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Reaver strode forward, the raptor’s powerful muscles rippling beneath his smooth, fine-scaled skin and 
the feathers growing from his poll fluttering faintly in the breeze. As raptors went, he was the strongest of 
his pack, and with good reason: weakling warriors didn’t make very inspiring leaders. Though most of his 
packmates’ arms were long and slender, his had well-defined biceps connected to bulging pecs. Yet 
despite his size and bulk, he was among the fastest in his pack and plenty agile to spar with the best of 
them. Even his malehood was impressive, his testes heavy orbs that swayed pendulously beneath his 
sheath, which jutted out proudly from his groin. A true predator in mind and body, Reaver insisted that his 
virility was like a muscle to be exercised regularly and all but insisted that the male members of his pack 
rape every time they conquered an enemy. 

Reaver made a fist, and his pack came to a stop. Creeping forward to look over a hill, the leader’s sharp, 
golden eyes swept the landscape. Taking it in, he crept back and turned to face his pack. 

“Do you smell that?” he asked, his voice a mixture of anticipation, satisfaction, and disdain. 

The other raptors lifted their noses into the air, their reptilian heads cocking back and making their poll-
feathers quiver with excitement. A mosaic of earth-toned nostrils—tans, browns, blacks, grays, and dark 
reds and greens—sniffed the air, and one-by-one, their mouths cracked into malevolent, toothy grins. 
Powerful, feather-tipped tails twitched, and smooth-scaled legs and torsos rippling with muscles drew in 
anticipatory breaths. 

“They stink of complacency,” Slake growled. 

Reaver smiled faintly, the tan, weathered raptor evidently pleased with his adopted son’s statement. “Yes. 
These plains-dwellers have gotten fat and lazy, keeping prey penned up as livestock so they don’t have 
to hunt them down. They call us outlaws, yet the air reeks of their indolence, and it is time we reminded 
them how predators are supposed to live.” 

His eyes, flashing with indignation and determination, swept over his pack, two score strong. “They 
outnumber us two to one, but they are not fighters. Their young receive sliced portions of the kills, 
delivered straight into their mouths by coddling parents. Tch! They might as well be mammals, drinking 
from a nice, soft teat! No, these sedentary raptors—these traitors to their species—will be no match for 
real predators.” 

Quiet cackles echoed throughout the pack, and long, lanky arms cracked three-taloned hands. 

“We’ll use our usual tactic: Slake will lead the larger group to encircle the encampment. No survivors, 
Slake,” he growled. 

“Reaver, let me lead the break-off team!” Slake said, stepping forward. “I’m more than capable, and I—“ 

“No! I will lead the break-off team. Prove yourself today, and you can lead the break-off team next time.” 

The considerably younger, slightly shorter raptor muttered under his breath, exchanging glances with 
Rose, Reaver’s adopted daughter, who looked back at him understandingly. 

“Good. As soon as the camp’s encircled, the break-off team and I will cut out the strongest ones and 
finish them off, leaving the weaker ones to the rest of you to finish off. Remember: no raping until the 
strong ones are dealt with; we don’t need any of you getting his balls bitten off in flagrante delicto by 
some indignant male. Got it?” 

“Yes, Reaver,” the pack chorused. 

“Good. The only casualties—“ 

“—will be theirs!” 

“Let’s send ‘em all to hell!” 

Like a well-oiled machine, Slake and about thirty of the raptors peeled off, leaving Reaver and some of 
the more elite members to wait on the others to surround their prey. 
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“Will you be joining us in the fighting, my love?” Reaver asked of a considerably shorter, ruddy raptor, her 
belly swelling with new life. “I do wish you and the little one would stay out of it, at least until you’ve 
delivered him safely into the nest.” 

“Our future son is my strength, not a handicap,” replied Desert Flower firmly. “What would you have me 
do, sit around eating scraps you feed me like those animals?” She scoffed. “No, I will join you as I have 
always done, and together, we will punish those pathetic, civilized types,” she sneered. 

A broad grin crossed Reaver’s face, the scar over his lip turning it up and giving it a much more menacing 
appearance than intended. “I’d have expected nothing less,” he said, reaching over to squeeze her 
shoulder affectionately. “Our son will have many kills under his belt before he ever sees the light of day.” 

A glint out of the corner of his eye made the raptors’ leader turn to look over the hill at the far side of the 
basin that held their quarry. 

“Ah, it looks like they’re in position. Ready, my love?” 

Desert Flower grinned toothily, all of the rudimentary feather-stalks on her back standing on end. 

************* 

Reaver blinked and winced. Where was he? His eyes darted side-to-side, and in an instant, he had 
flipped himself up onto his feet. 

That was a mistake. 

His vision darkened as the blood failed to keep up with his movement. He blacked out and fell forward, 
landing on his muzzle and falling over onto his side. 

He awoke again a few moments later, wincing harder and bringing his hand forward to feel of the blood 
on his mouth. He sniffed the blood and then scowled. It was his own. 

Getting to his feet more cautiously this time, he stood and surveyed his surroundings. His jaw dropped, 
and he blinked in disbelief several times before taking a long, deep breath to calm himself. His mind 
immediately began processing things, trying to piece together what he could remember, but everything 
was terribly hazy. 

He shook his head. That didn’t matter; he could figure out what happened later once he found the rest of 
his pack. Dead raptors lay all around him, and it struck him as awfully peculiar that he’d been knocked 
unconscious in the first place and that his pack had left him there among the corpses of their prey. 

