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Darkness was beginning to close in, the radiant streams of dusk giving way to early twilight. Soaring above the trees, Volt chided himself for being out so late again. Fond of traveling, the dragon spent most of his time flying about by day and sleeping wherever he happened to land for the night. Over the last few years, he’d circled the globe multiple times, usually covering about a thousand miles a day, and yet he always managed to find something new to explore. This interest in exploring often overrode his better judgment, and as a result, he’d find himself as he found himself now: without a clearing in sight and losing daylight.

But just there, he spied it: a break in the tree line.

Phew, he thought as he made a beeline for the clearing and prepared to land.

As he got closer, the clearing expanded to reveal an entire, remote dragon village.

“Wait,” Volt murmured, frowning, “This seems awfully familiar.”

He shook his head. With as many places as he’d been, there were bound to be some similarities, and besides, he wanted to get bedded down for sleep. He could ponder what made this place seem familiar later—like, maybe in the morning—if he remembered.

Finally landing on terra firma, the twenty-something-foot-tall dragon found a particularly large tree to curl up under, shifted his weight to get comfortable, and closed his eyes.

*************
Dawn crept up on the sprawling dragon, finally cresting the trees that surrounded the clearing, bouncing off the golden underside of his wings, and casting reflections that shifted this way and that in time to his breathing.

He came to and smiled, opening his eyes and stretching. As he took in the scene, he suddenly remembered exactly why this place seemed so familiar.

“Heh, heh, no welcome party this time,” he chuckled.

He got to his feet, and the reflections disappeared as his deep blue back traded places with his underside in the light. He thought about taking off right then and there, sparing himself the trouble of doing his duty as a breeder, but as he prepared to take off, he hesitated. It had been several months, maybe close to a year since he had last visited this isolated village and bred every last female. His paternal instincts kicked in, and he couldn’t help but wonder how his eggs would be faring. If he were lucky, some of them might even have hatched.

Curiosity finally won out, and rather than taking to the skies, he made his way toward the village. But on arriving, he couldn’t seem to find his bearings. Admittedly he’d only been here a couple of days last time, but still, nothing seemed to be the way he remembered it. There were far more roads and buildings than he remembered before, and all the buildings seemed to have gotten bigger. He weaved his way through the twisting streets aimlessly for a while and then finally found himself in familiar territory.

Yes! Here was the street he remembered, what used to be the main thoroughfare through town, and there was the mayor’s mansion at the end of it.

“Oh, my gosh! It’s him!” a husky voice gushed behind him.

Volt turned to see a dark red dragoness, wide-eyed and grinning as she rushed up to him.

She’s bigger than I remember…
“Volt, you’re back!” she said, her voice causing many doors to open and many dragoness’ heads to stick out to see what was going on.

The dragon chuckled. “Yes, I am, but only briefly,” he said. “I was wondering how my eggs are getting on? Surely they must be close to hatching?”

But before the red dragoness could answer, Volt found himself surrounded by dragonesses, the smell of their heat thoroughly clouding the air.

Not again, thought the breeder as one of the dragonesses shoved her way to the front and tackled him—an easy feat being nearly six times his size.

“Volt! It’s so good to see you again,” she said, stepping off of him and turning to let her vulva hover over his face. “It’s been too long!”
Volt chuckled. “It’s good to see you, too, Tanya,” he replied, rolling over and getting back up.

She’s bigger than I remember, too…
“Does this mean you’re here to breed us again?” asked another dragoness.

“N–no,” Volt replied reluctantly, “I really just came to see how my eggs are—“

“Hey, we should throw a party for him!” said another.

“And then, the breeding!” said a voice.

Volt turned to see a familiar dragoness smirking at him. He rolled his eyes and shook his head.

“Et tu, Elani, you who were so skeptical at first?” he asked, venturing a wry grin.

But before she could reply, yet another voice rang out, saying, “I believe a celebration is a great idea!”

They all turned towards the mayor’s mansion. Volt’s eyes bulged on recognizing the towering figure of the mayor.

All right, she is definitely bigger than I remember! he thought. Four times his size before, the dragoness was now easily eight times as large, and as she lumbered her way down the steps and the crowd parted for her, her massive hips swayed side-to-side, her buttocks rippling with each step.

Between the heady smell of heat and a sight like that, Volt couldn’t keep his excitement hidden. His dick poked from his sheath and began to swell.

“Well, it looks like it’s settled, then!” the mayor laughed on seeing it. Raising an eyebrow, she said, “It looks larger than I remember.”

Volt laughed. “I could say the same about you all!” he replied. “Did I get smaller, or did you ladies all get bigger?”

“We blame you,” Elani piped up teasingly. “It all happened after we laid our clutches—the ones you gave us.”

The breeder’s face lit up. “Yes, about those, I was really wanting to know—“

“What do you think, ladies?” Mayor Isabelle asked, “Do you think we can be ready by, say, noon?”

There was a general, excited murmuring and various assenting replies.

“Splendid! In the meantime, perhaps you’d like to join me in the hatchery?” the mayor asked, giving him a knowing smirk.

Amid a chorus of quiet groans of disappointment, Volt followed the mayor’s massive, swaying backside as she led him behind the mayor’s mansion to the monolithic edifice that Volt immediately recognized as the entrance to the hatchery. 

They might differ in size or decoration, but no matter where he went in the world, hatchery entrances were always massive chunks of stone jutting up from the ground into which an opening had been painstakingly carved by the local residents. In swampy lands, many teams of dragonesses would have to scour the surrounding areas, sometimes flying thousands of miles to find a suitable stone and then haul it in tandem to their village. As best Volt could tell, this one had similarly come from a long way off.

The egg-shaped monolith towered over him. The temperature spiked the moment he followed Isabelle inside. Kept scorching hot by teams of dragonesses working around the clock to heat it, the stone provided steady heat to the sleeping eggs it protected. Volt followed Isabelle through the labyrinthine entrance—so designed to keep drafts out of the sensitive inner recesses—and into the vast interior.

His eyes bulged. Towering heaps of eggs were scattered evenly throughout the interior, some of them carefully stacked almost all the way to the ceiling, where the temperature was highest. The ingenious layout ensured that the eggs at the top hatched first, then the eggs below them, and so on, preventing eggs on the bottom from hatching early and upsetting the whole stack.

“There are so many!” Volt marveled, looking up and around himself.

“Indeed, there are,” Isabelle said, leading him into the middle of the chamber, careful to maintain a wide berth between herself and the stacked eggs.

“Oh, look! You’ve even got them labeled,” the dragon remarked, peering at a sign staked close to the tallest of the piles. “Wow,” he said, raising his eyebrows and then looking at Isabelle, “These are all yours?”

The dragoness turned and beamed. “Yes,” she said. “Well, ours. You’re the sire of every egg in here.”

Volt’s jaw dropped. “But, there must be thousands here! You haven’t had any other breeders come through? No males at all?”

Isabelle shook her head. “You’re the only one we’ve seen in quite some time, Volt,” she replied. “It’s why we were so excited to see you when you arrived, why we’re so excited now.”

Volt shook his head, frowning, “But how are there no males here? Why are you all female?”

Isabelle pursed her lips. “I’m not exactly sure,” she replied, “But rumor has it that it’s something in the water. Males have been hatched here before—back before my time—but some say that the quality of the breeder affects the sex of the hatchlings. If that’s true, then our last breeder probably wasn’t a very good one.” She grinned and shook her head. “I can attest to that; he certainly didn’t have your, ah, girth…or length…or stamina.”

