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"There are no gods. Not for you, not anymore. There is only me."

Shiloth, the Spider Queen





Taken by the Spider Queen




Mace Riverstone was known for many things–his dazzling grin, his imposing physique, his oft-rumored “endowment”–but the thing he was most known for was his adventurer’s spirit. Mace had been to every no man’s land this side of the Churning Sea, from the dungeon pits of Kaleen to the dragon boneyards of Bezyl to the harpy’s nests of the Broken Shore. And, from these exotic locales, he always brought back at least one treasure to prove his courage.

Though now, as Mace crept through the most forbidden of places–the Forgotten Hollow of Shiloth, the Spider Queen, he was beginning to wonder if there would be anything to bring back aside from lost bones and rotted leather gear. He had been traversing the tunnels of the hollow for what felt like the better part of a day, finding only endless webs and the giant–if one could call them that, at only a foot long–spiders that called the tunnels home. His boots were getting heavy with spider gunk and his food supplies running low, all without a single keepsake to show for it.

“Drats,” he mumbled, coming to yet another fork in the tunnels. He took out his parchment, noting the fork under the light of his glimmer-lamp. This fork was different however, with one branch continuing on while the other seemed to go straight down, the pit so thick with webbing that Mace thought it might actually break his fall. He took out a glimmer-stone, a small version of his lamp, and held it over the pit. Its light only reached a few feet down.

Mace only had a few of the stones left and loathed wasting them when he might not be able to get them back. But with food running low, he was going to have to take a gamble. He dropped the stone. It fell through the first few layers of webbing and then, nearly at the bottom of the pit tunnel, caught on a thick bed of webbing. Mace’s eyes went wide. Below the stone, he saw that the floor seemed to be cast in kaleidoscope color, and as he peered more intently he saw that the color was made up by an expanse of coins and gems and glinting precious objects.

“Finally!” he exclaimed, relieved to have found something of value in the Forgotten Hollow. He went into his pack, pulling out a rope and a pick, and secured an anchor in the wall. He tested it to make sure it would easily support his weight and then tied the other end of the rope to a stone, tossing it down into the pit. It sailed all the way down, landing on the coins and gems with a heavy clank.

Mace began to climb down the rope.

Unlike those tavern cowards who talked as big as their beer bellies, Mace didn’t believe in Shiloth. There were already enough creatures in the realm to be afraid of without telling tall tales about a supposed “Spider Queen” who lived deep in the earth, spending all her time planning a grand invasion of the topworld. But what did he expect from a bunch of wannabe adventurers who had never done anything more daring than look in an obsidian mirror on the night of a new moon? Pah.

Mace walked his way down the pit, swiping away the layers of webbing. It was thin stuff, the same as the rest of it from the “giant” spiders. There was a shuffling sound and Mace couldn’t tell if it was from above or below. He looked down the pit, wondering if the expanse of coin and precious stones had shifted. No, it had to be a trick of the light.

He continued down and heard the shuffling once more. It was definitely coming from above, he realized, and Mace looked up at the top of the pit. It was about thirty, maybe forty feet away now. At the edge of the pit, where his rope sat taut with the adventurer’s weight, he saw swarming dark shapes. The not-so-giant spiders. He must’ve disturbed them in the ground with his stomping and web slicing and now they’d come out to investigate; the idiotic buggers would probably spend hours trying to figure out what had happened, having no clue there were bigger, smarter, more clever things in the world than they.

More spiders swarmed the rope. He realized they weren’t just investigating it–they were biting at it, the ridges of their mandibles making miniscule slices on the thick rope. Alone, a single spider would take an hour to be able to cut through a rope like the one Mace had, but together, as a swarm…

Oh no.

Mace tried to swing his weight from side to side to knock the spiders away, but they would not be deterred. Just as he was trying to think if he could get up in time or if he should rappel down the rest of the way, the rope snapped and Mace went tumbling. His body whipped through layers and layers of webbing, even the thickest swaths not enough to slow his fall. He hit the coin-covered floor hard and had the wind knocked out of him–and realized far too late that the floor was on a slant. Mace’s body was heavy enough to push the sheet of coins and gems down, creating an avalanche that carried Mace down deeper into the crevice of the tunnel. There was a roar of metal and stone that deafened Mace and he scrambled for purchase, unable to grab a hold of anything but shiny stones and tarnished antiques.

