A realism based dragon/deer adventure.
Note:

The mention of stomach content is only a small section that is easily skippable.
The scat is an optional end extension. You do not have to read it.

If you think this story is too long and you’re just looking for the action, then you can jump to the hunting scene. Search for: ***Dragon Hunt***
The front half contains stronger story elements, fun teasing and char set up.
There will be more stories in the same universe, likely more vore themed.

The next in the upload will be a lot more vore focused, that I’m probably better at writing. Probably graphic digestion or hardvore I haven’t decided yet.
Eh whatever story...

Enjoy.
~~~

Char List 

Mu-dill: Female, deer taur. (Pred role)

Chomps: Male, feral leopard.

Scahsa: Female, anthro lioness.

Dragoon: Male, feral dragon. (Prey role)

A Dragoon Story - 01
A dim lit morning haze lingers throughout an ancient oak forest. Golden rays pierce the leaves blinding a deer taur, as she makes her way to a more travelled path from her temporary shelter. Normally she would stick to less travelled paths. But as there had been a heavy rain storm in the night, she wanted to be sure the storm had not blocked the main trading rout to her camp where she sold pelts and preserved meat.

Indeed make no mistake this herbivore was a highly skilled hunter, both feared and respected by the carnivores that knew of her in the area. Most notable were two lion prides here, they had a respect for each other. She was a good provider of food in harsh times, in return they would ward off outsiders that may think about hunting her. She was more valuable to them alive it seemed, not that she needed there help to stay alive.

She silently makes her way in the direction of her main camp. There were certainly a few broken branches but nothing crazy it seemed. Soon enough her camp starts to come into sight, a small clearing with some out of place birch trees around the perimeter to mark it.
“Careful, it’s slippery under paw. Or hoof? Foot?”

Her spear shoots up into a ready position, skywards to the branches.

“Oh you, you pest, what are you doing this far out? I thought you were hiding from the lions in my camp.”

A large male leopard she had named Chomps, slips out from the tree branches onto the moist ground below right in front of her. “You think lions would venture out when its wet? They hate it.” He titters.
“Amusing I’m sure.”
“Aww 3 days out hunting, didn’t you miss me?”

“Hardly, and did not find any big game. Perhaps ill sell your pelt instead, you still owe me big.”

“You wouldn’t, you couldn’t..” He says rubbing alongside her like an oversized house cat, turning to rub back up the other side and licking at her arm while she just stands there seemingly not fazed by the large carnivore. “You like me around, you like the fact, at any time.. I could put my long teeth deep into your thick, furred, juicy, neck, making you choke and gurgle as I suck the blood from your delicious warm cervine body.”

She sucks in a long breath as the leopards own, rolls up her body, rising slowly as he elevates himself to her face level and warms that thick neck fur for her. She remains still shutting her eyes a moment the leopard’s paws holding onto her hips. She could not lie she loved the thought of it, and how he could simply just eat her if she let her guard down. His very actions sent, a shiver all the way through her, pausing her breath.

“W-well I do like it when you talk dirty.” She smiles hugging his head closer to her neck teasingly. “But what makes you think I couldn’t get out of a neck bite horny cat?”

“Well nothings got free from me once I got them there. What makes you think I’m horny?”

“Well walking around me semi-erect gives it away a bit. Is that the thought of eating me or mounting me?” She releases his head and looks upwards exposing her neck to him teasing even more. “Try it, I dare you. You know I love the thought of it. Just a little squeeze and I’ll show you how I can get free.”
Chomps looks at her neck, with considerable hesitation. For sure he knew she fantasised about being eaten, but this seemed a sudden step up. Though he knew, she knew, he wouldn’t intentionally harm her, and so far she hadn’t harmed him. He was using her to hide from the anthro lion prides after all. As he had made himself rather ‘unwelcome’ and, on their ‘wanted list’ after finding out a bit too much info about them for their liking. He gives a careful testing lick, she didn’t even move, that’s what frightened him about her. She had no fear and gave little feedback until the moment she needed to act. But he guessed she wouldn’t let it drop if he chickened out, so he slowly parts his jaws and licks her thick neck into his mouth. Saliva builds up keenly. Her scent and taste was overwhelming his taste buds already and he fights his instincts to remain in control. He laps at her in his jaws, a perfect fit and she lets her head fall limp as he squeezes slowly. She soon finds her breathing reduced and then suddenly cut short completely. Her hind legs dance around a little as her blood flow is reduced and he twists her neck to one side. How could she get free from this was beyond the leopards feral mind.
She endured the moment just a little while longer, clearly aroused by the fearful yet, be it somewhat controlled situation. She could feel herself getting uncomfortable moist under her tail as well as a little dizzy. Though she could not tell if it were her enjoyment, or if her body had loosened up her bladder already. She did not care ether way, she even lets her body hang limp in his jaws. But the moment would end soon as she fulfilled her end of the deal, to show him how she would free herself. She opens her sealed eyes readying herself, still limp in his jaws before she reaches for him. He had started to wonder if he should let go by this point so would be very much surprised by her sudden movement. With lightning speed she would simply grab his back fur, pulling him off balance. In his stumble she would then reach for a hind leg, stretching up the inside and landing her hand firmly, bluntly and sharply deep into his rectum. He lets out a wild hiss right away, wetting himself on the spot and flinging himself around to attack whatever was behind him. Needless to say he let.

She chuckles, choking a bit for air and continues down the path, rubbing her neck staggering. Chomps just stands there, on his toes, fur on end still processing what had happened.

“Wu.. That’s got to be cheating!” eventually comes out, before he trots along to catch up.

“What works, works. You cats don’t like to be touched there it seems.”

“Yeah thanks, I don’t want to know how you worked that out. I think you will treasure the moment more than I will. I can smell your arousal a mile away now you freak.”

“Hey, I bet you at least enjoyed my neck, my ‘venison’, in your jaws. Perhaps ill make it up to you when we get back to camp, I’m feeling experimental.”

He tilts his head “Experimental.. hmm. Well, what works, works. And I guess I should tell you this path no longer works.”

“Fallen tree? There was, hell of a storm last night.”

“Not exactly, the rain was gushing down the hill like crazy. Then the ground parted and gave birth to the fresh rocks within Earths womb.”

“Did.. what now?”

He sights, “The path went from the side of the hill, to the bottom of the hill. Now there’s no path, just a drop and bare rocks.”

She stops dead a moment, “Shit. Why didn’t you just say that?”

“I did. Well I mean, it’s not impassable terrain, but I don’t think anyone could get a cart down there now. I don’t know ferals don’t use carts.”

“Uhh, well, in that case I guess I’ll have to see if it’s bridgeable once I get there. But you, run along to camp. Try and find me some logs I can use for a fire, like the ones I showed you before. That’ll be one less thing for me to do before I start trying to fix it.”

“Oh fine, but after I tend to my bleeding arss.” He snorts and shoots into the under growth leaving her with a smile on her face.

