So I got a wild hair to write an [i]actual[/i] story for once. Thought it might be fun to explore a theme I haven’t done in a while that I can only describe as [i]self-inflicted sexual stockholm syndrome[/i]. A friend provided the basis for the scene and I ran with it.

In this one a lovely red dragoness who's too sexy for her own good accidentally seduces a married male. He finds everything about her absolutely perfect and irresistible. When every fiber of his being wants to explore her body, and she does absolutely nothing to dissuade him, things get frisky fast. To say nothing of when his mate catches him in the act.

But Lanora loves her mate too much to try and stop him either and is unwilling to deny him the absolute pleasure he desires. Poor Lan is dragged into the middle of the awkward lust triangle (quite literally) and left to handle the consequences that are destined to come from such [i]liberal[/i] copulation.
The story contains a lot of weird mixed emotions and delicate nuance that I'm not sure translated completely in this short little expedition but, hopefully, you'll still get to enjoy a bit of virile breeding either way ~.^
Oh, and do me a quick favor would you?

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

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

[b]PAW[/b] if you loved it!
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The crimson dragoness appreciated the comfortable accommodations as she flopped out on the carefully prepared bed. Her friend's home was quite nice all things considered with even a second guest bedroom that could accommodate a third party without issue. Lanora had invited Ferilla up for the weekend to go to the concert with her tomorrow and hang out at leisure. Faes didn’t have anything going on and it beat sitting at home binging Netflix. Although she was already missing her toy- the golden crested female thought absently, rubbing her hind paws together while she lay there, belly sprawled, browsing on her phone.
Fae had never been particularly shy about her body, the powerful shapely feminine form she carried was attractive and she knew it. Not that she'd lift her tail for just anyone of course; she had her pick of the litter and took advantage of it. But sprawling with her hind paws pointed toward the open door and that lovely ruby red appendage arched lazily in a pleasing posture that [i]carelessly[/i] exposed her golden undertail was not an unusual thing for the big girl to do.

Perhaps she should have been more conscious that she was in someone else's home and be more considerate to hide her gorgeous amber henparts but it didn’t even occur to the naked feral that she should. She found no harm in it, though perhaps Ferilla should have drawn the line at letting her frisky desire got the better of her and allowing her tapered tail tip to sneak back in and idly pet her exposed slit. It was barely more than a subconscious act truth be told; too engrossed in her surfing, she hardly gave the lewd subliminal actions a moment's thought.
A shadow from the hall and a rasp at the doorway caught her attention.

"Hey, we were think abo- oh…" Malgorath's voice came from the angular muzzle peeking around the open doorway. His train of thought stopped hitting a wall when he saw their guest lounging like that. Her tail had managed to wiggle a claw-length inside to tease the sensual nerves inside that [i]itched[/i] for attention.
For her part, Fae reacted without the slightest hint of embarrassment, just leaning over on her flank a little so she could look back at the drake speaking to her. Damn he was a stud… The crimson scaled female hadn’t much interacted with Lanora's mate during their friendship; usually the things the two of them did together were 'girl' things that Mal had not been much interested in. A friendly wave to the white scaled female and her friend was usually the extent of their interactions. Not much had evolved between them over time; Ferilla had thought him a tasty stack of drake back then and, looking him over now, noted nothing had changed in her mind about that sentiment in the slightest.

It took a moment of his starring for her to realize what he was starring [i]at[/i] exactly and only then did she consider the potential indecency. The untroubled appendage glittered wetly as it dislodged itself beautifully with a lavish string of nectar stretching from its tip to that lovely slot between her legs, breaking some time after that frisky reptilian rudder removed itself from the vanity. Fae didn’t try to cover up or otherwise hide what she had on display, just laid there like some sort of silky seductress. She hadn’t been [i]trying[/i] to seduce her friend's partner or anything but neither did she have the slightest quarrel with the concept either.
"Yes…?" The sprawling dragoness inquired after the silence had hung in the air for long enough.

Malgorath blinked, seeming to regain some composure. Though, rather than trying to excuse himself, the great drake stepped more fully into the doorway and then made to move inside when she didn’t seem to at all object to his [i]interest[/i].

