The Klan
To a dragon, mating was serious business.

Humans giggled and joked occasionally while engaged in copulation.  It seemed to fit their screeching monkey mentality.   But to a dragon, the act of intercourse was a profound and sacred act.

It brought pleasure because it was the most important thing a male could do for his species, biologically.  At least to Seth, it seemed that way.
Which was why the odd staccato hissing — the dragon equivalent of a giggle — brought

him up short just as he was about to mount his favorite female fully.
He growled in semi-annoyance, taking the giggle instinctively as an act of defiance.  He

bent over her back, nipping her sharply on her scaly neck as he slid his enormous

member deep inside her to the hilt.

Stupid female, submit!
She relaxed under him, raising her tail up further, whimpering ever so meekly the way

males liked.  Neck ridges unique to the female of the species flared slightly, releasing

pheromones.  The scent drove him wild, his instincts already inflamed by her position

and submission to him.

He pulled almost all the way out of her, then sledgehammered back in.  She buckled forward.  Her tightly cloying folds sent explosions of pleasure rocketing through his massive form.
Sacred scale and claw, now this was what sex was all about!  Using your power to

dominate a female, as she showed her worthiness by enduring your most savage

ravaging of her body.

He did not have to hold back with Tiamat, as he had to with Val, his human girl friend.  It was good not having to be constantly aware of every single one of his thrusts, and enjoy an intense, unbridled mating.
Their pebbly-textured scales slapped and scraped together.  Feral cries echoed throughout the flimsy human-built dwelling every time he buried himself in her slick warmth.  His large claws dug into her hindquarters, her scaled hide barely holding back the dagger-like stabs from rending her flesh.

Tiamat’s own talons dug shallow rivulets in the enclosed deck patio where they mated.  The heavy structure squeaked with each slamming thrust as she rocked back and forth violently.  Humans needed somewhere soft like a bed to mate to protect their delicate skin.  Dragons needed somewhere hard that could resist the thrashing violence a robust mating could sometimes become.
Tiamat squealed, her inner folds squeezing instinctively tight around his engorged,

thrusting cock.  She was orgasming, depositing her egg in her fallopian-equivalents to

be fertilized by his sperm.  Like every male dragon before him, his own orgasm was now

completely out of his control, powerful instincts crashing in on him instantly to take

advantage of her small window of estrus.  He roared and howled, unleashing a torrent of

steaming hot seed into her canal, spasming again and again, until his sticky essence

completely filled her womb.
They stayed engaged for minutes afterward, until Seth had completely drained himself,

and Tiamat’s orgasm, which could go on for many minutes, subsided.  Whether he had

actually impregnated her was anybody’s guess at this point.  Like with humans, a dragon

females’ actual fertility status was hard to guess at.   Unless she had exactly the right mix

of hormones, her body would attack his sperm and her own egg cell like microbial

intruders.
They disengaged.  Tiamat's eyes were half-closed as she relaxed in the misty afterglow, her scaled lips parted as warm puffs of air blew past.
Seth grunted.  “What was that laugh for?”
She looked at him oddly for a moment as her mind cleared, then gave another dragon

hiss-giggle.  “Oh, you mean when you were going in?  It was just funny,” she said, looking him straight in the eyes now.  “Since when did you ever try being gentle or slow?”
“Habit,” he said automatically, his pride slightly hurt.  Only after he blurted the word out

did he realize his mistake.
“Habit?” Tia said suspiciously.  She was always very sharp, smarter even than himself.  It was one of the major reasons he found her so attractive, and why he had allowed them to form a casual mating pair-bond over the years.  “Now why would you make a habit of being gentle during sex?  Do you have someone you need to be gentle with?”
He heaved a great sigh.  No sense denying it now.  “I have another partner.”
“So?  What is she, a Feathered Carn or maybe a half-grown youngling that you need to

be so slow and…”  She paused, her eyes narrowing suspiciously.  “Unless she isn’t a

dragon at all.”
He shrugged.  “We find the arrangement…convenient, that’s all.  Don’t read too much

into it.”
She raised up.  Her claws curled tightly around the rails.  “You’re supposed to be mine.  Not acting like a good little Fido for some human master!”
“I am not a Fido!” he snarled back, his back scales bristling at the insult — as if he was a

submissive human pet.  “And I’m not yours!  I never agreed to that!”
She was on her feet now.  Her tail lashed about in anger, thumping into the heavy wooden bench again and again.  “Of course not!  You never commit to anything!” she roared loudly.  “You come here when I’m in heat, fertilize me, than disappear for weeks or months at a time!”
“I told you I do not want a commitment!  I thought you understood that.  You’re just angry because I’m having sex with a human.  I thought this was convenient for you.”
“Convenient for me!” she exploded, splintering the deck railing with her fists, striking him hard across the chest.  Thankfully she kept it fisted so his scaled hide easily handled the blow.  “Just like it’s convenient for you to plow that human master of yours?  Tell me, Seth, where do you like to put it in her?  In her disgusting useless monkey

womb that can never bear your young?  Or maybe you put it up her tail, so she can shit

it out with the rest of her smelly waste?  Do you feed her your cock like it’s a prey animal

for her to feast on, Fido?”
He roared, just as angry, and pushed her nine-hundred pound frame sprawling back

several feet.  She instantly sprang up on all fours and leaped forward, thundering a

challenge at him, her claws ripping into the wood flooring.  He roared at her again,

and it went back and forth like that for many tense minutes.
Finally, Seth calmed down, forcing the tense muscles in his shoulders to unknot.

“Look,” he huffed, trying to sound reasonable.  “This is stupid.  This is no big

deal.  She’s not like she’s a real mate, like you, Tia.  She’s just…”  He tried to think.  “She’s just a sex toy.  Like I said, a convenience.  Valerie is a human sex toy,

what else could she be?”
The human’s name only incensed the dragon female more.  “Get your shit,” she said

with arctic frigidity, “and get out.”
And that was the last he ever saw her alive.
         *      *      *

Walking away from Tiamat’s house, he pulled out his phone-comp and called Valerie.  He couldn’t think of anything else constructive to do.  He could just go home and smash

furniture like he usually did when angry, but he wouldn’t be able to afford decent

replacements with his next check a week away.  Smashing into other peoples’ houses or

murdering the few odd humans he passed on the sidewalk seemed appealing options.

