
Her heart was hammering so loud that it nearly drowned out the sound of everything around her, of the heavy steps, the faint hum of a car battery, and her own tortured cries seeping through an agonizingly large dildo gag. Lena was firmly locked in a rack of metal tubes that held her in an optimal all fours breeding position above the ground, her only support being the frame and the points of connection it had to her harness and bondage gear, her only garments being thick leather straps with cuffs and rings, sprawled along her body while keeping her limbs locked up in a bitchsuit configuration.
She tried not to cry, despite crying out with muffled tones, but she suspected she couldn’t hold out for long, already twitching and convulsing with a high current traveling through her two hanging heavy tits, a jumper cable on each nipple and firing a shock of untold torture through her body. Her head was locked forwards, unable to move anything in any meaningful way, despite the shock-induced spasms ratting the metal of her restraints.
The girl seemed pathetic strung up like this, while also being an arousing and naughty sight. At eighteen, the dragoness was fit and curvy, large and shaped to any man’s desires. Two big tits, a thin waist sloping to broad hips, all leading down to jiggly wide ass and killer legs. Deep black scales made up most of her body, with a soft golden underbelly then ran to her inner thighs and shaded her palms and upturned soles that same sandy hue, black nipples and slit standing out on the rich color.
Of course, even while she was a sexy specimen of dragon ass, her appearance did not matter in this situation. For the rack she was restrained in was in the middle of a forest, a hiking trail, meant solely to be for the passerby’s relief. For them, they just needed a hole, but there were worse things traversing this path that she was being provided to, for it crossed with a trail used by the local equestrian club.
This is why she was hyperventilating around the wide silicon knot spreading her cheeks out, why her mind was able to be truly afraid above the blank pain of the electricity running through her nipples, pinched on the cable clamps and pulled down harshly by their weight, only adding to the misery of her situation. Unfortunately for her, the true misery was yet to come, for the last few minutes had been spent hearing the calm clop of hooves approaching her.
With her vision forced to look at nothing but the trees and vegetation bordering the trail, she could not make out anything on the trail itself, leaving her backside both vulnerable and any partakers anonymous. To the squirming dragoness, all this meant was that she was filled with fear when those hooves stopped behind her. Clinks, clanks, the heavy sound of someone dismounting,
Footsteps, a whinny, and silence. Her electrical torture was nothing compared to the anxious wait of what would happen. She prayed to everything around her that they move on, without any relief, sexual or otherwise. But as the time dragged on, she knew that would never happen, and instead resigned to praying that only this mystery rider had need of her holes, something she would normally be overwhelmed with shame about if there were not more shocking matters on the front of her mind.
Fear turned to horror, for then she heard a whistle, and there was a hearty smack to her exposed ass, tail locked to her collar and placing both her holes on extravagant display. Her brother, Lex, the man who locked her here just moments ago, had already used her butt to empty his bladder, the warm weight inside her filling her with a disgust and revulsion she would never overcome despite the frequency of that act.
A large shadow suddenly reared over her, before a clunking crash as hooves settled on the bars with her upper body, a powerful presence looming atop her. Heat, scent, the loud billowing lungs of the feral creature, all filled her with a coldness that sapped the warmth even out of the urine in her intestines. She almost forgot about the unbearable current rolling through her teats, as a truly foreboding pillar of warm flesh slapped down on her back.
In her frozen shock, or at least as frozen as her electrocuted muscles would allow, she appraised the danger she was in. It was a horse, obvious but now certain. Above the issue she had with being a simple hole for an animal, was the sheer size of the beast who was no doubt going to be using her. The exact measurement was not something she could produce, even if free and unmolested. But the tip landed far up her back, drooping off her tail, leading her to panic at how it was definitely more than a foot, likely close to two.
The words spoken next, truly made her cry. “Come on buddy, let’s show this stupid cunt why people don’t volunteer for the relief stations on this trail anymore.” The rider had spoken, and it hurt the immobilized sister, for the words were spoken in a high voice, feminine, the rider a woman. How could she willingly inflict this degrading and horrible to her? Was she really about to get her horse to rape her?
A hand returned to the asscheek that had been slapped, a dainty appendage, thumb rubbing the red mark as it squeezed. “Ol’ Hades here is a bit of a fiend when it comes to mating, none of the mares let him even try once they make the mistake of letting him mount them the first time. As such, he don’t get tail too often, and is awfully pent up. Trail sluts like you used to be his only method of release, but the rack’s been empty for a loooong time now.”