"Ah… yeah. We were thinking about doing Italian… for dinner." He spoke, the thought a little broken by the distraction splayed out before him.

Ferilla couldn’t help but grin as his crystal clear green eyes wandered over her womanhood, only dragged away from her beautiful [i]haunches[/i] with great reluctance and up to her own snout out of politeness. She purred that deep draconic sound of delight.

"That sounds good but are you sure that's [i]really[/i] what you want right now?" The coy dragoness lowered her head, pressing it cutely to the bedspread to check under his belly, having spied [i]something[/i] interesting down there. Simultaneously the sinuous female rolled over a little to sprawl more fully on her flank, forepaws tucked at her chest and extended a hind leg up to let her big broad toepads grip and fondle at his snout with delightful dexterity.
The noble drake arched his azure chin up at the foot gropes but didn’t otherwise deny her advances. Nor did he try and hide his own pride as the fleshy pink tip began emerging from his home, already moist with a coating of genital lubricant. [i]Now[/i] she might be trying to seduce her friend's mate but gawds, could you blame her for wanting a taste of this chunk of pure stud? He took a step forward, pressing his body into her paw, making it slide down his chest some but, simultaneously, arched those glorious feminine haunches upward slightly.

"No, not really." He replied no-nonsensically, twisting his neck down to grab her ankle gently in his jaw and tug it over.

Fae didn’t fight him in the slightest, letting him pull her over fully onto her back. A quick shift of the wing left her completely naked and spread for him. The way he eyed her over like some sort of treat, like a piece of candy to be devoured made her shiver visibly. If that sort of hungry, predatory gaze didn’t make a girl wet, she didn’t know what would! The large male was already out and eager, his mottled purple base straining stiff, coming to full attention over just the last few moments.
Ferilla could feel her heart flutter. It was true she hadn’t really initiated but neither had she done [i]anything[/i] to try and stop or even discourage him from it. And here she was, presenting herself to her best friend's mate [i]in their own home[/i]! Hell, the white dragoness was probably somewhere just down the hall…

But when that attractive angular snout dipped down with those fucking gorgeous sea green eyes following hers as it lowered, she couldn’t help but exhale a breathless noise of anticipation instead of an objection. His tongue found her willing snatch soft and delectable with a hint of spice that made his body eager to find the source. But he was slow, deliberate, parting her gold-crested folds with a firm lap from one end of her slit to the other, dragging that oral organ full through her petals. Fae nearly squealed from the utter sublime sensation assaulting her senses but managed to pinch it down to just a cute, sensual;
"A-ahn…!"

Mal was certainly far from content to betray his mate's loyalty with a single lap and, with so much encouragement from the female beneath him, he went [i]deeper[/i]. The single, casual, external lap across her sex became much more vivid on the second pass when the great drake opened his maw and pressed it down upon her vent. In an instant the act changed from simple sexual tension to randy carnal exploitation. Her follow-up moan was [i]much[/i] less quiet; the pleasure dripping off that noise encouragement enough in itself without even considering the way she [i]clenched[/i] on him. Legs spread, toes curled, the side of her snout buried itself into the sheets and [b]then[/b] he wiggled! The heavenly hen squeaked, biting a pillow to keep from telling the whole neighborhood how good this felt with her squeals.
Malgorath casually [i]plundered[/i] her pussy for every drop of pleasure he could extract from it, tasting her on his tongue, retrieving that explorative organ for just a moment to rub her thick nectar across the roof of his maw before delving right back in. Her body was exquisite, warm and sweet with a spice that lingered on the taste buds and sent a pleasant tingle down his spine. Ferilla had no notion of his thoughts, head empty and body on fire as he explored her henparts to his heart's content.

It was hard to tell exactly how long he'd been at it; a couple minutes at least, long enough for her to cum on him with a talon curled around her fangs as she bit gently in delight. The sound of her labored panting was pleasing the ears as the skilled male evacuated his very wet tongue from her quivering folds.
"You smell like you're in heat." The large male commented flatly while lifting his head, cleaning his moistened tines with a soft swallow and swish of the tail.

Fae wasn’t entirely of sound mind when he commented about the state of her reproductive tract, still coming off a particularly strong high. Though, even if she wasn't still [i]dripping[/i] with arousal at having just been tongue fucked to climax, she'd probably still wouldn't have denied it.