~~~
Soon enough she arrives at the missing section of path, as Chomps had explained. The soil had slipped off down the hill leaving fresh clean limestone rubble in in place. Thankfully the slope did not appear to steep, but the downside is, it would be a lot of work to fix up alone. She grumbles securing her sable bags of pelts before making her way down to the fresh wet rocks below her. She could see the other side had left a 6 foot ledge she would need to jump up. Being a somewhat large doe this shouldn’t pose too much of a problem for her. She continues slowly along the loose rocks, everything here seemed to be trickling water. A land slip disaster waiting to happen it seems.  Each step it would feel as if the loose rocks were getting deeper, and soon enough her feet would be sinking in each step. Then suddenly it felt much like sand, her deer toes sinking in rather deeply, almost as if pulled in. Her instinct is to jump back, but she found herself going nowhere. Instead of up, her feet just deepened and then, she was dropping!

Crumbling crashing surround her ears and she falls blindly into a dark cave beneath. Thankfully the fall is not that great, even more surprising she lands on something firm yet springy taking the hit out of her fall. Her first thoughts are how that didn’t hurt like it should have.
The clattering of rubble slowly clears to leave behind streams of water, trickling in slowly from the new opening above. She takes a moment a little dazed, to note around her were lit oil lamps but hardly enough to light the cave for her to see well. She picks herself up, feeling her hind leg trapped between rocks. She looks back into the void, trying to adjust her eyes to the gloom, what did she land on? Leather? It smelled odd and was cold, oily and a little squishy? She was puzzled. But that would not stop her from wiggling her leg free. Ouch! There was something sharp in that crevice. She slips off and reaches for one of the oil lamps bringing it closer to what she had landed on. ‘Some kind of texture, where have I seen that..’ she thinks to herself, moving towards where her leg had been trapped. As she dose the cave is illuminated much brighter revealing it to her. A large dragon lay sleeping right next to her! She hadn’t cut her leg on rocks, that was teeth right there with her blood on! And the dragon was not the only thing in this cave!
“No-no-no! You didn’t!!”
Mu-dill’s heart skips a second beat, almost dropping the little lamp she had picked up. The panicked voice of an anthro lioness comes rushing towards the dragon with a far brighter lamp indeed. Mu-dill steps aside quickly as the lioness grabs the head of the beast.
“No-no! Come on! Seriously!”

The lioness continues, unbinding decorative cloths from the dragons muzzle to remove a large gem from between its jaws inspecting it in the light. Its translucent yellow-green seemed to have a smoke like purple intrusion moving towards the centre. The lioness’s eyes go wide and she runs her blade across her own paw smothering the gem in her blood. This makes the entire thing quickly turn to purple until the colour change reaches a small fragment of eggshell in the centre of the gem. At this point the purple colouring from the lioness’s blood is clearly pushed back and the blood is even repelled from the gem cleaning it nicely.
Mu-dill is not slow to notice that the dragon was indeed, ‘not dead’ that had been her optimistic hopes, and had even started breathing now. She looks a little uneasy at the entire situation, but at least she thought she knew this lioness.
“Sc.. is that Scahsa? Uh, anything I can.. help with?” She says politely, hoping the lioness knew at least a way out of here. Scahsa turns her head sharply to her with a look of concern, 
“Well.. the curse continues I see.  I guess now this fool is your problem. A herbivore, at least a respectable one.”

“...Thanks?”

Scahsa lets out a heavy sigh shoving the gem into Mu-dill’s hands before she begins cleaning the muck off the dragon.
“I don’t understand? What’s going on Scahsa?” Mu-dill looks around the cave, she was now seeing many wall hangings with the lions pride markings and everything looked oddly ornate and expensive for being in a dark wet cave.

“What’s happening? You just woke him up after 500 years, and took control with that gem. Our most valuable position, now in your control Mu-dill. Normally dragon handlers are given a life time of training from the day they are born. So I suspect you may struggle. It has been my job to care for him in secret since I could walk.”

The lioness picks up a soft brush and starts painting oil over his scales. “His waking up fast to.”

“Well I didn’t exactly plan on the floor giving way under me.. What do you mean in my control? What’s this curse?”

“No, I’m not blaming you. It’s probably my duty to help you now. Regardless of his opinion on lions I do things in his best interest. Lions have changed a lot in 500 years, you’d think his mother would drop the curse by now. She was the most powerful, magical dragon anyone’s ever known. That made her offspring extremely sort after by those wishing to control a dragon. And my ancestors saw that as a good way to profit. Unfortunately taming a dragon back then meant killing a lot of other dragons including his mother to get to the young. She didn’t take to kindly to that and even after death she was casting spells and curses on those that had defeated her. We are not even sure she’s dead. Dragon taming is simply not done anymore, so dragons bound to a gem are rather important. We have been force extending his hibernation waiting for people opinions on dragons to change to protect him. That time has passed, the challenge was finding a suitable handler. But fate seems to have chosen you.”

“Can’t you handle him you seem to know about it all, I just know.. .. they make fire? Eat gold?”

The lioness makes a painful expression, Mu-dill knew nothing.

“Hmm, I probably am the best qualified these days, so you make a valid point. But no, only on your death will your blood be cleared from the crystal and then a new bond can be made. And with this guy’s magical skillset no one is going to be killing you for a while.”
“I don’t know any magic, I use a spear. Do you know physics?”

“Funny. Magic is physics. It’s just physics that is not yet understood, child. Certain creatures such as dragons are just able to manipulate things in ways we don’t fully understand. For dragons that’s mostly shapeshifting to some extent.”

“I like shape shifting, and food, and gold, and food.”

The low rumble of the dragon’s voice, fills the cave as he staggers up groggy, rubble falling down around him. He glairs sharply at the lioness, “Why am I all sticky? This is not the cave I went to sleep in. Where’s the gold?”
She backs up respectfully but keeps a dominating tone, “Great... How did you get up so fast...” she grunts, “You were moved obviously. You picked a terrible spot to hibernate, the oil just keeps your scales in good condition and stops you from drying out.”

The dragon looks blankly at her, Mu-dill, and then to the hole in the roof that was pissing water over his face. “Rrright... yeah, I likes the other place better, I can’t lie.” He says dully. “Nice sky light though.” With not much of a pause, he looks back up at the morning light peeking through the hole and then launches himself towards it. Rocks tumble down as he rips it wider to fit his much larger form. Scahsa pulls Mu-dill behind a small ledge, just in time for rocks to come smashing down around them.

“Thanks.”

“Don’t mention it, I like to limit myself to one head injury per day. If you want to get out of here I’d suggest controlling the dragon. Just will him to help you out, but also be sure to will it to be careful about it.”
“Just like that? That simple? What’s the lifetime of training for?”

“You’d be surprised how much a dragon can twist your words and convince you to want something not in your best interest.”

“Hmm, fair point. I don’t know this leopard...”

As the rocks stop crashing they stand up once more, the dragon looks head down into the hole at them while the lioness gathers up her supplies.

