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Johnson wakes up with a startle, nearly falling off the medical bed he was laying down on. His eyes snap 

open and immediately he is blinded by bright fluorescent lighting. Shielding his eyes he staggers to his 

feet. 

 

Where in the hell is he? This isn’t his house! The place smells like a basement and looks like a hospital 

room. Was he hurt? 

 

Johnson checks his body quickly and finds nothing outwardly wrong. He doesn’t feel hurt. He just feels… 

hungover. All he’s wearing are his boxers. 

 

His headache returns with full force as he remembers the night before: St. Patrick’s day. God what a 

holiday! He sure regrets the drinking now. 

 

He takes a few tentative steps toward the door, a cold steel handle and concrete floors numbing his 

body. He tries to turn it, but it’s locked. He turns and slouches against the steel letting out a long sigh 

and pinching his temples. 

 

The cackle of the overhead speaker system wakes him up with a start. He nearly jumps out of his skin. 

 

“Hello! Hello? Is this thing on? Can you hear me?” 

 

Johnson’s eyes snap up to burn holes in the small speaker set in the middle of the ceiling. 

 

“YES I CAN GOD-DAMN HEAR YOU! NOW BE QUIET!” 

 

“Ah yes! Good! We can start! Um… are you drunk sir?” 

 

“No I’m not drunk you blooming numbskull, I’m just really fucking hung over…” 

 

“Oh! That’s good! We can begin then!” 

 

There’s a soft *pfft* noise followed by a stabbing sensation in Johnson’s ass. He immediately screams 

and rips a soft feathered dart from his right cheek, holds it up to his face, and then proceeds to stare at 

it dumbly. 

 



“Thank you for your cooperation! On behalf of the United Transformation Institute we’d like to offer you 

a gift basket as compensation for assisting us in our research!” 

 

A trap door opens up and a small woven basket is raised out of the floor on a pedestal. It has cupcakes, 

fruit, and flowers in it. 

 

Johnson drops the feathered dart to the ground as his body goes limp. 

 

“I’ve gone loony,” he says to himself. 

 

“Oh I hope not!” says the speaker. “That’d interfere with the questionnaire we need you to fill out when 

this is over.” 

 

“When what is over? What questionnaire?” 

 

“Oh, it’s just a standard questionnaire. It just asks you to rate your experience with UTI on a scale of one 

to five, so that in the future we can improve and provide better service! I can’t ask you to give me high 

scores, but my bonus is impacted by how high I score so I’d appreciate it if you’d fill rate your 

experiences five out of five!” 

 

“What kind of nuthouse is this place? What ‘experiences’? Why is this door locked?” 

 

“Oh that’s easy: it’s locked so you can’t escape! As for experiences, give me a moment to get the file... 

Just a second.” 

 

On the other end of the speaker sounds of things falling on the floor are followed by the sound of 

something heavy and solid toppling over, coupled with a yell, and then… 

 

“Aha! Found it! Your file! Knew it was around here somewhere.” 

 

He doesn’t say anything more. 

 

“Well?” says Johnson impatiently. The look on his face displays plainly that he considers the man on the 

other side of the speaker to be a total imbecile. 

 

“Oh! Sorry. It’s my first day you see. I’m a bit flustered…. Ah, here we go. You’ll be turning into a spider, 

um, thingy. Of some sort. Heavy genetic modification… blah blah blah… increased libido… standard 

testing sequences… military spec strength and reflexes… moderately high metabolism… sexual 

realignment… yadda yadda yadda…” 

 

He says it all with a very bored tone of voice. 

 



Johnson actually laughs. 

 

“You are loony!” he barks, then a wave of nausea washes over him and he has to hold onto the door 

handle for balance. 

 

“Then what does that make you?” retorts the speaker. 

 

“Oh maaan! How much did I drink?” says Johnson, trying desperately  not to puke… and then suddenly 

the nausea and dizziness is gone. He manages to stand up straight. 

 

“Whoa. What was that all about?” 

 

“Ooo, exciting! That means it’s begun! Your digestive tract and innards have liquefied and should be 

reconstructing as we speak!” 

 

“Huh?” asks Johnson, obviously still not getting it. 

 

“Oh, normally the innards are the last to change you know, but you’re going to be a special case! You 

need to be able to digest food right away if you’re going to put on the necessary weight!” 