"Haan… so… you noticed…" The red 'ness responded playfully between breaths. Ferilla hadn’t anticipated her comment would cause the world to tumble so suddenly the next moment.
But Mal was as strong as he was attractive and those powerful forelimbs, able to help launch a ton of dragon into the air, had little trouble flipping a hapless hen over. Before she could fully grasp what was going on, he was upon her, his weight forcing her chest to the bed as he pinned her beneath him. It might have been a bit disconcerting, scary even, if not for the touch of his gender against hers at the perfect moment to make her gasp in sensual delight instead. 
The tongue that had just been exploring her pussy groomed its way along the back of her neck along the line where crimson met gold. Fae shivered and arched into it a bit, pushing against him and not in a way that suggested she wanted him off. His growl into her ear was laced with a primal desire for her and cause the fine female to shiver pleasantly. Nothing more a girl wanted than to be desired and his interest in her was anything but fake. Sudden, but with a barely contained craving to explore every inch of her body, [i]inside[/i] and out.
Chest down on her knees upon the bed, she felt him undulate, rocking and rubbing against her to smear their lust together. With each press he threating to enter her and left the dazed dragoness filled with a twisted lust.

"Mmpfh… what… what about Lanora?" The crimson female huffed, desperately torn between loyalty to her friend and the blood boiling hunger tingling across her spine. Malgorath hardly ceased licking and nibbling sensually at the amenable woman’s ear as he responded with an indifferent:

"What about her?" The greedy drake nuzzled his tip square against her vulnerable henhole and pushed his cock against her vent just enough to let the tip slip inside.
Fae shivered at the nonchalantness of his comment, or the way he just so casually started cheating on his mate… or both. The finely scaled female could only assume there was some unspoken consent between the mated couple even if Lanora had never indicated such a thing to Fae before. And she certainly didn’t want to spoil the mood so she just grabbed fistfuls of the bedspread into each paw and tried not to moan [i]too[/i] loud as he leaned in, letting more and more of that gorgeous spear slip into her.
He nearly had the entirely of his pink mast buried under her tail with only the violet base left to go when a new noise caught their attention. Ferilla perked a little, trying to turn her head back to greet the other dragon that appeared in the doorway but Malgorath wrapped his great jaws around her neck with a soft, dominating warning growl and held her there until she capitulated and let her chin sink back into the comfy surface.

"Hey guys, are we g- o-oh…" Lanora's voice was unmistakable, loudening as she walked around the corner into full a frontal view of her mate three-quarters deep in her friend's blasphemously cock-spread sex. "A-ah…?" Was all the shocked dragoness could manage as her life mate stood there over the edge of the guest bed, twitching inside another woman.
The powerful beast let the pinned female's neck go, giving affectionate licks of approval across her neck once he was confident she had submitted.

"You have fantastic taste in friends B." He rumbled, gently rocking his haunches to slide but an inch around inside that bare wet snatch but it was more than enough to make the pinned hen twitch and shiver in delight. 

"Oh… ah… yeah…" The conflicted dragoness replied, watching her friend's nether folds bow and stretch around that interested mast of mated dragonflesh.

"She feels amaziaaaahnn!" The larger beast's comment was cut off with a pleasured noise as his urges got the better of him and he plunged the rest of the way in. 

Mal hadn’t tried to hide it in the least, tail arched as it was. Lanora could see the way Fae's pussy flesh molded around him perfectly, deliberately cradling those base ridges and all but absorbing that purple base until their slits [i]kissed[/i] in a way that made her eyes flicker purple. She'd not seen her mate's body tremble in pleasure like that before; a sentiment that shouldn’t make her worry. 

Except…

"Rrrft… I don’t think we're going out for dinner. Ahhhhn…." He exhaled, the sound making the silvery female's ears tingle. And not just from the bliss dripping off his tongue but the sound his dragoness of choice made as Lanora's mate drew out of her core in one, slow, sinuous motion. "You feel so good." He burbled, tightening his paws around her body and pulled as much as pressed back into that soft, luxurious slot between her legs.
"Ah… ahum…" The poor dragoness left out in the hallway didn’t know how to process what was going on but luckily, her mate had more to contribute.

