The whelp growled shallowly within the protective embrace of the shell. Keeping his eyes closed, he could feel the warmth of the ambience nearby as it groomed him with it's loving delight. He could hear his mother purr lovingly at him, and he wanted to join her as soon as it could be possible.
His limbs reached for the eggshell, he pawed while inside, hoping that it could at least break and know where he was going. Although he felt awfully skinny and unprepared, he felt ready for anything. He could hear the light chuckles of his mother as she said "soon enough my darling angel, soon enough" with a loving voice.
The dragonet could feel some shaky movements any now and then, and wondered what those were. It could have been his mother, or someone else he hardly knew. He could identify a fatherly figure, but something inside him could tell him very clearly that his mother was right up there.
He cried and tried to strike the eggshell with his delicate head, although the force might have been only as strong as a gentle touch. The juice around him didn't help, despite him slowly absorbing it over time.
He wondered if he secreted all this juice himself and it was why he can't make a sharp move as he would have liked.
Yet, something inside him gave the whelp the inspiration he needed to gather his strength, and try again.
He scratched the egg shell as much as he could before the force of his own stubby claws pushed him back, yet he determinedly continued.
He explored his movements over time. He could occasionally sense his mother noticing his struggle and giving him a gentle voice to listen to. It was encouraging – he wanted to reach that voice; interact with who he could only describe as mother. The one who raised him from within and brought his egg out.
Now he had to do her a favor that he was much willing to do.
Some indeterminable amount of time passed, and the whelp was getting the hang of his body. He could paddle his hind legs all he wanted and move himself forward and claw the eggshell all he wanted. He could at least use his wings and tail a bit, yet he still hasn't figured those limbs out too much.
With the few words he could learn from the outside the whelp though 'I can' fiercely.
And so with all he could, he did the last thing he wanted to do, but it was all he could think of. His paws were too thin to break the eggshell, and his courageous spirit was ready to take on the challenges he'd face. 
He pushed his head against the shell, grunting and snarling even though the juices within did not help. He still tried, and continued using his paws, tail and wings to try to move himself forwards, occasionally tripping back but using his paws again to do it.
He would get tired every now and then, but with what he'd describe as a quick nap, he'd be able to get out of this dark place. He felt stronger after every time he opened his eyes, yet kept them closed very often. He was fighting a wall he did not wish to see, at least until he could get out.
And he continued. He felt the juice start to dry out and feel a little more sticky around himself. Having no idea how long he was taking, he determinedly did one push.
Crack! He could hear.
As he opened his eyes, he could see the light of hope.
"It's hatching! Mother, it's hatching!" Said a soft voice that didn't sound like her mother.
Yet afterwards, he could hear the inspiring voice that he aimed to reach. It said "my baby! I'm coming!"
The whelp tried to say the same to her mother, but the sticky juices kept his audio in silence. Despite being unable to communicate, he tried again.
The pressure continued, he pressed himself as much as he could. He could hear the continuous cracking of the shell, at least until he could feel things easing up, and then.
He surfaced and sneezed automatically, getting rid of all the water that he breathed as his lungs slowly transferred to absorbing the air instead. The whelp choked for a minute and thought that he was going to lose his mother right immediately, but after some time and help from the motherly figure that he could feel, he managed to neutralize his coughing, and finally opened his eyes.
He could see a gigantic figure looming right over him, towering over him like a titan as she looked at him with such loving and smooth, silky yellow eyes.
The whelp couldn't see himself yet, but could feel each of his limbs dry and feel the air around him. Another titanic figure came around and looked at him. The smile that came from it was less gentle, but very loving. It looked very different, like if its energy was running out, yet the whelp didn't mind it.
"Lemme see! Lemme see!" Another voice said persistently, and her mother carefully showed him over and let the whelp see who was the voice that was talking.
Some dragon that was almost his size. Maybe even a little bigger. She had bright, blue eyes and looked just as white as her mother, the opposite spectrum that his father showed.
She bore an unbearable excitement that felt almost overwhelming for the dragonet. He whined a little in his overwhelm, yet the other figure continued.
"I am Kepri! We siblings!" She said and proceeded to nuzzle the whelp, which he felt with his much tired body.
It felt forever trying to break through the shell, but it was worth it. It seems like he's going to have someone about his age to keep him company, and he'll have a lovely family that can take care of him.