But all that would do is land him in jail, and he couldn’t afford that either.  So he waited

out each riling ring of Val’s phone with soft snarls of growing impatience.
When Val finally answered, she listened patiently as he growled over

his argument with Tia.  She waited for the dragon to eventually calm down, like a good

pet should.  Val cooed at him soothingly, trying to get him to talk more, but he only

grumbled into the phone.  Seth thought she was treating him like some monkey male,

acting like he was supposed to have human “feelings” he wanted to “express” to her.

The only thing that he wanted to emote right now was ripping something apart.
Val blathered on for a while, as she tended to do, fascinated with the sound of her own voice, he thought.  She had said something about getting his mind off something

or another.  Seth was about to hang up — or more likely smash the phone into a nearby

concrete wall — when she said something that even he couldn’t ignore: “Would you be

interested in a threesome this weekend?”
She giggled at how readily he agreed.
         *      *      *

A couple of days later Seth entered the chocolate-skinned female with a powerful lunge.

She squealed at the invasion.  Seth felt her inner walls stretch taut trying to accommodate his immense member.  He knew she could take it.

Like Val, the newbie told him she was used to practicing with dragon-sized dildos.  Even so, her tissues were dilated to their limits.  There is a difference between a toy and the real thing.  A dildo did not have a thousand pounds of annoyed dragon behind it.
After many minutes of pumping as hard as he dared, Seth roared, white sparks flashing
across his vision at the intense release he felt at filling the mammal with his seed.  He

growled and snapped at the air, his powerful hip muscles tensing and releasing like an

engine piston, the small female human bent under him crying out as her head bobbed

forward with each pendulous thrust.

Seth pulled on a fistful of her dark curly hair as he peaked, twisting her head back sharply, making her scream out at the top of her lungs like caught prey.  Yes!
Much better.  Both humans were acting more properly submissive now.  They had

been a little over-excited and assertive when they had started, but had eventually settled

down into their proper roles as his sex toys.
He pulled extra-hard on the woman’s hair as the last spurt of his warm load drained into her, making her shriek in unexpected pain.  “Mine!” he growled in an instinctive marking of his territory, pointing his head upward in a dominant posture.  He would show Tia — he would show everyone — that he was no Fido to any human!  These females served him, and not the other way around.
His orgasm spent, he hung his jaw open, unwound his shoulder muscles, and lashed his

tail back and forth to cool off.  A dragon’s heat regulatory system was different from a

human’s, dependent more on the environment, but even so a lot of physical activity still

generated a good deal of excess body heat.
Val, his erstwhile human “girlfriend,” was also on her hands and knees, facing the dark-skinned woman Seth had just mated with.  They kissed wildly, panting even as they

pressed their mouths together, their tongues dancing openly.
“Didn’t I tell you he was something?” Val gasped, her fingers still massaging her dripping sex as she watched.
The other human female, Susan, nodded her dark head.  “Unnngh, God… you

certainly did.  I’ll be walking bow-legged for a week….”
Val laughed, and they kissed again.  The dragon disengaged and withdrew his shrinking

ember from her vise-like folds with a slight shudder; and licked up the length of Susan’s

dark skin from ass to neck.  Goosebumps formed along her sweaty body as she shivered

having a massive predator’s maw against her naked flesh.
Seth suddenly fell back onto the broad, steel-reinforced couch with a loud thud, breathing deep of the pheromone perfume both females wore.  Eyes half closed, sighing in satisfaction.
Both women staggered off the floor, walked over and cuddled up on each side of him.

Seth shifted awkwardly, their body heat making his still over-warm body uncomfortable.

But he let them lie where they were.  From his three months with Val, he knew human

females had a need to ‘cuddle’ after mating, even if a reptile such as himself could

never really understand such an instinct.
Seth sighed again.  Still an addict, he chided himself silently.  But at least sex was a better kind of addiction this time.
Seth had not too long ago been compulsively preying on humans, devouring them as

any dragon with intact predator’s instincts would want to do with such soft-skinned

monkeys.  But of course the whole practice was insanely dangerous — a capital crime

that would send him to death row if he was ever caught.  And given the state of the

world, it would only have been a matter of time before he had tripped up, and become a kind of prey for the authorities.
But then Val had come along with her new dragon pheromone perfume, and he very easily became completely caught up in the intense sex it enabled him to have with her.  
His need to hunt and devour the world’s most dangerous prey had slowly faded, and he was more than happy now to use humans as sexual toys instead of dangerous snacks.  He

realized he was just replacing one addiction with another — but at least this one wouldn’t

end with a titanium-tipped needle injecting poison into his scaly arm.
Not that the need to feed on humans had faded completely.

It still lingered, always tickling at his conscious thoughts like a turkey feather caught in his throat, especially when he was in close proximity to a human without the sex pheromone in the air.  It drove sex to the forefront of his mind, instead of his hunger.

He had gotten used to Val’s human scent, and company too, so she wasn’t in too much danger from such urges anymore.  After all, on the dragons’ homeworld, they had kept pets and livestock much as the humans did; a dragon just had to get used to them.
But around other humans, such as this Susan that Val had brought to the house

earlier this evening, could easily trigger his old desires to taste human meat again.

But Seth had never eaten one of the “black” humans (he never understood why they were called that, when their skin was a rich chocolate or mahogany brown) and found himself idly wondering if her meat would taste any different.  The saltiness of her sweaty flesh had certainly tasted delicious….
Of course devouring Susan would be out of the question, even if Seth hadn't already

given that up.  She worked at the local police department as a dispatcher and had many cop friends.

But he had been able to control himself around her, and after Val whipped out the pheromone perfume, he had been more than happy to fuck this former prey instead of making a meal out of her.  In fact, Seth was glad he had held off, for more than the usual pragmatic reasons.  Susan had proven to be a very eager and pleasurable mount.
Many of his own kind would consider him a pervert, even a traitor, for having steady sex

with a human.  A Fido, they would call him, much the way Tia had.  Still, it was better than always looking over his shoulder for the human cops to come breathing down his neck.

