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Chapter 1: Arrival in Webbos – Meeting the Arachne

The forest air was thick with the scent of moss, damp earth, and something sweeter — a faint, clean silkiness that clung to the back of my throat like the promise of forbidden pleasure. I, Dickard Brieder, thirty years old, ripe and fertile, healthy and strong, stepped through the dappled shadows of the ancient trees with my researcher’s satchel slung over one shoulder and my cock already half-hard in anticipation. Lustopia never disappointed when it came to monster girls, and today I was entering Webbos, the legendary settlement of the Arachnades.
 
The moment I crossed the invisible boundary, the world changed. Massive trees rose like living pillars, their trunks wrapped in layer upon layer of pristine white silk webbing that shimmered faintly in the filtered sunlight. The webs were not delicate or fragile — they were engineered masterpieces. Sturdy enough to support entire homes, yet flexible and elastic, swaying gently with the breeze like breathing muscle. Bridges of braided silk connected branches high above, and spherical dwellings nestled in the crooks of ancient boughs, their surfaces smooth and gleaming like polished marble, yet warm and slightly yielding to the touch when I brushed my fingers against one.
 
It was beautiful. Minimalist. Powerful. Exactly like the creatures who built it.
 
A soft rustle of leaves and the delicate click of chitinous legs announced her before I saw her fully.
 
Ara.
 
She descended from a higher branch with graceful control, six elegant spider legs extending from her lower back in perfect symmetry. They were sleek, glossy black with subtle crimson accents along the joints, each tipped with a delicate yet razor-sharp point. Deadly, yes — but right now they moved with the poise of a dancer.
 
Her humanoid upper body was a vision of fertile perfection. Pale skin so smooth it looked almost luminous, long dark hair cascading like midnight silk over her shoulders and down to the swell of her massive breasts. Those heavy, round tits strained against the thin white silk wrapping she wore, the fabric so fine it was nearly translucent, hinting at the dark pink of her wide areolas beneath. Her waist was slim and toned, flaring dramatically into wide, breeding-ready hips and thick, powerful thighs that promised to crush a man between them in ecstasy. And her ass… gods above, that ass. Plump, perfectly round, with just the slightest vestigial bulge that echoed her spider heritage — full, juicy cheeks that jiggled subtly with every precise step of her human legs, the kind of ass that made my mouth water and my balls tighten instantly.
 
Her glowing red eyes met mine, calm and composed, a slight, knowing smile curving her full lips. She was thirty, same as me, and carried herself with the quiet confidence of a master huntress and architect.
 
“Dickard Brieder,” she said, her voice smooth as warmed honey, with just a faint silky hiss at the edges. “The human researcher who specializes in… intimate hybrid studies. Welcome to Webbos.”
 
I swallowed, trying not to let my gaze drop too obviously to the deep valley of her cleavage or the way her wide hips swayed. “Ara. It’s an honor. Your settlement is breathtaking. The silkwork… I’ve never seen anything like it.”
 
She tilted her head, one of her spider legs rising elegantly to brush a stray leaf from my shoulder. The tip was cool and smooth against my skin, sending a shiver down my spine. “We take pride in our craft. Everything here is strong enough to hold the weight of a dozen warriors… yet soft enough to cradle a lover.” Her red eyes flicked down my body for a brief, appraising moment, lingering at the growing bulge in my trousers. “I volunteered for your research. Human-arachne hybrids. I hope you’re… up to the task.”
 
The teasing lilt in her voice made my cock twitch visibly. She noticed, of course. Arachnades were always in control.
 
“I’ve studied your kind before,” I replied, stepping closer, inhaling her scent — clean silk, faint musk, and something warmer, sweeter, like heated honey. “But never one as beautiful as you. Your body… it’s built for breeding, Ara. Those hips, that ass… I can already imagine how perfectly you’ll take my seed.”
 
A soft, composed laugh escaped her. She turned, gesturing for me to follow with one graceful spider leg. “Flattery from a human who beds monster girls for a living? How charming. Come. My home is this way. We can discuss the details… intimately.”
 
I followed her through the web-bridges and spiraling pathways, my eyes glued to the hypnotic sway of her thick thighs and that perfect, round ass. Each step made her cheeks shift and bounce subtly, the vestigial spider-sac curve making her lower body look even more fertile and fuckable. Her six spider legs moved with elegant precision, sometimes brushing against branches or steadying her on uneven silk surfaces. I imagined those sharp tips teasing along my skin later… or pinning me down while she rode me.
 
Her home was nestled deep inside the hollow of a colossal tree. The entrance was a smooth, oval opening framed in hardened white silk, leading into a spacious, pristine chamber. The interior was almost entirely white — walls, floor, and ceiling all formed from layered, hardened webs that felt surprisingly warm and slightly springy under my boots. The minimalist beauty hit me immediately. No clutter, no unnecessary decoration. Just clean lines, soft ambient light filtering through translucent silk panels, and a large, circular sleeping platform in the center, piled with softer, fluffier webs that looked incredibly inviting.
 
It took a moment for my eyes to adjust to the overwhelming whiteness, but once they did, the simplicity became intoxicating. Like stepping into a pure, untouched space made only for pleasure and rest.
 
Ara turned to face me fully once we were inside. She gestured to the platform with one hand, while two of her spider legs curled elegantly behind her. “This is where the research will take place, Dickard. My body is yours to study tonight… and for as long as the experiment requires.” Her red eyes glowed brighter, calm but unmistakably hungry. “Strip. Let me see the tool you’ll be using to breed me.”
 
My heart pounded as I set my satchel aside and began undressing under her steady gaze. I peeled off my shirt, revealing my strong, healthy chest and arms. When my trousers came down, my cock sprang free — thick, veined, already leaking a bead of precum at the tip. I was rock hard, thirty years of ripe, fertile masculinity on full display for this beautiful arachne.
 
Ara’s eyes traced every inch of me with clinical yet lewd appreciation. She stepped closer, her massive breasts rising and falling with slow breaths. One delicate hand reached out, cool fingers wrapping around the base of my shaft. She gave a slow, testing squeeze, feeling my thickness and heat.
 
“Mmm… adequate girth. Good length. Healthy veins. You’re quite fertile, aren’t you, researcher?” she murmured, her thumb brushing over the sensitive head, spreading my precum. “I can smell it on you. Potent seed. I wonder how much you’ll pump into my womb before the night is over.”
 
Her touch was electric. I groaned softly, hips twitching forward instinctively. “Ara… your body is incredible. Those tits… that ass… I want to inspect every inch of you. Slowly. Thoroughly.”
 
She released my cock with a soft, satisfied hum and stepped back. With deliberate, graceful movements, she began to unwrap the thin silk cloth from her body. The fabric slid away like liquid, revealing her pale, flawless skin. Her massive breasts spilled free — heavy, round, and perfectly shaped, with wide, dark pink nipples already stiffening in the warm air. Her slim waist accentuated the dramatic flare of her wide, child-bearing hips. Thick, powerful thighs framed a smooth, hairless mound. And when she turned slightly, presenting her profile, that perfect round ass came into full view — plump cheeks with that subtle, delicious spider-sac curve that made her look built for taking deep, breeding thrusts.
 
Her six spider legs flexed and shifted behind her, elegant and deadly, adding to her otherworldly beauty.
 
“Inspect me then, Dickard,” she said calmly, spreading her legs a little wider and arching her back to push her chest and ass out toward me. “Touch. Feel. Learn my body. The research begins now.”
 
I moved forward, hands trembling with anticipation as I reached for her. My palms cupped the heavy weight of her breasts first, lifting and squeezing the soft, warm flesh. They overflowed my hands, so full and ripe. I thumbed her stiff nipples, rolling them until she let out a soft, controlled breath. Lower, my hands traced her slim waist, then gripped the wide swell of her hips, fingers digging into soft, yielding flesh. I turned her gently, groping the full globes of her ass, spreading her cheeks to admire the tight pink pucker of her asshole nestled between them and the plump, already glistening lips of her pussy below.
 
Her scent grew stronger — warm, musky, with that faint sweet silkiness.
 
“Fuck… your ass is perfect,” I growled, squeezing harder, watching the flesh dimple under my fingers. “And these hips… made for carrying hybrid young. I can’t wait to fill you, Ara.”
 
She remained composed, though her red eyes had begun to glow with deeper heat. “Then study me well tonight, researcher. Every hole. Every inch. I want your hands… and soon your cock… to know exactly how tight and sticky an arachne can be.”
 
The air between us crackled with anticipation. My cock throbbed painfully hard, precum dripping steadily now as I continued exploring her body — squeezing, stroking, learning every curve of this breathtaking arachne who had volunteered to be bred by me.
 
The research had truly begun.




Chapter 2: Naked Inspection – Exploring Her Body

Ara stood before me in the pristine white web-chamber, her glowing red eyes calm and steady, yet carrying an unmistakable undercurrent of predatory hunger. The minimalist beauty of her home only heightened the erotic contrast of her body. She didn’t hesitate. With graceful, deliberate movements, she let the last scraps of thin silk fall away completely, baring herself to me without a trace of shame.
 
Gods, she was breathtaking.
 
