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The Dragon’'s Hoard

In a faraway place, in a faraway time, was the land of Atheria. It was
a vast kingdom of glory and adventure, a place where every
adventurer worth their salt sought to hunt. Its plains and mountains
were rich with both the most mundane of monsters, such as slimes,
and, the most fearsome ... such as the mighty dragon.

Like any good story, this one is about a pair of terrifying green
dragons that resided within the vast caverns that laid underneath
Atheria's tallest mountain. They were known for causing trouble, for
plundering villages, towns, and cities alike, scorching them with their
dragon flame before taking everything that they had. They were one
of the land's biggest menaces, that was for certain. There was little
that could be done about them, save for sending an army into their
caves to take care of them ... but that would be tantamount to
suicide. So, the people of Atheria simply allowed these dragons to
exist. They were a problem, certainly, but everyone had learned to
adapt. To simply give over their things, rather than fight for them.

Or, at least, that was the arrangement, until the dragons came to the
city of Veldir. Within Veldir resided the very uppity Lord Upquat, a
regal white wolf who was very, very fond of his many possessions.
The last time the dragons had paid a 'visit' to Veldir, they had taken
something very, very precious from him indeed. The family jewels that
resided in his manor. In a panic, his servants had taken them to the
dragons in an attempt to appease them and avoid their wrath. It had
worked, but Upquat had been left without his valuables ... and he was
not a very happy wolf.



As a result, the mighty Lord called to his subjects for help, pleading
with them. One of them, the most sneaky, the most daring, had to
infiltrate the dragon's lair and retrieve his jewels. If they were to be
taken covertly, then the massive, winged reptiles wouldn't even notice
that they were missing. In the end, however, his many subjects
refused his call, although reluctantly. None of them were eager to
step inside of a dragon's lair, and Upquat could hardly blame them,
even if he did expect more devotion from them.

So, Upquat needed to find an idiot, then. An upstart adventurer,
someone who was desperate to prove their worth to someone as
reputable as he. Rather than being forced down a cavern, his
subjects were instead sent to the local taverns, where they put up
posters calling for such an adventurer, explaining that the mission was
perilous, and involved dragons ... but would involve a reward of the
highest magnitude imaginable.

There was only one person brave enough in town to answer the call.
And that was Caetira Catspaw, a sneaky, slender black feline who
had practically grown up within Veldir's many shady alleyways. Little
more than a street urchin, but ... she was sneaky and capable.
Upquat knew this, as a matter of fact. He was fairly certain that she
had robbed his manor a few months prior, but the evidence that she
had left behind linking to her was too slim to even arrest her, much
less convict her. To Upquat, however, this meant that he didn't
particularly care if she were to perish on this mission. Rather happily,
he outfitted her with enough supplies for the long journey to the
mountain the dragons had made their home within, and sent her on
her way.



Caetira took the road with an eagerness that only a feline of her
nature could have. Although the plucky feline had been told that she'd
be in the presence of dragons, and not only that, sneaking into their
home, she was brimming with self-confidence. Over the years, she
had successfully robbed from lords, ladies, dukes, and barons, so
successfully that she'd never spent so much as a minute in the
confines of one of Atheria's many jail cells. The black cat was
brimming with confidence. This was her biggest and most dangerous
heist yet, sure, but ... Caetira was relatively sure that she could
handle it.

With twin daggers upon her hips and leather armor covering her sleek
form, Caetira made the long journey from Veldir to Castaborous
Peaks, the tall mountains in which the dragons made their home.
While the road was fraught with danger and peril, Caetira swindled,
bargained, or ran from it, successfully dodging many-a-scrape with
her ample charisma and chutzpah. The canny feline was capable of
turning an enemy into a friend via nothing more than conversation the
majority of the time. A benefit to growing up on the streets. She'd
talked her way out of so much trouble over the years that she knew
how to charm even the most fearsome of bandits.

That wasn't to say that Caetira wasn't tired by the time she made it
to Castaborous. By the time she was at the foot of the mighty
mountains, the feline was more worn out and tired than she had been
in her entire life. While it was an easy journey if you had dragon's
wings, Caetira only had her little paws to rely on, and, after weeks of
walking upon them, they were very, very sore indeed. And the feline
still had a mountain to climb.



But Caetira was very much used to facing adversity. Though she had
no map nor guide, she made her way up the mountain relying only
upon her keen senses and her well-honed wits. The Peaks were a
vast place, and finding a dragon was difficult, but, with her nose, she
scented brimstone and fire, and with her keen, feline eyes, she saw
scratches that had been scored into the rocks, or tiny, green scales
that they had shed. After following the dragon's trail over many days
and nights, she eventually came upon the entrance to an enormous
cave, buried within the heart of the brown, rocky mountains.

It must have been their home. Caetira had never laid eyes upon an
entrance so huge before. Even the large, stony gates of Veldir
couldn't compare to it. It was at least a hundred feet high, if not
more. Was that how large a dragon was? For the first time on the
entire trip, Caetira felt hesitation, fear. She realized now that there
was a very good chance that she wouldn't leave the cave once she
had entered it.

But Caetira was no coward, no. She was a cunning feline. In the end,
her confidence spurned her willpower. Instead of quaking in fear, she
instead began to devise a plan. One that was incredibly simple.
Outside the cave, she would make a basic camp, and wait until night.
The black cat didn't know much about dragons, but she did know that
they were nocturnal creatures. So, she unrolled her cloak in a shady
spot by the cave's entrance, laid down, and had a little catnap. She
trusted her body to wake her when the time was right.

Soon, night fell, and Caetira was woken by the sound of a distant
rumble. Her triangular ears flicked atop her head, honing in on the
noise. It took her a moment to realize what it was because the noise
could easily be constituted as a distant earthquake. But, no. Caetira



soon came to the realization that the noise was not a force of nature,
but the sound of two dragons snoring. Somewhere, deep within that
cave, they slept.

