Seth

Listening to the news report on the latest suspected predation murder just made me

hungry.

I sucked on a beer to get my mind off of it, with little success.  Beer was one of the few

things worth anything on this shithole planet, and that was only if you added meat

byproducts to the grain-piss.  But even alcohol couldn’t suppress the growing rumbles in

my stomach.

“Goddamn fuckin’ bastard,” said the dragon next to me, his metal stool creaking under

his agitation.  “If it really is a dragon, I’ll fuckin’ feast on his guts myself.  Goddam

bastard, doesn’t he know what he does to th’ rest of us?”  A few grumbles and hisses of

angry assent sounded nearby.

“Naw,” I said quietly.  “If it is a dragon, we have to stick together.  Can’t turn on our own.”

The drake slammed down his metal pitcher onto the bar, curling his lips back in anger.  “Fuck that!  Goddam fucker like that will only bring the humans down on us.  You know

how vindictive those little fuckers are.  He enjoys his snacks, and meanwhile every

dragon in a hundred-mile radius is treated like a fuckin’ murderer.  Every single one of

the other fuckers like that who got caught got what they deserved.  I don’t know why this

one hasn’t gotten caught yet.”

Because I swallow them whole, I almost blurted out.  I swallowed back that outburst with

another large gulp of beer.

Couldn’t they see I was striking back at the humans by doing this?  They oppressed us,

curtailed our rights, treated us like walking shit.  Hell, in many countries our kind were

little better than slaves.  What I did was righteous retribution...

I sighed.  Who was I kidding?  That was just the latest in my long line of rationalizations.
I did it because of the incredible rush of it.  It was imminently enjoyable and deeply

satisfying feeling of live prey of such size slipping down my throat, smelling and tasting

their fear and terror and helplessness as they’re swallowed alive.  The most dangerous

creatures on the planet, helpless as I ate them.  The power and instinctive predator’s joy

of triumph, of consuming another’s strength for my own...

I shook my head.  God, I had to stop.  The guy next to me was right.  My behavior put all

my kind in danger.  And I wasn’t a bad guy.  Not really.  Even if I didn’t real feel guilty

after one of my forbidden feedings, I at least felt guilty about not feeling guilty.  But I was suddenly so hungry, with a craving that went beyond anything that mere packaged or processed meat could satisfy.  Even a chicken or a rabbit at the Carnitopia wouldn’t be enough, and I didn’t have the money for the more filling prey like sheep or goats.  Not many dragons did.

“Hey there,” came a soft, lilting voice.  I saw a human woman settle into the seat two

stools down, smiling coyly in my direction.  Almost automatically, I smiled back, keeping

my scaly lips closed so she wouldn’t be intimidated by my dozens of large pointed teeth.  

Even though this was a dragon bar, a few humans could be seen flitting about the more

massive scaled bodies here and there, male and females both.  Xenophiles, looking for

a taste of the exotic outside their species that didn’t involve diddling something in a

barnyard.  It took a dragon of a certain mentality to get aroused in the presence of a

smaller, alien-looking male or female.

Unless one was looking more for prey than a sex partner, of course.

I broadened my smile, moved next to the human woman, and bought her a drink.  She

practically purred at my close presence.  Maybe tonight wasn’t going be a waste after all.

     *   *   *

When it came to dragons and humans, it was all about the hands, you see.

At seven feet high or more, a typical dragon was often many times as massive and

strong as the largest human.  We had thick-scaled skin, snapping jaws as powerful as a

shark’s, large taloned three-fingered hands designed for gripping fleeing prey and

ripping them apart.  In the primeval wild, humans would have had no choice but to be

prey to us.

But sadly this wasn’t the wild.  Humans had these small, dexterous, four-fingered hands,

far more agile and versatile than ours.  As a consequence, they were far better artificers

and tool-users than we were.  Knives and spears and rifles and shotguns and rockets

and combat helicopters and more.  Despite our supposedly ‘superior’ advantages of a

large predator, there was no way we could compete with that stuff, especially not in the

numbers the humans could employ them.