Volt chuckled, rolling his eyes. “Where is he anyway—the previous breeder?” he asked. “Any breeder intent on keeping his harem should be returning like clockwork as soon as his brood’s been laid.”

“You didn’t,” Isabelle said pointedly, raising an eyebrow. “These have been here incubating for months!”

Volt cringed. “Truth be told, I hadn’t actually planned to become your breeder,” he admitted. “I assumed I was just filling in since your breeder was away; I didn’t realize he’d been gone that long.”

“Well, we certainly appreciate it,” replied the dragoness, giving him a sultry look. “In fact, after the party, I’d like to thank you personally for giving me the largest clutch I’ve ever had.”

Volt grinned. “It’s a date,” he replied. Turning to browse the other piles of eggs, he raised his eyebrows in surprise. “Wow, Elani had the second-largest clutch? As skeptical as she was of me, I figured she’d only lay an egg or two,” he chuckled, grinning ruefully.

“We all warmed up to you pretty quickly,” Isabelle replied. “Elani is a skeptic, but once convinced, she’s fiercely loyal. You certainly made a believer of her.”

Volt cackled. “I do what I can,” he teased. “All these eggs,” he murmured. “And to think that soon they’ll all be hatching. How long will it be, do you think?”

“Come see for yourself,” replied the dragoness, taking to the air and carefully lifting herself up even with the tops of the stacks.

Volt rose up after the mayor and followed her gaze towards the topmost egg on her stack. Peering closely at it, his face lit up when he saw the hints of cracks on its surface.

“Should be any day now,” the dragoness beamed. “Maybe even tonight. I’ve spent the last several days hoping she’ll come find me.”

Volt frowned. “Come find you? Your village doesn’t have someone to escort them?”

Isabelle shook her head. “Given we’ve been an all-female village for a long time, we think it’s best to let them fend for themselves as soon as they’ve hatched. They’re all able to fly right away, of course, as soon as their wings dry out an hour or so after hatching.”

“But what if they bump into the other eggs? They could send whole stacks crashing down!”

“The strong will survive,” Isabelle replied firmly, smiling. “You put up the challenge for us to breed you last time you were here. There’s a reason we were all able to, ah, meet your expectations,” she added with a wink.

Volt nodded. As a short-term guest, he knew it wasn’t his place to tell the villagers how to conduct their hatching, and this wasn’t the first village he’d been to that did it this way. The tales of only strong breeders producing male offspring, the hands-off approach to rearing young—it all seemed rather draconian to him, but if it worked for this village, then all the more power to them.

He turned his attention to observe the other towering stacks of eggs, each of them fewer in number than the massive broods Elani and Isabelle had laid, but impressive nevertheless. Feeling excited to know that he had so many whelps to look forward to one day, he couldn’t help but grin.

“Are you pleased?” Isabelle asked.

“Oh, yes!” Volt replied. “I can’t wait to meet them all!”

Isabelle chuckled. “Soon,” she replied. “But for right now, I suspect the preparations are almost ready. Shall we return to the others?”

Volt nodded and followed Isabelle out of the hatchery. They returned to the town, where the preparations were indeed ready. Even before they arrived back at the main street, the sounds of lively music and the scent of delicious food greeted him and seemed to beckon him further. When he arrived, Volt nearly didn’t recognize the main street. It had been decked out in brightly colored decorations that gave the whole place a very festive air. The dragon couldn’t help but grin.

“Well, isn’t this a warm welcome!” he said.

“Never say we don’t know how to throw a party,” Isabelle chuckled.

They went past the mayor’s mansion and into the village hall, a massive building big enough for all the villagers to assemble at once. The inside was decorated even more brightly than the main street had been, and it was from here that the smell of food and sound of music originated. Dragonesses bustled about him, putting the finishing touches on this decoration or that and giving him sultry looks as he passed. The smell of female heat just about rivaled the smell of the food in potency.

Volt followed Isabelle to the back of the building, where a table of honor had been erected and laid out with the best of the foods the village had to offer. Taking a seat beside her, he looked out in awe at all the females assembled in one place. Had he really bred every one of them the last time he was here?

The mayor spat out a short burst of flame, and the commotion in the hall stopped. Dragonesses quickly took their places at the countless tables that faced the table of honor.

“Ladies,” the mayor began, “We are honored to have our breeder back among us.”

A roar of applause reverberated off the walls, and Volt grinned, sheepishly waving to the crowd.

“We celebrate his return and thank him for the biggest clutch we’ve ever laid. All told, I counted 3513 eggs, and Elani and Tanya have both confirmed that number. It is truly a wonderful blessing, and we thank you, Volt, for coming to our aid when we were in such great need.”

Volt bowed his head. “My pleasure,” he replied.

“And ours!” someone piped up, eliciting a rumbling laugh from the congregation.

“Without further ado, let’s get this party started!” the mayor finished.

The music started back up, and the space was instantly abuzz with dragonesses passing food around. As Volt helped himself to a sheep or two, he couldn’t help but notice various dragonesses catching his eye, and to him, it seemed that the scent of heat had intensified.

He wasn’t wrong. As the females passed by, they slowly began to get closer to him and more explicit in their body language. What started out as casual eye contact became deliberate eye contact. Then a lick of the lips and a subtle sway of the hips. Volt could feel his member poking out and pressing against the underside of the table.

Much more of this, and the table’s gonna flip over! he thought wryly.

Fortunately, though, it never made it to that. To be sure, the females continued to get more and more overt, advancing to subtly lifting their tails and looking over their shoulders as they walked past and then to outright stopping in front of him, their tails lifted sharply out of the way to reveal their glistening, burning, pulsing vulva, and looking at him expectantly. But, just as it was getting to be too much—to the point that Volt wanted to flip the table over himself and pounce on the nearest female—Isabelle put a stop to it in the tactful way that only a politician can.

“Ladies,” she said, chuckling at Volt’s expense, “I believe our guest is very excited to see you all. Isn’t that so?” she asked, looking at Volt, who nodded stiffly in response. “What say we clear these tables out of here and set the mood for a little dancing and maybe a little… romancing?”

The dragonesses didn’t have to be told twice, and Volt breathed a sigh of relief as two of the larger dragonesses effortlessly moved the table and all its contents out of the way. There was a sudden gasp as Volt’s malehood was revealed.

“It’s way bigger than I remember!” someone said. 

“Me, too!”

“It’s huge!”

Volt caught Tanya’s eye, and she smirked. She knew the truth, and as the others stood there gawking, she made her way to the front, signaled to the musicians, and began a sensuous dance, shimmying forward, shuffling away, turning to show her backside to the enthralled male, and twerking her massive buttocks inches from his face. Slowly moving downward, she came close enough to his groin for him to feel the moist heat of her cloaca, but with masterful skill, she moved up again without touching him.

Volt groaned and squirmed, licking his lips lustfully and letting out a horny groan. But a smirk crossed his lips as Tanya lowered herself again. Focusing on his cock, he made it grow an extra foot, then two. Tanya gasped, and Volt grinned as they made contact. He flexed his cock , using it to tickle Tanya’s entrance and making the dragoness shiver with anticipation.

“You’re not the only one who can tease,” he chuckled as she looked over her shoulder to give him a dirty look. “Please,” he said, grinning wickedly, “Do go on!”