The raptor walked forward unsteadily, getting his feet under him and picking his way carefully among the 
bodies. He glanced forward, gasped, and then raced forward, stumbling and careening towards one of 
the bodies. 

“It can’t be…” he murmured, dropping to his knees. 

His jaw hardened, and he hung his head as he lifted the raptor’s head. Even the congealed blood that 
had once gushed from her neck and the dirt that covered her face were not enough to disguise Desert 
Flower. 

“My love,” Reaver whispered, his voice faltering, “Who did this to you?” 

Glancing down her body, he closed his eyes and turned his head away. “Not even our son made it, then?” 

It was, perhaps, an understatement. As best Reaver could tell, someone had bitten into Desert Flower’s 
abdomen, crunching through the egg she wasn’t quite ready to lay, ripped the tiny raptor from her womb, 
chewed him up, and spat him out beside her. Yet as shocking as all of this was, the worst was yet to 
come as the raptor stood and began to walk away. Turning to look over his shoulder, Reaver did a 
double-take. His mate’s cloaca had fared even worse than her neck and abdomen. 

His eyes flashed with fury, and he let out a deafening, enraged shriek that could be heard for miles. 
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“Whoever has done this,” he growled, “I will find, and I will destroy. I vow this to you, my love. For you, for 
our son.” He sighed, then started. “Our son! And our daughter! Where are Slake and Rose? I hope they’re 
all right. If they’re not…” 

He trailed off as one of the slaughtered raptors—one of his elite fighters—caught his eye. There was 
something striking about the wounds on the body. What was it? He shook his head, trying to get the fog 
to clear. Teeth to the throat. Talon-slices across the face. The wrists. What about the wrists? 

Reaver gasped. There were no defensive wounds on the wrists, no sign that the raptor had put up a fight. 
He shook his head again. That didn’t make sense; he had personally trained with this particular raptor for 
many years. The male had no blind spots; you couldn’t sneak up on him from behind, no matter how hard 
you tried. And, what set him apart from many of the other warriors was his ability to take on numerous 
adversaries at once, precisely calculating his attacks to sequence them and turn a mob of parallel attacks 
into a finely tuned progression of one-on-one fights. It was that skill that had earned him his place among 
Reaver’s elites. Yet there were no enemy bodies around him. If he’d one-hit a mob of attackers one after 
the other, there should be bodies all around him, but there weren’t. 

Reaver’s eyes narrowed, rage boiling up from his gut and exploding out of him as another furious shriek. 

“My own pack,” he seethed. “Betrayed by my own damned pack.” 

It was the only answer that explained why one of his most elite warriors hadn’t put up a fight, why Desert 
Rose had had her womb split open, why he himself couldn’t remember being attacked. Most people don’t 
think to defend themselves from their friends and pack mates. 

“You traitors will pay,” he vowed. “Until the breath leaves my lungs for the last time, I will not rest until I 
have punished you for what you have done.” 

************* 

Six months. That’s how long it took Reaver to track down the traitors. Six frenzied months of near-
constant fighting, recuperating, and torturing raptors he had once loved and trusted, driven by vengeance 
and the constant fear that if he didn’t keep going, his son and daughter would be killed before he could 
get to them. 

It had all led him here, to a desolate rock outcropping in the middle of the desert. 

First mistake, Reaver thought, No food or water nearby. Rookie move. 

Casing the place, he’d discovered where the traitors entered and exited and had found the perfect 
weakness. The outlaws these days lacked sense. Was it arrogance or just plain stupidity? It didn’t matter; 
you didn’t tangle with Reaver and get to keep on living. 

While the narrow entrance to the hideout might have worked well at preventing an army from using its 
numbers against the traitors, it also meant that they couldn’t use their numbers against Reaver, a lone 
attacker, either. As long as he could make it into the entrance and block the exit, they couldn’t surround 
him. With his plan in place, all he had to do was wait for nightfall. 

The pack hadn’t bothered to place a guard out front. Reaver conceded that he could see the logic in that: 
if the place looked deserted, it’d keep prying eyes from inquiring further, but it did make it whelp’s play to 
sneak into the entrance and seal the fate of those inside. 

He crept to the entrance, glanced around to make sure he wasn’t being followed, and then stepped 
through the opening in the wall of the outcropping. The sounds of faint snores, muted by the rock-wall, 
now reached his ears, and he counted the number of unique patterns: around twenty, give or take. 

He’d fought worse. 

He made it through the narrow entryway and emerged onto a cantilevered slab of rock jutting out above 
the canyon below. Moonlight poured down onto the ground below him, bathing the sleeping silhouettes in 
silvery light. The wall he’d just passed through limited entry onto the slab, but the hideout’s true protection 
was the sheer cliff that surrounded the back and sides of it. One way in, one way out, unless you could 
fly. Reaver quickly surveyed the sleeping bodies and calculated a plan of attack that would leave him 
close to the entrance while getting the fight started. 
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Make them come to you, he told himself, nodding. 

But, he had a dilemma: he knew his son and daughter were still out there somewhere, and if they were 
hostages, then maybe others of his pack were, too. If he killed the first raptor he saw without identifying it 
first, he could be killing someone that would join him in the fight as soon as an escape was possible. But, 
how did he know who was who? Well, there was a simple solution for that, too. 

“Wake up, you traitors, and come get your punishment!” he bellowed, standing in the doorway. 

Like a pit of vipers, the outcropping writhed to life as raptors leapt to their feet and turned towards the 
challenger. 