It was only two generations ago that our ancestors were transported to Earth from our

original homeworld.  It was a world very similar to Earth from what those elder dragons

described.  The dragons there had developed a simple society of hunter clans, using

basic tools and shelters.  Not too different from what the humans once had not too long

ago.

But then massive spaceships descended from the sky and forcibly evacuated every

single dragon from the planet.  A voice from the ships said they were being moved for

their own protection, but never specified from what.  Some speculated later that the

dragon homeworld was being threatened by some disaster, and the mysterious aliens

were acting humanely to save the dragons.  Other say that the aliens may have just

wanted the planet for themselves, and were simply kicking out the old tenants.
Either way, the evacuated dragons never saw a single alien during the entire voyage.  The vessels may have been completely automated for all anyone could tell.  They only

knew that a few weeks later, they were dumped unceremoniously by the millions onto

the tropical regions of Earth.

The humans saw the spaceships coming as far out as the Moon, but no attempt they

made at communication was answered.  The ships swooped in, dumped their cargo,

then zoomed back out into interstellar space without even acknowledging the human

presence on the planet.

Rumors persist to this day that some human governments tried attacking the spaceships, especially after they began belching forth millions of fearsome-looking reptiloid predators.  And to this day those governments are very tight-lipped as to how those attacks went.  Rumors of entire squadrons of fighter jets that just mysteriously vanished into twists of warped space-time abounded.

But however it happened, millions of up to three meters tall, carnivorous, and very

confused dragons were suddenly part of Earth’s ecosystem.  This did not go over well

with the current residents.

The aliens had the foresight to at least warn the dragons to NOT attack humans for food.  Thankfully, most listened.  The slaughter that followed would have been much, much

worse if the humans had actually felt threatened directly.

But a slaughter did ensue nonetheless.  Humans were known to have warred with their

own kind over things as petty as having different colored hides or using different rituals

to worship their ridiculous monkey gods.  When confronted with an actual inhuman

threat, especially one that looked very fearsome and was eating livestock and native

animals at an alarming rate, they reacted with all the force they could muster.

At least one out of every ten dragons that had been transported by the alien ships were

dead within a week of stepping onto Earth soil.  Even after cooler heads began to prevail, pointing out that the dragons were clearly intelligent and sentient, the killing continued in many third-world countries and remote areas.  Many humans died too as the dragons tried to retaliate, but they were a trifle to the holocaust of death the dragons suffered at the hands of human armies and militias and mobs.

Still, the so-called “Dragon Wars” slowly ground to a halt, and communication was

eventually established between the two races.  Dragons adjusted remarkably well to the

warmer environments on Earth, the lifeforms here completely biochemically compatible

with their physiologies.  That was probably one of the major reasons Earth was chosen

for our new home rather than any other life-bearing planet in the galaxy.

Dragons were slowly, haltingly integrated into human society.  Different countries had

different ideas about how to treat us. In North America, Europe, Brazil, Australia, Japan,

and surprisingly, China, we were treated at least nominally as equal citizens.  In other

parts of the world, things were a bit more dicey.  Many were in “relocation” camps to this

day, and many others were treated as indentured servants, given lots of work but

minimal food and shelter.

But even in the most accepting countries, subtle barriers to the dragons remained.  Many dragon pundits had noted that the grips and trigger guards on most human

firearms had changed subtly in the past few decades to preclude their easy use by the

much larger and thicker dragon fingers.  The best vehicles and technology were also

geared toward humans, with only shoddy second-hand consumer goods marketed to the

dragons, most of whom experienced a ‘scalie ceiling’ when it came to getting jobs with

good wages.

I led the very drunk human woman back to my hovel of a house, all of this flashing

through my mind.  Why shouldn’t there be payback against these arrogant monkeys, and

why shouldn’t I enjoy myself while doing it?  It would give my empty existence some

meaning.

I grimaced. Keep rationalizing, addict.

