Nothing ever good comes from Dragonspawn...

The muttered words of his tribe filled Milo’s mind as he lay against the side of the cave, huffing as his small arms cradled his belly squirming with life. The heat from the fiery abomination that had grown and taken shape in his belly inundated his body, leaving the young little fox boy panting as his hands gently stroked against the absurd gravid fur dome that perpetually felt like he had napped too close to the village’s bonfire.

Yet, despite the effort it took to bring the living fire growing within him to term, he never agreed with the elder’s warnings.

The life cradled within his belly was a blessing, a gift.

Milo had been foolish. The five year old kit had ventured too far from the rest of his people one day to play in the fields by himself. That was where the dragon had found him. The boy had been terrified, expecting the massive, red-scaled beast to devour him outright—especially as it lumbered closer, bringing its smoldering eyes that looked like molten gold behind the crown majestic ruby scales closer to his tiny body, its breath blasting across his face with the strength and intensity of a wildfire.

Instead, the creature did so much worse. So much better.

He had cried, struggled, and fought—but even a full grown warrior was no match for a terrifying dragon. The heat and pain of their union as the monster stripped him of his innocence left him choking back tears and howling for leagues—but even if someone heard him and came to help, they would have been powerless to interfere. In the end, the beast had blasted its ‘gift’ into his belly, swelling his tummy with its molten ambrosia, leaving the kit whimpering and twitching in a broken pile of boiling seed and singed fur before sauntering off to find its next meal... Or its next victim.

But, even back then, even with the pain of being embraced by living fire still fresh on his skin and deep into his core, Milo couldn’t help but see the terrifying monstrosity as being majestic as it was vile as he watched it fly away. He couldn’t help but feel his heart stir, his reeling mind awed by the power and strength of the monster that had shattered his world.

A strength that he had already felt taking root within his belly before he passed out—like a fleeting ember that had been blown apart from the fiery inferno that was its father to smolder within his flesh, gaining strength within the kiln that was its Mother’s nurturing womb.

But the elders didn’t see it that way. They counseled him that the attachment he felt to the monster growing within his belly, and the beast responsible, was false—a product of the seed that the dragon had planted into him, essence able to beguile even the most steadfast of minds to enraptured obedience. They advised his family that the aberration growing within the cub’s belly would only bring more terror and devastation to the world if it was brought to term.

With heavy hearts, they made the cold, logical argument that the only thing that could be done was to give Milo the Mother’s Mercy, to send him to the ancestors before the blight quickening swiftly within his body could come to term, to spare his soul and young life the further pain and befouling that would come with the birth.

That there was no way to bring back someone whose mind had been scorched by dragonseed.

The young kit had cried. Not because of his short life coming to an end, but because he would never get to meet the majestic child he was bearing, never get to see its brilliant red scales, never get to see its fiery breath, nor the sight of its wings catching the air for the first time... That the vile monstrosity cradled within his belly would never get to live, stronger than any mother could weep for their unborn kit.

(Un)fortunately, his parents could not bring themselves to sentence their child themselves. Instead, they opted for a more cowardly option, one that should have left the boy, struggling and weighed down by the fiery abomination growing within his belly, dead before the unholy scaled beast could be born—casting him out into the wilds.

Without a tribe, without even parents, the young fox should have died within days, if not weeks—succumbing to hunger, thirst, predators, or even plain old exposure.

But somehow... He lived. Motivated by the ever increasing weight within his belly, he had eked out an existence over weeks, storing up food and water to last him once his stomach grew too heavy from his fledgling draconic spawn to properly move. By day he scavenged and survived, and by night, he cuddled against his swelling stomach and cradled his child, the consummated flame growing ever stronger within him to chase away the cold. All the while, he murmured sweet hums and devout promises that they would be together forever—that not even his people, nor his parents, could separate them.

Until the blissful day that he would meet his baby finally came.

