
The sun shone down on a flat rock beside a beautiful lake. Laying atop the rock were three small dragons. While these dragons where roughly age equivalent to older teens, they were also a much smaller breed of dragon, barely reaching six inches in full length. One had bright red scales that shined in the sunlight. The second had a deep purple color that highlighted her more feminine figure. The last had scales as dark as night, which would normally make him look mysterious, if it weren’t for his very childlike attitude. 

“It’s too hot.” The black one said as he laid on the rock with his two friends. 


“Oh shush, it’s an invigorating heat.” The red one said, smiling as he enjoyed the heat.

“I guess your black scales attract more heat than us.” The purple one said, sticking her tongue out at him. “It was your choice to stop here anyway.”

“Well yeah, cutting through the forest would be much cooler then the long way around.” Black replied.

“You know the rumors they say about this forest. What lurks inside?” Red said, grinning as if to tease him.


“Yeah yeah, some beast with an insatiable hunger and savage desires. You really believe in such foolish stories?”

 “You used to, if I recall.” Purple said as she laughed a bit, red following suit. 


Black rolled his eyes and then rolled onto his back, looking up at the bright cloudless sky above them. “What I would give for some shade.”

A few moments later, Black felt the refreshing cool of shade. “Ah, much better.” It took him a second before he blinked and looked up, curious as to what was causing it. A larger figure, relative to them, seemed to be floating a little above the rock. The glare around the figure made it look like a shadow, as Black tried to focus. 

“Wha…who are you?” Red said, having noticed the being as well, though all three dragons were squinting trying to make out the figure. 


The being before them floated down onto the rock, standing in front of Red. “Who am I? Who are you? You are in my forest.” He said with a tone of authority.


“It’s a forest. It’s wild, who are you to think you can own it?” Purple said looking up at the figure, now able to see it much more clearly. He stood about three feet tall, a golden yellow fur covering most of his body. His upper body had a natural brownish armor, and even when looking away from the sun, he seemed to squint his eyes.

“I am Volsar the abra, lord of this forest. I earned that title, and expect any resident of it, even if temporary, to respect that.” He said, still looking down at the dragons.


“Well I don’t care what title you give yourself. We are simply resting on our travels. Now leave us alone.” Red said as he glared at Volsar. 


“I am fine with that, but there are tolls for using my land, even just to rest. Especially if you’re going to be so rude about it all.” Volsar glared right back. 


“Were not giving you anything. Right!” Red said, and Purple stood right next to him. 


“Yeah, you can’t bully us.” She joined in the glaring contest. 


“Umm…what sort of toll?” Black asked, and his two friends looked at him.


“It doesn’t matter, we aren’t paying it.” Red said to Black.


“Well, I am not asking for money. Usually I accept either food, or a favor.” Volsar replied casually to the black dragon.

“We are low on food as it is. We aren’t sharing with his fat ass.” Red said.


Volsar rolled his eyes, about done with talking. He crouched down and looked at Red eye to eye. “You know how my ass got so fat?”


Red lifted an eyebrow. “How? Pigging out at a buffet?”


“Snacking on little dragons like you.” With that Volsar grabbed Red and proceeded to guide him head first into his mouth.


Purple and Black froze at that, paralyzed both by what he said, and by the fact he was actually doing it. Red flailed in Volsar’s grasp, but he flicked him in the nose, and sent a jolt of paralyzing energy through him, freezing up the red dragon for a few minutes. Plenty of time for Volsar to guide him down his throat.


As the red tail disappeared into Volsar’s mouth, Purple finally regained her composure and made a break for it. Volsar reached to grab her, but Black interviened, biting Volsar’s hand.


“Ow.” Volsar said, more annoyed then in actual pain. He looked at Black and the little dragon looked back, seeing the bulge of his friend travel down the abra’s throat. He grabbed Black as he was biting him, and forcibly pulled him off, breaking one the black dragon’s fang’s in the process. “Now be good and I might let you live.” Volsar said to Black as he chased after purple.

The purple dragon was hiding in a bush, watching the scene. Her darker scales concealed her well, as the abra looked for her. She cowered as he walked right beside the bush. He turned away from it, and she thought he was going to walk elsewhere, until he crouched down, lifted his tail, and let out a massive blast of rancid gas right into the bush. 


Purple began coughing and got very dizzy from the overpowering stench. Volsar laughed and picked her up, now holding one dragon in each hand. From his stomach, it was obvious the paralysis had worn off, from the cries of pain and struggling. His stomach gurgled as it was processing their friend.


“Seems your red friend is trying to get out. Don’t worry, I will let him out when I am done.” Volsar said, smirking.


“Oh? When will that be?” Black said, growling. 


“When he is my poop of course.” Volsar grinned and Black tried to bite again, though Volsar simple squeezed the dragon tighter and he stopped that.