The slant fed into another, smaller hole with a tall lip that Mace slammed into before rolling to yet another uncontrolled descent. The lip acted to catch the coins, thankfully slowing the avalanche, but as Mace fell, he went through many, many more layers of webbing, these ones much thicker and stickier than the ones above. They were enough to slow his fall and after what seemed like another two or three hundred feet, Mace finally came to stop…

…by being stuck in a bed of webbing that hung over a yawning, abyssal maw.

A few rogue coins and colorful gemstones clattered through the tunnel above, some sticking in the webbing next to Mace but most falling into the endless pit beneath. He did not hear them clatter on the ground. This was very, very bad and as Mace’s mind raced for some way he might get to safety–perhaps by trying to wriggle along the webbing to safety–things went from bad to worse.

A large, dark shape descended from the ceiling. It took Mace several long, heady moments to realize what he was looking at. It had the body of a tremendous black spider, with a bulbous thorax speckled in crimson red, huge furry legs, and sharp feet that navigated the sticky, thick strands of the web with ease. But the strangest part was where its head was supposed to be. Instead of an eight-eyed head with gigantic, clicking mandibles, there was instead the body of a woman.

Well, most of a woman anyway.

It looked as if she was set into the spider’s front from mid-thigh up, her pale, alabaster skin contrasting with the ebon black of the arachnid’s massive body. Her waist was trim, her breasts full and pert, and had she not appeared to be coming out of the terrifying creature, Mace imagined her beauty would’ve contended with the Mad Sirens of Little Cove. Long, pearl-white hair flowed down past her shoulders, brushing against her bare breasts, and the face her hair framed was perfect and ageless, the jaw pleasantly soft, the lips plump and bow-shaped, and the nose with a very slight upturned retrousse curve to it. Dark eyes shined with fierce intelligence and as the spider-lady-thing came closer, Mace couldn’t help but look down between her legs. Down there, the anatomy was female–as far as Mace could tell–with tucked-in lips with a rosy, pink hue and a triangle patch of more of that pearl-white hair above.

Mace realized he was shaking, his tremors making the web strands extending out from him shake like flicked violin wire. He flinched, futilely for he could not go anywhere, as the spider-thing’s legs reached out towards him, his relief meager when he realized it was just to turn his body in the webbing, moving him effortlessly above so that Mace’s legs and arms were spread wide, his body turned towards the creature. He thought his heart would explode as the feminine front of it leaned forward with a dark smile on its faint pink lips.

“Who are you?” it asked. The voice was husky and purring, with an unnatural echo. “Intruder?”

Mace shook his head, getting more of the tacky webbing on his ears and cheeks. “N-no,” he stammered. “Adventurer.”

The spider-thing thought about this, raising a slender hand to pensively stroke her chin. “Adventurer,” it repeated back; Mace wasn’t sure if the creature didn’t understand the word or was trying to weigh its implications. “You crashed through my tunnels.”

“Y-y-your tunnels?” Mace asked. He couldn’t keep his teeth from chattering, even with the warm, humid air of the great abyss below. “Y-y-y-y-you’re… Shiloth?”

The spider-thing’s eyes flashed with something that seemed like delight crossed with anger. The creature said something that sounded like “Shiloth”, but with many more nuances to the speech, including sounds that Mace thought incapable of recreating.

“Though ‘Shiloth’ shall suffice,” the spider-thing said with a wide, unnerving smile.

“You’re real…” Mace said to himself. He wondered if this was real. Had he cracked his head on his fall down? Was he hallucinating this as he lay dying and bleeding out deep in the earth?

You are not hallucinating, a cold female voice said in his head.

He looked at Shiloth and the spider-thing–the Spider Queen, he now knew–laughed darkly.

“I wish to know about you, Mace Riverstone,” Shiloth said.