Sex was definitely a much better type of addiction, but his stomach grumbled loudly nonetheless.
The two women grudgingly unwrapped their bodies from around Seth’s sides as he

raised his reptilian bulk up off the couch.  He padded off to the kitchen to get some

canned meat.  It was greasy, tasteless processed slabs of domesticated dragon fodder

that at least took the edge off his hunger.

When he returned, the two females were gossiping.  Human women seemed to really enjoy hearing their own voices, even when there was nothing important to say.  He sat in the easy chair next to them.  Reaching into the can, he pulled out a slab of meat, raised it above as drops of oil splattered across his belly and chest, and swallowed it.

Let them cuddle with each other.
“Yeah, they found another one,” said Susan.  “Just saw on the news before I came over

that the dragons in the area want to form a hunting party to track the killers down.  But the sheriff isn’t about to let a bunch of dragons go stomping around the backwoods

looking for people.  Hell, I know authorities don’t like dragons in big groups for any reason, let alone angry ones looking for trouble.  But still, baby, I’m surprised your guy wasn’t out there with them.”
Seth raised a heavy eye ridge.  “Out where?  They found another what?”
Val turned her head towards Seth.  “A dragon.”
“Those Klan assholes got a female, I guess,” said Susan.  “Cut her up to pieces.  So far

they’ve only found the head and half a torso.”
“What!  Why didn’t you say anything!”
“I didn’t know!” Val said shortly.  “I only heard it from Susan just now…”
Susan nodded.  “I’d thought you’d’ve heard by now, Seth.  It was all over the news

this morning.”
Seth snarled, and shot to his feet.  He slammed his clawed hand into the easy chair.  It

went flying back several dozen feet — despite it weighing as much as both females

combined.  It crashed noisily against the wall.  Susan yelped fearfully.  Val grimaced.
The dragon stomped over to the TV and told its smart chip to search for news reports of

the missing dragon.

“Maybe you better go…” Val whispered to Susan.

Unnerved by Seth’s display of unfettered violence, she just nodded, gathered her clothes and quickly fled the house.  Val closed the door behind her.
She slipped on her clothes as Seth listened to the news reports.
“Raptor Christ…” he hissed.  “I knew her.”
“You did?” Val asked, surprised.  She came up behind him and placed her hands around

his waist, rubbing his pebbled hide.  “Was she the one you had an argument with a

few days ago?”
“I mated with her often.  She was a favored female.  Her name was Tiamat.  I called her

Tia, mostly.  Gods, she deserved better than this.”
He frowned when he called up public diagrams and crime scene re-creations on the local crime channel.  A smaller window beside the main one recounted mysterious emails that told authorities where to find the remains.  The killing was attributed to the local Klan.  It was meant to be a warning to other dragons.
Val lovingly placed a hand on his arm.  In his agitated state he almost turned to snap it

off with his teeth, but he remembered this was how the monkeys showed support.

“Don’t worry, honey” she said.  “They’ll catch those bastards.”
Seth snorted.

The cops around here were notoriously less than trustworthy and did next to nothing to help out the local dragon community.  In fact, they often went out of their way to make life as difficult for the non-humans as they could get away with.  No wonder area dragons had wanted to hunt down the killers themselves; they couldn’t count on the authorities to do it for them.  At least it was assumed more than one person had killed the dragoness, going up against a dragon is not an easy task even for a large group of humans.
Tia deserved better.  No dragon deserved to be treated like prey.  Being hunted down

and butchered like this is an insult not only to her, but to all dragonkind.

Now if a dragon did something equally horrible to a human…
Seth brought himself up short.  The equivalent kind of horror would be if a dragon ate a

human alive.
His eyes narrowed.  Then maybe these would-be “dragon hunters” needed to learn what

being a true predator really meant.
         *      *      *

After Val left, he did some quick research on this ‘Klan.’
He’d heard rumors of it before, as most living in this region had, but most of what he knew was innuendo and urban legend.
Turned out that the group’s proper title was the Ku Klux Klan, though the full name

hadn’t been in vogue for over a hundred years.  It was just the ‘Klan’ now.  They were a

long-established underground alliance of radical racists.

Before the dragons were dumped on Earth, the Klan’s main focus had been on other human groups, on whom they’d historically used violence and terror tactics to suppress them.

Seth snorted as he read.  One group of monkeys flinging shit at another.  Stupid humans.
Then the Dragon Wars broke out, and the Klan taught us what true xenophobia was all

about.

They were among the most fanatical of the dragon killers in North America.
The Klan wanted to avenge every dragon-on-human death a dozen-fold.  And many times the Klan proudly displayed dragon corpses on public streets.  One openly bold

member made his mailbox out of a dragon skull.
Seth roared and shot to his feet after he read further accounts of Klan violence towards

dragons.  Hitting the heavy metal folding chair at his computer station, his claws gouged the metal of the backrest as he sent it smashing into the wall.  Those inbred apes!  How dare they!
He even bashed at the computer in irritation, but luckily it was a model built specifically

for dragons: a reinforced metal cage protected its casing and keyboard proper, and also securely bolted to the desk.
He calmed down, and read further.  When the Klan’s intense hatred toward dragons began fading after a few years of the initial landing, the group began going back to its old ways.  Emboldened by their success with the dragons, Blacks and Jews and Catholics and Hispanics all became popular targets again.
Another article mentioned the main source of income for many Klan “gangs”

was suspected to be selling the body parts of slaughtered dragons to the homeopathic

black market in and around the Pacific Rim.
Seth snarled.  He realized that the other parts of Tia’s body would probably never be

found.  Her parts were probably being dried and powdered for use in fertility

teas by Chinese women, her brain fermented and cut up to treat monkey migraines.
Prey to humans….
Seth surprised himself that he didn’t fly into a rage at that realization.  He just sat,

outwardly calm, even though he felt his rage boiling inside to levels he never

thought possible before.

He was far, far too angry to even move.  All his muscles tensed, he could feel the heat in his body rising, but still he didn't move.  Completely static.  He was like a bomb, poised to explode but held on that razor's edge of murderous rage, just waiting for the proper trigger.
He envisioned what he would do if he ever caught Tia's killers.  How he would savor

their blood as it washed over his jaws, his teeth rending their flesh, and crushing bones.
Swallowing up everything they were, or would be.

Up to this point Seth thought of all humans as the enemy.  But there were degrees.

