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Mia scrambled to get her coveralls off and quickly hid them in the cabinet beside the trash can. She knew 
Jill would never look in there—the dragoness preferred to throw her trash on the ground wherever she 
was. Just as she closed the cabinet, she caught a whiff of her wife. It made her gag.  

This was not the typical scent of self-lubricating anal glands or even the casual skid-mark. No, this was 
the foul reek of weeks-stale piss and shit ground together between the sweaty thighs of someone with 
naturally revolting body odor, someone who honestly thought the only purpose of a shower stall was to 
masturbate in, someone who had been known on occasion to shower herself in her own piss just for the 
hell of it. Mia could not only smell Jill coming, the dragoness's vile stench was so strong that the wolf 
could practically taste her wife as she walked in the door. 

The eight-foot tall dragon burst in, her ankle-length, hot-pink hair nearly getting closed in the door as she 
slammed it. Her painted-on black jeans were far too tight for her wide hips, but not nearly as undersized 
as her shirt, which completely exposed her pink, blotchy midriff with its scraggly, irregularly-spaced, 
coarse, pink hairs waving haphazardly at the world. The shirt hardly even covered her pendulous breasts, 
and her nipples looked like they had actually cut through the thin, tightly-stretched fabric, sticking out 
obscenely.  

But what really scared Mia—what truly made her tremble in fear—was the bulge in Jill’s pants. That bulge 
could only mean one thing. Mia prayed it wouldn’t come to that, but she doubted her prayer would be 
answered—it never had been to date, so why should that change now? 

“Um, hi, Honey,” the wolfess said, nervously waving. “Um, how was your day?” 

“Dinner,” the dragoness replied curtly, not acknowledging the question and striding past Mia into the 
dining room. 

Mia quickly followed her in as the dragoness plopped herself at her chair. 

“Here you go,” the wolfess said, quickly running into the kitchen to grab the bottle of wine Jill had 
demanded she be served today. She hated it when Jill drank; it made her even more unbearable, but 
what was a wolfess half the dragoness’s size to do? She opened and poured the bottle—all of it—into 
Jill’s wine glass and hastily threw the bottle away. She knew better than to leave empty glass bottles 
around. She subconsciously rubbed the scar on her neck. 

Jill grunted and began eating the steak, picking it up with her claws and ignoring the cutlery she’d 
demanded that Mia set out. Mia slunk to her seat and began to eat her unseasoned ground beef as Jill 
downed half the wine in a single draught. 

“Are you gonna eat all of that?” Jill demanded incredulously, her pink eyes flashing with anger as she 
gestured to the ground beef. 

Mia opened her mouth a few times. “I—you said I could have a quarter-pound,” she pleaded. 

The dragoness shook her head. “You need to lay off the meat; you’re getting fat, you lardy sow! Give me 
that!” 

She held out her claw while shoving big chunks of the steak into her gullet with the other. She beckoned 
impatiently for the bowl. 

Mia sighed and handed it to her.  

The dragoness upended the bowl into her mouth and hardly chewed the contents. Moments later, she 
spat it out onto the floor beside her. 

“That’s crap-food,” she snarled. “Don’t you know how to season anything, you worthless twat?” 

Mia shrank back. “I’m sorry,” she said, her voice barely a whisper. “You said seasoning would make me 
fat, and I—I didn’t know you were going to eat it.” 

“Shit-food,” the dragon reiterated as she resumed stuffing her mouth with steak. “Learn to cook, cunt! 
Fuck, you’re worthless!” 
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Mia sighed and picked at her salad. Although she’d had nothing to eat all day and had really been looking 
forward to eating it, she suddenly wasn’t hungry. 

It didn’t matter anyway. 

Without warning, Jill reached across the table and slapped Mia so hard that she fell to the floor. Shocked 
and instantly aching, Mia covered herself defensively. 

“Jill?!” she cried, “What did I do?” 

“Don’t play dumb, you stupid cunt!” Jill snarled, standing up and advancing menacingly. Mia inched 
backwards until her back was to the wall. Jill reached out, grabbed her by the chest-fur, and slapped her 
again. 

“Do you like getting hit? Huh? Talk, you stupid bitch! Don’t fucking play games with me! I will fucking end 
you!” 

“Jill, I—I don’t know! I’m sorry! I’ll never do it again—whatever it is—but I don’t know what I did!” 

“Look!” the dragoness roared, hauling Mia up by the scruff of the neck and shoving her face against the 
dragoness’s plate. “Do you see that hair? It’s got to be a mile long! What did I tell you about getting hair in 
my food?” 

Mia looked, and sure enough, there was a long, pink hair across the green beans. She swallowed 
nervously. 

“J—Jill, honey, that hair is pink; I don’t have pink hair,” the wolfess whimpered. “You’re the only one with 
pink hair…” 

“Don’t talk back to me, you filthy, worthless waste of your father’s jism!” Jill screamed, throwing Mia 
against the wall. 

The wolfess crumpled to the floor, and the dragon picked her up, held her by the neck against the wall, 
and punched her in the gut, knocking the wind out of her. 

“Not only are you incapable of following a simple order—seriously, how hard is it to keep your hair out of 
my food?—you’re also a liar and a back-talker! I should spank your parents for raising you to be so 
worthless!” 

The dragoness flicked her claws out and began scratching hard across Mia’s chest and sides. As Mia 
curled into a ball in a futile effort to protect herself, her forearms bore the brunt of Jill’s fury, quickly getting 
ripped open and bleeding as Mia cried helplessly at the onslaught. 