Tanya’s dirty look intensified for a moment but then melted as Volt grew his member a little more to slide up into her a little bit each time she lowered herself.

“Having fun?” a voice asked.

Volt looked over his shoulder to see Elani giving him an expectant look, but no sooner had he looked than she turned to expose herself to him, spreading her legs and lifting her tail up sharply to make her folds impossible to miss. Another dragon beside her did the same; she’d turned so fast that Volt couldn’t even tell who it was.

“Oh, come on!” he laughed, his eyes rolling back slightly as Tanya discovered a way to slip a bit more of him into herself.

But as he turned to look at her, the dragon caught movement out of the corner of his eye and turned to look over his other shoulder.

It was practically a sea of dragonesses, their backs all turned, their tails all lifted, each of them moving up and down just like Tanya, but at different rates.

“What kind of party is this?” he asked, laughing.

“A working party,” replied Isabelle, stepping over him and pressing her vulva to his face. “One where you have to work it!”
Oh, shit…
The scent of her heat and the heat of her folds washed over Volt’s face, making his cock grow to full size, 25 feet of barbed, nubbed flesh jutting out from him and turning from black at its base to sky blue where it disappeared into Tanya’s folds. He started to groan as he felt himself slide down Tanya’s passage, but at that moment, Isabelle lowered herself onto his face, silencing him.

Too aroused to hold back anymore, the dragon shot his tongue up the dragoness’s slit, lapping fiercely at the source of those delicious fluids as his arms instinctively grabbed Tanya’s hips and pulled her backwards against himself. The dragonesses both let out ecstatic moans, and Volt’s hips began to buck of their own accord, moving in rhythm to his tongue. The other dragonesses looked on, hungrily awaiting their turns and beginning to jostle for position closer to him.

The shock of feeling Volt take charge and the twin sensations of his length probing her most intimate recesses and his girth stretching her each time he thrust were too much for Tanya, and after only a minute or two, she let out a feral shriek of pleasure. Her walls contracted tightly, sending Volt over the edge, and seconds later, their mixed fluids squelched out of her, leaving no doubt in anybody’s mind what had just happened.

Tanya trembled in ecstasy as Volt slowly released his grip on her and let her slide off his girth. Walking on wobbly legs, she gave him a grateful look over her shoulder and moved off to let his semen conceive her next clutch of eggs.

Elani wasted no time taking her place, but still smothered under Isabelle’s massive backside, Volt couldn’t tell who it was. His furious licking had only increased in intensity as he climaxed, relented only slightly as Tanya dismounted him, and now began again with renewed vigor as Elani moved her wide hips up to brush against his still-slick member.

Isabelle had let out a frustrated whimper as Volt got off—she’d been right on the edge of climax herself, but as he slowed down, she’d felt left high and dry. But now her eyes widened, and a desperate moan escaped her lips as she felt his passion return with a vengeance. Though she knew firsthand how much stamina the dragon had, she’d still expected to be left wanting. After all, it had been his cock that had satisfied her so the last time. But now she felt that sensation returning, the feeling of being brought to the edge once more. As Volt’s hands reached down to pull Elani up against his crotch, his tongue probed the mayor’s depths even more passionately than before. She could feel herself getting close—dangerously close.

The tongue stopped abruptly, and Isabelle gasped in protest, looking over her shoulder at him to see what was going on.

“Do you want it?” Volt asked, pulling his head back and grinning from behind her. “You gotta ask nicely.”

“Please!” the mayor panted incredulously.

“All right.”

The dragon buried his face once more and licked with almost demonic energy at her g-spot. Isabelle’s eyes bulged, and before she even knew what was happening, she felt her pussy contract down tightly around the dragon’s tongue and her abs double over from the intensity of the contractions. 

“Oh!” she grunted, riding out her orgasm as if Volt had only just now started fucking her.

Panting hard, she collapsed forward, finally freeing Volt but feeling too light-headed to move just yet.

Meanwhile, Volt’s enormous member was already probing parts of Elani that she’d only ever felt probed once before—the last time he had bred her. No other breeder had ever come even close to filling her so full, and while she remembered Volt’s member fondly, she’d forgotten just how good it felt to be filled so completely.

And, as Volt’s head emerged out from under Isabelle, the glint in his eye signaled that things were about to get even better for the former skeptic. Leaning up against the dragoness, he pulled himself so tightly against her that they might as well be glued together. Feeling Volt’s balls pressed tightly against her, Elani shivered, but not nearly as much as she did when he started to swell even more inside of her.

Wild-eyed, she looked over her should at him and started to protest, “B–but, you’re already—“

“I’m hyper,” Volt reminded her, grinning. “I can get as big as I want!”

Focusing on his dick—which didn’t take much effort since he was already so turned-on—he grew his member an extra twenty percent in length and girth. Elani let out an overwhelmed moan as the dragon began to walk backwards then run forwards to stroke his full member into her—a member longer than the rest of his body. The other dragonesses looked on with slack jaws and palpable anticipation, many of them beginning to grind their groins against the ground or each other, desperate to take off the edge of a need that only Volt could truly satisfy. Of course, Elani’s orgasmic roar didn’t help them any; the other dragonesses could feel her satisfaction deep within themselves as Volt thrust in one last time and flooded her with so much jism that her belly swelled beneath him.

Spent and nearly swooning, the dragoness managed to move forward enough to slip off of Volt’s immense member—which he hadn’t bothered to shrink this time—and waddle over next to Tanya to bask in the afterglow. A mass commotion erupted as the other females all scrambled to be next in line. Isabelle started to move away, and Volt grabbed her leg.

“Care for a turn?” he asked, winking. “My tongue’s great, but my dick’s much better.”

Isabelle chuckled. “I know,” she said, “But you’ve already gotten me off, and you’re, uh, very popular at the moment. I am, however, reminding you of our date and issuing a formal summons for you to join me after the party,” she added with a wink.

Volt grinned. “Looking forward to it,” he replied. “Ladies, please, there’s plenty of me to go around,” he laughed, turning his attention to the horde of horny females.

One by one, he bred each female in turn, occasionally giving some of the most desperate a taste of his tongue to satisfy them until he could breed them properly. Such was the role of a breeder: he was in high demand and had to provide enough supply for everybody. But, if he was being honest, it was a cross he bore with pride.
About a third of the way through, Tanya decided she was ready for more, but rather than using her position within the village to butt in, she and Elani began making out in front of Volt and showing off their pussies to him, still glistening with the evidence of their respective breedings. But as the evening wore on, the dragonesses’ antics intensified to rubbing their vaginas on either side of him. Resourceful to the end, Volt slipped his fingers into each one of them up to his shoulders and was just able to reach their g-spots. Suffice to say that as the dragoness he was currently breeding got off, so, too, did they, and they left him alone for a while.

The evening continued as dragoness after dragoness lined up to get her needs sated and feel her next clutch fertilized. Already dozens of dragonesses were sprawled around the room, lying on their backs, feeling of their bloated bellies, and fantasizing about the clutches they would lay not long thereafter. One by one, the dragonesses waiting in line became satisfied customers, and at around 2 in the morning, Volt finally finished off the last one. Stretching, the dragon glanced around to see the dragonesses sleeping contentedly around him and quietly took his leave.

I wonder whether Isabelle is still up, he wondered as he shrank his well-used cock and let it disappear into his sheath.