His mother cradled him in her paws and crooned softly. With a decisive voice she declared "you, my little one, will be Detro" and cuddled him gently. The newly hatched and named Detro waddled his paws in the hopes of touching his gigantic mother as he felt happy with having reached his goals at last.
It was the best moment that Detro could remember in his life.
He sighed as he shed a tear in the memory of his drakihood. It was the most wonderful time in his life that he could only think of wistfully now.
Life felt shallow and dark without his sister. Ever since she died, and his parents slowly looked more tired and sad over time, his life wasn't the same.
He looked over in the distance, hoping to find some other dragoness that he could talk to, hoping that they'd be somewhat fulfilling and meaningful to him.
As soon as he found someone, he took flight. He flapped his wings and looked at the emerald green and shady blue dragoness that was roaming around the flats. She was quite the distance away, but Detro was determined to go for her.
Once he arrived, he tried his best to keep a strong, confident look.
"Hello! My name's Detro, and you are?" He said and kept his eyes fixed instinctively for reasons he can't explain.
She kept her eyes but she eyed him top to bottom without much concentration. Detro had a sinking feeling of how his friendliness would be received.
"Uh, hi I'm Grarine?" She said somewhat confused and Detro tried to hold himself together as his heart strings began to ache.
"You look, pretty… you know?" Detro replied out of his first instinct, maybe even a technique he learned from others.
"Uh, yeah, you too?" She hesitated, yet seemed somewhat questioning. Did she not like his gray scales or something?
But Detro couldn't resist, or at least not resist the fact that he's losing her without much done. "Uh, I was hoping that we could" he made a gesture with his paws indicating sex and then added "I mean we could get to know each other that-"
The dragoness slapped him while he talked, seeming more hostile now than perplexed. "How dare you?" She scowled. She jabbed her head to the side with her eyes closed in indignation "I'm not a toy you know" she scolded harshly, making Detro take a few steps back.
The grey dragon stammered and moved himself uneasily as he tried to explain "you don't understand, I kind prefer to socialize like this… no barriers, no problem, right?" He begged nervously and was slapped again, this time hurting Detro a little more deeply than just his scales.
As the dragoness reared him, he could appreciate how lucky he was to not have to deal with a dragoness with spikes on her tail, or one that was thin as a whip. Yet, he looked at her as she said her final words.
"That's not how you make friends, Detro, try to be more normal and don't be a freak" she snapped and took off with a couple swift flaps of her wings, leaving the other dragon all alone and hopeless.
Detro moved over and saw a couple of disapproving looks from the nearby dragons as he continued his leave. He flew off back into his cave and sulked for a minute as he felt himself grow into a more hopeless state.
Then, feeling the gentle breeze that just blew into his cavern, he had an idea.
'Maybe a change of location can help' he thought with weakened light. He looked off as he saw the already known landscape that he lived in.
He nodded to himself and took off, hoping to find a new place to go to that would not treat his personality with such hostility.
As he flew over the plains, he started to see new kinds of landscapes and biomes as he passed by. Lots of forestry nearby, but he could find a couple of differences on the ground below as he noted some were more swampy than others, some had more rocks than dirt, and some had dead trees or the occasional dragon or two lying down about in the shade of the trees.
He also had flown by a handful of mountains, some of which were littered with holes that made the homes of many dragons. Some Detro could find empty, yet he didn't want to risk a dragon suddenly coming ill mooded and demanding that he leaves before a battle ensues.
And then, after some time, he could see water start to come. This was the place he had in mind! The perfect change of pace that he needed to make himself chill out.
Although, as he got nearer and saw the area more in detail, he felt a chill go through his spine and break the flow of his flight a little.
Memories rushed through his head of the better days, and Detro started feeling haunted by his past. Out of nowhere, he felt a loss of energy as he remembered all that he had lost.
Detro flew towards the beach, sad and exhausted. His life had been weighing him down at every moment since his sister’s death. Once his four paws touch the sands of the shore, he lies down on his underbelly, and spreads his hind legs in a lying position.
He felt the sand with his front paws. It was coarse and light; every grain he picked up with his mildly dexterous paws would flow off it and fall back down. Some of it would be carried by the sea breeze as it blew hard and made each wave in the ocean come crashing on the sands.