"Heavens alive she feels [i]sooo[/i] much better than you do B!"

Well, maybe not so lucky… The cream bellied female's ears dropped with a soft icy exhale from her chest. Ferilla flushed a little around the edges, hard to tell on her otherwise crimson cheeks but she said nothing else, just content to let the prime example of draconic malehood squeeze his tapered tip into places it was never supposed to be.

"Rrrlf… I don’t think we'll be doing the concert either." He commented casually, adding salt to the wound.

Poor Lanora's ears couldn’t drop any further as she took a few hasty steps into the room as if to protest, but stopped short as she watched the expression on her lifemate's muzzle melt into something akin to primordial bliss. Her eyes flicked from his face to his slit as it sped up, the slow sexual exploration with another woman dissolving into a rapid succession of greedy thrusts. The pinned Ferilla felt her insides being churned up as the virile stud pushed all her buttons, lavishing her in the intimate attention her body craved. While his mate just stood there and watched.
He didn't cum. Could have. Lanora knew her mate well enough to know that little leg shake meant he was holding back, knew the effort it took him to pull back and pull out letting a [i]schlip[/i] of pre mingled hencum drool out of her open snatch. His strong exhale blew across crimson gold neck as the blue drake blueballed himself. Perhaps one or both girls thought it was for [i]her[/i] sake…

It was not.

Instead, his claw slipped up under that golden tummy to cup and spread the pinned lady's pussy, Ving it open in an undeniably arousing way. The spread, Lanora could have anticipated. What she didn’t anticipate was having her mate's tail wrap around her neck and tug her in beneath those lifted tails. The blush on those iridescent scales was much harder to hide though as she was brought within inches of her friend's enflamed gender and the nectar dripping spire that had just been inside of it.

"Haah…" Mal's labored puffs were starting to subside by the time he spoke. "Is she in heat Lan?"
The aroused male's question was fairly straight forward. Lanora was, by no means, an expert in the matter but she [i]was[/i] a dragoness and, by extension, at least reasonably well versed in such matters. Even if she were being dragged into the middle of this… conversation with a certain lack of wiliness, she didn’t deny her partner's question. Forced to sit beneath their lifted tails to free up her forepaws, the half-willing female reached up to examine her friend's slit.
Fae growled softly with delight at being touched which only furthered the poor grounded girl's embarrassment. It was hard to tell if all that excess nectar rimming her fleshy folds was from pure arousal (at having Lanora's mate on her back) or caused by being in season. But her inner lining was slightly enflamed, certainly quite sensitive and had a lingering spicy scent that warmed the blood of even another female.

"I- I think so…" The pearly snout answered at length.

Lanora had to duck out of the way slightly as her partner's hips jerked forward as if magnetized by the answer, rubbing a slippery glaze all along those vulnerable hinds. The virile drake missed his mark, instead riding up the pinned red's belly to grease a thin string of sexual frustration out of the tip and down onto the bedsheets.
"RrrahhIwant to get you [i]pregnant[/i]." He growled into Ferilla's ear with a low, guttural noise. He wasn’t trying to hide it, his mate could clearly hear what he was saying even as he continued. "I want you to grow heavy with my chicks. And I want to [i]breed[/i] you the whole time while you do. I want you. I want you more than [i]anything[/i]."

"Ahh…" The worked-up hen wiggled, more than a little aroused by all this sinful conversation. "More… more than Lanora…?" She inquired with perverse curiosity.

"[b]Much[/b] more than her!" Malgorath answered without even the slightest hesitation.

There was something akin to a lump of stone, or maybe ice that dropped into the little female's cream colored belly as she listened to their exchange, an ugly mix emotions in her violet eyes as her breathing became heavier.
"Mpfh… yis… but… rrrrlll…" Fae's concern was momentarily halted as that devilish tongue slithered around and behind the sensitive cracks and crevices around her horns and ears in a quest to pleasure [b]his[/b] dragoness. "W-what about the hatchlings…" She finally managed to get out with no small amount of effort around being bathed in scintillating affection. The feral male answered with the same immediate and infallible authority:
"Lanora will raise them." For the first time, the conflicted dragoness' ears perked, initially in surprise, then dropped slightly as the weight of it actually sank in. "I don’t want anything to get in the way of us doing this again. And again-" He spoke to her while grinding his dripping, excited shaft across her belly like a measuring stick of what he could be doing to her insides. "-as many times as you'll let me." He growled, showing this stranger whose name he barely knew more reverence and agency than the dragoness he'd placed beneath his tail.
And all Lanora could do was sit there and stare as her partner planned out her future 'motherhood'.

