The Dragon Dung Diner – Chapter 1
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Tuesday.
Muggy, with a high chance of a downpour, as usual; and today would have to be the day I decided to go shirtless…

I was driving along highway 271, in my dad’s old Mercury Cougar.  Typical, hot summer day here in Cleveland, but that’d change real fast tomorrow.  The weather’s never stable in Ohio.  I had the windows down all the way, and wind whipped past my scaly spines, sending a couple cold chills down my spine.  I had my arm out of the window, ready to flip one of these goddamn Ohioan drivers out of the way (or off, whichever’s less violent) that decided to cut right in front of me and slow me down.  I hate driving, honestly.  I’d rather stomp down to the store and carry everything back like a mule – I mean, I could do it being as big as I am…

I was headed to the store, coincidentally.  Needed some eggs, sausage, and some bacon too.  Y’know, perishable stuff.  The good kind of perishable stuff.  It had to be at least 80 degrees that day; and even steamier in my green shell, too.  Yowwie’s been playing about with the genetic thing… I mean, he made a reptile sprout hair all over the place; and gotten me to sweat too.  Seriously, how many behemoths do you know that have the mental aptitude to do that?  Between him and Dauven, I dunno where I’d be by now…

It was about three in the afternoon by the time I arrived at the grocery store, and damnably hot it was outside of the car… I took one step out of that black hunk of metal and instantly yelped at how viciously burning the ground was.  Black asphalt had been soaking in sun all day long, along with the big, thick cotton cargoes I wore out on a day like this.  Not the best menagerie of clothing, but at least I didn’t have to wear a shirt, either.  Most of the clothes (save for this pair of pants) I owned had either had spine-holes ripped in them or otherwise; since they don’t make clothes for anything other than humans and dogs.  Beh.

I stood on the best tip-toe that I could, and slowly irked across the hot pavement; searing the undersoles of my feet with each thudding, lumbering step.  Why’d God make me so ass-heavy? The store didn’t offer any recompense either; it was hot as fucking hell was inside too.  I had to consider standing in the frozen food aisle just to stay cool, but pretty soon I realized that today wasn’t a typical day at the store.  I listened closely, and watched the overhead industrial-sized fans vary in speed; the lights flickered between various frequencies.  

“Power outage much…?” I said out loud, to which one of the clerks nodded and gave a heavy sigh.

“It’s been like this all day… CPP’s really sucking at their job today,” she replied to me in a monotone, coarse voice.  She had a red vest and a blue shirt on underneath; completing the business attire set with a pair of khakis.  Her name tag read “Janine”.
“So I take it there’s not much business today, eh; Janine?”

“Nope.  The occasional customer like yeh comes in here every so often, buys some of the food that’s still cold, and trots off to god knows where… we’re still open; just at a slower rate.”

There wasn’t much of the usual hustle and bustle at the local Giant Eagle store – I heard a couple of voices way back in the back of the store, but I couldn’t tell if they were talking about business or casual subjects.  Either way, I thanked the clerk for her time and strode off towards the meat section.

Saliva dribbled slightly out of the side of my maw while black-slitted eyeballs gazed at the heavenly pork steaming coldly into the overheated air.  Dangerous, yes; but I couldn’t go another week without getting some bacon.  I picked up a box or four and from there picked up the rest of the food I needed, and gave my lips a soft lick over to get the dripping mouthgunk from around them.  I must’ve scared the fuck out of the little kid watching me while he held his mother’s hand across the aisle, but hell if I care.  He shoulda played Pokémon more.

I left from the hot embrace of the store with groceries in hand, and stashed them into the back of the trunk of my car, slammed the trunk, and spotted a “Help Wanted” ad in a window close to the corner of the city block.  Eyebrows quirked quickly at the sign, and I immediately found myself trotting over toward the empty-looking building.

“Help wanted!  Please call 1-330-164-9910 to inquire.  Interesting…” I said aloud as the bustle of the busy Tuesday day continued along behind me.

I whipped out my cell phone and jotted down the number, then strode back from the eerie brick building.  In my faint glimpse of the inside of the building, I only saw darkness floating above a white and blue tiled floor.  There were no lights on in the area, but I thought I saw a chair or two sitting inside.  Seemed kind of weird for a place advertising that they needed help, eh?
Scratching my head at the number; I dismissed the weird feelings and started to drive back to my parents’ house.  Ever since I hit level twenty, it seems like they’ve gotten a lot more lenient on what I can do and where I can do – appropriate, yes; but it feels like it should’ve come a tad sooner.  Fortunately, they were always gone during the day – leaving me with the cat, and the recently added dog as well.  (Mom’s a pet person.)