Mace didn’t need to ask what she meant. A moment later he could feel her invading his mind, diving through his most private memories and feelings and fears with all the ease of someone going through a traveler’s pack. It was violation manifest and it made Mace feel more exposed than he’d ever experienced in his life, as if he was suddenly stripped naked and on display for the entire realm. Then he felt the Spider Queen pull her focus away and he let out a heavy sigh, wishing his arms were free so that he could pat down the sweat on his forehead.

“Adventurer,” Shiloth said again, this time with far more understanding. “And desecrator. And thief. And destroyer.”

There was a hissing noise in Mace’s head, the same sound all those spiders had made as he stomped through them on his journey through the Forgotten Hollow, only louder and much angrier.

“I’m sorry,” Mace sobbed once the hissing stopped. “I’m sorry, I’m sorry! I didn’t know!”

“You did not believe,” said Shiloth, the fury bubbling up in her husky voice with its unnatural echo. “Perhaps then you would have shown more… respect.”

“Yes! That’s right! I know now I should’ve shown respect, I do!”

“You will show respect to me in a different way–as well as reverence,” said the Spider Queen.

Her terrible dark spider legs darted out towards Mace again, tearing at his clothing and spinning him in the complicated net of the webbing, leaving him with little more than tattered scraps covering his torso, along with thick bands of spider webs around his chest and thighs and limbs; curiously, Shiloth had left his crotch exposed and Mace felt the humid air of the hollow on his naked cock and balls.

Mace watched with stunned curiosity as the Spider Queen reached down to her crotch with both alabaster hands. She began to play with her soft pink lips, trilling the fingers up and down the tucked-in petals of her pussy of one hand while the other rubbed her hooded pearl with two dainty fingers. She leaned her head back and let out a deep, inhuman sigh of pleasure.

What the hell is going on? thought Mace.

Forgetting how the Spider Queen could penetrate his mind, he was surprised, for a moment, to hear Shiloth’s reply in his head:

I will take your adventurer’s seed as payment for your intrusion, she thought at him. And use it for What Comes Next.

‘What Comes Next’? thought Mace.

But there was no reply. Shiloth fingered herself until she was gushing a small torrent of pearly lubricant, a flush building in her cheeks that seemed to spread down her neck and to her breasts. Stopping herself from indulging in too much pleasure, she used the bulk of her arachnid body to lean her feminine front towards Mace, her wet hands touching his hips. He was surprised at how warm and slick they were, and watched with morbid curiosity as her hands slid over to his cock.

It didn’t take long for the Spider Queen to stroke him hard, a smile playing on her faint pink lips as his cock jutted towards her. She patted his balls quizzically, as if that part of the man was a wonder to her, and then looked Mace in the eye. He felt like he was falling into her dark stare, the sensation making him think of a dating field mouse staring up at a sharp-eyed hawk about to strike.

“It’s time,” Shiloth said to Mace.

Her body descended on him no different than any other tavern wench’s or bar maiden’s, even with the fact that she was only female from the mid-thigh up. Mace felt himself sink into her pussy, shocked at how tight and hot she was. He gave a shuddery sigh and writhed in pleasure beneath her, the sound of the stretching spider webs like wet, viscous rope twanging under pressure. When she had him in all the way and the pearly-white hair of her crotch was against the adventurer’s unkempt bush, she reached down and slipped her hands through gaps in the webbing. It was astounding how her skin did not get stuck to the thick white goo and how she was easily able to reach behind to grab Mace’s ass with both hands.

She pulled him towards her with unfathomable strength that was far beyond what any woman her size could produce, reminding Mace of the tremendous hulking thing that was behind the feminine facade. But her wetness was too enveloping and her scent–a mix of dark berry and campfire smoke and alcohol–too strong to be distracted for long. Using the cradle of her hands for support, Mace pumped himself into the Spider Queen; gliding his shaft along her wet lips was even more glorious than simply being buried in her and he laughed unexpectedly, unable to believe the thrum of pleasure that ran through his body. He knew what was happening was wrong, but he didn’t–couldn’t–bring himself to care, too enraptured with the feel of Shiloth to let something as pesky as existential morals enter into the picture.

