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    CHAPTER 1
..................

    
    BRIAN SAT UP IN BED, forcing muscles and joints to move that would rather stay immobile. Old Mr Archer, they called him. Yes, he was old, but so was everybody else in this dingy, stinking facility. Why did he get “Old” added to his name? Maybe he was the eldest, he didn’t know. His breath came in short gasps as he finally got himself somewhat upright. Anyone would think he’d just climbed a dozen flights of stairs. After a long moment, he swung his legs over the edge of the bed and lowered his bare feet to the cold floor.

    The nursing staff had begged him to eat his dinner, but he’d refused. The homogenous glop they’d served up had made his stomach roil just looking at it. So what if it was designed to fill his nutritional needs, it wasn’t real food and he would not eat it. He knew they suspected he was starting to show signs of dementia, but unless they put a monitor on him, or his door, to stop him wandering, he didn’t care. He also knew they thought he would be the next resident to drop off the perch. He could understand why, looking at the stick-thin limbs protruding from his pyjamas. 

    Brian stood up, stifling a groan. Straightening his back, he shuffled across the floor, opening the door to his room a crack. He peered with his good eye down the hallway, as far as he could. There was no movement in the gloom. He held his breath and listened. Nothing. He hadn’t expected anyone to be around but had to be careful. It was time to track down some proper sustenance. It had been a long time since he’d done this, but he felt weaker than he ever had before.

    He slowly opened the door, creeping out into the hallway, before gently closing the door behind him. He checked and oiled the door regularly, to make sure it didn’t squeak the way most of the doors in this wretched place did. He hadn’t bothered to put his dressing gown on, and the chilled air made him shiver. It didn’t matter; what he needed was not far away. His steps came quicker as his eyes adjusted to the near darkness. His eyesight was one thing that had never failed him. Well, in his good eye it hadn’t, at least.

    He came to the end of the hallway and paused near the door to the last room. Loud snores emanated from inside. On a bad night, he could hear them from his own room. He started to reach for the doorknob but snatched his hand back. No, not tonight. He carefully moved around the corner and into a small foyer, with doors leading to the garden in front of him. Glancing up at the security camera, he breathed a sigh of relief. The dangling cord and missing lens attested to the fact that it still hadn’t been fixed after Alfie had attacked it with his walking stick several days earlier. Poor Alfie, his paranoia had finally got the better of him. He had been moved into the secure wing now. Brian did not expect to see him again.

    He eased the door to the garden open, turning the lock to the open position before closing it and moving off into the darkness. It was even colder out here, with the brittle grass under his feet damp, small stones jabbing him. Brian didn’t care. He was out, free. Maybe not for long, but it still counted.

    






CHAPTER 2
..................

    
    CLATTERING SHOES AND THE SQUEAKING wheels of a trolley woke Brian from a pleasant dream of a sandy beach and a submissive blonde. He opened his eyes and blinked in the watery light that was trying to illuminate his room. The sight of his room never failed to cloak him in a mist of depression. It was the best he could afford, having no family to support him, but there were very few places he’d lived that were worse. The worn linoleum floor curled up at the edges. The walls, painted a neutral shade of nothing, had shadows of mould that no amount of bleach seemed to shift. The furniture was old, mostly plastic, mostly at the end of its useful life.

    He sighed, closing his eyes to block out the reality of his surroundings. He should just leave, move on and start again elsewhere, but he just couldn’t get motivated enough. He was old. Older than his records said he was. He had seen, and done, so much. He had been happy for a while, he’d loved, had adventures. Then he’d been alone, and he had stopped caring about just about everything.

    The door burst open, and a way too cheerful voice said, “Time to wake up, Mr Archer. Let’s get you up, and ready for breakfast, shall we?”

    Brian opened his good eye and glared at the petite young lady who was busily gathering his moth-eaten slippers, and grimy, but comfortable, gown. What was her name? Becky? Becca? He sat up in bed before she could offer any assistance, shoving his feet into his slippers before she could see the dirty soles. He stood, and allowed her to help him into his gown, as she always did.

