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    For the Coven.
You know who you are. The ones who linger in the dark corners of the library and crave the stories that bite back. Consider this a forbidden morsel, crafted specifically for your voracious appetites.
Devour it.
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The torch sputtered its last breath against the cavern wall, plunging Valora into absolute darkness. She didn’t flinch.

Silence swallowed her whole—no drip of water, no skitter of insects, just the weight of her own heartbeat. She had come here knowing what waited in the black. The air smelled faintly of damp earth and something sweeter, like lightning trapped in silk.

A whisper of movement stirred above her. Not wind. Not stone. The hairs on her neck rose.

She let her sword clatter to the ground, the sound echoing like a confession. Her gauntlets followed, then the pauldrons strapped to her shoulders. Piece by piece, she shed her armor until she stood in only the thin linen underlayer, her skin prickling against the cavern’s chill.

The silk came first—a whisper against her collarbone, a warm breath of movement in the dark. Valora didn’t startle when it coiled around her wrist, feather-light and deliberate. She knew the touch of a spinner’s work. Knew the patience in it.

Above her, something shifted in the blackness. Not a sound, not a breath, but a presence. The air thickened, pressing against her skin like a second pulse. Then—slowly, so slowly—he descended.

Arach’s form emerged from the shadows in pieces: the glint of chitin, the curve of a fang, the inhuman stretch of limbs that moved with liquid devotion. His lower half—the spider—was a nightmare of polished darkness, segmented and elegant. His upper half—the man—was all sharp angles and hunger, his violet eyes burning like banked embers.

Valora exhaled. She didn’t raise her hands. Didn’t flinch. She simply stood, linen clinging to her sweat-damp skin, and let him look.

The silk coiled around her other wrist now, not tight enough to bruise, but firm enough to make her breath hitch. Valora exhaled hotly through her nose as Arach’s many-limbed shadow loomed closer, the heat of him radiating against her bare skin even before he touched her. The linen underlayer clung to her sweat-slicked body, but it was no barrier—not really. Not when the first strand of silk slithered beneath the fabric’s edge, curling around the laces at her throat like a lover’s fingers.

She didn’t resist when the threads pulled taut. The laces gave way with a whisper, the fabric parting like a sigh. Cool air rushed over her collarbones, her sternum, the swell of her breasts—but the silk was warmer, wrapping around her in slow, deliberate spirals. It peeled the damp linen away inch by inch, the material pooling at her waist before another strand looped beneath it, dragging it lower. Valora arched into the touch, her pulse hammering where the silk brushed her bare hips. The last of the underlayer slithered down her legs, a discarded whisper against the cavern floor.

Arach’s breath ghosted over her shoulder—hot, uneven. His human hands hovered just above her skin, not quite touching, as if savoring the anticipation. But his other limbs—those sleek, chitinous extensions of his will—were less patient. One hooked behind her knee, lifting her leg just enough for a silken thread to loop around her thigh. Another pressed between her shoulder blades, guiding her to lean back into the cradle of his grasp. Valora went willingly, her head tipping back as the silk wound up her calves, her knees, the dip of her waist. It wasn’t restraint. It was an embrace.

The last of her garments fluttered into the abyss below, swallowed by the dark. She was bare now, suspended in the lattice of his making, every inch of her offered up like a sacrament. Arach’s fingers—both human and otherwise—traced the paths the silk had taken, mapping the flush of her skin with a reverent worship. His claws could have torn her apart. Instead, they skimmed her ribs with spellbinding gentleness, pausing just beneath her breast where her heartbeat thundered.

Valora's breath hitched as the silk tightened beneath her breasts, lifting her just enough to make her weightless in Arach's web. The threads pulsed with a strange, living warmth, responding to the unspoken tension between them. She arched into the sensation, her body suspended like a jewel in a spider's hoard—utterly displayed, utterly desired. The silk wasn't just binding her; it was caressing, each strand adjusting minutely to the hitch of her hips, the tremble of her thighs.