His vile spawn, born of draconic rape, had grown increasingly restless over the last week. The intensity of the flame burning within the rapidly gestating hatchling’s body rose in equal measure, leaving Milo all but feverish. Meanwhile, his once flat, boyish breasts, swollen to a subtle curve with milk over the last week ached, puffy nipples weeping glossimar beads of milk in anticipation.

It left him with only one conclusion; that his child was going to be born today!

With a smile, the tribal fox lay back against the wall of the small cave he had found shelter in. He had stripped off his clothes, not that his furs had fit for quite a while thanks to the obscenely distended belly writhing and squirming with the depraved being within. His little legs spread, letting his quivering pucker that had been so utterly stretched and bred by his child’s glorious and frightening father’s cock flex above his tail. The anticipation, and the squirming weight pressing against the young cub’s prostate left his tiny prick standing at full attention, pulsing feebly against his gravid tummy with every writhing kick and squirm the hatchling gave—standing above a pair of fuzzy-white gonads that had likewise grown heavy over the last week.

Until, finally, he felt his belly flex.

Milo whimpered, cradling his stomach in response, feeling his child’s beating heart through the wave of pulsating warmth which reverberated through his body. His heart fluttered, twisted in conflicting thoughts of pride that his maternal duties were nearing its zenith, that the child born of his flesh was coming into the world, and a profound emptiness that the weight and feeling of life within him he had cherished for the last month was leaving.

But, regardless of his twisted and confused feelings, the dragonling’s birth could not be stopped—would not be stopped!

His hips bucked forward, jostling with the powerful spasms rocking through his young body and clenching down upon the squirming dragon’s body. His little rod twitched, the small lipstick prick throbbing to a straining flare against his squirming fuzzy body, his furred belly contorting with the errant prods and kicks of the monster squirming within. His tail hiked up against his back, leaving the ground between his thighs completely exposed, his madly clenching tail star gasping openly against the air in anticipation.

Slowly, he felt the weight he had carried begin to shift and descend, guided by his body’s maladapted instincts twisted in service to carrying the dragon’s brood to term.

The pressure building within his body made the kit buck, his spine arcing backwards like a drawn bow, whilst his young lips twisted with sordid groans. Huffs of feverish delirium built into whimpers of strain, then finally into depraved moans that echoed through his cavern home as his draconic son’s weight pressed against his tender prostate. His ears swiveled towards the back of his head, his green eyes watering with the twisted pleasure and strain growing within his flesh by the second.

The gravid, quivering dome shifted downwards, pressing beneath his crotch to make his tiny prick and his large balls—once tiny marbles that clutched tightly beneath his little sheath and now draped heavily against his taint as large as oranges—stand even more prominently upon his small frame. Milo’s eyes rolled towards the back of his head as his hips bucked upwards with all their might, lifting his buttocks from the stone floor entirely, his thighs spasming with delirious movements...

Just in time for his dragon-deflowered ring to spread beneath his gravid spheres, stretching open around the writhing weight sliding out from the other side. The ring stretched pink, then white, as it parted, revealing the surface of a gilded, simmering membrane that writhed with the frightening life contained within. His hips jolted again, and again, all but humping upwards as his son pressed out further, spreading his cheeks wider—grinding against his prostate and stretching him even further than his Father’s cock had when it sired the abomination!

Despite the pleasure jolting the fox boy’s eyes upwards, the maternal pride he felt blossoming within his breast demanded he glance down. His green gaze fought against every rocking spasm running through his body to look between his legs, past his cock sputtering and painting his contorting belly with beads of excitement far thicker than they should have been for a boy his age, and saw the unnatural, monstrous life hang half-free from his contorted pucker—a vaguely oval-shaped membrane stretched over a distinctly draconic whelp struggling against its prison, the surface of which looked and flowed like molten gold...

Until at last his poor, exhausted, and immature body finally pushed the vile aberration he had allowed to come to term free!