Tiptoeing out of the hall, he made it out into the open and breathed deeply, the fresh air at last clearing his sinuses of the nearly oppressive scent of female heat. He sighed contentedly

“Finished with your duties at last?” a voice asked.

Volt looked over to see Isabelle leaning against the building.

“Isabelle? Have you been here all night?”

“A lady knows how to wait her turn,” the dragoness replied, her voice husky as she sidled up next to him. “A lady,” she added, whispering in his ear, “Knows that patience pays off in the end.”

Volt grinned. Any lesser dragon would have begged out—and certainly he had just gone over twelve hours non-stop—but Volt was a male of his word, and without the slightest objection, he fell into step behind the massive, swaying ass of the village’s mayor, following her to her mansion.

They didn’t waste any time once they were inside. Even outside, he mayor’s scent was nearly overwhelmingly strong, and once they got inside where that odor concentrated itself, it was no contest. Volt leapt upon the much larger dragoness, his cock quickly growing as he did, and quickly reached full size inside of her. 

In his attempt not to hurt the smaller dragonesses, Volt had still held back and only allowed himself to go a fifth again his normal size. Now, with a dragoness several times larger than the others, he let himself grow and grow, his girth stretching her on its way as he snaked his way deep, deep into her recesses.

“Oh, Volt!” the mayor moaned, “Yes! Go bigger?”

Volt didn’t have to be told twice. Grinning, he focused on his cock and let it grow to twice its normal size, until it stretched the dragoness so tightly that she let out a pained gasp.

“N–no more,” she panted. “It—how are you so big?!” she asked incredulously.

“I keep telling you,” Volt grunted as he began walking backwards. From across the room, he called “I’m hyper!”

“Yes, well, I can feel that, but still—“

The dragoness was cut short as Volt ran forward, slipping over three dozen feet of his dick into her and then some. Isabelle groaned loudly, filled beyond her wildest imaginings.

“It’s—“ she grunted, “It’s even bigger than last time!”

“Well, I didn’t want to break you all on the first try,” Volt laughed. “We’d only just met! Besides,” he added, slipping balls-deep into her and pressing his chest to her back, “I wanted you all to make nice, big clutches of eggs, and how could you if I’d torn you in two?”

The dragoness grunted out a laugh, though the fullness she felt made laughing challenging. Fortunately, the fullness didn’t last long as Volt pulled out again, then filled her to the brim once more. As the dragon began to thrust in earnest, Isabelle’s claws scratched against the marble floors, and desperate for release, she began moving opposite him, moving forward as he backed out and driving backwards as he ran headlong into her. The force of their combined thrusting was enough to take him off his feet and shove him backwards, his balls slapping against her massive ass each time. Panting from exertion and arousal, they slammed into each other one last time, and all at once, Volt’s cock erupted. The dragoness’s eyes bulged as she felt his cum filling her. The increased pressure pushed her over the edge, and she tumbled into a mind-shattering orgasm that had her vaginal muscles squeezing Volt for all he was worth. Now his eyes bulged, too, as he felt himself milked much harder than any of the earlier females had done.

“B–better settle in,” he grunted, “It’s gonna be a big one.”

He wasn’t wrong. Isabelle’s passage had gripped him so tightly that he couldn’t get out, and now spurt after spurt was shooting from his cock, each just as violent and voluminous as the last. Isabelle groaned loudly, feeling her womb stretched to contain the life-creating fluids as gallons of seed demanded accommodation. Despite her enormity relative to Volt, Isabelle found her stomach swelling so large that she had to roll over, taking Volt with her. Crawling around to right himself, Volt lay belly-to-belly with the mayor, pressing his ear to her distended stomach and hearing the splash and spurt as he continued to fill her.

At last, both of them shuddering, Isabelle finally relaxed enough to let Volt out, and the force of his cum erupting violently from her stretched entrance nearly shoved him off of her. Yet even as her belly emptied to the point it could relax, it still remained stretched out.

“Mm, more room for eggs,” Volt grinned as he patted her.

Isabelle looked up, chuckled, and then rested her head on the floor again.

“Too right,” she breathed. “I’m amazed how much you were able to cum!”

Volt glanced up. “Oh, it’s all based on size; the bigger I am, the more I cum.”

Isabelle raised her eyebrows. “It’s a shame I couldn’t let you get even bigger,” she said, shaking her head. “A malehood like that needs space to grow.”

Volt laughed. “I appreciate the offer, but there’s only one way I know of that I can really grow like that.”

Isabelle was silent for a moment, but then curiosity got the better of her. “What’s that?” she asked.

Volt reddened a little bit. “Anal,” he replied, chuckling. “Lots of room to spread out if I go that way. If she’s flexible enough…down there,” he added, giving the dragoness a significant look.
Isabelle’s face lit up, but she quickly hid it. “Oh,” she said casually, “Is that so?”

“Yeah,” Volt replied, wriggling down off her belly and walking himself backwards off of her. “But, there haven’t been many females who—“

“I’ll do it!” Isabelle blurted.

Volt stopped and looked at her quizzically.

“I–I’ve wanted it for a long time, but—you’re the first breeder who’s ever even mentioned it,” Isabelle replied, blushing. “The other breeders have only ever been about breeding and then leaving. You’re the only one who’s even set foot in this mansion,” she said, gesturing to the building around them, “let alone made my day—twice!” she added, her voice sultry. “What do you think? I imagine it’ll be a while before you return, and by then, I might be about to lay. Now or never?” she asked hopefully.

Volt pursed his lips. “I suppose that could be arranged,” he said coyly.

Isabelle brightened. “And you can go as big as you can!”

The dragon hesitated. “I—don’t think that’s a good idea,” he replied. “The last time I tried to grow as much as I could, I ended up 200 feet long and about that big in girth, and by that time, I was so sensitive that it was painful. I don’t say that to brag; I’m just saying that I don’t think I’d fit inside of you if I went as big as I could.”

“Well, all right,” Isabelle replied, reeling. “How about you go as big as you’re comfortable with, then?” She lowered her voice conspiratorially. “I’ve always fantasized about a dick as big as I am.”

“Well, I’m pretty sure we can definitely accommodate that request!” Volt laughed. “Just, be careful what you wish for.”

“I expect I won’t be disappointed,” Isabelle replied, winking.

“We’ll find out, won’t we?” Volt teased, stepping up to her and rubbing the tip of his prick against her vent.

The mayor’s eyes widened. “R–right now?” she asked.

Volt frowned. “Yes? Did you mean some other time?”

“B–but you must be tired, having gone for so long? I mean, I’m eager if you’re willing…”

The dragon chuckled. “It’s not the longest I’ve gone,” he replied, winking, rubbing his penis a little more roughly against the dragoness.

Isabelle fell silent, but the way her back arched said everything that needed to be said. She opened up for Volt, and he slid inside, shuddering at how tight and warm it was.

“If I get too big, you say something, all right?” he said, pressing in a few feet.

“Uh, huh,” Isabelle murmured, wriggling her ass to suck in a few more feet of the dragon’s cock.

Pressing forward, Volt slowly worked all 50 feet of his length into the mayor, then paused with his balls resting against her tail.

“Doing okay?” he asked.

“You’re really big,” the mayor replied breathlessly.

“I haven’t even grown, yet!” Volt laughed, eliciting an eye-roll from the dragoness. “But, I’m about to.”