This is good, some distant part of his brain thought. All she wants is my seed and then afterwards, when we’re both relaxed and pleased, I’ll ask for her forgiveness and for a way out. No one is going to believe this…

An abyssal laugh filled Mace’s head and Shiloth’s hands squeezed Mace’s ass cheeks, driving him into her deeper and faster. She brought her lips to his neck, planting soft kisses interspersed with little darting licks. Mace felt the press of her breasts against him, the hard nipples dragging across his muscled chest, and he wished to have his hands free so he could touch her as he wanted, imagining how her breasts would feel in his palms, how the trim cut of her waist would fit snugly in his grasp, and how the curve of her ass–

Again, Mace was brought back to reality. As far as he could tell, there was no ass to speak of–at least not how he thought of it. Perhaps reading his thoughts on a subconscious level, Shiloth ran her tongue up Mace’s neck, to his ear. She licked the delicate skin, driving her tongue deep in his ear with all the intensity of his shaft driving into her sopping, clenched tight slit. He gave a grunting exhale, feeling himself get close.

“Are you going to release, adventurer?” asked Shiloth, her fingers digging into his backside as her tongue drove into his ear again.

Mace barely managed to nod. “Yes,” he croaked. “Yes, yes….”

Shiloth managed to tighten her pussy even more with some kind of preternatural control over her muscles, squeezing him from base to tip in a speedy rhythm. Mace’s balls tightened and his legs cramped–as much as the webbing would allow, anyway.

“Urrrghhhh… Oh, gods,” he said.

“There are no gods,” Shiloth whispered into his ear. “Not for you, not anymore. There is only me.”

The hot breathy feel of her words sent Mace over the edge and he burst, spurting his hot seed deep into the Spider Queen. She pushed his hips towards her and lolled her head back with a delirious smile, seemingly enjoying the feeling of being filled by the bound man. Mace was surprised by how much he released, his pumped helped not only by Shiloth’s tight grip but also by the curious gripping of her slit that seemed to milk the seed out of him, continuing on until his balls were empty and aching and his breath was stolen away. Only when there was just the slightest amount of him being squeezed into the Spider Queen did she loosen her grip, leaving him a panting, sweaty mess. She pulled away and Mace saw her tighten the delicate muscles of her crotch to keep all of him inside her.

“Excellent,” she said with a smile that bordered on a smirk. “You have done well, adventurer.”

“Oh… great…. I just… if I can…” Mace was suddenly very tired.

“Rest,” said Shiloth. “And dream.”

Mace’s world went dark. And he dreamt.

The world in Mace’s dream was one with no sun, the sky above a forever black that was dotted with the light of dead stars and abandoned hope. He saw the once glorious mountains and forests and seas of the realm muted in shadow, all the great structures of the joined races smashed to rubble. In their place were new structures, one sharp and horrible and looking as if they had been made from jagged obsidian. He saw the peoples of the realm dressed in tattered tags with heavy, rusted collars around their necks; these collars were chained to the others to form long lines of people who were laboring to the point of total exhaustion, working under the whip crack of their masters–spider-women cast in the image of Shiloth the Spider Queen herself. These heartless wardens laughed as they brought their barbed whips down on the realmfolk, spurring them on to erect more and more jagged monuments and destroy the last vestiges of the joined peoples.

The scene changed. Mace saw a colossal throne that looked down on an endless plain of struggling, suffering realmfolk that was dotted with their spider-women masters. The throne, along with its thousands of steps that led up to it atop Angel’s Peak, were covered with webbing, some of the thicker patches of it hiding still wriggling humans or just bleached white bones. On the throne itself, which was very wide and tall, was Shiloth. She was perched there in such a way so that the feminine front of her could look as if it was seated, the great black bulk behind blending into the dark stone of the frightfully magnificent chair. At the foot of the throne, was Mace. He was on his knees, with his head bowed before Shiloth and an ornate collar studded with precious gemstones around his neck. With a tug of his heavy chain leash, he was summoned to Shiloth’s pale pink pussy, where he worshipped her while the screams of the realm echoed all around…

Mace woke with a startle. He was alone. His body temperature had dropped and he shivered, feeling like the hollow’s huge cavern had somehow cooled. He wished he had more clothing or even more webbing to keep him warm. Moments later, the dark mass of Shiloth approached from his periphery, likely alerted to his waking by his instinctive writhing.