His young lungs howled in ecstasy as his ring stretched over the widest point of the beast’s curled up body, his precious baby falling from his gaping rump in a shower of peculiar afterbirth. The weight sliding over his prostate pushed his immature loins past their limit, leaving him trapped on the precipice of orgasmic bliss, held back only by the very pressure against the euphoric button that had stoked it. But, with his son finally slipping free, there was nothing stopping his weak, tired hips from bucking forward one last time, and his shaft to spasm—rocking as thin streaks of immature yet surprisingly copious kit seed painted the fox’s once gravid belly, now shrunken with the dragon’s birth down to a subtle curve that would return to a flat surface over the coming days.

But, his climax was hardly a concern for the spent boy, nor was the sudden gnawing, cold emptiness within his body that took the place of the living flame he had nurtured. Instead, he watched, eyes transfixed as his son squirmed within his soft prison, the golden membrane like ‘egg’ wobbling on the stone between his thighs—his exhausted jaws panting vigorously for air.

All he wanted to do was to reach down and embrace his son, to help free him from the sack, to feel his weight against him once more, but the toll of the birth left him too exhausted to move just yet.

Fortunately, his assistance wasn’t required. The mighty, smoldering ember of depravity he had nurtured was more than capable of escaping by itself. Its tiny claws tore against its prison now that its mother was no longer on the other side of it, needle-like fangs joining in, rupturing long streaks through the thick skin that broke and tore like reeds.

The liquid within boiled, hissing against the air as it escaped with splattering streaks and simmered against the stone—scalding the cub’s thighs whenever his legs lingered too close to the splashing amniotic dragon fluid.

But the pain of the mild burn beneath his fur was once again put aside as his tired eyes finally spotted the flame of his life, the majestic gift the dragon that had upended his life had planted within him the month before. A tiny bundle of ruby red scales, wobbling with uncertainty on its four little legs as it stood for the first time, its immature wings incapable of carrying its weight—let alone escape to the skies—flicking away the hot, oily yellow fluid it had grown within. Its long, slender neck arced, twisting its tiny head this way and that, smoldering yellow eyes peering out from its immaculate scaled body. All the while, a flickering flame danced within its throat, casting a pale orange glow from the back of its fanged maw as it gave a curious rumble roaring with all the strength of a newborn kitten.

His son was undeniably a dragon, so much alike its Father, with little—if any—features inherited from the panting fox boy that had nurtured and birthed it. But that just made Milo smile, making him feel like he had been a good Mother, that the majesty and strength of his vile suitor had taken root and grown without being diminished by the young cub’s weakness.

The tiny dragonling’s little eyes quickly turned to Milo. Its smouldering molten drops for eyes looked up from between the boy’s thighs, the purr within its throat growing louder with curiosity and hunger. The small abomination’s gaze briefly stared into the fox boy’s eyes with the same stare that its Father had.

Staring with a desire for conquest, and the urge to claim the very boy that had birthed it.

To violate the sacred bond that should have existed between mother and son for its own twisted fancies.

But the pride Milo felt staring at his hatchling taking his first steps, from seeing its wings flick with growing vigor, and from seeing the small gout of flame that was his draconic offspring’s first breath, left him blind to the implications of that stare.

How could his perfect, beautiful baby boy be anything but a treasure...

All he felt at that moment was love for his child, his weak arms reaching down, offering to embrace the little beast while lacking the strength to scoop him up himself—every instinct that would have once warned the boy against embracing a being of living fire twisted and perverted to feel nothing but acceptance for the scaled abomination.

The gesture coaxed a pleased, reptilian churrl from the dragonling’s throat, and he strode forward, towards the boy. But it wasn’t to embrace him as Milo hoped.

Instead, the burning gold eyes glanced lower, looking across the fox cub’s chest stained by the pebbled beads of milk that had inadvertently escaped his nipples during the dragonling’s birth, then lower still to the thin arcs of spent seed framing the small child’s belly. The vile beast purred, scaled nostrils flaring as the sweet and tangy aromas of the two ‘milks’ danced within its nose, guiding it forward as the creature sought out sustenance already.