Another hand clasped onto the opposite cheek, both now rubbing and grabbing, moving the round globes in circles as the dragon squirmed and sobbed. “Had motion sensors, cameras, and even microphones installed around this thing forever ago, so we’d be able to capitalize on anyone coming back.” The hands digging into her buttocks slowed a moment as the massive beast above her shifted, letting out a whiny as the cock atop her back throbbed and slapped back down on her.
“Easy Hades, I’m just checking out the meat first.” The hands resumed toying with Lena’s behind, “Got a nice ass on her, dontcha’ think?” The molesting hands stopped, moving to the canyon between the globes, splaying the cheeks apart while the rider’s thumbs pressed to her dark little anus, the yellow trail of her brother’s piss already dried and gone. As Lena wiggled what little she could and moaned out ignored muffled protests, the woman pushed her thumbs down around her rim, circling it.
Much to the dragon's joy, the fingers did not force their way past her backdoor, instead just gauged its exterior. “Hmm. Your ass seems pretty tight, but I suppose you are pretty young. Let’s check your other hole then…”
There was no delay from the words to the hand quickly sailing down into her slit, prying her lips apart to see inside, but after the digits explored her sex, this time a finger was pushed inside her opening, making her tense more with the shocks and yip through the dildo in her neck. It retreated from her snatch once her muscles loosened enough for the rider to pull free, and there was a moment without contact, beside the thick throbbing cock beating on her back, telling her just how much trouble she was in.
“Well, your cunt’s not too loose either, that’s good, tight holes are always a treat to have Hades stretch open. But we can only choose one, can’t we bud?” The horse shifted above her, it’s legs moving around slightly besides her head, and she heard the steps of it backing its rear up, while the massive shaft over her slid down. The movement was too precise for an animal, the trail of the dick too linear, the steps too paced, the rider was clearly directing the show with those hands that were no longer groping her.
Lena’s heart had never stopped its overdrive, something that was likely in no small part due to the jumper cables on her tits still making her jerk with current, but as the beast’s fat cockhead worked its way down her backside, it seemed like it was going to beat right out of her chest, unable to voice anything but the low whines of the shock. As it reached her tailhole, it kept sliding, holding position right between her two holes, leaving Lena frozen in everything but physical. 
The rider’s voice came again, closer, seemingly leaning towards the dragon’s head to deliver the next words. “Well bitch, you’re young and tight all around, and Hades will likely be the biggest dick you’ll ever take in your life, much less the biggest you’ve had up to now.” A terse breath of nothing happened, the girl terrified of her fate, sobbing and running tears into a pool under her.
“So I’m going to have him fuck your ass, okay? I know your pussy could probably take him better without preparation, but your intestines will be a much better experience for him to use. I’m sure it’s gonna be extra rough for you, but I think Hades really deserves your asshole, alright?” Then her unseen hand notched the gargantuan dick higher, pressing it to her snug rim and making the black and gold dragoness suddenly thrash harder to try and break free. The struggle was futile of course, and Lena only heard the rider laugh.
“I know, it’s a little unfair to use your ass for your first time getting mounted by a feral, but I won’t lie, I wanna see that little pucker of yours split open by Hades cock.” A hand returned to holding a buttcheek, claws digging into her soft scales to pry it apart, letting the wide blunt pillar of the horse’s dick fully kiss her clenching rim as she hyperventilated, untold noises making it past her gag.
“Now sweetie, this is gonna hurt. Hades doesn’t hold back, and with anal, that is trouble. And just to make sure he feels your insides real good, I’m not gonna risk using lube, so he’s really going to tear you up.” The unknown woman’s voice had changed, from snide taunting, to having a clear tone of lust in it, the rider clearly getting off on this, and confirmed once she muttered “Ah hell, I’m going all in,” followed by the rustling sound of pants dropping.
Her next speeches were pitched with arousal, and physical sensation, light gasps coming as she no doubt touched herself with the hand that wasn’t holding her ass open for the pillar of equine flesh lined up to Lena’s comparably virgin asshole. “I suppose you’re already fucked, you worthless bitch, so I won’t lie, this is what I’ve been waiting for, for too long. No point hiding it: I never let Hades have pussy, always anal, it’s fun to see cunts like you get ripped apart back there. We call his dick the gut puncher, and I can tell you that the number of times I have used lube in this situation is zero, because I really like to make sure it’s as painful as possible for you. Don’t worry though, your blood will help once he’s gotten going.”
