

[image: Cover]



THE WEB OF LA SANGUINAIRE

AND OTHER ARACHNID HORRORS

By Ronald Kelly


[image: ]



A Macabre Ink Production

Macabre Ink is an imprint of Crossroad Press

Digital Edition published by Crossroad Press

Crossroad Press digital edition 2025

Cover art copyright © 2025 Lynne Hansen

No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner or form, including purposes of training for artificial intelligence technologies or systems.


LICENSE NOTES

This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you share it with. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then you should return to the vendor of your choice and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.


Meet the Author


[image: ]



Ronald Kelly began his writing career in 1986 and quickly sold his first short story, “Breakfast Serial,” to Terror Time Again magazine. His first novel, Hindsight, was released by Zebra Books in 1990. His audiobook collection, Dark Dixie: Tales of Southern Horror, was on the nominating ballot of the 1992 Grammy Awards for Best Spoken Word or Non-Musical Album. Zebra published seven of Ronald Kelly’s novels from 1990 to 1996. Ronald’s short fiction work has been published by Cemetery Dance, Borderlands 3, Deathrealm, Dark at Heart, Hot Blood: Seeds of Fear, and many more. After selling hundreds of thousands of books, the bottom dropped out of the horror market in 1996. So, when Zebra dropped their horror line in October 1996, Ronald Kelly stopped writing for almost ten years and worked various jobs including welder, factory worker, production manager, drugstore manager, and custodian.

In 2006, Ronald Kelly started writing again. Since then, he has written and published several new novels (Hell Hollow, Restless Shadows, and The Buzzard Zone), numerous short story collections, and has become an elder statesman of Southern-Fried Horror in his chosen genre. In 2021, his collection of extreme horror tales, The Essential Sick Stuff, won the Splatterpunk Award for Best Collection. He is currently working on The Saga of Dead-Eye, a five-volume horror western series.

Ronald Kelly currently lives in a backwoods hollow in Brush Creek, Tennessee, with his wife and young’uns.

Book List

Novels

Blood Kin

Father’s Little Helper (re-released as Twelve Gauge)

Fear

Fear Eternal (forthcoming)

Hell Hollow

Hindsight

Moon of the Werewolf (re-released as Undertaker’s Moon)

Pitfall

Restless Shadows

Something Out There (re-released as The Dark’Un)

The Buzzard Zone

The China Doll

The Possession (re-released as Burnt Magnolia)

The Saga of Dead-Eye, Book One: Vampires, Zombies, & Mojo Men

The Saga of Dead-Eye, Book Two: Werewolves, Swamp Critters, & Hellacious Haints

The Saga of Dead-Eye, Book Three: Man-Eaters, Mummies, & Murderous Maniacs

The Saga of Dead-Eye, Book Four: Golems, Ghouls, & Grisly Gargantuans

Timber Gray

Novellas

Flesh Welder

Collections

After the Burn

Cumberland Furnace and Other Fear Forged Fables

Dark Dixie

Dark Dixie II

Haunt of Southern-Fried Fear

Irish Gothic: Tales of Celtic Horror

Long Chills

Midnight Tide & Other Seaside Stories

Mister Glow-Bones & Other Halloween Tales

More Sick Stuff

Season’s Creepings: Tales of Holiday Horror

Tales from the Southern-Fried Crypt

The Essential Sick Stuff

The Halloween Store and Other Tales of All Hallows’ Eve

The Shrouded Tome: Ten Forgotten Fables

The Sick Stuff

The Web of La Sanguinaire and Other Arachnid Horrors

Twilight Hankerings

Unhinged

Vault of Southern-Fried Horror


DISCOVER CROSSROAD PRESS

Visit the Crossroad Press website for information about all available products and its authors

Check out our blog

For information about new releases, promotions, and to receive a free eBook, subscribe to our Newsletter at the bottom of any page on our website

Find and follow us on Facebook and Bluesky


[image: ]



We hope you enjoy this eBook and will seek out other books published by Crossroad Press. We strive to make our eBooks as free of errors as possible, but on occasion some make it into the final product. If you spot any problems, please contact us at crossroad@crossroadpress.com and notify us of what you found. We’ll make the necessary corrections and republish the book. We’ll also ensure you get the updated version of the eBook.

If you have a moment, the author would appreciate you taking the time to leave a review for this book at the retailer’s site where you purchased it.

Thank you for your assistance and your support of the authors published by Crossroad Press.