    “You’re looking better this morning,” she said. “I thought you might be coming down with something when I read in your notes that you didn’t eat last night.”

    Brian grunted. “Grabbed something later,” he said. “Slept well.”

    “You’re lucky then. Marjorie said she was kept awake all night by somebody snoring. I suspect there might be a few more sleepless residents tonight, once they hear the news.”

    “What news?” grumbled Brian.

    “There was a murder just down the road last night,” she said, her voice low. “A particularly nasty one, from what I’ve heard. Police thought it was an animal attack at first, but the victim’s wallet had been emptied.”

    “Sounds gruesome. How’d you find out about it?”

    “The police came to speak with our night shift staff, to see if they’d seen or heard anything. A homeless guy that lives in that burnt out factory down on the corner said he saw an old man wandering around. Couldn’t have been anyone from here, though. You’re all either monitored or too smart to go gallivanting around in the cold.” Becky assisted him across to the bathroom but gave him privacy when she saw he was steady on his feet.

    Brian took his time, thinking. He hadn’t noticed being observed during his midnight walk, and that was disturbing. He had always prided himself on how aware he was of his surroundings. He simply could not get caught. If he was, they’d assume his wandering was due to dementia, and start monitoring him at night. No more nocturnal jaunts would be the end of him.

    Breakfast was served in a communal dining room. Becky got Brian seated at his usual spot, and brought him over a cup of coffee. The cloudy, grey liquid looked more like dishwater, and tasted worse, but the caffeine was welcome. He forced himself to eat a few pieces of toast, aware of being watched carefully. If he wanted to be left alone, he needed to be seen eating regularly. The toast was always cold and slightly chewy by the time he got his. The jam was surprisingly good, though. Homemade, he suspected. 

    He asked for a second cup of coffee, just so he could observe the other residents for a while longer. News of the murder had indeed spread, and his breakfast companions were unusually animated. Dorothy, a kind but constantly anxious lady, was crying. Bob and Ben, identical twins who were still inseparable at 82, were talking excitedly with one another. Iris, her mauve hair askew, kept repeating “Murder! Hmmph!” as she glared at everyone around her, as though she suspected one of them was at fault. The staff looked frazzled as they constantly fielded question after question. Brian felt not a shred of    sympathy at the long and frustrating day they had ahead of them.

    Becky saw Brian push his chair back and go to stand. She hurried across to assist him, her brows knitting as she discovered he didn’t need her. Brian noticed her expression.

    “The old joints are feeling good today. Must be the change in the weather,” he said.

    Becky glanced out the window, still puzzled. It was a little sunnier than it had been recently, but nothing out of season. “I guess so,” she replied, taking the arm Brian now held out to her. As she accompanied him back to his room, his feet dragged slightly, but he clearly didn’t need her to find his balance. She did not comment on the further lack of help he needed to change into his day clothes.

    “Do you need me to help you down to the games room, Mr Archer?” Becky asked.

    “Huh? Oh. No, not today. I have a letter to write first. I’ll call someone when I’m ready to head down,” he replied.

    Becky nodded and left the room. Brian breathed a sigh of relief. He liked the girl, but she was so damned observant. Cute as a button, too, now that he thought of it. He shook his head, annoyed with himself. Having thoughts like that about her would only lead to trouble, or, at the very least, embarrassment. Still, if he continued to feel better…

    Brian removed a box from the chest of drawers by the door and sat on the better of his two chairs. One of its plastic legs flexed alarmingly but thought better of hurling him to the floor. He took a key from his pocket and unlocked the box. Inside were a number of old photographs, and a bundle of letters tied together with a faded ribbon. He lifted one of the photos out. It was of himself, many years ago. He was dressed in a soldier’s uniform, his posture straight, his body strong. A neat moustache decorated his lip, almost black, just like his hair. The girls had all quite liked him back then.

    Brian jumped as another staff member came barrelling in the door. He slammed the box shut, but the photograph was still in his hand.

