
SPECIAL THANKS FOR THE COVER

DONE BY 

Tania at getcovers.com



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      BIG ASS SPIDER

    

    
      First edition. November 4, 2023.

      Copyright © 2023 Christopher Ridge.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8223478508

    

    
    
      Written by Christopher Ridge.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

BIG ASS SPIDER

Sign up for Christopher Ridge's Mailing List

Further Reading: Clickety Clackers

Also By Christopher Ridge

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

BIG ASS SPIDER


[image: ]


“Spiiiiiiiiiiider!”  Timmy yelled.

The first thing Harold thought was that his seven-year-old was up to it again. This time it was different though. This time he heard panic in his voice.

Harold ran out the back door and found Timmy standing by the large wooden swing set holding a water hose.

“Timmy, what’s happened?”

“Spider. A big ass one. Like bigger than this house.”

“Now, Timmy. You know you’re mother doesn’t like you using that language.”

“I can’t help it this time, Dad.”

Now, Harold heard it all. It proved he was right all along. Timmy was up to his tricks again. Last week he claimed he saw a werewolf and wanted Harold to warn all the neighbors.

A couple weeks before that he swore there was a vampire standing in the middle of his room.

Now, it was a spider as big as the house but it was all good. Harold could play along. “Did you kill it?”

“No. I hit it with this stick but the spider broke it. It was trying to eat me so I sprayed it in the eyes and it ran away.”

Harold chuckled. This was a good one. He had to admire his son’s creativeness when he played.

Spiders as big as a house.

Harold looked at him with a playful grin. “This wouldn’t have anything to do with that spider horror movies we saw a couple days ago would it?”

“Oh, daddy. I saw it. I really did.”

“Well, at least you go it. You let me know if you see any more.”

“I will, daddy.”

His wife, Jill claimed that she had seen more spiders around lately which was probably due to the weather changes over to fall and thought it would be a good idea to call an exterminator. She had notices an excessive amount of large webs.

Harold was always impressed by the way the spider so constructively built the webs. Eight legged engineers he called them. So remarkable.

The exterminator came within a couple hours of receiving the phone call. He was a big guy and had a large red sprayer on his back. Harold thought this might’ve been a little bit of over kill but it looked good to his wife and son non the less.

Harold filled the guy in on the so-called giant spider his son had claimed to see. The exterminator got a big laugh out of the story and said that every time people see a spider it is always as big as a house.

The biggest and meanest spider they had ever seen.

He was used to it.

“Make sure you spray over there,” Timmy said pointing toward the fence at the line of woods. “That’s where I saw him run.”

“I gotcvhya, young man,” he said.

“Timmy. He knows what he’s doing. Let him do his job.” Harold said.

“I will, daddy. I just want to make sure he knows where I saw it.”

The exterminator explained that around this time of the year there is always a boost in spider activity because the spiders sense the weather changing and try to gather up as much protein as they can as they prepare to hibernate for the winter.”

“You see that, Harold?  I told you that’s what it is.”

Harold did what most husbands do and shrugged. The adage. The wife is always right.

Harold was definitely going to have a good time with his buddies over this one and a couple beers as they sat around and swapped wife jokes.

He had to hand it to the exterminator. He knew what he was doing. He sprayed around the foundation and around the lower windows. He couldn’t blame him for not being able to get to the top windows.

He knocked down the spider webs. There sure were a lot of them.

Only made sense, Harold thought. We do live in the woods.

The exterminator wanted to set them up on an on-going monthly service. Harold did not see the need in it. He already dropped two hundred and fifty dollars just on this service alone.

After all that he figured he shouldn’t see any spiders.

He sat back and watched the exterminator drive off in his white Ford truck. BYE BYE BUGS written in large black letters on the side. Beside it was a picture of an ant being stopped to smithereens by a large boot.

At least the wife and son were going to be happy.

The night should be a peaceful one.

The next morning, he had forgotten it was Tuesday, trash pick up day. He walked out the door and something tacky and sticky stuck to his face.

What the heck is this?

He felt it wrapped around his neck and could feel it on top of his head.

Spider webs.

A large one.

His next thought was to think that he spent all that money on that pest control service.

Seemed that Bye Bye Bugs didn’t go by by after all. He was going to have to make a call and see if he can come back out for a retreat.

