Spike was glad to finally have his own room within the castle. He was also glad that Twilight had left him home alone for the weekend. The purple dragon was still the alicorn’s loyal assistant, but some things had changed since they had first made this place their home. One of the most prominent things was Spike himself. He had grown some more, beyond just getting his wings, the young dragon had finally gained some significant height and even some bulk that was more befitting of his species. Reaching the next stage of dragonhood lunged Spike straight into a form of puberty that was unique to his species. Much like his reaction to greed, Spike’s reactions to lust could be rather extreme as well if he didn’t take care of his needs. 
When he wasn’t helping Twilight with things, Spike spent most of his time in his room. Having a whole space to himself meant that he could customize it to his tastes. At first the place had been most neat with a few things strewn about like comic books he would be currently reading. But when his growth spurt and puberty came things had changed very quickly. His room became messier overall as Spike had less focus on keeping things orderly. How could he when so many new feelings and needs were foisted upon him? Practically overnight Spike was experiencing intense bouts of lust. It was surprisingly similar to when he was overcome with greed, needing more stuff to satisfy some urge inside of him. But it was also different; coming from something deep inside of him that needed to be handled. 
Ever since his change, it was encouraged to not go inside or even go near Spike’s room. The reason why would be quickly discovered: even when the doors were closed a thick wave of stink would come wafting out and down the hall up to a certain point. It was already strong but was nothing compared to when one would enter the room itself. They would be at the mercy of an almighty flood of “dragon mark.” That’s what Spike called it and saw nothing wrong with “marking his territory.” What he chose to mark his room with were his own fluids: dragon cum and dragon piss. He kept the markings strong by making sure to douse the walls of his room in the dark yellow and white gooey fluids on a regular basis.
At first Twilight took issue with this but had no choice but to put up with it as Spike would become outwardly aggressive if he wasn’t able to mark his territory or spend a great chunk of the day taking care of his needs. When he was finished, Spike would be back to his usual friendly self although the offending odor would come with him, not helped by Spike outright refusing to bathe, wanting to keep the smells of his seed and sweat on his body for others to notice for some reason that she couldn’t understand. There was something that she needed to take care of and felt it was best to leave Spike in the castle. Even though she was aware of how dragons aged slower than ponies, Twilight was hoping that his stage of Spike’s life wouldn’t last long…
***
As soon as Twilight was gone, Spike was quick to retire to his room. Naked and laying back on his bed, the dragon was all too quick to start pleasuring himself. His legs were spread, making room for the heavy pair of balls that usually hung between them. But the real eye catcher was not one but two cocks that sprung from his crotch, standing both tall and thick, nearly the length of his own partially developed body. Both were uncut and drooling thick lines of fragrant precum. The pair of tips were close to his muzzle and he felt the hot fluid dripping down on his face. He moaned from the feeling and the smell that pounded his nasal senses. Even though he basked in it night and day, marking the walls of his own room with bodily fluids, Spike just couldn’t get enough of his own scent. While taking the time to drain his fat balls, the purple dragon was also indulging how potent it had become, made all the stronger by him not bathing, letting the sweat, cum, and piss collected on and in between his scales stay there. He gained a sense of pride in wearing it on his body and wasn’t discouraged by others showing disgust when he was out and about. He was pleasantly surprised but a few that would show attraction to his aroma, not just other dragons but also some ponies as well. 
At one point Spike only had one cock attached to him but puberty and the effects of lust caused him to gain a second one, not that he was complaining about having dicks that had grown so big already, being so slick with leaking pre and musky from the same things that coated the rest of his body, only being more direct as this is where his cum and piss came from, a good amount of it often getting trapped between his thick foreskin. Pulling back exposed him to the natural but powerful funk that never failed to make his mouth water and send shivers down his spine. 
Having a hand on each cock, unable to actually wrap his hand around either of them, Spike began to move them up and down, moving his foreskin along too, making it slip over and back down his tip, making it disappear and reappear again. The tip was slippery and musky every time the foreskin was pushed up and over the bulbous cocktip. Spike leaned his head upwards and took a deep sniff while his muzzle was right in between the twin shafts. They were on either side of his face, making them wet because of the sweat and increasing amount of precum that were coating the lengths. His keen nose was taking in the reek of old and new sweat, musk pre, and even muskier cum. There was also the added element of piss, having his own distinct aroma that really made his body twitch. 
Being all alone allowed Spike to be as loud as he wanted and he took full advantage of that, letting his slightly deeper voice echo out within the musk-tainted room. Getting himself high on his own draconic stink, Spike kept stroking himself, letting his precum leak out and onto his own face. He got an added sense of excitement from this and it also served as a means of keeping his body odor strong. In time with every slide of his hand, Spike was sniffing and even running his tongue along one of his cocks, savoring the strong taste that would strike his taste buds. So delightfully bitter, rank, and raunchy. It had been a lot to handle at first but Spike was loving this new body and his huge smelly cocks. Touching them felt so good and blowing big musky loads felt even better and it satisfied some instinctual need of his. 