“Oh, my g—is that Reaver?!” someone asked. 

“I thought you were dead!” 

Reaver scoffed. “Thanks to you, I assume,” he growled. “I’m here for your leader. Who’s in charge?” 

The two nearest raptors exchanged glances, then replied with toothy grins, “You wanna get to the boss, 
you gotta get through us first.” 

“So be it.” 

The raptors charged Reaver, who took one step backwards to make it so that only one of them could get 
through the outcropping at once. With a vicious slice of his talon driven into the raptor’s belly and flicked 
upwards in one swift motion, he split the raptor open, its guts splashing noisily to the ground as he fell in 
place, partially obstructing the doorway. The other raptor leapt over him. Reaver ducked, caught the 
raptor in the perineum from underneath, and ripped forwards to drop his guts out the bottom. He 
collapsed in a heap behind Reaver. 

By now, the hideout was swarming with raptors, all trying to get at Reaver through the doorway. Reaver’s 
talons flashed in the moonlight, and raptors screamed and fell down like wheat under a scythe. 

“Not so tough now that you don’t have the benefit of betrayal on your side, are you?” Reaver demanded 
as he plucked the eye out of one of the combatants, then struck again through the empty eye-socket and 
drove his talon into the raptor’s brain. 

A mound of dead and dying raptors clogged the entrance, making it a mountain the attackers had to climb 
to get to Reaver. He stood atop the mound, his taloned hands and feet sailing through the air like razor-
sharp flails. Blood soaked the doorway, and after only a few minutes, it was over. Reaver’s plan had 
worked perfectly, but there was something missing: a leader. And, neither his son nor his daughter was 
anywhere to be found. 

Leery of a trap, Reaver descended the pile of bodies through the outcropping and looked around 
carefully. There was nobody left on the outcropping, but as Reaver looked towards the far end, he saw 
another wall much like the one he’d just passed through. 

“Coward,” he spat. “Sending in your peons while you hide in your fortress.” 

Keeping sharp eyes on the sides of the outcropping in case someone was hiding just below the ledge, 
ready to spring up and surprise him from behind, he made his way towards the far wall.  

“Come out and fight, you traitor!” he called as he made it to the doorway.  

The moonlight fell onto a red muzzle as a raptor stepped from the shadow into the doorway. Reaver 
gasped. 

“Slake! Here you are,” the elder raptor said, visibly relieved. “Where’s your sister? Is she all right?” He 
lowered his voice. “Who’s running this pack? I need to kill him.” 

The younger raptor stepped fully into view, a seething sneer curling his lip upward. “You’re looking at 
him.” 

Reaver recoiled and did a double-take. “You?! But why?” he cried. 
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“I told you I was more than capable,” Slake growled, stepping through the doorway as Reaver took a 
disbelieving step backward. 

Memories of the carnage he’d seen when he came to that fateful day flooded into Reaver’s mind. His 
elites cut down, his mate— 

“She was your mother, and you raped her!” he roared, bristling and standing his ground. “How could you 
do something like that? She loved you and treated you like her own!” 

“She was not my mother, and you are not my father!” Slake yelled back as the two began to circle each 
other. “Do you know what it’s like to have your family slaughtered in front of you and then be made to live 
with their murderers, to grow up pretending to like them, to be like them?” 

“What are you talking about?” Reaver snapped. “Desert Flower and I found you in the bushes without a 
family, without a home. We brought you up as if she’d birthed you herself, and I groomed you to be my 
successor. This is how you repay me? Repay her?” 

“Oh, I’ve repaid her all right, just the way you always insisted: got to rape your enemies and let their 
weakness be the strength of your loins,” he mocked, “But I haven’t even started with you, yet! I had no 
family, no home because you and your marauders sacked my village, murdered my father, and raped my 
mother until she died! Then you burned our village to the ground. You don’t get to play the benevolent 
savior, Reaver,” he sneered, “You’re a murderer and a butcher, and giving back to you what you gave to 
me all those years ago has been my single purpose since the day I first laid eyes on you.” 

Reaver was silent a moment, too furious to speak. At last, he scoffed. “A traitor from day one, then,” he 
said, shaking his head. “And I was too blind to see it.” 

“You’re blind to a helluva lot more than that, you ancient fossil! I told you I was more than capable to lead 
the break-off team, but you ignored me. Have I proven myself to you, yet? Got the better of you!” 

“You betrayed me, your mother, and your pack. What, do you think you’re honorable? Worthy? What do 
you think you’ve proven to me? We live by a code, and—” 

“Oh, shove the code up your ass and die!” Slake snapped, lunging at Reaver and managing to land a 
glancing blow on the elder raptor’s belly. “See? You’re getting slow! You’re forgetting things. Using old, 
outdated tactics. I would make a far better leader than you!” 

Reaver deflected the attack and launched his foot out to kick his attacker in the tail but missed. “Some 
leader you are! There’s more to leading than just fighting. I treated every one of you as kin. When the 
fighting started, where was I? Right in the middle of things. Did you think that I wouldn’t let you run the 
break-off team because I didn’t think you could do it? No. I didn’t let you do it because if things went 
wrong, I wanted you to have a way out. You don’t get that when you’re in the middle of things. You’re 
surrounded by enemies on all sides. Things go wrong, and you die.” He spat and glared at his adopted 
son. “But tonight, where were you when I attacked? Cowering in your keep, that’s where! I single-
handedly slaughtered all of your followers while you hid in the shadows.” He shook his head. “You are no 
leader. You don’t even use sound military strategy—like the one I’ve taught you since the first day we 
met: always kill the strong before you rape!” 