“Worthless, fucking whore!” Jill raged. “I’ll bet you were out fucking the neighbor all day, weren’t you? So 
busy degrading yourself with a fucking male that you couldn’t even remember to keep your fucking hair 
covered! I should be glad that at least his pubes aren’t in it from your filthy cunt-mouth blowing him and 
hacking them up on my meal!” 

She threw Mia to the ground and began kicking her hard in the sides, the chest, the legs, anything that 
was handy—even her head, if she could do it without leaving marks—that was important. The dragoness 
wanted Mia to have a pretty face that didn’t show any evidence. But that meant that the rest of the 
wolfess’s body got beaten extra hard. 

“You fucking disgust me! I’m out all day, and when I get home, you’re sprinkling hair into my food! You 
worthless piece of shit! What good are you? I ought to just kill you right now and then eat you! At least 
then I’d expect to have your hair in my mouth!” 

“No, Jill! Please!” Mia sobbed as Jill grabbed her and threatened to swallow her whole. 

Instead, the dragoness hit her again, once again knocking her to the ground. Black and blue welts were 
already beginning to rise under the wolfess’s fur, and a particularly hard kick to the chest made her cough 
up blood. 

All this violence had stirred Jill’s fire, and her black jeans threatened to burst. Mia looked up, helplessly 
shaking her head and pleading for Jill to let her go. 
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“Well, I might as well get some use out of your worthless slut-cunt,” the dragoness growled, ignoring Mia’s 
pleas. 

Lost in lust, she tore her jeans off, shredded Mia’s pants and let their tattered remains fall to the floor, and 
shoved Mia down forcibly onto her throbbing, four-foot-long penis. Mia opened her mouth to scream, but 
nothing came out. Without any attempt at getting in the mood and being terrified and in pain instead, 
Mia’s sex was completely dry, but Jill drove herself in regardless. The pain took Mia’s breath away even 
worse than the beating. 

Yet that wasn’t the worst part. 

Jill had a ridge of long, sharp barbs—each over an inch long and pointing backwards—going across the 
bottom side of her cock. What purpose such cruel appendages could have ever served in nature, Mia 
would never know, but Jill used them to make sex—an act that should be pleasurable and loving—an 
unbearable, agonizing method of torture. While being shoved onto them might hurt, they would dig into 
Mia’s tender vaginal wall when Jill pulled out, gripping and clawing their way out all the way. They had cut 
her so many times that Mia now had permanent scar tissue where they had scraped her over and over, 
day in and day out, for years. Mia was pretty sure she’d never be able to feel pleasure from sex again, 
even if she were somehow saved from her abusive wife. She had thought that at least the scarring would 
protect her from further pain, but it seemed her body was just as determined to make her miserable as Jill 
was. The scar tissue would just itself get cut, and then when it grew back with rough, jagged edges, it 
would scratch her when she walked. 

With such a vile instrument of torture being forcibly yanked from her, Mia understandably screamed. 

But Jill couldn’t care less about Mia’s pain. If anything, the wolfess’s screams were music to her ears. The 
dragoness shoved Mia back onto her cock, manhandling her with two claws like a large ragdoll and 
effortlessly jacking herself off using Mia’s body. The helpless wolf let out a continual wail of pain, her 
vagina now slick and dripping with her own blood that left red streaks up and down the dragoness’s cock. 
The red liquid was the best Mia could do to lubricate the heartless dragon. 

But being pent-up with rage and having an entire bottle of wine working against her made it hard to get off 
for Jill, and after mercilessly pounding her wife’s pussy for a good ten minutes and getting frustrated, she 
decided to try something different. She ripped Mia’s body off her, slapped her a few times—it was her 
fault her body wasn’t any good for fucking (probably got herself all stretched out by the neighbor 
anyway)—upended her, and shoved her mouth down around the barbed cock. The stench in her mouth 
made Mia’s head swim. She coughed and gagged, the sharp barbs scratching her throat painfully as the 
dragon tried to quench her lust. 

Suddenly, Jill could feel her orgasm approaching, and she manipulated Mia’s body faster and faster, 
shoving her throbbing, prickly cock deeper and deeper down Mia’s throat. Mia couldn’t breathe, and tears 
and snot streamed down her face. She was on the verge of panic, but she dared not bite down. 

Just in the nick of time, the dragoness’s cock erupted in Mia’s mouth, shooting so hard into her stomach 
that she regurgitated it as heartburn that followed Jill’s cock out and burned her scratched throat like fire. 
Mia started to scream, but the vibration in her throat from screaming hurt, and just that instant, Jill let 
loose another flood of vile-tasting, thick, nasty dragon spunk into the wolfess’s mouth that practically 
drowned her. 

Then Jill pulled out, tossed Mia in a heap on the floor, and started to walk away.  

“I’m sick of you wearing pants,” the dragoness growled as she began to walk off. “From now on, you wear 
skirts so I don’t have to waste my time ripping up your shitty clothes. I want access to your cooch all the 
time. And don’t even think about wearing panties. Panties are for pretty furs. You’re nothing but a fat, 
stupid, worthless, soggy sow cunt.” 

As an afterthought, she whirled, held one nostril closed, and shot a huge glop of yellow-green snot all 
over Mia before storming off to do whatever she did after beating and raping her wife. 

Mia sobbed on the floor, bleeding, leaking dragon cum, and covered in dragon snot. 

Again.  