    “Who’s that then?” the carer asked as she stripped his bed, peering over her shoulder.

    Brian smiled a little. “Oh, just me, in my prime,” he replied.

    The woman, a little too plump and a little too nosy, in Brian’s opinion, stopped her work to come over a take a closer look.

    “Nice costume, very authentic,” she said.

    “Oh?”

    “Yes. Even you aren’t old enough to have been in the army that long ago. My husband is an historian,” she explained.

    Brian grunted and slipped the photo back in the box when she turned away again. The woman, he had no idea what her name was, started babbling on about the history of army uniforms, and telling Brian what pieces her husband had in his private collection. Brian didn’t bother correcting any of her numerous mistakes. He just knew that if he started talking to her, he would never get rid of her. She eventually finished up, and left with a smile and a nod, oblivious to his dislike.

    He waited for a moment, and then returned the box to its customary position, checking it was locked. He left his room and slowly walked down towards the games room. His shoulders sagged as he contemplated the boring day he would spend there. Now that Alfie was gone, he had nobody to play chess with. He could join the daily group trip to the shops, but they’d wonder where he’d got his money from. They didn’t need to know how much he had, or where he got it. One of the few advantages of living in a place like this, with it being understaffed, was being able to keep secrets. He would rather keep his secrets than buy a new hat or some other stupid thing he’d never wear or use.

    






CHAPTER 3
..................

    
    THE DAY HAD EVENTUALLY DRAWN to a close, with Brian glad to escape into his room and close the door. He’d feigned sleep when a staff member had popped his head in to check he was safely in bed. The sounds of movement in his wing of the building had dwindled into silence, and only then did he sit up. It was still an effort, but his clandestine meal the night before had strengthened him enough that he didn’t need to pause long before making his way across the room.

    He had not intended going out again so soon, but as he’d climbed into bed, he’d had the abrupt urge to do just that. He had let himself atrophy for far too long. Once he’d got a bit more cash together, he would pack up and leave. His one taste the night before had reignited his will to live. To really live, not just exist in a crumbling, decrepit body.

    He let himself out the same way as before and crept along through the shadows in the garden until he reached a low stone wall. Glancing back, he squeezed in behind a shrub to a clear, hidden pocket where a tree had died and had never been replaced. Shivering slightly, he stood on the rough stump and removed his clothes, his sun-starved, wrinkled skin almost luminescent in the moonlight.

    Brian took a deep breath, closing his eyes. A shudder ran through his body. He stretched out his arms and arched forward in a grotesque mimicry of a tai chi move. His skin darkened, and a crackling, tearing sound could be heard. His bony limbs thinned even further, elongating, turning black, coarse hair sprouting. His body shortened, and his stomach distended. A series of wet pops heralded more long black limbs erupting from his ribs. His body lurched, shuddered once more. The transformation was complete.

    The gigantic spider, that moments before had been Brian, climbed up onto a hedge that bordered the road. The twisted, unkempt branches disguised the spider’s shape as it moved smoothly, silently along. Exposed to the sky, it was safest up here. No bird of prey could ever possibly tackle it, and humans, the only real threat to it, rarely looked upwards. Unless they heard something, that was. It placed each leg smoothly and with care, lifting it up and reaching out for the next branch if the first one threatened to crack. The spider’s progress was slow. It was still weak and needed to feed several more times before it would be back to its prime.

    The hedge ended at a crossroads. The spider descended to the ground, the tips of its legs feeling for vibrations to alert it to anything, or anyone, approaching. It could feel the hum of busier streets nearby, but nothing close enough to be a threat, or a meal. Silently it took a left turn, hugging close to the walls of the buildings set against the footpath. Ahead, on the corner, was the burnt out factory. The spider paused and felt for vibrations once more. At first, there was nothing, but then yes, there was a faint stirring from inside the shell of a building. Its next meal awaited.

