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Prologue

The lands of darkness in the unrecorded era

The raven-haired woman with pale skin and deep blue eyes was led down a poorly lit corridor, her bare feet whispering against the cold flagstones. The air smelled of mildew and something older—something metallic and faintly sweet, like blood left too long in the open. Two hulking guards flanked her, their grotesque forms shifting with each uneven step. Their bodies were swollen and alien, their skin a pinkish maroon that glistened faintly in the dim torchlight. Where eyes should have been, there was only smooth flesh stretched tight, but their terrible, layered mouths twitched as if tasting her presence in the air. 

Sylvia kept her gaze forward. Fear pressed at the edges of her mind, but she forced it down, burying it beneath discipline. She had faced worse horrors than these creatures. Hadn’t she?

A draft curled around her legs, and she pulled the threadbare shawl tighter around her shoulders. It did little to keep out the cold. This place devoured warmth.

The guards stopped at a heavy crimson curtain, its fabric thick and dark as dried blood. Without a word, they parted it. Sylvia stepped through alone.

The chamber beyond was vast and suffocatingly still. The walls were bare of tapestries, replaced instead with stretched skins—some scaled, some furred, some disturbingly humanlike. They hung like trophies, silent witnesses to the power that ruled here. Across the room, skeletons danced in slow, unnatural motions, their empty sockets lit with flickering fire. Their movements were jerky yet deliberate, as if guided by an unseen will.

Sylvia’s breath fogged in front of her as she advanced. The massive hearth at the far wall blazed with an unnatural flame, bright yet cold, casting long, trembling shadows that seemed to move even when nothing else did.

And at the center of it all sat the throne, ancient, cracked, and yet ever imposing.

Upon it lounged a woman who seemed at once languid and coiled with danger. Her auburn hair spilled over her shoulders and draped her breasts, catching the firelight in strands of copper and flame. Her hazel eyes locked onto Sylvia the moment she entered, sharp and knowing, like a predator assessing prey.

Sylvia felt it then—that pressure. Not physical, but something deeper, pressing against her senses, her instincts. Her presence was vast and suffocating. Her power wrapped around the throne like a living shadow, tendrils shifting and curling as if aware of her presence.

Living extensions of her power, Sylvia realized. The thought settled coldly in her mind. I must tread carefully.

The woman swirled a goblet in her hand. The liquid inside was dark crimson, its scent unmistakable.

Sylvia lowered herself to her knees, the stone biting into her skin. She bowed her head, forcing her voice to remain steady.

“Madam Nightingale, I am here at your request.”

A moment of silence followed, stretched thin and heavy.

“A true arachne in my presence,” Madam Nightingale said, her voice smooth and low, threaded with quiet delight. She tilted her head, resting her cheek against her hand as she studied Sylvia. “How delightful.”

She drank from the goblet, her gaze never leaving Sylvia.

“I understand there was... resistance during your capture,” she continued lightly. “Two dozen of my warriors, was it?”

Sylvia lowered herself further, her forehead touching the cold floor. The memory flickered through her mind—blood, screams, the tearing of flesh beneath her claws. Power unleashed without restraint.

“Yes, my lady,” she said quietly.

She could do it again. Even now, she could feel it beneath her skin, coiled and waiting. In her true form, she was death incarnate—swift, merciless, unstoppable.

But not here.

Not against her.

Every instinct Sylvia possessed screamed the same truth: no matter how many she destroyed, it would not be enough. The woman on the throne was something beyond strength alone.

“Oh, Matron of Shadows, Queen of the Succubi, Goddess of Death itself,” Sylvia said, choosing her words with care, “I pledge my eternal and undying loyalty to you.”

A faint smile touched Madam Nightingale’s lips, though her eyes remained sharp, unconvinced.

“Such pretty words,” she murmured. “But words are fleeting.”

She leaned forward slightly, shadows shifting with her movement.

“Well then... prove your loyalty.” She extended one bare foot toward the prisoner. “Clean my feet with nothing but your tongue.”

The command hung in the air, simple yet heavy with implication. Sylvia hesitated—just for a heartbeat.

Humiliation burned at the edges of her pride. She was not weak. She was not lesser. She had carved her place in the world through strength and survival.

And yet...slowly, she obeyed. If survival demanded patience, then she would endure.

She cleaned between each toe, licking the dust from her master's soles. Saliva and grime dripped down her chin as she was put to work. The undead and monsters in the faux royal court watched in silence.

As she carried out the command, she kept her expression controlled, though her thoughts churned beneath the surface. This was not the end of her story. This was merely a turning point—a moment where power shifted, where paths crossed.