All while the girl had been rapidly expending energy futilely fighting her bonds and her imminent torturous future, the stallion had been pushing slightly, but with restraint, the flat tip of his pillar prodding but nothing more, clearly waiting for his rider to finish this game of fear first. 
“Okay whore, get ready to bite that gag of yours, he’s gonna tear in. I know you’re not going to be able to control it, but squeeze really hard for him, okay? Keep nice and tight so it hurts more when he splits you apart.” A whistle, a slap, the rider’s pleasured sadistic words going forgotten as the feral shoved forward with the might of just that; a primitive beast, who’s only instinct is to get deep as possible, in as little time as possible.
Tearing in didn’t even cut it, the scream that came from the girl, regardless of the foot long dildo in her neck, echoed far and wide as her eyes rolled to the back of her head, pupils narrowed to complete slits. Despite her tiny little pucker being just bigger than the size of the horse’s urethral opening, it didn’t stand a chance to his raw power. It strained for the slightest of moments, before being crudely bashed open to allow the impossible pillar of dick entrance. 
Its trip to her stomach was slow comparatively, only sending just under half of the monstrous length into her bowels on the first go, making the girl truly writhe with incomprehensible noises as her guts were speared apart on the feral shaft. Pain was absolute, feeling like a mechanical piston just rammed through her pelvis, her backside nothing but fire and suffering as her insides stretched around an object the size of her arm.
After that first shriek was silence, Lena’s mind unable to process the agony of Hades’ penetration. Until he thrust again, determined with pure instinct to hilt himself in the poor dragon, hips bucking forward violently, working hard to cram the unlubed member deeper into the girl’s straining bowels.
“Ah, I love the first screams. You can just tell the slut is getting her ass stretched farther than she ever imagined.” The woman’s words went unnoticed by both dragon and beast, both too focused on vastly different overwhelming sensations. The rider kept holding Lena’s cheek apart, watching the massive cylinder stretch the onyx hole wide around it, the rim straining around the feral girth. It pulled out and pushed with the cock lodged in it, the friction taking the sphincter itself with the motions until more forced its way past the dry ring, only bringing new screeches and thrashes from the restrained girl.
Neither heard the woman again, patting Hades’ flank, “There you go, you’re a little more than halfway in the little bitch, keep pushing, I want to see her really get ruined.” The girl’s hole was looking far worse for wear after less than a minute, inflamed red and appearing like on the verge of tearing, the little pullouts the horse did came back with crimson on the surface, yet that only eased the length back into her tortured guts. Hades had descended past the medial ring now, working on his last third to push into the young girl’s ass, her nonstop struggles and agonized contractions only furthering his sensation, making him push harder.
By this point, Lena’s middle began to bulge with the flared outline of colossal horse cock, beating under her scales and moving as he thrust, the whole shape increasing as the girth was sent into her intestines. The tent in her stomach only grew as the horse’s hips lurched closer and closer to the girl’s upturned rear and abused asshole, stretching wider as his full length stretched her entire intestines open.
“Now we’re talkin’ big guy. Ram up in there, I wanna see you all the way in her guts.” The horse needed no encouragement, already making  a new round of heavy bucks, each one shaking the screaming girl, resonating with wobbles to her belly and the entire frame. Finally, after a truly harrowing minute and a half, a loud plap rang out as the beast’s massive hanging balls swung to hit her thighs and pussy, the animalistic cock fully hilted within Lena’s now-broken backdoor, with a heavy bulge in her abdomen. The tip indented her insides and scales to point downwards at an angle, the entirety of the stallion’s length able to be visualized rearranging her guts to a straight line.
“Atta boy! You got it all in her! And she’s still conscious! What a trooper. Hah! That looks really painful! Remember to squirm and clench, cunt.” Congratulated the woman, but her praise was obviously more for the horse tearing Lena apart from the inside. Not even noticing the hand holding her ass vanish, big cheek wobbling back only to be stopped by an arm-thick horsecock, the dragon was in a hell she couldn’t fathom, ‘impaled’ didn’t even come close to describing the sheer agony of such an object stuck inside her. To think the constant current lancing through her tits was something she thought would be the worst thing to happen to her all week, this had set her into levels of pain she had no hope to process.