I knew all dragons had the same temptation as me from time to time, seeing these small

pink or brown things scurrying by, oblivious.  What predator wouldn’t want to just start

grabbing them and stuffing them in his maw?

Even if human meat could taste kind of gamey, with all their perfumes and deodorants

and diets of processed foods and chemical additives.  I didn’t swallow them whole just to

remove any potentially damning evidence.  It actually made them more palatable.

But of course nearly every dragon who had been discovered giving into that kind of temptation was either shot outright or tried for murder.  The latter usually died strapped

to a steel table with a needle of poison in their arms.

And after each such incident all the dragons in general would be made to suffer as well.  Hostile stares everywhere they went, harassed by the human cops, jobs suddenly much

harder to find, rents going up without notice, and much more.  I suppose my fellows had

every right to be hostile at other dragons who attacked humans, since it made things that

much harder for them in the long run.

I had to stop.  It was the only sane thing to do.  And yet, I calmly escorted the human

female, Valerie, to my rickety front porch with every intention to have her sliding whole

down my throat before the night was through.

She was in many ways what human males seemed to want in their bed-partners.  Blond,

bubbly, and big-boobed.  My stomach lurched a bit at seeing the breasts.  One of my

earlier victims had implanted saline bags to enhance her breast size, and I had a devil of

a time passing them.  And I hoped that hair was its natural color.  Bleached hair leaves

an awful after-taste on the way down, so dry and scratchy...

“Oh wow, so this is your place?” she said with a girlish giggle, looking around the living

room with its dingy decade-old paint job and rusty steel-reinforced furniture.  “Everything

is so ... big!”

“You’ve never been to a dragon’s place before?”

“Naw. I’ve only been with two dragons before who had their own place, brothers, but

they never brought me back to there.  They did me in the back of their truck.  I used to

use the bathroom at the back of the bar for fooling around.”

I raised an eye ridge quizzically.  “Used to?”

“One fucker last week got too much into it and pushed my head into a toilet while I was

bending over for him.  Anyway, I guess I should have expected, you know, the size thing

here.  Everything has to be bigger when you’re a dragon, right?”  She giggled again,

plopping playfully into my couch looking like a small half-grown hatchling against its

broad expanse.

Or like a fawn with nowhere to run.  My stomach lurched.  Gods I was hungry....

I took a hesitant step toward her.  Gone was the easy confidence I had with the first few

killings.  I was second guessing myself too much now.  “So, uh, Valerie, what do you

do?”

She shrugged.  “I’m a sales rep at a pharmaceuticals firm.”

Just keep her talking, put her at ease.  These monkeys could be quite slippery if they felt

threatened.  I ran a claw very gently down the length of her hair beside her cheek.  She

shivered, at first surprised, then pleased.  “Heh.  You don’t want to play around, do you?”
“Depends. Sometimes I really enjoy anticipating a... an encounter.”  I’d almost said

“meal.”  Careful, make sure she’s fully trapped before you reveal anything.  “Why don’t

you remove your clothes?”

She smiled up at me, all playful anticipation.  “Think I will.”

Standing, the morsel took her time, slowly peeling away her shirt and jeans, swaying her

hips back and forth as she smiled into my predatory gaze.  I had enough of an

appreciation of human women to understand she was doing her best to entice me.  And

in other circumstances, it might have been mesmerizing to a degree.
My stomach grumbled.

I took a step forward, and she suddenly straightened and ran to her purse before I could

move.  I tensed.  Holy crap, she wasn’t going for a gun, was she?

“I just remembered!” she said cheerily, still slurring her words a bit drunkenly.  She still

had her panties and bra on, both black lacy little things, and pulled out a small glass

bottle of amber liquid.  “I thought you might like this!”

I raised a scaly eyebrow.  “What is it?”

“Distilled dragon pheromone! From a female.  The company I work for makes it.  As a

sales rep I get access to a lot of stuff from our labs.  This product is my fave.  They don’t

know anything about my ‘hobby,’ but I hardly mind doing my part to, heh, field test this

stuff for them.”  She splashed some of the liquid into her hands and rubbed them over

her shoulders, chest, and hips.  “What do you think?”