This was perfect. Not only did she know that the dragons were
asleep, but she could also use the sound of their snores to locate
them within the cave. Before that revelation, Caetira thought the
process was going to be laborious, another case of following tracks,
but no, all she would need to do was rely on her ears. Picking herself
up from the floor, and wrapping her black cloak back around her
shoulders, she took off toward the cave. Now, excitement replaced all
fear. With such a flawless plan and her own natural ingenuity, this
was sure to go off without a hitch!

Through the cave tunnels Caetira went, her quiet little footsteps
guided by the sound of dragons snoring. She needed no light source
to guide her, for her eyes saw clearly in even the darkest of places.
Her gait was quick and nimble, soundless, bare paws traipsing over
rocky ground. She crept forward with all the poise of a master
burglar because that was what she was. Cool, calm, confident, a
thief who was capable and who knew of her capabilities.

But as she drew closer to the heart of the dragon's lair, she felt her
confidence begin to ebb. The massive reptile's dual snores had
turned from a distant earthquake into a very, very present rumble,
one which Caetira could feel shaking the ground beneath her feet. A
scent began to fill the air, one that was not unpleasant, but one that
was unmistakably draconic, dangerous, pheromones that screamed
'here be dragons', and, as a result, the natural instinct to flee began
to rear its ugly head. But the feline's natural sense of curiosity was



too great. And, by the time that she made it into the dragon's lair
proper and saw their horde, there truly was no turning back.

As the saying went, curiosity had been responsible for killing many a
cat, but, in Caetira's case ... it would be her greed that undid her. Her
eyes went as wide as dinner plates as she laid her eyes upon the
dragon's den, and not because of the two immense green winged
reptiles that were slumbering loudly within it. No, it was all of the gold.
It went on as far as her eyes could see. Piles of coins, jewels, and
treasures that she couldn't begin to understand filled her vision. Still
within the entrance of the dragon's lair, Caetira leaned up against the
rocky wall to the side of her and began to drool. The feline had seen
some treasure hoards in her life, but this one ... this one was beyond
anything that she'd ever seen before.

These dragons truly were the rulers of the world. She'd been inside
of many a grand treasury, but they had nothing on this. Caetira knew
that if she managed to somehow pull this off, then she'd be the most
famous burglar within the entirety of Atheria.

Caetira inhaled, pink nostrils flaring as she reminded herself why she
was here. Upquat's jewelry, right. She was very intimate with the
ruby-encrusted crown that had been stolen from him by the dragons.
But seeing it amongst the vast sea of gold. With a tense feeling
stirring in her stomach, she gazed across the gilded horde. It could
be buried underneath a pile of coins, or, worse, one of the gigantic
dragons. Though her green, feline eyes were incredibly sharp, they
could not find the metaphorical needle within the haystack.



Looking from the ground evidently wasn't her best option. There were
piles and piles of treasure in this room, some so tall that they
obscured her view. It would be best if she climbed her way to the top
of one of those. The only problem with doing that is that it would put
her in very, very close vicinity with the slumbering green dragons. A
stone's throw away, as a matter of fact.

But if she were to somehow trip and fall, then ...

Caetira shook her head. No, she wouldn't think about that. Master
burglars didn't trip and fall. Swallowing her nerves and plucking up her
courage, Caetira crept deeper into the cavern, approaching the
dragon's bounty, so great that it glittered, even within the dim light of
their lair.

Their snoring was now so loud that she could feel it reverberating
through her very bones. A dull, ever-present rumble. It was doubly
terrifying and reassuring, frightening for the obvious reasons, but
soothing because the noise told her that they were still deeply asleep.
As she moved to scale the pile of treasure, it was inevitable that the
valuable metal beneath her paws would jingle and jangle as she
climbed. Each movement up the treasure pile was careful and
measured. She would drag her body just a little further up, feeling
jewels and coins brush against her slender belly and small breasts as
she did so, before stopping to ensure that the massive reptiles were
still slumbering.

By the time that Caetira reached the top of the treasure pile, her
heart was hammering madly within her chest, her eyes narrow,



anxious slits, tail raised behind her, bushy. The top of the treasure pile
felt so unsafe. Her feet shuffled atop it, feeling coin and jewel tickle
the underside of her sensitive paw pads. Even though she weighed
very little, the pile underneath her felt as if it could collapse at any
moment.

Concentrate, Caetira. A jeweled crown. From her lofty vantage point,
it was much easier to see the expanse of the dragon's loot, but it was
still no easy task. However, Caetira was undeterred, primarily
because she wanted nothing more than to grab the crown and get out
of here. Feline eyes swept, and, eventually ...

There it was. Upquat's crown. Another treasure pile, directly north of
her. It poked out blatantly, brilliant gemstones glimmering in the
cave's dim light What an incredible stroke of luck!

Unfortunately, it would be the last one that Caetira would ever have.
For as she saw the crown, her left paw gave off an excited twitch ...
and that was all it took for her to completely lose her footing. Noisily,
she tripped over a chalice, jamming her toes against its firm surface,
and ... down she went. Letting out a loud, surprised squeak, she fell
upon her belly and began to loudly tumble down the treasure pile,
sending gold coins scattering everywhere in her wake.

Her noisy descent was the least of Caetira's worries, however. What
the feline was most terrified about was not the dragon's waking from
the din that she was causing, but, instead ... her trajectory. Her roll
was taking her straight toward one of the dragons, a male if those
fat, house-sized testicles were any indication ...



Those fat, house-sized testicles that her tumble was taking her
straight toward.

Her paws reached out, flailing, to attempt to stop herself, but the
metal beneath them was too slippery, the ground too unsure. All she
did by struggling was secure her own fate. Soon, her toppling came
to an end, and her body smacked directly against the dragon's left
testicle, her body slapping roughly against its surface. She felt the
loose, scaled flesh sag against her form, the heated throb of the
enormous orb within, the pulse and sway of the source of his fertility,
those giant, draconic, male organs ...

