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You had heard that pestilence was one of the harbingers of the apocalypse, but you always assumed the 
pests would be insects, not wyvern who towered above you. But like insects, these creatures breed and 
breed, slowly consuming all the natural resources until there is nothing left for your tribe but a slow, 
painful death of starvation. 

Over your dead body. 

Patriarchal societies, an entire swarm of wyvern shares the same father, who, like a queen ant, will 
reproduce and reproduce, inseminating anything he can until he can inseminate no more. Wyvern 
patriarchs are cocky bastards; they know no shame, no self-restraint when it comes to the overpopulation 
of their broods. And cocky they are well to be: only a few patriarchs exist, and they alone are permitted to 
breed. Their broods quickly kill off those who would challenge the patriarchs, a sort of self-enforcing 
eugenics policy, and this continues as long as the patriarch is alive, even if he should suddenly go sterile 
or otherwise become unable to reproduce. Only once the patriarch dies is his successor allowed to take 
his place. 

One of these patriarchs, Viridus the Virile, has single-handedly produced over 30% of the wyverns that 
threaten your tribe. Your plan is simple, albeit not very creative: destroy his gonads but leave him alive. 
That will buy your tribe much-needed time to begin purging his offspring before one of them can take over 
in his stead. 

Armed with only your bare fists, you make it to the edge of the forest, square your shoulders, and stride 
boldly into the canopy. Despite the shade, the air is hot and slightly humid, and not three paces in, the 
place already reeks of sex. 

The ground shakes beneath your feet. At seven feet tall and four hundred pounds of solid muscle, you 
are not someone to trifle with. Your greenish skin is scarred from years of battle, and your left tusk has 
been chipped countess times as you drove it into your enemies’ skulls. 

“Viridus!” you cry in a gravelly voice. “Come out! I am here to end your blight upon my people!” 

You see movement among the trees, and then he emerges with a great crashing sound, accompanied by 
his latest wyvern whore. 

“Get her out of here,” you growl, looking him in the eye, “Unless you want her to watch as I tear your 
genitals apart piece-by-piece.” 

The wyvern gives a dismissive wave to his concubine, and she glares indignantly over her shoulder at 
you as she leaves. 

“You think you’re tough?” Viridus asks, scoffing. “What’s a puny orc like you going to do to me?” 

“I already told you,” you growl, “And I won’t repeat myself.” 

Standing nine feet tall, the wyvern towers above you. His body is lean and agile, in stark contrast to your 
stocky build and bushy eyebrows and ears. Some cultures might think him beautiful or graceful with his 
rippling abs, toned biceps, and muscular thighs, but you care not for such nonsense. His face looks 
almost fragile—wyvern, for sure, but with such fine features, he looks like a reptilian pretty boy. His neck 
is too long to be practical: it gives anybody wanting to rip out his throat far too easy of a target. Where he 
prizes speed and agility, you prize strength and power, and his long, smooth tail just isn’t instilling you 
with any sense that he would withstand even one well-placed punch from you. How can a creature with 
no independent arms and such a frail-looking body even hope to survive? Even his mossy-green body 
and yellow eyes look sickly, as if he’s been doomed to insipidity since the accursed day of his birth. 

“I’m afraid you’re out of your league,” he says smugly. “What? No weapon?” He scoffs again. “You’ll never 
even touch me.” 

You snort, glance over, and grab a large tree limb. “We’re in the middle of the forest, wyvern scum,” you 
growl. “I have a thousand weapons within easy reach.” 

He cocks his head, smiling condescendingly. “Well, you’ve come all this way; it’s only fair to give you the 
first shot,” he says calmly. “Come on, then.” 
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You stride forward and throw your fist right towards his smug face. Without flinching, he pulls his head 
back just in time and then returns it right back to where it was. 

“As I said,” he says, “You’ll never even touch me.” 

Without warning, his tail whips around and slams into your ankle. You grimace, but it’s more of a sting 
than an actual hurt.  

“And you will glance off when you do actually hit me!” you reply as you grin, reach down, and grab his tail 
in your hands. 