I rolled my eyes.  I really needed to end this farce.  I took a real step toward her, my

arms outstretched, my finger claws spread wide.  My head dipped low, ready to charge if

she tried to run.  Her eyes opened wide, and for the first time she looked truly frightened.  In many ways that was more delicious than her flesh could ever be.

But then the scent hit me.  At first it was a bit repulsive, like a goat’s-blood ice cream that

was far too sweet.  But my nostrils flared wide of their own accord, ravenous for more of

it.  My muscles began trembling on their own, and seemingly impossibly, the grumbling hunger I had felt just a moment before was gone.

Val’s eyes flicked down, making her gasp.  Without looking myself I knew her gaze was drilling into my member, already red and swollen and impossibly hard, pulsing up from

between my legs.

A feral growl escaped my lips.  She swallowed, backing up until her knees hit the brim of

the couch.  “N-now Seth, I didn’t think the pheromone would be like...”

A small part of my mind was still lucid, still detached and paying attention to events.  But

it was also powerless to prevent what happened next, like a gnat contemplating jumping

in front of a freight train.

Scaled, clawed hands flashed out, tearing away the tiny bits of cloth that was standing

between me and the object of my craving.  Val yeeped loudly as my claws scraped

across her trembling alabaster flesh.

The scents were confusing, a mixture of prey and human and dragon, yet they only

added to the mounting fervor in my loins.  The quivering human morsel/estrus-scented

goddess before me turned as if to run, but I caught her easily by the arm, throwing her

into the upholstered expanse of the couch.  I roared, shaking the whole house, exerting

my dominance over her and making sure she understood her place.

Val curled up into a ball, naked and still trembling, arms over her head.  As good a

gesture of acquiescence and submission I could hope for.  With casual ease I lifted her

up and unwound her, despite her wild efforts to resist, until she was bent over the couch

with her hind quarters high in the air.

It was a sight all males appreciated; your female in proper position, mewling in

submission (or terror; good enough), her sex exposed and waiting for you.  I rested my

shaft in the valley of her rump, pumping it back and forth lewdly between her soft cheeks.  My finger dipped down to her slit, running up and down it, making sure she was ready to take me.

“Don’t!” she called, finding coherent words at last.  “No, don’t, I’m not ready!  Stop,

please!”

I grabbed one of her hands and bent it back behind her painfully.  She squealed, and I

could smell the saltiness of her sobbing tears as I growled and bent low to nip hard at

the back of her neck, tasting her blood.  Stupid female, submit!

She settled down to whimpering again.  Finally!  Hands hard on her hips, still licking the

trickles of her blood from between my teeth, I lined myself up with her soft slick opening

and plunged in.

Val screamed as I violated her.  I didn’t care.  All I could concentrate on was her heat

and tightness.  I began pumping, going in deeper with each thrust, until I bottomed out

as deep as I could go.  Amazingly, some instinct made me stop just short of ramming my

member in fully, ripping her tissue and having her bleed out as I rutted her.  Even so,

she sobbed and cried as I pistoned forcefully back and forth into her.

She braced herself as best she could one-handed.  I nibbled and licked at the back of

her small neck, uncaring, the coppery taste of her blood only adding to my quickly mounting lust.  I’d had sex with a few of my victims before, but this was nothing like those awkward, halting little sessions.  This was pure feral lust, fucking for the sake of fucking, the mindless overpowering instinct of cock in pussy and nothing more.

The sensations mounted quickly, my tail lashing wildly behind me.  A white haze of

ecstasy crowded my vision, the wet tightness around my pumping probe unbelievable.  Suddenly I roared loudly around her perspiration-soaked pink flesh, and buried myself as

deep in her as I could go.  Then my body seized up, my cock pumping load after load of

hot sticky dragon seed deep into her mammalian pussy, flooding her womb.  Her

whimpering cries degenerated into sobbing gurgles as I inseminated her thoroughly.  I slumped over her, pressing her slim form into the cushions of the couch, and gasped

loudly for breath.  Rational thought began creeping back into my mind.

