This one is a fun play between myself playing a cute red dragoness by the name of Cindy and Sargon playing his big sexy blue self in a student/teacher romp. Cindy’s worried about her slipping grades and what they might do to her future so she devises a plan to try and get them up. It’s a bit cliché being something she’s seen in porn videos but it works there so why not here? Sargon doesn’t play a fool though and if she wants him to change her grade, he’s going to make her earn it.

To that end, the play contains watersports so if that’s not your thing, skip over that section or hop to a different story <3

Otherwise, this one contains some naughty barely legal sex with a teacher trading a grade bump for a baby bump.

D: represents myself

S: represents [fa]Sargon[/fa]
And as always, there’s nothing better than

[b]FAV[/b]ing if you liked it

[b]COMMENT[/b]ing if you read it

[b]PAW[/b]ing if you loved it!
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D:

She’d been fidgeting with her report card all day. Any student would happily trade her for the number of A’s that beamed across the board but it was that one smudge that bothered her; a B in Mr. Sargon’s class. It wasn’t even that she didn’t understand it, she’d just been… distracted a little during the test and bubbled in the wrong answer a couple times. The 18 year old senior had plans, collage aspirations and a career path. Damn being in heat at such an inopportune time!

But that did give her an idea.

It was still a bit of a longshot but Cindy figured it was her best shot. This time of the season made all the boys a little eager and her teacher was a male after all. The crimson and charcoal colored teen plotted it all out in her head but, when that final bell wrang, it still took a bit of effort to round her way around school back to his classroom. Mr. Sargon wasn’t the most popular of teachers, a bit on the strict and straightforward side so it wasn’t much of a surprise to find the room devoid of students by the time she got there.

Taking a breath and brushing her formal top and dress-code appropriate feral skirt into the best alignment it could, she nudged the door open, catching his eye.

“Good afternoon sir.” She padded in, cheerful as she could with a B in her backpack and a heart hammering in her chest. “I wanted to drop by and ask you about my grade. I know I made some mistakes on the test but I promise they were just accidents.” Cindy continued, standing in front of the desk dutifully. “I was thinking maybe there might be something I can do to bump my grade back up?”

For a moment, the young teen forgot he couldn’t read her mind and know what she had in mind but she stood there with all the same anticipation of both hope and fear one about to propose a bank robbery might have.

S:

The blue dragon was an imposing sight behind his desk. This angular features had a stern appearance which naturally added to his reputation. You didn't want to end up in Sargon's class. And you even less wanted to misbehave in Sargon's class.

He looked up from a stack of papers as the young hen stepped into his very recently rapidly emptied classroom. She was in one of his earlier classes. What was she doing back here?

Ah.

"I was surprised and disappointed to see such glaring mistakes from you. You've usually been a good student."

He peered down at her. On top of being an older dragon, he was particularly large for the species. There were rumors that he had eaten other dragons before.

The big beast considered her question. "Bump your grade? That would be irregular."

The teacher was dressed in a fine suit, more formal than most of the other teachers. He was imposing and strict. But his students did actually get higher marks than those in other schools.

Usually.

D:

The young hen looked quite a bit smaller in the imposing male’s shadow. She was getting a bit of cold beans but a flush of warmth from her belly reminded her why she was here at exactly the right time to give her a shot of adrenaline-fueled confidence. The senior student took a breath to calm her nerves and exhaled with a soft puff.

“I know, but I promise I [i]do[/i] know the curriculum! I was just a little… distracted during the test.” She began removing her backpack and setting it aside.

The dragon [i]eating[/i] rumor wasn’t the one that concerned her at the moment, really it was the rumor that he’d fucked one of his students for misbehaving in class. The young boy hadn’t said anything of course, tattling on the big blue would certainly prove the former rumor true but the rumor mill started churning after he was asked to stay after class and ended up walking funny the day after while avoiding eye contact with his teacher for a week.

“I was… I [b]am[/b] in heat you see and I kinda couldn’t keep my mind from wandering. Normally it wouldn’t be a problem-“ The pretty girl continued, fishing out two pieces of paper and a something else before turning back to him. “-I’d just take my heat suppressant and everything would be good to go. Unfortunately, I forgot about it this time and had to take the test while squirming in my chair.”

