
The dragon gave a cool smile as he leaned in the doorway, blue scales shimmering in the low light. A strong and masculine physique was on display, uncovered beside the bulging underwear he wore, straining around a hefty package. His grin was matched by the lamb who opened the door, the shapely woman stepping aside to allow her date entrance.
“Quite the formal outfit there, handsome. When your profile said ‘confident and forward’, I didn’t take it as you showing up in your underwear.” The girl spoke, leading them through a moderate apartment to the bedroom. 
Rumbling, the dark blue dragon chuckled. “We both know why I’m here, so let’s get to it. I need to cum, you need your slutty holes stuffed, I’m going to destroy you. Get on the bed.” 
Stripping out of her loose robe, the woman sprawled out on the cushy surface. “Oh, please. No need to be so macho, I’m perfectly fine with things getting rough. Hell, I don’t even mind a bit of choking-“
Freezing up, the lamb watched the dragon rip off his boxers. She had made a mistake, a grave one. The balls that dropped out were bigger than his fists. There was no doubt he could stuff her womb to the brim, then pump it up even more. But that wasn’t the issue, it was the cock hanging over those veiny orbs. Thick, long, heavy, all the marks for a good time. Besides the barbs. Sure, there were feline-like spurs all around it, but they filled in the skin between the actual, full on barbs. Sharp points, curved, an arm-thick rose stem rising as precum beaded at the tip. Half the torturous spikes curved towards his head, while the lower portion faced his base, ensuring either direction of penetration was agonizing.
Less of a cock, and more of an execution method. As the lamb’s body locked up in sudden shock and fear, her eyes rose with the growing pillar of barbed meat, well and truly over a foot once it stopped, thicker than she could likely wrap her fingers around. She knew he was big, he had to be since he was a dragon over six feet tall, standing well over he own head. But this was enough to make even the most experienced slut tremble. Yet it wasn’t just the sight of it, but rather the noise. The smartwatches on either of their wrists made a low tone, with their screens flashing. The visual indicator that a legal rape is about to occur, the dark blue dragon possessing various permits that allowed him to partake his sexuality to the fullest.
His smile had an entirely different meaning than when she first met him but minutes ago, the man sauntered up to the bed with an air of sadistic confidence. “Choking? Good. You might enjoy this then.” Before she could even raise her arms up, mind spiraling down the pit of despair, knowing how nobody could interfere with what this man was about to do to her. His strength was overwhelming, his much larger torso landing over hers in an instant, a big hand latching around her neck as she gave a surprised gurgle. As the fingers applied a strong strangle, she squirmed as he pushed her legs up with his knees, tilting her hips up for a mating press while compressing their chests together.
Then she screamed, or what equivalent she was able to. Face contorting to twisted agony, eyes ran wet as they rolled up, mascara turning to black rivers down her white fur. Teeth bared before she went slack, the woman was lost to the excruciating pain of the dragon harshly shoving his threatening length right into nothing other than her asshole, ripping and slicing it easily. The only hole perfect for raping, tight and delicate while hurting her the most. The girl was overwhelmed in a moment, body convulsing from the pain of being brutally taken in her unused hole by the pillar of thorns the man sported. Then again, brutal didn’t even cover it, a loud and heavy rhythm of ‘PLAP PWAP PAP’ filled the room, his full balls slapping to her thick cheeks on every hilt of his tortuous member inside her tight hole.
Serene grunts of sadism left his mouth, with the lamb only able to stutter out “HRRRK… GLRRK…” as he violently tore through her insides with an organic immersion blender. It didn’t take long for her hole to get battered, sore and puffy in the first thrust, ripped and bleeding after twenty rapid full-length jackhammer pumps into her gut. The lamb’s figure went limp after the pain became too much, air fading as the dragon kept his hand around her throat, her only movement being sorrowful heaves of sobs and the full-body lurching as her rapist railed her into the bed frame.