My hunger had passed, but I realized I would have to eat her anyway.  The thought was

a bit repugnant to me now (eating my own mate!  My instincts screamed at me), but it

was the easiest and best way to get rid of her.  I couldn’t have her pressing rape or

assault charges, and having the damned human cops come sniffing around my house

too closely.

Val mumbled something.  I lifted myself off of her.  “What?”

Several coughs, followed by a sharp intake of breath.  ”Damn.  Goddam,” she wheezed.  “I said, are you all right?”

I reared up, pulling out of her with a muffled slurp.  Surprisingly, she made no move to

get away.  “You’re asking me if I’m all right?”

She looked up at me over her shoulder.  “Yeah. I mean that fucking hurt, you fucking

bastard.  I wish you would have waited, I was dry for like half of that.  But it seemed like

maybe you couldn’t really help yourself.  The pheromone really did something to you,

huh?”

I blinked at her.  “You’re not hurt?”

She slapped at my arm, almost as big around as her skinny waist.  But the slap seemed

more playful than angry.  “I’m gonna be sore for fucking days, you goddam big-dicked

gila monster.  But I’ve had dragons before, plus I’ve been practicing with dildos, so no

nothing ripped or anything.  I might have been able to take all of you, you know, if you’d

just fucking waited and allowed me to get revved up.”

“Sorry,” I heard myself say, a bit confused.

Val shrugged and climbed up on the couch.  She patted the cushion next to her.  “So are

you going to cuddle or what?  You dragons might be all wham-bam-here’s-my-sperm,

but us mammals need some snuggling afterward.”

I moved in behind her, draping my arms over her.  She cuddled back into me, spoon-fashion, practically purring.  I was a bit perplexed at my willingness to please her.  Male dragons hardly wanted their females to be anything less than submissive, but we wanted our mates to be content too.  But hadn’t I been ready to devour this soft pink-skinned monkey not twenty minutes before?

It had to be the pheromone.  I could still feel my instincts shifting.  With every inhalation I

thought of her less as this weird prey-animal I could get my rocks off on, and more like a

funny-looking dragon female.  The insanely hot sex of just a few minutes ago hadn’t hurt.  I could easily scent the copious amount of my own whitish seed still seeping from her

small, overtaxed human vagina, dribbling down her cream-colored thighs.  I had never

given myself over so completely, so ferally to mating with a human before.

Still, what I wanted exactly was warring within me still.  My hunger was creeping back

now that I was sated sexually.  I could still smell her blood from the small scratches my

teeth had given her, and even moved to lick the drying blood off of the back of her neck,

making her shiver.  That made me insanely hungry.

She was in too convenient a position for me to ignore, and so small and soft, just like

prey.  I grabbed both her arms, pinning them to her side, and slipped her head into my

maw.

She cried out and began struggling.  My stomach grumbled loudly.  I wanted this so

much.  I dilated my neck muscles open and pushed her toward the back of my throat.
But then I inhaled in anticipation of a long swallow, the scent of the pheromone tickling

my nostrils.  I gagged violently.  She slipped out of my mouth, coughing and wheezing.  I

did the same.

“What the hell was that!” she asked.

Think fast!  “Its--its something we do when we’re playful,” I said hastily.  “Like neck-nibbling, only more so.  Haven’t you ever seen dog puppies, uh, try to gnaw the other

puppies’ heads?”

She slitted her eyes at me, obviously still suspicious, but let it go.  After all, I had stopped

myself.  Maybe she just chalked it up to a momentary feral instinct triggered by the

pheromone.  In a way, she would have been right.  But the instinct her perfume triggered

had saved her from my maw, not pushed her in deeper.