Approaching the desk solemnly, she slid the two papers up over the edge. One; her test, with her own corrections and shown work, two; her grade paper with the single B on it and three; her panties, slightly crumpled but clearly recently removed and smelling brilliantly of tender fertile pheromones. It was clear from the way she was blushing that these weren’t an ‘extra’ pair of undergarments either.

S:

Sargon was aware of the rumors. It was unfortunate that even a hint of it had gotten out. He had, in fact, disciplined his male students on several occasions that way. None of them had dared breathe a word of it. Technically, this one hadn't either, but he hadn't hidden it sufficiently. There was going to be a reckoning for that.

It was very likely that the rumors going around about that were related to this pretty hen's indecent proposal now.

He set his paw on the panties as he looked over the other two papers. This was a mixed bag. It was bad that the rumors were apparently growing. But this also presented another opportunity that would be difficult to pass up.

"I see," he finally said with a grave tone and then peered at her. It was the same look she'd seen when he was about to assign detention to a misbehaving student.

"Your grade can't be changed, of course."

He pushed a hind paw forward to the side of the desk.

"But... my hind paw requires cleaning. You will kneel and clean it with your tongue. Do you understand, young lady?"

D:

It was clear the way her ears drooped that she was immediately downtrodden at the mention of her grade being so solidified. It was a stab to the heart that was followed by a [i]but…[/i] that made her perk up hopefully. Her pretty blue eyes blinked in confusion, unsure what hind paw cleaning had to do with her grades but, perhaps it was just the sort of back alley deal she might need to get things finally fixed up.

Either way, a little paw licking was worth the chance so she nodded acceptingly and rounded the desk to put herself in position. Down on her belly she went and that long, pretty neck extended, nosing at his underpads. It wasn’t exactly pleasant, cleaning off her teacher’s footpaws with her tongue but, after a few minutes, it became more normal to do. By the time she was done with the first and forced to switch to the other, she was even getting into it a little.

Having that sinfully soft oral organ slithering between his toes was a particular delight and she could tell by his slightly more interested reaction that he was enjoying it. So each claw got personal attention, the dragoness relaxed by now in a way that allowed her to put a little sultry flare into the activity. Open mawed swipes or warm tingly breath upon his pads. Even a cozy little suckling on one to show she meant business.

Cindy would be terribly disappointed if, after all this, something didn’t [i]miraculously[/i] happen to her grade but, at least she was enjoying herself in the moment either way.

S:

She seemed to understand. And his stern expression took on a touch of toothy smile as the hen lowered herself down and began to lick his hind paw on command.

"There. That's a proper hen. That's more like it."

He splayed out his thick, clawed toes to be licked and cleaned. After she'd done the tops of them, he raised his paw to have her lick clean the under pads. These were dirtier from contact with the not entirely clean floor and other parts of the school. But she would know that he wouldn't have any complaints from her.

He made her continue until both of his hind paws were spotless, gleaming even.

"There. That's a good girl."

He reached to his pants and started to unfasten them now. He drew them down enough to let out his twin gray shafts. Her teacher would have been well endowed with either of them on their own. He was much bigger than any of the boys around her own age she'd seen.

And of course he was; he was large enough to [i]eat[/i] such boys. As other rumors suggested.

Rumors that were also true. After a fashion. Sargon had never eaten any of the students from his own school. The rumors didn't seem to consider that nobody was known to have actually gone missing.

But the great blue dragon had eaten younger dragons from elsewhere. Several times, in fact. As often as he could without getting caught.

"Now I'm going to discipline you for making such an indecent proposal," he growled.

He curled a digit in a ‘come here’ gesture toward one of his hemipenes. "Open your mouth before it. I'm going to piss into it, and you're going to drink all of it. It will taste foul, but if you spill any, your punishment will become much more severe. Understood?"

He grasped his hemipene with a fore paw and pointed it somewhat downward expectantly.

D:

Cindy’s heart fluttered as her teacher exposed himself. The act was so casual and so unbidden from guilt that she knew the rumors must be true now… Not that it mattered, she was starring directly at her teacher’s cocks and felt that bloom of warmth under her tail blossom even more aggressively. The young girl did her best to shush it and just watched him pet himself while explaining what she was to do next.