Her pale skin seemed to glow against the white surroundings, smooth and flawless as fresh cream. Long, dark hair cascaded over her shoulders, framing the heavy, mouth-watering swell of her massive breasts. Those tits were enormous — full, round, and heavy, each one easily more than a handful, with wide, dark-pink areolas and thick nipples that had already stiffened into tempting peaks in the warm air of the chamber. Her waist was slim and toned, a dramatic hourglass taper that flared out into wide, fertile hips built for breeding. Thick, powerful thighs framed a perfectly smooth, plump mound. And then there was her ass — that glorious, perfect round ass with its subtle vestigial bulge echoing her spider heritage. The cheeks were plump and juicy, the kind that would ripple beautifully under hard thrusts, the curve so deliciously full it made my cock throb painfully.
 
From her lower back sprouted six sleek, elegant spider legs — glossy black with faint crimson highlights along the joints. They shifted with quiet grace, the sharp tips clicking softly against the springy web floor. Deadly weapons, yet right now they only added to her otherworldly, erotic beauty.
 
“Inspect me thoroughly, Dickard,” Ara said, her voice smooth and composed, a faint silky hiss threading through the words. “Every curve. Every hole. This body is here for your research… and for breeding.”
 
My mouth went dry. My cock stood rock-hard, veins pulsing, the head already slick with a steady drip of precum. I stepped closer, the warm, slightly sweet scent of her filling my lungs — clean silk, warm feminine musk, and something richer, stickier.
 
I started with her breasts.
 
My hands cupped the heavy weight of her left tit first, lifting it, feeling its incredible softness and density. It overflowed my palm, warm and yielding, the skin silky-smooth. I squeezed gently, then firmer, watching the soft flesh bulge between my fingers. Ara’s breathing remained steady, but her nipple hardened further under my thumb as I rolled it slowly, tugging lightly. I moved to the other breast, weighing it, bouncing it slightly in my hand, marveling at how full and ripe they felt — perfect for nursing hybrid young… or for me to suckle from later.
 
“These tits are magnificent,” I growled, voice thick with lust. “So heavy… so fucking soft. I could bury my face in them for hours.”
 
A soft, composed hum escaped her. One of her spider legs rose gracefully and brushed along my side, the cool, smooth tip tracing my ribs. “They are sensitive. Continue.”
 
I did. My hands slid down her slim waist, fingers spanning the narrow taper before gripping the dramatic flare of her wide hips. The flesh was soft yet firm, perfect breeding hips that screamed fertility. I dug my fingers in, pulling her closer until my throbbing cock brushed against her smooth mound. The contact made me groan.
 
Lower still, I explored her thick thighs — powerful, plush, the kind that could lock around a man and never let go. I squeezed the soft meat, feeling the strength beneath the yielding fat. Then I turned her slowly, my hands never leaving her body.
 
And there it was — her ass in all its glory.
 
I dropped to my knees behind her, both hands gripping the full, round cheeks and spreading them wide. The sight made my cock jerk hard. Her ass was heavenly: plump, pale globes with that subtle, delicious spider-sac curve that made her lower body look even more voluptuous. Nestled between the cheeks was her tight, pink asshole — a perfect little pucker, already twitching slightly under my gaze. Below it, her pussy lips were plump and smooth, already glistening with arousal, a thin strand of clear, silky fluid stretching between them.
 
“Fuck… look at this ass,” I breathed, squeezing harder, watching the flesh dimple and jiggle. “So round. So perfect. This is the kind of ass a man dreams of claiming.”
 
Ara arched her back slightly, pushing her rear toward my face. “Admire it well, researcher. It is built to take you… deeply.”
 
I spread her cheeks wider, bringing my face closer. The scent was intoxicating — warm, musky, with that sweet silk undertone. Her asshole was a tight, delicate pink ring, and her pussy lips were swollen, the inner folds visibly slick. A thick, glistening strand of natural web-silk was already leaking from her cunt, clear and viscous, stretching in a shiny thread toward the floor.
 
She demonstrated without me asking.
 
With a soft, controlled breath, Ara flexed. A thin, silky strand of web shot from her fingertips first — delicate yet strong, wrapping loosely around my wrist like a teasing restraint. Then from her mouth, a finer thread that she caught on her tongue and let drip. But the real show came from below.
 
I watched, mesmerized, as her pussy lips parted slightly and a thin, glistening ribbon of silk-web fluid oozed out, followed by a deliberate, controlled squirt of finer strands directly from her cunt. The same happened at her asshole — a tiny, silky web-thread emerged from the tight pucker, adding to the sticky sheen already coating her holes.
 
“Arachne females produce silk from multiple glands,” she explained calmly, though her red eyes had begun to glow hotter. “Including these. It makes penetration… deliciously frictional. Sticky. Addictive.”
 
My hands trembled with raw lust. I brought two fingers to her dripping pussy first, tracing the plump lips, feeling the incredible heat radiating from her core. The natural web-silk coated my fingertips instantly — warm, velvety, and incredibly sticky, like the finest erotic lubricant mixed with warm honey. I circled her swollen clit, then slid one thick finger slowly between her folds.
 
The sensation was mind-blowing.
 
Her pussy was scorching hot, velvety soft inside, yet the silky web-fluid added a clinging, frictional stickiness that made every millimeter of movement feel intensely pleasurable. The walls seemed to pulse and grip, sucking my finger deeper with wet, sticky sounds. I pushed in to the second knuckle, then the third, feeling her tight channel clench and ripple around me.
 
“Gods… it’s so fucking tight,” I groaned, shuddering. “Hot… velvety… and this silk… it’s clinging to me, pulling me in. I’ve never felt anything like it.”
 
Ara remained composed, but a soft exhale escaped her lips. “Deeper. Feel how it coats you.”
 
I added a second finger, stretching her slightly. The sticky friction intensified, lewd wet sounds filling the white chamber as I slowly pumped in and out. Every withdrawal dragged clinging strands of her web-silk with it, stretching in shiny threads between my fingers and her plump cunt lips.
 
Then I moved higher — or rather, lower — to her perfect pink asshole.
 
I kept one hand on her pussy, slowly fingering her, while my other hand spread her cheek wider. The tight little ring glistened with its own silky secretion. I pressed the pad of my middle finger against it, feeling the incredible heat and the velvety give. With gentle pressure, I pushed inside.
 
Her asshole was even tighter.
 
Scorching hot, silky-smooth walls that gripped like a vice, coated in that same delicious web-fluid. The stickiness made every tiny movement feel magnified — the friction deliciously intense, the sensation addictive. I slid the finger deeper, feeling her anal channel pulse and flutter around the intrusion, the silky web making it feel like her ass was sucking and massaging me at the same time.
 
I shuddered hard, cock leaking profusely now, balls aching with the need to breed this perfect arachne.
 
“Both holes… so fucking perfect,” I growled, voice rough with lust. “Hot, tight, velvety… and this sticky silk makes it obscene. I can already imagine how my cock will feel buried inside you. How it will grip and pull and milk me dry.”
 
Ara’s six spider legs shifted elegantly, one of the sharp tips brushing lightly along my shoulder in a teasing caress. Her voice remained calm and in control, though a faint flush had appeared on her pale cheeks.
 
“Study them well, Dickard. Touch. Probe. Learn exactly how sticky and addictive an arachne’s cunt and ass can be. Because soon… you will be breeding me with that thick, fertile human cock.”
 
I continued my inspection, fingers slowly working both her dripping, web-slick pussy and her tight, silky asshole, lost in the delicious, mind-melting sensations. My body burned with raw, breeding lust. I was already aching — desperately — to sink every inch of myself inside her and fill her womb with my potent seed.
 
The research had only just begun, and I was already addicted.




Chapter 3: Deep Kisses and Double Hole Fingering

My fingers were still buried deep inside Ara — one thick digit slowly pumping in and out of her scorching, web-slick pussy, the other buried knuckle-deep in the impossibly tight heat of her velvety asshole — when she turned in my arms with that same calm, predatory grace. Her glowing red eyes locked onto mine, half-lidded now with building heat, and she spoke in that smooth, silky voice that sent shivers straight to my aching cock.
 
“Enough inspection, researcher,” she murmured, the faintest hint of a smile curving her full lips. “It is time you tasted an arachne’s kiss.”
 
Before I could respond, Ara’s hands slid up my chest, cool fingers gripping the back of my neck with surprising strength. She pulled me down to her height and crushed her mouth against mine in our first real kiss.
 
It was hungry. Immediate. Devouring.
 
Her lips were soft and plush, warmer than I expected, and they parted instantly to let her tongue surge forward. And what a tongue it was — long, flexible, and slightly rough along the top like fine velvet or the gentlest rasp of silk. It wasn’t a human tongue; it was longer, more agile, capable of wrapping and stroking in ways that made my brain short-circuit. The moment it slid into my mouth it explored with deliberate hunger — curling around my own tongue, licking along the roof of my mouth, teasing the sensitive underside with slow, dragging strokes that sent sparks of pleasure straight down to my throbbing cock.
 
I groaned deeply into the kiss, my free hand coming up to cup the back of her head, fingers tangling in her long, dark hair. Ara tasted faintly sweet, like warm honey mixed with that clean, silky musk that seemed to permeate everything about her. Our tongues tangled, slick and wet, the kiss growing messier and more desperate by the second. Saliva mixed with the faint silky residue from her mouth, making every slide of lips and tongue feel obscenely smooth and intimate.
 