Spike laid back fully on the bed, raising his lower half a bit and keeping it like that with his tail, getting both tips aligned with his face. His hands moved faster and his nostrils were flaring as he breathed in deeper and for longer, flooding his nose with the intoxicating stink, moaning deeply in reaction. His cocks were throbbing and leaking even more, releasing more precum with a thicker consistency. Falling from the shafts’ openings, they got all over his face, neck, and even the upper part of his chest. Occasionally he would open his mouth to get the stuff all over his tongue and that same tongue would lap at either of the cocks, getting the strong flavor that clung to the always greasy skin. It was just as good as the smell and Spike felt himself getting close to his first climax of the day. 
Encouraged by his own natural urges; the need to blow his load, the need to drain some cum from his heavy balls, and the desire to make a mess that would get all over the bed, something that belonged to him, Spike was huffing deeply and growling as he thrust against his pumping hands. This was what he needed to get off, groaning and roaring as he came. Both shafts were throbbing hard and swelled just before the first blasts of seed came out. Rushing out of both lengths at the same time, Spike was releasing an incredible amount of hot, gooey, and strong-smelling spunk that was flying against the wall behind him, coming back to splatter all over his body, getting the wall and bed slathered in his scent. It would get even stronger when the cum would dry but it wouldn’t be long before another layer of seed would be all over the bed. From Spike’s perspective it was becoming all the harder to contain his lust, even after jerking himself multiple times and for most of the day. It was as if his own hands were no longer enough to satisfy that burning need that just kept flaring up. For the time being he just enjoyed the rest of his climax, feeling the wet heat from the cum raining down and coating his scales. He sighed deeply when it was all over, now looking around to admire his “work” feeling pride in the mess he had made. 
Now that he was able to think clearly for the time being, Spike realized that Twilight was gone for the weekend and he was able to do essentially whatever he wanted. That meant he could invite some friends over, something that the alicorn had kept him from doing ever since he reached puberty. It had been much too long since he had Big Macintosh and Discord over to play a game with Ogres & Oubliettes. With Twilight gone he was free to call up his friends and invite them over to make up for lost time. Without a second thought he was up and writing them messages that were quickly sent out. By his prediction they would be here in about 3 hours and that was more than enough time for him to collect some snacks and drinks. With a whole weekend available there was no reason that they couldn’t stay over the entire weekend. 
He got things in place for the most part and the front doors were already open. They arrived at about the same time. Big Mac was polite enough to knock on the doors and Spike called for him to enter. It was then that Discord showed up as well, bypassing the front door and teleporting right into the hall of the castle. 
“Ah, Spike. When I got your message I almost didn’t believe it,” Discord said. “Where are you?” 
“Just in the kitchen!” the dragon called. He was getting the last of the snacks in order and when it was ready he came racing out to see the earth pony and draconequus in person. They were looking just about the same but Spike had changed a lot since they had all met in person and the other two were visibly surprised. 
“Well, you’ve hit quite the growth spurt,” Discord said. 
“Eeyup,” Big Mac agreed, also looking their younger friend up and down. 
“Yeah, I guess you can say that I’ve been...pretty busy,” Spike said with a slightly awkward chuckle. He was holding a large bowl of popcorn and was dressed but his clothes still carried the smell of his room and his shorts were straining to contain both of his cocks that were still large in their flaccid states. The older two noticed but didn’t say anything about it, at first thinking they were just imagining things. Spike being in a bigger body was a lot to take in after all. The dragon told them both to follow to his room. He was used to doing things there that it was no question and he was eager to show them that he had a new, bigger room. 
Big Mac and Discord followed the dragon’s lead. They were both still excited to play Ogres & Oubliettes, knowing that it had been so long since they could play it as a trio. It just wasn’t the same without Spike and neither were able to see the dragon. 
Heading further down the main hall, the earth pony and draconequus noticed a change in the air. They sniffed without thinking first, trying to discern what it was and doing that got them their first dose of dragon musk. Neither were prepared for it. Even though they weren’t the room itself, Big Mac and Discord could smell the mixed stink of cum, sweat, and piss, all of it being both fresh and stagnant. Big Mac was used to smelling sweaty clothes that would need to be washed from his work on the farm but this was something else entirely. Oddly enough a part of him found it appealing in a way and the sense increased as he continued inhaling for some reason. 