“And you are no savior. Fuck your strategy; where did it get you in the end when over half the pack sided 
with me?” 

“Never was much of a savior,” Reaver conceded. “I don’t remember sacking your village, but if you say I 
did, fine, I did. I am sorry for your loss, but that’s what we do. We’re outlaws. Predators! We prey upon the 
weak. But you”—the word came out with venom in the raptor’s tone—“You prey upon your own kin. 
You’re not a predator; you’re a parasite!” 

“I think I’ve heard enough,” Slake snapped. “You came here to do something; let’s finish this.” 

“With pleasure,” Reaver growled. 

He rushed at Slake, feigned a punch, and then kicked up with his foot to dig a deep gouge into the 
younger raptor’s gut. Not fatal, but it’d hurt.  
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Slake roared in pain, whipped around with his tail, and knocked the older raptor off his feet. A sharp slash 
to the face sliced the older raptor’s eye, and it began oozing vitreous humor and blood. 

Reaver screamed, clutching his face, and rolled to the side just in time to avoid a lunge at his throat. His 
talons flashed out and sliced Slake across the back of the head, leaving deep, bleeding streaks. Slake 
roared and clutched his head as Reaver got to his feet and delivered a sharp kick to the younger raptor’s 
belly. His talons glanced off, missing the opportunity to impale and disembowel the traitor then and there. 

Slake crumpled but then grabbed Reaver’s foot as he tried to pull it back. Wrenching it sharply, he flipped 
Reaver onto his side and sent him crashing to the ground. Still doubled over from the kick to the gut, he 
stood over Reaver and started to bring his talons down on the raptor’s gut. 

But before Slake could connect, Reaver rolled out of the way, used his tail to leap to his feet, and then 
brought his elbow down sharply at the base of Slake’s neck. The smaller raptor crumpled for real this 
time, and Reaver’s foot came down sharply on his forearm. There was a gut-wrenching snap, and Slake 
screamed, but Reaver continued to stand where he was, not letting him up. 

“You know what I vowed when I saw your mother the way you left her?” Reaver growled. 

“That’s not my mother!” Slake hissed. 

“Whatever; she loved you like she was hers, and you ripped her baby out of her!” Reaver lifted his foot 
just a bit, then brought it down again on the upper part of Slake’s dominant arm. 

SNAP! 

Slake screamed. 

“I vowed I would break whoever did it into pieces, one by one, until he was nothing but a lumpy mass on 
the ground,” Reaver continued, grinding his foot on Slake’s mangled arm, “And then, I was going to 
remove his malehood in the most painful way imaginable to ensure that he never did something like that 
to my pack again.” 

“Well, too bad you’re not gonna get that chance,” Slake panted. 

Screaming in pain, he wrenched free of the bigger raptor’s foot, leaving most of his arm lying on the 
ground. Staggering away, hissing and yelling, he turned to face Reaver with a wild look in his eyes. He 
charged forward, his remaining arm cocked back like he was going to punch. But, as Reaver ducked out 
of the way, Slake’s foot came up, caught the raptor in the gut, and left a nasty gash from his belly to his 
chin. 

Reaver snarled and hissed in pain, staggering back as Slake did a kip-up to land on his feet, what was 
left of his mangled arm dangling limply next to him. The two glared at each other for a moment, and then 
Slake launched forward, slashing furiously with his good arm over and over. Reaver took a step back to 
time his attack to Slake’s onslaught, ducked, and tackled the raptor, flipped him over his back, and threw 
him to the ground. But before Reaver could pin his adversary, Slake whipped his tail around and knocked 
Reaver off his feet. Slake was on him in a flash, straddling him and slashing furiously at Reaver’s face 
with his razor-sharp talons. Streaks of red crisscrossed the elder raptor’s face until his hands came up to 
clap the upstart’s ears furiously. 

Concussed, Slake’s furious slashes came to a stop, and he wobbled side-to-side on Reaver’s belly. With 
the younger raptor too disoriented to defend himself, Reaver’s hand came across sideways, his talons 
digging deep into Slake’s flesh and sending him sprawling on his side. 

But Slake’s slashes had reduced Reaver’s face to a bloody pulp, blood oozing into his good eye and 
blinding him. He thrashed his head and wiped the blood away with the back of his hand just as Slake 
began to get up. Getting up on all fours, he scrambled over to plop himself down on Slake’s chest, taking 
his turn to slash violently at the other raptor’s face. A well-placed stab of the talon plucked the raptor’s 
eye out. Slake screamed and clutched his face, then began thrashing side-to-side. Reaver lost his 
balance and began to topple sideways. The second his legs were clear, Slake got his feet out from under 
Reaver and kicked forward sharply, dislocating Reaver’s shoulder and sending him spinning. Reaver 
roared in pain. 
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Panting, the two adversaries scooted away from each other, licking their wounds and trying to get their 
wits back about them. 

“The odds are not in your favor,” Reaver growled. “With a missing eye and a worthless arm, you aren’t 
likely to beat me. Yield now, and I will grant you a painless death. I’m still going to remove your 
malehood, but I’ll spare you the pain of doing it while you’re alive.” 

Slake scoffed. “You think that I can’t beat you with a gimpy arm? Old male, you were at a disadvantage 
when we started. At best, I’d call the odds even now!” 