Arach's human hands finally touched her—not with the hesitant reverence of before, but with possessive certainty. One palm slid up the curve of her spine while the other cupped the back of her skull, tilting her face towards his. His breath was hot against her lips, laced with something faintly metallic, like the aftermath of a storm. "You asked for this," he murmured, though she hadn't spoken a word. The threads beneath her shifted, spreading her legs wider in midair, and Valora moaned as the cool cavern air brushed her most exposed skin.

His spider limbs moved with spellbinding devotion. One hooked beneath her knee, lifting it higher, while another traced the inside of her thigh with a claw so keen it should have drawn blood—but didn't. The touch was featherlight, teasing, a promise of what was to come. Valora's fingers tangled in the silk above her head, not to struggle, but to anchor herself as the world spun. She was upside down now, the cavern's stalactites becoming a dizzying forest of stone, her hair brushing the web below.

Arach's tongue dragged up her throat, slow and deliberate, tasting the salt on her skin. "You taste of surrender," he growled, and Valora shuddered. His mouth trailed lower, teeth scraping her collarbone, and she gasped when his fangs grazed her nipple—not piercing, just testing. The silk beneath her back tightened, arching her body towards him, offering her up like a feast.

The silk tightened beneath Valora’s thighs, lifting her higher into the cavern’s vaulted darkness until she hung suspended like a star in a void of his making. Every strand pulsed with warmth, alive in a way no ordinary thread could be, responding to the hitch of her breath, the tremor in her muscles. Arach’s claws traced the arch of her ribs, the dip of her waist, as if memorizing the topography of her surrender.

She gasped when his tongue—longer than any human’s, sinuous and wet—dragged up the inside of her thigh. The sensation was electric, a slow burn that coiled tighter with every inch he claimed. His fangs grazed her skin, not breaking it, just tasting, teasing. Valora arched into the touch, her fingers twisting in the silk above her head. The web adjusted instantly, strands tightening around her wrists in restraint and support.

Arach’s spider limbs moved with eerie grace, two lifting her hips higher while another pair spread her wider, exposing her completely to the cavern’s cool air and his hotter gaze. His human hands weren’t idle either; one cupped the back of her skull, tilting her face towards him, while the other slid down her throat to thumb at her collarbone. "Witness your surrender," he murmured, voice like gravel and silk. "All this strength, and yet you tremble for me."

Valora’s laugh was breathless, half-mad. "You haven’t even begun to ruin me yet."

Arach’s laughter was a dark rumble against Valora’s throat, his fangs grazing the frantic pulse beneath her skin. "Ruin you?" His breath seared her jawline, thick with the scent of venom and desire. "No, little warrior. I intend to remake you."

The silk beneath her back twitched, then slithered, unraveling just enough to tip her forwards until she hung perpendicular to the cavern floor, suspended between his spider limbs like a feast laid bare. The web adjusted—one strand looping around her ankle, another coiling snug beneath her hips—tilting her pelvis upwards in shameless offering. Valora gasped as the cool air ghosted over her slick flesh, her body trembling from the sheer anticipation of his next move.

Arach didn’t disappoint. His human hands slid down her thighs, spreading her wider, while two of his spider limbs hooked beneath her knees, lifting her legs until they framed his chitinous bulk. The other limbs worked in tandem, weaving fresh silk around her wrists, her waist to align her perfectly for what came next. Valora’s breath hitched as the first thick, glistening strand of webbing brushed her inner thigh, sticky and warm, adhering to her skin with a possessive pull.

"Watch," he commanded, his voice a velvet snare.

Valora's breath hitched as the silk tightened beneath her breasts, lifting her just enough to make her weightless in Arach's web. The threads pulsed with a strange, living warmth, responding to the unspoken tension between them. She arched into the sensation, her body suspended like a jewel in a spider's hoard—utterly displayed, utterly desired. The
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