A Conflict in Classes

Elegant Copulation
Kasha giggled, the golden dragon spinning and twirling in the forelegs of her suitor. He was taller than her with scales of royal blue and the horns on his head curled up at the ends like those of the traditional devil, although if he was anything of a devil, he was simply devilishly good-looking. His good looks had been what had caught her eye but even Kasha knew that there was nothing of substance behind those eyes, the light of a smile never reaching them as he spun her in her shimmering sky-blue ball gown, the dragoness wanting to know him, wanting to love him but, well... Everyone knew that there wasn’t anything there.
She was twenty-one and almost too old to be married off in a modern culture that knew wealth and riches, the majority of the dragon-world automated in magic. Sure, the feral creatures could fly, spreading their wings, but they still walked on all four legs most of the time, holding true to timelessly old customs and times that had well and truly made them who they were.
Dragons would thrive but the families in power, nobles and the like, still traded the treasure of their young dragonesses between one another, gathering pleasure and influence wherever they went. It was archaic to expect their females to marry into other families and yet it was a practice that continued with them being groomed for it from a young age, shown that they had no other option or path in life to take regardless of what they may well have wanted for themselves otherwise. Not all, of course, fell for it, but the troublemakers were few and far between.
Yet Kasha’s smile was fixed and he did not see. Her forelegs snaked around his neck, seeming to draw him close, and that was still a lie. She knew the game and she played it well as her grand suitor from the family of Davenport, who coincidentally preferred to go by his last name and family name, held her in the eyes of all, dancing across the grand ballroom of a mansion that really was too large for her family. There was no reason for her to leave, of course, forsaking her studies, but her family throbbed with greed for more power and wealth, extravagances beyond their wildest dreams. And everyone wanted to sink their claws and teeth into a gold dragoness... Truly, she had been an easy sell.
“Davenport...” She breathed, eyes alight as she played the game. “You take my breath away!”
The drake smirked and winked, tongue flickering out, a dimple showing at the corner of his lips as if he could not help but let it show.
“My dear... Our wedding shall be beautiful, the talk of the country. I cannot wait to see what you plan.”
Her smile wavered and yet she disengaged with a giggle, feigning that she needed to adjust her dress, tail sweeping back and forth, the rustle of cloth softening even in such a musically gentle environment. The orchestra played on and she curtsied prettily as he bowed in turn, ever one to follow right along with social formalities at all times. He needed to, of course, put on a show for her too for it was all a tactical manoeuvre on the part of his family but Davenport was only so good of an actor, which was not all that good.
“Excuse me,” she murmured demurely, sinking lightly back into herself. “I must retreat to the powder room. Will you wait for me?”
His answer came but she was not listening, trading smiles and pleasantries as she made good her swift exit. The dragon left a foul taste in the back of her mouth but her heart pounded, one more thing that she needed to do throbbing through her, a pulsing, pounding drive that would not release her. She was promised to Davenport to be married, of course, but there was one other who had always been in the wings, hoping for her, waiting for her, yet ultimately never to be with her.
And, still, she’d promised him time for one last goodbye.
She burst into her private quarters – a section set off from the ballroom just for her to dress and pretty herself in close proximity to events – in a bustle of dress, lips pressed together and her facade dropped. And yet no one could ever have said that Kasha was not beautiful as she hastened past lines of mirrors, lit with the magic of dragon-fire, her images glistening and gorgeous and entirely not in need of the powder room in the slightest.
Where was he? Her heart leapt into her mouth and she gulped, eyes wide even with the make-up that accentuated the finer, lighter scales there. Did Carson not want to see her? Was it really all going to be over right then and there, her wedded bliss rapidly approaching, without even so much as a goodbye?
Kasha swung her head from one side to the other, although there were few hiding places in her quarters, a curtain shielding and softening the far side of the room even as she rushed for it. Was that his scent on the air? The outdoors... The earthen musk of a hunter?
“Carson... Carson, are you here?”
And then his body was against hers, the sensation of the larger drake overwhelming her before she had even caught his name or whisper on the still, cloying air of the ladies quarters. Their lips collided and the moaned into one another’s mouths, tipping their heads to the sides so that their jaws could lock, tongues tangling in desperate, heady lust. Kasha could not even care that her make-up was smudging, her mane dishevelled in how it lay down the long, sensual arc of her neck, as long as she had him in her ‘arms’, close to her where he needed to be.
“Carson...”
He nuzzled her cheek, stealing kisses from her, the grey dragon’s eyes soft and yet intense, both at the same time. Kasha trembled up to him, moaning for the taste of him again, and yet she yearned too to take in the sweep of him, those lovely, curved horns and the frill rising back from his cheeks. Those brown eyes would be what called her to him over and over again, heart pounding, desperate for him, those spotted scales so intimate in their detail even if they did not have the shine of royalty.
Kasha whimpered, shuddering. That was because his heart shone instead, his personality lending the true light to him that those who surrounded her in the daily act of her life simply did not have. A hunter, he travelled and only came to her home in the mansion on occasion, although those times were fewer and farther between as her parents suggested that she would be better off socialising with dragons that, well, she may be suited to marry one day. And they would never, not even once, accept Carson to take her claw in a date, let alone the rest of her life.
The thought of him leaving through her clawed at her soul and she couldn’t breathe, eyes wide and straining, tail shaking, the shiver running through her body, setting her scales on edge. Why did it feel so right to have him pressed up against her, her body luxuriously conforming to the shape of him as if they had always been meant to be with one another, secured and wrapped up in a tail and scales that they both knew so very intimately.
“I need you,” she whispered, lips on his throat, pressing down. “Oh, Carson, I can’t do this, I can’t go through with it!”
And then he was on her, a savagely passionate growl tearing itself from his lips as if that was just what he’d been waiting to hear, words coming out in a whispered hiss of a growl. His eyes – oh, those were closed, she didn’t need to see them, only needed to feel him as he pinned her sensually, the lounging sofa in the corner of the room providing at least a soft rest for her head. Her body, however, bore down to the floor, the thick carpet bowing to the unyielding of her scales, pinned and held there – willingly so.
It was right to be there but Carson’s claws tore through her clothes with deadly intent, an intent that did not seek to take something from her but to deliver it back to her tenfold. He moaned, breath hot and harsh against her neck, Kasha whimpering, lips moving without any words coming out.
For there was something hot and hard driving against her stomach as he pushed over her, hind legs scrambling, but neither of them had the will to stop what had so very clearly begun without the will of either of them calling it to the forefront of their attention. No dragoness could fail to know what that was – she’d had to speak to the other dragonesses in her family about the ways of mating for they, at least, wanted to prepare herself for her wedding night. A virgin by choice until she found the right one to take her virginity, the precious flower that she held dear, her mother had not seen fit to give her the talk, even if she had found methods elsewhere to build her understanding.
And now his cock pressed against her, the shaft that could promise so much pleasure, mating joys, Kasha’s eyes wide and lips parted, yet unable to do anything to stop it.
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Miya is with her friend, Gael, but things have changed between them. There's something different there, something hotter, something more wanton... And the only way that they can unleash it is by coming together in body, mind and soul, two lives becoming one.