While our mouths devoured each other, I never stopped working her holes.
 
My right hand stayed buried between her thick thighs, two thick fingers now plunging steadily into her dripping pussy. The silky web-fluid coating her inner walls made every thrust wetter, stickier, and tighter. Lewd, squelching sounds filled the pristine white chamber as I pumped in and out, the viscous fluid clinging to my fingers like warm, living glue. Every time I pulled back, shiny strands of her natural silk stretched between my knuckles and her plump, swollen cunt lips, only to snap or stretch further when I drove back inside. Her pussy was scorching hot, the velvety walls rippling and sucking greedily around my invading digits, the friction deliciously intense because of that sticky coating.
 
My left hand remained at her perfect ass, one thick finger buried deep in her tight pink asshole. The sensation there was even more sinful. Her anal channel gripped me like a vice — blazing hot, silky-smooth, and coated in its own thinner, more slippery web-silk that made every tiny movement feel magnified. I could feel the delicate ring of muscle fluttering and clenching around my finger as I slowly worked it deeper, curling and scissoring gently to stretch her open. The dual sensations — my fingers plunging into both her greedy cunt and her clenching ass at the same time — were driving me insane with lust. My cock stood painfully hard between us, leaking a steady stream of precum that smeared against her smooth belly and the underside of her massive breasts.
 
Ara remained composed at first, her kiss controlled and masterful even as her long tongue fucked my mouth with slow, dominating strokes. But I could feel her body reacting. Her thick thighs trembled slightly. Her massive tits pressed heavily against my chest, stiff nipples dragging across my skin with every shared breath. And then — the most beautiful sound — a soft, throaty moan vibrated into my mouth as I curled both fingers at once.
 
I found her sensitive spots with practiced precision.
 
Inside her pussy, I hooked my fingers upward, rubbing firmly against that spongy, ridged patch along her front wall. At the same time, my finger in her ass pressed deeper, stroking the thin wall that separated the two holes, feeling the pressure from both sides. The dual stimulation made her hips jerk forward involuntarily. Her long tongue stuttered in my mouth for a moment before she recovered, kissing me harder, almost aggressively, as if to reassert control.
 
“Mmmph…” The moan slipped out again, muffled against my lips, sweeter and more desperate this time.
 
Her six sleek spider legs twitched elegantly behind her. The glossy black limbs shifted and flexed with restrained pleasure, the sharp tips clicking softly against the springy web floor. One of them rose gracefully and brushed along my spine, the cool, smooth chitin sending shivers through me. Another leg curled around my waist lightly, the delicate tip tracing teasing circles just above my ass — a silent promise of what those sharp points could do later.
 
Even as pleasure built in her, Ara asserted her gentle control.
 
Thin, silky threads began to shoot from her fingertips. With precise, almost playful flicks, she wrapped delicate strands of web around my wrists — not tight enough to truly bind me, but enough to remind me who was truly in control here. The silk was warm, slightly sticky, and incredibly strong despite its fineness. It tugged lightly every time I thrust my fingers deeper into her holes, creating a delicious feedback loop. She was pleasuring herself on my hand while simultaneously restraining me just enough to keep the upper hand.
 
The sensation of her web wrapping my skin only made me finger her harder.
 
I plunged both sets of fingers faster now, alternating between deep, grinding thrusts and quick, curling rubs against her most sensitive spots. Her pussy made wet, obscene squelching noises around my digits, the silky web-fluid coating my entire hand and dripping down my wrist in shiny strands. Her asshole clenched rhythmically, the tight ring sucking my finger deeper with every plunge, the velvety friction driving me wild with the need to replace my fingers with my cock.
 
Our kiss grew sloppier, hungrier. Ara’s long, rough tongue wrapped fully around mine, stroking and sucking it like she was practicing for my cock. Saliva dribbled down our chins. Her massive breasts heaved against me, nipples rock-hard and begging to be sucked. I could feel her thick thighs trembling harder now, her wide hips rolling subtly to meet every thrust of my fingers.
 
She broke the kiss for just a moment, lips glistening, red eyes glowing with barely-contained fire. Her voice was still mostly composed, but there was a breathy edge to it now.
 
“You finger me so well, Dickard… Both holes at once… feeling how sticky and hot an arachne can be…” She leaned in again, nipping my lower lip with sharp teeth before her tongue surged back into my mouth. “Keep going. Make me moan louder into your mouth. I want to feel your lust while I keep you… leashed.”
 
Another thin strand of silk shot from her fingertip and wrapped around my right wrist, tugging it deeper between her thighs as if demanding I finger her pussy harder. I obeyed instantly, adding a third finger to her cunt, stretching the sticky, velvety walls wider. The added girth made her gasp softly into the kiss — a beautiful, muffled sound of pleasure that sent a fresh surge of precum oozing from my cock.
 
Her spider legs continued their elegant dance of pleasure. Two of them now rested lightly on my shoulders, the sharp tips pressing just enough to remind me of their deadliness while the smooth segments stroked my skin in soothing, teasing caresses. One leg even slid lower, the delicate tip tracing along the curve of my ass cheek — not penetrating, just teasing the sensitive skin around my own hole, sending jolts of electric pleasure through me.
 
I was lost in her.
 
The taste of her mouth, the scorching heat and sticky silk of both her holes gripping and milking my fingers, the soft moans she finally allowed to spill freely into our messy kiss, the gentle but firm silk bindings around my wrists — everything combined into an overwhelming sensory storm of lust. My balls ached heavily, my cock throbbed angrily between us, desperate to breed this perfect arachne who remained so beautifully in control even as her body began to surrender to the pleasure I was forcing upon her.
 
Ara’s long tongue curled around mine once more, sucking it deep as her pussy and asshole clenched hard around my invading fingers. Another soft, delicious moan vibrated straight into my mouth.
 
The research was becoming dangerously addictive.




Chapter 4: Worshipping Her Ass and Heavenly Piss – 69

The kiss finally broke with a wet, gasping sound, strands of saliva and silky residue connecting our lips for a moment before snapping. Ara’s glowing red eyes burned down at me, her breathing still composed but heavier now, her massive breasts rising and falling with each inhale. My fingers were slick and shiny with her web-fluid, both her pussy and asshole still twitching from the thorough fingering I had given them. But I needed more. I needed to taste her.
 
“On the platform,” I growled, voice rough with lust. “I want to worship that perfect ass of yours.”
 
A slow, knowing smile curved her full lips. Without a word, Ara turned and moved toward the large circular sleeping platform piled high with soft, fluffy webs. She climbed onto it on all fours, presenting herself to me like a queen offering a feast. Her thick thighs spread slightly, her wide hips flared, and that glorious, heavenly ass rose high in the air — plump, pale cheeks parted just enough to reveal the tight pink pucker of her anus and the dripping, swollen lips of her pussy below. The subtle vestigial bulge of her spider-sac curve made her rear look even fuller, even more fuckable. Her six sleek spider legs flexed gracefully behind her, the sharp tips sinking lightly into the silky bedding.
 
I climbed up behind her immediately, hands gripping her full cheeks and spreading them wide. The sight made my cock throb violently.
 
“Fuck… this ass is heaven,” I breathed.
 
I buried my face between her heavenly cheeks without hesitation. My tongue dragged slowly from the bottom of her dripping pussy all the way up to her tight little asshole, tasting the sweet, silky web-fluid mixed with her rich feminine musk. Her anus was hot against my tongue — a perfect, wrinkled pink ring that fluttered at the first broad lick. I circled it slowly, savoring the clean, slightly musky flavor that was uniquely hers, then pressed the tip of my tongue firmly against the center and pushed inside.
 
Ara let out a soft, controlled exhale that sounded almost like a purr. She pushed her ass back against my face, grinding slowly, smothering me in soft, warm flesh. I licked and sucked hungrily at her tight hole, tongue fucking in and out in wet, obscene strokes while my nose pressed against her dripping cunt. The taste was addictive — warm, silky, with that faint sweet-silk undertone that made me groan deeply into her ass. I sucked harder, lips sealed around her pucker, tongue spearing deeper as I devoured her most private place.
 
“Mmm… good boy,” she murmured, voice still calm but laced with pleasure. “Worship it properly.”
 
Her hips rolled more deliberately now, grinding her perfect round ass against my face, smothering me in plush cheeks while my tongue worked her asshole with sloppy, devoted strokes. I could feel her spider legs shifting above me, one of them gently stroking along my back in approval.
 
Then she moved.
 
With graceful strength, Ara turned and pushed me onto my back on the soft web platform. Before I could protest, she swung one thick thigh over my head and lowered herself. Facesitting me.
 
Her perfect, heavy ass descended directly onto my face, enveloping me completely in warm, soft flesh. My world became nothing but Ara — the weight of her plump cheeks pressing down, the silky-smooth skin against my cheeks and forehead, the dripping heat of her pussy grinding against my nose and mouth. Her tight asshole rested right over my lips and tongue, and I immediately resumed licking and sucking it with renewed hunger, my hands reaching up to grip and spread her cheeks even wider.
 