He starts as you grab his tail, heft it up over your shoulder, and then yank him off his feet and slam him to 
the ground. He crumples, a genuinely shocked expression on his face as he gets back to his feet. 

“This should be interesting,” he says, recovering and smiling once again. 

With that, he leaps into the air and begins to fly away. You look around, grab a small boulder, and chuck it 
at him. It hits him the small of his back, injuring his wing, and he veers off course, groaning audibly as he 
winces and flaps his wings to get higher up. 

Oh, no. He’s not getting away that easily! 

You run to keep up with him as he tries to move out of range. You begin throwing anything you can get 
your hands on, tree branches, rocks, even rotten tree stumps that you can pull out of the ground. A rain of 
debris falls on him until a particularly well-placed rock hits him in the back of the head, sending him 
spiraling to the ground. You quickly run over to where he fell, determined to end this once and for all. 

“What was that?” you ask as you walk up to him, “I’ll never touch you?” 

Your sandaled foot flies towards him and hits him in the chest, sending him sprawling onto his back and 
giving you a good view of your target. Where any worthy creature’s penis would be is nothing but a 
smooth mound of flesh, something that you scornfully note gives him a prepubescent, effeminate look. 
Like the cowardly, insipid species he is, his penis is hidden out of sight. Between his legs is a slit, his 
vent, and that, you know, is where he hides his penis on the rare occasion he’s not using it to knock up 
some female. 

Injured from his fall and your foot to his chest, he offers little resistance as you walk up to him and drive 
your heel into his tail just below his vent. His body flinches, and he grimaces in discomfort, but to your 
frustration, his gonads do not appear. 

“One way or another, Viridus,” you growl, “Your breeding days are over.” 

“You might as well kill me,” he gasps. “That’s the only way you’ll get to my precious jewels.” 

“We’ll see,” you say. “This is coming from the wyvern who only moments ago was telling me I would never 
touch him. Well, I’m touching you now.” 

You make a fist and drive it down right onto his vent like a hammer. His body doubles over, and he lets 
out a shriek of pain that trails off into a feeble whimper. 

“You can either open up and get this over with, or I can keep hitting you,” you say. “I can literally do this 
all day.” 

You take aim and drive another powerful punch hard against his vent. To your surprise, you feel the hard 
flesh give just a little bit. You give him a cruel smile as you make a fist of your other hand and land a blow 
right on top of the last one. Your arms fly back and forth as you deliver a volley of hits to him. With each 
hit, you feel his muscles give just a little bit more as his body wracks and writhes in pain. 

“Maybe I’m going about this the wrong way,” you say, grinning wickedly. 

You straddle his tail, pinning it under you as your dirty fingers feel along the seam between his vent-folds. 
Visibly bruised and soft to the touch, they do their best to resist as you press harder and harder against 
them. 
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With a sudden give, you feel your arm disappear into him, and you quickly shove your other arm in, too. 
Fishing about inside of him, you can feel his flaccid penis, and feeling below that, his testes. 

“Out you come,” you say, grimacing and grunting as you try to hoist one of his testes out. He strains and 
fights, and you quickly glance up in search of something to make this easier. 

“Don’t go anywhere,” you growl as you stand up, go to one of the trees, and rip a long length of greenbrier 
out of it.  

Years of hard manual labor have rendered your hands too callused for the prickles to penetrate, but used 
on a certain wyvern’s delicate skin… You smile sadistically as you haul the vine back with you. 

Retaking your seat straddling the wyvern’s tail, you once again plunge your hand like a knife into his vent. 
As your other hand follows, you drag the thorny vine in with you and quickly wrap several loops of it 
around one of his testicles. Pulling tight, you yank upwards. 

The wyvern lets out a pained roar as the greenbrier cuts into his tender flesh and yanks it up out of his 
vent. You quickly loop the greenbrier around his tail, trapping his head-sized testicle outside its warm, 
cozy hiding-place before shoving your hands back in to grab the other one and likewise yank it unwillingly 
out of the wyvern’s body. 