He closed his eyes and breathed the salty sea air. Being this close to a water body meant that he’d be able to feel a change of pace and ambience as he could feel, hear and smell. Bongos could be heard in the background as some dragon would be trying to make music. The salty air still wisped by his nostrils, teasing him of the ocean paradise that he was never meant to live in, and the sound of the waves as they crashed onto the beach and dissipated with only the foam to reside ever so slightly yet shortly on the sand.
On top of that, the loose sand pressed against his slit and underbelly, warm to the touch, yet rough on the scales. Luckily, his scales were that tight-knit enough to not let the grains come in like if it was a party, yet he could feel some of his scales open slightly from the sand penetrating between the smaller gaps between each scale.
He could hear a bit of laughing as well, and a handful of wings flapping. He opened his eyes and saw the bits of movement and dragon life that roamed around. One dragon was holding a bag on his side, which Detro would guess was a messenger. Another dragon family to his side was out playing tailball, albeit quite terribly.
As Detro kept looking around, he could see a few huts opening late in the morning, some of which provided comfort and relaxation in a different environment near the sea as the dragons prepared their skills at playing with the hides of the dragons, and another hut had a lone dragon sitting in quite the awkward position while he was bopping on some bongos.
He could also see another family in the distance to his left, past the ongoing tailball game. There was a tent and a carpet of which two dragons would lie on while who apparently were their young played in the sand and each tried to play with each other messily, kicking sand in a blitz.
Detro envied those dragonets. His face turned sour and bitter as he looked at the gleeful smiles of those purple and red drakis. He wanted badly to be with his sister again; he missed her bitterly, and nobody ever replaced her.
He turned his eyes away and looked down at the sand. He then covered his face with his wings and cried a little, softly, and somewhat inaudibly through the vivid sounds of his surroundings, yet he sobbed.
He wondered what ever went so wrong for his sister to disappear and then turn up dead when he saw her corpse all maimed on the flowers. No dragon would ever be so violent to such an excitable sweetheart, although considering how behave for just being asked for sex, then it would be slightly reasonable to assume some would disapprove of his sibling.
Still, wasn’t the bond of siblinghood meant to be strong and trusting?
Detro sighed and lifted his wings slightly. Within the cacophony, he could hear a faint sound, unintelligible from the sea’s soothing noise, yet it sounded like water being splashed.
Yet as the sound came closer and Detro continued lifting his wings, he could see more clearly a body headed towards him. It was filled with fins, and aquamarine scales mixed with shades of blue. The legs of the being kept pushing the surface back and helped the rest of the body come forwards and closer.
Then their eyes met. The two stopped their movement and looked at each other. Dragons could still be heard doing their business about nonchalantly of what would ensue soon, as Detro would assume, however the dragoness continued looking at him intently.
Much like she was looking into his soul. Would she see all the pain that he’d be wrought upon as she looked into his eyes?
Not like Detro could tell. The dragon sniffled a little as he hadn’t been stabilized yet from his wallowing earlier. The dragoness smiled and continued towards him.
Detro doesn’t know much about what she was doing before, but it seems something caught her attention. He folded his wings back as they were and looked as the sea dragoness loomed over him.
“Why so glum?” she said kindly, making a shaded spot around Detro’s face as her body covered up the sun  slightly.
“Nothing, you wouldn’t understand” Detro stuttered a little, a little flustered. Yet he would distrust this dragoness in his most vulnerable times.
“Who knows?” She said and moved around mysteriously around him until her body made a coil around Detro’s hind body. She looked long and slender enough, yet didn’t have any whiskers or anything like he’d see with other noodle dragons.
“I’d know… from experience…” Detro spat a slight bit, remembering all the times he’s been slapped upon for being a pervert lusthead.
“Have you met any other sea dragon like me for you to know that?” the female said confidently and looked at him with a much calming look. She smiled, like if she liked his company somehow, yet showed some respect for his space despite her body making a bank around Detro.
“Not really…” He said with a more resigned attitude.
“Well, then, you met your first” she purred and continued “my name’s Shinsy, what’s yours?”
“Detro”
“Nice to meet you then” she beamed at Detro and wiggled her tail a little. “Why were you so glum?”
“It’s a long story, I’d rather have sex that remember it all” he said, despite having done what he didn’t want to tell Shinsy to himself.