With that, he lunged at Reaver, his talons aiming for the raptor’s gut and his teeth aiming for his neck. It 
was a trick he’d been perfecting, and thus far, nobody had ever been able to deflect both. Deflect his 
teeth and get disemboweled. Deflect his talons and get the throat ripped out. 

He hadn’t counted on Reaver’s tail. 

The older raptor whipped around, his tail flying like a tree trunk and catching Slake in the side, sending 
him flying through the air and sprawling on the ground. Reaver charged after him, and before Slake could 
get up, Reaver kicked him hard in the chin. Dazed and with his head aching from whiplash, the younger 
raptor collapsed on his side, too dizzy to sit upright. Reaver’s foot came down on Slake’s other arm.  

Cr-runch 

Slake screamed, but not before Reaver plucked his other eye out and took a few steps away. 

Writhing on the ground, the younger raptor screamed uncontrollably and whipped his feet and tail around 
like flails, trying to defend himself from his now-unseen attacker. 

“Even after all the wrong you did to me, I offered you a way out,” Reaver said from a distance, anger and 
compassion holding their own death-match in his mind. “You chose to insult me instead. Now, with no 
working eyes and no working arms, the odds are stacked against you. You fancy yourself a leader. Do 
you fancy yourself a strategist, too? You’ve lost. Apologize for raping your mother, and—“ 

“She’s not my mother!” Slake screamed, leaping to his feet and charging towards the sound of Reaver’s 
voice.  

The older raptor tucked his claws back and delivered a devastating punch to Slake’s solar plexus. The 
younger raptor went over backwards, landed on his back, and doubled over in pain. 

“She loved you unconditionally and cared for you the majority of your life. What would you call her if not 
your mother?” Reaver asked. 

Slake coughed and gasped for air. At last, he spat, “The worthless egg-sack to a self-important brute. In 
other words, a cu—" 

Reaver’s tail came down on his face, slamming it into the rock and breaking the feathers on the back of 
his head. The older male shook his head, his mind made up. 

“So be it,” he said simply. 

His foot came down and crushed one of Slake’s legs with a sharp snap. Slake screamed and thrashed, 
and Reaver’s foot came down on the other leg, shattering it and leaving the younger raptor almost 
immobile. 

“This next part will hurt,” Reaver growled. “But if you know what’s good for you, you’ll stay down, or I’ll 
make it hurt a lot more.” 

“Like fuck, I will!” Slake snapped, whipping his tail blindly and slamming into Reaver’s leg. 

Reaver snarled, then stomped on the tail, shattering the bones and eliciting a horrific shriek from Slake. 
Not one to make idle threats, he bent down, took the shattered part of Slake’s tail in his teeth, and bit 
down hard. 

The pitch of Slake’s scream nearly reached that of a dog whistle. Blood spurted out, and Reaver promptly 
stepped on the remaining nub to stanch the flow. Looking down at his adopted son, Reaver felt a pang of 
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remorse through his fury, knowing that he was about to ruin such a well-sculpted body. He could 
remember how puny and ill-defined Slake had been when he’d found him. He’d taken him on as his 
protégé, pushing him hard to be the best he could. When Slake came of age, Reaver had seen to it that 
he had a plethora of females to rape and had noted with satisfaction that each one seemed to make the 
young raptor’s penis stand out a little prouder. 

But, there was no overcoming genetics. While Slake had eventually grown into a miniature powerhouse, 
he had never attained Reaver’s height nor his strength. Slake’s arms were perhaps a little better-defined 
than his peers’, but they were nothing in comparison with Reaver’s impressive physique. Slake’s 
muscular but ultimately flat chest had been a source of constant frustration to Reaver, who had insisted 
that Slake fight in various specific ways to bulk himself up. Worst of all, Slake’s biological father had 
apparently been terribly subpar where sex organs were concerned. The fierce training and quota of 
females raped back-to-back after each battle that Reaver imposed on Slake had allowed the younger 
raptor’s malehood to grow and exceed the size his father would have been able to achieve, yet his testes 
were still diminutive and clung to his underside like one of the newfangled infant apes clinging helplessly 
to her mother’s teat for dear life. The predator in Reaver looked on such underwhelming orbs with disgust 
and disdain, but for all his physical faults, Slake had made Reaver proud on more than one occasion. 

And what had that amounted to? Reaver shook his head. Enough reminiscing. Slake had committed the 
unforgivable sin of betraying him, and that left him with a job to do, one that only he was qualified to do. 
Nothing else mattered. 

“Now, let’s begin,” he growled. “I want you to know that I’ve spent a long time thinking about this. I am a 
strategist, and my number one goal in planning this was to make sure that whoever did such atrocious 
things to my pack would suffer. Suffer for me, suffer for Desert Flower, suffer for you and Rose—since 
never in my wildest dreams did I imagine that you could stoop so low—suffer for my elites, and suffer for 
himself. Rest assured, this will take some time, and you will feel every bit of it.” 

For emphasis, he drew his talon down Slake’s sheath, slicing it open and eliciting a pained hiss from his 
victim. With one hand, he reached down and squeezed Slake’s sheath, forcing the tip of his prick out. 
With his other hand, he sank his talon into the tip like a worm on a fishhook. Slake screamed, and Reaver 
pulled towards Slake’s head, dragging his prick out of hiding as the helpless raptor lay there unable to 
escape. 

With Slake’s penis now exposed and Reaver needing both hands to do what he was going to do next, he 
needed to cut the retractor tendons that would suck Slake’s penis back to safety given half a chance. 
Plunging his talon into Slake’s abdomen pointing towards the raptor’s balls, he began slashing his fingers 
inside, slicing and dicing anything in his path until at last, the tension on Slake’s penis vanished. 