The poor hen flushed, shying away slightly as the whole ordeal rooted around in her mind. She was being [i]disciplined[/i]? She supposed she deserved it after assuming so much of him, even if it felt like she’d been right all along… Still… those pretty crystal clear eyes flicked back up as he tilted himself down expectantly and, while there was certainly a part of her that was grossed out and unwilling to degrade herself like that, there was that other, hornier part of her that was willing to go through whatever it took to get her grade back up.

Even if he hadn’t explicitly said that was part of the deal.

So she scooted up, forepaws on the ground, touching, hind paws propped up beneath her flanks, snout raised and, just like a good girl, opened that warm red maw nice and wide. She might be younger and smaller than he was by a good margin but that toothy jaw made an easy target to aim for.

The shock of hot dragon piss hitting her taste buds made her jerk slightly but not enough to spill. The young hen adjusted her angle, making it easier to flow toward the back of her throat and pool there as the older male watched himself fill up this sweet young urinal of a hen. He peed quite a bit and, when the collection of steamy fluid started threatening to overflow, she had but one option.

Her throat muscles opened and the golden fluid flushed down her throat, leaving a second warm tingle in her gut now. Cindy wouldn’t be able to bring herself to say it was a [i]pleasant[/i] experience… But, as far as punishments went, it was unusually enjoyable…

S:

This was his usual punishment for the boys in his class who misbehaved. And that could mean as little as not quite being in their seat on time when the bell rang or being late with their homework.

He pissed into the young hen's maw for a good long time. There was quite a bit of it. He hadn't had a chance to use the bathroom for most of the day since he'd been so busy, so this was quite a relief for him as well as a punishment for her.

Part way through it, he pushed his hemipene into her maw. "Suck on it," he ordered her. He gave her little choice about that. She would be made to suck on a pissing cock and still had to swallow from it.

Eventually, the flow ebbed to a stop, but he didn't stop making his student bob on his length.

He wanted to finish into her muzzle. There was a reason he only disciplined his male students this way. His eyes went to her skirt... to her haunches...

As with his other... hobby... he avoided doing things that would get himself caught in the school. It was bad enough that he'd started having an affair lately with one of the other teachers. He shouldn't be doing that.

She was married. They weren't using condoms. And he was finishing into her each time, starting right from the first time. And with both hemipenes each time, too. She was going to get pregnant if she wasn't already.

It would add to his problems and risks if he engaged like that with this teenage girl, too. And much more so due to their academic relation!

"Keep going!" he growled. "I'm getting close!"

The teach pumped his hemipene in and out of that young muzzle firmly and at a rapid pace as he was breathing hard.

D:

Despite being a bit of a bookworm, Cindy had a bit of experience playing with boys. She didn’t flaunt it and she wasn’t exactly a popular girl so it didn’t get around much either but this wasn’t the first boy she’d found herself kneeling beneath. Certainly the oldest and biggest boy she’d had to wrap her lips around though. She didn’t even notice when he finished pissing in her maw at first, the strong flavor of his pheromonal urine being rubbed into her tastebuds but, eventually, she seemed to realize her swallowing motions were ‘drier’ than before.

It was going to be a while before the taste faded completely but, in the meantime, she had an opportunity to rub a different taste across her tongue as he pushed that grey spire into her maw and, with a grip at the back of her skull, forced the young girl to start deep throating him as well. Not a problem for a dragon of course, capable of swallowing entire meals whole, a cock- even one as large as this- didn’t pose a problem. So the young hen went down on him all the way, nuzzling that beautiful angular ashen colored snout into his crotch.

Its twin rubbed against her face embarrassingly, massaging his masculine scent into her outer scales as well as she tended her teacher’s [i]needs[/i] with delicious grace. There was no need to be worried about her teeth by now, she’d demonstrated a remarkable aptitude for giving head that allowed the dirty drake to just relax and enjoy that fine, wet maw in all its cozy glory. Her fluffy, well-kept mane bounced attractively as she looked up at him, those keen eyes tainted with a bit of teenage lust.