But, worst of all, she heard the dragon's snoring stop, stifled by her
arrival. A low groan came from his mouth instead, his great maw
parting to reveal sharp, deadly teeth, a forked tongue briefly flicking
against the back of his teeth. Underneath his scaled eyelids, Caetira
could see the great eyes beneath it roll around, twitching, tensing ...
sensing an intruder. Against the dragon's hot teste, she raised her
hands to her muzzle, smothering her mouth and nose. Shaking, she
huddled herself into a ball, feeling her spine brush against his
ballsack. Her heart felt as if it were about to explode. From anxiety,
her ribs ached, as if they were struggling to keep the racing organ
inside.

The male's eyes did not open. He released a tired huff, his massive
nostrils flaring, and then, he adjusted his chin upon his pillow of gold.
Seconds later, his lazy rumble of a snore resumed, joining his
partners.



Caetira breathed a sigh of relief. Or, at least, she would've, if fate
had given her the chance to. For before such a breath could leave her
lungs, the snoozing male flopped from his side and onto his belly,
pinning Caetira underneath the heavyweight of the very testicles that
her meager body had been laid against.

The breath that left her lungs was completely and utterly forced out of
her as her body was squashed beneath their tremendous girth, her
ribs groaning as her body was pulverized by the weight of one
testicle. The only thing that saved her life was the fact that the flesh
was spongy. While it bore down upon her heavily, the feline was
afforded, perhaps, a half-inch or so of breathing room. Her lungs
worked madly, both out of fear and out of sheer need. Her aching
body was now starved of oxygen, and her burning lungs and the stars
flickering behind her tightly closed eyelids were the first sign of that.

She felt the rough scales that lined his ball sack rubbing against her
form as he slept. Much to her surprise, there was no dirt or sweat
upon them, if anything, the scent that pervaded her nose was that of
a perfume, tinged with both flowers and the obvious scent of his
masculinity. Did this dragon bathe, in a similar manner to a king? It
only made sense, of course. These regal creatures weren't the type
to slop around in the muck. That fact alone was the one upshot to this
entire situation. At least she wouldn't be suffocating in the scent of
filth, no ... if she were to die, then at least it would be akin to being
smothered by a rosebed that smelled ever so slightly of dick.

Underneath the dragon's mighty testicle, Caetira's face tightened into
a grimace. She shouldn't be thinking about odors right now, and she



knew it. She should be thinking of how to escape. But, there,
underneath the testicle of a creature that was many, many hundreds
of times larger than her, she couldn't help but feel slightly humbled by
her surroundings. All this time, she had assumed that she was
robbing the cavern of a pair of greedy beasts, but, no ... all along,
she had been robbing from a King and a Queen. Caetira had always
been one to stand up to royalty before, to think that she was better
than them, despite the airs that they put on ... but here, her body
squished by a testicle and raked by scales, she couldn't help but feel
like the lowly, dirty vagrant that she everybody had always made her
out to be.

Though her ribs were sore, her head was beginning to ache, and her
confidence had been greatly diminished, Caetira was never one to
stay down for long. Knowing that she could easily suffocate
underneath the weight of the dragon's genitals, she knew that she
had to escape somehow. Her skinny arms strained underneath the
lizard's weighty orb, attempting to orient her hands properly in the
hopes that they could push and shove against it. As she attempted to
squirm, she felt the dragon's teste lazily churning, producing what
must have been a truly terrifying amount of semen while he slept.
Enough to fill the great moat that surrounded Veldir's grand palace.
Enough, perhaps, to replace the water many streams that ran around
the city itself.

Caetira's tired arms went still for a moment. A realization hit her.
There was enough semen inside the teste atop of her to drown her,
entomb her, and completely consume her. This dragon didn't need to
breathe fire to kill her, no.



Her eyes closed, and she took a moment to center herself. She
needed not to think about things like that. So, within her mind, she
pushed any dark thoughts away, providing her clarity. Then, gathering
her remaining strength, she twisted and pulled on her arms, working
her shoulders, body desperately writhing, what little air was in her
lungs gasping from her mouth as she tried to find some semblance of
freedom.

With a loud grunt of exertion, Caetira managed to pull her hands free.
She flexed her fingers, feeling blood flow back into their tips. She did
not languish in the feeling of circulation for long. Instead, she pressed
her hands into the girthy ball above her. She felt his scaly flesh ripple
against her hands, the spongy orb within seemingly reacting to her
touch. She felt it throb against her dainty, slender fingertips, paw
pads feeling it's erotic reverberation.

The dragon's snore was stifled again. This time, rather than silence, it
was immediately replaced by a low, sleepy groan. The sound one
made when having a blissful dream, only a hundred times louder and
deeper. Though Caetira's tiny paws did not wake him, they most
certainly affected the massive, deep green dragon's subconscious.
The way her tiny paws kneaded, the way her arms strained and her
upper body shifted, tiny, subtle movements that were enough to
arouse the mighty beast.

Caetira did not like the noises that the dragon was starting to make.
But she wouldn't let them stop her movements. Her paws heaved
against the enormous, spongy teste, pushing, shoving. But no matter
how hard she tried, her only reward for her efforts was a burning
sensation in her muscles and a further need for more oxygen that
was nearly impossible to obtain. Her vision started to go blurry, her



thoughts of courage and bravery became incohesive. No longer able
to push, her arms flopped down to either side of her limply. Were it
not for the black fur that covered her muzzle, the poor feline would've
been blue in the face!

But it was not her time to die yet. The dragon let out another loud
groan, and then, he rolled back over onto his side, his teste giving
one final 'kiss' to Caetira's form before it departed from her body
entirely, leaving her flat upon the floor.

Caetira could hardly believe it. Her mouth opened wide, gulping in
oxygen. She threw herself into a sitting position immediately, and
then, pulled herself to her feet as quickly as she could, every fiber of
her body aching. Her legs felt as if they didn't want to support her
weight, much less move, but the adrenaline coursing through her
veins propelled her weak limbs forward regardless, sending her
staggering forward. Her vision was still blurry, and she could barely
see a thing in front of her.

So, with weak legs and poor sight, it was little wonder that the nimble
feline once again found herself toppling over. This time, at least, it
wasn't down an incline. Instead, she fell face-first into a pile of gold
coins, sending them flying up all around her. They noisily clattered on
the floor, much like her own form.