I pulled the car back into the garage and removed the goods from the back, shut it; and eagerly strode towards the house, carrying eight or nine bags worth of groceries in paw.  Unlocked the door, much to the happy surprise of the husky ready to greet me with happy licks and happy barks and happy everything.  Ugh.  He’s a pretty, big dog, but he’s too rowdy for a husky…

I slipped the stuff into the freezer, cans upstairs, and flopped back in my computer chair; bored with day-to-day living; really.  My parents made a good living, but it still really got to me that the last real family time we had was when we were going to consider moving again… 

I booted up my ASUS and set off to immerse myself in dreamland (WoW).

----

After burning away another two or three hours of my life doin’ that, I flopped down in my bed, face first; lifted my tail, and blasted the room with a horrific fart that almost instantly broke the serene musk-stench that guys normally give off.  It wasn’t one of those sexual ones I normally do, though – moreso just one out of necessity that happens when you least expect it and is one that really shocks you when you do it.
I let that thick pad of flesh splat back against my huge butt and thought to myself for a few minutes, rolling over and looking at the white ceiling.  I have a good job as a network administrator; something that someone with three times as much experience should be qualified to get.  I live in a house with a overbearing set of parents, but at least I have them.  I get good grades in school; and have the aptitude to match the requirements of such.
My thoughts turned against me the moment another fart blasted from my bulgy bunghole, and I just flopped back into the pillow, rolled over and flapped my tail back over my tush.

Why am I so depressed when I know I have all this good stuff goin’ for me…
----

I had to have burned a good four hours in bed.  My pants were soaked in urine; most likely from a really good dream beforehand… though, my pillow was stained with tears.  The moon shone through my basement window; about 3/4ths of the way to being overhead.  It’d cooled down; had to be at least 11 – yep, 11 pm.  That astronomy course paid off, at least if something that simple stuck with me…  My dungbreath entered the air when I yawned wide, gave off another lazy fart, and straddled out of the bed.  My phone rang a couple times; my mid-day alarm was going off, playing my favorite Metroid theme from Ridley’s lair (the first section).  I slapped it off my desk, and grunted to myself since I had nothing else to do but talk to people online and play videogames.  Exciting life, Vector did not lead.  

I plapped my tush back into the hard chair in front of my computer and popped open MSN to chat with some folks, but I really didn’t have anything to say.  I couldn’t really write anything, either – the last time I wrote something… alternative, as my mother put it – was way back in like, June or something.  I dunno.

I looked over at my phone, and remembered that help wanted ad in that empty building for a second.
“Eh, if there’s someone it’ll probably ring their c – wait no, 1-330 is a business number…”

I tried it anyway.

*brrrrzzzzt*

*brrrrzzzzt*

*brrrrzzzzt*

“Mmm, no one’s there.”

Halfway through the buttonpress to end the call, I heard the certain *click* of a phone being picked up, and I replaced it to my earsocket, listening intently.

“’ello?”

“Hey, thanks for calling the Dragon Dung Diner.  My name’s Brian, can I help you?”

It was a guy.  A big, deep-toned guy.  And by the sound of his voice, he was of Aussie decent.  And he carried this… gay-ish flirty voice too… For a second, I was stunned, and no words wanted to leave my mouth, so I hung up, and slumped back down in my chair.  I wish I had a mirror so that I could see how dumbfounded I must’ve looked…

“There’s a place in Cleveland named the Dragon Dung Diner… god, that’s gotta break so many building codes…” I said out loud, trying to work out exactly what my ears and boner had just heard.

The Dragon Dung Diner?  It can’t be legit, could it? I bit my lip, and tried again.

*brrrrzzzzt*

*brrrrzzzzt*

“’ello; this is the Dragon Dung Diner, Brian speaking.  Can I help you?”

“Uhh, yeah; I saw your help wanted ad in the window this morning while I was out shopping for groceries, and I thought I’d give you guys a call… I’ve been looking for a different line of work for a little bit.”
“Oh, well sure! We’ve got plenty of positions open.”

“Like what, a server, delivery guy, bartender?  I mean, it is a diner, right?”

“Heh, that it is.  We’re open from 12am-6am all week long.”

“A diner that’s open at night?”

“Yuuuuuup.  Interesting, yah?”

“Indeed.  So, do I need to set up an interview; drop off a business card, what?”