The black and gold dragoness was more limp and broken then pained and struggling now, heaving with nothing but shocks and sobs, eyes half open and staring at nothing as tears flowed freely down her sorrowful face. Her and the stranger guiding her horse to rape her would never see each other’s faces, but the woman’s was a broad happy smile that had far too much arousal in it.
“Ah, I see you wisened up and stopped resisting. Good, but it’s going to be tough keeping it up. That was the easy part. Now is when he actually rapes your ass.” As if on cue, the beast above her dropped, his broad belly smothering her back, the animal’s weight settling fully atop her and the frame, dropping to a mating stance that injected pure dread into Lena’s anal pain. The stallion’s hips shifted, wiggling the pillar shoved through her intestines, making her convulse uncontrollably while the animal seemed to build up energy.
All of the animal’s pent up need unleashed in a violent brutal burst, the speed at which the gargantuan cock was ripped from her straining asshole was nothing more than the worst pain the dragoness had ever felt. Lena jerked and gargled from feeling her insides pulling with the dry friction of zero lube, only the sparse trickle of blood from her lining slightly tearing prevented her from fully prolapsing, but the rim pulled out quite far with the expedient withdrawal from her innards. 
The hindered cries of the black and gold scaled girl went unheard as a powerful billow of grunting air came from Hades, the sound timed with a metallic thudding rattle as every muscle in his hips and legs forced his entire length back inside the wrecked bloody hole of her anus, a squelch she would never forget exuding with the thump of him hilting once more shifting her guts as the pillar was clearly visible inside her belly once more, reaching depths that felt like it was hitting her lungs, the impact knocking the air from her and turning her screeches silent.
The time between this tormenting withdrawal from her bowels, and the thunderous slamming of every inch cramming back through her splitting pucker, was minimal, barely perceptible. The fat cock spearing through her seemed to take the state of both going in and out, her mind too mired in the unforgiving treatment of her body to be able to distinguish one overwhelming pain from another. 
The noises that came were sick, loud and thick, her blood soon giving a minimal amount of lube for the thick member to squish back into with, the heavy plaps of the oversized feral balls hitting her leading to a chorus of sounds that could only be heard at a concert of a young girl getting assraped by a brutal animal without lube. Each powerful animalistic hilting shook her and the frame, with her clamped tits slapping around with momentum. The mark of the stallion’s depth within her was clearly apparent as he pushed against her lining, belly tenting out to show his every motion.
The time spent with Hades at his full speed and force put Lena in a state where time was not a factor, it was just a stream of undiluted agony, her insides on fire, the sizable quantity of urine in her bowls only being pushed into her stomach with the feral’s forceful bucks, while she could do nothing but writhe and choke out noises of torture.
The terrible woman’s touch returned to the dragoness’s body, gentle hands reaching up from below to caress her slim tummy, until her hands were pushed around by the rapidly reciprocating bulge displacing the flat surface of the girl’s middle on every meaty hilting. The lusty teasing tone returned to Lena’s ears, “I think I can safely say he’s too much for you, that’s good. While it’s hot to think that he would be in your womb right now if we used your cunt, I think you having the extra pain of anal is far better for him. This actually hurts me to look at, you’re really getting impaled. I’m glad this is working out so well.”
Schlick, SLAM, clinks and thwaps, restarting at the slick quick removal of his shaft from her digestive tract. This program was now joined with adoring coos, the rider treasuring feeling her beast through the meat of this poor girl. Hands holding her ride’s bulge in her tummy, before returning to pressing against the flat belly, with the heavy shudder of reinsertion bringing that protrusion back to her hands, and a fresh cry from Lena.
She was openly weeping at this point, everything too much, head hanging limp in her restraints until the involuntary tensing from having a mast of dick replace your lower organs. Spit foamed and drooled from her gag, her voice guttural and broken with exhaustive pain. The lurching thrusts, the blinding pain, the horrible feeling of a massive rod shifting her guts around, Lena was lost to her torture. This was something beyond her capability to take, and her capacity to fully process, untold time happening as she was raped.
Every harsh hilting stretched and ripped her further, every second spent with the entire horsecock inside her guts reshaped them, distending her belly in a telling outline that made the rider giggle with glee at Lena’s anal destruction. The sheer ferocity that this animal used to mount her in indescribable, truly a brutal, animalistic rut that her body was not designed to take, especially in her intestines.