Even though her lungs still ached, she held her breath, ears perked
high above her head, face down in the ground. There was still the
sound of snoring, the male's, now well behind her, occasionally
undercut with a groan. There were no noises of waking.



Her mouth opened, and she exhaled a long, pent up sigh of relief. She
wasn't being crushed, she wasn't under threat, save for the fact that
she was in a dragon's lair. For a moment, just for a sweet, blissful
moment, she could catch her breath, and relish the feeling of lying
upon a pile of treasure. Worn out, she flopped over onto her back,
daring to let out a very, very quiet chuckle. Caetira found the
encounter fitting, really. After all. No heist was complete without an
exceptionally close shave. When she retold the story, she'd probably
make it something a little more dignified than a testicle, but, still ...

Still feeling blissful, she opened her eyes and turned her head to the
side. Whatever wind was within her sails was swiftly knocked out of
them. Next to her, far too close, was a slumbering, female dragon,
her pointed snout mere inches away from Caetira's side. The feline's
breath went still in her throat, panic beginning to overwhelm her, her
mouth gaping open, sucking in a breath to prepare for a loud,
instinctual scream of terror ...

But before such a noise could escape her lips, the female's massive
claws swept out in her sleep, talons raking across the ground and
dragging the pile of gold that Caetira was laid upon closer to her,
roughly dragging her across the ground. Terrified, and sure that her
demise was just around the corner, Caetira raised her paws and
clasped her hands against her ears, curling into the fetal position
beneath the dragon's paw. No scream of terror came from her mouth,
no, the feline was feeling far too incoherent for that, a mumbled
gibber came from her lips instead, a weak, stuttering noise.



Death did not come for her, however. Instead, once more, Caetira felt
warmth all around her, the feeling of scales rubbing against her arms.
The dragon must've stopped dragging the gold pile, for the awful
noise of claws against stone floor had stopped, replaced with a dull
snore that now vibrated against her back, shaking her body with its
bass. Nervously, she opened her eyes and began to uncurl her body,
tail flagged and fluffy in fright ... and it only poofed up bigger when
she came to the realization that, once again, she was up against the
lower belly of a dragon, this time, the female. Her massive thighs
were splayed just beneath her, clawed toes dangling in the air while
she slept on.

While there were no testicles to worry about this time, that didn't
mean that Caetira was in the clear when it came to draconic genitalia.
For just a few meters below her own feet was the dragon's slit, wet
from the scent of the male dragon's arousal. It was little wonder that
she'd reached out with her claws in her sleep. Like her mate, she
seemed to be having an erotic dream of her own. Occasionally,
Caetira felt the ripple of powerful abdominal muscles against her
back, the sensation of the dragon's very core clenching. Her gigantic
clit, withdrawn from its hood, visibly throbbed, the sensitive bundle of
nerves bigger than Caetira's own head.

In many, many ways, the female's steaming slit was far more
intimidating than the male's testes, entirely because, unlike them, it
was capable of swallowing her whole, even in the dragon's sleep.
After nearly having her ribs broken by the weight of a dragon nut, it
was easy to imagine the sensations that she'd feel being deep within
the dragon's canal, her wrinkled, wet walls squeezing at her, thick,
female juices flowing into her mouth, enough to literally drown her.
With her heart racing in her chest, and her eyes wide, she stared at



the massive pussy below her and thought about just that, unable to
move, as if the dragon's walls were already binding her.

If Caetira had the foresight to get up and move while she still could,
then she would've been safe. Alas, the feline remained paralyzed,
fearful of moving forward, and ... that was what undid her. For the
female's claws were on the move again, and, this time, her
subconscious desire was, of course, to satisfy herself. With a sleepy,
lustful heat building up within her loins, her talons raked across her
lower belly, carrying poor Caetira with them, and taking her closer to
the sex that she feared so much.

The feline didn't budge an inch as she was moved, and it was hard to
blame her. With razor-sharp claws only inches away from her puny
form, all it would take was an ill-timed flinch to meet a sticky end.
Then again, she was seemingly on the way to one of those
regardless. As the treasure underneath her was clawed forward, she
could only watch as the dragon's slit grew closer and closer to her.
Soon, she was so close that she could feel the aroused heat wafting
from her slit, like she was standing before the entrance to a sauna.
The coins and jewelry underneath her began to grow wet with the
dragon's juices, and, quickly, so did the feline.

Before long, Caetira was completely immersed within the dragon's
sex, and she hadn't even been shoved inside of it yet. The dragon's
thick, sticky juices were clinging to every inch of her form, weighing
down her fur and making it more difficult to move. Even if the
dragon's claws surrounding her impeded her escape, it would be
difficult to make one now if they weren't present. It felt as if eighty
pounds or more had been smeared across her, and, beyond the
weight, it came with an incredibly intense warmth. It felt as if she



were trapped within a tin can on a very, very hot day, and it was
extremely unpleasant.

The only thing that wasn't bad was, again, the smell. It was floral
again ... regal. A reminder once again that these were not savage
beasts, but draconic royalty.

In her sleep, the female released a needy snarl, and her claws
moved in tandem with her unconscious lust. With a twitch from the
lizard's massive talons, Caetira was pushed from outside to inside.
Suddenly, she was surrounded by what she had feared so badly. The
moment that her head was pushed inside, the rest of her body quickly
followed, drawn in by the rapid contraction of the dragon's pulsing
sex. One moment, she felt the silken, wet grasp of the dragon's walls
upon her skull, then, upon her torso, and finally, upon the entirety of
her.

Caetira did her very best to not get pulled deeper within the
dragoness, but her efforts were weak at best. It wasn't really her
fault. Her arms were bound tightly to her sides by the sheer force of
the dragon's pussy, ensuring that she couldn't reach out to attempt to
find a handhold within her creases. And, though her ribs were not as
constricted as they were underneath the male's teste, the thick juices
that surrounded her ensured that she couldn't draw much breath. The
best she could manage was a short, sharp gulp before the dragon's
hot honey flowed into her mouth and down her windpipe, causing her
to cough and splutter. The dim source of light in front of her grew
more and more distant until it disappeared entirely, and Caetira was
completely lost within the lower body of the dragon. Around her, she
heard the sound of the dragon's sleepy, powerful pulse, the massive
heart's beat sounding much like a war drum.