 

“Weight?” repeats Johnson. He doesn’t seem to have a clue. 

 

Then there is some loud scuffling and the noise of a sliding chair from the speaker, followed by a voice. 

 

“Why didn’t you tell me you’ve already started! I absolutely insist on being here for every subject!” 

 

More scraping and scuffling noises suggests that a crowd of people are pushing into a very small room 

on the other end of the speaker. 

 

“Give me that!” says the new person, who seems to have much more authority that the person Johnson 

was talking with up until now. There is some loud feedback as the microphone is snatched away. 

 

“Hello! My name is Dr. P, and I’m in charge of this institute! How are you feeling this evening? Very well 

I hope!” 

 

“You’re all a bunch of nutters!” mumbles Johnson when he begins to notice that he feels really funny. 

“What have you done to me?” he mumbles as strange sensations are developing in his body. It’s almost 

pleasant really. Actually, if he had to put a name on it, he’d say that he was growing aroused… but he 

wasn’t getting hard or anything. What’s going on here? 

 

Dr. P hears his mumbled query though, and addresses it immediately. 

 



“Oh, you’ll be receiving a very special transformation today! Not at all standard let me tell you! Our, 

ahem, squid army sort of got out of hand. I suppose we should have kept a closer eye on her… but in any 

case you’ll be better in every way! A vastly superior hunter queen! All we ask in return is that you go out 

and round up all them squids.” 

 

Johnson just laughs. 

 

“Nothing that you just said makes any sense.” 

 

“I suppose not, but it does not matter. We wrote your dna much more meticulously this time around: no 

more mistakes! You’re going to be beautiful! See for yourself if you don’t believe me.” 

 

Even as Dr. P is still talking he can feel something weird definitely happening, and it’s centering around 

his ass. What’s more, he is definitely aroused right now for some reason, an involuntary response if 

there ever was one to be sure, but his bits and pieces haven’t stirred in the slightest. Little does he know 

that they’re already useless, and that underneath them something else has already formed. 

 

He groans in sexual desire without even realizing what he’s doing right before his butt starts to swell 

outwards, dragging some of his guts with it and forming new ones as well. His shorts pull tight across his 

groin 

 

“Ohhhhhh,” he says as it happens, bending down to put his hands on his knees, then turns around to 

look at his protruding butt. “What in the…” 

 

His ass no longer resembles anything human. It’s round and roughly egg shaped. His skin has turned 

dark brown and is becoming armored and tough with the passing seconds, and plush, soft hairs cover it 

in a wave even as he watches.  

 

The chitinous armor is spreading over his skin in a wave and wrapping around his waist, the fluffy fur 

following close after. The fur is a smooth pink and white color. Ooo’s of appreciation echo over the 

intercom, and somebody says “I chose that color. Like it?” to which another answers “Yes! It’ll be lovely 

with her new ovipositor!” 

 

“What in the hell are you all talking about?” shouts Johnson. He doesn’t like what’s happening to him. 

He doesn’t like it one bit. He likes even less that the changes in his body are making him so incredibly 

aroused that he can’t stop blushing, and pants escape his throat as he feels the changes travel down his 

legs… and wrap around his pelvis. 

 

He nearly cries when his penis is swallowed up in the changes, and in its place a gross maw opens up, 

followed quickly by the appearance of mandibles… and two big black fangs. The fangs quickly tear holes 

in the front of his boxers and get tangled in them, and he can feel his new “second” mouth salivating as 

he realizes he starving. 



 

Johnson stares at himself in horror as the changes progress. The bones in his body from the waist down 

liquefy and disappear, but his legs have already grown stiff, breaking now into many segments as the 

rapidly become the legs and feet of a spider, extending in length slowly. Johnson is finding it more 

difficult to stand by the second. 

 

A hose extends down from the ceiling as pedi-palps erupt from his hips: or where his hips used to be at 

least. The changes are starting to spread up his waist as delicate pink fur covers his back and up past his 

naval, but it doesn’t appear to be progressing further than that. 

 

But Johnson is dying of hunger! His body is burning fat and muscle to fuel his change, and if he doesn’t 

get food immediately it could kill him. 

 

The hose drops down in front of Johnsons face, and attached to it is a little placard that says “Drink me!” 

