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Mia winced as she put the mop away. Still aching from Jill’s treatment of her the week before, she wasn’t 
moving very fast. It had taken her twice as long as usual, but she was finally finished cleaning the house, 
had made dinner in advance and had it sitting on the table, and was finally going to relax, take a bath, 
and try to feel alive again. 

She heard a noise and jumped, her heart instantly racing. She was certain it was Jill coming home. 

Swallowing hard, she tried to slow her pounding heart. 

“I—it’s okay,” she said, her voice wavering. “Just the house creaking.” 

She took a few deep breaths, letting them out slowly. Her heart slowed. 

“Okay,” she said. “She’s not gonna be home for another two hours. Got to make the most of it.” 

She turned the water on to draw a bath, got it to the right temperature, and closed the drain in the 
bathtub, then stepped in and sat as the water slowly crept up her body. 

A dark thought crossed her mind, seeing the water slowly rising. She closed her eyes and forced the 
thought out. Things would never get better for her if she did that. 

But the dark thoughts were more persistent this time than usual. Like the water creeping up her leg, that 
thought that she forbade herself to think crept into her mind again. Things weren’t going to get better 
anyway. Jill would be home soon, and even if it were possible for Mia to wash all the shame, anger, sex, 
and her wife’s filth off herself, she would be covered in it all within minutes of her wife’s return again, just 
like the house would be disgusting again the second the dragoness set foot inside. It was a never-ending 
cycle that the dark thought urged her to break. There is always a way out, it told her. 

Some ways are just more permanent than others. 

“No!” she said forcefully, clenching her fists, gritting her teeth, and squeezing her eyes closed. She held 
that position for many seconds, slowly driving the dark thoughts from her mind. 

At last, she sighed, her body sagging into the water. A sob escaped her lips. She tried to stop it, but 
another one came right after. She turned the water off, buried her face in her paws, and sobbed. 

“Save me,” she cried. “Somebody, please, save me!” 

But the feeling of hopelessness—the unfairness of it all—quickly turned her sobbing into fist-clenching 
anger. She hated Jill, and she began to fantasize about how, given half a chance, she would make the 
wicked dragoness pay for all the terrible things she’d done. How Mia wanted to give her a taste of her 
own medicine, to make her feel as worthless, helpless, and shameful as she felt! 

And don’t even get her started on her parents, those horrible, horrible furs who cared more about Jill’s 
money than they cared about their own daughter! Her plight was just as much their fault as it was the 
dragoness’s. Their passive-aggressive refusal to help her get away from this awful situation bordered on 
criminal. She hated them, she hated Jill, and she hated the fact that she couldn’t do anything about it. 

She had considered going to the police many times in the past. But what good would that do? They’d 
rake her over the coals, disbelieve everything she said—or worse, tell her she had it coming to her, like 
her parents did—and then tell Jill, who would probably kill her then and there. 

No, the police would be of no help. Mia began to wonder if there was anybody left in the world who was 
decent. A different kind of dark thought crept into her mind—one she’d never had before. If there was 
nobody left in the world worth saving, was the world even worth keeping around? What good was it to 
reward evil furs for doing evil deeds while punishing the good ones? The system was broken, and 
sometimes it’s better to tear everything down and rebuild than to keep trying to patch things. 

Kara suddenly popped into her mind. Mia sighed. Kara was a good fur. Kara was worth sparing the world 
for. 
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Thinking of her friend and the feel of the rejuvenating water made Mia begin to feel better. She felt Jill’s 
fluids washing off her and her aching muscles being soothed, and she loosened her clenched fists, finally 
beginning to relax. The dark thoughts receded back to their hiding place in the back of her mind, and 
though she couldn’t be called hopeful for a better future, she at least felt that she had the strength to 
continue on. 

She splashed in the tub, dunked her head, scrubbed her fur, and got all the filth off her. She wasn’t able 
to do much for the shame and anger, but at least her outside was clean. She drained the tub and started 
toweling off, even humming quietly to herself. 

The sound of the front door opening made her jump, her heart again racing, and her breath coming in 
shallow, panicked pants. 

“Slut!” the dragoness bellowed as she slammed the door. “Where the fuck are you?” 

Fighting every instinct she had that urged her to run away, Mia quickly ran out into the living room to meet 
her wife. She gasped: Jill stood there, sweaty, naked, and sporting a massive erection. 

Mia gulped. 

The dragoness saw her and strode towards the wolfess. 

“Aww, trying to get clean, you little bitch?” Jill taunted, grasping the towel and deftly flicking it out of Mia’s 
grasp.  

Nobody knew how to make her feel dirty and worthless like Jill did. Mia covered herself, her face burning 
with shame and her stomach knotted with fear. 

But she didn’t have time to think about it. Jill grabbed her by the waist, spun her around, and Mia shrieked 
in terror as the dragoness positioned her over the enormous, barbed cock. Mia tried to go to a happy 
place, to mentally block the pain that she was about to endure, but that never worked.  

Jill ruthlessly forced her cock into Mia, and as the wolfess felt her pussy tearing right along the scars 
where it had torn before, the pain was too much for her to keep inside, and she screamed in agony as the 
first barb pushed in, then the second, and then the third, and Jill bottomed out against her cervix.  