She began to ride my face slowly, grinding her ass and cunt over my mouth and nose in deliberate, dominating circles. The scent was overwhelming — rich, feminine, silky. Her web-fluid smeared across my lips and chin in sticky strands. I was drowning in her, and I loved every second of it.
 
Then came the most heavenly part.
 
Ara’s voice floated down, calm and teasing. “Open wide, researcher. Drink.”
 
I barely had time to obey before she relaxed. A hot, steady stream of her warm piss began to flow directly into my open mouth.
 
It was divine.
 
Her piss was warm, almost hot, with a fragrant, slightly sweet and musky flavor that hit my tongue like the finest nectar. It wasn’t bitter or acrid like some women’s — it was rich, clean, with that unmistakable silky-sweet undertone that made it the most delicious thing I had ever tasted. I swallowed greedily, gulping down every drop as she released freely, the golden stream splashing against my tongue and filling my mouth again and again. Some of it overflowed my lips, running down my chin and neck, but I drank as much as I could, moaning loudly into her ass while my tongue continued to lap at her twitching asshole between swallows.
 
Ara moaned softly above me — a beautiful, throaty sound — as she continued to piss into my mouth, her hips rocking gently to make sure every drop found its way down my throat. “That’s it… drink my piss like a good human toilet. It tastes good, doesn’t it? My warm, fragrant gift for you…”
 
I shuddered hard beneath her, cock leaking profusely onto my stomach. The taste was heavenlier than any wine in Lustopia. Sweet. Musky. Addictively delicious. I kept swallowing, tongue flicking against her pucker as the stream finally slowed to a trickle. I licked her clean afterward, sucking the last drops from her urethra and asshole with devoted hunger.
 
Before I could catch my breath, Ara shifted again, turning around into a perfect 69 position. Her dripping pussy and freshly licked asshole hovered directly over my face once more, while her upper body lowered toward my throbbing, neglected cock.
 
I dove in immediately.
 
My mouth latched onto her swollen pussy lips, tongue plunging deep into her hot, velvety cunt while my nose pressed against her tight asshole. I devoured her greedily — licking, sucking, tongue-fucking her sticky, web-slick hole with wet, slurping sounds. At the same time, I reached up and spread her cheeks again, pressing my tongue up to rim her asshole in broad, hungry strokes while my lips sucked on her dripping folds.
 
Ara took my cock into her mouth with expert precision.
 
Her lips sealed around the head first, sucking gently before sliding down my thick shaft in one smooth, deep motion. She took me all the way to the back of her throat without gagging, her long, flexible, slightly rough tongue wrapping around my cock like a living silk ribbon. It coiled and stroked every vein, squeezing and massaging my length as she began to bob her head with slow, deliberate sucks. The sensation was mind-melting — wet heat, tight throat, and that incredible tongue stroking and wrapping me from every angle.
 
Her spider legs joined in.
 
The six sleek limbs stroked gently over my body — two caressing my thighs, one wrapping lightly around my balls and massaging them, another tracing delicate patterns along my chest and nipples. The sharp tips never hurt, only teased with precise, controlled touches that heightened every sensation. One leg even slid between my legs, the smooth segment brushing teasingly against my own asshole, sending jolts of pleasure through me as she sucked my cock deeper.
 
We lost ourselves in the passionate 69.
 
I devoured her pussy and ass with sloppy, hungry abandon — tongue alternating between plunging into her sticky cunt and rimming her tight, twitching hole, drinking every drop of her web-fluid and leftover piss. Ara sucked me expertly, her long tongue wrapping and stroking my cock while her throat milked the head, saliva and silky residue dripping down my balls. Her spider legs continued their gentle, erotic stroking all over my body, keeping me on edge without letting me tip over.
 
The sounds were obscene — wet slurping, sucking, moaning, the occasional soft hiss of pleasure from Ara. Her thick thighs trembled around my head as I worshipped her holes, her massive breasts pressing against my stomach as she deepthroated me with perfect control.
 
I was in paradise.
 
Drinking her heavenly piss, smothered by her perfect ass, devouring her dripping cunt and tight anus while she sucked my cock with that incredible tongue and stroked me with her elegant spider legs… it was the most delicious, intense pleasure I had ever experienced.
 
And the research was only getting better.




Chapter 5: First Vaginal Breeding – Explosive Squirting

The 69 left both of us panting and glistening with fluids. Ara’s long, dark hair was slightly tousled, her pale skin flushed with a delicate pink, and her glowing red eyes had taken on a deeper, more feral glow. My cock was slick with her saliva and silky residue, throbbing angrily, veins pulsing with desperate need. I could still taste her heavenly piss and the addictive sweetness of her cunt and ass on my tongue. Enough teasing. Enough worship.
 
It was time to breed her.
 
I grabbed Ara by her wide, fertile hips and flipped her onto her back on the soft web platform. She landed with a graceful bounce, her massive breasts jiggling heavily, dark pink nipples stiff and begging for attention. Her thick thighs spread wide instinctively, presenting her dripping, swollen pussy to me like an offering. The plump lips glistened with a thick coating of her natural web-silk fluid, shiny strands already stretching between her folds. Her tight pink asshole winked just below, still wet from my tongue.
 
“Fuck me, Dickard,” she said, voice still mostly composed, though there was a husky edge to it now. “Breed this arachne cunt. Fill my womb with your potent human seed.”
 
I didn’t need to be told twice.
 
Positioning myself between her powerful thighs, I gripped my thick, leaking cock and rubbed the swollen head up and down her slick slit. The moment the sensitive tip kissed her scorching entrance, the heat made me groan. Her web-fluid coated me instantly — warm, sticky, velvety — turning the simple contact into pure sin. I pushed forward.
 
The first inch sank in with delicious resistance.
 
Her pussy was impossibly tight. Scorching hot. The silky inner walls gripped me like a living vice, and the sticky web-silk made every millimeter feel magnified. It wasn’t just wet — it was clinging, frictional, sucking me deeper with wet, obscene squelching sounds. I growled low in my throat and thrust harder, burying half my cock in one rough push. The friction was mind-melting. Every ridge and vein of my shaft dragged against her velvety, silk-coated walls, sending lightning bolts of pleasure straight up my spine.
 
“Fuuuuck… Ara… your cunt is perfect,” I snarled, voice rough and bestial. “So tight… so fucking hot and sticky… it’s sucking me in.”
 
Ara’s red eyes fluttered but she kept her composure at first, lips parted in a soft exhale. Her six spider legs flexed behind her, elegant and controlled. “Deeper. Give me all of it, researcher.”
 
I pulled back slightly, the sticky web-fluid dragging shiny strands along my shaft, then slammed forward with a powerful, hips-snapping thrust. This time I buried every thick inch to the hilt. My heavy balls slapped wetly against her ass as I bottomed out inside her womb. The sensation was indescribable — her pussy clenched and rippled around me, the silky walls massaging every inch while the web-silk added that delicious, clinging friction that made every movement feel better than the last.
 
I started fucking her with raw, bestial need.
 
Long, deep strokes at first — pulling almost all the way out until just the head remained trapped in her tight entrance, then slamming back in with enough force to make her massive tits bounce wildly. The wet, lewd sounds of my cock pistoning into her sticky cunt filled the white chamber: schlick-schlick-schlick. Every thrust dragged more of her web-fluid out, coating my balls and dripping down to soak her tight asshole. The friction was insane. Her pussy felt like it was custom-made to milk me — hot, velvety, and that sticky silk turning every plunge into pure ecstasy.
 
I grew rougher.
 
My hands gripped her wide hips hard enough to leave marks on her pale skin. I pounded into her with bestial intensity, hips snapping forward, cock spearing deep into her womb with every thrust. Her thick thighs quivered around me. I leaned down, capturing one of her stiff nipples in my mouth and sucking hard while I fucked her senseless. My free hand mauled her other heavy breast, squeezing the soft flesh roughly.
 
Ara’s composure began to crack.
 
At first she remained elegant, her spider legs twitching only slightly with each deep thrust. But as I rutted into her harder, faster, her breathing grew ragged. Soft, throaty moans started escaping her lips — beautiful, controlled sounds that grew louder and more desperate. Her red eyes glowed brighter, almost luminescent now.
 
“Yes… harder… breed me, Dickard… fill this arachne pussy,” she gasped, her usual calm fracturing.
 
I obliged with primal ferocity.
 
I hooked her thick thighs over my arms, folding her slightly and driving down into her with deep, punishing strokes. The new angle let me grind against her most sensitive spot with every thrust. The sticky web-fluid made the friction even more intense — it felt like her cunt was sucking and pulling on my cock, trying to keep me buried inside her forever. My balls tightened, heavy and full, slapping wetly against her ass with every brutal plunge.
 
Ara’s moans turned into sharp cries of pleasure. Her spider legs lost their elegant restraint — they wrapped around my waist and back, the smooth segments pulling me deeper while the sharp tips pressed lightly against my skin, not piercing, but reminding me of her deadly nature even as she surrendered to the fucking.
 
The pressure built fast.
 
Her pussy began to flutter and clench wildly around my pistoning cock. The velvety walls rippled, the sticky silk amplifying every sensation until it felt like my entire shaft was being massaged by molten honey.
 
“I’m… going to… cum…” she hissed, red eyes blazing.
 