With no light, no oxygen, and a tight grip all around her, Caetira's
prospects were not optimal. As a matter of fact, it seemed her death
was most certainly on the horizon, fated to drown within a dragon's
vagina. Little more than a speck within in it, the dragoness would not
even know that she'd been responsible for slaying a puny mortal in
her sleep. Not that she'd particularly care if she did know, of course.

But the feline's fate was not to die. At least, not right at this moment.
Cats, after all, supposedly had nine lives, and Caetira Catspaw was
about to cash one of those in. For just as she was about to run out of
oxygen and pass into unconsciousness, the dragon's walls loosened
as her unconscious arousal diminished. While the grasp of the
dragon's slick insides was still tight, there was just enough slack that
she could move her arms and torso. Her limbs thrashed desperately,
kicking her upward, one last-ditch attempt to push her head above
the gooey tide, and ...

Caetira made it. Deep within the dragon's pussy, with nothing but a
deep, dark pink surrounding her, the feline found an air pocket. With
the dragon's juices lapping at her neck, she opened her mouth and
gulped in a lungful of air. The oxygen in it was thin and tainted with
dragon pheromones, but it was just enough to ease the burning in her
lungs and clear her mind. With the dragon's lusty walls still rippling
against her body, Caetira knew that she only had a few seconds to
concoct a plan of escape.

So, then, in this brief moment of respite, she needed to figure out
what to do. It was clear that she needed to escape, but she had no
idea of her orientation. If she were to attempt to make her way



forward, then she could simply be making her way closer to the
dragon's uterus, a place in which Caetira most certainly didn't want to
go. The heat was already bad enough. In there, it would be
suffocating. But there was no light, only deep pink folds, no way of
finding out which direction to go. The direction in which she went
would be a gamble. In other words, then, it was down to destiny.

Going with her gut, Caetira forged forward, her legs beating against
the goo that surrounded them as her hands grasped onto the deep
furrows and creases within the dragon's pussy, each touch of the
feline's paw making the sensitive flesh ripple. While Caetira had to
use her might, she also knew that she had to be careful. If she were
to grasp too tightly or to move too quickly, then the dragon's pussy
might kick back into gear and drag her all the way back and
underneath her juices, completely undoing all of her hard work, and
probably killing her in the process.

Despite the peril that surrounded her, despite the horrible heat and
wetness that surrounded her and the pain within her body, Caetira
began to feel ... invigorated. As a master burglar, she naturally had a
want for perilous situations like this, and it was kicking in in full force.
Even though her life was very much on the line in the most unflattering
of ways, the sheer amount of adrenaline that was currently coursing
through her veins was precisely why Caetira threw herself into
dangerous situations. Literally surrounded by danger, where one false
move could lead to death, this ... this was what being alive was all
about.

The adrenaline was pumped around her body by her madly beating
heart was the very thing that carried her forward, that lust for
adventure and danger. And it seemed that it would be her saving



grace. Her flooded eyes caught a glimpse of light. Dim, distant, but
very much there. Her gut had led her in the right direction. It was all
the motivation that she needed for the last push forward.

Her arms shoved, her legs kicked, her body strained, and that ray of
light grew closer and closer, illuminating the pink cavern proper.
Caetira could scarcely believe her luck. Soon, with a hearty heave,
she pushed her left arm completely out of the dragon's hole, quickly
following it with her right. Her hands pressed against either side of
the slack fuckhole that had just consumed her, and, with one last
grunt of exertion, she threw her body out of the dragon's slit, exiting
with a pronounced pop. Her limbs splayed as she tumbled out, her
foot striking something spongy on the way out, but that didn't matter,
she was safe, she had made it! Whether you had a dick or a pussy,
you evidently couldn't kill Caetira Catspaw!

Or at least, so Caetira thought. Because, in the end, not minding
what her foot hit would be her final undoing. For her toes had not just
brushed against any part of the dragon's anatomy, no. Her foot had
brushed up against the dragon's still swollen clitoris, stimulating
enough to cause a jolt of pleasure to wrack through her reptilian
body.

A jolt of pleasure powerful enough to wake the dragoness up.

The dragoness awoke instantly, throwing her head into the air, long,
serpentine neck thrashing as her jaw unhinged, releasing a loud roar
into the air. Her mate instantly awoke at that, and, much like his mate,
he released a bellow of his own. Poor, wet Caetira was utterly



surrounded by the terrifying sound of the dragon's roar, her paws
lifting up to clasp over her ears. In terror, her muscles clenched, and
she flopped over uselessly on the floor. After everything, now she
chose to give up. The thrill of adventure had very much left her,
replaced by pure fear.

It wasn't long before dual draconic optics swiveled toward Caetira,
roars dissipating as they stared at the tiny intruder. Instead,
disappointed little noises started to huff from their nostrils, tiny snorts.
Was this really what had awoken them? A tiny, quivering, wet little
cat? After all the trouble they'd caused, the two of them had been
expecting the mortals to send an army. Instead, they'd sent a burglar,
one who, by the look of things, they'd already brutalized in their sleep.
The best and easiest thing to do would be to just incinerate her and
then go back to sleep.

But, then again ... the lustful dreams that the pair had been having
before they'd been so rudely awoken had been pleasant. The
dragon's testicles were in a desperate need of emptying, and the
dragoness' slit was still wet and dripping, aching to be stuffed. Rather
than being incinerated, then, perhaps they could play a game with
their little intruder ...