“Your diced organs will speed your demise, but I’ve avoided your heart and lungs. You’ll die of sepsis... 
hours after I’ve emasculated you. It will be a truly horrific way to die,” Reaver informed his prey. 

Now free to remove his hooked talon, he grasped the helpless member in one hand while using his other 
to make a circular cut around the lightly pointed tip. Slake writhed under him but could do nothing to stop 
what was happening. 

“And now for the first really  painful part,” Reaver gloated. “Are you ready?” 

Slake didn’t answer. Reaver’s lip curled, and he viciously backhanded the supine raptor. Slake gasped, 
having been ripped back into consciousness by the brutal blow. 

“No passing out!” Reaver ordered. “You’re a great warrior, so you don’t get to pussy out on pain!” he 
sneered. 

With that, he grasped the circumscribed tip of the tortured penis and yanked upward. The dermis 
separated from the underlying spongy tissue with a sickening rip that drew a bloodcurdling scream from 
Slake’s lungs. Yet the flap of skin was still firmly attached to Slake’s urethra, and rather than ripping 
completely free, it began to tear, prolonging the raptor’s suffering as Reaver pulled just hard enough to 
keep the tear slowly going as long as it could. At last, bloody and jagged, it ripped free, and the tense 
raptor collapsed from exhaustion. 



Traitor 
© 2021 Jack Doe. All characters belong to their creator. Do not distribute without all copyright notices and disclaimers intact. 

Page 9 of 12 
Writing this story does not constitute endorsement of the events depicted herein by the author.  

Readers are explicitly discouraged from engaging in any activities that are illegal or harmful to themselves or others. 

“Oh, ho!” Reaver laughed cruelly, “You think you’re done, do you? Oh, right, you can’t see. That was just 
the smallest little tip of your prick, and if you screamed for that, I can only imagine what will happen when 
I flay the rest of your penis like peeling an onion, layer by layer!” 

“Just kill me, you sadistic fuck!” Slake cried. 

Reaver gave him a deadpan look. “Tch, you’ve missed the point entirely,” he said. “I don’t want you to 
die—not yet. I want you to suffer.” 

With that, he slowly drew the tip of his talon around the base of Slake’s sheath, the fragile, sensitive skin 
parting before the sharp claw and opening up. Grasping a little flap of skin, Reaver tugged on it sharply 
but just enough to rip it up partway. Slake screamed and doubled up. Reaver let him relax and then 
tugged again, ripping a bit more skin and making the raptor double up once more. Over and over, he 
ripped the skin bit by bit, always waiting for Slake’s aching abs to relax before ripping once more. 

By the time he finished with the left side of Slake’s sheath, his victim no longer had the strength to double 
over anymore. He lay immobile, trembling and wailing instead, completely at Reaver’s mercy. 

“That was just the first layer!” Reaver chided him, “You’ve gone and worn yourself out before I even 
started on the juicy parts!” 

When Slake didn’t respond, the raptor backhanded him again, eliciting another gasp. 

“Now, see, this is why we always kill the strongest ones before we rape, boy! Because if you don’t, some 
big, bad motherfucker will see to it that you never rape again!” 

With that, he ripped a chunk of the fleshy part of Slake’s sheath off, shoved it into Slake’s mouth, and 
clamped his mouth closed until he swallowed it. Slake screamed through his nostrils, tears filling his 
empty eye sockets like twin pools and beginning to paint his face with blood-tinged streaks.  

Showing no mercy, Reaver repeated the motion again and again, ripping bits of flesh off of both halves of 
Slake’s sheath until nothing remained but the protective inner layer. Reaver dragged his claws over this, 
shredding it like tissue paper. 

“Bye, bye, sheath,” Reaver cackled. “I could leave you like this, you know. Your dick would dry out over 
time without a place to protect it, but not before it gave you the most terrible pain. Unfortunately for you, 
you won’t live long enough for all that.” 

He clapped Slake’s face roughly. “Hey, you listening, boy?” he asked. 

Slake just let out an airy groan. 

“That’s the spirit. If you thought that last part hurt, you’re in for a real treat.” 

Reaver next drew his claw around the base of Slake’s penis, circumscribing it like he’d done to the 
helpless raptor’s sheath. Blood trickled out of the quickly growing wound until there was a small moat of it 
at the base of his malehood, intermingling with the blood from the tattered remains of his sheath. Then, 
he hooked the upper corner of the flesh where he’d made the first cut and tugged it down and to the side, 
ripping it away and exposing the spongy material underneath. Slake’s body writhed once more in pain, 
but his voice was too hoarse to scream anymore. 

Rip, rip, rip. 

Like peeling back duct tape, little bits of flesh tore away with each tug. Blood seeped from the porous 
underlying tissue like a blood-filled sponge being squeezed, covering Slake’s groin and Reaver’s hands in 
the copper-scented liquid. When he’d exposed enough to see, Reaver began using his claw like a fillet 
knife, slicing just a little bit of flesh with each excruciating stroke and slowly peeling away the skin on 
Slake’s penis. 

When he’d finally finished, he took the bit of flesh, rolled it between his fingers into a tube, and then 
shoved it into one of Slake’s nostrils. The raptor coughed and snorted, trying to get it out, but Reaver had 
made sure to jam it in there far enough that Slake would die with it still in place. The blood from Slake’s 
penis-skin dripped down his throat, constantly re-coating it with the taste of his own emasculation. 
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“You know, I wonder,” Reaver said thoughtfully, a cruel look crossing his face as he reached down to 
make thin slices in Slake’s spongy tissue, “Does this hurt?” 