“Get closer then.” The dragon grumbles, “I can’t reach all the way down there.”

“Oh, you read my mind?” she says standing under the hole before leaping upwards as much as she could.

“Only your desires, trust me you get the better deal.” He say lurching down to snatch her from the air.

His large mouth snaps around her body, teeth clamping onto her leather saddlebags while her head peeks right into his wide throat. He pauses a moment, drool instantly forms around her soaking her fur as he closes his lips and presses his thick dragon tongue firmly over her rounded belly, pulling her in even a little deeper yet. She shivers as he tastes her, her head slipping in deeper in and bending to the shape of his damp, lightless throat. She knew the dragon knew what she liked now, but she did not want the lioness knowing. The dragon lifts her free, placing her rear on the ground leaning forwards to make the upper portion of her taurin body slide into the confines of his dark throat. Her arms press to her side and a shiver runs through her, was she controlling this at all? Slowly he lets her slip from his jaws, free once more to fall on the ground in front of him. He gives a careful lick cleaning her off.

“Best thing I’ve tasted in 500 years.” He whispers.

Scahsa looks up at the hole, she would not be having any of that herself - not that she saw. Though she did prefer this exit over hours of traversing the pitch black cave, which had become flooded in places due to the storm. A grappling hook pops out of the hole and Mu-dill is fast to attach it to a tree for her. Anthro lion paws had far better rope climbing abilities than a deer taur’s hands and feet.
The dragon Dragoon, watches waiting for her to poke her head up. Pulling his head back a little, his lips parting, he waits. Then just as the lioness appears he unleashed a torrent of flames over her and back down into the hole! Well, that was his plan. Instead the lioness holds up a paw the moment he unleashes. Mu-dill watches as two jets of fluid simply squirt out of Dragoon’s mouth onto the paw and drip down to the floor meaninglessly.
“Don’t you dare Dragoon! We have more than enough way to put a stop to you these days, much as I’d hate to.”

“No Flames. No fun. No gold. Bet the lions stole it.”

“You went to sleep in the most exposed cave posable, it’s hard to argue it’s even a cave and you’re complaining that the lions stole your gold? Think about this, it was a matter of time. Anyway, my notes say you had 1 coin and a gold plate that wasn’t even solid.” She opens her backpack and pulls out a large leather wrapped, disc shape that she presents to him pointing. “This has more gold in than all that combined.”

“Some skin stuff?”

“It’s a mixture of clay minerals, oils, rare herbs and 15%!! Gold powder, designed to give everything you need after waking up from an extended hibernation.. But if you don’t want the gold content I’ll take it back.”
She opens her backpack and starts to put it away. She knew how to work dragons for sure. He snatches it firmly from her quickly crushing it to dust before its gone deep with in him.

“You make me eat my gold with mud.”

“They did say you were an awkward one. I guess that concludes my work here for now, but I’ll be back. Dragoon. I know you have an opinion already, but it’s been an honour and I hope you can see how my pride has changed over the centuries.”

She dips her head to him, in respect and then to Mu-dill. “Mu-dill.”

Mu-dill watches as the lioness takes a fast pace down the path towards her territory. She lets out a sigh looking up at the large dragon.
“Dragoon?”

“What I didn’t pick the name.. Ok I did. It’s like dragon.. Only more cool.”

“Right... Well, I guess I take you back to my camp and we can try to work out what we are going to do with each other. I don’t know how this gem thing works, I get the feeling it not optional.”

“We are stuck until one of us dies, but we can’t kill each other, not even willingly – I’ve tried before. Gem has some kind of safety magic in there, but I don’t know why. My mother tampered with it when they bound it to the eggshell. But at least you do not seem like the others. Maybe you let me have fun and burn the lions in to crispy snacks!”

“Uhh.. let’s say I’ll think about that one. They are my best customers. Come, I’ll show you where I live. Though I don’t think my leopard friend will hang with us today.”

***

They enter the camp together, a deer taur and a large dragon ducking branches. Poor Chomps nowhere to be seen, he had fled a safe distance the moment he saw the dragon approaching, although Mu-dill could probably guess where he would hide. At least he had gotten a nice wood pile for her before his swift exit.

“You know most creatures on meeting a big dragon, more often wonder how to get rid of said dragon. You appear to have rather the opposite thoughts on how said dragon might eat you, in an erotic manor. But this is ok, I understand. Dragoon has been hunted for his scales before, can be enjoyable.”

“Enjoyable? And for a moment I thought you were trying to say I was odd.”

“Perhaps. But the moments Dragoon has between death and reforming very relaxing. Dragoon has probably too many of these moments, not good with fighting, embarrassingly so. Result of anthro lion interference. Dragons of my kind like to play with other creatures to learn them. Or in my case I guess, falling prey to one.” He sighs. “It can teach you lot about them and yourself ether way. But good to be someone’s prey. Lucky Dragoon knows strong protection magic.”

“I guess being able to use magic has its benefits. Though I find it hard to believe you can just cheat death.”

“Death takes time to apply itself, if you or someone else can create another body before it finds you then what’s the problem?”

“Hmmm, I guess. Disposing of a dragon though, an interesting thought. The biggest thing I’ve ever taken on was a huge gryphon, and sure, he put ligers to shame. But was still no dragon. Where would I start? Your hides are supposed to be impenetrable. I like a hard hunt, but I’m not suicide.” She takes a deep breath, he probably knew what she was saying before she even said it. “The thought of being eaten by a big dragon, dose appeal to me. I can’t lie. I guess I can’t hide that from you at all, but I still value my life. I have observed some good hunts, dare I say it, did not help those I could have gotten free before. But we deer, in any form, are inevitably prey for something eventually.”

“But I can’t kill you, and you can’t kill me. I can even protect you from death from others, or others from you.”

“Yeah, perhaps..”

“But you don’t trust me enough to pursue your creepy fantasies yet. The silly lioness thinks I’m gona manipulate you. I only do that if you become to annoying. Mother said I have to trust each new handler, until they prove themselves bad. Better to get along since I’m likely gona be stuck with someone anyway.”

“I guess that’s sound logic.”

“That’s better, now I feel you are more trusting. And now you’re thinking about the inside of my mouth again.” He smiles with a little wing flap trying not to laugh. 
“This mind reading is.. uh, never mind.  What happens if you try not to do what I ask?”

“Oh, the magic gives us intense anxiety about not doing it if we try to resist. It’s simply imposable to not do as you wish. But there are limitations, you can’t ask me to do something physically imposable. If I don’t think something is posable, somehow that cancels out the anxiety.”

“Ooft.. That sounds pretty harsh. In that case, I’m gona ask you. What do you want to do?”

He looks at her genuinely surprised, before starting to ponder a moment.

“Do you have..”

“I don’t have any gold..”

