Bowen grunted with exertion, sighing in relief after having finally won over that powerful, large female dragon.  She wasn't the most powerful he had ever fought by any means, but she was still a dragon, and that made her a challenge.  He smiled to himself, feeling very satisfied and proud of himself for having killed another of those cursed creatures.  He had spent the last several years of his life hunting down these scaled menaces to decent society.  The many dragon teeth on his shield attested to just how many dragons had fallen under his blade.

Bowen made his way over to his horse, glaring at it unhappily, annoyed that his cowardly horse had fled from that scaled demon.  “Stupid horse, you coward, just leaving me riderless back there like that!”

The horse snorted, and tossed it's head, as if it could understand Bowen's speech, and was replying to him in a most unhappy fashion.

But Bowen just ignored his horse, and reached up to secure his shield to the saddlebag, and pulled out a few tools necessary to clean his blade after that grisly fight.

After he was content with how clean it was, he slipped it back into it's sheath, then swung himself onto the horse.  He kicked it into gear, and started to move forwards.  Bowen leaned back in the saddle, just relaxing, letting his muscles loosen up some in the warm summer sun, relaxing as he rode onwards to his next conquest.

It was much later that day that Bowen saw something that interested him very much.  There was a large cave close by, in a dark, secluded corner of a mountain, hidden behind a waterfall.  He smiled, seeing that this was exactly the kind of cave that a dragon would favor as it's den.  He chuckled, sure that he would have little problem catching and cornering a dragon in it's den, soon.  It was far too late at night to even think of doing such a thing. So, he turned around, and backtracked about half a mile, before he found a spot that would be suitable enough to set up camp.  He did this as quickly and quietly as he could, setting up a simple tent, no fire, before sitting down on the grass to eat some cold meat.  He sighed, reflecting on how he seemed to be most content when he was staking out a dragon's den like this, when he was living as simply as one could.  Of course, that's not to say that he didn't enjoy many of the pleasures civilization offered whenever he could.

After a few hours more, Bowen let out a quiet yawn before silently crawling into his tent, leaving his horse staked outside where he knew it would be in the morning.  The only thing that really scared that horse was dragons it seems, so he knew there was little chance of it running away from him.  He sighed to himself, laying down in his clothes, only having taken off his armor, to get a good night's sleep before the fight tomorrow.  He knew it took a lot of energy to subdue a dragon, but he had no doubt he would win, as he always did.

During the night however, as Bowen slept, a large, silent form crept into his camp, and carefully, quietly approached the snoozing horse. For a creature of such size, it approached with surprising stealth.  The horse never even knew he was being looked over as the large creature stood there.  Nor did the horse make a single sound when he was plucked up with such ease by the large creature, who then turned, and carefully walked away, leaving little evidence he had ever been there, just large indented footprints.  Bowen never even stirred.

The next morning, Bowen slipped out of his tent and groaned a little, reaching back to rub at his spine a little, always feeling a bit stiff when he woke up in the morning after sleeping like this.  It didn't take him long to realize that his horse was missing.  There was just no trace of it. He frowned, standing up, and starting to wander around, wondering what might have become of it.  He didn't see any signs that his horse had wandered around in the night, or that he had been munching on grass. But soon enough, he saw the deep footprints in the damp soil.  He growled angrily to himself, feeling mad that his horse was snatched away by a dragon like this, and likely had for the dragon's dinner!

Bowen snorted to himself, feeling even more furious then he had a few moments ago.  He was now even more intent on killing that dragon, and more then that, to carve up his corpse and see if he could make some use of it, perhaps buy himself a new horse with all that rich, expensive dragon meat.

He smiled to himself at the thought, and turned, quickly going back into his tent to retrieve his armor and weapons.

He dressed himself quickly, getting himself all set to get down to his grisly business again.  He left his tent where it was set up; no sense in dragging it with him into a fight after all.

Then, moving carefully and quietly, Bowen stepped forwards, moving towards that den of the dragon.  He was sure the dragon would be in there, perhaps resting while his belly digested the horse meat he had fed on.  Dragons didn't need to eat too often after all, especially when they had a large meal such as a horse.