“You’re awake,” she said, as if she’d been waiting a long time.

Mace’s throat was dry and he was hungry. When he spoke, his voice was hoarse.

“Water… do you have any water?” The words sounded silly spoken out loud, but that did not make Mace’s thirst any less real.

“Soon your thirst will be quenched,” said Shiloth. “But first, you must be full.”

Mace turned the words over in his head, not understanding what she meant. He wasn’t full at all–in fact, his hunger was making his belly ache. Then he watched in horror as the Spider Queen lifted her body along the manifold webbing, pulling her huge, dark thorax so that it was underneath the only part of her that had any recognizable humanity whatsoever. The great dark point of the spider’s backside sailed beneath him, cutting through webbing with ease, until it was like there was an onyx airship below, ready to catch Mace should he fall.

Then that “airship” lifted up in a motion that he slowly realized was the Spider Queen aiming the very tip of her thorax at Mace’s back. He felt a whoosh of air and smelled the berry-and-smoke scent of her rush up at him, the odor all wrong and far, far too artificial to have ever been real; somewhere in the depths of his mind, he realized the smell had been from a memory, one of Mace and his mates drinking and laughing around a campfire. Before he could linger on this memory too long, he felt something probing, warm, and unsettlingly wet prod at his ass.

“What’s happening?” Mace asked in a stupor.

There was an unintelligible, dark hiss sound in Mace’s head that was quickly followed by Shiloth’s human voice, all feminine huskiness and honeyed softness.

“The thing that comes next,” she said, her words with the awkward cadence of a language not often used.

The prodding jut–an ovipositor, Mace thought, though he didn’t know if the idea came to him naturally or through his perverse psychic link with Shiloth–pushed its way past Mace’s ass cheeks. He failed to struggle away from it and was horrified as whatever numbing secretion at its tip made it so he could feel no pain, only the pressure of insertion as it worked its way deep, deep into him. He looked up at Shiloth with sad, hopeless eyes.

“You will serve the purpose,” she said, still struggling with her grasp of the Common Tongue.

“What purpose?” asked Mace, but the truth was he wasn’t sure if he’d asked the question or merely thought it.

The only one that matters, Shiloth thought at him.

That’s when it began.

The best way to describe it was also the crudest. It was as if Mace was voiding his bowels, but in reverse, the sensation of something pushing into him instead of out of him; he imagined that if whatever secretions coming off of Shiloth hadn’t dulled the pain it would be much more than simply a reversal of feeling, but as it was, Mace felt girthy, ovoid object squeezed into him, one after another. He tried to count them, though the bizarrity of the sensation made him lose the count at one point, unsure if the Spider Queen had deposited five or six of the thick objects–eggs, Mace had to finally tell himself–into his ass.

By the time Shiloth was done, Mace felt cruelly uncomfortable and beyond distended, even with whatever numbing was going on. Even his smallest motions made him painfully aware of the jostling eggs in him, the heavy loads gently thumping against one another and giving Mace the feeling of having eaten the largest meal of his life. Oh, if only that had been the case. Shiloth retracted the invasive ovipositor, and as the giant thorax pulled away, Mace saw a creamy opalescent secretion from the tip that had entered him, knowing with grim certainty that whatever that liquid was, much of it was inside his bowels at this very moment.

“What will happen to me?” Mace expressed, unsure anymore if he was speaking or thinking. He wanted to believe he was doing the former, if only to prove that he was still capable of speech after all that had happened in such a short, shocking time.

You will be quenched, said the Spider Queen.

Shiloth lifted her feminine form towards Mace, guiding her tucked-in, delicate slit towards Mace’s mouth. He saw something sticky and white and decidedly like the spider webs he was stuck in leak out of her. Just as with Shiloth’s hands, the spider webbing did not stick to her skin, running down her half-thighs in thick, juicy rivulets. She pushed her pussy to Mace’s lips and he kept his mouth shut in what he knew was a pointless act of defiance.