“Hmm..” He thinks a bit harder. “Dragoon learns by exploring and also from your exploring. Do not think you know much about dragons. Time for you to learns? Dragoon hungry, Dragoon hunts you, then brings you back from dead. It is on your mind. You learn from this. Then we find gold for Dragoon?”
A moment of silence passes as she thinks things over in her head. Did she trust that he could or would bring her back? She didn’t see why he wouldn’t, but what if he couldn’t?

“I’m not sure that’s a good test of loyalty. And.. well..”

Dragoons face drops, he could read her mind.

“Oh no, please..”

“Oh yes, Dragoon. I’m thinking if I hunt you, then I’ll know for sure if you can cheat death.”

“But..”

“And it makes sure you know who is in charge here. I mean sorry but as much as I trust you and this strange gem, I’ve not heard a great many stories where dragons happily do as they are told. This is probably exactly why the lions forcefully extended your hibernation for 500 years. Dragons these days all seem to be in hiding, it can’t be without reason.”

Dragoon takes a deep breath and lets it out long and slow. It was not something he would have a choice over. He lunges forwards snapping his jaws shut in front of her face with a short bark-roar, trying to frighten her a bit, but she was unmoved. 
“Fine. But don’t expect me to play easy.” He grumbles walking off.

“Dragoon come back.” She demands firmly and he simply has to comply. “Maybe I need tips.”

“Hmmm. Fair point, you look weak.  Well, there are two ways I think, I mean dragons struggle to take down same sized dragons. But I’m not so old yet, they break my neck. So maybe your manage it.” He snorts in distaste.
“I’m not as weak as you think. But I’m not going to be fighting like a dragon am I. There is a bit of a size difference you know.”

“I’m getting to it. Hard hitting blunt impacts, like a cannon can work? Saw that happen once, shattered his chest bones and he dropped from the sky. Our bones are hollow and weak like the burd. Or large hooked spears in the wing while flying will ground a dragon very fast as they rip. We have huge wings and need them, so any damage means we can’t fly. We even get grounded if we eat too much, the balance is rather close. If the fall doesn’t take us out then you need to engage on foot.”

“Dragoon, do you think I have a cannon? Look at my camp. I skin things and preserve meat to sell to the carnivores over the harder months, since they don’t have the brains to do that themselves.”

“Ok, ok. Well. I’m more or less impenetrable from the front and getting an arrow to hit from behind in the right spot, to go under the scales deep enough without me seeing it coming. It’s not an easy fight you understand. Often someone will shoot for the dragons eyes, nose, the only easy to penetrate places. That can stuns us or blinds us. It’s a bit twisted, we have really sensitive skin to feel anything though our thick scales. So if you ‘can’ hit that skin, it gives us a sensory overload and ‘stuns’ a moment. It’s actually addictive for us to. You can run up and spear a stunned dragon, that will often stun again if the timing is right. It’s a skill and courage game” He turns his head and licks a spot under his wing, lifting a scale with his thick yet dexterous pointed tongue. “Right there that scale will actually align your spear with my heart when I involuntary twitch from the impact. All you have to do is drive it in fast if you stun me. Every dragon knows where that spot is on themselves. Well, my breed anyway. Then you just bleed us out. Hours easy for a dragon my size to be unmoving. But you may have to repeat the process if the dragon casts a protection spell. A larger severed head can last a day without magic. Mother took months to finally go down.”
“Hours! Months?!”

“Well, we are built to run on nothing. 500 years and I didn’t even need to wake for a drink - should say something. Though, I guess once I’m down, it’s inevitable. You could just demand I stay down anyway and id have to comply however unwilling.”

“I guess that works. You think I’ll manage it?”

“No. I’ll probably step on you by accident. You think I’d let anyone have me that easy?”

She lets out a distasteful huff at his lack of encouragement, gripping her bow tightly making the leather handle pop a little – but this had been his plan.
“Then ill bloody prove you wrong. But no starting fires, no shapeshifting silliness and stay within a distance I can actually reach you. If you just fly off then it’s no game and not a hunt. Other than that anything goes, including killing me. I don’t want a limp hunt, deal?”

“You frighten me, I guess that’s as fair as it can be!” He says with alarm. He then head bumps her side, putting her on the ground before flying into the trees. “I here there’s a dragon heading to the stream for a drink.” He giggles as he exits. She had intended to be the winner to test him, but he had just manipulated it into an even match where he could in fact kill her to. Small deer taur, how hard could that be, even without his fire or shapeshifting skills, he ponders. Though to his surprise before he had finished thinking, an arrow zips right past him and then a second bounces off his wing! This deer taur was not hanging about! Much faster than Dragoon had anticipated! A few flaps out of sight, he would alter his size. This was not strictly shape shifting. A little smaller than his true size, would be a better fit for this forested area. He would ‘expand’ again, if she actually took him down however.
***Dragon Hunt***

Mu-dill picks herself up.

“Oh I do like that he plays dirty.” She comments to herself as she gets up dusting herself down. 
She drops her saddlebag, planting it in a safe spot in her camp pondering. She was in no rush, let the dragon drink and then track him. He wasn’t going to be gone after all, and besides she would want a drink after 500 years of probably not drinking to.
She selects her arrows carefully for penetration and a good number of them. Poison tips would probably be worthless here, he was so huge it would have little effect and it was likely they were going to bounce off a lot anyway. Stepping on one would be bad. And then her spear, she had a few. The strongest shaft, thicker than her normal preference, but with a razor sharp flint tip. If this thing wouldn’t get under the dragons thick scales nothing would. Lastly her trusty hunting knife.

And then she was off. Slowly, cautiously, for all she knew the dragon was just baiting her and was still at her camp waiting to pounce. But no, he had indeed flown towards the sound of running water for a good long drink as well as a bite on any poor creature he could find on the way.

There was a likely spot, a clearing next to the river that Mu-dill would go to first. She assumes he would look for a spot with less trees and she had guessed correct. Bow ready she creeps slowly closer in the undergrowth, soon enough she sees him messing about splashing his foot in the water, trying to catch a small fish. 
She inches closer looking him over, taking in his form. Massive wings tucked loosely to his sides. Muscular meaty legs, powerful yet still on the slim side, as he still needed to achieve flight. She assumes dragons were ambush predators, waiting for the moment then hitting hard and fast. Size for size probably not to strong vs some other creature, but heavily armoured. She would not be too far wrong ether, then very reason for their fire breath was to burn a gryphons feathers mid-flight after swooping down on them. She keeps watching, admiring, heart pumping in anticipation. He seemed so happy and relaxed it almost felt bad to start the hunt, but that was going to be his problem not hers. She sniffs the air, dragon scent was very odd, yet enticing, she even felt somewhat drawn to it, attracted to it and it made her moist. Her eyes soon rolling up his thick, lengthy tail to its source. A neat looking vertical cloaca that ran along with his tail, nested neatly between his hind legs. Oh she wanted that too, she thought. Stretching to rub her own rear, wondering how large a dragon might be to keep it all hidden inside. It seemed like a crime to hide all that gender within. Then instantly regrets, as she notes the dragon reacted to her thoughts. She had alerted him with a lack of control over her erotic desires! But she was still close enough to take a shot, so shoot she dose. Her arrow zips across the air from behind him, she was aiming for that sweet spot where the spear was to be placed. She watches it hit under the scale, but Dragoon doesn’t even seem to move. He lifts his wing a moment later and the arrow just drops to the floor. He just turns his head back to her and licks over his snout. The hunt had begun.