“Nah, just show up whenever we’re open. Oh, and if anyone asks, tell ‘em Brian referred yeh.  Auf wiedersehen!”

*click!*

…
I put my phone down.  Was this place too good to be true?

----

Wednesday.

Nothin’ special about it, except that my parents don’t work on Wednesday, purely to head to church.  Twice in one week? No thanks.  I sat at home that entire day, had a turd or three, and basically lazed around the house, stinking up that room of mine as well.  Played a little WoW, too; but not much that really stood out happened in the middle of the week, anyway.

I swear, time must’ve flown by the time midnight rolled around… and that was when I decided to make my move to get that job.  I must’ve been doing 60 down the city roads… thank god the police suck at night over here.  It took all of fifteen minutes for me to pull around the back of that lit-up place, and as soon as I parked the car I heard jovial laughter coming from the inside.  There was a side door that possibly led inside; but I figured I’d take the front – hopefully the pair of white khakis I always wore on such an occasion would be enough, seeing as how going shirtless to a business interview was quite… esoteric; let’s put it that way.  
I strode into the building’s front door, immediately greeted by the sight of a retro-style diner; almost like the inside of a Johnny Rocket’s place, but instead of red; things were very blue (and dingy brownish-green) in some spots.  I’ll be blunt – the place reeked of shit.  Like, straightaway.  And I couldn’t help but feel the front of my crotch tent.  I struggled to compose myself enough to get my paws away from my face, trying to be… politically correct, if you will.

“Uhm… *sniffle* I’m here to see a manager about that help wante – “

Out of a double-folding door to my right, a heavy-set, strong-looking and quite muscularly toned beast of a mastiff came out of the doorway nearby, and knocked me on my butt from the surprise.  He was holding a tray, from which I could distinctly see steam rising off it.

“Oh, sorry about that.” He said, and I immediately recognized that voice… I brushed myself off as he helped me back up to my feet.

“Not a problem… say, you wouldn’t happen to be Brian?”

“Oh no, that’s my cousin; Brian, I’m Gerian!  Pleasure to meet you.  I guess you’re Vector, eh?”
“How did you know who I was?”

“Well, for one, you’ve got a FurAffinity page, do you not?  Brian pulled it up just for shits and giggles… well, mainly shits, more giggling came later after he took a dump on a printout of that one story you wrote.”

Stunned for a second, I could only blink, and blush a little bit… my pants tented a little further, trying to restrain myself still as thoughts of a huge, messy anthro-dog makin’ a big, fat mess on the front of a slip of paper… I diverted the blood in my dick back upwards after much thought, maybe twenty seconds’ worth, even.

“So Brian is on FA too, eh…?” I couldn’t help but chuckle at that; small world, really.

“Is he here?  And can I still apply for the job?”

“Yeah, he’s in the kitchen right now.  He’s already gotten the crew ready for yeh.”

I thanked the big dog as he rushed off to serve whatever was on that platter to some of the other creatures that inhabited the establishment, and pushed back those two double-hinged rubber doors.  It smelled even worse in here, and a metal door lay at the back of the rectangular kitchen, on its left side.  From my perspective, I was staring at the long end – a big grill, stove, oven; and other cooking accessories were strewn in a dirty-looking island in the middle.  An overhead fan was attached to the ceiling, as well as air ducts and a large set of industrial sized fluorescent light fixtures.  

“Oh, there you are, Vector!” rang out the voice of Brian, the other mastiff that slowly came out from behind the island of pots, pans and steam.
 “Oh, Brian!  Glad to meet –“
“No time for idle chitchat, sir; you’re hired and expected to do your duty!  Well, an hour’s worth, at least…”

These two dogs had to have been the most muscular and strong-armed  pair of canines I’d ever seen in my entire life.  I was still a bit confused – hired on the spot?  Couldn’t be that bad, especially since I could work this as a summer job…
“Okay, where do you want me?” I inquired curiously, looking around the sort-of dingy kitchen.  Aside from the obvious stains of shit pretty much all over the place, that island looked particularly… clean; sort of a foil to the overall smell of the room.

“Well, there’s taking care of the food.  Can you cook, or learn how to cook really fast?”

“Yeah, actually… I can make a mean bowl of corned beef hash~”

“Heheh…. Perfect.  Follow me.”