Humans like Val could become favored conveniences, enemies converted to a useful

purpose.  He knew the average human could be dangerous, but he also knew the

potential danger could be kept tolerable as long as they weren’t threatened directly.
The Klan was the worst.  Humans who hated his kind as much as he hated theirs.

Seth had an idea.  He knew what he had to do.  He knew the events he had to

set in motion to hopefully see justice done.
But it would be his kind of justice, on his terms.
He called Val so she could arrange another threesome with Susan.
         *      *      *

Susan agreed to help.

She was genuinely appalled at what had happened to Tia.  It was good to have another dracosexual female around — even a budding one.  And she seemed more than pleased to help, especially after he apologized for scaring her out of the house a few nights ago.
With her kink, it was easy to persuade her through the right kind of enticement, such as promises of more carnal abuse with the sexually dominant reptile.
Seth was confident Susan would keep her involvement with him from her co-workers, no

matter what.  Law enforcement was notorious for having a conservative attitude toward

the unusual.  Besides, her dracosexual interests would no doubt cast her in an unfavorable light, and it might even cost Susan her job.
As a dispatcher she could monitor the activities of the police in the area, after a few days, she was able to provide some actual information that proved useful.

The police were covertly monitoring a roadside bar called the Rancid Rider for suspected Klan activity.  Even though the authorities didn't seem to be too active in investigating Tia's murder, the Klan spelled trouble — the police kept their eyes on what suspected members did as a general precaution.
Formerly a biker bar, many of those patrons had abandoned the Rancid Rider over the

years as the redneck locals slowly encroached on it.

It was almost a stereotype of a rundown and seedy watering hole, with a stain-riddled, flaking paint job and a flickering neon sign.  Seth could almost taste the watered-down drinks just looking at the structure recreated in 3D at Google’s God’s Eye website.
Val volunteered to go in and check it out.

She had used Electro-Shimmer hair dye to turn her blond hair temporarily black; and whored it up with thick globs of make-up.

Seth’s stomach churned as he watched Val apply it.  He remembered devouring a victim that had that much make-up on.  She had given him the runs for three days with all those chalky oily chemicals.  He had gut pains — and kept burping up the taste of them the whole time.
They had to borrow a truck from those dragon brothers Val knew.  She had to screw

them as payment, but neither they nor she seemed to mind.
Seth dropped Val off at the bar and parked at a discrete distance.  He watched her

wiggle her hips as she walked toward the poorly-lit building.  He was torn between being

horny and being hungry as he watched her.  Val’s rump was the doorway to ecstasy — but it was also the meatiest and tastiest region of a human’s body.
He’d felt his ‘dark hunger’ creeping back the past few days.  He knew it was the tension

and hatred he was feeling toward Tiamat’s murderers, his predator’s instincts rising.

He still had many fantasies of tearing into her killers, ripping them apart with teeth and claw in a grisly swash of gore as they screamed and screamed and screamed.

Or maybe even swallowing them whole, as he'd done to some of his other human victims.  Swallowing human prey whole helped to hide the evidence, but it did lack some of the visceral satisfaction that came with a beautifully violent kill.
Waiting in the truck, his arm casually resting on the bench rest, his mind wandered as he recalled his most satisfying human meal: a small, skinny female named Drusilla with fiery red hair.  Despite her petite size, she had been the most vicious fighter of his two-legged prey to date.  Seth had thought she would be meek and docile like the other small females before her.  But he had been mistaken.
He had taken a face-full of pepper spray, had a lamp smashed on his snout, and a metal

chair bent over his head as she'd fought as fiercely as a wolverine.  She'd even tried to

gouge his eyes out with her claw-like fingernails as he swallowed her.
One of a few that he had actually chewed a bit.

Food could taste so much sweeter when one had to truly work for it!
Then there had been a nicely plump female.  Mary-Ann Veronica.  A neo-hippy.  She had long, black hair, the ends tied in beads.

Seth already knew she was a vegetarian.  When they first met, she went on how eating meat was bad for the body, as if trying to change him.  Typical female, he thought.

But he could tell as he bit down, though, gnawing at her savaged head and neck, how he loved the taste of vegetarians especially.  On advise of his dragon friends, it was one reason he picked her out.  She even made her last gurgling breath deep inside his throat as he bit hard into her soft rump and thighs, her squirting blood mixing with the savory taste of fat.  The lack of preservatives in her unpolluted body made the meal that much more delicious.
He sighed, coming out of his requiem and back to the present.
The dragon was parked with the lights off a ways back from the Rancid Rider, deep in the field off a partially-overgrown parking lot.

Seth and Val had scouted out the spot the night before.  Completely cloaked in darkness, he was confident he wouldn’t be seen, until a voice from out of the darkness spoke.  “What the hell are ya doing here, scalie?”
He jumped, startled, then snarled and grabbed for the twenty-pound sledgehammer he had next to him just in case something like this happened.  Teeth and claws were

nice, but only a foolish dragon depended solely on them in this upside-down world.
“Don’t do it, scalie,” the voice said calmly.  “We have night-vision scopes, and we have

your head right in our sights.  So whatever you’re reaching for, drop it now.” Seth heard

the unmistakable metallic sound of gun actions sliding into place.  He sighed, opened his

clawed hand and let the sledgehammer drop back to the seat.
To his surprise, a flashlight flickered on and illuminated a human torso.  His heart sank

when he saw a bright bronze badge pinned to it.
Crap.  County deputies.  His mind raced through a dozen scenarios for escape or fight in

a few heartbeats, and knew none of them would work.  He hadn’t gotten away with

murdering so many humans by being stupid, and trying to fight law enforcement head on

would have been the height of foolishness.
“So — what you doing out here — scalie?”
Seth bristled at the insult.  He clenched his jaw shut, but managed to

say in a more-or-less even tone, “Just enjoying the night air — officer.”
“Uh-huh.  You think you’re the only dragon we’ve ever caught out yonder here looking for trouble? You think we’re stupid?”
“No, sir.”  No, these humans weren’t stupid.  Arrogant and supremely aggravating, yes,

but not stupid.
“Good little scalie,” he said.  “Maybe you’re not one of the dimmer dinosaurs after all.”

The sound of tense gripping was heard as Seth’s claws clenched the steering wheel tight.

