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“Unnff...” The dragoness arched her back, toes curling as they hung out over the edge of the bed. “Oh, Jaxon... Oh!”
Sherry panted and moaned, the cherry-pink dragoness intent only on the high of her own orgasm, even as she lingered in her childhood bedroom, an adult dragon anthro in every right of the term but still one who was yet to experience her very first breeding. It wasn’t that she hadn’t had her fair share of interest, however, the eyes of males in school (too immature and reckless for her ‘sophisticated’ tastes) had followed her throughout her time there and she’d thought, truly, that she would have found someone more her style when she’d gone off to college.
However, she had neither found that nor thought she’d found it, even though she was no strange to oral pleasure. There was something in her demeanour and just what she thought love and romance was to be that had her waiting and holding back, curling and primping her long mane of hair that fell all the way down to her mid-back for nights out that resulted in not the ‘one true love’ that she truly wanted. Dates came and went with easy smiles and tongues that stoked an inner fire but not quite in the way that Sherry wanted. No, she was a dragoness, after all, with class and good taste, her scales polished to a slick shine and a tail that was always curling and uncurling, the restless energy inside her untamed to the last.
But maybe she’d found that one, that one as a pale blue dragon pushed his snout up eagerly between her thighs, his paws gentle on her legs even as he, rather dominantly and commandingly (sa-woon!) held her in place. He was a stud in every meaning of the word, his eyes a burning green that seemed to be made up of living emeralds, a massive pair of slightly curled horns that arched up from the back of his skull and a smaller pair beneath them, as if just the one was not enough. And, oh, he most certainly knew what he was doing too, curling his tongue sweetly up and around the throbbing bud of her clit as she panted heavily and cast her gaze around the room, over the family portraits that he, of course, was in too.
For the blue drake rippling with muscle from his work in the gym at his own college, on the other side of the country, was none other than her very own older brother, Jaxon, although he could not have said (not by a very long shot, in fact) that he was ignorant to the ways of draconic love. Sherry had never looked at him in that way, not even once, but the masculine drake had seemed to know instinctively that she was in need, her first heat curling through her later than most. It had made her toes curl and she had been hardly settled at dinner with their parents, distracted, flighty and fidgety when she usually held herself with such poise and a sense of the regal that it was quite as if she was off on a vacation over in England having dinner with the queen herself.
Ah, but she’d been so glad that he’d caught her coming out of the shower, his eyes locking onto her rose ones, set beneath delicate brows and her lips parted for a gasp that she had not known she was capable of producing. She’d been all wrapped up in her own little world, the January blues well and truly in vogue over her head, and he’d been right there to take her away from anything that may very well have brought her down, if only temporarily. Sherry’s tail had curled up against her ankle as he’d tugged at the towel, ever so gently taking her into his arms, and she would not have been able to say in the realm of hindsight that he had been the one to take the towel from her. In the lust of her heat, a burning tingle that she could not even begin to explain, not even to herself, he’d seen right through her and known just what little touches and strokes she’d needed to raise her need up to a crescendo of lust. 
Taking her to her bedroom, hardly changed at all from the days before she’d officially moved out to follow on in his college footsteps, Jaxon had sweetly laid her down and kissed a line down her body, spending time on her breasts and adoring attention on each nipple. It had not made sense but, somehow, he had given her all that her body needed and so much more too, Sherry trying to take him into her arms too to hold him close but the drake slipped away each and every time as if he was teasing her even then. He had no intention of pulling back from what she craved from him, however, although suckling one nipple after the other in turn into his warm mouth.
But that had brought them down and down and down to his muzzle between her legs, lapping and thrusting his tongue inside her with the passion of a drake possessed, although if he was possessed by anything it was the embodiment of lust itself. Jaxon groaned into her cunny as if he knew just what her thoughts were, body moving in time with his sister as he slipped two fingers up into her, spreading her out with the digits (of his own) for the first time, even though she had been fingered, of course, by other males at her college in the little sessions that she had, indeed, hoped would build into something so much more.
None of them had made her feel so warm and tingly, however, not in the way that her brother did. His hot breath washed over her clit as he suckled and drew the throbbing, pulsing nub between his lips, lavishing attention on it as if it was the last time he would ever get to enjoy his sister quite so. It was just what she needed to bring her out of the January blues, the prospect of returning to college looming darkly over her head, and she panted heavily, jaws agape and head falling back on the plush, thick bedspread.
Closer and closer... Oh, she knew just how it felt to climax, but never with a drake that made her heart sing so. He kept her there, drawing her sweetly up to that edge as if he was going to allow it to crest and yet, somehow, managing to tease out her pleasure more and more until her chest heaved and she whimpered out a begging plea for a release that no longer seemed to be entirely within her control. Maybe she needed that lack of control, the delight and the thrill that made her head spin in all the right ways. The tingling buzz that made her toes curl, rising up and up and up inside her until she could not help but moan, eyes snapping open and a flicker of flame jetting up from her flared nostrils. 
Sherry squealed through climax, thrashing and grabbing for the horns of the dragon stud between her thighs, lusts at an all time high and needing him more than ever, even if he was her brother. Oh, she knew well enough that they really shouldn’t have been doing what they were doing but that was hardly going to stop her, needing him more and more as he clapped a wet paw over her muzzle, quieting her vocalisation of delight. She twisted and rocked, trying to cry out, but there was still the very real matter of their dragon parents being present in the house. Sherry could hardly think of such a comparatively small matter then though, clenching her teeth and trying not to inhale too much of the scent of her own arousal, clinging to his fingers as he pressed them luxuriously around her narrow snout, lest she lose track of her senses altogether.
It was some time before she came down from her high and, when she did, she found a fleshy, dark pole before her muzzle, drooling a string of pre-cum from the tip as if he had already reached his own orgasm. Jaxon smirked and blew her a kiss that she breathily returned, rolling over onto her front as he stood by the side of the bed with his cock in one paw, an eyebrow bridge raised. She sucked in a breath, wanting it immediately and yet not so sure if she could go against the will of his powerfully dominant paw, something about her brother-dragon making her weak at the knees. Why, she would have even have said that it would have been difficult to stand with him looking at her in that way if he had wanted her to! But Sherry was right there where she needed to be, puffing a pink smoke heart with her tail curling back and forth, back and forth. 
“Give it a kiss, sis,” he murmured huskily, eyes turned onto her curvaceous body, the lines of such standing out in stark contrast against the pale bed sheets. “Fuck... Do you even know how hot you are?”
End preview.
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Cheating with His Pregnant Daughter
Ropes and his daughter Helena have a good thing going and he isn't about to stop simply because he happens to have impregnated the sweetly willing dragoness. It's all a secret between them, of course, but just what is he supposed to do as a demon of lust when his wife isn't giving him what he needs?