“Now, I am still hungry. So how about another snack.” He licked his lips, trying to decide which one to eat. 

“Coward, picking on weaker beings!” Purple said, wiggling a bit as she regained her composure. 


Volsar laughed at that. “If I only picked on creatures stronger than me, I wouldn’t have much of a selection.” He said. Though from that comment, he decided that she would be his next snack. He opened wide, and began to guide her into his mouth butt first. She wiggled and struggled, as he licked over her belly. She desperately began to pee in his mouth, hoping it would disgust him and give her a chance, but all it did was make the abra lick right over her pussy. She gasp and went weak from that, unable to resist anymore as he guided her down his throat. 

Black watched as Purple’s head disappeared from view. He was crying a little because he couldn’t do anything to protect his friends. “You monster.”


“Yeah yeah, now, as for you.” Volsar said, the audible sounds of purple joining red in his stomach reaching the little dragon’s ears. Volsar tossed the dragon to the ground on his back, stunning him for a moment. Long enough for Volsar to stand over him and sit his plump butt right on top of the little black dragon. 


Black squirmed, his head pinned between the abra’s cheeks. He looked up and saw his anal ring, the stench terrible from his current placing. 

“Your friends are as good as gone. Mourn them however you like, but you may still live. You were smart and brave, not just all talk like that red doofus. Now here is what you’re going to do. My tailhole could use a good rimming. It enjoys the attention. You’re going to give it that, got it?”

Black was in tears, but knew if he resisted he would only end up like his friends. With all the willpower his body could muster, he leaned his head up and began to lick over the reeking hole.


“Mmm, yes, that’s good.” Volsar smirked and lifted his tail. Black then received the first of many blasts of abra gas. 


The little dragon coughed and wiggled a bit, trying to get away from the hole. Volsar clenched his cheeks a bit to keep him in place. “I don’t feel you licking.” The abra said in a dominant tone. 


He didn’t know how he did, but Black continued to lick around that hole, even as it continued to vent gas that he could only assume came from dragons like him. He felt lower then dirt, humiliated beyond measure as the monster of the forest used him to appreciate what the dragon regarded as the foulest part of him. 


Volsar sat and relaxed in the sun for a while, gassing his butt toy as the day went on. He listened to his stomach gurgle away at the dragons until finally it settled down. When he eventually got bored, the abra stood up. He looked down, but the dragon wasn’t there. Looking behind him, the little dragon was stuck between his cheeks, his head actually stuck inside of his tailhole.


“Mmm, feels good, how about you go deeper up there.” Volsar grabbed the black dragon by his hips and roughly shoved him up his ass. Black yelped in pain from it as he was forced into the reeking hole. “Keep struggling, it feels great.” Volsar let out another fart as he pushed his butt toy up deep to stay a while. He rubbed his belly and decided to go take a nap, returning to his home.


When Volsar awoke a while later, his ass was already active. He stood up and stretched, letting out a long burst of gas. “Wow, looks like those dragons really did a number on me.” He groped his butt, feeling a little extra pudge on it. “And so helpful they were…though it’s time to let them go.”

Volsar headed to his bathroom and sat on his toilet, getting comfortable and spreading his cheeks. He let out a long fart into the bowl, which was accompanied by the slow release of Black, who was covered in abra shit. He fell into the refreshing cool water, which shocked him awake after the long stay in the reeking hot depths of the abra’s ass. He had enough time to regain his senses and look up before the first log of shit descended on him. He yelped as it broke off and landed on top of him. He was knocked back and pinned under it. Normally he could get out, but his strength was zapped because of the experience. 

The tailhole above him opened again to blast more of the gas into the bowl, another log of waste descending. All the while, Volsar’s cock was hard. He loved to dominate weak beings with his ass, and it was going so well. He began to stroke it, murring in pleasure as he masturbated and emptied his bowels of his last meals. 


Black wiggled trying to break free, but just as he felt like he could, another log of abra poop landed on top of him and pinned him further. He looked at the last log to fall, noticing several white bits mixed in the shit. Bones, only highlighted by the dragon skull he now saw before him, small flecks of purple around it. He began to cry, seeing what his friend were reduced to. 

Volsar only got hornier, hearing the crying. Such a little sissy whimp of a dragon, he was lucky to have lived. Volsar pushed out the last of the shit he had to release, before he stood up and turned to the bowl. He was close to climax, and looking into the bowl with the dragon completely covered in his shit was enough. He aimed down and climaxed, shooting his abra cum right onto the head of the dragon. Black pouted, no strength left to cry, completely humiliated as he was now covered the abra’s seed. 


Volsar chuckled, grabbing some toilet paper and cleaning up, tossing it into the bowl. He turned around, released one last fart for the black dragon, before he flushed. The powerful toilet easily disposed of the shit, and the shit dragon, leaving the bowl nice and clean. Volsar turned and headed odd, he had other more important things to deal with. 