Cheryl told him the exterminator told her that it could take up to ten to fourteen days to see an improvement.

Okay. As long as she was happy with it, he was happy with it. As the saying goes. Happy wife equals a happy life.

Their neighbor, Bud saw him. “I see you had somebody come and spray.”

“I did,” he said, trying not to make eye contract in order to avoid conversation. Bud could be long winded at times and at the present moment he did not have the time.

“Wouldn’t happen to have been for spiders, would it?”

“It was.”

“I tell you what. The spiders are bad this time of year. Just awful. I hate those things and so does Veronica. She can’t stand them.

Harold noticed the various webbing on the side of Bud’s house. “Looks like you have your share of them too.”

“Wouldn’t you know it. I knock the things down and they just keep coming back. Only bigger. Much bigger. I’ve never seen spiders webs this big.

“Well, I paid two hundred and fifty bucks and I still have spiders.” Harold pointed to the giant web covering the entire maple tree in his front lawn.

“Wow,” Bud said with astonishment. That is a huge web. I’d hate to see the size of the sider creeping around your house.”

Harold chuckled. “Yeah, you should hear my son’s stories.

Daaaaaad! Come quicky.”

Exhausted form the long hours at the trucking terminal, Harold was relaxing in his favorite chair in the loft and jumped when he heard Timmy’s scream.

A dish shattered as Chryl dropped what she was doing and ran.

“What is it, Timmy?” Haorld asked.

“I saw that spider again. It was peeking in my window with it’s huge eyes.”

Harold shook his head. He looked out the window. Nothing but the night air and the sound of crickets. Non the less, Harold knew he had to play it off the best he could. One day this would all stop. “Ahhh. I think he may be gone now.”

“Nope. I sure he’s here.”

“Timmy, I don’t see anything else out here.”

Harold winked at Cheryl for her to play along. “I think your father is right. It is gone.”

“Nope. Pretty sure it’s not.”

Harold exhaled. “I’ll tell you what. Let’s close the window and the curtains that way he can’t get in.”

“And eat me?”

“Ohhh, buddy,” Cheryl added. “Spiders don’t eat people.”

“I think this one does.”

They tucked the little guy in for the night. Cheryl left a small night light on at the corner of the room just for those just in case purposes and left the door cracked in hopes of giving him a peace of mind and a good night’s rest.

Cheryl gave the window an extra check and noticed a spider web at the top corner of the room. “I think the exterminator missed a web.”

“Pretty hard to get’m all my dear,” Harold said jokingly while thinking, jeeez. How much do they really expect from the guy.

“I suppose so.” She said with that I hope all is well tonight tone.

That night was a good night.

Until later the next day.

‘Daaaaad! Come quick!”

Timmy yelled so loud Harold spilled his coffee over his shirt. At this point he didn’t know how much more of this nonsense he was able to take.

At first it was cute.

The third or fourth time. Not so much.

“What is it, Timmy?” His dad yelled, hoping he was able to solve Timmy’s problem from the dining room table.

“It’s back. That spider.”

“What’s it doing now?”

Cheryl was in the kitchen preparing a nice roast for the evening’s dinner, winked at Harold as if to say, you’re such a good daddy.

“I saw that spider eat Bud’s dog.”

Harold sipped his coffee. “What?”

“That spider just ate his dog.”

“Well, okay. I’m sure you’re mistaken because spiders don’t eat dogs, but I’ll check on Bud anyway when I go out.”

‘Okay. But I’m telling you what I saw.”

“Thank you, buddy. We’ll get it straightened out.”

“That boy sure has an imagination,” Harold said to Cheryl.

Bud was working in his yard and asked Harold if he happened to see Buck. “I think he’d done ran off again.”

Harold thought about what Timmy said last night but thought it was better not to mention something like that. No sense in getting Bud’s wife all worked up over something that wasn’t true.

Bud’s dog was always getting away and going off to do his own thing.

“He does this all the time, harold said. “He’ll be back,.”

“Yes. I know. It’s the coyotes I’m worried about. Been having an abundance of them this year. Lat month, one of them got hold of Marg’es little Bichon. Swapped it right out of hand while she was taking him for a walk. So fast she didn’t know what happened until it was too late.” 

“Buck’s a big dog. He can handle himself pretty
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