Bound Luxury

The Dragoness Plays with the Egg-Laying Plant
Nessa flew slowly, languidly, almost as if she was trying to be caught. The trees bristled with life before her, of the deciduous fare, but they were not the sort of foliage that one should have ventured close to, knowing what they were. Yet her green scales bristled with a delight that only she knew of, flying lower and lower, until the lighter plate-scales of her stomach brushed the tree-tops, rustling through.
The vine shot out before she had a chance to react and yet it was with a delighted squeal that her form plunged through the leaves, ignoring the scrape of branches on her hide. The thick vine tightened its grip around the base of her tail, dragging her through backwards without a care for her comfort. But that was just what Nessa wanted, cool shade slipping over her, crashing into the ground even though it was not much of a bump at all, for the vines held her fast, more and more lashing out, wrapping around her legs, even the base of her wings. They weren’t about to let her go in a hurry and she relished in the restriction, a low whimper breaking the barrier of her narrow lips, though the moisture within would not linger for long with such passion in the air.
She wanted it, wanted everything that the vines had for her as they twisted up around her body, trussing her up delightfully in a way that she yearned for, whimpering out loud. Nessa’s cries would not be heard by anyone, however, but that was just how she wanted it as sunset lit up the top side of the forest, leaving her in the delicious shade beneath, cooling her scales. The vines dragged her deep, though the moss was soft and gentle enough on her stomach to not cause her any real issues. She could kick her legs back as her heart pounded, wings strapped to her body by the vines that promised so much pleasure, if only she had the strength of heart and presence in mind to give in to it.
Down into a cave she was dragged, passive and limp even with her moans already rising. She wanted to both be present in the moment so that she could feel every last little thing happening to her and yet…she didn’t want to be an active player in it. The vines acted more stringently than the tighter bondage while still being able to reposition her at a moment’s notice, just so that they could place her exactly where they wanted her. There was nothing complicated in the smooth slide of plant-material, a distinctly different sensation to flesh or scales, over her body, yet she could still just about glimpse the dropping light of the outside world as they finally stilled.
Well, she stilled, breathing heavily, eyes wide, her neck wrapped up in vines so that she could not even twist her head back and forth. Nessa groaned deep in the back of her throat and would have lifted her tail for the slithering encroach of vines if they had not already yanked it up out of the way, bowed over her back as if to ensure that her exposure was one that was irreversible. The dragoness shuddered and whimpered and yet it was all in the name of more, lusting for the vines so terribly that she doubted that she would have at all been able to take what she needed from them if she had, indeed, been free to do so for herself.
No, she needed to be restrained, to feel the delicious pull of them on her scales, restricting her and placing her body and limbs just where they needed to be. The vines were curious beings, however rough they were in snatching their “prey” out of the skies and the surrounding forest, and she whimpered softly as they tickled her lips. It was a breath of a kiss that she could only welcome, two sliding in at once and easing in the back of her throat, demanding entrance with such a light touch that her body could not help but to give it. Instantly, her body reacted to the sap coated them, slickening their plant-flesh as if it was something else entirely and numbing her throat. One of the vines tickled all the way down into her lungs, following the path of her windpipe, and took over breathing for her, feeding air down and expelling waste as if it was as natural as, well, breathing to her.
She wouldn’t need the vines out of her mouth until they were good and done with her, she thought through a haze of, as yet, unfulfilled lust, trying to wriggle her hips, to encourage them to do as they willed with her. It was all that Nessa wanted and yet the ability to gain it for herself had, in effect, been stripped from her, need pounding through, a driving force clawing at the back of her mind that had to be paid tribute and testament too. The slit under her tail that held both her anal passage and her feminine one was flushed and drooling already with her juices, the glisten of them tempting, so very tempting.
The vines could not resist, curling around her tail and delving in, though they were not only after the breeding portion of her body. As Nessa squealed and tried to writhe in absolute bliss, a thick vine slammed into her tail hole too, within the slit of her cloaca, stretching her out and spreading her open without any care for her comfort. Still, she opened up readily enough around the both of them, their slick pumping filling her delightfully, her cunny clenching around the vine as if to drag it deeper even then when she should have been allowing her body to relax and accept it.
Nessa’s head swum as if she had been flying at too high of an altitude for even a dragon for too long, her tail tip curling back and forth, just about the only part of her body that was any longer permitted to move. Her throat bulged around the two tentacles rammed in there and her eyes watered, striving to see what was right there before her muzzle, even though that in itself seemed more difficult in the moment. She was strung out and splayed across the soft dirt of the cave floor and yet even the muddying grind of it into her scales, dirtying her as if she was not worth keeping clean even for the pleasure of the breeding plant.
For Nessa more than knew just what the vines had in store for her as they pumped her full, one even managing to, gently, tease up into her womb, the secretions oozing forth to soften any defences that her body may have instinctually put in place. She just wanted them deeper, curling up into her womb, spilling their seed forth, the cool flow of it splashing out as if the plants intended on filling her until she popped. Nessa groaned, panting heavily through the breathing-tube of a vine, eyes half-closed, languishing in pleasure.
So full…
End preview.
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Sir Charles, a knight, does not know that the princess that he has accepted a quest to rescue is a dragoness - and a very lovely dragon too, at that. Princess Daniella is a dragoness afflicted by a terrible curse, one that has rendered her locked in the tower for so many years, even though it was not so great a misdemeanor that she was locked away for.

That's just the way things go, really, but Charles can't hold back his surprise - the surprise she's seen on the face of every knight who's come to her castle so far. They've all turned their backs on her, not willing to give her a single kiss to break the spell lying over her. Such a shame... Especially for Daniella.

Charles, however, is set on his quest and has no reason to hold back from completing it. There are no sparks to fly but, in their case, lust simply simmers...

Not to slay the dragon but to lay the dragon.
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Alyssa is a magic-weaver, bearing her essence through the art of painting - and the creatures that she paints leap to life before her eyes, bringing life and passion back to lands where the face of the world has faded. They are there to spend their lusts in the most carnal of fashions, her favourite dragon and gryphon pair, tails tied to the canvas as she laughs and spins and invites them to join her.

And, so, they come, burning up from the inside out, the gryphon's feathers flickering, fantasies and myths given life, their drama flaring up as their lusts rise. There's only one person there to satisfy them and they will soon find that their old friend and creator-mistress is as demanding of their passions as ever before...
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Claire has a lust and a passion in her heart and there is only one being in the whole wide world that can match up to that in any way. She longs for him, her heart pounding for him, desires mounting as she searches the moors for him - the goo dragon of her dreams.

Ah, but he is there, treading the path of only the true and pure of heart. He calls to her, seducing her down, out of the wind and rain and into the slickness of his embrace.

His goo wraps around her, calling her on, and she cannot help but walk into his arms, her body shifting, transforming, becoming better-suited for his lusts. She stretches around him, whimpering his name, yet his mind touches hers as they lovingly come together in the bliss of goo and transformation.