He smiled to himself as he saw the opening to the dragon's abode, and very carefully moved towards it.  He crouched near the entrance, the crash of the waterfall covering up the sounds of his presence.  He looked into the den, and frowned upon seeing all the darkness within.  This was a very dangerous place to try and attack the dragon.  He wouldn't really be able to see it, but the dragon would surely be able to see him with it's keener vision, or at least be able to smell him.

He sighed, and started to gear himself up for a long wait, hoping to catch the dragon by surprise when he emerged for a drink of water or more food.

But as he was doing so, he heard a rustling of bushes nearby.  He frowned a little, wondering if that could be his dragon? Could it already have left the cave to take care of something? Perhaps to find breakfast?

He didn't know, so, he turned, and very quietly and carefully suck forwards, creeping towards the thick underbrush where he heard the noise.

Bowen slowly slipped into the bush, pushing his way through the foliage, bending the branches back as quietly as he could, not wanting to alarm the dragon or alert it to his presence.

This is when Bowen got the most astonishing view of his life.

The dragon, whose name was Drake, was standing there, not two feet away, with it's tail lifted up high.  It was squatting over the ground, it's lower parts perhaps a foot or two over the soil.  But since Bowen himself was essentially crawling around and laying on his stomach, he could see everything very clearly.

As he watched in horror, the dragon's large slit of a tailhole was puckering and flexing powerfully.  He could only marvel at how much power the anal muscles must be for a dragon as large as this one; it was easily a good four hundred pounds heavier, and a good size larger, then any dragon Bowen had seen before.  As he watched, the dragon let out a contented sigh, then a deep grunt, as his tailhole opened wide, revealing the dark pink flesh within.  Bowen could see into the dragon's rectum a good few inches.  He could have seen further, but a large, dark brown object was blocking the view.  As he watched, the brown object slowly slid closer to him, slowly pushing it's way out of the dragon's backside.

Bowen's eyes grew larger as he observed the dragon's turd sliding from it's former home within his body.  Very slowly, it's head curled downwards, pushing towards the ground as the dragon grunted with the exertion.  There were several noticeable white splotches in the brown goop.  It took Bowen only a few moments to realize that those white splotches were, bones! They were the bones of one of the dragon's former meals, now coming back into the world it was forced to leave a day or so ago.

Bowen started to wonder if these would be the remains of his horse.  But then he realized this couldn't be, his horse would almost certainly be in one of the earlier parts of the dragon's digestive tract, perhaps even still in it's large stomach.  This must be the remains of some other meal, being forced out to make room for the horse.

Bowen couldn't help but lean a little closer, staring intently at the dragon's turd as it slid out, now slowly coiling up on the ground under it's lowered, scaley rump.  He could see what looked like leg bones, arm bones, part of a ribcage, and some hands.  He couldn't tell what it used to be, since the bones were all jumbled up; no doubt from the peristalsis deep within a dragon's gut.  But then he finally understood, as he saw a human skull sliding out of the dragon's tailhole.  The empty eye sockets stared in Bowen's direction, it's dirty teeth spread in an eternal grin.  It as almost as if it were grinning and laughing at what it knew was going to be happening to Bowen, or others, in the near future.

Bowen shivered, feeling strangely excited, and more then that, terrified by this sight.  He knew dragons had eaten humans in the past, and he had run across the occasional dragon pile, but he had neither seen a dragon actually taking a dump like this, nor the remains of a digested human in the piles of dragon manure.  Not that he had ever looked very carefully to see who the remains might have been at some point in the past.

Bowen's thoughts were interrupted as he heard a soft thud, and saw the end of the long, unbroken dragon log thump over itself, having been broken off by the dragon's clenching tailhole.

The large dragon let out a relieved sigh of pleasure, apparently having enjoyed what he just did, and how he was now empty again.  He purrrumbled to himself, and turned around, smirking as he looked down at the remains of one of his last meals.  Then he snickered a little, and spoke up.  “That's all that's left of the last dragon slayer that tangled with me. If I were you, I'd quit while I was ahead...”

Only then did Bowen realize that Drake was speaking to him, and that it knew he was there.  He shivered a little, then steeled his nerves, and stood up.  He gave Drake a powerful, dark glare, holding his sword up to menace the creature.  “How can I do that, you scaled, nasty brute?! You ate my horse, and what's more, you ate a fellow human being!”