He focused on his cock, thought of it growing larger and probing deeply into the mayor’s bowels. The mayor chirred in response as Volt’s member followed his command, lengthening by a few feet and shifting the dragoness’s intestines to accommodate itself. Encouraged at feeling Isabelle writhing in pleasure beneath him, Volt focused again and grew a few more feet, eliciting a moan from the dragoness as his member started unfurling her small intestines. All the while, the increasing tightness of her bowels around him and the friction of her walls as he slid past made his back claws scrape on the ground, curling and uncurling in pleasure.

She’s taking this really well. Time to step things up a bit.
Volt focused harder, and his cock began to grow at a slow but steady rate, fluidly moving through the dragoness’s small intestines and lengthening foot after foot after foot. Isabelle threw her head back and moaned, her body twisting and undulating as she felt herself probed far deeper than she had ever experienced before. Volt’s penis had long since left her groin and was slowly but steadily creeping its way up her abdomen towards her chest. She shuddered and kicked reflexively, but when Volt stopped to check on her, she gave him an incredulous look that urged him to keep going.

Just as the invading cock was about to emerge into her stomach, Isabelle grunted and doubled over, her whole body contracting with the hardest orgasm she’d ever felt and squeezing Volt for all he was worth.

Caught off guard, Volt gasped as he felt so much of his length squeezed all at once, and before he could hold back, he felt his balls shudder and begin dumping their contents.

“O–oh, shit!” he gasped, his head swimming so much that he laid himself down on Isabelle, clinging to her massive frame for support.

Several gallons of semen erupted out the tip of his penis in just the first spurt. The tidal wave crashed against the portal to Isabelle’s stomach, breached the entrance, and flooded into her. Already in the throes of orgasm, Isabelle shuddered violently as the increasing pressure drove her into a second orgasm piggy-backing on the first. As her anus squeezed Volt again, the dragon let out a triumphant cry and fired a second spurt even larger than the first. Semen poured into Isabelle’s stomach unhindered, rapidly filling her and increasing the pressure inside her tremendously. Her eyes bulged, then squeezed closed as a third orgasm shook her body, leaving her trembling.

Yet the flow of semen didn’t abate. Isabelle’s gut, full to the brim, began to stretch her belly, and the valve that kept her stomach contents inside began to waver.

It started as an unexpected taste in her mouth, like a little bit of indigestion suffered when lying down too quickly after a big meal. It had been some time since Isabelle had tasted cum, yet the flavor abruptly filled her mouth, leaving her smacking her lips in confusion. But no sooner had she recognized the taste than another, bigger burst came forth, coating her mouth with the thick, white fluid and drooling down her face. Her eyes darted to Volt, who gave her a sheepish grin, and then with a cough, she expelled a couple of gallons of the stuff, leaving a thick, sticky puddle on the floor beside her. She groaned and caught her breath just in time for another heave as her body tried to reduce the intense pressure in her belly.

At last, Volt’s cock quit spurting, and feeling a little sorry for Isabelle, he hastily shrank down and pulled out to give her some space to let the cum spread out. Flopping down next to her, he lay on his back, panting and grinning.

“Wow,” he said at last, “That’s the biggest load I’ve ever delivered into someone.”

Isabelle nodded silently, licking her lips again as the taste of cum returned.

“Did you have fun?” the dragon asked.

Isabelle rolled her eyes back and nodded again. “Uh, huh,” she murmured. “No more. I’m—I’m spent.”

Volt laughed. “That’s good,” he replied. “Because I think I am, too.”

They fell into a deep sleep lying there on the floor, both of them sated far better than they’d experienced before.

*************
They awoke with the sun and looked at each other.

“Feeling better? Less bloated now?” Volt asked, grinning.

Isabelle started to nod, then cut off short, feeling a bit of the dragon's seed still splashing around inside herself.

“I warned ya,” Volt said, chuckling.

“You did,” Isabelle said ruefully.

She grunted and managed to roll over onto her stomach, then got to her feet, and Volt followed her out into the sunlight. Inhaling deeply and stretching luxuriously, they took in the beating rays contrasting pleasantly with the cool morning air and looked out over the main street, which was just beginning to show signs of life from the other well-rested dragonesses.

“Well, Mayor, thank you for your hospitality, but I—“

Volt stopped short abruptly on seeing a whelp rounding the corner, its tiny wings flapping madly to support its baby-fat-addled body. His face lit up.

“Well, hello, little one,” Volt said, beaming, “Are you looking for your mother?”

The little dragon looked at him curiously and then, drawn by instinct, turned to the mayor, flew forward, and landed on her face.

“It seems the hatching has begun,” the mayor said, her voice suddenly softer and tenderer than it had been moments ago. “Welcome to the world, little Linda,” she said, reaching up to run a claw down the whelp’s back.

The whelp chirred in response and nuzzled her finger.

“She’s beautiful,” Volt said, his chest swelling with pride. “She looks just like you!”

“Almost,” Isabelle replied. “She has your eyes.”

For a moment, the two were lost in parental bliss, but movement out of the corner of his eye draw Volt’s attention towards the horizon. He cocked his head, making a quizzical face.

“That’s the wrong way to the hatchery,” he said, gesturing. “What is that?”

On the horizon, a small, dark blob resolved into five sets of wings. As the group drew nearer, Volt could see that the one in the middle was by far the largest—larger than he was, and probably nearly as large as some of the smaller females. Flanking the largest were several smaller dragons, almost certainly male or adolescent females based on their size.

“I thought y’all didn’t get many visitors?” Volt asked.

“We don’t,” the mayor replied, frowning thoughtfully as the silhouettes grew larger.

“I’m going to go intercept them and see what they want,” Volt said, and before Isabelle could reply, he leapt into the sky and flapped hard towards the approaching figures.

“Hello!” he hailed them, “What brings you out this way?”

“Get out the way, whelp!” the leader snapped in a deep voice as he sailed past. “Breeder coming through.”

He was echoed by his entourage, whom Volt confirmed to be lesser males—non-breeders who attached themselves to a powerful breeder for status. Many lesser dragons had attempted to attach themselves to Volt, but he’d always politely declined, preferring to stay well clear of their politics.

Abruptly doing a 180, Volt fell into formation, flying alongside the leader.

“Breeder, eh?” he asked. “Where are you heading?”

“What’s it to you?” the red dragon demanded, sizing Volt up critically. Looking forward again, he added. “If you want to join my entourage, you can fly back there with the others. Nobody flies beside me.”

“I do,” Volt replied, resisting the urge to bristle, “And I ask because if you’re flying to the village just ahead, I have to inform you that they’ve all already been bred for this season.”

“What?!” the breeder demanded, stopping short and nearly causing his entourage to crash into him. “This is my turf, and I’ll clobber the little runt who thought he could steal my females!”

Without another word, he zoomed ahead, making a beeline for the village, leaving the lesser dragons scrambling to catch up to him. Volt pondered a moment and then shot after him, quickly overtaking the larger but less agile dragon.

“I’m afraid you’ll have to get through me to get to that village,” Volt said, zipping in front of the dragon, spreading his wings, and blocking the bigger dragon’s path. “Besides, I’m the ‘little runt’ you’re after anyway.”

The larger dragon stopped up short once more, much to the dismay of his followers, and stared at Volt.

“You’ve got some nerve interfering with a breeder in his duty, you little whelp!” he snapped. “I think it’s time to teach that big mouth of yours some manners!”

The air started to heat up and static jumped from horn to horn on Volt’s back and head as the two dragons prepared their attacks.