The two of them were thinking in tune with one another. As the male
reached out to wrap his claws around the cowering Caetira, his mate
took a step back, nodding her head in his direction. Unable to so
much as move a muscle, the poor feline could do nothing as talons
wrapped around her. As she was taken, the claws sliced at her with
precision ... not harming flesh, but stripping her of her armor. The wet
leather easily fell off, exposing her bare, nubile form. Her pink nipples
were erect, very apparent against her black coat, and, despite the



terror that she felt, her thighs were matted together with juices, and
not just the dragoness'. That lust for adventure had been quite a
literal lust, and now, even while she was terrified, she felt a burning
need within her own core.

One that would not be satisfied. The dragons had already determined
that she'd be their sex toy, after all ... and sex toys didn't get to feel
the bliss of orgasm.

With Caetira between his claws, the male flopped onto his back, his
erect, ridged dragon cock coming into full view. To someone of
Caetira's size, it was a towering spire, bigger than some of the
structures in Veldir, a massive, thick mass of pink, veiny, throbbing
flesh, the tip of it tapered similarly to a canines. It pulsed with need,
great streams of precum coursing from the gaping urethra atop it,
dribbling down its immense length. The feline was nothing compared
to it. The dragon's cock was many, many times the size that she was.
Naked and bare, she felt incredibly vulnerable as she approached it.
Her mind whirred with possibility, wondering what horrible fate the
dragon had in mind for her.

As she grew closer and closer to the clenching slit that laid on top of
the male's prick, it became incredibly apparent what her fate was.
The dragon intended to feed her into his cock, to shove her all in the
way into it. The testicle that had laid on top of her only twenty
minutes ago was going to be her tomb. Caetira had become very,
very intimate with the way that it churned and throbbed while it was
atop of her, and she doubted that she could last very long inside of
such a toxic environment.



Once, twice, she had managed to escape the dragon's genitalia.
Even as death loomed over her, Caetira couldn't help but think that
the third time must have been the charm. There was no point in
struggling. If she did, she would simply be torn to shreds by the sharp
claws that surrounded her delicate form. And, frankly, after everything
that she'd been through ... she was just too tired to fight.

Now, she dangled just above the tapered tip of the dragon's leaking
prick, the scent of his regal pheromones rushing into her poor,
sensitive nostrils. Above her, she heard a snarl, the cruel, scraping
sound of laughter trapped within a scaly throat. Daringly, she lifted
her head and looked up toward his pointed snout. Before, there had
been the implication that the beasts were more than just mere
beasts. Their perfumed smell had been one indication, and, beyond
that, the fact that the whole land feared them. But as she looked at
the dragon's massive, scaly muzzle, their intelligence became blatant.
The look in his wide, slitted green eyes, the way that his lips were
peeled back, exposing brilliantly white, sharp teeth, almost as if he
were grinning. This was not a dumb, mighty animal, no. This was a
creature that was about to feed her to his cock and enjoy it. Not just
because of the lust, but because ... he was a sadist.

Caetira swallowed, and meekly lowered her gaze. She couldn't even
look the beast in the eye for more than a few moments. Truly, she felt
insignificant. Her arms and legs locked up even more, refusing to
budge so much as an inch.

Soon, her tiny foot paws were placed by the side of the dragon's
urethra. Though his cock was massive, now that she stood against
the hole that led into the very core of it, she knew that she was in for
a very, very tight ride. Her skinny, nubile body was just the right size



to fit within the dragon's cock snugly. The male was clearly very, very
excited about that. With his flesh throbbing powerfully underneath her
feet, claws impatiently nudged her forward. The dragon released a
satisfied growl as he felt Caetira's left foot slip inside of him, drawn in
by his cock's needy suction.

When her left foot was in, her right soon followed, and then, a
powerful ripple of suction drew her ankles inside, squeezing them
tightly together. Around her toes and ankles, the internals of the
dragon's cock pulsed, smearing her already messy fur with another
layer of erotic juice. Like she'd been fed into a hungry, eager mouth,
the dragon's urethra gulped around her body, drawing her in quickly,
inch by inch. There was a brief pause as it came to the girth of her
hips, the hole throbbing powerfully, as if it were too narrow to accept
them ... and then, the walls surged, pulling her hips and torso inside in
one swift motion.

Only Caetira's head poked from the dragon's slit now. With wide
eyes, she took one last look around the cavern, knowing that it would
be her last sight of the real world. Then, with one final ripple, her skull
was drawn into the reptile's cock, and, once again, Caetira was
completely surrounded by the tight, slick insides of a dragon.

This space, however, was far more narrow than the female's pussy.
It seemed that the male was fond of choking her to death with his
cock, considering that she'd been trapped underneath his teste, and
now, tight walls squeezed powerfully at her. Any oxygen that she
sucked into her mouth was only held briefly in her lungs before the
dragon's cock squeezed against her ribs and forced her to exhale.
The poor feline was completely and utterly stuck, her downward
descent into the male's core assured, the walls pummeling into her



form ensuring that she stood absolutely no chance of clawing her way
upward.

And, though she had not thrashed before, primal survival instincts now
kicked into gear, and she uselessly fought against the cock that
sought to consume her. Her arms and legs thrashed and kicked
against his slick walls, her efforts ensuring that she was coated in yet
another layer of thick dragon juice, this time, the males. It smothered
her, making her movements more difficult, and yet, the cat still
thrashed as if she were caught in a bag, howling loudly as she was
taken toward her end.

Outside, the dragon released a groan, his clawed feet kicking up into
the air. Toes curled in sheer and utter bliss, a bestial snarl released
from flared nostrils. Every weak thrash from Caetira sent a shudder
of pleasure across his long spine, forked tongue flicking from his maw
as he languished in this bliss that he felt from her tiny presence.
Already, his cum-laden balls were starting to tighten within his sack,
but he would not be a dragon if he did not possess fortitude. As
tempting as it was to unleash his load now and drown her within it, he
had much more wicked plans for Caetira.

The pressure grew tighter and tighter around the feline, to the point
where she thought that she was going to pop. But then, a slick
sphincter opened, announcing wetly that she finally made her way
toward her ultimate destination. Her feet slid into a much roomier
chamber, her toes dipping into a substance that was, most certainly,
dragon cum. Soon, the rest of the slender cat's body was dumped
into the dragon's testicle, her entire form plunging into the load that
the male had prepared just for her. Her head was pulled underneath



its thick tide, ropes of it wrapping around her form, binding her,
ensuring that all the poor kitty could do was sink.