She didn’t complain or try to stop, even when her jaw started to ache a little from the judicious mawjob she was giving, she just lay there and took her [i]punishment[/i] like a good girl should

S:

Her teacher gripped her horns and held them firm as he was getting close She wasn't going to draw away from what he was making her do anyway, but he also wasn't giving her a choice.

Finally, when he started to shudder, rather than pushing into her throat all the way, he drew most of the way out. He wanted her to taste it. And his hemipene jerked sharply as the pee slit parted again, this time with a jet of creamy cum that spattered across her whole tongue and roof of her mouth.

Pulse after pulse of his seed spattered the inside of the young lady’s muzzle as her teacher finished into it. Until finally he was done.

With that hemipene, anyway.

He took some time to just breathe, enjoying the afterglow of disciplining her. And then he drew his length out and wiped his tip off on her snout tip and nostrils.

Now the other...

He grasped the base of his other hemipene and started to draw his tip toward her snout. But he hesitated. His eyes were on her haunches. She'd given him her panties. He knew she was bare under that skirt. He'd intentionally avoided looking, not wanting to be tempted.

But the scent of her heat had strengthened in his classroom ever since he'd started pissing into her maw. And he could see it in the way the young hen's tail swayed even as he abused and "punished" her.

He drew his other unspent hemipene back a little away again from her snout tip.

"Lay your belly over my desk," he ordered her.

D:

The teenage girl bathed in the dirty sensation of having her teacher use her maw for his [i]significant[/i] pleasure. It was rare for him to have boys be quite this good at a mawjob and the slender, innocent frame he was ‘punishing’ had its own sort of additional allure that made it even better to cum in. When he pulled back and started shooting into her maw, the little girl opened that cute little muzzle again, giving him that easy target once more- only this time were thicker and more virile as he painted her inner lining with an ample coating of creamy dragon seed.

Watching her close up and [i]gulp[/i] down his cum was a treat in itself and the cozy little lick as her soiled tongue extended and scooped up the dribble of leftover semen of his spent tip was pleasing as well. Then he just smeared his scent over her nostrils, ensuring there was no escaping that harsh, brain melting scent of [i]male[/i] that infected her hormonal teenage mind.

Once he was sufficiently recovered and grasp his other cock, her eyes turned expectantly toward it. But when he hesitated, she glanced back up at him as he considered her. She didn’t know what was going through his mind as he looked her over like a piece of meat but Cindy could guess. He wasn’t the first boy to desire her haunches after all.

The beautiful young hen felt a rush when he shifted back to make room and told her to lay over his desk. It wasn’t hard to imagine what was going to happen next if she did what he told her. The smaller hen stood, eyeing the space, neat and tidy with plenty of area for her to do as she was told. Her tail swished anxiously and she gave him a sidelong glance, considering.

Well… she wasn’t going to change his mind about her grade by refusing…

Watching the intelligent young girl lower herself down to the level of a street whore at his command was satisfying all on its own as she moved into place, hopped up and slid over his desk. She let her body rest heavily upon it, not even propping herself up in a way that would give her some sort of leigh way or leverage; just fully sprawled and vulnerable. Cindy noticed his eyes on her hunches and, with a soft huff, lifted and flagged her tail showing, indeed, where the panties she’d placed on the desk had come from.

The beautiful bubblegum pink vulva was already warm and wet, so soft and plump from her estrus, snuggly cozy from its lack of use or burden of egglaying. And so, so delightfully naked with not a shred of physical or biological protection.

S:

He knew he shouldn't have pushed into his coworker’s vent when she presented it to him. Just one thing had led to another in the break room when they were alone and... he'd known he wasn't going to be able to stop once he'd started. He'd known he wouldn't want to.

This vent was far younger. Not a married vent this time but a pussy that should be equally out of reach for a faculty member. And yet that tempted him to breed her even more.

He didn't kid himself about that this time as he reared onto his hind paws behind her and gripped the desk with a fore paw to steady himself as he used the other to level his older hemipene with that deliciously soft sex.

He wanted to knock her up.

He pushed his haunches forward and felt those soft netherlips part around his tapered tip. And then they wedged apart wider and wider as he sunk that length into her. The deeper he pushed into her, the wider the girth became.

He bottomed against her cervix with the thickest part of his shaft still outside of her, and he let his tip kiss that internal gate. He was much larger than boys her own age that had been inside her, what few there had been.