The dragon merely shrugged, then let out a contented belch, before licking his chops.  “Mmmm, I must say, your horse was quite tasty.  It served very nicely as a toll for your having slept on my lands.  You should just let the horse go, and leave.  And as for the human, well, why shouldn't I make a meal out of humans who are foolish enough to try and fight me?”

Bowen snarled angrily, feeling furious to hear the dragon speak this way.  “You, scaled demon! You cannot eat my horse just because I slept on a patch of ground within ten miles of your den, and you can't eat people!”

The dragon gave Bowen a very large, toothy grin.  “Oh? I can't? Well, I suppose you are free to fight me if you like, to see if you can keep me from doing this kind of thing ever again. Of course, if I win, you shall help me keep my stomach well fed for a short while more.”

Bowen snarled furiously, then, without saying another word, charged towards the dragon.  He swung his sword towards Drake's throat, trying to find a weak spot among the dragon's scales.  But the dragon merely turned it's head aside, letting Bowen swipe at air.  Then it lashed out with his deadly claws, taking a powerful swipe at Bowen, trying to slice him in half.

Bowen took a leap backwards, and growled angrily.  He charged towards the dragon again, this time charging it's middle section.  He rolled underneath, swiping at the dragon's low hanging underbelly.  But his sword merely clanged off the powerful scales. Bowen cursed, then rolled away before the dragon would have a chance to slash at him, or thump it's body down.

As he stood up, however, he looked up in horror to see the dragon's backside almost overhead.  He watched in fascinated horror as the dragon lifted it's powerful, heavy tail skywards once more.  Then, he suddenly understood, and leapt away, barely avoiding the tail as it slammed down onto the soil where he was just a few moments ago. He was forced to roll again as the dragon took another swipe with his tail, slamming it against a tree.

Drake snarled angrily as he tugged on his tail, finding that it was stuck into the trunk.  He would get it free eventually, no doubt of it.  But he was too busy fighting this knight to really work on dislodging himself.

Bowen smiled to himself, sure that he would be able to get the upper hand this time. He charged towards the dragon's front once more, roaring in his fury as he swiped at the dragon's throat once again, going for one of the more tender spots on a dragon's body.

Then he yelped in pain as he felt a powerful, large claw slam into his body, sending him flying through the air to land on his side.  He groaned in pain, all the breath knocked from his lungs.  He gasped, trying his best to regain his breath, reaching and fumbling for his sword, which had landed just out of his reach.

Then, from overhead, he heard an ominous sound, a deep rumbling growl. He paused in his fumbling long enough to look up. The sight he saw made him scream in horror.  As he watched, the dragon spread it's jaws wide, revealing many sharp teeth, connected by strands of drool.  Drool was dribbling and dripping all over in that large maw as it loomed overhead. He could see the large tongue that rested on the bottom of that maw, looking pink, smooth, and as large as a horse-drawn cart. But he didn't have time to see anymore.  As he blindly fumbled for his sword, still not quite able to reach it, the dragon lunged downwards, scooping Bowen up into that large, toothy maw.

Bowen suddenly felt himself surrounded by warm, moist flesh, his arm scraping against those large, impressively sharp teeth.  He started to howl in fear, kicking, and digging his metal covered feet into the dragon's tongue, trying to hurt him, trying to keep him from doing what he knew he was intending to do with him.

But the dragon just snickered, closing his jaws around the human's form, pushing his tongue against his metal covered body. He frowned a little, realizing that he had neglected to peel his meal before putting it into his mouth.  He couldn't taste the human's flesh, and the metal wouldn't be wholly comfortable to pass through his body.  He thought for a few moments, trying to decide what to do.  Then he smiled a little, and pursed his lips together, working his tongue carefully, forcing the front half of the man out of his jaws.  He ignored the human's pitiful cries, and weak attempts to smack his snout.  He reached up with his large, deadly claws, and started to roughly work the metal armor off of Bowen's body. Actually, he bent it off of his body more then he pulled it off; an experience that wasn't all that comfortable for the knight.