Lena didn’t notice the feeling hands leave her shuddering belly, the woman stepping up and pacing around to the back of the beast, ducking under the haphazardly swinging balls smacking into the dragon’s groin. They stopped hitting her, held tenderly by the rider, caressed as she got a good look of the column of equine flesh unforgivingly plowing through her sorry asshole, blood dripping and being displaced on every hard thrust.
“Look at that, he is really pounding the shit outta you. I can tell Hades just loves your asshole. He’s usually cumming by now, especially after being so long since his last flesh and blood partner. I think he realizes how special ruining your ass is, this doesn’t happen every day.” More screaming hits came, the fury of the male’s mating making her think the frame might break this time. “Give it to her good buddy, she could be bleeding more.”
The agonized sounds of the girl’s misery and rape replaced the sickly sweet spoken words as the woman relaxed to admire Hades’ balls while he tore Lena’s rear apart. “What a sight. Just look at him rip you open like that.” A sigh, before movement, that the dragon would have no hope of noticing, “Videos are nice, but they just aren’t the same as watching it happen right in front of you.”
With breathy exhales, the woman watched, recorded with a phone scavenged from discarded pants, and most of all, she admired. This was a treasure to behold, this horrible intercourse. It went on with this intent silence, only the sounds of the girl and her feral rapist in the air, echoing just as the horse repeated its actions on a near limitless brutal loop. 
All things must end however, with the stallion planting hooves and using extra force that made Lena gag with terrorized pain, and soon the horse was fully inside her bowels, and remained there, flare bumping out her belly with it’s insane size, throbbing and beating with power, and now, climax. The bottom of the flare bulged her skin periodically, timed on a violent throb that made her shudder, middle paunching around the cock’s outline until it began to expand and grow truly with the feral’s seed.
“Ooooh just look at that belly bloat! I can see his cumshots in you!” A truly impressed rider said, still holding the balls and now putting extra care to her handling of the massive orbs. “What a good stud, filling her stomach with your cum. I know you’ve been full for so long, but now you have some nice tight guts to unload in. Give her everything.”
Everything is just what he gave her, guts filling with equine jizz, spreading and stretching her tubes before rounding her belly with the sheer volume of the bestial endowment. Long spurts, painful pulses through her entire digestive tract, culminating to a terrible sensation of fullness. From cock-bulge, to that of a large drink of fizzy soda, now the dragon’s belly was as round as a full meal, gurgling and protesting. Those sounds were drowned out by the girl’s much louder gagged screeches as she was filled to the brim, large heavy balls contracting on every pump of cum through her guts, the rider felt it all.
And she was overjoyed. “Yessss! God that’s hot, you’re splitting her open so wide!” While the woman was taken with the sights of a feral-speared asshole, the horse was taking it’s time dumping his load in the dragon, whom was still squirming and writhing with the awful sensations and pain, yet it only drew out the horse’s spurts longer, milking him for all he had.
The pullout was long and arduous compared to the quick-fire terse bucks that sent it inside the girl, a slippery noise as the crimson coated shaft retreated from her stretched hole an inch at a time, the beast’s back legs stepping back until he fully dismounted with a heave and a whinny. The pop of that huge flare being released by her abused hole was noteworthy, while the remains of her ass was even more so.
Gaping, cavernous, red and inflamed, while trickles of blood and cum webbed around in the open passage, clenching to no avail. It remained open and wide, the deep stretched recesses of the girls rectum visible, along with the detritus of such a copulation, the blood running deeper within her. At this moment, Lena believed she would die. Not now, but soon, irreparable damage to her guts, with pain unlike any scale could dictate, hole worn and sore from furious friction, torn and messy.
A low whistle of appraisal came from behind the gently sobbing girl in the frame, the unknown rider looking deep into the dragon’s wrecked bowels. “Atta boy, you really broke her open. I love being able to see into her stomach, you did a good job. It’s been awhile since you destroyed a slut’s asshole, but you haven’t lost your big mean touch, have you buddy?”
Faint pats and another snort from the beast, as the woman chuckled. “I thought so. Now how about we finish up here?” A clasp was heard, a saddlebag opening, then rummaging. A faint “here we go,” increased the dread the broken down sister felt. “Don’t worry about this part cunt, he’s spent, he ain’t fucking ya again. He does have other needs of a trail relief station though, so just hold tight while I get you set up. Just another bit of trail bitch breaking tradition, Hades has a gift for you to remember him by.”
