sat at the same temperature. It was beaten up yet still worked, but Troy wouldn't have anything old laying about.

The towel’s stiff cotton yielded to her brisk folding. She stared ahead at the house’s cement foundation wall where natural light streamed through the window into the raised basement, obscuring small cobwebs that hung in the corners from the drop-tile ceiling. She let out a small huff, hating to have to tell Troy yet again to vacuum up the spider webs. Although she found spiders fascinating, watching them on the television was one thing, but having them in the house? She shuddered. In person, they were random, unpredictable, and icky. Being near them gave her involuntary spasms.

The spider watched through the spaces of the web as Izzy went back and forth, back and forth, between the dryer and a bureau on the opposite wall. It waited, listening to the spin of her thoughts.

Izzy’s mind turned onto another topic, her best friend. She wondered what Kara had been up to lately. Their get-togethers had become infrequent, and now, out of the blue, Kara wanted to meet at Anansi’s Café for quarter past three, the very place where their relationship had started to unravel. 

Izzy recalled how she had sat there, outside, where the hard metal chairs made her squirm; where she swam in car exhaust, trying to keep her thoughts afloat, wanting to plug her ears from the pollution of passing cars. Kara had leaned forward, all impishness gone from her eyes, her long-styled straight hair fell forward like red curtains, giving what she said next a conspiratorial feel. 

“I don’t know how to tell you this,” Kara had begun. She looked down into her mocha latte a moment, as though she were seeking advice from it. “Ellis and I... we’re splitting up.”

Izzy had a difficult time understanding what she was being told until Kara uttered the word divorce. Izzy burst with fury. Her hand came down hard on the table, spilling her half-empty cup of tea. “You don’t just walk away from twelve years of marriage!”

Kara had tried to calm her. “Ellis and I both want this. We’re still friends, we’ve just grown apart, that’s all. We married our second year of college—God, what were we thinking?! You and Troy at least had the sense to wait.”

“But you were high school sweethearts.”

“I know Izzy. It’s a shame, but it happens.”

Izzy didn’t believe her. No one divorces without a reason. The reason always seemed to be related to infidelity. But she couldn’t see sweet Ellis sneaking behind Kara’s back for hookups. But Kara? With her sidelong glances and that impish smile, she always looked like she was keeping a secret.

“You cheated on Ellis, didn’t you?”

Kara flushed deeply. “I never—” She grew flustered and angry, shook her head and mumbled, “You and your presumptions.” Then, a moment later. “You know what, Izzy, think what you want.”

Izzy had eyes; she could see what was going on. On the few occasions she had seen Ellis since the divorce, he seemed solemn and whenever the subject of Kara came up, his mood tumbled and his words were washed in vinegar—“Yeah, Kara’s a really good friend, real honest,” he’d say every time.

Watching Kara and Ellis go their separate ways hadn’t been easy. Her friendship with Kara grew strained, mostly because Kara had treated the divorce the way she had any other past friendship that had ended—she moved on without batting an eye. Izzy pressed the folded towel against her stomach, feeling its warmth sink into her flesh, soothing her. This time, it wasn’t just any friendship; it was a marriage.

She turned about in the cramped room to tend to the old wooden bureau she used as a folding table. Beside it, the open door provided her a glimpse into other parts of the basement: Troy’s home office and the stairs up to the main floor of the house. She turned and glimpsed where a wall ought to be but was instead a dark space that led behind a fireplace mantel made of bricks and plaster and two-by-fours.

She counted a number of webs along the wall and floor where the liner for the wood fireplace had been removed long ago, back when she and Troy were first married. Troy and his lawyer skills had gotten them a good deal on the house because of that fireplace not being installed up to code, and they finally could afford a honeymoon, which they never did go on. They decided to do the practical thing and buy a new car, in full; no payments. Now, in the laundry room, all that remained was space, hung with cobwebs and littered with insect carcasses.

The spider unfolded its legs, clung to the web, still and watchful. It waited, suspended above the mouth of that dark space next to the brick mantel, listening in on Izzy’s mind, devouring every memory.

Izzy returned to the dryer, pulled another towel from inside. Folding it, she considered how Kara had changed recently. Her friend had become cocky and arrogant, and she hadn’t been the only one to notice. Troy, on several occasions, had commented on it.
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