The Dragons Dinner

Atak

John, a college student, was clumsily making his way through thick brush and he kept tripping over the odd log or stone. Dressed in jeans and a short sleeve shirt he was comfortable in the weather, but not his location. His arms had been cut several times but branches and thorns.

 “What was I thinking? Coming all this way through the forest because of some myth? I should have thought about what I was doing before I came out here.”

 Over the course of the day he had gotten lost and was now trying to find his way back to his truck. With little success.  Finally he spotted a cave in the face of a mountain and he decided to rest in the shade before moving on.  As he neared the mouth of the cave a strange new smell assaulted his nose.

“Ugh, what is that?” he said to himself.

“That is the smell of my personal product” came a very loud and very amused sounding voice from the mouth of the cave.

John stared in amazement at the cave, his brain had hit some kind of mental barrier and was unable to process much of anything.

“What personal product can a mountain possibly produce?” He asked stupidly.

A very hearty laugh came from the cave.

“I am not a mountain you foolish boy, I am the legendary Smorg!” Replied the voice.

Smorg?! thought John.  

“It can’t be, that dragon is either mythical or died off centuries ago!”

“Don’t tell me your kind haven’t noticed an unusual number of disappearances in this forest! Ha Ha Ha! Your kind aren’t very intelligent are they? Oh well, at least you taste good.”

Taste good? What could the dragon mean by that? Thought John.

“You mean the part of the legend that says you kill all who come across you?” He asked.

“You got it.” Replied Smorg. 

John couldn’t believe that the legend was entirely true!  He knew he didn’t want to become the dragons meal but he also knew that he couldn’t possibly escape the winged beast.  Perhaps he could appease him some other way?

“If I perform some other service for you, will you let me go?” He asked. 

The dragon waited a few moments.

“Agreed, but you have to do whatever I want you to do. First I want you to willingly come into my cave”

John hesitated a second then quickly walked into the cave.  When he entered he noticed that the smell grew stronger, he looked around and noticed a pile of something in one corner of the cave. He couldn’t make out what it was visually as it was too dark but he knew exactly what it was.

“Oh, do you like my collection of past meals? Or should I say, what’s LEFT of my past meals?” Said the dragon.

John shuddered then he looked to the origin of the voice and he could make out the shape of a very large dragon.  All of a sudden there was a flash of light. John shielded his eyes until they adjusted to the harsh light.  Apparently the dragon had somehow managed to get a small solar generator and some light bulbs.

“They were the former possessions of some campers who had the misfortune of meeting me.” Said Smorg smiling.

Now that John could clearly see the dragon clearly he could see that he was Green on his back and had a light tan underbelly.  The dragons face was as you would expect it, his jaw jutted out a ways and his eyes were yellow with vertical pupils, like a cats eyes. John shuddered again then sighed and asked Smorg what he wanted him to do first.  Smorg smiled and slowly rolled onto his back and looked down at John and said.

“First take off all your clothes then climb onto me and jack me off.”

Smorg smiled at the look of horror on Johns face. This isn’t really what John had in mind but now that he thought about it, it made perfect sense. What else could he do for the dragon? Besides, although he had never admitted it, he had a slight liking for other guys and had fantasized about dragons before.  John quickly took off all his clothes so as not to make Smorg mad and mounted the dragons back side. He looked down and he could see two slits, he frowned unsure which one he was supposed to go to. He leaned closer, he noticed that the slit closest to the dragons tail base had a brown ring around it and was shaped more like a hole than a slit. The other one had no brown ring around it so he decided that was the one he should go into.  John slowly reached into the slit with his right arm.  After a few seconds he felt something soft and slimy against the back of his hand.  He grabbed it and started to stroke it while it was inside the dragon.  John heard Smorg groan in pleasure when he started to stroke it, John couldn’t help but smile as he continued to stroke the dragons meat.  He felt Smorgs’ meat start to grow and get hard, it started pushing his arm out of the slit.  After several more minutes of stroking the dragons meat finally emerged entirely from the slit, it was just over two feet long and it was a nice shiny black.  John smiled then continued stroking it.

“No no no, suck it. I want you to suck me off until I cum in your mouth.” Said Smorg.

John stared at Smorgs face for a few seconds then decided it best to do what he wanted.  He leaned down and started to lick the dragons meat.  He changed positions so that he was right in front of the dragons meat so that he could catch the cum with ease.  John continued to lick Smorg, ignoring Smorgs groans of pleasure so that he could concentrate on pleasuring him as best he could.  After perhaps half an hour of continuous licking John finally felt the dragons meat start to twitch.  John heard Smorgs roars and decided this is it and firmly planted his mouth over the head of the Smorgs member.  Almost immediately he was hit by a strong gush of cum.  It was all John could do to swallow it before he drowned in cum.  After a couple minutes the flood subsided and John sat back, he felt extremely full but very proud because he had fulfilled the dragons request so now the dragon would have to let him go, per their agreement.  Smorg was still breathing heavily, he managed to lift his head up and say.