Still, I got up and helped myself to some canned meat, and even had some beef jerky

Val could nibble on.  We made small talk.  Well, she did most of the talking.  Human

females liked to chatter.

“You must be so lonely here,” she said after a while.

I grunted.  “Dragons don’t get lonely the way humans do.  Most of the time we’re happy

to be by ourselves.”

She smirked.  “So you can sulk in your caves and growl at the sunshine.  Not so different

from a lot of human men, really.”

“Maybe.”

She looked me over thoughtfully, ripping at the strip of jerky with her flat little teeth.
It always amused me that Earth’s most dominant predator had such puny dentition.  But of course it wasn’t their teeth that had given them their position.

On a whim, I grabbed her hand, turning it over in mine.  She was surprised at first, then

rested her chin in her other hand, bemused as she watched.

I had never actually examined a human manipulator this close before.  I had to admit I

was a bit fascinated.  So small, yet had so many working parts.  The fingers could curl

and move easily side to side.  The thumb could whirl widely in a full circle.  A dragon’s

thumb had far less motion, designed to basically just close or open on a more hinge-like

joint.  It gave us a far more powerful grip, but that also cost us what the humans had in

dexterity.

Our fingers were also longer and splayed wider, and could not quite curl fully into the

hand or matchup with the tip of the thumb like a human’s.  Again, that gave us a much

stronger grip, as our hands’ main purpose biologically was in grabbing onto fleeing prey.  It also meant we would have to seriously struggle with anything requiring fine detailing or

manipulation, such as watchmaking or electronics or other complex machines.
“Like it?” Val asked.

I nodded.  “I’ve always been a bit curious of human hands,” I confessed.

She giggled.  “The dragon brothers I was with were too.  Funny, they could’ve cared less

about my tits, even when I was shaking them in their faces, but the hands were exotic to

them.  They loved it when I gave them handjobs...”

I raised a scaly eyeridge.

She smiled coyly.  “A dragon female can’t do some of the things with her hands that I

can.  Heh.  Want to give it a try?”

I broke out into a big grin.  She scooted over next to me on the table’s wide bench and

reached out to tickle my thigh.  With a guttural grunt of approval, I encouraged her to do

more.

Val’s hands slid over my groin, cupping along the pebbled surface, her tiny fingers

gliding along my scaled vent.  My member pushed through the folds of scales into her

hands, and she examined it with bright eyes as if it held the secrets of the universe.  Her

delicate digits glided up and down its length, exploring every nook and cranny and

bulging vein.  My entire frame shuddered in pleasure.

Of course she was doing nothing a dragon female couldn’t.  For something like this,

dragon hands were more than good enough.  But I wasn’t complaining.

Val slid to her knees under the table, brushing her long hair back, and positioned herself

between my legs.  I grumble low as she began licking me, her small reddish tongue

leaving long trails of saliva all over my rapidly purpling shaft.

She had to really stretch her mouth wide to slip the blunt tip in.  My hands settled on

either side of her small skull, urging her to go deeper.  It would be so easy to crush it like

an empty eggshell.  Instead, I just pushed her onto my aching cock.

I slid further into her hot maw, my shaft resting on the cradle of her tongue.  She had one

hand on me, masturbating me as best she could, while her other hand was between her

own legs, churning her juices.  Pink little monkey that she was, she of course could not

open and control her throat muscles like a dragon, but she did impressively given her

limitations.  Almost a third of my length was swallowed up by her before she began

coughing and gagging.

This went on for a number of minutes.  My head tipped back, growling and groaning with

my hands gripping tightly at her hair as she serviced me.  Finally, she pulled off of me.  I

released her head, reluctantly, but was pleasantly surprised when she climbed up my

body and sprawled herself across my lap.  One arm did its best to go around my thick

neck, holding onto my ridged muscles as best she could.  She lifted herself up, and I

could feel the heat of her sex again poise at the tip of my straining cock.

“I thought you were sore,” I said.