It only got easier when nerves went into shock, the blood filling her gouged rectum easing the monstrous cock’s assault against her organs. Every brutal extra-depth hilting the mating press allowed bulged her stomach out, the skin around it growing angry and red as his violent thrusts scrubbed the agonizing barbs through her. The rapist eased up his choking, letting air trickle back into his victim, keeping her conscious as he minced up her intestines. It was music to his ears, the slow gurgles leaking from her miserable, broken face while hearing the heavy thuds of his hips slamming down against hers, the echoing plaps of his oversized nuts getting tossed around with his ferocious thrusts. All complemented by the increasingly slick noise of his cock pushing in and out of her asshole, red flowing freely and coating his spiked length, staining the sheets below her upturned rear.
He wasn’t even close to done, still smacking into her blended insides after minutes of long and excruciating plapping. The blue scaled monster watched her face lose its edge of emotion, growing slack as her hurt eyes rolled upwards while the tears poured out. It was then he made his choice. This is an ordeal of great magnitude, the pain immeasurable and the mental trauma permanent. But the woulds could be treated easily with today’s tech, by the care provided to all citizens. But the same state that gives out free curatives laced into the tap water, is the same state that gave this man a snuff license. 
He was going to kill her. She was already fading, all he had to do was indicate to his io-band that this rape was elevated to a snuff. Automated systems miles away in government data centers now queued up a person’s status being changed to ‘deceased’ once her own io-band indicated her heart stopped. The man couldn’t even tell if she was still aware enough to realize her end was coming, or perhaps she knew from the start. Regardless, right now she was nothing more than sobbing meat for him to fuck to death.
And so the plaps grew louder, his hefty balls smacked her harder, his barbs blended her lining even further, the bulge he made in her middle growing bigger as he pushed things out of the way and shredded what wasn’t able to move. The lamb’s pretty face was getting slacker, something the dragon was sad to happen so fast. Letting go of the carefully moderated strangle, he caressed a mascara-run cheek as she gurgled air past a crushed windpipe. “Shhh, don’t worry. You’re gonna be fine, just a minute more and I’ll be done.”
Pathetic whimpers ruined by a strained esophagus and deflated lungs, she was barely cognizant of the words, the misery unchanging as she continued to lurch with the rapid-fire slamming of his hips. He smiled down to her, petting her as he purposely added some horizontal movement to his ceaseless thrusts in order to better grind her insides up. Where there once was a reddish blotch where his thick tip tented her belly out, the discoloration had spread to most of her middle, the precise location of his bulging tip changing as her guts became a malleable mush.
He gave her another little pat. “You’re doing great, just focus on your breathing, okay?”
A classic “Ghrkkk…” was her only response, head falling to the side as her eyes began to grow unfocused. Then she was gone, the sporadic heaves of her suffocated chest stopping, her whimpers and twitches ceasing, face going limp as her bared and grit teeth split into a slack jaw. She was nothing but a warm hole with a freshly blended, gooey inside. The dragon slammed down one last time, breaking the bed frame as his body fully laid over the corpse’s, the sheathed implement of execution unloading the jizz stewing in those massive balls as they pulsed against her cooling ass. The girl’s middle bloated quickly, the expansion timed with his shots as his sperm was mixed with liquefied intestine to pack into the newly loose space of her lower chest cavity.
Growling with release, he humped as he came, able to hear the sloshing of his seed being injected to her liquid insides, feel her torn ass stretch and rip further as his shaft expanded with every lazy throb, the blood smearing against his balls. After the long minutes of release, the girl’s belly turned pregnant under him as the splotches of internal bleeding shone through her skin. Finally empty, he moved his io-band to a selfie position, turning back to face the camera over their bodies with a broad smile and a held up peace sign.
He would later post this to his various social media, captioning it with “Check out my application to the hospital’s abortion ward! If my cock can take out an adult, those babies don’t stand a chance~!”