 

Johnson doesn’t even think twice, jamming the hose into his mouth and sucking for all he’s worth as 

thick, creamy, predigested nutritious paste is pumped down the line… and into his belly. His hunger does 

not quickly satisfy though. The paste is so easy to digest that his stomach quickly empties. Johnson 

realizes that his ass has resumed swelling in size, and tears his boxers in two as it grows to become the 

size of a beach ball. 

 

A second hose rises up from the floor and presents itself to his pedipalps, which immediately grasp it 

and his other mouth begins greedily sucking in the delicious paste as well, and it all goes straight to his 

ass. 

 

As Johnson’s posterior swells rapidly in size he feels on the verge of orgasm. He drinks from two mouths 

as quickly as he is able to, but how could he possibly still be aroused? His reproductive equipment is 

gone! Gone forever! His penis and balls now just a memory in place of a spiders maw! 

 

But it’s true. He feels wonderful. His body is generating the most blissfully sensual feelings as it grows in 

size. Three more pairs of legs erupt from his body beside his original two, and quickly match their size as 

they all explode in length together. Johnson finds himself growing much taller as he can’t stop drinking 

the paste: his hunger continues to go unsatisfied, and he quickly learns that a spiders hunger is a 

desperate hunger that must be met at all costs. He is no longer in any danger whatsoever of falling 

over… although a strange weightless feeling overcomes him as the changes progress and he loses his 

sense of balance and direction. Which way was down again? Is he standing on the floor or attached to 

the ceiling? Just what in the hell is going on, and why is he so god-damned aroused right now!? He finds 

himself wishing he still had his man bits, because then at least he could jack himself off. 

 

In fact: his desperate need for sexual release is quickly outpacing his desperate need for food, especially 

since he’s beginning to grow satisfied enough to stop drinking from the ceiling tube. He throws it away 



as if repulsed by it and by the fact that he enabled it to further his transformation. He can’t bring himself 

to throw away the floor tube though. He’s still hungry: but that should be satisfied soon. 

 

But this incredible heat within his body! This unquenchable desire for sex! Why is this happening? What 

is going on? 

 

Johnson is panting furiously as he tries to catch his breath, but can’t.  Transitioning from mid-belly down 

he’s become a gigantic thousand-pound spider. Furry and pink with long, powerful legs each the size of a 

small tree and disproportionally huge and gangly in relation to his comparatively small body. He feels 

venom in his fangs down below, silk in his rear connected to his ready and waiting spinnerets, of which 

he has many, he can feel his relocated anus, and… 

 

Wait-just-a-moment-what-the-hell-is-that? 

 

Johnson reaches with one of his many legs and gently feels around the underside of his abdomen until 

he finds it. A wet opening that tingles with anticipation and oozes pleasure when he touches it.  

 

He finds himself growing full and throws away the second tube as well, feeling well satisfied in that 

regard but feeling worse by the minute in regard to the new sexual organ he’s just discovered. 

 

But he’s not quite done yet. The last changes are still progressing up his body towards his head. They’re 

gentle and small changes, but changes none the less. Almost like after-thoughts. 

 

His skin tone becomes a soft tan color that does indeed compliment the pastel pink of his fur. His waist 

narrows a bit and his belly flattens. His hands become more delicate and his muscle definition decreases 

radically. 

 

But worse than any of that for Johnson is that fleshy mounds of fat that are pushing his now erect 

nipples out and into the air. 

 

Tits. As he watches them grow from an A cup to a B cup and stop that’s the only word he can think of. 

He’s got fucking tits. And tits can only mean… 

 

Shocked disbelief blankets his face even as his hair flows down past his shoulders and his face changes 

subtly to match his new female body. Becoming a monstrous spider thing? Weird, but he can sort of 

understand that. 

 

But tits? He can’t even begin to process it. 

 

“Ah good! It looks like you’re finished! How do you feel?” 

 

“I’ve got tits. I’ve got tits! Why the hell do I have tits!?” 



 

“Oh, well, you see, that’s just how this sort of thing works out. We need-” 

 

“But WHY?! Why the fucking TITS?! I could be fine with all the rest of this otherwise!!” 

 

“Well… wait, really? You don’t mind the rest? That’s incredible!” 

 

“BUT I DO MIND THESE!!” shouts Johnson in a fury, his face deep red from both unquenchable horniness 

as well as anger. He cups his breasts in his hand and shakes them. Somebody on the intercom snorts as 

if trying not to laugh. 