Its wobbling legs stepped forward, striding across the boiling hot fluids between its mother’s thighs. It propped itself forward, tiny claws pricking against Milo’s legs as it did so—making the fox kit whimper in joy—pain rewritten to pleasure by molten dragon seed—as his son’s searing hot touch seared fresh scars with the touch beneath his pelt, joining those that had been left by the encounter with its father.

Milo’s heart sang, expecting the beast to wobble up onto his lap or crawl to his chest. But, instead, he watched as the scaled creature’s long neck bent downwards, nostrils flaring as its small head tapped along his seed-stained stomach, heat radiating warmth and looming mere inches from his still engorged boyhood.

“N-not there, little one...” Milo spoke with a hoarse breath.

What was left of the boy’s innocence and purity after the dragon’s vile assault squirmed, his ears flicking back as the sight of his precious child so close to his loins brought a flickering wave of taboo and disgust to his psyche. The five-year-old kit struggled to reach down, hoping to bring the monster to his chest...

But, instead, his son seemed to grow irate at being told ‘no’. His tiny claws, like searing hot razors, dug into the fox boy’s skin, making Milo whine and huff from the scalding touch. Those molten eyes, meanwhile, stared with contempt, watching as the boy’s hands reflexively reeled back, tiny flame puffing from its nostrils as its mother remembered its place...

Before turning its gaze back down to the treat presented before it.

With a reptilian murmur, the monster leaned down, its hot tongue flicking across his subtly curved belly with quick flicks—lapping up small beads of vulpine boy cum in its wake. Every flickering touch of that muscle, and every pernicious bead of his own fecundity he saw his precious baby swallow, made that knot of violation in his chest twist tighter. The kit’s hands pressed against his cheek, his ears flush against the back of his head, as his whining voice warbled out from his throat.

“M-my babies licking up my cummies...”

But, as Milo struggled, the dragonling only seemed to grow more eager—the self-loathing and purity-befouling quiver within the kit’s heart serving as the most succulent of nectar for its growth. It soon ran out of the easily lapped essence coating its mother’s stomach, but there was a ready source of more, announced by the quivering rod instinctively standing at attention, a bead of boy spunk weeping from the tip, twisted instincts knowing how it must serve even before the five-year-old mother did.

“Ah!” MIlo’s voice squeaked, and his body briefly bucked, as the dragonling’s maw wrapped around his small kithood. His green eyes bulged, looking down in a convoluted expression twisting with shock, love, and self-loathing as he saw scaled lips wrap around the small shaft.

“N-no... That’s not... That’s not for babies...” The cub tried to protest weakly, but his complaint fell on deaf ears as the ruby maw embraced his cubhood. The warm, hot maw of the tiny newborn dragon made his tool pulse, the heat radiating of the creature and the scalding spit seeping onto the flesh making him groan in misregistered reflex.

He briefly shifted, moving to dislodge the dragonling, but the clamp of claws against his hips, and the thin pricks of needle-like teeth just behind his tiny knot, left him frozen in place—watching in equal parts horror and fascination as his small tool was swallowed by the minutes-old abomination’s maw, his tapered tip weeping with surprisingly copious spunk swallowed by the rippling, sinewy neck flesh beyond.

Until, at last, his baby boy’s tongue instinctively lapped over the underside of his fox mother’s cock, and his lips pursed, suckling upon the tiny shaft as if it was the milk-weeping areolas on the lad’s chest.

And yet, his body answered.

Milo gasped, the young kit’s hips arcing upwards and nearly bowling over his nursing son as he did so, but the dragonling remained latched on. Every lap of his simmering saliva coated tongue made the swollen balls draped against the dragon’s chin clench, and the tiny tool itself flexed. Rivulets of boy spunk poured straight into his own child’s throat, flowing less like a climax and more like milk—although the fuzzy glee of euphoria crept into his spirit all the same. His seed sizzled against the burning hot walls of the immature dragon’s throat, before being hungrily suckled down to pool within the beast’s stomach to nurture its vile growth.

All the while, Milo remained affixed to the ground, whimpering, blushing, struggling to make sense of the pleasure he felt from his own baby boy latched onto his cock verses the lingering taboos and naive expectations of motherhood he had from watching the other families within his village.