Last but definitely not least, you grab his flaccid penis, drag it out roughly, and tie the base tightly with the 
prickly vine. Despite the wyvern’s howls of protest and pain, the tight vine has the desired effect, and his 
penis begins to engorge, lengthening and hardening into a three-foot-long, tapering member, slick and 
stinking with musk, about a foot and a half in diameter at the base and about a foot in diameter at the tip. 
It is utterly unremarkable, lacking any kind of veins or even a demarcation where his shaft stops and his 
glans starts. The only distinguishing feature on it is that it is slightly darker than the rest of him. You’d 
think sex with an eggplant would be more satisfying to the females of the species. At least eggplants have 
curves! 

“Now, let’s begin,” you growl. 

“No, wait!” Viridus begins, but his protest trails off into an agonized gasp as your fist slams into his left 
testicle.  

The surface is tough and fleshy but offers just a little bit of give, like an oversized volleyball. You grunt 
with satisfaction as the skin darkens where you struck. You strike again, punching as hard as you can. 
The dragon lurches but can’t make a sound as his testicle turns maroon and then begins to blacken. 

The thought occurs to you that this—this sphere you hold in your hand—is the source of your people’s 
suffering. Suddenly filled with rage, you stand, take a few steps back, get a running start, and then kick 
the wyvern’s testicle with all your might. The force sends his backside flying into the air and flips him over. 
He collapses on his stomach, his face purple with anguish. 

But your wrath has not been sated—no, the memory of your loved ones starving to death last summer will 
ensure that never happens as long as this creature remains able to reproduce! You reach under him, 
grab his right testicle, and haul it out where you can see it. Then you kick over and over again, feeling his 
skin giving a little more with each kick, hearing the dull thud of foot on testicle, watching his gonad 
darkening, bruising, and then deforming as you beat a growing dent into his battered flesh. 

The sight stokes your bloodlust. That such an insipid creature too helpless to even fend you off as you 
mercilessly destroy his gonads could cause such suffering for your people fills you with hatred. With a 
furious cry, you grab him by the testicle, flip him over your shoulder, and drive him to the ground on his 
back. You make a claw with your hand, tense your muscles, and drive your hand ferociously into the 
creature’s testicle. You feel a give, and your hand sinks into the damaged flesh as the wyvern screams in 
pain. Your other hand quickly joins in, and you pry his scrotum open like an orange, exposing his testicle 
itself. 

Fueled by vengeance, you tear his scrotum open even wider and then plunge your hand in to yank his 
raw gonad out through the ripped-open hole. Grabbing it in both hands and straining as you squeeze 
them together in an attempt to crush it, you can feel the folded lobules beginning to yield to your strength. 
With a guttural shout, you drive your hands together with all your might, and the testicle gives. Your 
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hands push through the coiled tubules and drive the lobules apart as the fingers on your right and left 
hands touch. With a snarl, you grasp the testicle’s contents with both hands and rip outward. The wyvern 
shrieks as his testicle unravels like a yarn-ball. Blood and tissue fly everywhere as you keep ripping and 
clawing, pulling handfuls of his tubules out and letting them unravel as you fling them behind you. 

At last, there is nothing left of his testicle except heaps of spaghetti-like tubules strewn all over the ground 
and across his body. 

“One down,” you growl. 

Without a moment’s hesitation, you immediately pick up a tree branch and begin bludgeoning the 
wyvern’s remaining testicle. Despite what you have to believe is unimaginable pain the wyvern is feeling, 
his penis is trapped by the greenbrier and throbs achingly even as you continue to club his testicle, flailing 
this way and that as the force of your blows knocks it around. You begin swinging your club side to side, 
hitting anything in its path. With one swing, his testicle sails to one side of his body, yanking his penis with 
it. With the next swing, his penis slaps against his body as red, angry welts appear on it. With another 
swing of your club like a sledgehammer, you feel his testicle give, and the tree branch sinks into it.  

With a furious roar, you throw the club away, plunge your hand into the gaping hole in the creature’s 
scrotum, and begin clawing at his septum until it tears. You squeeze his scrotum from the outside to drive 
his testicle out through the hole, and expose the dented, damaged organ to the light of day. It bleeds 
profusely and flops around like a wool sweater, unable to maintain its shape. You drop it onto the 
wyvern’s tail. It splats noisily, splattering blood. Reaching behind you, you grab another tree branch and 
hold it like a hockey stick. You swing back and drive it into the ruined testicle with all your might. It 
explodes in a bloody splash of confetti ribbons. 