 

“It is only natural, doctor,” says a woman’s voice. “That the males resist such things you know. You’d 

have been better off with a female subject.” 

 

“But look what a female subject did the last time! We need some male objectivity here: and at least we 

know he’ll behave rationally. I’m certain he doesn’t want to conquer the world.” 

 

“Males are more likely to do such things!” 

 

“A woman would take forever to adapt to being a spider! She’d be scared and grossed out by herself for 

months!” 

 

“Perhaps you have a point there, doctor, but-” 

 

“Would somebody PLEASE explain why it’s necessary that I have tits?” shouts Johnson. A steady drip 

from his lower abdomen is evidence of his new sex still in overdrive. Johnson finds that standing still is 

becoming difficult.  

 

“Oh, it’s absolutely necessary for a queen to have tits! What good would you be otherwise?” 

 

“Queen? You don’t mean-” 

 

“Yes: you can reproduce sexually with males. We need a new queen to hunt down the old one and help 

dispose of her army. She’s not too strong in numbers yet, but she will be. We need you to bring them all 

in for questioning and sterilization. I’ll have to ask that you not eat anybody that doesn’t deserve it.” 

 

Johnson’s jaw just drops as he is at a loss for words. 

 

“Yes, well, that does remind me. We need to get you pregnant! The sooner the better!” 

 

That snaps him out of it. 

 



“WHAT?!” he roars. “PREGNANT? NO!” 

 

“Ah, alas, you say that now but you’ll be singing a different tune in no time at all.” 

 

The door to the room clicks open, and Johnson immediately recognizes the man that stumbles through 

the door. 

 

“Jerry! Is that you?” 

 

“Who said- OH MY GOD WHAT THE HELL IS THAT!” 

 

“It’s me Jerry! John! John Johnson!” 

 

But Jerry isn’t listening. He’s clawing at the door and trying to force the handle.  

 

And Johnson is finding that his arousal is escalating exponentially. He can’t control it or dull it: he needs 

sex. He needs sex more than he needs oxygen even. He can no more hold this off indefinitely than he 

can hold his breath. 

 

Johnson finds that the instructions are clear: memories he shouldn’t have telling him what to do and 

how to do it. He shakes his head to clear it of such disgusting thoughts. He is not doing that to his best 

friend. 

 

But he has little choice, and despite his best efforts to resist it he has new biological imperatives now. As 

a human he could never have comprehended it, but now he can’t help but understand its truth even as 

he balks against it and tries to resist… but his body begins moving of its own accord. Prey is nearby, and 

he is in need. Desperate need. 

 

“Forgive me Jerry,” John mutters as he closes in on the defenseless man. 

 

The man turns to run, but he grabs him effortlessly by the leg, brings him quickly up to his lower mouth, 

and pieces him with a fang, injecting a tiny amount of venom into his bloodstream. John is careful not to 

use too much. He doesn’t want to kill him or liquefy his organs. He just needs his… ugh. 

 

He lets Jerry go. The effects are immediately obvious: Jerry’s getting a boner. 

 

“Oh good: we were worried about that actually,” says the intercom, but someone immediately shushes 

him. 

 

John grabs Jerry’s pants with his forelegs and rips them open, followed quickly by his underwear, and it 

is apparent that he’s already at full mast… but the venom is still at work on him. In such a low dose it 



cannot harm his health, but it does have side effects for those that survive. Arousal is one. Minor 

changes in his physiology is another. 

 

Jerry groans as if in pain as his dick stretches another inch in length, and its turning black. It’s tip is 

growing pointed like a stinger, and his shaft is becoming incredibly smooth. Clear liquid begins to drip 

from the end of it. 

 

He won’t become a full spider. He’ll only be able to mate with one. Dr. P had learned from past 

mistakes: not only will John be unable to “convert” others, but he will only be able to birth infertile, 

lesser females until the day that he is near death, when he will lay just one queen egg to take his place. 

No more worry about the extinction of the human species! The venom will only be effective on human 

males though, will paralyze with the correct dosage, and kill with a high enough dose. Only the queens 

venom will have the power to transform a male. 

 

John couldn’t care less about Dr. P’s breakthroughs though. She reaches out and grabs Jerry by the neck 

of his shirt, releasing powerful pheromones as she does that Jerry can now smell, thanks to her venom. 