“Good job, that was the best one I have had in a long while.”

John smiled and replied.

“I aim to please, so now you will let me go right?”

Smorg smiled very broadly then he let out a very loud and merry laugh.

“Let you go?! That is a good one. Of course I am not going to let you go.  You have to return to me what you have taken.”

John frowned in his confusion.

“But you said you would let me go, you promised!”

“I may have promised, but who will know if I break it?”

John realized that what Smorg said made perfect sense, who would know?  Suddenly John felt Smorgs claw grab onto him and start to lift him towards Smorgs face.  He looked up as he neared Smorgs face and saw Smorg smiling very broadly then he watched as Smorg opened his very large mouth, John saw just how many teeth Smorg had and he could see Smorgs dark foreboding throat just waiting for its prize.  John started screaming and begging for mercy.

“Please, let me go! I don’t want to become your meal. You promised me!”

Smorg just chuckled and continued moving John into his mouth.  Suddenly all John could see was rows of teeth all around him and Smorgs throat right in front of him.  Smorg continued shoving John into his mouth as fast as he could.  Smorg was very hungry and so not in the mood to play with his food before he swallowed it.  John watched as Smorgs throat rapidly approached him.  He tried to scream but he was petrified with fear.  Now all John could see was Smorgs throat and he could hear the rumbling of the dragons belly far below him.  Smorgs throat started to grip Johns’ head and pull him in.  Between Smorgs shoving and swallowing John knew it wouldn’t be long until he was in Smorgs belly.  Smorg started shoving even faster, now that he tasted his meal he realized he was starving so he was even more desperate to get dinner done with.  Now all that was outside Smorgs mouth was Johns feet, which were kicking feebly.  Smorg chuckled again and shoved and swallowed at the same time.  John could feel his feet leave the cold air of the dragons cave and enter the warmth of Smorgs mouth.  Suddenly John could feel his head start pushing against some kind of muscular ring.  With some more force from Smorg Johns’ head finally got past the ring.  When he got past the ring John suddenly smelled a horrible combination of decay and acid.  He screamed again as he realized that he had entered Smorgs stomach.  He felt Smorg chuckle again as his decent was speeded up because of the fact that his weight was working against him.  All too soon John felt himself slip out of Smorgs gullet into his stomach.  John could move around a little bit.  He immediately started pounding on the walls of Smorgs stomach and screaming to be released.  Outside Smorg just chuckled again and started to rub his slightly distended belly which was twitching slightly.

“Shhhh, just settle down. It will all be over soon my little pet.” he said to his belly.

John heard Smorg but it was absolutely no comfort whatsoever.  He continued pounding on the walls of the stomach for a few minutes until he just collapsed completely exhausted.  He could start to feel Smorgs stomach acids start to work on him.  He had completely given up hope, he was willing to believe that many other unfortunate meals had met their fate inside Smorgs belly and since none of them seemed to have escaped there was no reason he should.  Smorg meanwhile had fallen asleep and was snoring loudly while his stomach began its job.  After a few minutes John was screaming in agony from Smorgs acids and had begun to twitch involuntarily.   It took a full hour for John to succumb to Smorgs horrible acids.

Several days later as Smorg was napping in his cave he suddenly felt the call of nature.  He groaned, he was too comfortable and didn’t want to get up but he knew he couldn’t ignore the call.  He slowly got up and padded over to his dung pile.  When he got to it he looked it over and frowned.  It had grown too large for him to add more to it.  He would have to make sure to get the next meal to take it outside to a secluded spot for him before he ate him.  Smorg decided to go outside this once.  He usually tried to avoid doing that because all creatures great and small loved watching him go, even if it meant their lives.  But since there was nothing else he could do he decided he would live through it.  He padded outside fairly quickly and went to a small clump of trees.  He looked around then turned so his backside was facing the clump of trees.  He raised his tail and started to push.  He heard some plopping from behind and could feel the pressure with in him lessen.  After a few minutes of pushing Smorg felt all the pressure within himself leave.  He wiped himself with some leaves and a passing mouse then turned around to look at the pile of his shit.  He smiled as he briefly remembered that young meal who had tasted real good and wondered what part of the pile was his remains.  He shrugged and padded back to his cave without another thought to the sacrifice John made for him.