I fucked her even harder, bestial grunts escaping me as I pounded her womb. “Then squirt for me, Ara. Soak my cock while I breed you.”
 
With a sudden, powerful cry, Ara lost control completely.
 
Her pussy clamped down like a vice and exploded.
 
A hot, powerful gush of girl-cum squirted violently around my thrusting cock, spraying out in forceful jets that soaked my abs, my balls, and the web platform beneath us. The sensation was overwhelming — her cunt spasmed and milked me in rhythmic, squirting pulses while the sticky web-fluid mixed with her squirt, making everything even wetter and slicker. She kept squirting, wave after wave, her thick thighs shaking, spider legs tightening possessively around me as her body surrendered to pure ecstasy.
 
The sight and feel of her squirting so powerfully pushed me over the edge.
 
With a deep, guttural roar I buried myself to the hilt and came.
 
Thick, potent ropes of cum erupted from my cock, flooding her womb in heavy, pulsing jets. I kept thrusting through my orgasm, grinding deep as I pumped load after load of fertile human seed into her tight, squirting arachne cunt. The sticky silk made my cum feel even thicker inside her, mixing with her juices in a creamy, breeding mess.
 
We stayed locked together, my cock buried balls-deep inside her still-spasming pussy, her powerful squirt slowly subsiding into gentle pulses. Ara’s red eyes glowed with intense pleasure, brighter than I had ever seen them. Her six spider legs wrapped fully around my body now — two around my waist, two around my back, and two gently stroking my sides — holding me possessively against her as we both panted for breath.
 
Her silky walls continued to flutter and milk my softening cock, drawing out every last drop of cum into her womb.
 
I leaned down, pressing my forehead against hers, our breaths mingling.
 
“That was… incredible,” I whispered hoarsely, still buried inside her. “Your pussy… the way it squeezed and squirted… I’ve never felt anything like it.”
 
Ara’s voice returned, still a little breathless but regaining some of her calm composure. “You bred me well, Dickard. My womb is full of your seed. But we are only getting started.”
 
Her spider legs tightened around me possessively, as if reluctant to let me pull out even an inch.
 
The first vaginal breeding was complete… and the addictive friction of her sticky, velvety cunt had already ruined me for any other woman.




Chapter 6: Claiming Her Ass – Piss While Anal

My cock was still buried deep inside Ara’s twitching, cum-filled pussy, her silky walls fluttering around me as the last weak pulses of her powerful squirt faded. Thick white seed leaked slowly from where we were joined, mixing with her sticky web-fluid in a creamy mess that dripped down to coat her tight pink asshole. Her red eyes glowed with lingering pleasure, and her six spider legs remained wrapped possessively around my body, holding me close.
 
But I wasn’t done. Not even close.
 
I pulled out of her cunt with a wet, obscene schlorp, a thick glob of my cum oozing from her stretched hole. Ara let out a soft, controlled sigh at the sudden emptiness. I flipped her onto her stomach with rough hands, yanking her wide hips up so that perfect, round ass was presented high in the air for me. Those plump, pale cheeks spread naturally, revealing her glistening, cum-smeared asshole — the tight little pink pucker still twitching from the earlier fingering and rimming.
 
“Time to claim this heavenly ass,” I growled, voice thick and bestial with raw lust. “I’m going to fuck your arachne asshole deep and hard, Ara. Make it mine.”
 
She arched her back gracefully, pushing that delicious rear toward me. “Then take it, researcher. Breed my ass like the predator you are.”
 
I gripped her full cheeks and spread them wide, spitting a thick glob of saliva onto her tight ring for extra lubrication. The head of my still-hard, cum-slick cock pressed against her scorching asshole. Even after everything, her anal entrance was tighter than her pussy had been at first — a hot, silky vice that resisted for a moment before the slick mix of her web-fluid and my cum helped the fat head pop inside.
 
The sensation was mind-shattering.
 
Her asshole was even tighter and silkier than her cunt. Scorching hot, velvety-smooth walls that gripped every inch like they were trying to strangle my cock in the most delicious way possible. The natural web-silk coating her anal channel added that addictive, clinging friction — sticky, warm, and so intense that every millimeter I pushed in felt like pure ecstasy. I snarled and drove forward with a powerful thrust, burying half my thick length inside her virgin ass in one rough motion.
 
“Fuuuuck!” I roared. “Your ass is even better… so fucking tight… so silky and sticky… it’s milking me already.”
 
Ara moaned — a low, throaty sound that vibrated through her body. Her spider legs flexed sharply, the sharp tips digging lightly into the web platform. I didn’t give her time to adjust. I pulled back until just the head remained trapped in her clenching ring, then slammed forward again, driving deeper, claiming more of her anal virginity with every brutal thrust.
 
Soon I was fucking her ass with full, bestial strokes.
 
Long, powerful plunges that made her plump cheeks ripple and jiggle with every impact. My heavy balls slapped wetly against her dripping pussy lips as I ravaged her tight hole. The friction was insane — her silky anal walls gripped and massaged my cock from every angle, the sticky web-silk turning every thrust into a wet, clinging glide that made my eyes roll back. Lewd, squelching sounds filled the chamber: schlick-schlick-plap-plap. Every time I bottomed out, my cock ground deep inside her guts, stretching her open around my girth.
 
I grew rougher, more animalistic.
 
My hands gripped her wide hips like handles, fingers digging hard into soft flesh as I pounded her ass with savage intensity. I leaned over her, one hand fisting her long dark hair and yanking her head back slightly while I rutted into her like a beast in heat. Her massive breasts swayed and bounced beneath her with every punishing thrust. The sight of my thick cock disappearing between her perfect round cheeks, stretching her tight asshole wide, was pure filth.
 
“Yes… deeper… claim my ass, Dickard,” Ara moaned, her usual composure cracking further. Her voice had taken on a breathy, desperate edge that only fueled my lust.
 
Then the heavenly part began.
 
As I continued to ravage her asshole with deep, bestial strokes, Ara’s body tensed. A soft, hissing moan escaped her, and suddenly she released.
 
Warm piss started flowing freely from her cunt while I was balls-deep in her ass.
 
The hot, fragrant stream splashed directly against my heavy balls and thighs, drenching me in her golden nectar. It ran down my legs in rivulets, soaking the web platform beneath us. The sensation was heavenly — the warm liquid contrasting with the scorching tightness of her silky asshole, the slight pressure of her pissing adding an extra layer of delicious friction around my cock. Her piss was the same sweet, musky, addictive flavor I had drunk earlier, only now it was bathing my balls as I fucked her ass raw.
 
“Fuck… you’re pissing while I’m in your ass,” I snarled, pounding her even harder, the wet sounds turning sloppier and messier. “It feels so fucking good… your warm piss on my balls while your tight asshole milks me… you’re perfect.”
 
Ara moaned louder now, pushing her ass back to meet my thrusts. The warm stream continued to flow freely, splashing and spraying with every brutal impact of my hips. Some of it sprayed up onto my abs and dripped down my cock where it pistoned in and out of her stretched hole. The combination — the scorching, sticky tightness of her anal channel and the hot piss bathing my balls — pushed the pleasure into overwhelming territory. I fucked her harder, faster, grunting like an animal as I claimed her ass completely.
 
Her spider legs joined the torment.
 
While I ravaged her asshole, two of her sleek, elegant limbs slid back between my legs. The delicate, sharp tips traced teasing circles around my own tight asshole — light, precise touches that sent electric shivers racing up my spine. They didn’t penetrate, didn’t hurt — they simply stroked and teased the sensitive skin around my hole with expert control, the cool chitin contrasting with the burning heat of her ass and the warm piss still splashing over me. Every delicate brush of those tips made my cock throb harder inside her, making me pound her ass with renewed bestial fury.
 
“Harder… use my ass,” she gasped, red eyes glowing brightly. “Feel how my body serves you… even while I piss for you.”
 
I lost myself in the rough, primal fucking.
 
My hips snapped forward with savage force, cock spearing deep into her silky, web-coated asshole again and again. The friction was deliciously intense — her anal walls rippling and clenching around me, the sticky silk making every thrust feel like I was fucking molten velvet. Her warm piss kept flowing in spurts and streams, drenching my balls, thighs, and the base of my cock, turning the entire act into a messy, heavenly symphony of wet slaps, squelches, and her soft, broken moans.
 
I reached around and rubbed her swollen clit roughly while continuing to destroy her ass, feeling her body tremble harder. Her spider legs kept teasing my own asshole with those delicate tips, sending constant sparks of pleasure through me that made my thrusts even more brutal.
 
The sensation of claiming her anal virginity while she pissed freely around my pounding cock was beyond words — raw, filthy, addictive. Her tight, silky asshole gripped me like it never wanted to let go. The warm, fragrant piss splashing over my balls only heightened every thrust until I felt like I could fuck her ass for hours.
 
Ara’s moans grew louder, more uncontrolled, her spider legs twitching and stroking me as I continued to ravage her perfect round ass with deep, bestial strokes, lost in the heavenly feeling of her body surrendering completely to me.
 
The claiming had only just begun, and her asshole was already proving to be even more addictive than her pussy.