So distracted was he that he failed to notice how his precious child was changing. With every long, drawn out slurp over his immature knotted length which coaxed a spurt of thick, pearly cream from his swollen balls, the newborn dragonling grew—swelling an inch in length with every greedy, purring suckle, and every stain etched upon the youth’s maternal innocence.

It was only as the growing dragon grew too large for the fox kit’s rod to reach the end of his aberrant child’s maw, leaving his tapered point rolling along the back of the dragonling’s tongue instead of being gripped by the beast’s throat, that he finally noticed. Precious, green eyes ever so slightly distant and shallow from the events of the last month glanced down, watching in awe as his son—his precious little baby—had grown from the size of a cat to that of a dog!

“Ah—! Such a... Such a big, growing boy you are...” The kit whimpered, the hand that had once been trying to push the newborn monster off of his crotch now resting against the back of the reptile’s scalp, his small claws clutching tightly to the ruby scales, as if he was supporting a nursing babe—albeit one suckling his peculiarly fecund yet still impotent spheres dry.
It couldn’t... Couldn’t be wrong if it was making his baby, his son, grow up big and strong so quickly... Could it?

But, even his enlarged spheres, bloated and wobbling against his taint in absurd comparison to his tiny cocklet, couldn’t satisfy the newborn dragon’s insatiable gluttony. Soon enough, Milo’s small red rocket fell silent, no matter how firmly his child’s tongue rolled along his penis-turned-milker, drawing an irritated rumble, and a nip of dissatisfaction, from his vile offspring.

“I-I’m sorry, baby!” Milo’s eyes watered, less from pain and more out of inferiority and not providing for the dragonling when its dissatisfaction was made known. But, fortunately, he had more than one means to feed his child—a fact that the tiny fox boy made clear as the hand awkwardly struggling to embrace offspring, as hot as the stone of a fire pit, tried to tug and guide him to his chest.

“L-look... I still have plenty of milk for you!” He meeped, ears and cheeks blushed, eyes filled with nothing but single-minded devotion towards the abomination that would grow up to cause nothing but pain and misery. The hand upon the dragonling’s neck brushed gently, not caring at all how his skin singed from the contact, gently stroking the rumbling beast’s slender neck, whilst his other hand cupped one of his swollen breasts, squeezing it just tightly enough to bait his boy higher with a small marble of milk welling free. “S-see...?”

His ploy seemed to work! With a curious rumble, the larger dragonling, twice the size it had been within his belly just a moment earlier, released his red length scalded with euphoric aches from its time in the furnace-like bellows of the dragon’s maw. The fiery monstrosity drew closer, lured by the sweet scent wafting across its nostrils, half stepping over the prostrated cub’s body, half clambering up along his torso...

Until, finally, the pearl of fox cub breast milk wobbled and partially evaporated beneath a hot, dry, and firekissed breath from the beast’s maw. Once again, the touch made the nerves of his flesh whimper in alarm, only for his dragonseed scorched mind to register the burning touch as pleasure. His breasts shuddered with delight, the boy’s anticipation growing stronger as his child leaned forward... As his tongue flicked outwards and collected the bundle of fats, sugars, and proteins—everything that a future disaster would need to grow up big and strong—before swallowing it right before Milo’s face.

His child all but pounced upon his breast, swift like a crackling flame. Searing hot, scaled lips wrapped around his breast, tiny needle-like teeth pricked at his nipple, whilst that tongue, smearing sizzling, simmering saliva across the sensitive cub’s flesh, goaded the glands beyond to release their nurturing tide to the vile creature born from the cub’s womb. His child’s claws dug against the sides of his chest, joining the cacophony of pleasure-twisted whimpers of his flesh, yet in the end it only made Milo gasp and rumble with pride.