Be quenched, repeated Shiloth in his mind, the timbre of her voice deeper and louder, so much so that it seemed to dig into Mace’s skull.

Still, he wrenched his lips shut and shook his head as much as the webbing holding his head would allow. If this spider bitch wanted him to “quench” himself on whatever was coming out of her, she was going to have to make him.

Shiloth sighed, the otherwise human sound laced with an alien arachnid hiss. Her eyes closed and she focused, the little muscles of her female form flexing and clenching and undulating. A new gush of silky white came from her pink slit, pushing away the wetness that had been there before. Immediately Mace knew this wetness was different–it smelled delectable, like sweet mead and fresh river water and the most intoxicatingly delicious campfire-cooked meats he’d ever had. He could feel himself salivating despite the circumstances and fought to keep his lips closed, yearning to taste Shiloth’s wetness.

Fine, she hissed in his head.

Her muscles worked again. More wetness ran down her, this time much, much more opalescent and smelling far, far more exquisite. Mace could resist no longer. His mouth opened in a bout of twisted logic and the Spider Queen jumped at the opportunity, pressing her pussy–or whatever it really was–to Mace’s mouth, forcing the sticky, fragrant, thick sticky silk into his mouth and down his throat.

It moved with a mind of its own, coating Mace’s tongue and teeth and gums before sliding down his throat. He panicked for a moment before the gooey wetness settled along the edges of his orifice, giving the man enough room to breathe, although his breaths now competed with the pumping pour of more and more of the sticky silk that ran straight from Shiloth’s feminine form to Mace’s belly. It was warm and heavy as it collected in his stomach and Mace felt his stomach grow and grow with it, the discomfort of his rapidly filling stomach combining with the distended feel in his ass to make the adventurer deeply uneasy. For one terrible moment, Mace thought the Spider Queen might fill him until he burst, but just as he thought he could take no more of her liquid, she stopped and pulled away from him. Lingering strands of the sticky stuff clung to Mace’s lips and chin and he saw that it was nearly identical to the material used to make the heavy webbing that spanned the upper cavern of the great abyssal chamber they were in.

Shiloth pulled away the lingering strands of web-wetness and smiled down at Mace with a pleased look.

There, the start of the feed for them, said Shiloth in his head.

Them? thought Mace, glumly realizing what she meant. The eggs.

Your purpose, Shiloth thought at him.

Sickening images of the spiders he’d stomped throughout the tunnel filled his mind. Is that what was inside him?

No, said Shiloth in his thoughts. I will show you.

An image started to fill Mace’s mind, starting very very small, like a tiny pinprick of cold light before growing to encompass all his vision. He saw himself, but disheveled with grown out hair and a beard, more webbing stuck to his face and now completely naked body. He had a strained look on his face, sweat running down his forehead, and as the image moved in Mace’s mind, he saw that he was squeezing out the eggs Shiloth had put inside him. Each was large and heavy and oval-shaped, and Mace was forced to press them out the way they came in–through his ass. He did not know if he had been granted any numbing potion for this, but regardless the Mace in his image seemed to be in great discomfort, all while a dark-eyed Shiloth watched from above, eagerly picking up the eggs with her gigantic spider legs one at a time as they passed from Mace.

When Mace was done and had expelled all six eggs–so it was six after all–he collapsed against the webbing, exhausted. His chest heaved and his eyes seemed glazed over… before they were filled with terror at the reappearance of the huge, dripping ovipositor from Shiloth’s thorax. In Mace’s mind, he watched as he was filled with eggs once more, his body helplessly writing against the thick webbing. Another “quenching” followed and as Shiloth pushed her gushing pussy to his mouth, Mace saw one of the eggs that had been expelled begin to hatch, the shell breaking to reveal a miniature Shiloth, a mix of woman and spider that scurried off to some dark corner of the abyss.

The image faded away.

“You’re going to do all this again to me?” he asked the Spider Queen.

I will do it always. We will be a union, Queen and drone. This is a great honor, and it will earn you a space at the foot of my throne when I sit between the gate of your realm and the netherworld.