He's been her confidant for so many years but all that is about to change as he strips the gryphoness' purity away, finally experiencing what it is to become a drake, powerful in his own right, a stud to his name. And she is beautiful, wondrous, a catch that he cannot let go of.

Finally... It is time for the gryphons to let their hearts beat as one on the wing. But only time will tell what will come of their heated interlude...
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https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07VNSKQDK
Salvore is a dragon and a go-between for dragons and gryphons, doing his job for, well...too long. Like any other, he's grown more than bored with the monotony of his life, but he has no escape in terms of his manner of work or his love life. His wife, sadly, is unable to bear him a clutch of eggs but it's a conversation that neither feels able to have with one another, needing to part ways and stay together, both at the same time.

And, so, the drake goes out, seeking to fulfil his needs elsewhere. Cheating isn't right but, in his situation, it's not wrong either. He needs it badly and he takes what he can, saucy lusts coming to a head time after time again.

Until he sees the gryphon princess on the edge of her first season, unknowing that he knows, despite the fact that he's not a gryphon. And when Princess Catelynn proposes something so sensational, he is helpless in body and mind to refuse what he so terribly, sordidly desires too...
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A day out on the beach is only made better for going with one's sweetheart and Shane has the hottest one of all - because she's a dragon! Who'd have expected that? He's a lucky guy though with his smoking hot baby who thinks he's the best thing in the world and the species barrier holds no bar for them, their love crossing all boundaries.

Of course, the beach is deserted on that particular day so why not have a little more fun, pushing more boundaries? There's no one to see them but they could be walked in on at any point as they make love on the sand, the dragoness in question getting the kick out of being his submissive baby that she sorely needs too...

What could be better than sex on the beach, after all?