She looks into his eyes. 

 

“You are going to service me or you will die,” she says, meaning it. She’s become so desperate that 

would gladly kill to relieve herself. He just gulps and nods his head, and she lets him go. He’s still 

changing some, his penis still extending in length to match John’s bulky abdomen, but soon his changes 

will complete themselves. He will be compatible with her. Indeed, he stops at a new length of nearly a 

foot, and a girth to match. John presents herself to him. 

 

“Make it fast,” she says with a shudder, her abdomen bending beneath her legs to bring her wet and 

dripping sex within his reach. Jerry doesn’t dare disobey. 

 

He penetrates her abdomen immediately, catching John off guard. His virgin sex is tight and small in 

comparison to Jerry’s new gargantuan dick, but he desperately thrusts into her to penetrate her fully 

and as fast as possible. Not only is he scared for his life: but John’s pheromones are having a very strong 

effect on him. His drive to mate this monster is almost as strong as John’s.  

 

Once they’re both fully warmed up, however, things go much smoother. He thrusts rapidly into her, and 

she receives him joyously as her needs are, at last, met. Her new breasts jut into the air as she arcs her 

back in orgasm: a sensation entirely unlike that of when she was a man, and find that her hands move 

automatically to her modest tits to play with them as Jerry services her below. Their first time lasts all of 

ten minutes, but might as well have been a day and a half for John. His human half is covered in sweat, 

and his hair is a mess. He crouches in the corner to rest.  

 

What just happened? What came over him?! WHAT DID HE JUST DO!!! 

 



He trembles as he realizes he just had sex with his best friend: a man for Christ’s sake! And he enjoyed 

it! He wanted it! The fresh memories of only moments ago nearly make him gag. 

 

“No. I didn’t want to do that!” He points an accusatory finger at the ceiling. “You sick bastards made me 

do that!! What the hell is wrong with you people?!” 

 

“Aaaaand we have a relapse,” says a woman. 

 

“Pish tosh Edna,” says Dr. P. “He’ll come around… maybe.” 

 

“Perhaps it is better this way, lest he get out of hand?” suggests Edna. 

 

“I’m going to FREAKING MURDER YOU BOTH!” shouts John at the top of his lungs. His voice has lost 

much of its forcefulness however, being much too soft and sultry now. He’d be able to charm the pants 

of a snake with practice. Not that he’ll ever practice. 

 

“You say that now, but give it time. I’m sure you’ll learn to love it!” 

 

“Love it like hell, oh dear… no! NO! NOT AGAIN!” 

 

But already John can feel his body betraying him. He looks over to where Jerry is half asleep in a corner 

with both revulsion and desire. His dick is still hard. It’s still drizzling seed from when he had pumped it 

into his belly. Even now John knows that he’s been fertilized… but his body wants to make extra sure it 

seems. He can’t even begin to resist the impulses. The heat. The desperate need for stimulus. For sex. 

 

He hopes it’ll be over soon… but he knows that it won’t be. He might have cried if it weren’t for the fact 

that he was raised to never show weakness. 

 

And so she pounces on the poor unfortunate man and impales herself upon him, despite his protests of 

needing to wait and rest, and they continue to screw, on and off, for the next several hours. Each time 

they separate they wish it to be the last time, and yet neither can help themselves as the mating 

continues long into the night. John because his body demands it. Jerry because John demands it. Both 

are left rather sore and tired by the time John manages to fall asleep, and Jerry is allowed to fall asleep 

by John, and all becomes dark. 

 

John wakes up slowly, opening his eyes to find his night-stand and give his alarm clock a solid smack, 

which he does after a few misses. The alarm turns off. It’s 8am in the morning and…. Sunday? He could 

have sworn it was Friday. Or at least Saturday. Did he sleep through Saturday? How’d he get in bed? Last 

he remembers… 

 

His eyes go wide as he remembers the night before, and rolls over to kick off his covers. Just those two 

actions prove what his eyes now see: his swollen and fat spider’s abdomen, armor plated, soft, furry, 



and pink. Eight strong legs kick the sheets off him, also pink and furry, as well as armored. Resting on his 

belly is a man, whose dick is still stuck inside of him. John just stares at him as if not sure what to think. 