Ah, but keeping everything hidden from her mother as her pregnancy progresses is another matter entirely, however, a trick that Helena still needs to learn. Out shopping with mom, she doesn't know what to do to hide the growing curve of her belly and things only heat up further when her father finds her in the changing room, half-naked and hot with lust in her pregnant state...

Well, it's not as if he can impregnate her again, is it?
Our Little Secret: Dominating his Daughter Dragoness

Ropes and Helena have a very special kind of relationship, although a demon's lust and passion can rarely be constrained to just the one partner - a fact that his wife should have known before. He's cheated on her before but there's something special about taking his own daughter, sneaking around and waiting for Fyr to be out of the house, that strokes a particular itch in his loins.

But Helena wants more, always more, and is hardly willing to wait until her mother is away for fun, needing his bareback shaft pounding her harder and deeper than ever before. What demon would turn down such a tantalisingly lustful offer?

Sneaking around to cheat on his wife with their very own daughter has never been so delightful!
It’s a Daddy Daughter Thing: A Dragoness Submits to the Lusts of her Father

It's too easy to seduce his adult daughter, truly, but Ropes likes to tease her too, making the anthro dragoness work for it, groaning and moaning while her heat and season consumes her. She is a horny mess in heat and all she wants is for her father to fill her, although he is so dead set on making her beg and whimper for him that that seems to, ultimately, be a hard feat in itself.

The dragoness, however, has a trick or two up her sleeve to get her father to mount her, even though it seems set to require more than a few risks. She only has to wait for her mother to be out of the way, busy elsewhere, and then she can have her dad all to herself!

Where's the fun without a little risk though? It's all worth it for special daddy and daughter time!