The closer they got the room the stronger it was getting. Spike was completely unaware of the scent or its effects on the other two. He was very much used to it and had forgotten about the odor and that the state of his room would be shocking to anybody else. It just felt so right to him that he didn’t think twice about opening the doors and leading them right inside. Discord and Big Mac were immediately hit with a wave of his raw dragon stink. For themselves they could see the messy state of the room and the walls that were given multiple coats of reeking “paint.” 
“Ready to play, guys?” Spike asked as he turned around. He was surprised to see that Big Mac and Discord were in a dazed state, their eyes lidded and their mouths open. They were still breathing in the room’s stink, now starting to moan. Tenting their pants were their erections. Spike looked at them both with wide eyes. Then he remembered the state of his room and winced. He immediately felt embarrassed but noticed that his friends weren’t showing any disgust. If anything they were showing how much they were liking it. 
“S-so this is your room?” Discord asked. “It’s very...interesting.” 
“E-eeyup...” Big Mac agreed, his cock visibly throbbing in his pants. 
“Uh... Hey, guys,” Spike said. He got their attention but they were still looking pretty dazed. Usually the dragon would have been worried for them but the horny part of his brain was working. He got an idea that was just too good to pass up. Lately he was feeling still pent up even after jerking himself multiple times a day. But maybe his hand was no longer enough for him. Maybe what he needed was a proper hole? “We can still play Ogres & Oubliettes but how about we play something else, first?” 
***
It was all too easy to get his friends to agree. Big Mac and Discord moved in from either side. Spike was testing out what they were willing to do. He started out with something simple in practice but may be too much. His shirt was off and his pits were exposed, both being slathered in sweat that had been there for so long. The stink coming from his underarms was much stronger and concentrated than what was on the walls or his bed. As they got their faces in close, Spike expected them both to back out but Big Mac and Discord were still sniffing him and moaned when they smelled the stronger scent coming directly from his body. 
They weren’t just sniffing but also licking. At about the same time, the two were making use of their tongues, sliding them along each pit. Spike felt the touch of the hot wet appendages and it made him groan and shake. It felt good, better than he expected. The first lick was quickly followed by more of them, one after another, Discord and Big Mac were moving their tongues, licking up the sweat that was already there, plus the fresh sweat that was being produced at the same time. Spike kept his room warmer than the others, a comfortable temperature for a growing dragon. 
While licking up his sweat, the two were making sounds that so far portrayed they were liking it and they weren’t stopping either, doing what they could to clean away the sweat and grime without second thought or hesitation. 
“It's not too much, right?” Spike asked nervously. 
“N-no...it's so good...” Discord moaned. He spoke quickly, wanting to get back to licking. Big Mac just made a sound of agreement, not even stopping for a second. In such a short amount of time, the two had become wholly addicted to the dragon’s stink and bitter sweat. 
Hearing that made Spike smile. Something within him clicked and his nervousness was gone just like that. What he felt was a new kind of excitement and a sense of power over the two older males. He wanted to be in control, to have all of their attention and for them to do everything he would tell them to. He let them keep licking his pits, letting out soft moans from the smooth traces and flicks. Big Mac and Discord were given constant encouragement to keep licking. The intense musk that lured them in the first place was still there, even after several licks and sucks that got the pits wetter and wetter. But it seemed that no matter how much they did the smell wouldn’t get weaker. It stayed so intense and the flavor was still striking their taste buds hard. 
“Hehe. If you two like my pits this much you should try out my feet,” Spike said. He was just talking, not really meaning what he was saying but as if it was an actual order given to them, Discord and Big Macintosh pulled away from his pits and focused their attention on his feet. Just like his pits they were also unwashed, covered with sweat but even more grime from how he walked around barefoot most of the time. 
Spike was sure that his feet were even ranker than his pits. Surely this had to be too much for them. Contrary to his own personal feelings, the pony and draconequus were all too quick to plant their faces directly against his soles. Nearly in sync with each other, the two began to drink in the rank smell, breathing in deeply and loudly. Spike could see their eyes rolling and he could feel the puffs of breath when they exhaled. His worries were again completely replaced by a confidence and sense of control. He relaxed and let them have as much as they wanted. It was all too obvious to the dragon that the other two were addicted to his stink, made into needy musk-sluts that needed more and more. 
So focused on the intense reek that came from the dragon, Discord and Big Mac ignored the hard pulses of their cocks or the soaked state of their pants, made soiled by how much precum they were both leaking. All of that was ignored for the sake of keeping the smell fresh and strong in their noses. They huffed deeply, even when they were feeling lightheaded. Just like before, the two got themselves very acquainted with the smell before they began licking. While still sniffing they were also moving their tongues, treating Spike to the comfort and light pleasure that came from the wet appendages sliding over his scaly, sweat-covered sole. 