The heat inside of here was thrice as intense as it was inside of the
dragoness' twat. It was a true, mind-numbing heat, to the point where
Caetira scarcely even realized that she was currently drowning. Being
surrounded by the dragon's magma hot seed was almost like being
caught within an extremely hot embrace. It was almost comforting,
the way that his thick seed wrapped around every last inch of her,
dominating her form, flowing into her nostrils and down her throat,
ensuring that she received a bellyful of it. Warmth, on the inside and
out. Though she knew she was in danger, it would also be incredibly
easy to just close her eyes and slip off into the nether, to embrace
death. It wouldn't be difficult.

But, before unconsciousness could completely second, Caetira
Catspaw remembered a very crucial fact about herself. She was a
fighter. And she was going to fight until her very last breath, even if
her doom was assured.

Her body thrashed within the goopy cum that surrounded her, hands
clutching and biceps straining as she fought off the ties that bound
her. Her arms and legs fought, punching, kicking, all in an attempt to
push her head above the spermy tide. It truly seemed as if it was
pointless. Just like when she'd been trapped inside of the dragoness
vagina, she had no idea which direction would lead her toward
oxygen and a glimpse of safety. But, despite that, she fought, using
the very last of her body's energy ...



And, just like last time, it paid off. Though, there was really no escape
... only sweet, sweet air. Her mouth opened, thick, raw semen
flowing down her throat, before, finally, her lungs found the sweet
embrace of oxygen once again. If light were to exist within the
dragon's nut, then her black fur would be completely hidden
underneath the thick layer of cum that covered every inch of her. As
her ears began to clear of it, she heard a distant pulse, a roar, the
sound of two dragons preparing to mate ...

Her time was coming. But at least she'd see it through to the end.

Outside, the two green dragons were indeed getting ready to rut. The
male had flopped from his back and onto his four legs, massive,
throbbing cock and balls swaying beneath him as he advanced upon
his mate. The female had her torso pressed against the ground, her
plump hindquarters lifted into the air, her dripping, pink slit on full
display, creaming itself in anticipation for the dick that was about to
fuck it raw. Impatient snarls came from her mouth, huffing, puffing,
telling her draconic lover in the most primal way that she was more
than ready to fuck.

The male, feeling little Caetira within his teste, had no intention upon
drawing this out. The massive, royal beast knew that he needed to
drain his sack right this instant. His claws lunged forward, grasping
his mate by the shoulders, razor-sharp claws doing no harm at all to
her thick, impenetrable green scales. As the tip of his tapered cock
met her needy entrance, the female bucked her hips backward
sharply, smearing her heat and wet across her lover's length. Pants,
low and lustful, came from both of their mouths. The male shifted his
hips behind, the head sliding against her heated slit, seeking to
penetrate her ...



A roar, low and hungry, came from the male's maw as the first inch of
his thick rod penetrated his mate's folds. Underneath scales, muscles
shuddered in delight. Wanting to hilt himself within her, he began to
thrust his hips forward, eager to shove every last inch of his aching
cock within her depths. The female's response was obvious. Lustful
growls eeked from her mouth, her hips pushing back in an attempt to
meet his. Both of them needed each other, and ... both of them would
make sure that they had one another.

Caetira's world had been thrown into chaos, however, for every
movement from the male caused her prison to shift and sway. Her
moment of respite had been incredibly brief, and, once again, she
had been thrown into a situation that could only be described as
hellish. The sickly way of the dragon's testes had been bad enough
when he'd been walking, but now that he was humping his mate, his
testes were swaying back and forth like a pendulum, making their
thick contents slosh around Caetira. The male's movements ensured
that a literal whirlpool of semen had been made within his still swelling
testes, and poor Caetira had been pulled into the very center of it.

Even though she was trapped, cum circling around her and entrapping
her again, Caetira knew what was occurring outside. She could hear
and, obviously, feel the way that the dragon was humping at his mate,
each slap of his colossal balls against her slit producing a loud smack
and making Caetira's entire world shudder. Beyond that, there was
the unmistakeably slick noise of a cock hammering into a pussy that
was the perfect size for it, the distant, racing beat of the dragon's
heart, the fact that she could feel the pressure growing more and
more within his nut as he flew toward his peak.



Her head swam, filled with lusty pheromones, her body ached,
bruised from the continuous pounding that she'd faced by dragon
genitals throughout the night. It was a wonder that she could even
slap together coherent thoughts at this point, but the feline was
plotting, thinking of where this strange, horrible journey would take
her. It was impressive, really. Even within the confines of a dragon's
nut, the plucky feline's mind was upon her wafer-thin chance of
survival.

Presuming that she survived long enough, Caetira knew that she was
going to be ejected into the very same place that she'd just escaped
from, except this time, well ... there would be an ocean of thick
dragon semen spurting in with her. The easy thing to do would be to
close her eyes and succumb to the unconsciousness that was
desperately attempting to grasp at her, but ...

Even if her chance to survive was practically nil, she would take it.
Even if cum was sloshing onto her from every angle, even if her body
was utterly surrounded by thick ropes of semen, even if she was
trapped within the spermy, churning nut of an immense green dragon,
Caetira Catspaw would fight until the bitter end.

The dragon was approaching an end, though it was not a bitter one,
no. It was one of bliss. His thick, draconic length was now pounding
rapidly into his lover, his many inches caressed by his lover's silken
walls. Though they had mated many, many times before, the male
had never done it with a mortal trapped within his testicle. To say that
it heightened his arousal would be an understatement. Caetira was
far too small and far too lost within his taste for the dragon to be able
to feel her splashing around within it, but he didn't need sensation. It
was the fantasy. Knowing that a mortal was suffering within him, a



mortal that dared to enter his den, to walk amongst his precious
possessions, was all that needed.