Madam Nightingale watched her with open amusement, clearly entertained. She took another sip from her goblet, savoring it as one might savor a fine wine.

But there was something else in her gaze, too.

Not just in Sylvia’s obedience—but in her restraint. Her strength. Her potential.

Sylvia felt it, even as she forced herself to remain composed. This was not simply domination. It was a test.

Her shawl stopped above her knees, leaving her muff exposed in the cold room, and the Queen Succubi eyed her privates intently. Suddenly she pressed her other foot against Sylvia 's crotch.

Sylvia gasped as her body jerked.

The Matron of Shadows rubbed softly at first, gliding her toes along the lips, just brushing the clit. Sylvia moaned, her head tilting back, her hands gripping her own thighs.

“Do not forget your duties, my servant!” Nightingale shoved her foot into Sylvia’s open mouth.

The prisoner nearly choked, but she went on licking as she was commanded.

Her tormentor pressed harder, using the ball of her foot to grind against Sylvia's clit faster and harder.

Sylvia’s cheeks went red and her bucked wildly. The unsolicited pleasure had her in shambles.

Finally, she could take no more. Sylvia screamed.

Her orgasm tore through her like lightning, violent and explosive. She squirted on her master’s foot, shaking as wave after wave of release crashed through her.

The Matron held her there with her foot, riding it out, watching silently as Sylvia collapsed, panting and weeping.

When Sylvia finally stopped twitching, her master pulled her foot back. It was slick, shining with Sylvia's juices. These juices had also mixed with the dust from earlier. Afterall, Sylvia had never had time to get to the other foot.

She brought it to Sylvia's face.

“And now for the other one. Clean it.”

Sylvia looked up, her eyes glassy with pleasure. Her lips parted this time without thinking.

She licked. She kissed. Her own taste and old dust coated her tongue.

Nightingale stroked her cheek with her wet toes, smug as ever.

“You're mine,” she said, voice like velvet.

Sylvia nodded.

“Yes, My Queen.”

The demon goddess leaned forward, caressing her servant’s face with one foot while the other rested between her still-spread thighs.

Sylvia's eyes sparkled.

“I want more," she whispered. It was half a lie, half an ugly truth “I want to serve you.”

Nightingale smiled. “And indeed you shall, my pet, indeed you shall.”

​Strung up

By Her Web

Part I

​Chapter 1

Kiloannum Nine- Year Five Hundred Twenty-Nine (Year 9,529 of elven rule)

Continent of Stamen 

From the darkness, she stared with rising boredom as the young deer struggled to get out of the web. Her web. The animal kicked, barked and rolled, calling on its fellows and on the full moon for some kind of a miracle. Sylvia had seen this scene thousands of times before, where the hopeless creature assumed it'd eventually break free from even the tiniest of Sylvia's webs, only to exhaust all its strength in a few hours. But Sylvia didn't wait for hours. In fact, she stepped out of the inner cervix and made for the deer just minutes after it was trapped. She loved to see them struggle with their full untapped energy under her fiery hold and attack. She enjoyed the desperate attempt they made at another chance at life.

Sylvia had a dazzling and charming face. A slender torso. Her breasts were barely restrained by the strip of leather she had over her nipples. Her tummy was flat and her belly button was non-existent. Her hair, a shining black, cascaded down her shoulders, a sharp contrast with her milky skin which cast a gentle glow, mirroring the dimmer glow of the caves she'd lived in all her life.

Her lips were full and the teeth behind them were a pearly white. Teeth she bared, not in a smile, but to dig into the neck of the unfortunate trapped animal. Her azure eyes, large and deep, bore the power to freeze any creature, to hypnotize them into stillness. The aura and glory of her presence, her effortless prettiness, were just too electrifying to withstand. 

But when she stepped fully out of the cave, revealing her full body, the deer's eyes dilated at what it saw. 

She wasn't human.

Rare of her kind, Sylvia was half humanoid and half spider, otherwise known as an arachne. Her hind was a spider, while her waist up to her head was a beautiful immortal girl. She was powerful and formidable. Albeit she was pretty, she was a terror to her world five hundred years ago, and so her cave had become a no-go area for creatures that roamed the nearby mountain forest. No one dared to come face to face with a creature who could pin a wild cat to the ground with one spear-like leg.

Tonight, something had changed. For five centuries, this was the only excitement Sylvia had had, and she had long become numb to it. She tired of sleeping and eating. 

"I shall die of sheer boredom if this goes on for another century," she whispered to herself as she tried
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