D:

Cindy’s ears flattened as the big male overshadowed her, mounting the young hen like a broodmare being put to stock. They weren’t lovers, or even friends, this was transactional; sex for, at least hopefully, a fix in her grade. Essentially a bump in her belly for a bump on paper. Her eyes starred forward unfocused, her mind too concentrated on [i]other[/i] senses as he slid right up on top of her. Those cozy youthful thighs stepped apart slightly but did little to curb the sensation of being penetrated.

Her nether lips spread around the tapered tip as the big male got to feel those cozy, plush pussy lips part for him. The dichotomy of an older, married hen against these young, almost virgin folds was quite pleasing to experience as he forced her inner muscles to make room for the feral breeder barreling down her reproductive tract. They both knew this was real, risky, unprotected sex though Cindy might not quite realize how much more damage being saddled with a belly full of whelps would cause to her future college plans than a simple B grade. But that wasn’t something the blue drake needed to concern himself with.

No, he could be more concerned with the fact that this smoll little girl wasn’t taking his entire spire yet. His tip nestled quite snuggly right up against her egg gate, causing the poor hen to grip the far end of his desk tightly and pinch-mawed whimper aloud! Her inner flesh bore down on him tightly, giving that bare breeding spire a cozy hug that he just used for additional pleasure when he eased out. The view under that cute little skirt was devastatingly vulgar, her plump vaginal opening lewdly O’ed around her teacher’s naked cock as it wet itself on her vulnerable sex.

Her muzzle had been quite pleasing to be sure but it had been missing something, a certain kind of risk that its twin was now able to [i]fully[/i] indulge as it slid carelessly in and out of her primed teenage channel. It took a little time for her barely large enough body to become accustomed to the idea of being fucked by a full sized adult but, eventually, her stretched, strained sex got the message that it was time to breed and let him take greater liberties with her body. Her lithe form rocked back and forth against his desk as her teacher settled into a rhythm he found satisfying and just enjoyed using her cozy little cunt and all the little pleasures that came with having unprotected sex with one of his students.

S:

Sargon just rocked his haunches at first, pausing only a moment to pull his pants down further and give him more space to pump his hemipene in and out of her vent under her skirt.

That gripping vent felt very good. But she was so shallow for him. Not getting the rest of his hemipene into her was frustrating.

He thrust slowly at first, giving his student the chance to get use to his size. It would be problematic to make her scream in pain or otherwise draw attention. Eventually she was able to handle him, more or less.

The started pushing against her cervix more, stopping to purposefully wedge against it at the bottom of thrusts. Eventually he stopped thrusting entirely to take time to just puuush his tip against the opening. More and more firmly until… pop! His tip penetrated through.

He paused, again not wanting to make her thrash and make too much noise. And then he smoothly wedged into her the rest of the way, stretching her vent wider still around the very base of his shaft as he bottomed into her for real this time, with his crotch flush against hers.

He started rocking his haunches again, taking long strokes and enjoying full pleasure from her young reproductive tract now.

His hemipene pounded into her for a good long time before he leaned his snout to her ear, panting with the exertion. "I'm getting close. That B is going to look like an A..."

And then he started pumping harder, taking his golden strokes inside her.

D:

It’d be a lie to say it wasn’t challenging to take the full-grown male like this but she was young and stretchy and willing to do what it took to get her grade corrected. So when the frisky male nestled himself against her deepest recesses, took a half step forward and applied a firm pressure against her inner muscle, Cindy just gritted her teeth and bore it. Her egg gate had been holding the fort the whole time but it was exhausting trying to maintain a tight seal when you have such an experienced, eager male trying to defeat your defenses so, when he put a bit of effort into penetrating her womb, it was only a matter of time before it happened!

Her soft squeak was accented with a stiffening of those lovely egg-bearing hips as his tip plopped wetly inside her belly. The sound echoed around the room as eyes and claws clenched closed. She could count the heartbeats before he moved again and it felt like he was pushing his cock up her throat as she quivered from the sensation of his shaft rubbing right up across her uterus. Holy fuck!