    The spider scaled the wall of the factory, squeezing through an empty, yawning window frame, then abseiled silently to the floor. Piles of blackened debris and rubbish obscured its view of the interior, but the vibrations were stronger now. Black limbs reaching, searching, testing, it made its way across to a pile of boards in the corner. No, not a pile, a shelter, a crude hut built by the man hidden inside.

    The tip of one arachnid leg felt along the edge of the entrance to the hut. It scraped audibly, just a little bit, and the stirrings within abruptly stopped. The spider waited, and then scratched a leg lightly down the side of the hut. It felt its prey shift, startled. Fresh blood always tasted like nectar, but the addition of a little adrenaline made it all the sweeter. The spider reached around to the back of the shelter, scratching the crude wall once more.

    “Who’s there? What do you want?” The voice was loud, but a tremor shook his words.

    The curved hook at the end of one of the spider’s legs prised its way under a board at the shelter’s rear. It pulled, and the board protested with a slow groan. A sharp tug and the board started to dislodge. A startled cry came from within the shelter. There was a flurry of panicked movement and the makeshift door at the front was flung open. A figure catapulted out, straight into the waiting embrace of the spider.

    The spider wrapped itself around its victim, legs holding him close and tight. The man tried to scream, but the spider bit down into his soft stomach, piercing flesh with razor-sharp fangs, venom silencing any attempt at a worthless cry for help. The man twitched in a dance of death, his eyes rolled back in his head, a trickle of blood leaking from the corner of his mouth. The spider drank the warm, flowing blood, not bothering to liquidise its meal or wrap the body in silk.

    Thirst slaked, the man’s body was discarded, a broken pile amongst the rubble. The spider moved away, languorous, taking a long moment to clean its glistening legs before leaving the building the same way it had entered. The street was silent and still. No witnesses this time.

    






CHAPTER 4
..................

    
    BRIAN WAS ALREADY AWAKE AND out of bed when Becky came in to assist him. He’d added a beanie to his disreputable morning ensemble, the hat pulled down low over his ears. He tried not to smile at her double-take at his odd appearance.

    “Well...” she said, not quite hiding a smile of her own. “It’s nice to see someone is going to make my day a little easier. Feeling cold, are we?”

    “Just a little,” said Brian.

    Becky took his arm to guide him down the hallway and felt a shiver of disquiet. Brian had always been skeletally thin since she’d started work there, six months prior, but today his arm felt strong, filling out his sleeve instead of swimming in it. He must be wearing an extra layer underneath, she decided. Either that or she was losing her mind.

    Becky watched Brian out of the corner of her eye as he ate breakfast. There was definitely something different; it simply couldn’t be her imagination. She risked taking a good, long look at his face as he turned his head to speak to one of the twins. She felt a cold sensation wash over her. The lines on his face were noticeably reduced. She had studied his face before, fancying she could see the ghost of the handsome young man he had once been, but now he almost actually looked young. She turned away, feeling a tremble start in her hands. When she glanced back, having helped another resident out of their chair, he was gone.

    Becky was kept busy for the next hour. The morning was particularly chilly, which maybe explained Brian’s ridiculous headwear, and many of the residents were finding it harder to move around as a result. Despite the workload, she couldn’t keep her mind off Brian. What was going on? She had always been accused of having an overactive imagination, but she didn’t think that was the case this time.

    When she eventually managed to leave the dining area, she headed directly for Brian’s room. She was scheduled to assist him with his shower, if he requested it, and required to remain nearby even if he declined her help. She knocked on his door, waited a moment, and then entered the room. 

    “Mr Archer? I’m here to help you with your shower.” 

    The room was empty, but Becky heard a shuffling from within the bathroom. She strode across the room, tapping on the door before opening it without waiting for a reply. Brian hastily jammed the beanie back on his head, but not before she saw his hair. The strands were now dark brown, almost black, rather than the wispy grey cloud she’d only ever seen him with. She froze as he glared at her. Brian darted around Becky and slammed the bathroom door shut.

    “You saw, didn’t you?” His voice was rough, but strong, not that of an old man.

    “I… I don’t know what you’re talking about.” Becky shrank back against the wall.