Chapter 7: Extended Breeding Weeks – Daily Rutting and Piss Drinking

The first night with Ara blurred into days, then weeks of pure, nonstop breeding in the pristine white web-home deep inside the ancient tree. Time lost meaning in Webbos. The only rhythm was the constant, addictive cycle of hunting, feeding, drinking, and ruthless fucking.
 
Every morning Ara would slip out of our soft web platform with graceful silence, her six sleek spider legs carrying her into the forest. I would watch from the entrance as she moved through the trees like a living shadow — deadly, elegant, and terrifyingly efficient. She returned each time with fresh game slung over her shoulder or cradled in silk-wrapped bundles: tender cuts of forest deer, plump birds, sweet berries, and exotic fruits that burst with juice on the tongue. She prepared simple, delicious meals with calm composure, feeding me with her own hands while her red eyes glowed with quiet satisfaction.
 
Then the real work began.
 
We fucked nonstop in every position imaginable.
 
Some days I would take her from behind on all fours, gripping her wide hips and pounding her sticky cunt with bestial savagery while her massive breasts swung heavily beneath her. The wet, obscene plap-plap-plap of my hips slamming into her perfect round ass echoed through the white chamber as I flooded her womb with thick ropes of cum again and again. Other mornings I would wake her by sliding into her tight, velvety pussy while she was still half-asleep, rutting into her with slow, deep strokes that gradually turned rough and desperate until she was moaning and squirting around my cock.
 
Evenings were for slower, cozier breeding. We would lie facing each other on the soft web bed, her thick thighs wrapped around my waist as I rocked deep inside her, grinding against her womb while we shared lazy, sloppy kisses. Her long, flexible tongue would curl around mine while her silky walls milked me dry, pulling load after load of potent seed into her eager arachne cunt.
 
We explored every kink that struck us.
 
Light web-bondage became a favorite. Ara would wrap delicate but incredibly strong silk threads around my wrists and ankles, pinning me spread-eagle on the platform while she rode me slowly, her massive tits bouncing in my face as she controlled the pace. Sometimes she would bind my arms behind my back and facesit me for long, smothering sessions, grinding her dripping pussy and tight asshole over my mouth until I was gasping for air and drowning in her sweet musk.
 
Double penetration play drove us both wild. While I was buried balls-deep in her cunt, she would slide two of her delicate spider leg tips — smooth and carefully controlled — alongside my cock, stretching her own pussy wider and creating an obscene, tight fullness that made her lose her composure and squirt violently. Other times she used her long fingers to tease my ass while I fucked her, or let one sharp-but-gentle spider leg tip circle my own hole, sending shivers through me as I pounded her harder.
 
But the true highlight of every single day became my favorite “drink.”
 
Ara’s warm, fragrant piss.
 
Whenever the urge struck her — which was often, especially after long hunts or intense fucking — I would drop to my knees in front of her like a devoted worshipper. She would stand over me with calm, regal grace, thick thighs parted, her plump pussy lips hovering just above my eager mouth. I would latch on desperately, sealing my lips around her urethra while looking up into her glowing red eyes.
 
Then she would release.
 
Hot, steady streams of her delicious piss flooded my mouth in powerful gushes. The taste was heavenly every single time — warm, slightly sweet, with that faint silky-musk flavor that made it better than any wine in Lustopia. I swallowed greedily, gulping down every drop as she pissed freely and copiously, turning me into her willing human toilet. Some days she would hold my head gently with one hand while flooding me, other times she would simply relax and let it splash messily over my face and chest when I couldn’t swallow fast enough. The warm liquid would run down my chin, soak my chest, and drip onto my hard cock, making me throb with perverse pleasure.
 
“Drink it all, my human toilet,” she would murmur softly, voice composed yet laced with possessive affection. “Every drop belongs to you now.”
 
I loved it. Craved it. After a while I started begging for it — kneeling the moment she returned from a hunt, mouth open, tongue extended, desperate for her warm gift.
 
We drank Webbos’ specialty wines too — rich, dark elixirs laced with tiny doses of arachnade poisons that gave a pleasant, tingling edge to every sensation. The mild venom made my skin more sensitive, my cock harder and more enduring, and heightened the sticky friction of Ara’s cunt and ass. We would share the wine from the same cup, then fuck even more ferociously while the pleasant buzz coursed through our veins.
 
The days blended into a cozy, filthy routine.
 
After she hunted, we would eat together in comfortable silence, her spider legs occasionally brushing against my leg under the low table. Then I would pull her into my lap and slide into her tight, cum-hungry pussy right there, breeding her slowly while we finished the meal. Later we would move to the platform for longer sessions — me rutting into her in missionary while her spider legs wrapped around me possessively, or her riding me reverse cowgirl so I could watch her perfect round ass bounce and ripple as she slammed down on my cock.
 
Cum flowed constantly into her eager pussy.
 
I lost count of how many loads I pumped into her over those weeks. Every position ended the same way: me roaring as I flooded her womb with thick, fertile seed, her silky walls milking me dry while her web-fluid mixed with my cum in creamy, overflowing creampies. Sometimes I would pull out just to watch my seed leak from her stretched cunt before pushing back in and fucking it deeper. Other times I would stay buried inside her for hours, cock softening and hardening again while we rested, only to start rutting once more.
 
One of the most intense pleasures came when she rode me.
 
Ara would straddle my hips, sink down onto my cock until I was balls-deep in her sticky heat, and then ride with controlled power. While she bounced, two of her sleek spider legs would slide behind me, the delicate sharp tips tracing teasing circles around my own asshole. The light, precise stimulation — never painful, always perfect — sent constant electric shivers through me, making my cock throb harder inside her and my thrusts upward more desperate and bestial.
 
“Feel that?” she would whisper, leaning down so her massive breasts pressed against my chest. “My legs teasing your tight little hole while your cock breeds my cunt… You belong to me as much as I belong to this experiment now.”
 
The cozy intimacy mixed perfectly with the raw filth.
 
We would fuck for hours, then rest tangled together — her spider legs draped over me like a living blanket, her head on my chest while I stroked her dark hair. Then we would start again. Facesitting sessions where I drank her piss straight from the source while she ground her ass on my face. Rough doggy-style breeding where I slapped her plump cheeks red and flooded her womb from behind. Slow, sensual sessions where I worshipped her massive tits, sucking her nipples while grinding deep inside her.
 
Through it all, Ara remained the calm, composed huntress, but I could see the growing possessiveness in her glowing red eyes. She hunted for me. She fed me. She let me drink from her body like a personal fountain. And every night she took my cum deep into her fertile womb, her silky pussy and tight asshole greedy for more.
 
The weeks passed in a haze of delicious, bestial rutting, warm piss drinking, poison-laced wine, and cozy, intimate moments between the savage breeding sessions.
 
My cock was almost constantly inside her. Her cunt was almost constantly full of my seed.
 
And I had never been happier in all my years as a monster researcher.
 
This was heaven in Lustopia — raw, messy, addictive, and perfectly ours.




Chapter 8: The Elder’s Advice – Web-Bound BDSM Breeding

After nearly a full month of nonstop breeding — daily creampies, endless piss drinking, and savage rutting in every position — Ara’s belly still showed no signs of swelling with hybrid eggs. The lack of confirmed pregnancy began to frustrate us both. On the advice of the locals, we sought out Elder Aronn, a small, sagacious arachnade male who had once been a mighty warrior and had successfully fathered several human-arachne hybrids in his younger years.
 
We met him in a quiet silk pavilion near the center of Webbos. The elder’s many eyes were kind but sharp as he listened to our situation. After a moment of thoughtful silence, he nodded slowly.
 
“The key is not more seed alone,” he said in a calm, raspy voice. “An arachne must feel like a true predator to conceive. Let her embrace her hunting nature fully. Let her bind you. Let her dominate. Only then will her body open completely to your offspring.”
 
His words hit deep. That night, back in our pristine white web-home, Ara’s glowing red eyes carried a new intensity. A faint, possessive smile played on her lips as she looked at me.
 
“Elder Aronn is wise,” she murmured, her voice smooth as silk but edged with something darker — jealousy, hunger, ownership. “Tonight, researcher… you are no longer in control. I will show you what it means to be bred by a true arachnade predator.”
 
Before I could respond, Ara moved with lightning grace. Thin but incredibly strong strands of silk shot from her fingertips and spinnerets. In moments she had me completely bound.
 
Strong, warm webs wrapped around my entire body, pinning my arms tightly to my sides and my legs together. Layer after layer of pristine white silk encased me from shoulders to ankles, leaving only my head and my throbbing, rock-hard cock completely exposed. The silk was tight enough that I could barely twitch, yet soft and slightly elastic against my skin. I was helpless — trussed up like prey caught in her web.
 
Ara stood over me on the circular platform, her massive breasts heaving, wide hips swaying, six sleek spider legs flexing with obvious excitement. Her red eyes glowed brighter than ever, a clear mix of lust and jealous possession burning in them.
 
“You’ve fucked so many monster girls for your precious research, haven’t you, Dickard?” she said, voice calm but laced with venomous sweetness. “Succubi, lamia, harpies… all of them have tasted this thick cock. Tonight I punish you for it. You belong to me now.”
 
She climbed onto the platform and straddled my bound body. Without warning, she sank down onto my cock in one smooth, merciless motion, taking every inch into her impossibly tight, sticky cunt. The velvety heat and clinging web-fluid gripped me like a vice as she bottomed out with a wet slap.
 