He launches into the tree tops, being sure to stay within reasonable range. Mu-dill would take a stealthier approach however and slips silently back into the bush, moving around towards the stream. She inspects it carefully for other dangers, before running across the opening to snatch up the arrow. Safe in the thicker trees she looks it over. The sides seemed scraped and the shaft fractured and split, ‘How tell me?’ she demands with her mind. ‘It was a good hit!’ To her surprise she hears his voice in her head in response.

“Well, I knew it was coming. One point to Dragoon, har har. I couldn’t help my instincts to brace for the impact, locking my scales together. I thought the fact you alerted me with your ‘interesting desires’, was a little unfair, but I couldn’t stop it. A good aim. I guess you went for penetration, wise.”
She remains silent, looking around in the thick of the trees. But the cover on this side of the clearing was perhaps a little too good and she could not see out. ‘Well then’ she thought moving around slowly to the tree line once more. She thinks she sees him a moment and chances running across the clearing once again. But that had been what he was waiting for. She had underestimated his speed having never seen dragons in flight before and he begins his swoop down to attack her.

She sees this right away and holds her ground gritting her teeth. Dragoon in turn however, would have also underestimated her abilities, believing she was frozen in fear. He comes crashing down towards her aiming to smash her to the floor with his front feet. He could fix her broken limbs with his magic and they could continue their ‘game’ if needed – or he could just end here there and then. It was more about showing he was on top. And it would have worked perfectly on anyone else.

But true to her last second nature, in that very moment. She digs her spear into the ground using it to fling her taurin form under his larger feral body as he crashes down. Pulling the spear with her, so that his full weight comes hammering on to the pointy tip.

She leaps out behind him, turning, jumping and firing off another volley of arrows, while fleeing to the tree line. Although they simply just ping off someplace random.
Dragoon meanwhile finds the spear ram right under his chin! The shaft shatters into thousands of dusty splinter under his front legs, as the tip vanishes somewhere under his scales to stay. He tries to roar out, but the impact pressure clamps his throat firmly before anything could exit - cutting any sounds short in an instant. He was both shocked and stunned at this manoeuvre, so early into the fight. Bright red blood runs from under his scales, down his chest. It looked like a lot to any onlooker, but wasn’t exactly a big deal for a dragon of his size. Either way, he had never seen a dragon bleed from there after just a single spear. She had shown frightening skill and courage, but was now without a spear. Perhaps he had been to bold. He gets up turning around aggressively, he needed to prove himself somehow after that hit. She had come out again seeing he had not moved right away, but she was to slow to follow up now.
Dragoon glairs at her lifting a paw to lick the blood from it. It had been a while since he had tasted that, that was for sure. They look at each other motionless for a good 10 seconds.
“Run at me again, I deer-dear you.”

Mu-dill taunts then unleashes as many arrows towards his face as she could while hopping towards the treeline once more.
Dragoon keeps his head down, multiple eyelids closed to avoid them. She only had the one spear right? He would keep an eye out for anything else like that. But he takes the bait and charges once again towards her. A few flaps gives him an unfair speed advantage and in no time he is on her! Going for a bite and a grab.

Mu-dill inches from the treeline, can but kick out at his face with her hind legs. As she feels his hot breath washing around her meaty rump, she lands a solid kick on the inside of his mouth. Just enough to stall him, that her legs can leave his jaw as they snap shut. She leaps between the V of a split tree trunk, as he continues to snap at her.
He can taste her very scent in his mouth, but she was such a slippery fish to get a hold of. He lunges forwards again, letting out a hiss. Teeth finally grip into her fur mid leap through the tree, giving him the taste of her deer blood he had been craving. Her own motions worsen the effect as she falls down, her side would rip before her pelt slips from his sharp teeth. He abruptly stops behind her however. His mouth gapes in shock, as he falls hard, forward with a tremendous crash in the undergrowth at her heels as she picks herself up.

“Ow! Ow! OW!! You sneaky little..”

He backs up out of the trees, hopping about on three legs. A rusted bear trap firmly clamped firmly to the fourth.
She can’t help but giggle a little, not only was it amusing that he had stepped in that thing, it also took away from the sting in her side. She takes a glance only, it was no small wound, but shouldn’t kill her if it remained clean. But this was no time to think about it, she needed to get behind Dragoon while he was, hopefully immobilised? She squirms thought the tight trees around behind him, just in time for him to fly up into the canopy again, trap still attached. Unfortunately his first fall had been enough to snap the rusted chain tether.

She curses a little, she was out of spears and lucky bear traps now.

The hunt falls silent again for a good five minutes as she searches the trees for him. A sudden crack sound and another “Ow!” along with some cursing in the dragon language, signifies the final removal of the rusted trap. Dragoon did not like that thing one bit. At least it could not penetrate his scales.

Mu-dill follows the direction of sound. Ears picking up on the slightest rustle in a bush near her and she lets loose an arrow ahead of target, running around it. The solid thunk as it hits a tree and the sound of what’s in the bush ducking for cover, makes another arrow almost loose right away. But she hesitates, a familiar scent blows her way.

She almost curses, but she makes no sound. Lowering her bow pushing the bush aside to reveal a petrified Chomp. He had ran this way to avoid the dragon only to find himself trapped in the middle of their battle. He lays low trying to hide as she shakes an arrow at him. 
She takes a breath to control herself, yet the scent of dragon invades and floods her lungs. But where was the beast?

She backs up to the tree trunk looking around it, finally spotting her target right above her. But she pretends not to. No, she would see what he did first. There’s a long pause until eventually she works out his plan, watching him carefully positioning himself above her.
Dragoon had plans, plans indeed, plans to be naughty on this hut. It felt called for, after that dirty trap she had made him run into. Seeing her he takes the time to align himself correctly, trying to relax a moment as he lifts his tail up. His moist cloaca parts slightly. The view of a crack of wet pinkish flesh within, presents itself to anyone looking as he gets ready to deliver his payload over the unsuspecting deer taur beneath.

Mu-dill meanwhile slowly draws another arrow. By chance this one had a head on it, must have slipped into the pack. Perfect for this shot though, as it would get stuck and then hurt more. Reaching behind her she wipes the shaft under her tail, giving it a coating of her scent for him. “This one comes with love.” She says softly yet firmly letting him know she had spotted him, before leaning backwards and shooting directly upwards.