Another half step completed the motion and it wasn’t until he stopped again, basically sitting his crotch against hers that she realized he was all the way inside. His proximity shoved her tail up out of the way giving him full, unbridled access to her fertile young womb and the big male made no bones about enjoying that access as he drew back, [i]schlipped[/i] out of that cozy little cock ring, nuzzled himself back in against it and pushed back inside her belly.

Poor Cindy’s body quivered beneath him as he got to work breeding her, [i]really[/i] breeding her now with no condom or contraceptive to get in the way. His internal balls now had direct access to her internal eggmakers and the pleasure to be squeezed out of that tenuous connection was immense. Shoved up onto her tippy toes, the big male slid in and out, in and out at his personal pace.

The crimson dragoness wasn’t sure whether it was the way his cock was massaging her insides that made her heart flutter or the mention that this [i]extra credit[/i] session was well on its way of correcting her grade. Granted it was just going to replace one mistake with a whole bunch of new mistakes she was going to have to handle, but that was a problem for her to deal with in the future.

For now, it was enough to just focus on the raw, wet satisfaction tingling between her legs as the older male comfortably rooted around deep inside her perfect pink pussy.

S:

Sargon didn't care about how what he was doing was going to ruin this young girl's life. He was supposed to be a teacher. He was supposed to be building her up and preparing her to live in the real world.

Well, he was going to be introducing her to the real world early as he saddled her with becoming a teenaged mother.

And all just for his pleasure. Her grade didn't actually matter to him. He probably wasn't going to even bother to actually change it.

The pleasure rolled through him as he was getting so close. The end of his shaft was invading her egg chamber every time, using it as if it was part of her normal runway.

When he went over the edge, he was already pressed fully into her womb. Hot ropes of his seed couldn't miss as they were already starting from within the target. He painted the walls of her womb with his DNA.

The blue dragon stayed buried inside until his internal ball had all emptied themselves.

He stayed inside her for a time, just enjoying the afterglow. And then finally he drew out and pulled up his pants again.

"No one hears a hint about this. And you will select a boy to blame if you are pregnant afterwards. Understood, little one?"

D:

Cindy had experienced what the older male’s orgasm was like, how rich and [i]voluminous[/i] it could be. And even after having gorged the young girl’s maw on one climax, the one he filled her belly with was no less generous with the proportion of semen it splattered her delicate inner flesh with. Perhaps even more so with the added satisfaction of knowing he was emptying himself into a working, fertile vent. His hips pressed against hers as his cock flared and a surge of thickly copious DNA slither effortlessly into her womb, dimpling her inner lining with the aggressiveness his body put behind impregnating this young girl.

Unnecessary of course, what with her warm, unguarded womb little more than a cozy tissue to get off into but it felt good so the blue drake freely indulged fully. [i]Thump[/i] after [i]thump[/i] hit its mark inside her, coating her pink walls a sultry pearly white. His orgasm lasted exactly as long as it wanted to and the warm, pulsing afterglow that followed allowed him to soak in the pleasure provided by his satisfying student’s cozy little pussy.

The soft sucking [i]schlop[/i] of his cock dislodging from her freshly bred vent nipped at her folded ears. The warm runny line of semen dribbling down her inner thighs a sharp reminder of what he’d just done with her as he leaned back and made himself presentable. It would still be a bit before the bulge in his bottom dissipated, what with the scent of her sex-satisfied heat now lingering in the air. Not to mention how the view of her dripping, freshly bred vent would linger in his memory for a while.

The young hen huffed and slid back off his desk, feeling a little sore, weak kneed and bloated. His comment made her ears burn. “[i]If[/i]”... She blushed and nodded, reaching over and collecting her undergarments. Cindy didn’t put them back on, they’d be an absolute mess if she did. No, she just collected her backpack and headed toward the door without another word while her teacher’s sperm was busy rooting around in her deepest recesses, trying to get her as pregnant as possible. An easy task inside the fertile young teen it seemed as the first of her chicks would find itself thoroughly impregnated by the time she finished cleaning up in the restroom.

Another would have the blue drake’s DNA digging into its soft shell on her way home and two more claimed during dinner time. Her parents would be wholly unaware their little girl was turning them into grandparents right before their very eyes as a vigorous little tail slipped into her egg, eager to replace those collage plans with maternity duties.