He struggled hard not to snap that arrogant monkey’s head off.  Calling a dragon a

‘dinosaur’ was even a worse insult than ‘scalie’, as if his kind had anything to do with

those ancient evolutionary failures.
“Well, this is your lucky night,” the officer said.  “We were out here just, heh, enjoying

the night air too, and don’t feel like doing the paperwork hauling in your scaly ass would mean.  So, listen to me,” he said, pointing to the ignition, and then the road, “you’re going to start up that piece of shit truck of yours, drive off, and forget this place even exists.  Got it?”
All Seth could do was nod and obey.  He turned the motor, flipped the lights on, and slowly made his way through the dirt parking lot, a small cloud of dust billowing up behind his truck, and as the officers watched made a right turn onto the state highway, leaving Val behind.
When he got home, he trashed most of his furniture in unfettered rage.  How dare that flat-faced, flat-toothed, pink-skinned gnat order him around!  If it hadn’t been for those goddamn guns…
He sighed.  If it hadn’t been for those guns his kind would own this world.  But human weapons were here, and he had to deal with them just like every other dragon on this shithole planet did.
He called Val to let her know she would have to find her own way home.
         *      *      *

The next day they found out from Susan that the officers had been part of the covert surveillance of the Rancid Rider.  They didn’t want the place making headlines so as not

to scare away their potential suspects.  It was the reason they chased Seth away,

thinking he might cause trouble that would raise the bar’s public profile.  It was also the

reason they hadn’t hauled him in on some trump up charge, to avoid the paper trail, and a mention of the incident in the local newspaper.
Over the next few nights Val had more luck at the bar.  Filled mostly with many roughhousing local males, the humans there were anxious to make time with this black-haired woman wearing a miniskirt.  The patrons began opening up to her.  Some of them were more than eager to boast about their dragon-harassing exploits.

It was a badge of honor among some in the Rancid Rider to have harassed or attacked or cheated a dragon in some way.  Jews, Blacks and Hispanics were also worth points on their pecking order of hatred, but dragons were always the biggest targets.
Thanks to Susan who was her ride to the Rancid Rider, Val was able to spot the undercover cops when they occasionally came in, and avoided them precipitously.
Eventually she began wheedling into the circle of people who did most of the boasting,

and who seemed to hint at things much darker than cutting off a dragon in line, or

verbally harassing them publicly.
One weasel of a man named Dana Devereux, approached Val that evening, and after awhile had finally confessed to her in a drunken stupor that he had been with a group of his Klan friends that had caught Tiamat.

The reason he killed her?  Dana owned a pig farm just outside of Lake Charles, and didn’t like the feds forcing his hand to service dragons as part of the national food subsidy.  He knew Tia because he made a weekly delivery of pig meat to her home.

The dragon female lived alone in a run-down house on the edge of town away from the usual dragon neighborhoods.  But this time when she opened the door, twin three-inch barbs of a dragon-grade taser plunged into her chest, powered by enough voltage to keep her out for hours.  Once she was unconscious it was easy for Dana and his two Klan friends to steal her away in the middle of the day.
Excusing herself to use the lady’s room at the Rider, Val walked into the dingy restroom

and called Seth.  He crumpled a metal skillet in his hand when she relayed what she learned about his former mate.

Val was on the phone for several minutes, stoic and head nodding in agreement as she listened carefully.
         *      *      *

Dana lurched drunkenly behind the woman he’d driven home from the bar.  Val was

her name, he struggled to remember through his whiskey-induced haze.  He couldn’t

believe he was getting lucky like this.
The house she was leading him to looked old and run down.  He didn’t mind; so was his.

It was not his fault that raising hogs didn’t pay very well.
But nights like this almost made it all worthwhile.  Hopefully in just a few minutes he’d be balls deep in this hot-assed dish and throwing a great big middle finger at his lousy bitch of a wife.
Val nervously fumbled with the doorknob to the darkened house.  “Got to warn you,” she

drawled slightly, more than a few shots of bourbon in her, “I got this place cheap because

a dragon used to live here” (she fumbled more noisily, coughing) “One damn thing those lizards are good for is keeping the property values down, huh?  Tried cleaning but the smell’s still kinda there.  Hope you don’t mind too much.”
“Naw,” he said anxiously, waving a hand, trying not to make too much of a face.  He wasn’t too fond of dragon-smell, but he worked a pig farm.  It was a small price to pay to get into her panties.
Val swung the door open and he caught a whiff of the interior.  She hadn’t been kidding.

There was a fairly pungent lemon-cleaner scent, and under that the spicy-dry smell of dragon, and the faint sickeningly-rank after-odor of rotting meat the dragon had made a

steady diet of.
Walking in, he had a bigger surprise as she turned on the lights.

“Hey, you kept the dragon furniture!?”
“Yep!” she said, giggling with enthusiasm.  “My old stuff at my mom’s place wasn’t much better, but look at this!”

She plopped onto the immense heavily-cushioned couch, her long, black curly hair drooping over one eye with the strap to her barely-there halter top conveniently slipping off her creamy shoulder, with a little help.  She spread her legs in his direction and smiled.
“Doesn’t this huge couch give you, you know — ideas?”
He didn’t need any further prompting.  He was on her in a second, kissing her neck, his

tongue dancing madly around as rough callused fingers mauled her tits through her top.
She giggled loudly, running a hand luridly across his crotch.  “Take off your clothes,” she

instructed.  “All of them.”
He did so, quickly shucking off jeans so fast he nearly stumbled, and throwing his shirt behind him.  He was already at full mast, his member pulsing erect.  He grabbed her hair with both hands and pushed her head down toward his crotch.  “Suck me, you little slutty tart…”
She looked up at him hesitantly, then to the next room, and slowly sliding to her knees.  She flicked her tongue out to lap at his cock tip.

He shuddered in pleasure as he forcefully pulled her head onto his erect member.  “Damn bitch, now this is the way a woman’s supposed to act.  On her knees and eager to please!” he cackled.