Copyright Information

Introduction © 2021 by Ronald Kelly

“The Web of La Sanguinaire” © 1988 by Ronald Kelly. First appeared in Deathrealm: The Land Where Horror Dwells

“The Memory Eater” © 2021 by Ronald Kelly. Original to this collection

“Housewarming” © 1991 by Ronald Kelly. First appeared in Eldritch Tales

“Atomic Arachnid Armageddon!” © 2021 by Ronald Kelly. Original to this collection

“Cell Number Nine” © 2019 by Ronald Kelly. First appeared in More Sick Stuff

“The Creeping Sands” © 2016 by Ronald Kelly. First appeared in Midnight Tide & Other Seaside Shivers

“Hugs and Kisses” © 2021 by Ronald Kelly. Original to this collection

“Come See Spider Cave!” © 2021 by Ronald Kelly. Original to this collection


Dedication

For Scott Magill and Donald Belcher

Comrades-in-arms & partners-in-crime

Mrs. Hart’s Creative Writing Class

1976-1977



[image: ]




Table of Contents



Introduction

The Web of La Sanguinaire

The Memory Eater

Housewarming

Atomic Arachnid Armageddon!

Cell Number Nine

The Creeping Sands

Hugs and Kisses

Come See Spider Cave!


Introduction

Spiders! Why did it have to be spiders?

Yeah, I know… there is one of two ways you could feel about the creepy, eight-legged critters. You could fear and loathe them the same way Indiana Jones feels about snakes in the deep, dark pit of the Well of Souls. You could totally freak out and throw shoes at them as they creep across the wall (or, in my case, a twenty-pound dumbbell, which nearly put a hole in the floor of the apartment I was living in at the time), or you could totally avoid that section of your flower bed where a gargantuan yellow garden spider has spun a window-sized web, leaving that particular patch to the mercy of weeds because of your paralyzing Arachnophobia.

On the other hand, you could be the kind who absolutely loves spiders. Someone who finds a big, hairy tarantula in the palm of their hand to be more soft and cuddly than horror-inducing. Maybe even one of those weirdos who doesn’t mind if one crawls across their face and even—heaven forbid!—climbs inside their mouth. If you have watched enough Tik Tok and YouTube videos, then you know the sort of folks that I’m talking about.

So, where do I stand? Without doubt, I am of the former persuasion. Arachnids are part of my own personal Holy Terror Trinity of Creepy Crawlers: spiders, snakes, and wasps. The three totally terrorize me. If you have read my short fiction before, you know that I tend to explore the horror of spiders and snakes from time to time. Even my novel, Fear, has the dreaded Snake-Critter as its main antagonist. Last summer, a baby chicken snake crawled through an air conditioner vent and got stuck to a glue trap in my daughter’s bedroom closet. Needless to say, I was ready to sell the house, furniture and all, and move off to Ireland, where there are no snakes (or is that just a myth?). Wasps, especially Satan’s evil stepchild, the Southern red wasp (or waspers, as we tend to call them down here) will make me flee for my life or even run headlong into a wall trying to get away from one if it gets inside the house and starts dive-bombing my head.

However, spiders are what really mortify me the most. Much of my anxiety over the little eight-legged freaks come from two incidents during my childhood. First, a large wolf spider—a hopping wolf spider, no less—chased me and my cousins across a leafy, autumn back yard once when I was six-years-old. Secondly, my brother and I would sit in our garage as children, playing with our backs against the cool cinderblock wall in the sweltering heat of summer. There was a long strip of tarpaper between the blocks and the drywall that hadn’t been cut away when the house had been built. After playing beneath it all summer, our father cut the tarpaper away and discovered a nest of black widow spiders living underneath. Even at the young age of eight, the idea of one of the deadly poisonous spiders dropping down the collar of my shirt horrified me to no end!

In The Web of La Sanguinaire & Other Arachnid Horrors, I have assembled eight tales that will make you shudder and cringe… the way you do when you feel—or think you feel—some unseen creature crawl across your bare legs beneath the bedcovers in the dead of night. A couple of these are oldies from my small press horror magazine days of the late 1980s. Two more appeared in other collections and four are completely original to this book.

Several of my loyal readers have already informed me that they will not be indulging in this collection because of their nearly debilitating phobia of arachnids. To them I say, this is only a book of spooky stories… it is not a box of skittering, scurrying spiders that will scamper out and cover you from head to toe, as you flail and shriek in terror.

And, what about you? Do you dare take the midnight boat ride into the darkest reaches of the bayou, where the dreaded La Sanguinaire of Cajun legend spin their massive webs? Or, enter a house infested with brown recluses that are strangely hidden from sight? Maybe even enter an abandoned Texas jail where eight-legged evil has been unleashed after a long sleep in amber stone… or camp on an Australian beach, where sea spiders protect a golden treasure in the Coral Sea with a ravenous vengeance?

If so, I hope you enjoy these tales of spiders with sinister intentions. But, just remember… if the letters on the page begin to squiggle and squirm, and skitter frantically about, just tell yourself “It’s only my imagination… it’s only my imagination…”

Ronald Kelly

Brush Creek, Tennessee

January 2021


The Web of La Sanguinaire

Larousse would not take him there at first.