“Ahh… fuck!” I groaned, hips trying uselessly to buck against the tight silk bonds.
 
Ara began to ride me immediately — hard, fast, and without mercy. Her thick thighs flexed powerfully as she slammed herself up and down my shaft, her plump ass rippling with every brutal drop. The sticky friction of her silky pussy was even more intense than usual, the web-fluid making wet, obscene squelching sounds as she used my helpless cock like a toy. Her massive breasts bounced heavily in front of my face, dark nipples stiff and tempting.
 
“You like that?” she hissed, leaning down so her long dark hair curtained around us. “Being used while completely bound? This is what you get for breeding every monster slut in Lustopia.”
 
She rode me with savage intensity, grinding her clit against my pelvis on every downstroke. Her spider legs joined the torment — two of them pinning my shoulders harder into the web, while others stroked and teased my exposed skin. I could only lie there and take it, moaning helplessly as she fucked herself on my cock with bestial hunger.
 
Then she suddenly pulled off with a wet pop, leaving my cock glistening and twitching in the cool air. She shifted higher up my body, turned around, and lowered her perfect round ass directly onto my face.
 
“Eat,” she commanded.
 
I obeyed instantly, tongue plunging into her dripping pussy and tight asshole, licking and sucking with desperate hunger while she ground back against my mouth. Her silky web-fluid and leftover cum coated my tongue as I devoured her. After several long minutes of smothering facesitting, she lifted slightly, positioning her swollen cunt right over my open mouth.
 
“Time for your favorite drink, my human toilet,” she purred with dark satisfaction.
 
She released.
 
A long, powerful, continuous stream of her warm, fragrant piss flooded straight down my throat. The taste was heavenly — sweet, slightly musky, silky-rich nectar that I swallowed greedily, gulp after gulp, while bound and helpless beneath her. She pissed long and freely, the hot golden flow filling my mouth again and again. Some overflowed, running down my cheeks and neck, but I drank as much as I could, moaning loudly into her cunt as the delicious warmth filled my belly.
 
“Good boy… swallow every drop while I own you,” she moaned, her voice finally breaking with pleasure.
 
When the stream finally slowed, she shifted again, sliding back down and impaling herself on my cock once more. This time she rode me even harder, her sticky cunt slamming down with wet, punishing force. Her spider legs teased my bound body relentlessly — one delicate tip tracing circles around my nipples, another sliding between my legs to gently stroke and tease my own asshole with precise, feather-light touches.
 
The combination was too much.
 
Bound, helpless, face still wet with her piss, cock buried in her scorching, sticky depths while she rode me mercilessly and teased my ass — I came explosively.
 
Thick, powerful ropes of cum erupted from my cock, flooding her womb in heavy, pulsing jets. I roared into the silk bonds as my orgasm tore through me, hips jerking uselessly against the tight webs as I pumped load after load deep inside her.
 
Ara didn’t stop.
 
She kept riding through my orgasm, milking every drop with her clenching, web-slick pussy. Then she pulled off again, slid up my body, and took my cum-covered cock into her mouth. Her long, flexible tongue wrapped around my shaft, sucking and cleaning me with expert hunger while her spider legs continued teasing my nipples and asshole.
 
She edged me cruelly — bringing me back to full hardness with her throat and tongue, only to mount me again and ride me to another explosive orgasm. Over and over she used me: riding my cock mercilessly, facesitting and pissing down my throat, rimming my own asshole with her long tongue while stroking my cock, then mounting me once more.
 
Each time I came harder than the last, flooding her sticky cunt with more thick seed while completely at her mercy. Her jealous, possessive side showed clearly in every rough bounce of her hips and every teasing word.
 
“You will impregnate me tonight,” she growled between moans, slamming down onto my cock. “No more other monster girls. This cunt owns you now.”
 
By the end I had cum multiple times — explosively, helplessly — each load pumped deep into her greedy, web-coated pussy while I remained tightly bound in her strong silk. My body was drenched in sweat and her piss, my cock raw and twitching, my mind hazy with overwhelming pleasure.
 
Ara finally slowed, still impaled on my spent cock, her red eyes glowing with deep satisfaction and possessive affection. Her spider legs gently stroked my bound body as she leaned down to kiss me, tasting her own piss on my lips.
 
“You took your punishment well, my researcher,” she whispered. “Now… we will see if the predator inside me has finally accepted your seed.”
 
I lay there, completely spent, still trapped in her webs, cock buried in her cum-filled cunt, utterly owned by the beautiful, dangerous arachne.




Chapter 9: Pregnancy Revealed – Lactating, Piss-Soaked Breeding

A week after that intense, web-bound BDSM breeding session, the signs finally appeared.
 
Ara had been quieter than usual that morning, her six spider legs moving with unusual delicacy as she moved around our white silk home. When she returned from a short hunt, she stood before me with a rare, soft smile playing on her lips. One elegant hand rested on her lower belly, just above the subtle curve of her wide hips.
 
“I am pregnant, Dickard,” she announced calmly, though her glowing red eyes shone with deep satisfaction. “Your hybrid eggs are growing inside me. The Elder was right… once I embraced my predator nature and truly claimed you, my body accepted your seed.”
 
Joy and raw lust surged through me at once. I pulled her close, kissing her hungrily, my hands roaming over her pale skin. Ara melted into the kiss for a moment before pulling back slightly, her voice dropping into a softer, more vulnerable tone.
 
“The BDSM was… fun. I enjoyed binding and punishing you. But now…” She looked up at me, red eyes burning with need. “I want to be properly claimed by my strong human mate. No games tonight. Just you… taking me. Breeding me like I belong to you.”
 
Her words ignited something primal inside me.
 
I didn’t waste another second.
 
I lifted Ara and carried her to the large circular web platform, laying her down on her back. Her body had already begun changing with the pregnancy. Her massive breasts looked even fuller and heavier, the dark pink nipples noticeably swollen and already leaking tiny beads of warm, pearly breast milk. Her belly showed the faintest swell, and her wide hips and thick thighs seemed even more fertile and inviting. Her pussy was visibly wetter, glistening with fresh web-silk and arousal.
 
I climbed between her spread legs, my thick cock rock-hard and leaking. Gripping her thighs, I pushed them wide apart and slammed into her dripping cunt in one powerful, bestial thrust.
 
“Fuck… yes!” I snarled as her scorching, velvety pussy enveloped me. Even pregnant, she felt incredibly tight, the sticky web-fluid coating my shaft instantly and adding that delicious, clinging friction I had become addicted to.
 
I fucked her with raw, passionate intensity — long, deep strokes that bottomed out against her womb with every thrust. The wet, lewd sounds of my cock pounding into her sticky cunt filled the chamber. Ara moaned openly, her usual composure shattered by pregnancy hormones. She was even hornier than before, her body hypersensitive and greedy.
 
Her bladder was noticeably weaker too.
 
As I rutted into her harder, Ara’s eyes fluttered and she gasped, “I can’t… hold it…”
 
She didn’t even try.
 
Warm piss suddenly sprayed out around my pistoning cock in powerful, messy jets. The hot liquid splashed against my abs, soaked my balls, and ran down her ass in messy rivers. The sensation of her pissing freely while I destroyed her cunt was heavenly — warm, wet, and filthy. I pounded her even harder, using the extra lubrication to fuck her deeper and rougher.
 
At the same time, her swollen breasts began to leak more heavily. Thin streams of warm, sweet breast milk sprayed from her stiff nipples with every hard thrust, coating her pale tits and dripping down her sides.
 
I leaned down and latched onto one leaking nipple, sucking hard. Rich, warm milk flooded my mouth — sweet and creamy with a faint silky undertone. I drank greedily while continuing to slam into her pussy, swallowing her milk as I bred her.
 
“Yes… drink from me,” Ara moaned, voice breaking with pleasure. “I’m yours… claim your pregnant arachne.”
 
I switched between her breasts, sucking and biting her sensitive nipples while pounding her cunt senseless. Milk sprayed messily across my face and chest every time I pulled off to breathe. The entire scene was primal and filthy — her piss spraying around my cock, her milk soaking us both, her sticky pussy gripping and rippling around me.
 
I pulled out of her pussy with a wet pop and flipped her onto her hands and knees. Her pregnant belly hung slightly beneath her, heavy breasts swaying and dripping milk onto the web platform. I gripped her wide hips and slammed back inside her from behind, fucking her with bestial force. Her plump ass rippled with every savage impact as I railed her deep.
 
Her bladder gave out again.
 
Ara cried out in pleasure as she pissed hard while I fucked her, the warm stream spraying backward against my thighs and balls in messy spurts. I reached around and rubbed her swollen clit roughly, making her squirt and piss at the same time in violent, soaking bursts.
 
Not satisfied with just her cunt, I pulled out and pressed my cock against her tight asshole. With one rough thrust I claimed her ass again, burying myself balls-deep in her silky, velvety anal channel. The pregnancy seemed to make her even tighter back there. I ravaged her ass with deep, punishing strokes while reaching underneath to finger her dripping pussy.
 
Ara was a mess of fluids.
 