Brian turned away, and for once I actually paid attention to what he was wearing – I’d been overwhelmed by the stench of this place, and seeing the two canines before only wearing thick, brown leather vests.  Brian had a nice, taut ass.  Brutally honest.  As I followed him, I struggled to keep my khakis from tenting any further, but it was getting uncomfortable in them too.  There was another door in the back of the room, but this one was sealed like a meat locker, and fairly cold to the touch too.  A big lever sat to the side, and Brian sauntered over to pull it down, releasing a large lock that held the metal door in place.  Wrenching metal scraping against metal rang out for a few seconds as he opened the door…

What I saw after that, I couldn’t tell you if I was stuck between a state of sexual bliss or intense disgust.  A large machine hung from the ceiling, equipped with all manner of attachments to it.  Claws, tubes, and big, hefty sacks of variously-colored material hung from around the machine’s base at the ceiling, which stretched down to the point where I could grab and shake its hand – given that I really wanted to, which I didn’t.  The room was fairly small; maybe only twenty-four square feet at a glance (in layman’s terms, about the size of a two-story house’s laundry room).  A big control panel sat at the opposite end of the octagonal room, and to each wall, a large hose ran from a huge throne-looking chair, set halfway into the ground.  The hum of technology soothed me, though.  I could see lights from the ceiling, but they weren’t on; save for the emergency orange lights that no one ever really has to replace.
“Some setup you guys got here…” I stated, caught in wanderlust for a sparse second.

“This is how we make our food that we sell,” Brian replied; “then we cook it out there.”

“Wait a minute.  You mean to tell me that you guys… actually sell… cooked poop?”

I couldn’t help but start giggling, which turned into spontaneous laughter at the thought.  Cooked poop.  Such a naughty menagerie of wording, but my childish outburst was quickly silenced by the mastiff, who promptly knocked me over, and proceeded to lean over top of me.

“Hey, it sells.  Only scatophiles can see this place, let alone dine here…”

“Oh, what; you and your mastiff boyfriend are magicians now?”

“Nah, that’s Zetumalix’s job.  Shi keeps the place intact and from getting the police called on us when we walk out of here smelling like shit at 6 in the morning.”

“Zetumalix… why does that name sound so familiar?”

“Dunno, but this won’t be your first job in here, I can tell you that.  I just wanna show you exactly how this thing works – g’ahead, you silly wanker.”
“I’ll wank when I wanna wank, bud.”

“If you do that in the kitchen, you’ll get a bonus…”

I saw $’s flash from behind my eyesight, and found myself stuck with a silly-looking grin.  Most likely from having an eight foot tall mutt sitting atop my rotund stomach.  He hopped off, though; and helped me back up.  I sauntered over to that chair, and looked at the seat – it looked more like a squat toilet!  Brian waltzed over to the large set of controls, pushed a button, and sat back in a large, executive-type chair.

“Oh, you won’t be needing those pants anymore tonight, though.”

I could hear him panting loudly while the machine slowly reached down with two of its many appendages, and stuck a cold, metal paw down the front of my pants.  I made a face and shut my eyes – that damn thing was colder than if it was a meat locker in here!  The other paw started to undo my tail-zipper, and that finished up, it continued to stroke my… man-puss… into giving it what I thought it wanted.  It didn’t really; just wanted to ruin the button at the front as my fat, stubby boner popped the button clean off.  It then proceeded to roll my khakis down to the floor, over my wide hips and huge butt.  (Underwear is for pussies. >:o)

“Guh, you could’ve warned me about this…” I stated in some discontentedness while the machine continued to work its magic on me.

“Don’t worry; this isn’t the terrible part.”  Brian stated quickly, as he’d already started to take pleasure himself – one more button press, and then he came over to the darkness-covered throne, just as the machine had lifted four-hundred and thirty pounds of rock to squat over the hole placed above.

“We gotta see what kind of shit you’ve got in you…~”

I winced a little bit as I felt my tail get hiked into the air by a metal collar that shot out of the back of the seat, along with  two rounded shackles that kept my feet in place.  I’d already started pre-jizzing; if not from the machine’s cold gropes, but also the fact that I loved having metal against my rocky hide.  A little ‘mmmm’ elicited itself from the depths of my gut while it blorbled and chugged away at dinner I’d had earlier.
“C’mon Vec; with all those shitty stories you write, this should be a cakewalk!”