“Oh, you’re a bold one, are you?” she said and started curling in and closer to Detro’s body.
The dragon’s reaction was quite surprised, given he was the one who asked first, yet didn't complain much.
“Kind of” Detro replied and snuggled in somewhat shyly to Shinsy.
Shinsy started curling around her dragon as Detro started touching around her shoulders and cuddling in. He helped Shinsy lie down on her back as his penis started to get erect.
It pressed against her pussy, letting Shinsy have a taste of what's to come as the spiny rod started growing thicker and longer. Each one of the penis's thorns softly caressed the water dragoness's meat as the penis continued erecting until the spiky knot bulged into existence.
Both panted softly as Shinsy caressed Detro's face with her paws. She leaned in and gave a slight whisper "now is your chance, prove yourself to me".
Detro grinded his penis, as if studying the surface to know where to put his pointy tip in. The spikes each rubbed back and forth each part of the pussy like a massage, until Detro backed his stiff member and pushed the tip in. He pried open her pussy and Shinsy only could respond with moans as he continued going inside, slowly yet softly.
"Just like that" she panted between words as Detro eventually managed to put his penis inside except for the knot.
The two bits pulsated softly against each other, as both felt themselves were getting glued to each other. Detro couldn't hold his lust back while he listened to Shinsy's command.
"You're worthy, I can feel it… you know what to do" she said with some implication in her words, and caressed around Detro's cheeks caringly.
Detro purred softly and got comfortable, snuggling tight with Shinsy. His member was already sensible, and he could feel his penis react pleasurably to each push and pull that it'd be forced to give as he got in position, with his paws holding Shinsy in place, and Shinsy keeping a tight grip around him. Her fins around her body only helped make her presence even more exhilarating.
And then it started. A gentle push: a moan; a pull: moan once more. Detro began with a gentle rhythm as his thorny dick made itself stiffer and its thorns tried to push the meat out, however they were so soft, that they could only do so much for Shinsy's vagina.
Yet, as movement continued, it could be easily felt. It's almost like they were softly scraping the walls and provoking each nerve to flood the body with more pleasure and sensations. 
The two dragons pressed their heads together as they both growled pleasurably. Detro started increasing his pace as he badly wanted to do Shinsy a favor with his seed.
The knot could be felt to clap gently on the water dragoness's entrance, feeling the meat softly with a prickly touch. Detro's penis was the definition of pleasure at this point.
As he continued upgrading his pace to a more feral and full powered one, his spikes got harder and stiffer, making the walls around her stretch out as they tried to grip the penis tightly. A flood of juices came in and made the passage ever slicker for the penis to move in, and so it's pacing was ever quickened.
As Detro's charging continued, so was his penis's hardening. They were paw in paw with each other as Detro softly said "get ready you tropical sapphire" as he felt his penis start to throb inside and a pumping feeling come from deep inside.
Soon enough his penis felt more wet, and continued pulsating strongly. He felt an irresistible feeling to shove his knot inside, as he felt a creamy goodness start to flood the walls. His lust peaked, and he pushed his penis as far inside as he could, to make sure he could feel all of his partner's walls as he blessed her with his seed.
"Thank you, my worthy dragon" she moaned as she felt her womb open up and suck in some of his cum, right as she said out her last words.
As she did this, Detro roared and felt a really strong pumping feeling come as he started unleashing a stream of cum into Shinsy, as if reacting to her opening up to his gentle unleash.
The two stayed for a minute, cuddling with each other tightly as they got lost in the feeling of lust. They hardly knew what else would have happened, but there is one feeling that both can agree on: both could feel much warmer to each other than before.
The two licked as they continued enjoying their presence, unaware of the bystanding dragons watching with either surprised or disapproving looks. Some were already provoked, some were resisting the need to follow in their steps.
After Detro's penis receded into it's slit, all he could feel was a want and need to stay with Shinsy and help her out. He knew he wanted to live with her, and he had a slim idea what would happen after this.
"Want to come to my cave and nest?" He offered kindly, making the water dragoness smile and give a pawful of licks before saying her reply.
"Yes. Let's" she said, and the two did what they needed and noticed the small public watching them.
Somewhat shameful, Detro decidedly tried to not pay attention to their looks, and flapped his wings to give himself lift. He then looked back and noticed Shinsy calling out for him.