His arms curled in around the larger, winged red beast, cradling him despite the subtle wisps of smoke rising from wherever fur touched scale. A babbling coo oozed from the fox tot turned mother’s lips, his emerald eyes sparkling with maternal pride as he felt his milk flow from his immature body and against the dragonling’s maw. Small droplets of alabaster cream collected against the scaled monster’s lips, occasionally trickling down ruby scales, whilst the majority pasteurized within the little dragon’s long throat and boiled within its hungry belly. Tears welled at the edges of the young cubs eyes, as that single moment of innocent, maternal embrace fulfilled dreams and fantasies he had nurtured ever since the dragon had planted the little ember within him that grew to become his son.

It didn’t matter that, instead of being curled up against his breast and supported by his arms, that the dragonling was looming over him like a predator feasting upon its prey, that every gurgling suckle of cream down the reptilian abomination’s throat helped it to grow once more.

It almost didn’t matter when his thighs shivered in reflex against a new scalding droplet dripping from the newborn beast’s loins, staining the air—already sweet and tangy with the scent of birth and milk—with the unmistakable brimstone flavor of dragon musk.

“A-ah...?” Milo shuddered as his skin blistered from the scalding droplets once more, his distant green eyes finally torn away from the captivating sight of his dragonling child growling possessively against his breast. His eyes went wide when he saw it, the familiar sight of a dragon dick spilling forth from the newborn’s loins, stocky and impressive for the dog-sized creature, and standing on top a pair of plump scaled spheres that were already potent, already virile...

Already capable of spreading its flame into the bellies of other boys or girls like Milo... Or reigniting the kiln of his womb with a fresh, incestuous spark—planted by the very boy that had left the chamber mere minutes ago.

The sight made Milo stiffen, as warped memories from his child’s siring flashed through his mind. The first time he saw the smoking, sulfuruous-wafting length tower above him when the beast caught him. How its flared, arrow-shaped head spread him, the ridges that molded him around it like a curling iron, the balls that felt like they had unleashed molten fire right into his belly—searing his mind and body to become nothing more than an eager brood-bitch for dragonlings.

Despite himself, the little fox’s tail wagged, followed by a twisting, nagging reminder that it was wrong.

This wasn’t the majestic dragon that had gifted him the precious bundle of scaled life and monstrous vigor suckling against his teat. This was his precious boy! His child! His baby! He had carried the bundle of joy in his belly for the last month, murmuring sweet promises and vows to protect and nurture the dragonling, just like his mother had for him.

Now his spent, utterly drained boyhood was twitching at attention at the thought of being mounted by this little beast—drawing little, euphoric whimpers whenever the sensitive rod brushed against the burning hot dragonling’s scales—to have the ember he was entrusted with take its sire’s place and plant its little brothers within his womb...

Not that the small, tired fox kit was in any position to stop his precious son’s desires—nor could he likely have even brought himself to seriously stop the dragonling, his adorable dragonling, from taking what it wanted.

It didn’t stop Milo from whimpering in protest, however. His exhausted green eyes frozen upon the pulsating length rocking gently against his inner thigh with every idle movement of the scaled beast on top of him. His small arms inadvertently tugged his engorging son tighter against his chest, as if embracing the abomination threatening to violate him again could stop the beast’s lurid intentions, or at least soothe the twisting guilt he felt as the last spark of innocence and purity he had left was befouled and stained by dragonseed.

All for nought, as any attempt to nudge the dragonling away from its goal only succeeded in making the lurid monster growl darkly against its mothers breast, pressing its fangs more demandingly around the milk-flowing nipple—smoldering gold eyes leering into his greens with a naked desire for conquest.

A ripple of muscle and scale from the newborn dragon’s hips, and Milo gasped. His brown ears tucked against his mop of sweaty red hair, a warbling whimper of pain, pleasure, and defilement slipping from his young, tender lips as his child’s molten spunk dripping prick plunged into the hole it had just escaped from.

The kit’s dull claws dug against his son’s scales, clutching desperately, seeking support both literal and metaphorical from the demanding beast’s body. His back arched, pressing his pudgy belly against the scalding underside of the virile monster’s body, his subtle breast shuddering, the sinful arousal rolling through his frame causing every nursing shudder to flow with an even more generous bounty of cream to be lapped down by the dragon’s tongue.