Mia knew that she had to relax, or what came next would be too much to bear, but her whole body tensed 
in pain. She tried to focus on her breathing, but it was too late. Jill began pulling her cock out of Mia—
deliberately manipulating Mia’s body to dig the barbs deeper into her—eliciting a blood-curdling scream 
as the barbs cut the wolfess’s tender skin like a sawblade cutting through wood. Her body writhed around 
the cruel cock, much to Jill’s twisted delight. Mia didn’t think she could take any more. It hurt so badly, 
worse than last time, even. She wanted to pass out—even to die—anything to make that unbearable pain 
stop. 

But the pain didn’t stop. Jill shoved hard into the wolfess’s pussy again and jerked out, speeding up and 
going over and over again, deliberately cutting and shredding Mia’s insides. Jill felt herself on the verge of 
cumming, ripped herself out, and fired all over Mia, the heavy load saturating the wolfess’s fur to her 
pores. 

Groaning in pleasure, Jill flipped Mia over and began fucking her pussy with Mia facing her, driving the 
wolfess over and over against the cruel barbs and grinning sadistically with each whine, squeal, and 
wriggle of agony. 

But the dragoness’s second orgasm was slow in coming. She tried several different positions, even tried 
flipping Mia sideways, but she just couldn’t quite get there. All the while, Mia cried, shrieked, and 
screamed piteously. It was hot at first, but Jill just wanted to get off, and now that she thought about it, her 
fuck-toy’s yelping was hurting her ears. 

Ugh, this bitch won’t shut up! Jill growled to herself. It’s fucking distracting! 

A thought crossed the dragoness’s mind, and she leaned forward to press her lips to Mia’s. As the 
dragoness’s rank breath washed over Mia’s face, reeking of rotten food, rotten teeth, rotten gums, and 
the same pervasive stink that Jill seemed to ooze from every pore, the wolfess struggled and grimaced, 
somehow managing to find room in her agonized mind to experience revulsion, too. Jill made sure to lick 
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everywhere inside of Mia’s mouth, coating it with her vile taste. Yet despite Jill’s tongue being in her 
mouth and making her skin crawl with disgust, it still wasn’t enough to drown out the excruciating pain Mia 
felt, and she screamed no less than she had before.  

Now infuriated and determined to put a stop to the cunt’s obnoxious carrying-on, Jill shoved her long 
tongue down Mia’s throat, silencing her by cutting off her windpipe. The wolfess’s eyes snapped wide 
open, a look of panic on her face as she struggled to breathe. But Jill was getting close, and this brief 
silence was so delicious to her. She shoved harder and harder into Mia’s ravaged sex, feeling her 
enormous balls beginning to contract. 

A peep escaped Mia’s mouth as Jill’s tongue accidentally slipped. It nearly killed the mood, and Jill 
plunged her tongue in deeper still to avoid losing the moment again. Her tongue hit Mia’s gag reflex, and 
helpless to stop it, the wolfess vomited hard, driving Jill’s tongue out of her and spewing right into the 
dragoness’s mouth. 

Jill jerked in surprise and started to pull away, but she recognized what had happened almost instantly, 
and it turned her on. With a few more hard thrusts, she at last spurted hard inside of Mia, the force driving 
her cock backwards and locking her barbs in tightly. Mia screamed into Jill’s mouth, blowing out a few 
more chunks of vomit as the dragoness sighed in relief and felt her cock go flaccid and slide out of her 
wife. 

The dragoness swallowed the vomit, smiled to herself, and licked the chunks she could find from inside 
her wife’s mouth while Mia moaned and whimpered miserably, her body limp in Jill’s claws. 

Finally satisfied that she’d gotten every last morsel, Jill dropped Mia in a heap, just like she did to 
anything she had used and discarded. She felt her stomach gurgle, and she squatted over her wife. The 
gurgle came again, and she relaxed and showered the wolfess in shit. Mia just lay there, too pained and 
exhausted to move even to protect her face from the dragon’s shameless defilement. The dragoness 
groaned in ecstasy as the splattering, runny bowel movement left her body and coated her wife. 

As soon as the crap was out of her and no longer blocking her bladder, Jill felt the sudden urge to pee, 
and her crusty vaginal lips opened and sprayed Mia with strong, acrid piss that made her writhe feebly as 
the strong acid burned her skin and singed her fur. But the piss didn’t bother Jill. In fact, as her pussy 
showered the wolfess with urine, she pointed her cock up to shower herself, too. She closed her eyes, 
turned her head up, and opened her mouth to give herself a golden shower, reveling in the feeling of the 
liquid on her skin that ran down her grimy body, taking with it bits of cum, flecks of shit, dead skin cells, 
and some of the greasy body excretion she produced. All of this dripped onto Mia, who lay very still, 
praying that it would just hurry up and end. 

Jill sighed in relief at having gotten all of her biological urges taken care of at once. 

“Now so clean now, are you, bitch?” she asked the wolfess, who was hardly recognizable under the pile 
of cum, shit, piss, and dragon grime. 

Laughing, the dragoness went off to go watch TV. 

Mia couldn’t move. Everything hurt. Her body ached from being grabbed and used so roughly. Her lungs 
hurt from being deprived of oxygen. Her throat burned from being violated by Jill’s tongue and throwing 
up. And her sex…words could not describe how badly it hurt. 

The bad thoughts came flooding back to her all at once, and she just wished she had enough strength to 
do it. Covered in filth, in indescribable pain, and bewildered at the senseless cruelty, she couldn’t take it 
anymore. 

Save me…please save me…for the love of anything good and holy in this world, save me! she cried 
silently as she began using her arms to drag herself back to the bathroom, anguished tears streaming 
down her face. 