 

The foot of the bed is covered in webbing from him tossing and turning as he slept, and even now a 

string of thick silk pulls out of his spinnerets. It feels surprisingly pleasant.  

 

He needs to relieve himself, and even more urgent than that he needs to eat. He’s practically starving. 

John’s slightly surprised to find that though he instinctively knows how to go about the latter, he has no 

clue how to even begin with the former, so he puts it out of his mind and focuses on the prime directive: 

sustenance. 

 

“Wake the hell up and get off me,” John says. His many legs are slow to cooperate with him as he 

stretches and yawns. 

 

Jerry has already been woken up by John’s movements, and is immediately faced with the pleasant 

surprise of still being quite hard as well as aroused. Only the look on John’s face prevents him from 

doing anything other than getting off his vast belly, his feet slipping on the soft, luxurious pink fur of his 

abdomen and his foot long penis being rather difficult to remove due to it’s length, stiffness, and the 

awkward position of standing on top of a soft, rounded egg. He manages to extricate himself and slide 

off John and the bed to the side. 

 

“I’m going downstairs to find something to eat. Sorry about getting you tangled in this mess.” 

 

As John says it he gives up trying to roll back over by spinning, and instead simply uses the ceiling as 

leverage. He half walks on both the ceiling and floor without realizing it, his grogginess not recognizing 

the shape of the room, and his sense of up and down forever gone. Ironically, he also is unaware that as 

he leaves the room (barely squeezing through the door even when he’s moving sideways), his silk is still 

attached to the foot of the bed and leaving a strong, cobwebbed cable behind him. It sticks adhesively 

to everything it touches. 

 

Once at the fridge his lower half, almost with a mind of its own, bites through a grape juice bottle and 

begins drinking in big gulps while his human half finds the remains of a cold pizza and takes it to the 

table to eat. His spider half can’t handle solids, but his human half can make that transition between the 

human gut and the spider gut. John doesn’t understand the severe amount of engineering that went 

into his new body, nor does he want to understand. He’s still fuming. 

 

He catches a look at himself in a cabinet mirror. Well shaped breasts. Long strawberry blond hair. Pink 

fur. Why the hell did it need to be pink? What the hell is wrong with those people? 

 

Why couldn’t his human half remained male? Then at least he could have pretended… 

 



There’s a knock on the door. John is in zero mood for solicitors: so help him if it’s a salesman he’ll tie him 

up in the basement and leave him to rot. 

 

It isn’t a salesman, but a basket. It’s the gift basket from the night before at the UTI building, wherever 

that was. Attached to it is a note. 

 

Dear John Johnson, 

 

You left this basket at the UTI testing basement. We’re 

happy to return it to you! 

 

As you are right now you are in the best condition and 

position to hunt down an infectious species of squid-

women that is currently in attempting to take over the 

world and become the dominant species on this planet. 

We cannot make you do this: but we hope that the 

genetic programming we provided you with free of 

charge will convince you to help us with this. If we do 

not hear from you in the next month we will consider 

your answer to be a “no”, but we sincerely hope that 

you consider this matter carefully and feel otherwise. 

 

The first step, which you are well underway in 

accomplishing, would be to begin creating and training 

stealthy scouts that can capture these “Squidies” and 

bring them in without alarming the public too much. 

You can lay thousands of eggs at once: a vast 

improvement over the squidtaur’s singular egg. The 

disadvantage of course is that your young will be quite 

small at first, and that you will be the only one birthing 

them. You will need to take care to feed them properly 

and raise them as best (and as quickly) as you can. If all 

goes well they should learn English rather rapidly, and 

be capable of taking care of themselves (and going on 

missions) within two weeks of age. We wish you the 

best of luck. 

 

P.S. One of the factors present in choosing you for this 

task was that you lack any and all ambition for world 

domination. We sincerely hope we were not wrong in 

this. 

 



John turns the card over to see a small question asking him to rate his experience from 1-5, ignores it, 

crumbles up the note, and takes the basket inside. He’ll need the food before too long, and who would 

throw away cupcakes anyway? 

 

Inside his gigantic abdomen he can feel a massive multitude of small eggs already there. It gives him a 

rather bloated feeling, (as if he hadn’t had that before), and a strange sense of pride that he has life 

inside him, even though the thought revolts him. He doesn’t want to lay eggs or birth young… but he 

supposes he’ll be doing both before too long whether or not he wants to, so might as well stop thinking 

about it. They’re going to need groceries though. 