Bowen yelped in pain as he felt the metal digging into his flesh, threatening to break his bones as the dragon powerfully bent the armor, making it easier to pull off of his form.  He groaned a little, continuing to pound and fight against the dragon. But he might as well have been resisting the tide for all the good it did him. He briefly considered peeling his own armor of to keep from having to experience the dragon's method of doing it. But then he changed his mind, realizing that the armor was his only real protection inside of here, and perhaps deep inside of dragon's body as well. He growled, and started trying to fight the dragon's claws, keep them from peeling his armor off of his body. But he found that this didn't work very well either.  Bowen let out a surprised yelp as he felt the powerful tongue twist him around inside of the drooling maw, flipping him around so that it was easier for the dragon to peel the armor off of his legs. He started to kick against the dragon's claws, trying to resist, trying to keep some of the minor protection that the armor offered.  Bowen suddenly let out a pained cry as he heard, and more then that, felt, one of his legs snap. Drake had broken a leg in it's attempt to peel the armor off of it's tasty morsel.

The large dragonic predator shrugged a little after hearing that audible snap, and continued to peel the armor off of his meal's body. He actually smirked a little, finding it amusing that the human had let to the breaking of his own leg by resisting the dragon's powerful paws.  At long last, Bowen's armor was all off, all dropped into a careless jumble on the ground between the dragon's forepaws. Drake sighed sofly, working his tongue powerfully to draw his meal deeper into his maw.  He purrred softly around his meal, enjoying himself as he rubbed his tongue along his very tasty and meaty morsel, very much enjoying it's flavor and texture within his maw.  He purred happily, very much enjoying himself fas he ate yet another human, one of his favorite prey creatures in the entire world.

Bowen whimpered to himself, feeling a deep fear gnawing at his heart, threatening to drive him crazy as he saw the powerful dragonic teeth around him.  They all looked more then sharp enough to tear him to pieces if the dragon so chose. In fact, there were several pieces of former prey stuck in the teeth all over the place. Between two teeth near him, he could see a human arm, broken off a few inches below the wrist. It must have been there a while, it had rotted down to a loose jumble of flesh which were holding the bones together, so that the limb wouldn't budge to the dragon's clumsy attempts to pick his teeth. Then, Bowen's attention was stolen by a thick, squishing sound. He looked in front of himself, and moaned in fear, seeing the large, slick, drool covered dragon gullet opening wide in anticipation of it's coming meal. It pulsed eagerly, the tonsils, the gateway, expanding and contracting, almost quivering as they awaited the arrival of more human flesh. Drake's uvula swayed gently, dribbling a thick stream of drool onto the tongue, and into the throat below.  Bowen briefly considered trying to grasp onto that, but he saw that it was far too slippery for him to hope to grab and hold on to. Besides, then he would just stay in here, at the mercy of the dragon's teeth, waiting for Drake to get irritated with him and bite off a leg or an arm to 'encourage' him to go down that throat.

Bowen didn't get much longer to think about this though. He felt the powerful tongue under himself rise up powerfully, pressing him against the upper pallate of the dragon's drooling maw, then shoving him backwards.  He could only scream in his mad, instinctive terror as he felt his head and shoulders shoved into the dragon's gullet, starting to slide down into his body. Bowen felt the powerful throat grip around his head, squeezing it powerfully as he started to slide down. He moaned, coughing as he found it difficult to breathe, much less talk, in the thick drool and slime that was being rubbed onto his face, and into his hair; and what's more, from the sensation of that powerful, muscular throat squeezing around his face, massaging, and pressing painfully into him, forcing him to slide deeper into the dragon's throat.

The pain he felt around his head from the powerful pulsings of Drake's throat distracted Bowen for a few moments. When he next paid attention to what was happening to the rest of his body, he realized that he was already in up to his waist! But this was no surprise, since Drake could make quite large swallows with that large, powerful tongue of his.

A human body was of little trouble to Drake. In fact, it fit almost perfectly in his throat, so it felt quite good to swallow a human down, completely intact, and kicking, quite literally. Drake purrrrred around his morsel, chuckling at how such a purrr made Bowen kick and squirm even more. Drake closed his eyes, savoring the sensations of his meal's vain struggles inside of his throat, swallowing again, feeling only Bowen's legs in his maw now. He smirked, thinking of how the human's struggles would never save it from the fate he was soon going to be facing; and in fact only served to give his predator even more pleasure!