"How am I supposed to come with you if I have no wings?" She said and Detro laughed at her statement.
He came back down and tried to pick her long body up. For one dragon, it’d be nearly impossible to carry a dragoness, yet Detro was surprised to notice that he could lift Shinsy with certain ease. He looked at her for a minute with his eyes quite widened.
“What?” Shinsy asked and flicked her tongue at Detro.
“Nothing” Detro shook his head and tried flying with Shiny curled around his tail and her upper body being held by him. After a handful of struggling flaps, considering his companion’s still existing weight, the two have gone aloft, and off they flew back home as the sun started the curve down.
Once settled, the process began…
The months passed by and Shinsy started growing more sedentary as her belly started to bulge. Detro had no idea how much cum he shoved into her pussy, but he was already getting surprised at how big Shinsy’s belly had gotten.
Some time later, Shinsy was most of the time either curled up, lying on her side or back, or making some light exercise, yet never left the cave. Her belly eventually got so big that her pussy was already opening up, until…
“DETRO I NEED HELP!” Shinsy hollered about as soon as she felt her womb inevitably start to push the eggs out.
Detro was already arriving at the cave and dropped down the hunt he was holding. He attended to Shinsy’s needs as best he felt he could.
Shinsy was in as much of a crouching position as Shinsy could get. A few eggs were already laid, but Shinsy was groaning painfully as she struggled with the other eggs.
“What can I do?” Detro asked around in a flustered manner, jabbing his head around and moving his body with some more agility than the usuals as he searched around for a way to help.
“I need you to tease my pussy and wet it!” she replied and continued grunting, barely feeling one of the eggs start to enter her pussy.
Unsure of what she meant, Detro moved under his companion’s rear and started licking the vaginal exterior. Slowly as he moved his tongue around, he began to actively penetrate further inside.
In a short moment, he started to feel a harder surface in the way of his tongue, that continued pushing against his tongue. Shinsy kept whining and moaning as she labored on her eggs continuously, and Detro had a faint idea of what to do.
He started squirming his tongue through the straining walls, taut muscle covered one side of his tongue while a hard yet smooth surface covered the other. Detro grunted as he attempted to assist with his tongue’s wet slickness.
The egg slipped further down, trapping his tongue. Detro tried to pull out, but he couldn’t, yet he could move his tongue a little from where it was, so he tried slithering the slick member out of the clutches of the walls and egg combined and got his tongue out.
And quickly, he had to accommodate the rest of the eggs as well, before Shinsy managed to drop the egg on the nest.
Detro moved in swift motion as he moved the eggs far out of the range of Shinsy’s drop zone, and another egg was laid. As soon as Detro was able to get the new egg out of the way, the process repeated and repeated, egg after egg, after 5, six, 7, eight, and finally.
“Ahhh” Shinsy finally sighed. Her struggle complete, she got off the nest with her mildly plump body and stretched. Bones popped as she moved her lengthy body limberly and returned to her normal position. She looked at the nine eggs at last lovingly and then at Detro.
Detro felt happy for his companion’s achievement, for which he went and nuzzled her thoroughly with his audible purring active.
“Congratulations you sweet draka” he said softly, looking at Shinsy with full emotion and affection as he flicked his tongue at her.
“Couldn’t have done it without you, my sweet mate” she said and Detro felt his heart jump, and as soon as he did, Shinsy was tight on his mouth line in licks. Detro reciprocated the affection with his set of licking as the two shared the moment together.
And as they lived life together and saw the eggs hatch, Detro felt revived. He hadn’t found anyone like her sister, yet he managed to find a dragoness that would accept him and fuck with him a few more times, yet still enjoy their moments together without going lewdy overdrive.
As Detro saw one of the newly hatched dragonets come to him, his heart warmed up at the sight, and he picked it up. He saw the whelp’s somewhat lengthier body and examined its crotch, and as soon as he could find its genitalia, he knew what to call the grey and blue bellied draki.
“You little one will be called Tetra” he said affectionately and licked Tetra happily. The whelp reacted cheerfully and energetically, letting Detro reminisce his hatching moment in a new light.
Cuddling tightly with Shinsy and their new 9 dragon whelps, Detro felt his life completely replenished, as they watched their dragonets meet each other as their new family had started, and he only had one dragoness to thank.