“Sit at your throne… for what? What will I do there?” asked a delirious and very full Mace. His stomach sloshed with the silky, sticky wetness and his bowels felt beyond full, Mace overcome with the need to void himself yet unable to do so.

You will serve your Queen, Shiloth thought at him darkly.

Maybe it was Shiloth’s wetness in his belly giving him some kind of vision in the dark, but Mace slowly noticed that there were other shapes stuck in the great cavern–human-sized shapes, long wrapped parcels that looked like bodies with big bellies, with only a little space free of webbing to allow a nose or a mouth to breath. It was as Mace peered at these that he saw Shiloth was not the only spider-creature in the cavern. Along the ceiling there were dozens, maybe hundreds of ones just like her, with female bodies from the mid-thigh up and dark, furry arachnid bodies. They moved in the shadows to check on the wrapped bodies, their pale hands reaching out to caress the distended bellies of those coated in webbing. Mace was nauseated to see the wrapped human wriggle in response. Maybe they were begging for mercy, unable to do anything but shout into their sticky bindings while they waited to birth more of the spider-beings.

No, that wasn’t it, Mace realized. There was no other part of these humans exposed–their genitals. He saw stiff, poking cocks reaching out, looking as if they were always erect, and then saw the spider-women descend on them, drawing the men into them for an orgiastic union of human carrier and spider master. Once Mace saw one such coupling he began to see many, many more until it seemed as if the entire cavern was full of these twisted, unholy unions.

Shiloth approached him greedily, her feminine front coming close to Mace’s bound body. She stroked his exposed skin with her hands, dark eyes gleaming as she brought her hand down around the curve of his stomach and his aching, full hip.

It pleases me to see you useful, adventurer, said Shiloth’s voice in his mind.

As she touched him, Mace’s cock started to grow erect, pushing up against the pale skin of Shiloth’s torso. She guided him down towards her pussy and then inside, using her arcane physical control to pulse herself around him. Mace couldn’t help but moan in pleasure. The Spider Queen laid her body against his and put her lips to his ear.

“This will be your eternity,” she assured him as she ran hands down his back and across his ass. “You will live a hundred thousand human lifetimes with me and you will bear countless of my spawn.”

She grinded her pussy against him, Mace’s cock buried deep into that unbelievably tight warmth. He had never been so hard before, the pressure in his shaft so great it was like it would explode. He tried to thrust his hips but Shiloth the Spider Queen had all the control and enjoyed taking him slowly, dipping him in and out of her while she squeezed herself along his length, her hands roaming across his body, convincingly human tongue licking his neck and ear and then his lips so that she could dart it inside of his mouth and taste some of the webbing wetness still clinging to Mace’s insides.

Through the haze of perverted pleasure, Mace imagined himself turning around in the tunnels upstairs and going home. He saw himself returning to the taverns and showing off his boots caked with spider gunk, maybe along with a few prepared tales of the endless tunnels and how they were deserted. He would’ve told the story with a bit of sadness, as if he really had tried his hardest, but after those tellings he would think on how he could’ve gone deeper and looked harder, perhaps carrying a secret remorse with him that he’d never found anything remarkable in the Forgotten Hollow of Shiloth. He would go to sleep, never knowing of the Spider Queen deep in the earth who was building an army off the bellies and asses of hapless travelers and adventurers. And he would sleep well.

The urge to release filled Mace but this time, Shiloth did not allow him the satisfaction so easily.

“Not yet,” she whispered. “I want to enjoy you.”

She enjoyed him for many, many hours before she allowed him release. And she did not wait long before doing it all over again.

Epilogue: A Long While Later

Mace Riverstone’s knees ached. His ass ached. His tongue ached. But he was not allowed to stop worshipping his Queen, and so the once-adventurer-now-drone continued to lick and kiss Shiloth’s sopping pussy, feeling the cold air from the conquered mountains on his back. He was at the base of the Silk Throne, where he had been for months, and in that time the land around him had grown dark and dreary.

The Spider Queen gushed to orgasm, or whatever was really occurring in that inhuman body of hers, and Mace felt it rush into his mouth and down his throat, the wetness so copious it spilled down his chin and onto his chest. She pushed him away and Mace saw the Queen’s Command all around the Silk Throne, each spider-woman with her own drone in front of her, performing similar worship.