She giggled.  “The massage helped.”  Without another word she spread her legs as far

as she could and began lowering herself onto me.  The effect of the pheromone wasn’t

as overpowering this time, and I found I could control myself better.  I grabbed her hips

and began pumping her up and down on me, letting her go a little lower down my shaft

with each thrust.

Her face turned from a blush pink to a dark red, trying to accommodate my large girth

again.  Luckily, she was much more relaxed and very slick this time, both from her own

excitement and the large volume of my sperm still nestled within her.  It took only a few

minutes before I was almost fully in her, squirming and snapping at the air at the heat

and snug tissues around me.

I grabbed her torso, no longer able to take the slow, teasing pace.  I began dragging her

up and down my raging cock like she was a pile driver, slamming her pussy down again

and again and again.  My tail lashed wildly behind me, thumping loudly against the floor.

Gods, the sensations!

Her arms round my neck, her cheek against my heaving scaly chest, the fleshy mounds

of her breasts scraping along my scales, she held on as best she could as she fucked

her whole body up and down on me.  She was like a toy in my powerful grip, and

seemed to love being a complete captive to my far greater strength.

I lasted many minutes longer this time, the whole house filled with her monkey-like

screeches and my more guttural growls and hisses of pleasure.  When I climaxed this

time, she joined in, her whole body going rigid and quivering uncontrollably as I pumped

load after load of dragon seed into her once again.  She fills up quickly, the sticky seed

plunging out of her with the force of every generous spurt, settling onto my groin and

thighs in white brackish pools.

She lay against me recovering, as I just sat there, feeling contented.  Again, I had the

urge to follow through on my original plans for Val.  This time, I barely got my jaws

around her head when I backed off.

She looked at me askew.  “Are you going to pop me in your mouth after everytime we

screw?”

“No,” I said.  “No,” I repeated, meaning it this time.  I did feel much more in control of

myself.  Was this the answer to quitting?  Just hot, satisfying sex to satiate me without a

full belly?  “I’ll stop doing that.  With you at least.”

“Good,” she purred and stretched as I plopped out of her with a gooey slurp.  She

shivered.  She reached onto the floor and retrieved some of her clothing, contemplating

her torn bra in one hand.  She turned to me with a winsome smile.  “Mmm.  I want to see

you again some time, after tonight.  That sound good?”

“Sure,” I said non-committally.  I winced a bit inwardly.  Raptor Christ, was I actually

contemplating a relationship with a human, become a Fido?  Dragons who had steady

human lovers were sometimes called Fidos, implying that they were the human’s docile pet.  Might as well go down to the police station right now and gnaw on her dismembered leg like a drumstick if that was going to happen.

But naw. I wanted her back, but with the sole thought of having her ride my cock again.  She’d just be a convenient fuck, like the other females I’d lured here had been

convenient meals.  If anything, she would be my pet.

Val fell asleep on the couch.  I let her lay there most of the night.  In the morning, we

fucked again, then she got dressed and left, taking down my phone number and email

and leaving me hers scrawled on some magazine margin.

I felt pretty good after that.  Not the same kind of deep visceral satisfaction I had after a

true feeding, but one of personal accomplishment.  I had actually been able to avoid the

temptation of giving into my predatory instincts with her.  I did not have to walk on glass

for days afterward, afraid that every little thing I would do would somehow give away the

crime.

Why then did I have this vague sense of unease slowly building deep in the back of my

mind.

Val’s scent, intermingled with her pheromone perfume, still lingered in the house.  Intentional or not, she’d had power over me in a limited way, when it was me who was

supposed to have her helpless.  Perhaps I was simply unused to that, something I would

have to change if I did see her again.

Humans had to complicate everything.  Why couldn’t a fuck just be a fuck?
I slashed at the wall, leaving long rents in the wallpaper and the wood underneath.  Stupid, but it made me feel better.  I settled down into the couch to watch some TV,

wondering when I’d feel the need to find some prey again, and if I could fight down the

urge.

Jonah
My gratitude in co-writing the story goes to Paul Lucas at orbitalvector dot com.