Milo’s legs were pushed aside as his growing child took him in every manner of the word—the dragonling’s hips rolling forward to sink the sizzling cream dripping shaft between the young fox’s cheeks whilst his long, sinewy neck pressed his hungrily suckling lips to his milk-flowing nipple with satisfied purrs and wet, gurgling slurps. His wings, still too weak to take flight with, flicked up, stretching over the pair as he expressed the start of his dominion—a rule of dragonseed that would start with his own mother’s womb! Every wet plop, every sinking squeeze of a pliant pucker easily stretching over the pistoning cockflesh, and every conflicted groan drawn from his conquest’s lips, served as the exclamation point upon his physical declaration.

“Ah—Hah... B-baby...” 

Slowly, steadily, Milo’s expression started to shift. With every drop of soul-tainting draconic cream blistering his inner walls, and with every shudder reflexively clenching over his child’s cock, the boy’s twisted guilt began to bleed away—seeping out of his soul like water evaporating from baking mud.

“F-Fill your mommy with your seed... Mommy will give you so many younger brothers... Ah—Hah... A nice, big, brood of dragons for you to be a pappy for...”

A hedonistic glaze spread across the little boy’s eyes as his mind twisted and buckled beneath each scale-clapping-slap of the growing dragonling’s hips into his rump—like heated metal being wrought beneath a blacksmith’s hammer. The desperate need to please, the borderline addiction to dragonseed the kit felt for his child’s sire, all of it warped and changed, focusing upon the fruit of his own flesh hungrily lapping from his chest while readying to spill its own seed into his womb. The wholesome, childish fancies of motherhood to his abomination of a child twisted and changed, not entirely absent, but now accompanying his desperate desire and longing to swell with the monster’s spawn—his own son’s spawn—again, and again...

The clawed hands that once tried to push away the baby dragon instead embraced him tighter, clutching him close to his body while his steadily drained breast pressed tightly against his son’s scaled lips—the close contact causing more pin pricks of euphoric-pain to spread across his front, while the acrid scent of burned fur joined the brimstone-flavor of dragon musk. His tiny prick, rolling against the dragonling’s underside, shuddered, barely managing to produce a single off-clear pearl of excitement after the thorough draining it had undergone.

All the while, the beast grew. Every thrust carving its searing hot shaft deeper into the tunnel it had escaped from, jamming the scalding fluid drooling point closer towards the small boy’s achingly empty womb. Its maw grew hungrier and hungrier against his aching teat, claws larger against his skin and fur, easily reaching the size of a large dog as it loomed above its mother now...

Until finally, the dragonling honored the kiln it had been nurtured in by returning a spark to it—a spark from the very flame that had grown into the budding inferno of virility and depravity growling possessively above the small cub! The monster’s scaled balls ground against the youth’s rear, causing another whimper to roll from the kit’s open maw as he felt the tension within those swaying spheres flex. The knot at the base of the searing, ridged-lined tool swelled—but that hardly stopped the not-so-little monster from forcefully slamming the sensitive glands in and out of its mother’s gaping ring, taking full advantage of how pliant the ring was still from his birth.

Soon followed by the first, euphoria-inducing shot of potent cream surging deep into the fox child’s belly.

His green eyes rolled towards the brow, an incomprehensible babble of emotions and pleasures cooing from his lips as his mind, body, and soul was scoured once more by dragonseed. His maw parted, drool speckling down the corner of his lips as he shivered in a hedonistic fog on the cavern floor, the grip clutching his child close to his front slipping with his seed-sparked-stupor.

All the while, the young, immature dragon growled possessively between wet, milk-swallowing suckles, its balls unloading to ensure a steady backflow of sizzling, boiling cum flowed back out to snap and pop with its heat against the stone floor...