Bowen moaned very loudly as he slid down the throat.  He couldn't even open his jaw to give a proper scream, much less curse his devourer. But he did have some air to breathe, not that it was very pleasant air. It smelled of digesting, rotting flesh, digestive fluids, and with a dash of dragon breath. As he went deeper, the smell grew even worse, becoming almost unbearable as he slid into Drake's throat, nearing his stomach, coming closer and closer to his doom deep inside of this large, powerful dragon, who he could do nothing to resist.

Up ahead, he saw the puckered orifice that led into the dragon's actual stomach. It was clenched tightly shut, sealing the chamber that would mean Bowen's doom. Bowen groaned to himself as he felt his face get pressed against that slimy, nasty entrance, and slowly have his way forced through that powerfully clenched ring of muscle, and start sliding into the stomach. 

Inside, Bowen gasped at the horrendous stench he found, feeling his stomach clench in an attempt to contain itself. For the first few moments he couldn't see anything in the dark gloom, then slowly, his eyes adjusted to the dark, reddish light that filtered through the dragon's belly flesh. As his vision cleared, his eyes grow wide in horror.

Below him, in a bubbling, sizzling, goopy pool on the floor of the stomach was the digesting skeletal remains of a horse. There wasn't too much actual flesh left at this point, just enough to hold it loosely together. It looked as if it had been getting processed in here for a few hours now, and was nearing the end of it's time in the stomach.

Bowen stared at the empty eye sockets of his old, faithful, trusty steed, and shivered as he saw absolutely nothing inside of them, except the slimy, thick, dribbling goop that was Drake's stomach fluids. He could only imagine the pain and horror the horse endured in here, at the mercy of Drake's appetite.  Then he whimpered to himself as he realized that he would have to endure a fate quite similar, and that the thick goo that was the flesh of his steed would slow down the effect of stomach acids on his own flesh. So, unless he was lucky enough to suffocate in here, he would have to endure a very grisly fate indeed.

As Bowen thought these things, he didn't notice himself sliding deeper into that grumbling, still hungry stomach.  But he let out a sudden yelp as he felt himself get shoved into the stomach, plummeting the last couple feet, until he landed in the thick goo pool, and felt his lower back slam into his horse's skeleton.  Bowen quivered in horror as he felt the skeleton, just sort of collapse under his weight. He looked down, thinking that perhaps the bones had softened in this goo.  They had, but he realized that they were still firm enough to hold their own individual shape. All he had done was knock the skeleton apart, and made it fall into a less recognizeable jumble of bones.

Bowen squirmed powerfully, desperately trying to push himself away from the sizzling remains of his horse. He gasped in pain as he felt his own flesh starting to grow warm, and tingle. He looked down at himself through the red gloom of the stomach, and saw to his horror that the underclothes he had been wearing, were starting to melt under the assault of the powerful dragon innards. They were soaked in the thick stomach acids, and were offering him some protection. But all this would do is serve to prolong his suffering. As Bowen watched, his clothes slowly disintegrated off of his flesh, falling in bits and pieces around him. They seemed to mostly be falling apart where the bits of cloth had been sewn together; the actual cloth itself was lasting a little longer, disintegrating while they floated in the pool of acids.

Bowen looked further down his body, and saw that the acids came up to about his waist in this particular part of the stomach. If he went closer to the middle, he would probably be up to about the middle of his stomach.

Bowen let out a horrible scream of pain as he felt the acids suddenly start to burn very horribly, attacking the flesh around his legs, his rump, and perhaps worst of all, his groin. It felt like he was on fire. No, it was worse then that, he had felt fire before; this was much worse!

Bowen turned, starting to desperately claw at the insides of Drake's belly, desperately trying to find a way out of this stomach, desperately trying to resist a fate such as this, being at the mercy of a large dragon's hunger!