 

John sends Jerry to the store to pick up as much food as he can (under threat of painful death should he 

fail), and nests up back in his bedroom. John finds himself compelled to wrap everything up in soft 

blankets of cobwebs that could stop a charging rhino in its tracts. He thoroughly closes up the windows 

and the only entrance inside (e.i. the door) quickly is transformed into a tunnel. John moves the bed 

over into the corner to the right of said tunnel, and is preparing it (and himself) for the rigors of 

childbirth. He’s not sure how well he’ll take it. 

 

By the time Jerry gets back he’s woven three strong baskets for his eggs. 

 

“Whoa!” exclaims Jerry when he opens the door to the master bedroom. “Been redecorating have we?” 

 

John quickly runs over to him and snags the two bags he has in his arms. The pizza and juice from earlier, 

(the sole remaining inhabitants of John’s larder), have long since been forgotten. 

 

Twin droplets of milk steadily spill from John’s erect teats as he crams food into both mouths. 

 

Jerry only stares for a moment before raising his hands in an “okay” gesture, and walks slowly 

backwards out of the room, closing the door behind him. 

 

The rest of the day is filled with the cries and shouts of John as he lays nearly 2,000 eggs inside those 

baskets. His ovipositor jammed into the small hole in their tops as one by one they exit his body. Each is 

the size of a golf ball. This being his first time, his flesh isn’t quite yet accustomed to their size. His 

abdomen shakes with effort as he deposits each new egg. When a basket is full he closes off the top 

with more webbing. 

 

Oddly though, as uncomfortable and demanding and even painful as laying eggs was, it was also highly 

erotic to John. His arousal actually helped the birthing process by slicking up his sexual organ, and every 

so often he found that he was able to achieve an orgasm if he played with himself a bit. Milk would jet 

out of his breasts as he screeched in joy one second only to gasp in pain the next. The bags of food lay 

empty in the corner: he ate it all before this had even begun. 

 



The entire process took nearly twenty hours, not that John knew that, but he was definitely glad when it 

was over. He lies protectively over his eggs in near exhaustion and drifts off to sleep. 

 

He wakes up to find more bags of food in front of him, and the empty bags gone. John silently praises 

Jerry’s thoughtfulness as he fills himself with as much as he can stand. His breasts ache, swollen slightly 

with milk as they leak continuously. Eventually he goes downstairs and finds Jerry, and they talk and 

laugh until night comes. They even have sex without the actual hormonal drive to, and both find it 

exceedingly pleasant. John had not forgotten their long first night together, and although he still regrets 

what has happened to him he has been, and always will be, a sex-fiend. Perhaps another of the reasons 

he was chosen for this “honor”. 

 

They both decide to call it a night though after their experimenting, and John goes back to his bed to 

find the spiderlings almost ready to hatch. He finds himself unreasonably excited, but does nothing 

about it, and squeals in joy as the first breaks through the basket. 

 

It’s tiny. Not even an inch tall. And of course they’re all going to be little girls, half human half spider. 

 

Her exoskeleton hasn’t hardened yet, her skin almost completely translucent and invisible. She crawls 

over towards John, and he extends a hand knowing what she wants: milk. She quickly makes her way to 

John’s breast and begins lapping at his leaky teat. 

 

And she’s soon joined by the rest of her sisters. John finds that he needs to knead his own breasts to 

provide the milk to feed them all (droplets are enough for them all). Their tiny mouths suck and lick the 

sweet nectar of life off his skin. It doesn’t take long at all for them to be satisfied, and the all crawl over 

onto the back of John’s abdomen to fall straight asleep in his protective, pink fur. 

 

A shudder passes through John as he realizes that he’s happier than he’s been in years. That can’t 

possibly be can it? Could he learn to enjoy this?  

 

He dismisses the thought and curls up on the bed himself, weary and satisfied, well aware that they’ll be 

bigger tomorrow and the next day, and that he won’t get off with such an easy feeding again until they 

can eat solid food for themselves.  He finds himself wondering where he’ll find room for all the new 

beds. At least, being lesser females, they won’t ever get as big as him, nor will they ever reach maturity. 

 

Already thoughts of expanding his territory and plans for tomorrow fill his head as he closes his eyes and 

dreams.  