“That’s two,” you growl, spitting into the wyvern’s scrotum. 

The wyvern’s head sags, but to your surprise, he looks almost relieved. 

“What?” you demand. 

You follow his gaze and see his prick still intact. Your eyes narrow. 

“Oh, you think I’m done? Oh, no. No, no, no…I’m not done, yet.” 

“B–but—” he splutters. 

“You think that just because I’ve castrated you, I’m finished?” You shake your head. “No. All that was just 
to make sure you quit hurting my people. Now it’s personal.” 

You kick the tip of his penis as hard as you can, and he doubles over, a long moan escaping his lips. 

“I’ll teach you never to condescend to me or my people ever again,” you growl. 

You seize his throbbing prick in one hand, and with the other, you cock back and punch as hard as you 
can into his urethra. It offers very little resistance, and your arm is instantly buried up to your shoulder. 
You release his cock with your free hand and quickly slip it in beside the one buried in his piss-slit. Your 
fingers interlace, and you turn so that your elbows press against the dorsal and ventral walls of his 
urethra. You begin pulling your interlocked fists towards you, driving your elbows apart and spreading his 
penis. He writhes helplessly, his legs flailing in the air as your elbows relentlessly stretch his pee-hole 
tighter and tighter.  

Your muscles shiver from exertion. You grit your teeth, shout, and yank your fists towards you. The 
wyvern shrieks as the skin at the tip of his penis rips at the top and bottom of his slit. You pull your arms 
out, grasp either side of his penis on the dorsal side of his glans, and yank the ripped skin apart. The 
wyvern’s shriek abruptly doubles in pitch and intensity as you rip the top side of his penis in two, 
separating the left and right halves of his penis and exposing the inside of his urethra to the light. You 
keep ripping, moving towards the base of his cock while he continually screams in agony until the whole 
dorsal side of his prick is ripped open. You quickly grab some sharp sticks, drive them through each side 
of his bifurcated penis, pull them apart, and let their weight pull his butchered phallus into a flat sheet and 
hold it there, leaving your hands free while giving you easy access to his exposed, flattened-out piss-tube. 
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You grab a particularly gnarly tree branch and start beating the wyvern’s urethra with such ferocity that 
you begin to flay his penis from the inside out. His urethra darkens, bruises, and then begins to seep 
blood as the tissue is broken down and ripped away. You continue beating him, and the blood-filled 
fissures grow larger. Still you keep hitting him, over and over, again and again. His flesh suddenly sags, 
and a stream of blood spurts into the air, splattering on your face.  

You snarl, deliberately stop hitting him, and wipe the blood off your face with the back of your hand. Then 
you straddle his tail and punch into the nearest seeping opening in his flesh. You can feel the spongy 
penile tissue as your fist penetrates and sinks into it. You begin clawing your way through that spongy 
tissue, feeling it get under your fingernails as you rake at it mercilessly. At last, it can’t take it anymore, 
and the last of its structural integrity collapses. With an abrupt gush of blood that floods your arms up to 
the elbows and drenches your legs, the flattened slab of penis rapidly deflates into a thin sheet of empty 
skin. 

You stop clawing and slowly sit up, panting from the intensity of your bloodlust. Seemingly in slow motion, 
you look at the wyvern’s ruined genitals, lying there like a crumpled-up piece of paper. You turn to look at 
his head. His eyes are closed, a permanent grimace of pain plastered over his features. Your eyes 
narrow, and you slowly stand. With a final shout, you reach down and rip his sheet-penis off his torso and 
drop it like a napkin on his lap. Then you turn your back and begin walking away. 

“Kill me…please…” he gasps behind you. 

“Not on your life,” you reply over your shoulder. “I want you to live a nice, long time and give my people a 
chance to undo the damage your promiscuity has caused!” 

With that, you turn and stomp out of the forest. 