Slake’s head rolled back, his mouth open in a silent scream as Reaver sliced the tissue in his penis so 
thinly that it was see-through then flicked his finger over it sideways, making the slices flap like the pages 
of a book. 

“Oh, I guess it must!” he said elatedly. His voice abruptly changed to a growl. “Good.” 

He picked up a handful of dirt and grit from the ground in each hand, clasped his hands tightly together 
around Slake’s penis, and began to stroke around and up it, the gritty filth scouring the sensitive, 
vulnerable flesh. Slake began to hyperventilate, his body shaking uncontrollably as Reaver squeezed his 
hands even tighter, now using the grit to abrade and remove thin layers and chunks of Slake’s malehood. 

“Now that’s what I call polishing your tool!” Reaver gloated, looking down at his handiwork. 

While Slake’s penis might be glistening, it was not from being polished. Bits of dirt had stuck in and 
impregnated the porous tissue, while other bits of flesh had been rubbed off or torn away, leaving the 
surface looking even more irregular than it had before and Slake in indescribable agony. 

“R–Reaver,” he whispered hoarsely. 

“Mm?” Reaver looked up, surprised. 

“K–kill me.” 

Reaver smiled coldly. “Oh, son,” he said, reaching forward to stroke the younger raptor’s head. “No.” 

To punctuate his point, he placed his claw up against one of Slake’s testicles, allowing himself to slowly 
puncture the scrotum and begin driving his claw into the coiled, sensitive, and heretofore unmolested 
flesh. An agonized look came over Slake’s face. His hollow eyelids squeezed closed, but his mouth 
opened wide. Reaver noticed the opportunity, grinned, and sliced off a chunk of Slake’s spongy matter, 
expertly missing his urethra and tossing the bit of flesh into Slake’s open maw. The raptor coughed and 
began to choke on it, his body bucking violently as he managed to get it out of his windpipe. With 
nowhere else to go and Slake refusing to swallow it, it sat there at the back of his mouth, too far back for 
him to spit out but lending its own flavors to the ever-present drip from his sinuses. 

Meanwhile, Reaver hadn’t let up on slowly boring to the center of Slake’s testicle. Having reached his 
destination at last, he began to do the same thing he’d done in Slake’s abdomen: using his claw to 
scramble that testicle into oblivion, then withdrawing his claw and squeezing just that side to force the 
remaining bits of the tubular gonad out through the hole his talon had created, like squeezing pus from an 
abscess. 

The pain was too much for Slake, and he blacked out, his body going completely limp. 

“Nope. You don’t get off that easily. Wake the fuck up!” he ordered, backhanding Slake multiple times 
until he finally came to. “On a positive note, we’re almost done,” he said coolly. “Almost.” 

He found a free flap on what was left of Slake’s spongy flesh, used his talon to carve it away from his 
urethra, and then began to peel it back like a banana to expose the tortured raptor’s smooth, striated 
urethra. Working his way around from the underside towards the top side, he finally found what he was 
looking for. Slipping his talon between Slake’s urethra and baculum, he ripped outward, bending and 
tearing the penile bone and ripping it out. Slake passed out again, only to be slapped awake once more. 

“I’ve saved this part,” Reaver said. “It’s too bad you can’t see it. I’d have liked to watch your expression as 
you witness the last place you’ll ever bury your bone.” 

With that, he held the baculum in his fist like a dagger and plunged it into Slake’s chest. The raptor’s body 
twitched, and he coughed up blood as the bone punctured his lung. 

“Nope, nope, nope, that won’t do,” Reaver said as Slake began to choke on his own blood. 
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He callously grabbed the dying raptor by the side and flipped him over, rolling over one of his broken 
arms and broken legs and pinning them under him, letting Slake’s weight drive the baculum in until it was 
flush with his skin. 

“Now for the last little bits. Emphasis on little.” 

He grabbed Slake’s remaining testicle in his hand, squeezed it hard, then held it flat on his palm. 

SLAP! 

With the force of a sledgehammer, he popped the helpless gonad in its scrotum, then with a malevolent 
flick of his wrist, slit the scrotum open and let its ruined contents fall to the ground. The pain made Slake 
pass out once again, but Reaver was having none of it, moving to his head and backhanding him left and 
right until he came to once more. 

“You don’t get to pass out, yet. I will tell you when you’ve finally suffered enough!” 

He went back behind Slake, grabbed his floppy urethra, and yanked it backwards between his legs. Slake 
gurgled in pain, but Reaver didn’t care. He took his claw and slowly, carefully, and deliberately sliced the 
tube into little ribbons, then fanned them out. 

“Now you can be the desert flower,” he said grimly. Standing, he stepped in front of Slake. “Now you may 
die—when you get around to it.” 

With that, he turned and walked away, wincing as his own injuries finally caught up to him. Trudging 
forward, he lamented that he wasn’t as young as he used to be. Making his way towards the very back of 
the outcropping, he passed through the wall and found himself in a large nest. 

“Well, I’ll give him points for this,” he muttered, “It’d be hard to take this place from anywhere but the front 
wall. Too bad for him, I did.” 