Milo would suddenly flex, however, when he felt the first familiar twitch of vile life take root within his body again. The first flickering warmth of a small wisp, too weak to survive outside of his belly, taking root, to slowly grow into a living disaster. Weakly, feebly, one of the hands that now loosely hung over his son’s body—now so hot that just touching bordered upon burning him—slipped down... Rubbing along the edge of his belly draped beneath his incestuous stud, stroking along the life growing within like he had all those days with its father...

The tiny boy’s heart was already swelling with love and adoration for the vile creature, his pride growing twice over with the recognition that the brood of monsters he had born into the world was going to grow larger.

But then he felt the dragonling shift above him, and Milo’s mind snapped back to another, more somber memory. The day that the dragon had blessed him with his child had ended with the beast flying off, abandoning Milo to nurture their child by himself, to weather the torment and abandonment of his village. As his breast finally ran dry, and his baby’s scaled lips retracted from his scalded breast with thin streaks of spit and milk bridging their bodies, the kit dared to act.

He wrapped his arms around the now larger monster he had just born and been bred by, his snout tucking against the side of the dragonling’s neck, no matter how much it hurt him. His closed eyes welled with tears, whilst his hole did its best to clench and trap the rod still sputtering with aftershocks of virility into his twisted inner body repurposed to pleasure and bare draconic monstrosities.

“D-don’t go... I’ll be a good Momma... P-please... Cinder... Let your cub Momma take care of your dick and bear you all those younger brothers so you can be a big strong Pappy like your sire...” The kit whined, the name he had given to the monster and whispered to it for all those weeks slipping from his maw as he did so.

Surprisingly, the dragon stopped its movements, molten gold eyes unknowingly studying the sweaty, exhausted, spent, and recently fertilized five-year-old that had nurtured him into being...

He was grown enough to go hunt and live on his own now... Instincts found little reason to keep a mother that had done its job, little attachment beyond a vile, twisted pride it felt from the spawn it had planted within its own birther’s belly... After all, much like its sire, it could go on and plant its seed freely in any quarry it could pin down—fertilizing enough living kilns with dragonfire until one manages to survive just like its Mother...

And yet...

The dragonling bent back down, pinning its mother back against the ground and drawing a soft gasp from the youth. A possessive, twisted sort of carnal growl rolled from the budding terror’s throat as its snout nuzzled almost affectionately over the young fox cub’s features. His tongue flicked forward, clearing away a few salty beads of tears and leaving behind sizzling hot spit against his cheek. Every breath rolling from its throat was hot and dry, making Milo’s fur shiver in its wake... Especially as it wandered back down to his chest, blasting the youth’s nipple that wasn’t already a scalded red...

Before latching its lips around the teat and beginning to milk his other breast dry, drawing a rumbling, immature churl from the vile reptile’s throat, and a satisfied, euphoric gasp of glee from the tot-turned-broodmother.

“Y-yes... G-good Cinder... M-my boy...” Milo whined, bordering on the edge of unconsciousness as his exhaustion surged as his conflicted emotions were soothed. “M-momma will always feed you, m-my beautiful baby boy... By beautifully baby pappy...”

But, whilst Milo’s green eyes closed, cradling his large spawn against his chest as it continued to feed for all he could provide, the dragonling’s mind spun with thoughts and nascent desires... Thoughts of the cave filled with other mothers scorched and enthralled by his seed, dripping with milk, heavy with his squirming, overactive spawn within their wombs... Their once innocent and precious eyes turned to him with only twisted love and desire behind them, with his own mother as the crown possession of his hedonistic brood...

The thought made Cinder’s shaft pulse, a scalding jet of dragonspunk which made his slumbering mother whimper in twisted euphoria, joining the steady, wet schlurps of a ravenous dragon child nursing from breasts and balls that would grow heavier and heavier to accommodate feeding his child and his expanding brood.

A long, serpentine tail canted eagerly behind the plotting dragonling. He’d have to hunt... His momma would need to eat well to properly provide for him and his spawn.

If he was lucky, he might even find the next of his bitches to enthrall and drag back in tow while he did so...
