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A Commission for BittyDragon
After	an	encounter	with	group	of	strange	slimes,	a	rattata	and	his	friends

approach	a	goodra	for	help.	She	agrees,	then	sets	off	to	deal	with	the	strange
creatures.
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The sun shown brightly overhead, %iltering through the canopies of fruit trees andbathing the ground in shifting shadows. A goodra rested among the many trunks andreclined against smooth bark, lazily lifting fallen fruits to her maw. Soft sounds of hersatisfaction drifted on the breeze, punctuated by the pokemon chomping into another fruit.The sound of rustling leaves and small steps tugged at the goodra's perception, but she paidthem no mind for the moment. Instead, she reached into the lowest branches with her tailand plucked another treat. The dragon brought it to her rounded muzzle and took a bite,only to %ind a rattata standing between her splayed feet. She split her gaze between thesmall rodent and her modest fruit for a moment, then presented it to her unexpectedvisitor. He turned it down with a shake of his head, then looked over his shoulder andwaited for his friends to catch up.As the group of smaller pokemon trickled in to the goodra's company, she realized whythey lagged behind. The second to step into her clearing was a poochyena, heavily weigheddown by his own belly. The canine struggled to step around and over the swaying dome,which dragged across the grass at the lowest point of his stride. Several others waddledtoward the dragon in a similar state, including some that would be immobilized without thehelp of their friends. A mixture of apprehension and confusion played across the her snoutas they settled into a loose semi-circle around her, until the last of them arrived. At thatpoint, the rattata cleared his throat and spoke up."Miss, we have a favor we need to ask of you," he meekly began. "There are some slimes thathave been harassing us, and we're not big or strong enough to do anything about it." Hegestured to his group of friends and drove the point home. "No one else has been willing tohelp us yet either..."The goodra shimmied her rear under her and sat up, then leaned down and looked at thegroup over her belly. "I think I can help, but have you tried talking to them %irst? Maybe theythink you're invading their territory."The diminutive mouse shook his head. "We tried that and everything else we could think of.The slimes don't talk or really even seem to understand us."Confusion crossed the dragon's muzzle. "They're not dittos?""They look a little like them, but I think they're something else."The goodra rubbed her chin. "Weird, but I think I can still handle that." Her weight shiftedas she got her feet beneath her, then rose to her full height and towered over the group."Where are they?"The majority of the group backed away, though the rattata danced in her shadow withdelight and pointed. "That way. There's a cave just on the edge of the woods, and that'swhere they seem to come from."
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"Oh good, That's not too far. Maybe we can get this taken care of before the end of the day."As she started toward the edge of the woods, the rattata gave chase. "Do you need any of usto come with you?""You can if you'd like. Just don't put yourself in any danger. Maybe stay outside the cave andwait for me."The rodent nodded and followed, but the rest of his friends were less than eager to follow.Few words passed between the rodent and dragon as they traveled. The goodrapondered both the oozes and the issues they presented as she walked, and the rodent spenthis breath keeping up with her larger stride. Though not thrilled with the possibility ofcombat, the dragon considered which of her attacks would be most effective against suchshifty opponents. Her mind eased as she settled on a plan, and she then devoted her effortsto diplomacy. Fragments of speeches and bargains %loated through her mind's eye, butnever coalesced into anything coherent. The pair arrived at the cave's entrance before shefully organized her thoughts. It was little more than a natural break at the base of a cliff, butit had quite the effect on the rattata. His tail curled against the ground and scurried behindthe goodra, who took in a breath and straightened her posture. "You don't need to wait on me if you don't want to," she offered."No, no, I should at least be here since I asked you to do this."The goodra nodded and waddled into the cave.The dragon didn't know exactly what to expect as she stepped into the darkness, but itwasn't the faint, sweet scent of honey. It strengthened as the sunlight at her back faded,seeping deeper into her senses and kindling her appetite. She rubbed an arm over her bellyas she wandered under a natural skylight, which staved off the worst of the darkness andshowed the way ahead. Another pillar of illumination guided her deeper into the emptycave, though apprehension crept into her thoughts with each step. She began to wonder ifthe rodent had brought her to the wrong cave, and she considered retreating to doublecheck until something splatted across her face. She squeezed her eyes shut and blindlybatted at her assailant, successfully swatting it to the %loor. The goodra wiped the residualooze from her face and regained her composure, then took a closer look at her attacker.To her relief, she had simply walked into a natural element of the cave. To her confusionhowever, it wasn't entirely natural. The ooze on her hand glistened with an amber hue inthe low light, sparkling with hints of crystallized sugar. A careful sniff revealed it to be thesource of the cave's delectable scent, and a hesitant taste further con%irmed it. A soft groanof satisfaction resonated in her chest, and she readily slurped the rest of the goo from herhand. The strands grew more prevalent as she advanced through the cave, each one thickerthan the last, until she reached the apparent source. A towering mass of goo-covered rock