“Gentlemen!” Isabelle’s voice rang out.

The two dragons stopped, defused their attacks, and turned to look at her.

“Volt, I see you’ve met Rankin. Rankin, it’s been a long time,” the mayor said evenly.

“You know him?” the breeders chorused.

“Yes,” Isabelle replied. “Let’s take this to the ground and discuss this civilly.”

Volt and Rankin eyed each other suspiciously but relented and followed the dragoness to the clearing where Volt had landed a little over a day before.

“Now, what’s the meaning of this, Isabelle?” Rankin demanded as soon as he was on the ground. “You and your village are my harem; you know that!”

“You haven’t been here in years, Rankin,” Isabelle retorted, “Volt here was passing through a year ago, and he helped us in our hour of need, something you had failed to do for quite some time.”

“I have harems all over the world!” Rankin blustered. “It takes time to get from one to the next!” He looked at Volt with disdain. “Are you telling me you’d rather have this…this puny male sire your young? Just look at him; he doesn’t look like could satisfy a whelp, let alone my offspring! I won’t have it!” he roared.

“Then you need to show up more often!” Isabelle snapped back. “As for satisfaction”—she and Volt exchanged glances—“You could learn a thing or two from this ‘puny male’.”

“Psh, what could I possibly learn from him? He’s tiny, and I bet his dick is like a toothpick! Isabelle,” he said, moving in close and trying to shut Volt out, “You know I can pleasure you in ways that table scrap can’t.”

“I know,” Isabelle retorted, moving away from him, “That he’s pleasured me in more ways than you’ve talked about pleasuring me, let alone actually done!”

“Is he really your sire?” Volt interjected.

“No,” Isabelle replied, “But Elani and a few others are his.”

“Hm.” Volt pursed his lips and frowned thoughtfully.

“Yes, little whelp, some of us actually do the deed rather than just talking about it,” Rankin leered.

Volt started to retort that there were thousands of his eggs to attest to the deed he’d done, but he bit his tongue instead. Be the bigger male, he told himself.

“I did not believe you were this village’s breeder earlier,” he said. “I apologize; now that Isabelle has confirmed it, I will, of course, defer to you. It’s not this breeder’s intention to come between you.”

“Volt!” Isabelle protested.

“What? I’m just—“

“Can I talk to you privately a minute?” the mayor asked, all but herding him away from the larger dragon.

Once they were out of earshot, she said, “Volt, listen: you’ve done more for us in the last year than Rankin has done in many years; it’s been so long since he’s been here that he doesn’t even know Elani. And I know him: he’s a petty male who will crush your eggs as soon as he finds out about them.”

Volt gasped, his hackles rising and his teeth baring instinctively. “I’ll kill him myself! Nobody—”

“Wait, Volt!” Isabelle protested, “You don’t have to do that. He’s also a coward, and if you stand your ground, I’m sure he’ll leave. If you kill him, you’ll galvanize the town against you, or at least those who knew he was their sire.”

Volt pursed his lips and forced himself to relax. I wouldn’t want Elani hating me, he thought to himself. But I can't let him destroy my eggs, either! We'll try it Isabelle's way, and if that doesn't work…
He nodded slowly, then turned back to the red dragon.

“After giving it due consideration, I’ve decided to stake my own claim for this village,” he announced. “You know that when a breeder is derelict in his duties, another breeder can take his place.”

“Oh, like hell am I letting you take over my duties! You can’t even perform my duties!”

“Try me,” Volt replied, stifling the urge to smirk.

“You think you’re a real hotshot, do you?” Rankin growled. “Well, let’s put your dick where your mouth is. I’ll make you a deal: if you can outlast me and breed more females, then you get to stay. I’ll go, and you can have this ungrateful village. But, if you lose, then you get the hell outta here, and I get to destroy every last one of those ill-begotten eggs you fertilized.”

Volt knew this guy hadn’t been around in a long time, but he didn’t know whether he’d been prolific when he was. While he was confident in his own abilities, he wasn’t about to put his eggs on the line without being confident they’d be safe. He glanced at Isabelle, who nodded subtly to him.

“Deal.”

“I can practically hear the eggs crunching now,” Rankin growled maliciously. “Come on, boys.”

As the larger dragon and his entourage strutted off towards town, Volt hung back with Isabelle.

“Did I just doom our kids?” he asked.

Isabelle shook her head. “Not unless he’s got some new tricks up his sleeve. It used to take him three or four days to breed us all, and there weren’t as many of us back then. What you did last night was far more than—“

She stopped abruptly, gasping. “But you bred us all yesterday for hours on end! You didn’t wear yourself out, did you?” she asked anxiously.

Volt smiled reassuringly. “No,” he replied. “If I weren’t breeding you all again, I’d have been breeding my next harem.”

“Such stamina,” Isabelle grinned.

“Hopefully it’s enough,” Volt replied warily.

They made it into town, where Rankin and his crew had loudly declared his presence, and the females all came out to see what the commotion was. A few of them recognized him and were cordial while many of the others thanked their lucky stars for getting to be bred twice in two days.

“And here he is now,” said Rankin as Volt walked up, his tone of voice indicating that he hadn’t been saying nice things before Volt walked into earshot.

“Oh, you meant Volt?” Tanya asked. “Oh, no, he’s very good!”

The wave of approval was almost instantaneous as the rest of the village chimed in to agree.

“Ladies,” Rankin laughed condescendingly, “You can’t all have been bred by him. Don’t just spout off hearsay! I’m sure he was good to one of you, maybe even two, but you can’t expect me to believe that he’s personally had every one of you. It’s preposterous to believe such lies!” Turning to the lesser dragons, he added, “What, was he a one-stroke wonder?”, eliciting obsequious chuckles from his crew.

“But we have!” Tanya protested, “And he’s a hy—“

She cut short on seeing a warning look from Isabelle, cocked her head, and then piped down.

“Yes, I’m sure he is high if he thinks he can beat me,” Rankin said dismissively. “Ladies, I promise you: by this evening, you will have all experienced the greatest pleasure you’ve ever known!”

The females looked at each other uncertainly, then began to clap half-heartedly. The ones who had been bred by him knew better, and the ones who hadn’t weren’t sure they could have better than what they’d had from Volt just hours before.

“The terms are set; now for the rules,” Rankin declared, turning to glower at Volt. “Whoever breeds the most females wins. The contest will end when one of us is too tired to continue.”

“Or breeds over half the females here,” Volt added, smiling faintly.

Rankin scoffed. “Like you could breed half these females without keeling over dead!”

“Maybe,” Volt replied, his smile not fading.

“Fine,” the bigger dragon replied, rolling his eyes, “But you have to actually impregnate them. My lackeys here will make sure of that!” Turning to his crew, he said, “His breedings don’t count if there’s not a visible trail of cum coming out of every one of them. Got it?”

“Of course.”

“Yeah, boss.”

“Got it.”

“But if the cum’s coming out of them, then how’s it supposed to make them pregnant?”

Rankin and the rest of his crew turned to glare at the last speaker, who cringed.

“I mean, sure thing, boss.”

“Very well,” Volt replied. “Isabelle, would you do me the service of ensuring that Breeder Rankin here plays by his own rules?”

“It would be my pleasure,” Isabelle replied, nodding sagely.

“As if I would cheat,” Rankin grumbled. “Very well. Ladies, line up for breeding!” he said, turning his head skyward.

