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For spiders everywhere—especially Charlotte, Shelob, and all the spiders in my house and yard
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Greetings, my friends, and welcome to the curious, strange, and spooky town of Wolver Hollow-a town of shocking supernatural events and things that go bump in the night. I am the Keeper, your mysterious narrator and guide to the twisted tales that happen here. Make no mistake, my friends-this is a story so terrifying, so unbelievable, that you may want to think twice about turning this page. Oh, feeling bold, are you? Well, don’t say you weren’t warned. And now, for the first time ever, in writing, I present to you a story of two twins and a very large, very unexpected houseguest with eight long legs. You may want to read this one with the lights on!
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Travis and Tara sat on the couch, noisily munching popcorn and watching the television. Attack of the Space Lizards from Mars was on, and no matter how many times they’d seen it (fourteen, to be exact), they always jumped when Captain Duke Ross opened the spaceship’s supply closet and—

“AAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHH!” they screamed. Popcorn flew everywhere as the twins just about leapt off the couch.

“Do you have to scream every time?” Mom asked. She pulled her coat on and grabbed her purse.

“And throw popcorn every time?” asked Dad.

“Don’t worry,” said Rachel, their babysitter. “I’ll make sure they pick it up.”

Tara and Travis rolled their eyes. They didn’t think they needed a babysitter, not when they were in fifth grade. Babysitters were for babies, and they were not babies. Nevertheless, Mom and Dad insisted. Rachel had been babysitting them ever since they could remember. She was in high school and occasionally had cool stories, and she let them stay up later than Mom and Dad’s instructed bedtime, and sometimes she brought over a cool movie or a board game. So, as far as babysitters went, she wasn’t half bad. But still… babysitter.
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“Be good, kids,” said Mom.

“We shouldn’t be too late,” Dad said.

“No problem, Mr. Booker,” said Rachel.

Mom and Dad stepped out and shut the front door behind them.

“So,” said Rachel, “who wants to play a game?”

But Tara and Travis weren’t listening. They were on the edge of their seats, caught in the glow of the television. On the screen, Captain Duke Ross, galactic hero and the sole survivor of the Mars Expeditionary Force, crept down the darkened hallway. His footsteps echoed on the metal grating. Red emergency lights lit his way.

“Only one way to save mankind,” he said, looking into the camera. “I’ll have to trigger the ship’s self-destruct button.”

“That seems a bit drastic, doesn’t it?” Rachel asked.

“Shhhhh!” said Travis and Tara at the same time.

“But…,” Rachel began. She sat down on the couch next to Tara and chewed her bubble gum entirely too loudly.

“They’re on his ship!” said Travis.

“Who is?” Rachel asked. She blew a bubble.

“The space lizards from Mars!” said Travis.

“And he doesn’t know where they are!” said Tara.

Rachel popped her bubble with a loud crack.

“Rachel!” Tara and Travis shouted.

“Okay, okay,” said Rachel. She stood up and adjusted her ponytail. “I’ll be in the kitchen if you need me. I’m going to see what ice cream you have and call Marcy.”

If Tara and Travis heard her, they didn’t say anything. They were captivated by Captain Duke Ross.

So captivated that they didn’t hear the knob of the front door turn.

They didn’t hear the door creak open an inch.

Two inches.

Four inches.

The old hinges groaned when the door swung open almost all the way.

It was enough to finally get their attention.

“You guys are back early,” said Tara.

“Yeah, what’d you forget?” asked Travis.

Their parents always forgot something every time they went out—Mom’s purse, their keys, the pie they were supposed to bring to their card game. It was always something.

But when the twins looked back over the couch, their parents weren’t standing at the entrance. No one was there.

Only the wide-open door, and the dark Wolver Hollow streets.




[image: ]



2


“They probably forgot to close it all the way when they left,” Tara said.

“Yeah,” said Travis. “The wind probably blew it open.”

They stared out at the orange glow of the porch lights. A car drove down the street. Somewhere a cat screeched. But there was no wind. Not even a gentle breeze. Nothing that would have blown the door open. Yet there it was, wide open.

“We should probably close it,” Travis said.

“Yeah, you should,” said Tara.

“What do you mean I should?” Travis asked. “Why can’t you go?”

“Because I got up last time, to get the popcorn.”

“Why don’t we both go?” asked Travis.

Tara shoved a handful of popcorn into her mouth and shrugged.

“Fine,” said Travis, standing up from the couch. “Then you’ll have to stay in here. All. By. Yourself.”

Captain Duke Ross stood before the control room door, unaware of the shadow falling over him. Unaware of the creature that loomed behind him.

“If I can just unstick this lever…,” he said. A clawed hand reached toward his shoulder from off-screen.
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“Let’s make this quick,” Tara said.

The twins paused the movie and stepped into the foyer.

“There’s no way this door opened on its own,” Travis said.

“Well, someone opened it,” said Tara.

Travis took a step forward.

“Hello?” he said. “Anyone out here?”

There was no answer.

“Hello? Anyone?” He nervously licked his lips. “This isn’t funny.”

Still nothing.

He leaned forward a bit more and then peered left and right, trying to see if someone was, indeed, hiding in the front bushes.

“Just close it and come in,” said Tara. “It’s probably nothing.”

“Yeah,” said Travis. “Probably nothing.”

He closed the door and locked it, for good measure.

They were just about to turn around and head back to the den when a board creaked behind them. It was the loose hallway floorboard, the one that always made a sound if you put any weight on it. The twins had gotten in the natural habit of stepping over it whenever they walked down the hall.

They froze where they were.

“What was that?” Tara asked, refusing to turn around.

“The board,” said Travis. Goose bumps crawled up his arm. “Someone stepped on it.”

“Rachel?” Tara asked. “Is that you?”

No one answered. The foyer was deathly quiet. Tara and Travis stood still, eyes fixed on the front door. They were both afraid to look. There was no telling who might be standing behind them in the dark.

The board creaked again.

Someone, or something, had taken their weight off the noisy floorboard. But then they heard the breathing. Someone heaving in and out and in and out with a raspy, rattling breath.

Tara reached her free hand out ever so slowly, stretching her fingers toward the light switch.

The breathing stopped.

Tara flicked the foyer light on, and the twins spun around. Tara and Travis only caught a glimpse of something dashing through the opening that led into the dining room. Whatever it was, it was as big as a large dog, maybe bigger, and it definitely had more than four legs. Travis grabbed Tara’s hand and squeezed. “Was that—”

“A spider?” Tara finished.

“AHHHHHHHH!” they both shrieked.
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