Dragoon here’s her words only moments too late to realise he had been rumbled. The arrow lands solidly, easily penetrating his softer flesh with its wide head. It sinks deep, deep into his sensitive, parted cloaca and out of sight as he clenches firmly shut. An ear shattering roar explodes across the canopy sending birds to the sky in all directions, as the surprise hit drives him utterly wild. His footing gone completely, he falls. Branches start raining down from the tree as his large form demolishes them, forcing both Mu-dill and Chomps to vacate the area. Panicked, frantic, uncontrolled, flapping launches Dragoon from the trees, leaving a trail of destruction as he ploughs through everything blindly. He bursts out and then across the clearing, where he is stopped dead on the other side, smacking his head hard, right into the thick trunk of an ancient oak. He seems to bounce back a bit with a dull crack sound, falling dazed, motionless to the ground in the sunshine.
Mu-dill dose not hang around this time. She is on him – now or never! Dropping her bow she braves his swaying head to force her long hunting blade under his scales and deep into his neck skin, just as he starts to come back to reality. The first hit draws more blood making him roar out again as he realises where she is. He lifts his head taking the blade out of her reach, but it soon drops down once more as he becomes a little dizzied. She pulls out the blade and thrusts in again, holding onto his neck this time as he lifts in response. A third hit, a fourth, blood now happily starts to squirt out over his front legs and chest. His next roar comes with a gurgle and he rolls to one side to try and avoid this violent little deer, ending up on his back submissively struggling and choking on blood.
“Aggb! Give up! Yu win! Just get it aahT! It sting! My cloaca!!!!” he just about gets out.
Mu-dill pauses covered in dragon blood. Looking at him neck bleeding out, as his powerful hind legs squirm and kick in air. She climbs on top on his chest as he flaps weakly and looks him over as he looks up at her.
“Are you trying to talk, or put words in my head with your magic, I can’t tell?”

“Nuuug! Mind words, it’s not my magic. I can’t speak I’m bleeding into my lungs faster than I can clear it.”

“You’re squirming like crazy. I mean, hold still a bit, it can’t be that bad.”

She complains walking carefully between his dangerous hind legs, that seemed to struggle to not kick about. She looks down at his cloaca, blood starting to leak out from the neat crack. “You probably shouldn’t have tried to drop one on me you know.”
“You shot my cloaca!” He whines

“Well ill call that a win, so it’s my cloaca now. I can do what I please with it. So something about learning dragons you said? I can’t say I’ve ever been this close to a cloaca before, other than birds, but there kind of small.”

“Oh… O-ok.” He says a little nervous as she spelt it out to him. While being dominated was part of the hunt, it just felt odd since he was being forced into submission via magical agreement rather than physically. Not that he would survive this without magic. Perhaps he should not have been so wimpy, but then the sting in his cloaca refreshes his mind as to how wimpy he actually was. The rest of what just happened he struggles with. He didn’t entirely remember how he got from the tree to the clearing, nor did remember bumping his head on the oak. It was likely the bump if not his blind fear, that caused this. He continues a little confused, trying to explain it for her. “Bird cloaca is different, so is fish, and turtles, and the other fish thing, and.. well most things. There is a lot of variety in cloaca.”

She looks at him with an evil smile, jumping back down to the ground and walking to the side of his tail. “Are you gona try to explain everything or let me play? You stay down now, as was the deal. I’m going to find that arrow. Try not to deafen me as I poke about.”
She looks at his cloaca in front of her, leaning forwards she gives it a little sniff. This was certainly radiating his strange dragon scent. Her tail twitches in anticipation as she reaches towards it with both hands, slowly and carefully she takes a hold of each side and begins to part it. At first she is met with some resistance as he clenches firmly shut with her touch, squeezing her fingers much to her enjoyment. But it soon relaxes again letting her carefully part him. She observes the fletching of her arrow sticking out in the front side of the cloaca, although she was unsure about his anatomy. All she saw was a lot of flesh and a deep crack behind it. She pokes at the crack a little, it was a deep hole and then the fleshy part. Surprisingly he was not that cold, even a little warm. “Oh! I see!” She suddenly realizes where the arrow had planted itself and she opens him up wider! She grabs the fletching and tugs the arrow sharply with out warning.

Dragoon screams out something unrecognizable, his four legs shooting skywards kicking, wings spreading flapping on the ground, and a little fluid fills his cloaca area from the crack – a few drips rolling down his tail as he holds the rigid position for a good 5 seconds before slowly trying to relax again.

“Oh hold still it’s mostly free.” She complains, and she was not to wrong.

A large portion of the shaft would slip out before it got snagged again. She pulls upwards slowly in amusements at his kicking, as well as the fact she was pulling on his large dragon cock, forcefully extending it out of his parted cloaca. She giggles letting go of the arrow inspecting his cloaca and penis. The large flaccid penis now sits happily out in the open, a little bent. Her arrow had gone right through it, snapping his penis bone and getting stuck. No wonder it had hurt him. She holds his penis up a bit, there was no urethra that she could see. It was just a large smooth tapered cylinder of flesh, much like the shape of a lion penis, but certainly bigger and longer. The tip was dexterous, but it was laying still for the moment so she would not see this. There was also a groove all along the upper/front side, the arrow head has nested itself in this groove. She rubs a finger along the end portion of the groove making his tip curl a little, collecting a sticky substance that she would sniff, then taste. It was clearly his dragon seed. Rather than squirting out a hole, it would traverse the length of his penis, down this groove before entering another dragon. The same way as a crocodile. She smiles bending down and licks along the groove getting a tongue full. This was the scent that had been driving her crazy. She feels herself getting moist at the feel of his cock on her tongue and swallows hard without thinking. She blinks a few times realising what she had just done. ‘I guess I’m a carnivore today’ she thinks to herself, moving to straddle his tail, laying on it and dripping her moistness on him. A penis groove was something she had not seen before, and she wondered what other oddities a cloaca could hold. She stretches him wide again looking in, pushing his cock up out of her way to better see the crack at base of it. The pool of fluids had got in her way of seeing so she just slips a hand in and feels around, displacing some of the blood and other fluids that run down his tail. Poor Dragoon could do nothing but twist a bit in place as she pokes, while still trying to empty his lungs of blood. He could hold his breath for hours if needed, but the thought of drowning and feeling the fluid there was more than uncomfortable.
“I don’t get it. You pee from behind your penis. Though I can only make out one opening. Aren’t cloaca’s supposed to have two, or three? And why are you not stone cold?”

“Three? I hope not. This is just my, uh proctodaeum I think? This part houses my penis, the rest is deeper. I’m tepid blooded, not cold not warm, bit of both.”

“I see, but...”

She would say. While without hesitation or warning, pushes her hand into the crack past his tight sphincter and into the next chamber of his cloaca.

“YE-YAAAH!H!!!?”

“Oh you big baby.”