    “Yes, you do. I saw you watching me this morning, too. If you say anything, I will kill you,” said Brian, standing over her.

    Becky closed her eyes, heart pounding. She could feel the nearness of his body, from which a faint, earthy odour emanated. A shiver went through her as she felt him move even closer, physically pressing her against the wall. She jumped as the tip of an ice cold finger stroked her cheek.

    “You really are very pretty,” said Brian. “It would be a shame to hurt you, to spill your hot, red blood, and rob you of your last breath. Although, it’s not like you lead much of a life. You’re working in this dump far too many hours to have anything worthwhile going on outside of here.”

    Becky opened her eyes and tilted her head back. Brian’s face was close, his sharp blue eyes boring into her. She felt a fresh wave of adrenaline at the close-up sight of his impossibly rejuvenated features. She was trembling but did her best to look defiant.

    “I have a life.” Her voice came out broken. She cleared her throat. “Ok, so I can see something is happening to you. What could I tell anyone? That you’re getting younger? Nobody would believe me. Nobody listens to me when it comes to normal stuff, so why should they? How about you tell me what’s going on, and maybe I can help you.”

    One corner of Brian’s mouth lifted in amusement. He stepped back a little, and the return of Becky’s personal space felt like an open window to her.

    “Help me?” he said. “Why would you? You’re just trying to save your own skin. Nice to see you’ve got some sort of backbone, though. Too many women I’ve known just melted into a puddle of tears.”

    He moved back even further, but leant against the door, blocking her exit. Smiling a little, he removed his beanie. His hair was thick and glossy. Becky tried to tell herself it had just been dyed, or was a wig, but everything else about his appearance told her it was unlikely to be the case.

    “How can this be possible?” Becky’s voice was little more than a whisper.

    “Perhaps I should show you,” said Brian. He took in a deep breath, then, as he slowly exhaled, his mouth widened with a wet, tearing sound. His teeth blackened then shrank back into his jaw, which morphed into a wicked pair of mandibles. He sprang forward and clamped his hand over Becky’s open mouth as she went to scream. As tears streamed from her eyes, his mouthparts gnashed together in front of her face before transforming back into their former human shape.

    Becky’s face was white, and her legs were visibly trembling. She gasped for breath as Brian released his hand from her mouth, and she slid down the wall onto the floor. She covered her face with her hands, letting out a soft moan.

    Brian looked down at her without sympathy. It had been such a long time since he had indulged in a little bit of terrorising. Even so, he felt a grain of disappointment that she had succumbed to tears after her earlier bravery. Such a pretty young thing, it would have been nice to have had an ally like her for a while. He watched as she took her hands away. She took a few deep breaths with her head bowed, then slowly looked up at him. She was still frightened, but now a spark of awe lit her eyes as well.

    “What are you?” she said, her voice wavering.

    “I am not your average elderly resident,” said Brian dryly.

    “I can see that. So what then? Is it voodoo? Devil worship?”

    Brian laughed softly. “Devils aren’t worth worshipping, and voodoo is a cover for something much more sinister. No, I can simply become youthful again by feeding on others.”

    Becky stared hard at him. “What, like some sort of vampire?”

    “Sort of,” said Brian. “But not like any vampire you’ve heard about. Feeding on the blood of humans makes me young again, but I do not need it to survive. Sunlight and garlic aren’t an issue for me either, and I don’t turn into a bat. I am a spider.”

    “Spider?” Becky’s expression had changed to something Brian could no longer read. “Can you spin a web?”

    “I can, but I usually don’t. Takes too long. All I need is some blood, so no dissolving my victim’s guts either, just slash and drink.”

    Becky looked up at Brian, head slightly to one side. “I’ve always had a thing for cobwebs,” she said. “The way they feel, the way they look. I used to cry when my mother swept them from the corners of my bedroom.”

    She put her hand to the collar of her shirt, hesitated, then pushed the fabric down to reveal a tattoo. A delicate cobweb decorated her upper arm, small but intricate. “All I need is a spider.”