“It not safe to travel de swamp at night,” the old Cajun warned in his heavy French accent.

But Douglas Scott Price was accustomed to having his own way. An extra hundred dollars laid across the old man’s leathery palm soon changed his tune.

The last rays of daylight played through the Spanish moss hanging from ancient cypress trees when the two climbed into Henri Larousse’s pirogue, a canoe-like boat used by many of the trappers and fishermen in the area. “What’s that for?” Price asked his guide when a double-barreled shotgun was laid across the center seat.

The elderly man shrugged. “De gators, dey would rather eat than sleep. Where we are going, dey be plenty of dem.”

They began their long journey into the Louisiana bayou in silence. Price sat at the bow of the boat as Larousse rowed. Deeper into the swamp they drifted and deeper did the shadows gather, until the Coleman lantern next to the scattergun had to be lit. It cast an orange glow upon the two men. The lack of conversation was awkward, but they really had nothing to talk about. The only link between them was purely monetary.

A loon screamed off in the darkness, causing the young man to jump. The elder man chuckled softly and continued to row with slow, even strokes.

“So, what is it you do for a living?” the Cajun asked. Without conscious thought, he maneuvered the dugout across the dark waters, missing exposed roots and sandbars by mere inches.

“Oh, as little as possible, really,” Price replied with an air of pomposity. “I was born into old family money. Ever heard of the New England Prices? No? Well, I expected as much. Being independently wealthy tends to mean a lot of free time, but I manage to keep myself busy.”

Larousse had a good idea what sort of luxuries occupied Doug Price’s time. Ferraris, eighty-foot yachts, and million-dollar thoroughbreds; a wet bar always at hand and a beautiful woman waiting at every point of the compass. Larousse knew his mind as well as he knew his own. Men of wealth and influence… you could almost smell the good fortune exude from them like the odor of some cheap cologne. The Cajun had been born in backwater poverty and had lived that meager life for nearly eighty years. He could sense a rich man a mile away, like a bluetick hound catching the scent of swamp coon upon a midnight breeze.

Seeing Larousse’s amused eyes in the glow of the lamp, the young man continued. “Despite what you think, old man, I do not spend every waking hour jet-setting with a buxom blonde on my knee and a martini in my hand. No, actually my interests are quite respectable. My passion has always leaned toward the biological sciences, most particularly zoology. I’ve contributed millions to various zoological societies; the Smithsonian, the Audubon, the Sierra. I’ve also devoted much of my time. I’ve traveled the world over collecting rare species of bird, mammal, and insect life, both for public exhibition and for my own private collection.”

“And so dat be de reason we are here, rowing through the bayou at such an ungodly hour?” asked the guide. “To collect something or other?”

“Yes,” said Price, a little peeved. “But don’t complain. You’re being well paid for this little foray. In an hour or so, you’ll be back at your humble swamp shanty, stuffing that three hundred inside your mattress. And I’ll leave this godforsaken place with what I came here to find.”

“And that would be de creature you mentioned before?”

“That’s correct,” said Price. “A rare species of the order Araneae. The pronunciation of its Latin nomenclature would likely be way over your head, old man, so I won’t even bother. Needless to say, the common name of the arachnid is the striped swamp spider. It has a pale underbelly, the upper shell pitch black with broad streaks of crimson on the hind section. I do hope this isn’t a wild goose chase you’re taking me on. You are sure that you’ve seen such a spider in these parts?”

Larousse nodded. “Oui, a very large and ugly thing. But only at night… never in light of day.”

“Yes, they are nocturnal in nature,” agreed the collector. “And they are rather large; the size of a man’s fist, or so I’ve heard. That is why I came prepared.” He patted a ten-gallon aquarium at his feet.

The darkness grew thicker, the night sounds more varied, more mysterious to one unaccustomed to the swamps. They rounded a sharp bend between two waterlogged stands of old cypress and came upon a tangle of heavy cobwebs, stretching from one side of the channel to the other. Price directed the beam of a flashlight upon the vast webs, the glow etching each silver strand upon the darkness beyond. Fat-bodied spiders the size of golf balls scuttled away from the silken centers, away from the probing light.

“Hoo-boy!” exclaimed the Cajun. He watched the long-legged things climb swiftly upward into the obscurity of the dark limbs above. “Dere be you some spiders, Mr. Price. Plenty o’ them. Oughta take a bucketful back with you.”

The young man seemed disinterested. “Common water spiders.” He tore away the fragile network of webs with a swing of his arm and they continued on. “They’ve been an item of my arachnid collection for years. It is the swamp spider I’m looking for now.”

They moved on into the bayou, into far reaches where the boldest of poachers dared not come, even in broad daylight. The roar of a bull gator rumbled to their left, but it was too far away to present any immediate danger.

“De thing you seek… de swamp spider… it has an interesting history, it
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