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			PROLOGUE:
 SPIDER-SENSE TINGLING…

			Spider-Man stood alone in a darkened hallway. His enemy was out there somewhere in the shadows. And he was drawing closer with every passing second.

			So Spidey had to make every one of those seconds count.

			He pressed the hidden buttons in the palms of each glove. Long, sticky strands of webbing shot out from the nozzles at his wrists.

			The enemy he was up against wasn’t someone he could punch or kick. This enemy was untouchable. A force of nature. He even seemed impervious to Spidey’s jokes!

			The emergency lights flickered, plunging Spider-Man in and out of darkness. The buzzing of the air conditioner had stopped when the power failed. Throughout the school, all was still and silent.

			Spidey broke the silence with the steady thwip-thwip of his web-shooters. He spun his web thicker, layering the strands from one side of the hallway to the other. The webs formed what he hoped would be an impassable net.

			He and that web were the only things standing between his classmates and the strange foe stalking the halls of the school. He couldn’t back down now.
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			“Are you listening out there?” he called into the dark. “I don’t give up easily. I’m not going to stop fighting! And I’m not going to stop making jokes!” He paused. “Probably. I’m not totally sure on that last point yet.”

			His answer was more silence—and the steady buzz of his spider-sense. That buzzing grew more intense as the danger drew closer.

			One thing he could say for certain: This was not at all what he’d expected from his first day of school.
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			CHAPTER ONE

			Peter Parker had never been a morning person.

			But Spider-Man loved New York City in the early light of a new day.

			Holding tightly to a strand of artificial webbing, he swung high above the city. At the apex of his arc, he released the strand. He let his momentum carry him through the air. He felt totally free.

			Up among the skyscrapers, there were no crowds or traffic or noise. There were no lines for buses or cramped subway platforms. And there was none of that funky garbage smell that plagued the city in the summertime.

			There were pigeons, however. A lot of pigeons. And they tended to panic whenever he swung too close. As one thwacked him in the face with its wing, he figured everyone had their problems.

			“Thanks for keeping me humble!” he said over the rushing wind.

			
				[image: Drawing of Spider-Man swinging on a web and leaping between tall city buildings with a backpack on his shoulder as startled pigeons flap around him, some from a nearby rooftop ledge crowded with birds, scattering papers and a pen.]
			

			The view was incredible. The city stretched out below him like a living thing. The people were its lifeblood, moving through the veins and arteries of its streets and avenues. There was a sense of order and harmony that was difficult to see from down on the sidewalk. From up above, he could see it clearly.

			All of a sudden, a sharp noise cut through the sounds of rushing wind and anxious pigeon cooing. It was the urgent, blaring sound of a security alarm. So much for harmony…

			The last thing Spider-Man wanted was to be late. But he couldn’t ignore an alarm. Because power came with responsibility, and Spidey had more power than most. That meant he could never turn his back on trouble…or anyone in trouble. Not if there was a chance he could help.

			With a quick double tap of his fingers on his palm, he produced a new strand of webbing. He angled this strand so that it would redirect his momentum and guide him down the nearest side street. He swung in a wide arc toward the blaring alarm. When he was close, he let go of the web and landed deftly atop a streetlamp.

			There was no buzzing sensation at the base of his skull. His spider-sense was quiet. That meant he was in no immediate danger. But he’d already learned that this could change in a heartbeat.

			Still, it was no Super Villain at work here. Just a man with a brick. He was poised to throw it through the window of a car. The car was the source of the alarm.

			
				[image: Drawing showing a man’s gloved hand in a dark sleeve holding a rough rectangular brick that is covered in Spider-Man’s sticky webbing.]
			

			Spider-Man acted with great speed, launching sticky globs of webbing at the man. The first glob covered the brick. The man couldn’t throw it as long as it was stuck to his hand. The second glob stuck his shoe to the sidewalk.

			
				
				[image: Drawing showing a startled man with shoulder-length hair standing in front of a brick wall, holding a brick wrapped in Spider-Man’s webbing while his raised foot is also stuck to the sidewalk by webbing, his mouth open and arms flailing as he reacts to being trapped.]
			

			“Finally!” Spider-Man said from atop his lamppost. “The archnemesis I’ve been looking for!”

			The man’s face showed his utter confusion at this turn of events. He looked from his web-covered hand to his web-covered foot, then up to Spidey.

			“It makes sense if you think about it!” Spidey continued. “I mean, if spiders fear anything, it’s a guy with a brick. Or a shoe! Have you considered wielding a shoe?”

			“I—What?” The man’s confusion seemed to only deepen. Maybe he couldn’t hear properly over the blaring car alarm.

			“I said you’re the most fearsome Super Villain I’ve met! What should I call you? The Bellicose Bricklayer? Ooh! What about the Deconstruction Worker?”

			“I’m not a Super Villain,” the man insisted.

			“Hey, don’t sell yourself short!” said Spidey. “Everybody’s got to start somewhere. I bet Doctor Doom stole a few cars in his early days.”

			“I’m not stealing anything,” said the man. “It’s my car!”

			“Unexpected.” Spider-Man hung upside down from the streetlamp, lowering himself on a thin strand of webbing. Now he was at the man’s eye level. “Why would you want to break your own window…?”

			But Spidey saw the answer before the man could give it. There was a dog in the car. The pug scratched pitifully against the glass, panting. “I accidentally locked my keys inside!” the man said. “Now I’m worried Slayer will get overheated.”