As he clawed and screamed for mercy and assistance, he saw that there were several stains on the sides of Drake's belly. They were most likely from former meals, perhaps where large bodies had collapsed against his belly flesh and melted away. Or, perhaps they were where his stomach acids most often dribbled down from. As Bowen continued to look around vainly for escape, he spotted many other grissly, horrifying aspects of being inside a dragon's stomach. For one thing, there seemed to be several bones scattered and lodged in random places.  Some seemed to be floating and bumping around in the lightly pulsating stomach; they had never really been forced to go deeper into Drake's body with the rest of their former owner's body. Others were lodged into folds of stomach flesh. There were claws lodged where their former owners had tried to claw their way out of this ravenous, horribly deadly dragonic stomach chamber. A couple were skulls of former prey, lodged and stuck in various folds of flesh. Some of those skulls were somehow facing outwards, their teeth locked into an eternal grin, their empty eye sockets staring at Bowen. It was as if the former victims of Drake's stomach were watching Bowen's struggles, and were amused at how he seemed to think he could escape, unlike the dozens, the hundreds that had come through here before him, and the hundreds that would come after him.

Bowen jumped as he heard a sudden belch from outside, feeling the stomach squeeze around him a little more as a chunk of the foul belly gas escaped into the outside world through Drake's gullet. Then, Bowen felt the stomach swaying and bouncing around him; and realized that Drake must be making his way casually back to his den, ignoring, or perhaps savoring, the struggles of his latest human snack.

Bowen let out a sob of despair as he realized it had only been a few minutes since he was swallowed; though it had seemed like an eternity.

As Bowen sat within Drake, feeling the stomach take it's time in digesting him, dragons were rarely in a hurry for anything, he thought of all the dragons he had killed throughout his life; and realized that in a real way this was his penance for taking all of those lives. He would die, in a slow, painful way, to give a large male dragon the small bit of nourishment that his body was worth. All that he was, all that he had done and worked for in his life, was reduced to this, a mere treat and bit of nourishment for a much larger, more powerful, more hungry creature then himself.

Bowen started to scream himself hoarse, thrashing and fighting deep inside of the large dragon's body, which had long ago laid on it's side to rest, and savor the struggles of it's meal. The acids were much stronger now, perhaps because the horse's flesh had been sucked through that constantly working, and suckling orifice at the one end of the stomach. It was large enough to take in chunks of flesh, and bones; and Bowen was sure he could force his way through it if he worked hard enough. But would it really be better? To feel the acids be kneeded into his flesh in the small intestines, feeling the innards sucking his nutrients directly from his flesh, and dying deeper inside of the dragon's body, rather then here, where it might be a touch faster and more merciful?

Bowen's flesh was almost all gone, dissolved away by the ravenous, powerful stomach of Drake, turned into thick goo that he would absorb at his leisure, make use of as he wished. And of course, Bowen knew that at least some of his body wouldn't be put to use, some of him would just pass through, and be the same as what he saw of that other knight an eternity ago. He could only sit in the acidic chamber, and await that fate; actually hoping it would come very soon now.

Drake purrred to himself, stroking his stomach as he felt the knight within fighting out the last few moments of his life, feeling the warmth spread from his belly to the rest of his body. He shivered, it felt so good to digest something like this, to feel them fighting and thrashing deep inside of him like this. He truly loved eating living things like this. He sighed a little, laying his head on his forepaws, smiling a little as he thought to himself. He wasn't really a cruel monster, he didn't think. Afterall, he had to eat, he had to find food to feed himself. So what if some of the things that he could make a meal of could scream for their lives, and beg him for mercy? And, he never actively tried to cause his meal's pain; but it was just part of the process.  If he used his teeth and chewed them to pieces they would still scream, still hurt a great deal before they finally faded from this life. And if he swallowed them, they would last a bit longer, but still suffer some incredible pain and fade away, and still feed him. The reason he chose the later, was because it made him feel very good, it made him content to feel movement inside of his stomach. And, it also seemed to make him feel full for a little while longer; so he didn't have to eat quite as many living creatures to sustain his life.

He let out a sudden belch, and sighed contently as he felt the life within his stomach fade away, the struggles cease as his meal finally met it's end.

Drake smiled to himself, and slowly closed his eyes, shivering as he looked forwards to the pleasure of expelling the remains of this tasty knight; and of what pleasure he would get from eating the next sword slinger that was thirsting to carve a reputation out of his hide.