She complains, trying not to laugh and failing. She found it amusing how a big dragon reacted to that so much. She continues feeling him around inside. But she would feel nothing but fluids rushing between her fingers, or the silky smooth walls of the inside of his cloaca. She had expected to find more openings within.
“Umm.. Bladder?” she guesses.
“Urodeum, some dragons have bladders, some both, others like me just put it all here. Beyond that you find the coprodeum. Then the rectum. I’m not sure if you reach my coprodeum, or if either of us would want you to. I’m full so urodeum is rather expanded. You also got short deer arms.” He shudders. “Do you learn in this way often?”

“Short eh? I think something else might just be in the way.”

She says grasping the arrow and pulling upwards hard to extend his penis even more, giving her a little more access. This in turn makes his entire body tense up in a solid clench around her arm before it slowly relaxes again. That must hurt him she thought, pushing her arm all the way in to see how deep she could get. Somehow she would find some kind of end to his urodeum, barely stroking over the next sphincter making it twitch.

“What are you doing down there?” he asks concerned, he had been trying to hold everything in and this was not helping.

“Never you mind. I’m learning as you put it. And this is my cloaca now remember.”

She continues straining to stroke his inner sphincter, each time noting how it twitched. Clearly the dragon had a little less control over this one. Curious she pushes at it firmly, just out of reach. This time hooking a finger in a moment, only for it to slip out. His body clenches sharply again, then she would feel it now as it appeared to move forwards, be it just a little. She wondered what she had done to now feel it. She was about to get an answer to that. Instead of twitch or clench now, she would feel it widen and open up. Dragoon makes a slightly distressed sound, and soon enough she feels a solid mass enter his urodeum from his coprodeum pressing on her hand.
“Uhh? ... Oh..”

“I, warned you..” he says a little hesitantly, in his experience other creatures did not like that one bit. But at least she appears more focused on learning his anatomy and did not blame him for it.
“I see.” She says a little surprised, “Just all passes through then. That explains why there’s only one hole. Filthy beast.”

She pulls her arm back slowly, shaking her hand about in the vastness of his uroduem, to clean it off. Then she pulls out quickly making him jolt suddenly at the feeling. A spurt of warm urine shoots up and lands back down over his scales. Her fast motions had somewhat left his door open, to release some pressure that he had been politely trying to hold back.

She just chuckles at it. He entertained her a lot and despite being tepid blooded, he was certainly warming up. The reason seemed clear to her, his penis now seemed a little larger then she had left it.
Well, she guessed he wasn’t dead yet.
***

She strokes his broken cock towards her a little, she herself was more than moist back there with all his scent in the air. But there was no way this dragon would fit her needy area. She could still have fun with him tho. She snaps her arrow, pulling it all the way through. Amused at how this only served to making his maleness twitch more. Out of pleasure or pain she could not tell. But it would not stop her enjoyment of running a finger the full length of his penis groove deep into him, now the arrow was no longer in her way. His dragonic seed would collect on her hand and drip off wetly on his scale until she couldn’t tell where her fingers were. Under the skin and scales, where she could not see. Poor Dragoon would probably have been enjoying this, if it were not for the fact he was still trying his best not to drown in his own blood.
Mu-dill was far from done with him though and she did not like not knowing what was deeper. And so she places the tip of her hunting knife into his sperm groove and starts to push in slowly.

Dragoon looks up eyes wide feeling the cold metal tip press on his maleness. He can only watch, his hind legs slowly lifting as the edge of the blade cuts deep into the meat of penis grove. It continues down his length a little before she managed to hook it under his scales. He grits his teeth holding his breath as she begins to push upwards, crouching on him the blade starts to slide up and leave his bleeding penis. Much to her surprise, cutting dragon skin from the inside, was a lot easier then penetrating it from the outside. She just had to yank a scale up from time to time for her cut to continue. Slowly but surely the cut lengthened, 1 foot 2 foot 3 foot, before she pauses to look up at him. He was still holding his breath as she looked down at the wound, his own guts seemed to want to escape him. A loop of intestine suddenly popping out to say hello. She bends down and gives it a welcoming lap before she yanks the opening wide with her hands. This produces a gurgled roar from Dragoon, who struggles about suddenly – head falling back down with a splash of blood. She would find herself getting very wet again, as urine escapes from the large cloaca beneath her, hitting her belly directly. Perhaps thankfully not his full load. She pauses, her belly fur drenched and dripping with his hot dragon scent as it ran down her legs and from under her tail. It continues to wash down over Dragoon’s tail and scales, rinsing the blood from his fleshy, pink cloaca, making it all the more attractive to her in the warm morning sun. Normally this would bother her, now she would smell of dragon. But for such a rare opportunity all the rules went out the window. She had already plunged an arm in exploring anyway.
She reaches down and examines. Helping some of his thick pulsating intestines out of him that sit on top of his chest, to give her more room to see what she wanted to see and scenting the air strongly with the scent of dragon bowls. Her hands find something she understands, his large intestine that she lifts upwards a little to follow down its length. It soon leads to the new territory she was curious about. Presenting a new view of his cloaca from an internal perspective. It looked like just more guts, yet there were differences in feel as she squeezed at the strange organ like area. The shorter top section, solid. Clearly full of the dragon’s faecal matter, it would feel almost the same as squeezing a full rectum. While below a slight band signifying the sphincter, it became more like a bag of fluids that was effectively this dragon’s bladder. Lighter in colour, as the translucent walls had no dark faeces on the other side.

“Coprodeum into urodeum into..” She bops his cock with her hand, “Proctodaeum. And that makes up your cloaca. Or, gross bit into wet bit into sexy bit, and you only pissed yourself twice. I think, but who’s counting? Someone’s trying to hold back, I can literally see how full you are.”

She presses on both his coprodeum and urodeum together watching his cloaca, but he did not appear to leak any more. She had to respect his control even in this state. She hops back to it, climbing over him and pulling his intestines back into his belly, hot to the touch.

Soon enough her blade gets back to work, as she begins climbing. Legs deep into his steamy intestines, to push the blade all the way to the ribcage. His large body yawns open for all to see, his sensitive innards being trampled and ruptured by the deer taur who rummages around inside him. A nice thick wet loop of intestine, is lifted out slowly. Pulsating in her hands as it just tries to go on about its simple task of moving its content along itself. The knife goes through it swiftly and its puffy circular form flattens instantly, as its content gushes out over the rest of his guts. She sniffs and inspects it, as far as she could tell dragons were no different from any other creature on the inside and she knew the cloaca was not unique to them ether. This left her with many unanswered questions, she knew they ate gold and could break it down refuelling there magic – or something like that. But she had expected they had some odd internal workings for this, though at the same time she saw no reason why they should have. She flops his leaky gut over his side to drip down his scales onto the floor and makes her way to his stomach. Dragoon had reached the slightly dizzy stage in his head now, starting to lose control over his body but not fully. He just watches his leaky guts drip down his side with one eye, his nose submerged in a puddle of blood from his throat trying to ignoring her.
“Oh Dragoooon.” She climbs up on the reasonably large sac, “I bet your stomach fits a deer nicely. I mean, a bit of stretching.. Especially for a taur.”