Lena thought she tensed from the fingers suddenly prying her slit open again, but it was still probably the car battery attached to her breasts, but that didn’t remove any joy the woman got from yanking the dragoness’s snatch as wide as it could with her fingers. “Yeah, you’re fucking tight here too. Well, compared to Hades’ standard I suppose, you seem to have a decent acceptance of normal cock in this one.”
With the slit held open, the fingers delved deeper, only one hand’s worth, but they were shaped to a point, and holding something. A moan of despair rose from the sister’s gag, but it did nothing to stop the hand stretching out her pussy as it squirmed and squeezed around the rider’s hands.
“Quit struggling bitch, Hades needs to use your womb.” A fleshy impact suddenly had that hand against the girl’s cervix, poking and prodding, making her shiver in terrible strangeness until the thin object in the hand was pushed to that tight inner hole. “There we go, cervix, front and center. Just gotta shove this in there…” It popped in with effort, Lena screaming what little she could against her throat-deep gag as her most precious opening was violated. The item slid deeper, a pipe as she could now feel, until it was securely inside her uterus.
While the black and gold dragoness came to terms with the horrid state of her asshole, and the penetration of her cervix, the rider got busy. Unknown to Lena, the other end of the pipe in her womb lead to something like a cup, but made like a condom, snug rubber made to fit around the tip of a penis, while the hose in the middle carried any fluids sent out of said penis, carrying it to the pipe’s end, now inside her most sacred depths.
The woman finagled the thing around the now limp horsecock swinging under the stallion, some mild annoyance coming through her tone with an edge of bemusement. “Quit moving Hades, do you wanna piss in this slut’s womb or not? I know you’d rather go in her ass again, but that might actually fucking pop the bitch.”
A rubbery snap, an “Ah-ha!”, and the dreadful wait for her fate commenced. Stroking the stallion’s flank tenderly, the rider had a clear shot to the clear tube running from cock to slit, vanishing to dark onyx depths that she knew lead to girl’s treasured cavity. Once she rubbed that spot she trained into Hades for so long, there was a long whinny and then a gushing noise, the tube instantly a solid yellow as the high-volume horse piss dumped through the cock.
Lena squealed with anguish as a jet of molten warmth hit deep inside her, deeper than she had ever felt anything in her pussy. It quickly turned to full on revulsed disgust as it pooled within her, trapped by her own defensive muscles keeping her uterus off limits. It didn’t take long for the stinging hot fluid to fill her, horses usually spewing a huge bladder in a short thirty seconds or so, but her womb was brimming just after five.
Thus, it began to stretch, accommodating the acrid feral waste being sent into it by an unthinking beast, guided to these acts by a twisted owner. The space within her cunt dwindled as the piss ballooned out her inner cavity, a new bump rising on her cum-bloated belly. She shook in her restraints, a new fire literally within her, but her energy and will had been broken with the absolutely brutal mounting she had gotten from the violent beast.
A hand was suddenly on Lena’s newly protruding belly, the rider once more feeling the impacts of her animal directly through the dragon’s scales. That dainty hand held the paunching part of her expanding womb, feeling it fill like a piss-balloon inside the girl.
“Yeah, you’re filling her good alright, her womb’s puffing out nicely, keep the piss coming.” Another hand rested on the weakly struggling girl’s soft asscheek, groping and rubbing as the rider felt the relieving bladder be transferred to the poor sister’s baby-maker. “Yeah, feel that shit flow into you. I can feel the stream through your belly, even all the sloshing. I love how uncomfortable you look, it’s gotta start hurting now, you’re really taking a lot in there. It stings like hell right? It’s at least gotta feel like your cunt is burning up, while being overfilled. Cuz’ it is.”
The hand holding the stretching insides kept moving as it distended, the flow being prolonged due to the limiting factor of pipe-width, but just as remorseless in it’s filling of the dragon. Lena had a new wellspring of tears flowing as the internal feeling of stretching surmounted, growing worse as the sensations of being bloated with piss in a place never meant to be felt careened her mind into despair. Surely her cervix would break open to alleviate the pressure, right? Surely the horse was almost finished, right?
“Damn Hades, how much you holding in there, the cunt’s still growin’ down here. I mean, that’s good, I want as much of your piss in her womb as possible, but you’re really impressing me here, bud.” It seems she had spoken the magic words, the torrent of golden fluid through the pipe between the being’s sexual organs slowed, then ceased, all whisking away into the stuffed uterus of the dragon.