There was a great commotion, and as he lowered his head, he saw that the majority of the females had lined up in front of Volt. 

“Nadia!” Tanya protested to one of the few lined up in front of Rankin, “What are you doing over there?”

“What?” the dragoness asked innocently. “This guy’s new, and I had him last night,” she said, gesturing to Volt.
“We all—“ Tanya started to retort, but a look from Isabelle silenced her.

“You were breeding last night, and you still think you have the stamina to best me?” Rankin roared incredulously. “You’re as stupid as you are puny!”

“We’ll see,” Volt replied amid a smattering of stifled snickers from the females.

“Well, you can’t very well expect a fair competition when there aren’t any females for me to breed,” Rankin snapped. “Mayor, make some of them come over here for breeding!”

“All right, ladies; you know how these work,” the mayor said. “If you won’t divide yourself evenly, then we’ll put you all into one big line and make it so whoever’s next goes to whichever of the breeders is ready for another.”

Amid a murmuring of general discontentment, the females reorganized themselves roughly evenly between the two breeders.

“Are you ready, whelp?” Rankin asked.

“Of course,” Volt replied placidly.

“Let’s go.”

First up for Volt was Tanya, who stepped up to him looking a little confused.

“What’s going on, Volt?” she asked quietly as she presented herself. “Why aren’t we allowed to tell him you bred us all last night?”

“Well, that wouldn’t be very sporting, now would it?” Volt asked, grinning as he plunged into her and instantly swelled to fill her.

“Oh, Volt!” Tanya gasped. “I’m still sensitive from yesterday!”

“You’re sensitive?” Volt laughed. “Think about how I feel!”

The sound of grunting reached their ears, and the two of them glanced over to see Rankin pulling out of one of the females.

“One down, and I’m barely getting started, ah, ha-ha!” Rankin boasted, giving the dragoness a swat on the ass and sending her on her way, cum visibly trickling down her backside.

“Aren’t you worried he’ll beat you?” Tanya asked. “Should I let you go on to the next one?”

“Nonsense,” Volt replied, grinning. “He’ll wear himself out quickly while I take my time and have fun with it.”

To punctuate his point, he flexed his cock inside of Tanya just as he orgasmed, making the dragoness gasp and then shiver in orgasm herself. She moaned loudly, attracting the attention of the lesser-males behind her, who rushed to see what was going on.

“She came just like that?”

“And he came, too?”

“But he hardly thrusted!”

“If he came, then how come no fluid’s coming out?”

The others stared at the speaker, who shrugged. “What? I’m just saying…maybe she’s faking it.”

With that, Volt pulled out, and a flood of mixed juices splattered the ground below Tanya.

“You were saying?” Volt asked over his shoulder, laughing.

The speaker cringed and grinned sheepishly. “That’s one for Volt,” he called.

“Two for Rankin!” Rankin bellowed, giving another dragoness a slap on the ass. “Ah, ha-ha! I’m going twice your speed, whelp! What’s the matter? Can’t get it up fast enough?”

“Oh, shucks,” Volt replied amid a sea of chuckles, “I guess I’m just not the breeder you are. But don’t worry; I’m the scrappy type who makes it up in the fourth quarter!” To Tanya, he said, “Always a pleasure, but I think I’d best move on now.”

“Don’t make it too easy for him,” the dragoness replied. “If his head gets any bigger, it might just burst!”

Volt laughed and slapped her on the ass, then watched it jiggle as she stepped out of the way and Elani took her place.

“Volt, what are you doing? You’re letting him get ahead of you!” the dragoness protested.

Volt feigned surprise. “What’s the matter? Don’t you want him to win? Isabelle tells me he’s your sire!”

Elani snorted. “Some sire he’s been,” she scoffed. “I’ve grown up completely without him. He gets up here and doesn’t even ask to see which of us are his; he’s just going off about this breeding competition and how he’s gonna show us a new meaning of pleasure.”

“How do you know he won’t?” Volt asked as she slipped inside of her, thrust a few times against her g-spot, and then made himself swell.

“Ooh! It—it’s not nice to make me answer questions when you’re pleasuring me like that!” Elani protested.

“No?” Volt teased, thrusting and rubbing his cock’s dorsal spikes against her g-spot for effect.

“You’re a jerk,” the dragoness teased.

Volt laughed. “Guilty as charged!”

“But there’s no way he’s pleasuring the females. I mean, just look at him!”

Volt glanced over his shoulder to see Rankin spanking the ass of the fourth dragoness, who wore a look of bewilderment, as if she couldn’t understand why her turn was over when she’d never felt him inside of her.

“Rankin looks at us as a conquest, something to stick his dick in and lay claim to,” Elani spat. Her tone softened. “You’re different. You showed me that some breeders do care and do want to make it good for us females.”

Volt smiled. “I do what I can. On that note…”

He thrust once more against her g-spot, sent her over the edge, and then himself climaxed in the ensuing muscle contractions.

“Two for Volt!” said one of Rankin’s lackeys.

“Ah! And that’s six for me!” Rankin replied, slapping his latest conquest on the ass but putting his hand up to the next female. “Let’s give the whelp a chance to catch up! I’m a sporting breeder!”

While the act might have seen magnanimous, Volt could tell the older dragon was already tiring and just trying to conserve his strength.

“Oh, by all means, please do go on,” he replied. “I’m sure I’ll catch up, and I wouldn’t want anyone thinking you’d gone easy on me!”

Rankin hesitated, then shrugged. “Sure,” he said, beckoning to the next female. “If the whelp is so overconfident, I will gladly show him how wrong he is!”

He began thrusting into his seventh female, but it was evident that his inferior cock—not even as large as the one that Volt had modestly shown off the last time he’d visited—was getting tired and having trouble getting hard. Rankin made up for it with bluster and bravado, but Volt saw through it plain as day as he casually took on his next female. 

Just as Volt had expected, Rankin took much longer to get off with number seven. In fact, Volt had already finished his third and started his fourth before the red dragon declared victory, and even after finishing, the older dragon didn’t even start on his eighth until Volt had finished his fifth. By the time Rankin finished his eighth, Volt had tied up the score.

“What’s the matter?” he asked as he laid into his ninth with gusto, “Are you getting tired?”

“Psh, hardly!” Rankin snapped, drooped over his ninth dragon, his cock completely flaccid and his chest heaving. “I’m just pacing myself! You young dragons could learn a thing or two from us older breeders!”

“Oh, I’m sure!” Volt replied, biting his lip as the dragoness beneath him snickered.

He had finished with her and with his tenth by the time Rankin finally got up his nerve—and libido—to begin breeding his ninth, who by then was looking bored and chatting with the next dragoness in line. As the red dragon began to thrust, the dragoness hardly paused her conversation, and it wasn’t until he slapped her ass some fifteen minutes later that it finally dawned on her that she’d been bred.

Meanwhile, Volt was steadily working through the females at a rate of about one per minute. It was faster than he wanted to go, to be sure, but a little part of him couldn’t help but rub it in the cocky older dragon’s face. By the time the bored dragoness’s ass had been slapped and Rankin’s tenth stepped up, Volt had climaxed in—and caused to climax—over twenty females.