He moved forward into the nest, moving resolutely towards the nearest of the eggs. Should they survive 
to hatch, the eggs’ denizens would face a painful death, scorched by the elements, deprived of nutrition, 
and picked off by predators. It was, therefore, an act of kindness to either adopt the eggs and take them 
back to raise them as the victors’ own, or to destroy them. His jaw hardened, Reaver made his way to the 
first of the eggs, and with a lightning-fast move, he— 

Stopped short. 

Sighing, he reached down and picked up the egg, thinking wistfully of the egg that Desert Flower had 
been carrying, ripped so cruelly from her and broken beside her. He cradled and stroked it sadly. He had 
no business hatching an egg, he knew. He was old, and by himself, he wouldn’t be able to hunt and care 
for a young one at the same time. As much as he longed for his old life, those days were behind him. 

He put the egg down and resolved to destroy it, but a sound to his left caught his attention. His head 
whipped around, and he gasped, rubbing his good eye in disbelief. He did a double-take, and then began 
sprinting towards the ruddy-colored raptor. 

“Desert Flower!” he cried, wrapping his arms around the raptor, “I have missed you so much! I–I thought 
you were dead!” 

Abrupt, stabbing pain started in his gut and shot through his balls. His eyes bulged, and he staggered 
back, looking down to see that his scrotum had been slit open, his balls now hanging out in free air. 

“M–my love…?” he gasped. “Wh–what have you done?” 

“What have I done?” she cried through gritted teeth, tears glistening in her eyes, “What have you done? 
You killed my beloved!” 

Stunned, it took Reaver several moments to come up with a response. “I’m your beloved,” he said, 
bewildered. 

“Slake was right,” she said, shaking her head in disbelief. “All this time, I thought he was just putting you 
down to make himself look better, but he was right! Reaver, you can’t even tell Desert Flower from your 
adopted daughter! Look again, old male! What’s next? Were you going to breed me?” she demanded. 
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Taken aback, Reaver blinked and looked again and again, and every time he blinked, the image of the 
raptor in front of him changed. “My gosh…Rose,” he said. “You’re…all right?” 

“Better than you, apparently!” 

Reaver coughed. “But, you look…older?” 

“What did you expect? It’s been six years!” 

“S-six…years?” 

The realization hit him like a ton of bricks. It hadn’t taken him six months to track down the traitors; he’d 
spent almost a year torturing just one of them to try to get more information! It had all blurred together, 
and here he stood, face-to-face with his adopted daughter, truly an old male. It felt as though the 
additional years caught up to him all at once, and he suddenly felt frail and stiff. He fell over backwards 
and began trying to crawl away as she advanced. 

“He was just doing what was best for the pack. You were so old and tired and set in your ways that you 
spent days preparing us to take out what should have been easy prey! You know how long it took us to 
wipe out that pack and your so-called elites? Eight minutes. Eight minutes, and we killed every last one of 
them—except for you, apparently.” She spat. “Slake was so much of a better leader than you are, but that 
damn soft spot of his got him killed! I warned him that leaving you alive was dangerous, but there was no 
convincing him.” 

“S-Slake spared me…on purpose?” 

Rose arched her brows. “Seriously? Everybody else dies but you somehow live? You think that was an 
accident?” She took a step forward and stood on Reaver’s chest. “And as thanks, you emasculate him 
and leave him to die.” 

“He was completely unrepentant after raping your mother!” 

“Psh, that’s not our mother. You raped my mother while I watched, just like you killed my mate while I 
watched.” She leaned down to whisper in his ear. “But I’m not a helpless whelp anymore. You said it 
yourself: kill the strong ones before you rape! If you don’t, some big, bad motherfucker will see to it that 
you never rape again.” 

Time slowed radically, and in a fluid motion that should have been as fast as lightning, she whipped 
around, took Reaver’s cock and balls in her teeth, and chomped down hard, her sharp teeth at first 
pinching the flesh, then piercing it as they clamped down. One of her teeth nicked the tendon that 
attached his left testicle to his body. The tough sinew resisted but ultimately found itself scraped, pinched, 
and finally cut into two ragged pieces. That was the fortunate one. Reaver began to scream in pain as 
she pulled up, her teeth hooked into his scrotum, stretching the delicate skin taut, pulling harder, and 
eventually tearing it. As she continued to pull back, the increased tension on the already-compromised 
flesh made it begin to give, and it ripped away from his body, taking its dangling testes with it. The one 
whose tendon had already been severed went without a fight, but the other one’s tendon abruptly 
snagged, momentarily lifting Reaver’s body off the ground before the strain and abrasion of sharp teeth 
against it snapped it in two, dropping Reaver back to the ground. His penis fared no better, the female 
raptor’s teeth entering his abdomen and severing all connections to his malehood. As Rose pulled away, 
Reaver’s penis, still in its sheath, lifted up and away, the retractor tendons offering only brief resistance 
before themselves being torn apart. Penis, sheath, balls, and baculum tore away from him, leaving him 
completely emasculated.  

Time sped back up. Reaver started to double up, but in a second movement, Rose slipped off his chest, 
turned, and kicked him hard, sending him flying off the cliff. He screamed, free-falling dozens of feet to 
the rocky ground below. His body impaled itself on the jagged rocks, yet through some cruel twist of fate, 
they had missed all his vital organs. He was trapped, but his demise would mirror Slake’s: slow, painful, 
and with plenty opportunity to lament the events that had led him to such an ignominious death. 

Rose spat his malehood out over the side of the cliff. It landed in front of him, just out of reach but 
centered in his field of view. 

“You can have these back,” she snarled. “They’re no use to me. They never were.” 