A final horrid groan of nauseating discomfort from the molten waste settling in her bloated womb came from the dragon, now completely limp in her restraints as the strain weighed on her mind and body. A few gentle pats on her ass came before all touch from the rider woman vanished, the sound of pants returning the only thing besides the background huffs of Hades.
“You know cunt, you make a pretty good rapetoy for Hades here, shame that someone’s coming back for you, otherwise I’d make you his dedicated breeder and toilet at the ranch. It’d be a real load off my shoulders to not have him so rowdy all the time, but I’m not a monster. I just hope your brother takes you back here. In fact…”
More noises from the saddlebags came, until the rider approached once more. The clack of a marker uncapping came, and soon Lena found a cold point moving around her back, writing in nice long strokes over her scales. “Great fuck! Loved every minute of ruining her asshole, and her womb makes a great toilet! Please bring her back here next week, we’d love to use her again!!!” Spoke aloud the rider as she wrote, labeling her use and satisfaction on the dragon’s body directly.
Stepping back and dropping hands to her hips, she appraised her handiwork. A thoroughly broken girl, with anus red and gaping, belly hanging low with cum while her womb protruded with a vast amount of dirty horse piss. A smile was all she had to give, “Perfect.” The minute sounds of packing up followed, capped off with the harsh yanking of the tube from Lena’s cervix, quick and without leaks. She heard the woman saddle up, Hades trotted around as he adjusted to the rider. 
“Hey honey, I’m told that his piss is really hard to get out of your ovaries, and it’s in there for sure with how stuffed you are, I don’t think it’s possible for your tubes to not be just as packed. So go ahead and get antibiotics for down there, as it’s gonna be nasty for a bit, and the stuff ain’t draining anytime soon. Also, you’re welcome. A womb full’a urine should cancel out the sperm of anyone else that happens across you, and I made sure to leave that hole in good shape for them. Have fun now, I hope to see you again you worthless cunt!”
-
When Lex returned, a whole five hours later, the sibling locked in the frame was a mess. Cum and piss were all over her, dirt and other grime, the people using her having nearly no restraints. It showed, and his eyes first went to the mess that was her asshole, clearly the result of an unkind feral usage, something he did hope would happen. In fact, the result of this outing had been a major success, his sister seemed to have been fucked six ways from Sunday.
She made no noise as he released her from the frame, lifting her and dropping her back on all fours. Her head was low, eyes glossy as her ass clenched, but came nowhere close to closing. Her scales had evidence of beatings, bruises, cuts, but nothing serious. Even her upturned golden soles had been scratched, lines of red interrupting the otherwise smooth surface. 
He made sure to watch her breasts as they swung about, the cables still running power through them even now, the black nipples gripped by the metal looking like they were softly steaming, and the flesh around them was a more golden brown that the rest of her underbelly. He killed the power finally, and the girl suddenly completely went limp, the electric current her only power it seemed. She was breathing, her heartbeat was elevated but good, a quick little check did confirm she was in no medical danger.
He’d take her to the Vet tomorrow to get her intestines checked out, as her belly was quite heavy with cum, and what felt like some solid objects, one being her womb he realized. A shrug, he didn’t care what they put in her, that’s what she was there for. But she was awfully dirty, and he didn’t want to clean up after her.
The tall brother left the unresponsive sister there, lying with her limbs strapped together in the dirt, leaking every kind of fluid from her holes. It was another hour of broken nothingness when a nice pickup truck backed down the trail. A door slammed, bare scaled feet with sandy soles like Lena’s approached, Lex returning. She was hoisted to the truck bed, chucked onto the vehicle as the door shut once more, and it drove off.
When he arrived at their little home on the outskirts of town, he dragged the quietly sobbing sister to the grass lawn as the sun set, unrolling the garden hose to spray her down. She shivered and yelped with the chill water pressure hitting her, and even more on the few times the jet flew up her open holes or hit her face. By the end, she was rid of the surface grime, and she was dragged by her brother once more, him never undoing the bitchsuit bindings.
She would find herself in the garage, huddled in her restraint harness and cuffs that were put on for ‘a quick walk’ nine hours ago. Nothing but cold concrete comforted her as the lights flicked off, and she was left alone with only a promise to see the Vet tomorrow.