Her eyes widened as his penis slid into her mouth.  Pulling back, her tongue swirled over his length like it was an ice cream cone.
Dana groaned and tipped his head back.  “Damn,” he gasped.  “You’re a world class cocksucker, bitch.”
She seemed to smile at him.  It was hard to tell with her mouth full of his member.  But

he took that as a signal to do more, so he grabbed two fistfuls of her dark hair and pulled her mouth onto his cock fully, making her gag violently as it hit the back of her throat.
Val squealed as she tried to push away, but couldn’t.  Women had to relax and concentrate in order to deep-throat.  Her hair being pulled painfully, his cock jamming hard in and out of her throat, she didn’t have time to prepare herself.  Breathing became difficult, but all she could do was gag and struggle and hold on.
Thankfully, he didn’t last long.  No surprises there, she thought.  He invaded her mouth

one last time, pushing himself deep into her throat, and blasted several loads of sticky

cum into her.
Val was finally able to pull away, choking and gagging as he popped out of her mouth,

the last of his seed squirting onto her cheek, nose and hair.  “God damn it,” she choked.  “Take it easy, you asshole!” she yelled between coughs.
Dana let out a foiled cry of frustration, being pulled out of her warm mouth halfway

through his orgasm.  And hearing the name she called him, the same his wife often did, made real anger boil up in him.  “Don’t call me that, you damn whore!”
He backhanded her across the face, sending her sprawling.  Sexy cocksucker or not, she had to know her place!
In blind anger he reached down and grabbed her by the throat and yanked her upwards.

He then slapped her across the cheek, leaving a reddened hand mark.  “I’ll teach you,

bitch,” he cried out, his eyes cold with growing rage.  He raised his arms and shoved her

hard against the shoulders.  Val stumbled backwards onto the couch behind her, striking

the metal frame head on.

She got up and tried to escape from this mad man, but he kicked out, nearly loosing his balance as his foot grazed lightly across her leg.
“Leave me alone, you fucking jerk!” she screamed.  As she turned to run, she cried out

in pain as she felt his hand strike squarely across her face, reddened fingers marks

added to her cream-colored cheek.  He cornered her against the wall and struck her

again, and again, and again.

Every time she tried to get around him, he just hit her back into the corner.
He raised his hand for another blow.
Enormous fingers encircled his throat from behind, squeezing with the strength

of a steel vise.  He was lifted abruptly upward.
Dana squealed and gasped, struggling wildly.  His hands only danced across the gravelly
surface clenching tight around his throat.  He was a small and wiry, true, even for a

human, but he had no hope of breaking the grip.
The naked man was lowered back to the ground, the fingers around his throat easing off just enough for him to breathe again.  He yelped as he felt four sharp claws digging into his back, stopping just short of breaking skin.  “W-what’s going on?” he squealed, wide-eyed, blood draining from his complexion.
“Payback,” Val huffed, her hand feeling the raised red welts on her cheek.  She walked over to Dana and slugged him just above his thatch of pubic hair, and then kneed him hard in the crotch.  He gurgled in pain.  She pulled her fist back, and slammed him hard in the jaw, making him spit out a bloody tooth.  “The first was for hitting me.  The second was for the dragon you helped to murder, you needle-dicked jerk,” she said with an icy rage in her voice.
Seth raised a heavy eyeridge in surprise.  This was a side of his erstwhile human pet he had not seen before.  He liked it.
“What?” Dana said, tears of pain and fear brimming in his eyes.  “I had nothing to do with that!  I was just talking…”
“Nuh-uh,” Val said, practically purring like a cat with a caught mouse.  She grabbed his

hairy balls and yanked up abruptly.  Dana scrunched his face and whimpered.

“Everyone at the Rider knows you’re in the Klan, loser.  You’re one of those who just

can’t shut up about it.  You were there, and you know other people who were there.  And

you know what?  Me and big guy here would really like to know who they are.”
“What?  Are you crazy, you lizard-loving cow?  They’ll probably kill me!”
Seth snarled and wrapped his fingers tight around his throat again, raising him up on his

toes.  The small male’s eyes bulged, turning pink.
“There are worse things than being killed,” Val informed him.
Dana managed to squeak out a small, “fuck you!”

Seth and Val locked eyes.  Seth nodded.
Reaching behind the couch, Val pulled out a small plastic bag.  She unzipped it to reveal

a soaking sponge.  “Wha-what the fuck’s that?” Dana asked.
Val’s smile was tight and wicked.  “Dragon pheromone, from a female.  It has quite a

profound effect on a dragon male.”
Dana squinted his eyes, not quite comprehending.  She took the sponge and dabbed it lightly on the tip of Seth’s muzzle, then around his nostrils.  The male dragon grumbled deeply, shaking his head at first, snorting, then his lips peeled back to reveal dangerous rows of very large teeth.

It only took a few heartbeats for Dana to feel the dragon’s immense member pulsing up against his back.
His eyes suddenly goggled wide as he realized what was going on.  “Ohhh, fuck!”
“I suggest you submit to him like a good little female, or he may have to start gnawing body parts to make you comply.”
The dragon roared as if to emphasize Val’s words, startling Dana.

He pushed the human to his knees and bent him over, the thick rod of flesh pressed against the man’s bare ass pulsed obscenely.
The small man began sobbing.  “W-why are you doing this?”
Val kneeled in front of him.  She gently lifted his chin up with her fingers, and spat right in his face.
“Because dragons are beautiful,” she said with a harsh voice.

He only looked up at her.

“They’re sleek and powerful and magnificent.  They’re primal and pure in a way shallow people like you will never know.  They don’t compromise who they are, hide behind lies like humans do.  It’s because they don’t have to.  They don’t have to fool themselves or anyone else into believing they’re something other than what they are.”
“What?  You're crazy,” he said, scrunching his face at her.
“Maybe, by human standards.  But who cares what humans think?  I'd rather be a

part of their world,” Val said.  “If there were any justice in this world, dragons would be our masters.  They would show us what strength and purity of spirit really means.”
“You really are crazy!” he stammered, bloodied spit spraying from his mouth, and dribbling down his chin.  Only to start shrieking as the dragon lined himself up with the mammal’s only available hole and thrust forward.  Seth was leaking pre-cum, but even with the lubrication it was rough going entering his tight little pucker.
Tears streamed down his stubbly cheeks.  Seth shifted his grip back and clamped

onto the human’s hips.