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than the last, until she reached the apparent source. A towering mass of goo-covered rockstood in the largest chamber, %illing the air with its %lavorful presence. The dragon spent along moment simply admiring the structure, but it wasn't long before its residents emergedto admire her.From behind the curious nest, a golden slime stretched into the open. It stopped a fairdistance from the dragon and seemingly observed her, leading to an empty moment ofstare-down. The goodra relaxed at its inaction and dropped her guard, then waved at thecurious ooze. She opened her mouth to attempt a conversation, spurring the slime to strike.Her voice faltered when it contracted, and her eyes widened when it %lew across thechamber. A thick splat echoed through the cavern when it wrapped around her snout,landing with enough force to knock her off balance. She stumbled backwards and fell torear with a thunderous boom, giving the slime a chance to part her jaws. It %illed her cheeksin an instant and held her tongue down, %looding her senses with its %lavor. She hardlynoticed or minded it relaxing her throat, and she found herself swallowing before sherealized it.Her neck swelled with the delicious slime, and a resounding gulp echoed through thecavern. Several more followed as the ooze dove into her stomach, and the goodra let out adeep sigh of relief when it settled. A blush tinted her cheeks and her hands drifted to itssubtle bulge, where they rubbed and kneaded it down. The dragon spent an indulgentmoment lavishing her middle, savoring the soft stretch of her hide until she rememberedwhere she was. The heat in her muzzle intensi%ied, and she was extremely thankful therewas no one present to witness her hedonism. With her mission accomplished, the goodrarolled onto her front and climbed to her feet, taking enjoyment from the shifting weight inher stomach. The dragon rose to her full height and dusted herself off, then turned to leave.A faint rumbling stopped her in her tracks however, and a sense of dread washed over heras she turned around.Whether called by the slime in her stomach or drawn by the sound of her fall, the rest ofthe ooze colony emerged in mass. They slithered from the towering nest and crept frombehind surrounding rocks, circling around the dragon many times over. The goodra satfrozen in place, unwilling to risk any movement that might set then off. Unfortunately, theylunged at her anyway. The slimes uni%ied in an amber wave and swept inward, gatheringaround the dragon's feet and lifting her from the ground. A yelp of surprise leapt from hermuzzle and she tumbled back, falling into a soft mass that broke her fall. The slimeswrapped around her %igure as she sank into their collective, suspended in their viscosityand unable to escape. A tendril snaked from the side of the mass and climbed toward thegoodra's muzzle, and a torrent of emotions swirled through her head.The thick scent of honey %illed her nostrils as the tentacle neared, waking her appetiteand stirring a rumble from her middle. Drool pooled in her mouth as she recalled the %lavorof the %irst slime, and her resolve to keep her mouth shut weakened. When it eventuallykissed the tip of her snout, her jaw dropped on its own. A muf%led groan of bliss resonatedin her chest when the tip of the tendril trickled across her tongue, %looding her senses withoverpowering sweetness. It leisurely %illed her cheeks and crept to the top of her throat,
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overpowering sweetness. It leisurely %illed her cheeks and crept to the top of her throat,tempting her with its taste before taking the plunge to her stomach. A re%lexive swallowwas all it took to send the ooze toward her stomach, and a series of gulps sped its progress.The tentacle rippled and pulsed to keep up, and the results swiftly showed on her belly.As more of the slime rounded her %igure, the portion supporting her dwindled. Her tailand rear touched down on the chilly stone, and the weight of her growing middle settled onher hips. The goodra reached back and planted her hands on the %loor once it was withinreach, setting her balance and allowing her to devote herself to the moment. The collectiveslime slowed its feeding as it diminished, but the dragon had other plans for it. She slurpedand swallowed at the tendril as swiftly as she could, giving into gluttony and relishing herswelling stomach. Her tail curled up and caressed her increasingly sensitive hide, followingfaint stretch-marks as they formed. Pressure in her middle built until it bordered ondiscomfort, though luckily for the greedy goodra, the sensations never crossed that line.The last of the slime slipped down her throat with a resounding swallow, and her fullweight settled onto her rear as she leaned back. The slightest movement sent ripples andwobbles through the dome of her middle, suffusing her with pleasant sensations. Thedragon leaned over the tight globe and rubbed across its surface, further indulging inhedonism. Her jaw dropped in a silent sigh of bliss as she found the most sensitive pointson her belly, which in turn spurred her stomach to action. Lazy waves rolled through herform as she processed her meal, ever so slowly softening that rounded peak.. Theadrenaline of the encounter gave way to the sleepy call of a food coma, but the goodraresisted as long as she could. It wasn't often she treated herself to such a stuf%ing, and shesavored it as long as possible.The sunlight %iltering from above shifted orange with sunset, and the goodra lost herselfin a trance of self-indulgence. It persisted as a set of soft footsteps echoed through thecaves, holding fast until the source reached her. A tiny paw touched on the side of her bellyand sent a tremor through her form, which grew into a quake as the rattata scaled the tightdome. She only fully realized his presence when he reached the summit of her soft peak,and a deep blush tinted her snout when realization struck."Sorry, I didn't mean to startle you," the rodent admitted. "I know you asked me to waitoutside, but its been a while and I was worried you might need help.""Oh! I suppose it has," the goodra murmured. "I appreciate your concern, but its all takencare of."The rattata blinked. "The slimes are gone? All of them?""Every last one~ I think. It's been a while since I've seen one, at least."The rodent visibly relaxed. "Thank you for helping us. If there's anything we can do to repayyou, let us know."
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"Well now that you mention it, I might need some help getting out of here." She rocked sideto side under the weight of her middle, unable to %ind a way back onto her feet.The rodent blanched. "We'll probably have to go back to town and get help for that."The goodra shrugged, and her hands drifted to her bloated middle. "That's %ine~ I'm in nohurry."The rattata hopped off her belly and hesitated, then dashed out of the cave to get her help.The goodra hardly noticed his departure, content to rub her stomach and bask in hergluttony for a few hours.
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If you've read this far, thank you <3
I hope you enjoyed what you saw, and if you'd like more, there are a few places to %ind it~https://www.furaf%inity.net/user/victorthemaker/https://www.weasyl.com/~victorthemakerhttps://victorthemaker.sofurry.com/https://furrylife.online/pro%ile/12672-victor-waite/

If you would like to support my work, I have a Patreon page and I'm usually open forcommissionshttps://www.patreon.com/WaiteInkworkshttps://commiss.io/victorwaite