			
				[image: A black-and-white drawing of a pug standing inside a parked car, with its front paws resting on the edge of the closed window and its face pressed close to the glass, looking out toward the viewer.]
			

			“She doesn’t really look like a Slayer,” Spidey noted.

			“That’s not the point!” said the man. “The car isn’t safe for her.”

			“Broken glass isn’t safe, either,” Spidey said. “I could get her out safely, but…not without doing some damage to the car.”

			“That’s fine!” said the man. “Do whatever you have to do. Just get her out of there!”

			Spidey dropped down to the pavement. He placed his hands against the car door, allowing his adhesive fingertips to get a good grip. And then he pulled.

			Even with the man’s permission, Spidey felt a little guilty. He’d never torn a car door off its hinges before. But with his strength, it was easy to do. The door popped off as easily as a bottle cap.

			
				[image: Drawing of Spider-Man in a white-and-black costume standing on a city sidewalk, holding a car door he has just torn off while a small pug dog with a collar is leaping out of the open SUV toward him, with a parking meter and scattered papers visible nearby.]
			

			The dog bounded forward. Tongue lolling and stumpy tail wagging, she leaped onto Spidey. With his hands still stuck to the car door, he was caught off-balance, and he toppled onto the sidewalk. Slayer licked his mask with unmistakable gratitude. (Or maybe she’d gotten a whiff of his morning pastry. He needed to consider not eating while in costume.)

			“Okay, okay! Down, Spider-Slayer!” He lifted the dog gently. “Honestly, if my spider-sense doesn’t warn against something like this, what good is it?!”

			“I have no idea what you’re talking about,” said the man. He had stepped out of his webbed-up shoe. Then he reached into the car for the dog’s leash. “Or why in the world you’re dressed like that. But I’m so deeply thankful for your help.”

			
				[image: Drawing of Spider-Man in his classic web-patterned costume crouching and holding a small, wrinkled dog that is enthusiastically licking his face, with Spider-Man smiling through his mask and a heart symbol floating above them.]
			

			“You, uh, probably shouldn’t be too grateful just yet,” Spider-Man said to the man, embarrassed. “Because my webbing takes about an hour to dissolve. So you’re stuck with the whole brick…hand…thing for a while.” He leaped back up to the streetlamp in a single bound. “Sorry. I’ll totally understand if you want to reconsider the archnemesis thing. This could be your villain origin story.”

			The man frowned. “The car is insured. But these shoes cost three hundred dollars.”

			“I think the words you’re looking for are ‘Curse you, Spider-Man!’ ” Spidey shrugged. “It’s very therapeutic. Even I say it sometimes!”

			With that, he unfurled another line of webbing and pulled himself back into the sky toward his next adventure…his first day at a new school!
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			CHAPTER TWO

			The Midtown Academy of Science and the Arts was even more impressive in person than it looked on the website.

			Peter Parker had spent a lot of time on that website, imagining what it would be like to attend a school like this. The academy had state-of-the-art laboratories equipped with authentic Wakandan technology. It had a rooftop observatory built by the Future Foundation. It had its very own artificial intelligence management system, designed by Stark Industries!

			The building itself was an old New York structure. It was solidly constructed and had stood on this site for about a hundred years. The upgrades had been layered on the building in a fusion of brick and circuitry, mortar and metal. It was an artful blend of old and new, which symbolized the academy’s teaching philosophies, too.

			
				
				[image: Drawing of the Midtown Academy of Science and the Arts, showing a tall brick school building with futuristic circuitry patterns, a geodesic dome, and a rooftop observatory, while diverse students with backpacks are walking, running, sitting, and talking on the front steps and near the entrance doors.]
			

			At a glance, Peter could see that the school was everything he’d hoped for. Yet the reality of this moment was very different than what he’d pictured. His clothes were wrinkled from being stuffed in his backpack all morning. Removing his mask had caused his hair to stick up in every direction. He hadn’t even had time to tie his shoes after making a quick costume change in a nearby alley.

			
				[image: Drawing of Peter Parker standing and smiling, with messy dark hair, large round glasses, and a backpack strap in each hand, wearing a layered hoodie and looking ready to walk into his new school.]
			

			This was not the first impression he had wanted to make on his new schoolmates and teachers. So far, however, no one had taken any notice of him. The other students on the front lawn seemed just as captivated by the

			
			
				[image: Drawing of the Living Brain hologram hovering above a glowing metallic disk in the middle of the Midtown Academy front lawn, with beams of light rising around its humanoid, high-tech body; students of different ages and appearances, including one using a wheelchair, are sitting and standing on either side watching in surprise, while the school building with circuit-like designs on its brick wall and other city buildings frame the scene.]
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
				[image: Drawing of Peter Parker in his school clothes, turning with a worried expression as jagged lightning-bolt shapes and small circles above his head, while a backpack with papers sticking out is resting on his shoulder.]
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
				
				[image: Drawing of Peter Parker hanging upside down in a school hallway, wrapped tightly in several mechanical tentacles emerging from holes in the floor and walls, while his backpack, notebook, and pen are dropping below him and a crowd of students, including Flash in the foreground pointing and laughing with “HA HA HA” written beside him, are watching.]
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
				[image: Drawing showing Peter Parker hanging upside down by a thick mechanical tentacle, his glasses and hair dangling as he grimaces, while Flash Thompson stands on the ground facing him, smirking, both in a bold cartoon style against a dark textured background.]
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