The dragoness humped back against her mate's thrusts, needily
slamming her heated, stuffed pussy against his scaled groin on every
stroke inside of her. Like him, she was brewing in lewd, fetish filled
thoughts. As her lover's length stuffed her full, her incoherent, lustful
thoughts were centered on the tiny feline that was currently sloshing
around inside of the male's teste. The female thought of her suffering,
how she was completely surrounded by her mate's seed, sloshing
around in it, no doubt confused, terrified ... just as she ought to be,
for daring to walk in their den. Knowing that her ultimate home would
be within her womb was just the icing on the cake, really.

The male dragon released a mighty, loud snarl, his jaw and throat
rippling from it's ferocity. Below, his hips pumped one last time, with
an equal amount of vigor to his growl. His testes clenched, tightening
within their leathery sack ... and then, he began to squirt his very,
very pent-up load, directly into his lover's uterus. His back claws
scraped against the ground, kicking up coin and jewelry alike, his
claws scattering it all over their den in his mindless lust.

For Caetira, the experience was also mindless ... though in a
completely different way. Her prison clenched around her, and, along
with the sloshy, spermy contents of the dragon's teste, she was
rapidly evacuated from his testicle, shot straight into the very same
tube that she'd been squeezed down only a few moments prior, only,
this time ... she was on her way up. Beneath her, she could feel the
dragon's seed bubbling against her bare toes and feet, propelling her
upward as if she were standing atop of a geyser.



The same walls, tight as ever, surrounded her, rippling, pushing,
squeezing her ... except, naturally, in the opposite direction, and,
much, much quicker than ever before. Her descent downward had
taken minutes, her trip upward had taken mere seconds. Before she
could so much as release a scream, her body was roughly shoved
from the dragon's urethra, and fired not just into his lover's pussy, but
... like the rest of his load, Caetira's tiny body was launched through
dragoness' cervix and into her fertile uterus. If escape hadn't been
impossible before, it was most certainly impossible now.

Her sore, abused body met an internal wall that was far squishier,
softer, and warmer than any that she'd felt over this long and dreadful
night. It was comforting, to feel it against her, a soft, silky warmth,
the feeling of the dragon's womb caressing her face. In the brief
moment that she was laid against it, alone, she almost felt as if she
could curl up here and just fall asleep together. The feline had felt like
that a few times over the course of the night, but now, with an intense
warmth surrounding her, and an excited, comforting heartbeat
thumping all around her, it would be easier than ever to give up.

The sense of comfort immediately faded a half a second later, for
Caetira wasn't the only thing leaving the dragon's cock, of course.
Moments after she had hit the back wall of her womb, a massive
gush of semen splashed over her form, smothering her underneath it.
A single rope was enough to drown and submerge her body, and ...
there was far more than just one single rope. No, the dragon's balls
had been stuffed to their limit. A literal tidal wave of semen squirted
into the cosy chamber that Caetira occupied; thick, virulent seed
rapidly filling the chamber that she laid within.



Blind and utterly lost, she could only close her eyes and grit her teeth,
her nostrils narrowing and her lips sealing in a desperate attempt to
keep what little air there was inside of her poor, burning lungs. The
familiar sensation of semen binding her, soaking into her fur, clinging
to her, ensuring that her arms were bound tightly to her sides, her
legs caught, stuck, useless. Every limb entrapped. There was no
hope of oxygen in here. Even if she could somehow find a pocket
within her womb that didn't contain her mate's seed, then it wouldn't
contain any oxygen. Caetira was too deep within the dragon's body
now to hope to breath.

Before long, the semen that was unleashed by the dragon's twin
testes was enough to completely fill the womb that she was within,
leaving her in a similar predicament to as she was before ...
surrounded by semen, entombed and trapped within it, except, this
time, there was twice as much. Though she thrashed, kicked, and
squirmed, there was no hope, and no escape. It seemed that the
feline had used all nine of her lives.

Eventually, her sore muscles gave out, her body giving off it's last
spasm. Her mouth opened, and, without fear or hesitation, she
allowed the dragon's cum to flow freely down her throat and
windpipe, filling her, drowning her. Soon, she was little more than a
lifeless speck amongst a tide of cum, a mote lost within the uterus of
a dragoness many, many times the size of her. Though she had
successfully fought off their bodies twice tonight, Caetira would not
be so lucky the third time.

The male, confident that the mortal had been well and truly slain,
either by teste or uterus, withdrew his spermy, messy length from his
mate's pussy, a gush of sperm rushing from her gaping hole not long



afterward. Both released low, contented snarls, their coitus having
evidentally been more than satisfactory for the both of them. They
approached each other, scaled, heated bodies curling against one
another. Their tails wrapped, the male's wings spread, folding over
his panting mate. Together, entwined, they fell down onto the floor of
the cave, lost within one another.

Soon, the cave filled with the sound of reptilian snores once again.
The two dragons were completely and utterly sated, and all was right
with the world.

*k*%

Morning came. The two dragons awoke in unison, their sleeping
schedules in tune. Though they had quite the night of passion, neither
of them ached. They were superior creatures, and they rarely felt
pain. The two unfolded themselves from one another, seperating, and
pulling themselves into an individual stand.

Today was the day that they'd rob and pillage another settlement or
two ... or maybe even three. The pair felt as if their horde had been
defiled by the feline's presence within it, and the only way to make
that right was to pile a bunch of untainted wealth into their chamber.
The pair of them had never flown to the north, to see what was up
toward the wastelands of Atheria. Perhaps they'd pay a visit there,
and find out if things were really as destitute as they'd been led to
believe.



The pair of them trotted out of their cave, and then spread wings and
flew, racing their way north. Neither of them noticed that Lord
Upquat's rubied crown was missing from it's usual place. Perhaps it
had been disturbed during their lovemaking and had fallen into
another pile of gold.

Or, perhaps, somehow, one certain, lucky feline managed to get their
hands on it, so that it could be returned to it's rightful owner. But that
would be impossible, wouldn't it?

Who can really say? Plenty of strange things happened every day in
Atheria. For now, the dragons flew north. Their minds were not upon
Caetira, and they would never spare a thought for the little feline
again.