“I still feel… apprehensive… but okay…”

I grunted softly and started to push down on my diaphragm, setting the latter end of the digestive process into motion.  Recently I found that a high-fiber diet (like eating bread, crackers, starchy foods) makes my shit rather… hard.  And steamy, too.  This was one such batch – within moments, a fat, hard-packed and overly reptile-smelling log of fecal matter pushed its way out of me.  An inch at a time; that eight-inch turd pierced my bulging anus with its flat head until it ground against the edge of the toilet.  Brian watched on in bliss; I watched him wank to me taking a dump.  Easily excited, that one… I pumped out the first log; at least a good foot and a half made a dull thud about four inches down.  I pressed again, and a second log proceeded to join the first.  Over the course of what I’d stockpiled up (not much), I had to have put at least sixteen steaming-hot turds at the base of that throne, left panting for breath at the end.

“Guh… that’s it for now…” I hastily replied, sinking lower in my bonds.

“Not yet… you’ve got delicious dung, Vector.  But we need to make more.” Brian said, with a grin on his face.  He looked up and tugged down a tube made of orange, transparent plastic, then stuck the end of the open tube into my mouth.

“Start suckin’?” I thought, which I tried for a second… a gush of creamy yellowish-brown sulfurous material flowed down my throat.

The spicy sensation caused me to choke and spit out some of it onto the mastiff, who basically nutted off while watching me enjoy myself.  I was enjoying myself, really; it was just the overall weirdness that this place was a reality…

My butt tingled again, and I didn’t feel like I was empty anymore… that material shot through me like a bullet, because only thirty seconds after downing a mouthful, another set of steaming, heated turds began to shove their way out of my anus.  I couldn’t believe there was a laxative that worked that fast!
“Hehe, and now you know how we get our supplies, eh?” Brian stated coyly, as he strode over to the panel; having jizzed onto the dinosaur in front of him moments before.

“It’s… a good tactic…” I replied, as he released my shackles and tail from their position.  I looked down and admired the load I’d put out – for not having saved up any for a while; that was a good sized load.

He pressed another button, and a vacuuming sound rang out next; sucking the big logs down elsewhere in the building – I had a feeling I’d get to know where soon.

“Trust me, it’s easy once you’ve been here for a little bit.  C’mon, I’ll take you to where you’re really gonna work at…”

I followed him out of the chilly room again, and locked the door behind me.  It had to be at least two in the morning, but the clock on the wall only read twelve-thirty!  I could’ve sworn I was there for at least two hours…  I didn’t pay it much mind as the mastiff took a trip down the hallway in the main area, where the bathrooms were situated in.  Out of stupid curiosity, I followed him in – single-seater toilet space, with a sink and a panel that stated ‘Employees only’ on it next to the toilet.  Except – the toilet was just a hole in the ground, and the…

I couldn’t even finish my thought off before I found myself pulled over in the place of a toilet.  He punched a button in that panel, and metal clawed fingers came out of holes in the walls nearby, grabbing onto my legs ,tail, wrists, and the inside of my poop-sodden muzzle.  Why all these restraints were necessary, I don’t know; but I didn’t have much of a choice seeing as how if I was going to work at this blissfully attained place, I had to start at the bottom…

And that was when I met with fate.  That ass of his was going to meet my face sometime, I knew it.  I felt my tushhole graze the ends of the hole in the ground, held about a half inch off the floor for conviency, and with my muzzle spread wide open, I didn’t have much choice but to submit to him… He turned around, and mashed short, stubby tail into my face, and wasted no time making my tongue a brown mess again.  Thick, crackly dog feces made its way into my muzzle, and I squirmed at the rancid flavor it carried.  One log down, he set upon pushing another inside it, filling my cheeks up to the brim with nasty butt-chocolate.  I couldn’t chew with his butt basically covering my entire muzzle – but I didn’t really want to, either. A third, slippery turd filled out even more of my gullet, hastened by the smell of a dirty fart which *pfffhrrted* loudly from the beast’s huge reticulum, topped off with a few more smaller chunks of unprocessed doggy dung.  He sat back up, and I winced as I chewed up his warm, nasty bung; crunching up some bones in the process as well.  One big swallow, and it was all washed down into my fat stomach.
“Good boy… good Vec.  The others will be around in an hour… until then, you can sit in here.”

The mastiff pressed another button, and a mask – a facial attachment, fed itself to my maw, keeping it pried open.  Another tube hung from the ceiling… he attached it, and sealed it shut inside my lips.

“Just remember… the customer comes before the restaurant – don’t be eating when they need to shit, alright?” Brian devilishly said as he waltzed out of the bathroom.

I read a plaque on the wall right above the door that I hadn’t noticed before – If at first you don’t succeed, eat shit, then try again.
I just relaxed and let a brief suckle feed me every now and again until the customers started coming in.

--Chapter 1--