Warm breast milk sprayed freely from her nipples every time I bottomed out in her ass. Hot piss continued to leak and spray from her cunt, soaking my hand and balls as I destroyed both her holes. I leaned over her, one hand mauling a leaking tit and squeezing more milk out while I pounded her asshole raw.
 
“Mine,” I growled against her ear, voice rough and possessive. “This pregnant body is mine to breed and ruin.”
 
“Yes… harder… destroy my holes!” she moaned, her spider legs twitching and wrapping around my body as best they could in this position.
 
I switched back and forth between her pussy and ass, fucking both holes with savage, bestial passion. The sex was incredibly messy — the platform beneath us soaked with her piss, milk, web-fluid, and my precum. Every thrust made wet, filthy sounds. Milk sprayed in arcs when I squeezed her heavy breasts. Piss gushed out around my cock whenever her bladder spasmed.
 
I drank from her constantly.
 
Whenever I felt the urge, I would pull her up, latch onto her leaking nipples and suck down her warm milk while fingering her cunt or fucking her slowly. Other times I dropped lower and pressed my mouth to her pussy, drinking her piss directly while she moaned and sprayed into my throat.
 
The pregnancy had turned Ara into a primal, leaking, horny mess — and I loved every second of it.
 
I fucked her senseless for hours that night. Rough, passionate, bestial breeding that left her moaning and shaking. I filled her pussy and ass with multiple loads of thick cum, only to keep going, using her leaking, piss-soaked body without mercy.
 
By the end we were both drenched — covered in sweat, milk, piss, and cum. Ara’s red eyes glowed with deep satisfaction and submission as I held her close, my cock still buried in her cum-filled cunt, her spider legs wrapped weakly around me.
 
She had been properly claimed.
 
My pregnant arachne was hornier, wetter, and more delicious than ever — and I intended to keep ruining her holes until the day she laid our eggs.




Chapter 10: Egg-Laying and Passionate Farewell

Six months had passed in a haze of constant breeding, growing intimacy, and deepening obsession. Ara’s belly had swollen beautifully with our hybrid eggs, her already fertile body becoming even more voluptuous. Her massive breasts had grown heavier, constantly leaking warm milk, and her wide hips and perfect round ass seemed even more pronounced as she carried my young.
 
The day finally came.
 
Ara lay on the large circular web platform, her six sleek spider legs spread wide and trembling with exertion and pleasure. Her pale skin glistened with sweat, long dark hair plastered to her flushed face. Her glowing red eyes were half-lidded in ecstasy as the first contractions began.
 
“I’m laying them… ahh… watch me, Dickard,” she moaned, voice thick with lust rather than pain.
 
I knelt between her powerfully spread thighs, my hands gently but firmly holding her thick legs open. Her plump pussy lips were swollen and glistening, already leaking strands of silky web-fluid mixed with her arousal. With a deep, throaty moan that sounded more like pleasure than strain, Ara pushed.
 
The first egg emerged slowly, stretching her tight cunt beautifully. It was beautiful — a smooth, shiny pearl-like orb, slightly larger than a chicken egg, glistening with her natural fluids. Ara’s pussy stretched obscenely around it, the sight incredibly lewd and erotic. She cried out in ecstasy as the egg slid free with a wet pop, followed by a gush of her warm fluids. Her red eyes rolled back slightly, a powerful shudder running through her body as another contraction hit.
 
One by one, she pushed out five more perfect, lustrous pearl-like eggs. Each time she bore down, her cunt stretched wide, her moans turning into loud, shameless cries of pleasure. Her massive breasts bounced heavily with every push, spraying thin arcs of warm breast milk across her chest and belly. As the final egg slipped free from her twitching pussy, a powerful orgasm ripped through her. Ara squirted hard, clear fluid mixing with her silky web-fluid and splashing over the shiny eggs now resting safely on the soft web bedding.
 
The sight was one of the most erotic things I had ever witnessed — my beautiful arachne giving birth while moaning in pure pleasure, her body flushed and leaking.
 
“The eggs… they’re perfect,” I whispered, gently touching one of the warm, glossy orbs. “They’ll hatch in a few more months.”
 
Ara lay back, panting softly, a satisfied and tender smile on her lips. Her spider legs curled gently around the eggs, instinctively protecting them. “Your hybrid children… our children.”
 
With my research mission now complete, the reality settled heavily between us. I was scheduled to leave Webbos tomorrow morning for my next assignment — another monster girl, another corner of Lustopia.
 
That final night, we both knew we needed one last time together.
 
The farewell fuck was intense, desperate, and painfully passionate.
 
We came together like animals in heat. I pulled Ara into my arms and kissed her deeply, our tongues tangling with hungry urgency. My hands roamed over her body — squeezing her still-heavy, milk-leaking breasts, groping her wide hips, and spreading her thick thighs wide once more. Even after laying the eggs, her pussy felt miraculously tighter than before — hot, velvety, and incredibly snug, the silky walls gripping me with renewed greed.
 
I pushed her onto her back and sank into her in one rough, bestial thrust.
 
“Fuck… Ara… your cunt is even tighter now,” I groaned against her neck as I bottomed out deep inside her. The friction was mind-melting. Her sticky web-fluid coated me instantly, making every thrust wetter, hotter, and more delicious.
 
We rutted desperately.
 
There was no slow build-up tonight. I fucked her hard and deep from the very first stroke, hips slamming against her plump ass with raw, lusty force. Ara wrapped her arms and spider legs around me, pulling me closer as she moaned loudly into my ear. Her body was still hypersensitive from the egg-laying — every deep thrust made her cry out in pleasure.
 
Her bladder, still weak from pregnancy, gave out quickly.
 
As I pounded her mercilessly, Ara began pissing freely. Hot, fragrant streams sprayed out around my pistoning cock, splashing against my abs, soaking my balls, and drenching the web platform beneath us. The warm liquid mixed with her silky fluids, making every thrust even sloppier and more obscene.
 
At the same time, her heavy breasts sprayed warm breast milk with every brutal impact. Thin white streams arced from her swollen nipples, coating both our chests and faces as we rutted like beasts.
 
I leaned down and latched onto one leaking nipple, sucking hard while continuing to destroy her tight cunt. Sweet, warm milk flooded my mouth as I drank from her, never slowing my savage pace. Ara’s long fingers tangled in my hair, holding me against her breast while she moaned and pissed all over my cock.
 
We switched positions constantly in our desperation.
 
I took her from behind, gripping her wide hips and railing her doggy-style, watching her perfect round ass ripple with every punishing thrust. Milk sprayed onto the webs below while she pissed backward, soaking my thighs. Then I flipped her into missionary again, folding her legs back so I could drive even deeper, grinding against her womb with bestial need.
 
The entire night was messy, primal, and heavenly.
 
Her pussy clenched and fluttered around me, tighter than ever, the silky web-fluid and her constant squirting and pissing turning our joining into a wet, sticky paradise. I fucked her senseless, roaring as I pumped thick load after thick load of cum deep into her eager cunt. Ara came repeatedly — squirting violently around my cock, her red eyes glowing with overwhelming pleasure and emotion.
 
Between orgasms, we kissed desperately — sloppy, lust-filled kisses full of tongue and shared fluids. I drank more of her warm milk straight from the source and pressed my mouth to her cunt to swallow her piss whenever she needed release, turning the farewell into the filthiest, most intimate moment we had ever shared.
 
As the night deepened, our fucking grew slower but no less intense. I stayed buried inside her, grinding deep and passionate strokes while we stared into each other’s eyes. Tears glistened in Ara’s red gaze — not sadness exactly, but a heavy, sweet melancholy.
 
In the final moments, I fucked her with everything I had — rough, bestial, and full of lust. Ara’s spider legs tightened around me possessively as she cried out, pissing and spraying milk everywhere while her cunt milked me violently. I came explosively one last time, roaring as I flooded her tight, cum-hungry pussy with the biggest load of the night, filling her womb until my seed overflowed and mixed with her fluids.
 
Afterward, I gently licked her clean.
 
My tongue worshipped every inch of her spent body — lapping up the mixture of milk, piss, squirt, and cum from her swollen pussy, her tight asshole, her heavy breasts, and her pale thighs. Ara sighed softly in contentment, her spider legs gently stroking my hair as I cleaned her with devoted care.
 
When morning came, the farewell was quiet but heavy.
 
Ara stood at the edge of Webbos with me, composed once more, though her red eyes were softer than I had ever seen them. She wore a simple white silk wrapping that accentuated her beautiful curves. One of her spider legs reached out and brushed gently against my cheek in a tender caress.
 
“You gave me more than just eggs, Dickard Brieder,” she said quietly, voice smooth but warm. “You gave me pleasure, companionship… and a piece of your heart. Go safely to your next monster girl. But remember — part of you will always belong here with us.”
 
I pulled her into one last deep kiss, tasting her sweetness one final time. My chest felt tight as I stepped back.
 
“Goodbye, Ara. Take care of our eggs… and yourself.”
 
She smiled — calm, affectionate, and regal as ever. “Goodbye, my researcher. Go be the best at what you do.”
 
With a heavy heart but undeniable excitement burning in my veins, I turned and left Webbos behind. The forest path stretched before me toward new adventures and new monster girls waiting to be studied and bred.
 
As I walked, a small smile crept onto my face.
 
I truly had the best job in every universe there is.
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