At this point, Rankin’s lackeys began to cringe every time the younger upstart took on a new female, knowing just how badly their breeder was beginning to look. They began to talk amongst themselves about maybe switching sides, about prostrating themselves before Volt when the contest was over to see if he’d consider taking them on. They all knew that once word got out that Rankin had been bested, his breeding days were numbered. With the exception of little remote outposts like this one, most areas were pretty heavily trafficked by breeders, and the females in those areas could afford to be selective. Even if Volt didn’t produce superior offspring—and Rankin’s lackeys suspected he probably did—the fact that the females seemed to like him would definitely rank lesser males following him much higher than those following someone like Rankin.

But as Volt finished off his twenty-fifth female and heard them talking, he remarked causally over his shoulder that he was neither the type to take on lackeys nor the type to boast of his achievements in court, so as long as the lackeys kept it to themselves, they had nothing to fear. With that, he pulled out, and Rankin’s entourage fell silent, pondering what he’d said.

Rankin, meanwhile, had been on his tenth female for over an hour. His cock just wouldn’t cooperate, it seemed, no matter how hard he slapped the female’s ass, no matter how viciously he thrust at her, and he’d finally collapsed on her back, frustrated and impotent, waiting for his mojo to come back, and as Volt finished his fiftieth, the red dragon let out a frustrated groan.

“Have you had enough?” Volt asked as he slid effortlessly into his fifty-first and began to swell yet again. “I mean, I’m pacing myself, but I am beginning to get a little tired.”

“Don’t sass me, boy,” the older dragon growled. “My dick might be worn out, but the rest of me is not!”

He lunged at Volt, who was still balls-deep in an adoring female, but before Rankin could deliver his attack, Isabelle leapt into the way, and the would-be attacker bounced off her much larger body like a pebble off a boulder.

“I take it you’re declaring your loss, then?” the dragoness asked evenly as Volt finished, patted the dragoness’s butt, and turned to face Rankin.

“Fifty-one for the whelp,” said one of the entourage, eliciting glares from his fellow lackeys.

“Dude, read a room,” another of them muttered under his breath.

Rankin’s lip curled into a sneer as he glared at Volt. “You haven’t finished off half of them, yet, whelp!” he snarled. “Let’s see you do that!”

Volt pursed his lips. “I mean, I did breed all of them last night,” he replied. “I can do it again, but I think we might just be beating a dead horse here. I’m already beating you by forty females—“

“Forty-one,” offered the lackey helpfully.

“—and I can keep going a few more hours to get to halfway if you want, but I feel like I’d just be showing you up even more.”

“You won’t get to halfway if I kill you first!” Rankin snapped, lunging over Isabelle and charging a fireball.

Volt ducked out of the way, leapt into the air and began charging a lightning strike, but just then, a sonic boom shattered the air, brilliant light momentarily stunned both the combatants and the onlookers, and out of it, the silhouette of a magnificent eastern dragon appeared.

The light subsided, and Volt stared in incredulous dismay at a white dragon with splotches of dark and sky blue, electricity crackling from his hand-like wing-tips.

“Dad?!” he asked.

“Rankin Fireblast,” the dragon boomed, addressing Volt’s adversary, “What the hell do you think you’re doing?”

For a moment, the red dragon looked too stunned to react, but he recovered quickly and pointed at Volt.

“This upstart is trying to steal my harem!” he bellowed.

“And you challenged him to a breed-off, and by my accounting, it looks like he’s winning,” the newcomer retorted. “Since you couldn’t win fairly, you thought you’d attack him directly?”

“He cheated!” Rankin bellowed, “There’s no way he’s bred that many females so fast!”

“Nonsense,” said the newcomer, puffing out hir chest. “Why, I impregnated three hundred females in an afternoon one time.”

“But you’re Hoshi Raitoningu, the lord of all the breeders—and a herm!” Rankin protested. “Of course you can breed like that!”

“And this ‘upstart’ is my son; don’t you think he’d have inherited such qualities from me?”

“You sic’d your father on me, you little twerp?!” Rankin roared, attempting to dart around the breeding-lord to attack Volt directly.

But Hoshi was just as fast as hir son, and with a clap of thunder, paralyzed the attacker in midair, then grabbed him in hir front claws. Here, the stunned dragon had a glimpse of his future as Hoshi’s penis stirred from its sheath and began to grow until it was larger than Rankin himself.

“For the crimes of neglecting your harem, acting with dishonor, and attacking the ruling family, you are sentenced to die,” Hoshi declared. “Any last words?”

“Pathetic weakling!” Rankin spat.

Hoshi shrugged—shi’d heard worse before—and stuffed the upstart into the tip of hir cock. The red dragon struggled desperately to get free, clawing and kicking as the larger dragon’s immense cock began to swallow him, suffocating and immobilizing him as the breeding-lord’s penile muscles squeezed foot after foot of his body into cum.

At last, Rankin was no more, and his former entourage quickly flew up to throw themselves at Hoshi’s feet.

“Please, Your Excellency, we don’t believe he was in the right!”

“We didn’t realize he would take it this far!”

“We never should have followed him this long!”

“I mean, he wasn’t all bad…”

A disbelieving look from Hoshi quickly elicited a sheepish grin from the lackey, who murmured something about finding a better breeder to serve.

“Go in peace,” the breeding-lord said to them, and they quickly flew off, not saying a word to anybody else as they put as much distance between themselves and the dragon whose penis had just swallowed their former leader whole and turned him into cum.

With that settled, Hoshi gestured towards the ground, and Volt followed hir, landing on the outskirts of town where the females had gathered.

“Dad, wh—what are you doing here?” Volt asked. “I could have handled him myself, you know.”

“Of course, Son, but I was in the area, and you know how protective I am of you all,” his father replied, beckoning Isabelle over to him.

“So, what are you doing here?” Volt asked, feeling a tad unnerved.

“Why, just checking up on my grandchildren, of course! They should be hatching anytime now!”

Isabelle stepped forward and gave Volt an uncertain look.

Volt cleared his throat. “Um, Isabelle, I’d like you to meet my father, Hoshi Raitoningu.”

“A pleasure to meet you, sir!” the dragoness said huskily, bowing her head. “My, three breeders all in one day?”

“No, no, I’m only here to check on my son’s progeny,” Hoshi laughed. “Besides,” he said, sniffing the air, “It seems as though he’s already had you”—shi sniffed again—“and deflowered your backside, as well.” Shi raised an eyebrow. “Came all the way through her, did you, son?” shi asked knowingly.

Volt blushed, and his father laughed.

“Well, now, where are the young ones?” the herm asked, looking at Isabelle.

The dragoness replied by lowering her head to reveal Linda walking on her back.

“Oh, isn’t she just the most adorable thing!” Hoshi said, leaning forward to tickle the whelp with the soft scales on hir chin and eliciting a playful giggle.

“I haven’t had a chance to play with her yet because that guy showed up just as we were making introductions,” Volt said.

“Yes, well, duty does call from time to time,” Hoshi replied, clearly distracted by the tiny whelp.

“That’s okay, Volt. You can play with Melanie,” said a voice.

Volt turned to see Elani beaming at him with another whelp riding atop her head.

Volt’s face lit up. “Another one hatched?” he asked.

“Several did!” Tanya said, walking up with a whelp on each wing. “It’s like they knew today was the day!”

Soon all the dragonesses had formed a large, protective circle on the edge of the forest, letting their whelps play in the grass with each other, Volt, and his father.

It had been a surprisingly strenuous visit this time, Volt thought, but now, playing with his daughters, he couldn’t help thinking that it was all totally worth it.