The stupid pink monkey yelped and tried desperately to scramble away, but Seth held onto him tightly as he pulled back and jammed forward, further impaling his cock into the small man’s tortured rectum.  Dana squealed again.
Seth grumbled, shivering his entire body in pleasure at invading the human male.

Far tighter than any of the human females he had before.
The way his partner was resisting was starting to inflame him, making him snarl ferally.

He knew in the back of his mind that the creature under him was male, but the

pheromone soaking his nostrils and the familiarity of the act was screaming at him

otherwise.  He growled, biting repeatedly into Dana’s neck, clamping down and stopping

just short of breaking skin.  “Submit, stupid female!”
The creature underneath him only yowled and struggled more, albeit more weakly.  Seth

continued to worry the flesh back and forth between his teeth.  Dana squealed, and then

at last stopped writhing, and resigned himself to the inevitable as tears streamed down his cheeks.
Pleased at his triumph, Seth's conscious mind subsided to make room for the

overwhelming instincts rising up like a fierce tide.  He began pistoning his hips back and

forth, forcing himself deeper with every stroke as he grumbled loudly, sucking in greedy

breaths to fuel his exertions.  The small monkey under him only writhed and trembled,

no longer fighting but just trying to endure the harsh assault.

Seth no longer cared why the cringing creature was under him, as long as he got what his body wanted out of the human now.
Val had already begun stripping off her clothes.  She walked over and rested on

the couch beside them.  Moaning for effect so Dana could hear, she masturbated furiously as she watched the large dragon take a smaller creature.  She laughed loudly.  “Oh, sweet hell, that’s hot.  Ha! You like being ass-raped by the big nasty dragon, murderer?”
Dana only gurgled and sobbed, his whole body tremored with every one of Seth’s

powerful thrusts.
Finally the large saurian began shuddering, his climax quickly descending on him.  He

had only been able to get his shaft in half-way, the human’s sphincter stretched beyond its limit, but even so the tightness and warmth of the body was fast becoming too much for him.  He roared at the top of his lungs, shaking the walls, thundering his triumph to the world as he unleashed a huge torrent of sticky dragon cum deep into Dana's soft

receptive body.
Val climaxed immediately on seeing her lover do the same.  She bent her hips upward, screaming as her orgasm went on and on, her inner folds spasming powerfully around her invading fingers for nearly a minute.
Seth began softening, his mind unfocused from the sensations.  Val too, was a bit out of

it.

It was their worst mistake.

Dana scrambled and struggled wildly again, managing to disengage himself from the dragon and wiggle out of his grip, though he had many long claw marks along his legs for his trouble.
Before either could move to intercept him, he dived for his pants.  He quickly searched through his pockets, finally pulling out a handheld instrument, and reached out his arm to stop Val from trying anything.
The naked human held a hand-taser in his fingers, a large, heavy-pronged model rated

for dragons.  The jolt would be enough to send Seth writhing to the ground, and would

probably kill Val outright.
Seth’s eyes narrowed, remembering how Tiamat died.  “You,” he said with a voice as

cold as a starless void.  “You were the one who tasered Tiamat.”
“You mean that dragon bitch we sliced up?  Fuck yeah, that was me.  Did her personally.

I’ll fucking do you and that slut-bitch the same way if any of ya’ll take a step closer.”

He snatched his jeans from the ground and began inching his fingers into his back pocket, and pulled out a cell phone.  “You’re going to pay for this, scalie,” he said, as a startled expression came across Dana’s face.
“Fuck me,” he gasped, his over-taxed anus gave way to the large load it held.  Whitish dragon semen flowed down his hairy thighs in elongated globs.  He dabbed his fingers into it, seeing the gooey white intermixed bright red with his own blood.  His expression turned pale as he suddenly fully realized the enormity of his violation.
“You goddamned lizard!  I’m bleeding!  I’m goddamned fucking bleeding!” he said screaming, as the sticky semen webbed between his splayed fingers, and loosing his concentration.
Seth saw his chance.  He lunged forward with a speed belying his great size, seizing the

arm holding the taser, snapping and crushing bones under his grip.  Dana

screamed and dropped the weapon, which Val quickly gathered up.
“You stupid dinosaur!” Dana screeched, tears of pain re-appearing.  “You

broke my arm!  You stupid, fucking, dino—”
Seth snarled.  He had enough of this arrogant monkey for a lifetime.  He struck the

human across the face to stun him.  Dana flew backwards, collapsing at the base of

the wall.  He reached down and lifted the unconscious human high off the ground.
The dragon opened his maw wide, dilating open his powerful throat muscles.  He pinned

the human’s arms to the side and slid male’s head into his maw before the human

became conscious of what was happening.
Dana groggily woke up to the wet, warm tightness enveloping him.  His eyes popped

wide, not quite believing what he was seeing.
“Oh holy shit!” he screamed.

He struggled with wild, surprising strength, but he knew he was no match for the dragon’s grip.
Seth exhaled, and drew in a long, sharp breath in anticipation of another deep swallow.

Unlike humans, dragons could breathe while swallowing, but Seth still had to be careful

and measured with such a large object in his throat.
Dana did everything he could to escape, even though their seemed little point to the dragon.  Seth’s previous victims had all been female, and at this point most of them had

stopped struggling and accepted their fate — albeit with much sobbing and pleading to

their ridiculous monkey god.  But Dana kept trying to fight even as his balding head slid

into Seth's cloying throat.

“Look, man, please!  PLEASE!  You want to know names?  I’ll let you names!” he screamed.  “Manny Brogan, he’s the leader — he’s the grand wizard!  Johnny Turgald.  He helped.  Brendan Simonian, he’s the one who did the female!  He’s the one who cut her up!  Come on, man!”
Seth pushed the human further down.  He was barely conscience of the human's screams, now muffled by his own thickly-muscled body.  The man’s head pushed deeper into the dragon’s chest.
As Dana’s torso, waist and then hips slid down into the reptilian maw, his skin brushed across the dragon’s teeth and begun to bleed.  Seth had to stop his swallowing for a moment to rub his tongue along the blood.  From long practice he wanted to try and get as little of the victim’s body anywhere in his house.
The taste made him pause for a moment.  Gods, how delicious!  He’d forgotten how pleasant human blood could taste.  He had to fight hard not to bite down and shake his victim in half to let a big gush of the hot fluid soak his maw.
Seth jerked his head upwards a few times, and the human’s wiggling feet disappeared

down his wide throat.