She giggles laying over it then curling up on top pretending she had been eaten by him instead. This makes his body convulse a few times, each time her weight shifted. This certainly got her hot, enough so that she would reach behind and even rub her drenched deer sex a little, leaning hard as she does so. Lost in the moment, reality hits her when Dragoon’s body spasms hard once more squeezing his stomach. Her bouncy pillow suddenly deflating a bit beneath her. 
Dragoon’s mouth opens wide in the bloody pool, to release some of the poor creatures he had eaten on the way here, across the ground in front of him.

“Oh shit, sorry. They are, well, normally dead by this point.” She admits looking at him. His body cut open he was past the point of fighting back. But it was true, even bled out this much, he would probably last a good day before death finally took him. Dragons were just build to run on nothing surviving in harsh environments, and survivability was the price they paid for survivability.
She runs her blade across his stomach opening it up to look inside letting it collapse under her. She is left stood in it, but it seemed not very full other than a collection of part digested gryphon feathers. She inspects rubbing the walls of the textured bag, a little smoother than she had expected. Fishing around the large collection of slimy feathers, she makes out two rabbits. Dragons would prefer larger prey but would happily take anything that moves it seemed. She shuts her eyes a moment, laying in the sloppy mess, this was disgusting – yet, this was her fantasy. To end up a slimy mess in this gross smelling bag of meaty bits. She clambers out of him walking around to his face to look at him. She wondering how much he had been playing dead for her. She kicks another part digested rabbit out from between his jaws before reaching in to remove a ball of slimy feathers from his throat. He lay still limply for her, occasionally blinking, but he was indeed playing dead very well all things considered.
She holds up his large wet head, his tongue hung limply dripping blood and drool. After a moment he would pull it back into his mouth, closing his jaws trying to gulp back down whatever was still stuck in his throat from the stomach squeeze. Some unfortunate creatures would emerge back into his opened stomach, rather the sight for anyone watching. But he appeared unable to do much else.
Mu-dill just wonders how to make this go quicker, honestly she could do with his help moving his own huge form about, so that she could harvest his scales and meat. She gives his snout a kiss. 

“Well, better luck next time Dragoon.”

She says picking up her knife once more, slipping it into one of the stab wounds she had previously made taking him down. From there she begins sawing and slicing though his meat and skin. Slowly but surely she would cut down towards that thick neck bone, his body twitching and complaining with each cut. Finally just the spine remains. To her surprise dragon bone was no match for a blade, hollow much like bird bones. It seemed at least some of the dragons body support, may come from its hard scales. She would normally work a blade in and pop bones apart, but she found them more prone to simply breaking. Perhaps crashing into a large tree had helped with this. Each slice made his body twitch and kick, until she finally gets though and severs his head completely. 
His body did not like this action one bit! Immediately he begins to struggle, kicking and running and flapping, upside down on the spot. She watches a moment his guts shaking about inside. With a little work, she moves his large head that she rests it down on a nest of his own warm ruptured intestines within in his spread body. Unintentionally giving him a perfect view of his own tail and cloaca, bent forwards in response to the cut. Just as his body finally lost control. A quick ejaculation takes Mu-dills eye and she moves over to watch his cloaca react.

The hole loosens up gaping wide behind his cock, an arch of urine shoots up into the air splashing her as it lands into his opened belly and over his head. She tries to avoid it at first, but after a moment, just watches. She was soaked in piss and other various fluids anyway. Soon the flow would dwindle, rather a deep puddle on the floor forms either side of his tail. She looks into him, his previously full cloaca looked different now. Urine had managed to flow back into his coprodeum making a delightful concoction, while his urodeum took on a much darker colour now as things had moved through.
She looks into his cloaca once more, urine still trickles down his side. The hole was gaping, but clenching weakly, irregularly. She wonders just how much he had in him, it had to be many litres as she was stood in a puddle after much had landed back into his open belly.
“Well, I guess now I clean up and wait a few hours for you. At least you have a nice view there.”

***Continue only if you want the Optional Scat End ***

“Or, perhaps I can motivate you to die faster somehow.” Her voice takes a slightly evil yet playful tone.

She observes more, the external cloaca area slowly swelling, the opening widening and fluids darkening a little. She leans towards it and gives him a loving lick around the rim of his sphincter. Soon enough a large firm dragon stool becomes visible forcing his dirty fluids out the way, slowly rising up out of him and resting on the back of his penis leaving a dirty mark. She pokes it a few times, watching as his cloaca twitched until it eventually falls to one side of him, rolling down his tail to the floor. She scoops up his head as more would come doing very much the same, becoming progressively softer, the deeper from within him it came.

“Dragoon, can you shrink your head?” She asks in a sweet voice. His large head suddenly becomes a lot easier for her to manage. She wished she had asked that before! His head now smaller and lighter, she would hold it up for him to watch as well. His cloaca more or less empty of its normal load now, was simply refilling with softer unformed material from deep within. A stickier semi solid rises up to break off and slips down his side leaving a long streak.
“See if this won’t make you come back faster.”

She giggles and presses his snout onto his dirty cloaca, forcing the soft stool that was present back in with his nose or spreading it around his opening. He can do nothing but look wide eyed at his own hole and the back of his now messy penis, as she presses his snout in. He feels his own tightness slip over his snout as she forcefully enters him into himself.

He keeps his mouth firmly shut his snout half in already. But the soft faeces would have no issues slowly filling up his nostrils as his eyes get ever closer. He feels the solids slowly filling his nasal passage and shuts his eyes tightly as the taste comes to the back of his throat.

“Hey you, how may eyelids is that! Blinking is cheating you know, so open them up.” She demands. 

He reluctantly cracks his eyes open once more, that slowly widening them. She counts at least 3 inner eyelids in addition to his exterior ones. Soon enough his stretched opening is so close he can’t even focus on it. She pauses a moment before a firm push sinks him deeper into his own tight hole. Soft faeces rub into his eyes making them sting suddenly, his reaction is to opens his mouth with a hiss. His soft stool slips in at the first opportunity, pressing his tongue firmly into his lower jaw. He opens and closes his mouth, tongue now whipping around in the soft mess, trying to find a spot where he could not taste it. But there was no safe spot where this semi fluid would not penetrate. Even as he tries to swallow it to get it gone, more just takes its place.

“Aww the plugs leaking.” Mu-dill complains as soft mess slides from his throat and windpipe together. One last push pops his head into him completely, his loose sphincter weakly closing behind to seal him in for good. She watches a moment, after the last push. His cloaca would swell up externally again, as if he was about to shit once more. Within his face would be compacted and trapped on all side, inside and out with semi-soft faecal matter. Small pockets of urine would bubble around his snout, a few bubbles trying to escape past his face.  But nothing would exit his cloaca now. She had successfully sealed him in, blocking him up with his own head.
Dragoon just blinks in the sticky darkness, he mouth part open. He can do nothing now but float defeated in his own mess, as his body squeezing him from time to time.