They weren’t just licking the sole. Spike watched and felt them taking things further. Moving themselves up and down, the dragon felt their wet touch reaching his heel and then all the way up to his toes. While he was loving the feeling, Discord and Big Mac were loving the smell and taste that was waiting for them. It was very strong between the toes. There was so much trapped sweat that had an extra strong flavor that they found all too addicting. They licked all over each of them and even sucked on the toes, starting the smallest and going up to the biggest one. Both took their time, seeing no need to rush. Spike felt how tenderly their tongues were sliding all over, tracing circles around his toes and getting in deep between them too. 
As good as it felt, all of this licking did nothing to satisfy Spike’s primal needs. The entire time his twin cocks had been throbbing and leaking a mess all over his body and the floor. He wanted more. He wanted a hole to penetrate. 
“I need an ass now!” Spike growled. He surprised himself by how aggressively he announced this and by how strong the need really was. The dragon’s voice boomed and the other two responded immediately, ceasing their licking. “Get your clothes off...” 
Without question, the older two did as they were told, getting their clothes off completely. Being older than him, both had fully developed bodies and impressively sized cocks in their own right but Spike got nude and his twin cocks easily outsized them. In fact Spike noticed that they were even bigger than before, certainly thicker and longer. Springing free, from his pants, the pair of fleshy spires throbbed and released ropes of precum with force. They splattered onto the floor and the smell of them was quick to fill up the room, being the smelliest part of his body. 
Talking them through it, Spike got Discord and Big Mac on his bed. They were lying side by side but with their backs turned and pressed to each other. Spike had a cock in one hand each, stroking them and getting more precum produced, acting as a lube he was going to use. When he was ready, the purple dragon moved in and pressed his tips to both of their holes. Big Mac and Discord both cried out, exclaiming in more pitched voices as their holes were spread and filled. As soon as his tips were in, Spike couldn’t resist the urge to thrust in fast and hard. 
His voice overpowered theirs as he buried both cocks in as much as he could, seeing that both of his new sluts had huge bulges in their stomachs. This is what he had been looking for. He could feel how hot and tight they were. Again, something was triggered inside of Spike and he stopped speaking. What came from him were deep growls and grunts, sounding almost threatening as he pounded away; pulling back and shoving his cocks back into the respective hole, feeling the walls squeezing down on them. 
Just like he had when consumed with greed, Spike was taken over by his instincts. But what guided him this time was lust. It drove him to pound into his best friends in an almost feral manner. Between his style of humping and the sounds he was making, Spike was acting like an actual animal, keeping his cock moving back and forth fast and hard. He just kept going, pummeling his huge musky dicks into the other guys’ asses without mercy. 
Discord and Big Mac were moaning out even louder as their asses were being stuffed far beyond their usual means. They could feel the thickness sliding back and forth, touching all of their most sensitive spots along the way. They could also feel the cocks getting even bigger, forcing their anuses to stretch out even further while the bulges in their stomachs were bigger and more pronounced as well. They could feel every throb and gush of precum that were already inflating their guts. 
Having his friends’ holes slippery and hot with his precum made it all the easier for Spike to roughly fuck them. Every push was rocking their bodies and making the bulge in their stomachs as big as it could possibly be. He was still sweating and the smell of him was spreading outwards, acting as a natural aphrodisiac that kept everyone filled with lust and needy for more pleasure. Spike didn’t notice that it wasn’t just his cocks that had gotten even bigger from the effects of lust. He had gotten bigger as well, gaining more height and bulk that gave him the power to relentlessly slam his dicks into the deepest parts of his friends over and over. 
It all came to an end with Spike roared out, reaching a powerful orgasm. His already enormous cocks swelled even more as they began blasting hot and musky seed directly into Discord and Big Mac’s stomach. The two shouted from this and felt their stomachs rapidly expanding and ballooning from the excessive amount of fresh dragon spunk. The feeling was too much for the pair and they came as well, being forced into hands-free orgasms that left them shaking, panting, and shooting their own loads onto the already thoroughly marked bed. 
“Up and on your knees,” Spike told them, speaking with a more authoritative and dominating tone. He had pulled his huge cocks free. Instead of questioning it, Spike watched as Big Mac and Discord did as they were told. Their movements were a bit slow and they were gasping from the stretched states of their holes and the rearranging their insides had just experienced. With both of them off the bed and kneeling before him, the dragon took hold of his cocks, aiming a tip at the pony and chimera’s mouths. He told them to open up and when they did he groaned and began pissing hard, letting loose a stream that was thicker than before. There was more power output and the smell was even stronger. 
As best the two could, they two attempted to drink down the fresh piss. There was so much of it: so hot and the smell was so raunchy. Taking big gulps sent waves of heat down their throats and into their already inflated stomachs. Neither expected to be doing this when they answered Spike’s message but they were very glad to be able to indulge in this musk and filth. Even as they were drinking down the dragon’s dark water as best they could, the two were hoping there was more in store for them. 
