Nothing ever good comes from Dragonspawn...

The muttered words of his tribe filled [YCH’s name] 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 [YCH’s species] boy panting, and his hands stroking gently against fur that perpetually felt like he had napped too close to the village’s bonfire.

Let, despite the effort it took to bring the living fire growing within him to term, he never agreed with the elder’s sayings. The life cradled within his belly was a blessing, a gift.

[YCH] had been foolish, venturing too far from the rest of his people one day, playing in the fields. 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 eyes that smoldered like molten gold behind its majestic ruby scales, and its breath that blasted across his face with the strength and intensity of a wildfire.

Instead, the creature did so much worse.

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 left him choking back tears, howling for leagues—but even if someone heard him and came to help, they would be powerless to interfere. In the end, the beast had blasted its ‘gift’ into his belly, swelling his tummy with its molten ambrosia, leaving him whimpering and twitching in a broken pile before sauntering off to find its next meal... Or its next victim.

But, even then, as [YCH’s eyes] glanced up to spy the terrifying monstrosity, as majestic as it was vile, he couldn’t help but feel his heart stir, his reeling mind awed by the power and strength of the monster.

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 from 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 parted onto him, able to beguile and sway even the most steadfast of minds to obedience. They advised his family that the monstrosity growing within the cub’s belly would only bring more terror and devastation to the world.

With heavy hearts, that made the cold, logical argument that the only thing that could be done was to give the Mother’s Mercy to [YCH’s name], and send him to the ancestors before the blight quickening swiftly within his body could come to term.

[YCH’s name] had cried. Not just for the possibility of his own 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...

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 abomination growing within his belly, dead before the vile, scaled beast could be born—casting him out into the wilds.

Without a tribe, without even parents, the young [YCH’s species] should have died within days, if not weeks—succumbing to hunger, thirst, predators, or even just exposure.

But somehow... Motivated by the ever increasing weight within his belly, the boy had managed it. He had eked out an existence over weeks, storing up food and water to last him once his stomach grew too heavy with his fledgling draconic spawn to properly move. By day he scavenged and survived, and by night, he cuddled against his stomach and cradled his child, murmuring sweet hums and devout promises that they would be together forever into his hatchling’s ears—that not even his people, nor his parents, could separate them.

Until that blissful day had finally come.

His vile child, 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 swelled in equal measure, leaving [YCH’s name] all but feverish.

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

With a smile, the tribal [YCH’s species] leaned 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.

Until, finally, he felt his belly flex.

[YCH’s name] 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 and happiness 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 cherished for so long as leaving.

But, regardless of his twisted and confused feelings, the dragon’s birth could not be stopped.

His hips bucked forward, jostling with the powerful spasms rocking through his young body and clenching down upon the squirming dragonling’s body. His little rod twitched, the small lipstick prick throbbing to a straining flare against his squirming fuzzy body, his fur 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 against the air.

Slowly, he felt the weight he had carried for the last month 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 [YCH’s species] body buck, his spine arcing backwards, 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 [YCH’s eye color] eyes watering with the twisted pleasure and strain growing within his flesh.

The gravid, quivering dome slipped down, pressing beneath his crotch to make his tiny prick stand even more prominently upon his small frame. [YCH’s name] eyes rolled towards the back of his head as his hips bucked upwards with all their might, lifting his buttocks from the stone floor...

Just in time for his dragon-deflowered ring to spread, stretching open around the writhing weight sliding down from behind it. The ring stretched pink as it parted, revealing a surface of gilded, simmering membrane that writhed with the eager life contained within. His hips jolted again, and again, all but humping upwards as his son pressed further, spreading his cheeks wider—stretching him even further than his Father’s cock had to sire him!

Despite the pleasure jolting the [YCH’s species] boy’s eyes upwards, the maternal pride he felt blossoming within his breast demanded he glance down. His [YCH’s eye color] 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, and saw that 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 like molten gold...

Only for his poor, exhausted, and immature body to finally wrench the vile aberration he had allowed to come to term free!

His young lungs howled in ecstasy as his ring stretched over the beast’s curled up body, his child 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 [YCH’s species] seed painted the once gravid belly, now shrunken with the dragon’s birth to a subtle curve that would return to a flat surface over the coming days.

But, his climax was hardly a concern towards 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 ‘egg’ wobbling on the stone between his thighs, whilst his exhausted jaws panted 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.

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.

The liquid within boiled, escaping with splattering streaks which simmered against the stone—scaling the cub’s thighs whenever his legs lingered too close to the 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, 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, its curious rumble roaring with all the strength of a kitten, casting a pale orange glow from the back of its fanged maw.

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.

Eventually the tiny dragonling’s little eyes turned to [YCH’s name]. Its burning embers for eyes looking up from between the boy’s thighs, the purr within its throat growing louder with curiosity and hunger. The small abomination’s gaze staring into the [YCH’s species]’s with the same stare that its Father had.

Staring with the desire for conquest, to claim the very boy that had born it.

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

But the pride [YCH’s name] felt staring at his hatchling take 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.

All he felt at that moment was love for his child, his weak arms reaching down, offering to embrace the little beast, lacking the strength to scoop him up himself.

The gesture coaxed a pleased, reptilian churrl from the dragonling’s throat, and he strode forward, towards the boy...