    Brian felt like he’d lost control of the situation. Of all the possible scenarios he could have imagined, this was the last one he would have. The way she was looking at him stirred something primal in him, and he moved closer once more.

    “One more victim and I’ll be fully restored to my prime,” he said. “I’ll be leaving then. If you come with me, I guarantee your life will become a lot more interesting.” 

    His offer surprised even him, but there was something magnetic about the curve of her jaw, the depth of her blue eyes and the clean scent of her body. Becky’s dreamy expression hardened into a serious mask. Her direct, unflinching stare made him feel oddly threatened for a moment, but then she smiled. 

    “You know, I am kind of bored with my life. Tell me when and where, and I’ll be there,” she said, her posture daring him to change his mind.

    “The factory,” he said. “Tonight, at midnight. I’ll know if anyone else is there, if you’re thinking of setting me up.”

    “I’ll be there,” she said. “This whole thing scares me, but I can’t help but feel that I was meant to meet you.”

    






CHAPTER 5
..................

    
    A THIN DRIZZLE SOFTENED THE angles of the dark street as Becky strode through inky shadows on her way to the factory. Her backpack strained at the seams and pulled heavily at her shoulders. She shivered, but whether it was from the cold, or something else, she wasn’t sure. Stopping at the corner, the quiet stillness of the night engulfed her.

    The drizzle was strengthening into rain when she saw a figure walking along towards her. Hands in pockets, he moved unhurriedly, his wet hair shining under the streetlights. A duffle bag was slung over one shoulder. As he came closer, Becky recognised Brian. He now looked no older than 30. His handsome face showed no sign of wrinkles and his body moved with powerful grace. Despite knowing the monster that lurked beneath, she felt an instant pull of attraction. As Brian came alongside her, Becky fell into step with him, and they walked silently through the streets. 

    As they approached the train station, Brian steered her into the driveway of a small motel. He took a key from his pocket and ushered into the first unit inside the property. Becky wrinkled her nose at the musty odour, her face showing clear distaste as she looked around at the outdated interior.

    “I have tickets for the first train out in the morning,” said Brian. “The station is closed overnight, so I thought this was as good a place as any to wait until then.”

    He dumped the duffle bag on the floor, and took off a leather jacket Becky had never seen him wear before. She didn’t ask where he’d got it. She was almost certain she had seen an identical one on a guy she’d often crossed paths with when walking to work. Becky suspected he was missing more than his jacket now.

    Brian stood in the middle of the room, watching Becky. The jacket had kept his upper half mostly dry, but his hair and jeans were saturated. She had been sensible enough to wear a rain jacket, but her own jeans looked wet as well.

    “Guess we’d better dry off,” said Brian, one eyebrow quirking up. 

    He sat on a cracked, ugly chair and unlaced his boots. Tugging them off, he was thankful they’d kept his feet dry. Cold didn’t bother him in his youthful guise, but he hated the feel of wet socks. Looking up, he saw Becky had yet to move, even to drop her own heavy looking bag.

    Standing, he locked eyes with her, before pulling his t-shirt up and over his head. It wasn’t wet enough for him to need to take it off, but the look on her face was the objective he was after. She broke eye contact with him, a blush on her cheeks, and looked away. Her eyes darted back to him as he began to remove his jeans. He could feel her watching as he peeled off each leg and draped the garment over the back of a chair to dry. He moved to stand in front of her, wearing just his briefs. Becky’s soft mouth was parted slightly, her eyes roving over his bare skin.

    “Aren’t your clothes wet too?” he asked, a teasing note in his voice.

    Becky said nothing but finally dropped her bag to the floor. She took her own shoes off, wincing as one rubbed at a new blister. The sodden socks peeled off inside out, revealing blue tinged feet, small and perfect. Her eyes refusing to meet his, she removed her jeans and placed them on a chair next to his. A knit pullover came part way down her pale thighs, hiding everything but her legs. She jumped as Brian gave a little tug to the sleeve.