He shuddered as the human was at last pushed into his stomach, his scaled belly distending very noticeably.  His eyes slid to half-mast as he grumbled contentedly.  A powerful burp followed as his stomach muscles contracted, forcing out the air he had been forced to swallow along with his prey.  The bloated dragon anticipated a long, pleasant bout of digestion.
“Oh God…” he heard Val gasp.  His eyes widened, suddenly remembering her.
Crap!  He may have to kill her now; he couldn’t risk her going to the police.

Only he was feeling very torpid after such a large meal, and he remembered she was holding Dana’s taser.  This might not be easy.
He turned his head and was surprised to see that the weapon was tossed aside and Val spread fully nude on the couch, fingering her pussy with a fanatic enthusiasm he’d never seen before.  Her eyes drilled intently on the bulge in his stomach where his victim still jerked feebly, now with his dying breaths.
Val was on her feet instantly.  He did not try to stop her as she put her hands over his

belly, rubbing in slow, forceful circles.  She groaned like a cat in heat when she felt

Dana’s last few struggling movements.
Grabbing Seth’s clawed hand and gently guiding him down on the couch, she grabbed the

sponge with the pheromone and desperately soaked herself in it even as she straddled

his lap.  “Nnngh … oh, gods, Seth, fuck me, fuck me now, please, I never wanted your

cock more than I do right now!”
Without a word from Seth, she plunged herself down on him as soon as he went erect.

Seth was in a bit of a stupor, an overfed carnivore high on his own predatory endorphins,

but he relaxed and let her do as she pleased.

She was considerably wetter than he ever remembered.  She easily lowered herself down to the hilt on her first thrust, something they’d never been able to do before.
She fucked him like a rabid wildcat, slamming herself down again and again as hard as

she dared.  She steadied the front of herself on his stomach, and feeling the bulge of his

human prey only seemed to excite her more.  Less than a minute later, her climax hit her

like an explosion.  The dragon could only watch, fascinated, as her spasming orgasm led

into another, then another, one after another for minutes on end.  There seemed to be

no end to her cumming as she shivered and screamed and whimpered through it all.
He himself climaxed close to the end of her overpowering rapture, triggering one last

seismic tremor of ecstasy deep within her.  It was one of the most intense orgasms Seth

ever experienced, pumping what seemed like every last drop of seed his body could

produce into his eager monkey pet.
Seth fell asleep only moments later stretched out on the couch.  His body exhausted by

both predation and sex, he could barely fight the sleepiness that washed over him.
He awoke with a start later that night, near panic seizing his hazy mind.  Shit!  Was Val

gone?  Was she bringing the police here even now?
But a moment later he was surprised to feel her warm body still lying nestled above his in the same position they’d been in when they had orgasmed together.  He shook her awake.  “We need to talk,” he told her.
She woke groggily, but smiled at the predator and nodded, kissing him on the snout gently.  She grinned at the faint remnant smell of whisky on his breath.

“I think I know what you’re going to say.  You don’t have to worry.  I won’t say anything to anyone.” She smiled and kissed him again.
“How can I be sure?”
She propped herself up, resting on her small forearms, her modest breasts dangling onto his scaled chest.
“Well, for one, I’d be an accessory,” she said, grinning, flipping her hair from her eyes.  “I was seen by a few dozen people leaving the bar with him last night.”

The dragon only stared at her.

“Besides,” she said in a sexy voice, “I kinda figured once I brought him here you’d make sure he got exactly what he deserved.  I think we both knew that, Seth….”
She then dragged her fingers across his swollen belly, enjoying the feeling of each little scaly bump along his hide.  “Anyway, what you did to that murderer was justice.  That fucking dragon killer deserved what he got, and more.  Him, and all his kind.”
Val spoke with such conviction that Seth believed her.  And she was right, she would be

charged as an accessory to murder if he was caught, so she had just as much a reason to keep this quiet as he did.
It looked like he had picked a very good pet after all.
“Besides,” she said, purring as she rubbed his belly.  “Watching you devour him

was the hottest damn thing I have ever seen.  You looked so fucking — powerful.”
Seth allowed himself a thin smile.

He felt himself in a very rare good mood.  “I did, didn’t I?” he hissed-laughed.  Her body bouncing with his undulating belly, just before he grabbed her and proceeded to mate with her again in the rough, powerful predator’s way she enjoyed so much.
         *      *      *

A week later, they managed to use Dana’s death confession to get one more

Klansman, and just before the local authorities caught up with the rest of the murderous xenophobic group.

He was Brendan Simonian — Tia's butcher.  Not a very tall man but surprisingly muscular.  He seemed like one of those guys who had spent his whole life trying to compensate for his lack of height.
Because Dana's wife was slow in reporting her husband missing (and those who knew

him did not blame her for that), no one suspected anything when Val went back looking

for Mr. Simonian.  And like Dana, he had been easy to lure with the promise of a night of hard sex if he followed her home.
When Seth had finished raping him, and Val got dressed from “joining in”, he asked her

to leave the house for awhile.  When Val had returned hours later, she saw the bathroom completely soaked in blood — including the ceiling.
Val had never asked what happened, or why he broke his “no mess” rule.  She merely

bleached the tiles clean like the good little pet she was.
Seth said Tia’s murderer blubbered more than Dana during his devouring.  That’s all he ever said about what had happened that night.
The authorities finally caught up with the Klan.  They made a number of arrests that effectively broke the group apart.

They assumed that the two missing Klan members, Dana Devereux and Brendan Simonian, had just fled to avoid prosecution.  If they suspected the truth — and the way one officer had questioned Val, it seemed that they might — they showed no real intention of revealing anything about it.  The Klan wasn’t something most people in the area were proud of, and were just as happy to sweep under the rug.
Late one night as Val lay cuddled next to him as usual, she wondered aloud if it would

be possible for her to lure more victims for him.  Seth patiently explained all the dangers

that could entail, but Val hardly listened.  She was too excited about the prospect of

another night of wild predatory sex.
Seth sighed.  At this rate, he might never be able to quit his addiction again.
And maybe, just maybe, he didn’t want to.
Jonah
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