“Tomorrow is the day,” she announced to him, using words so that the Command could hear as well. “We will take your city. You will march at the front of the formation and offer them terms.”

Mace wanted to ask, “Must I?” but knew better than to challenge his Queen. He meekly nodded and said: “Yes, my Queen.”

Shiloth reached a hand down to caress Mace’s scalp, running he fingers through his web-stickied hair. Then she reached down, brushing the webbing over his crotch that acted as a chastisement, keeping the man’s genitals secured for only when Shiloth wished to use him. Mace stirred in his bizarre prison.

“Afterwards, you shall receive a reward,” continued Shiloth. “You will be permitted to choose who in your city will bear spawn and who will have… other purposes.”

The grim weight of inevitability settled upon Mace. He fought the urge to turn around, not able to bring himself to look at the ruin that he had helped bring about.




THE END
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Michelle Lucia Wants to Say...




—————————————

Thanks for reading! I hope you enjoyed the story. Want another story, 100% FREE? I'll make you a deal: if you sign up for my newsletter today, I'll send you an exclusive download link to my Tease & Denial Femdom Erotica Chastity Checkup! It's the story of a boyfriend put in his place by his domineering girlfriend--at the dinner table in front of her college bestie! It's filled with delicious humiliation and nasty surprises.

—————————————

[image: Chastity Checkup]

—————————————

This 6,400-word ebook is no longer available anywhere on Amazon, so sign up today and grab your exclusive free copy! I promise your information won't be shared with anyone else and that I'll keep you in the know on my new releases, special offers, and calls for advance readers.

—————————————

https://sendfox.com/mlpaige

—————————————

All you've got to do is click the link and follow the instructions.

Thanks again!

Stay kinky,

~ Michelle Lucia
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For domination at the hands of well-endowed succubi...

[image: Transformed by the Futa Succubus]

Get it on Amazon

—————————————

Only a fool tries to summon a succubus. When amateur occultist Jaden steals a book to summon a trio of sex-crazed, lusty succubi, he finds out no human can ever bind a succubus to their will. Instead, it's Jaden who will be at the mercy of Zella, Nephamor, and Belxis, the "Sisters of Bliss", each with their own hard, throbbing, phallic secret—and an appetite for changing men into women to satiate their sadistic, kinky libidos. Now Jaden is about to become an expert at pleasing well-endowed succubi...

—————————————

For a date with a witch gone wrong...

[image: Changed into a Witch's Pussy]

Get it on Amazon

—————————————

Witches are real–and they’re horny as hell.




When Adam gets stood up by his Tinder date, he meets the pale, voluptuous Plumeria instead, a self-proclaimed witch who is very interested in getting into Adam’s pants. But what Adam doesn’t know is that Plumeria has other plans for Adam that will leave one of them feeling fulfilled–and the other merely filled–by the end of the night.




As Plumeria transforms Adam into her pink, tender pussy, Adam will find himself unable to even speak while Plumeria has her mind-controlled muscled hunk make love to her, putting Adam through an emasculating, humiliating gauntlet of being used like a living fleshlight. Afterwards, Adam will be at Plumeria’s mercy as she decides what to do with him now that he knows her witchy secret…

—————————————

For another dark fantasy femdom tale...

[image: The Maneaters of Gynos]

Get it on Amazon

—————————————

In Gynos, male trespassers will be tamed–and only tamed, if they’re lucky.




Virfortis is a brutal patriarchy, with an economy built off the backs of female slaves. But after a calamitous storm, Virfortis loses many of its prized slaves and the Golden Rooster Company, a band of mercenaries who locate villages with human livestock, must venture into the mysterious nation of Gynos to replenish Virfortis’s slaves.




Rumor has it the women of Gynos are stunningly beautiful and the Golden Rooster Company has been offered a hefty bonus should locate worthy female specimens in Gynos. But what the Company doesn’t know is that there are other creatures who lurk in Gynos, ones that appear to be gorgeous maidens but who harbor a terrible secret that no man can withstand

—————————————

M.L. Paige's full catalog can be found on Amazon
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