    “What about this?” he asked.

    “Dry,” she said, voice cracking slightly.

    “I think you’d feel better with it off.”

    Brian closed the last of the distance between them, put his arms around her and gathered her to him. She pulled uselessly back from him for a moment, before allowing her body to mould to his. She could feel the contours of his body through her clothes, the strength of his muscles obvious. Slowly, avoiding eye contact, she crept her arms around his waist. She looked up as a deep groan went through Brian.

    He took the opportunity to lock his mouth to hers, his kiss hard and unapologetic. She felt a thrill of excitement at the contact of his lips, his teeth, his tongue. He relaxed his grip to remove her pullover, revealing a snug t-shirt underneath. His hands moved across her body without hesitancy. Becky gave a shriek as he picked her up and dropped her roughly on the bed, but didn’t resist as he removed the rest of her clothes. Naked himself, he joined her on the bed, kissing her once more. Becky broke the kiss and pushed him away from her a little.

    “What’s the matter?” he asked. “Not enjoying yourself?”

    “I… yes… I am. But…”

    “But what? You must have known this would happen,” said Brian, taking her hand and kissing each fingertip, one by one.

    “Could… could you do something for me?” she asked.

    “Anything to get you hot,” he purred in her ear.

    “Could you spin some silk? Just a little? I want to feel cobwebs against my skin.”

    Brian looked at her eager face. “You do know that means I’ll have to become a spider?”

    She nodded.

    “Ok sweetheart. I promise not to bite, so promise not to scream.”

    Becky closed her eyes as the metamorphosis began. She lay still as his arms pulled away from her, to be replaced a moment later by a cold, hard limbs. She felt a sharp claw gently caress her side, and opened her eyes to see a massive black spider crouched above her. Gasping, she watched as he began to spin silk, his legs delicately gathering it and placing it around her body. At the feel of the cobwebs on her skin, she moaned with bliss. The spider changed back into Brian, and he pulled her to him once more, wrapping the cobwebs around them like a shawl. The strands were soft like gossamer rather than sticky.

    As Brian allowed his desire to take over, Becky looked up at the stained ceiling, a smile on her face. It had been so long, oh why had she abstained for so very long? Her arms gripped him as he moved above her, and she gave free rein to her own lust. A primal shout from Brian was immediately followed by a snap and a tearing noise. Becky moaned in sensual delight and flung her arms above her head. 

    Blood spattered across the room. Brian’s head, separated from his body, rolled to the floor with a dull thud. Becky rolled his body over, straddling it as she bent her head and lapped at the blood oozing from the stump that was his neck. One hand narrowed and blackened, forming a claw. She split his chest open and took out his heart, drinking the contents like wine. What a shame it had to end this way, but for her spiderlings to have any chance at survival, she needed to drink their father’s blood. 

    It had taken so long to find another of her kind. Something about Brian had always attracted her attention, but it wasn’t until he had started to change that she had known. Licking her fingers clean of his blood, she was thankful he hadn’t realised what she was. He had been old, experienced, but her own age, long forgotten, had given her the skills to mimic a female human to perfection.

    Later, she left the motel unit door open as she moved off into the dying night. She would use one of the train tickets Brian had purchased to find a new home. A quiet town somewhere would be ideal, somewhere to grow her spiderlings until they were old enough to mimic children. Then they would move on once more. She hoped for more than one child this time.

    
    THE END

    
    
    
    



    A SUMMER’S WALK
..................

    
    SUN GLARED OFF THE DRY and dusty track as the summer heat pressed down. The girl walked along, nervous in the quiet hush of midday. There was nobody around for miles, but every tree and shrub looked like a hiding place. Her steps faltered as she started down a narrow path leading to a shallow creek. Almost blinded by the deep shade, she slipped on a rock and fell into the slow moving water. She sat up and laughed, her paranoia washed away with the welcome chill. She didn’t see the watcher, as she sat on the bank to dry off.

    

    

    This piece of flash fiction originally appeared on http://101words.org  in April 2015.
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