"Then by all means… let's give Lanora something to keep her busy." Fae chortled, playing along with Mal's fantasy- completely ignorant at just how much of a stab to the heart it was to hear her best friend say those words!
It was hard to describe just how it felt to be both sick to her stomach and utterly aroused at the same time. She couldn’t fault Ferilla for being who she was with a gorgeous body and an appetite for a male she, herself, had fallen for. And, really, she couldn’t blame Malgorath for his obsession over an admittedly attractive female with a body that screamed [i]fuck me[/i] and libido to match either. That just left her as a third wheel, there to watch and-

"Lan." Her attention snapped back to reality, some spark of hope in her trying to dig out of the embers. But it wasn’t to be. "Help me in if you wouldn’t mind." The boot of reality stomped on what was left of her heart and her flickering eyes zeroed in on the cock that was having a hard time backing away long enough to find its mark.
Almost by reflex, her paw lifted, cradling his strong hatchling maker, feeling its warmth and weight against her palm. Lanora could have bit or clawed or scratched. But she didn’t. Instead she eased him back, letting the wet tip smear a final glaze of precum across her yellowish underbelly and nuzzled that tapered pink tip into the soft amber folds of her fiend's pussy. The iridescent dragoness knew once she let go, it probably wouldn’t come back out until her mate had sired within another woman.

And yet her paw loosened and let him slip out of her grasp and into her anyway… 

"Don’t touch." He growled out immediately with a hint of annoyance, catching the divided dragoness off guard. Her paw immediately jerked out of the way in concern. "I only want to feel her." The shameless drake breathed out, his mood mellowing almost immediately once his mate was no longer spoiling the sensation.

So she could look but not touch. In fact, she was almost [i]required[/i] to watch with the cage of limbs and tail still around her neck would force her to push something out of the way if she wanted to leave. The poor girl had to just sit there and endure the sight of her mate's very bare cock prying open her friend's scintillatingly tight womanhood all over again.
And endure she did, helplessly burning every detail into her memory as those plush, plump pussy lips spread wide to suck down every inch of dragon dick until Malgorath's urge to breed had the poor girl lifted up slightly on his impaling shaft. The satisfied noises and the way he just [i]shivered[/i]… He'd never done that with her before… The lapping ropes of sexual intercourse quite literally dripped off his shaft when it retreated. Lanora's eyes reflexively closed as a string of their intermingled fluids oozed off partner's leaking spire onto her snout. It was only there for a moment, her swirling eyes peeking open just in time watch him penetrate her again.

The tail-leash tightened monetarily, as if making sure she was still there before he barreled into the golden belled hen again. Then a third, quicker this time. The fourth there was barely a pause between in and out and by the fifth, there was no wait between thrust and counterstroke. They were [i]mating[/i].

The purple-eyed dragoness saw it all, cheeks rosy as she saw it happen in real time. Lanora felt the fervor of their passion, breathed in his raw virility mixing with [i]Fae's [/i]heated fertility, tasted the pheromone rich leftovers on the air. Gawds she could [i]see[/i] it happening for heaven's sake! She was watching him breed her with not a scrap of condom of contraceptive to speak of. And yet not even the spine-tingling sounds of her mate having sloppy, unprotected sex another woman pulled her out of the trance. It was like watching a train wreck and unable to pull her eyes away.
After all, what was it he'd said? He [i]wanted to get her pregnant[/i]…?
They were well on their way to do just that. If that cunt-stretching log of dragon dick was good at one thing, it'd be prying open a girl's most private of places for the most [i]intimate[/i] of kisses. Fae wasn’t any larger than Lanora and the poor emotionally jumbled dragoness knew [i]exactly[/i] what that felt like. Well… to some degree anyway. Mal had always been careful not to do anything with Lanora while she was in heat to avoid the very consequences he was diving head-first toward so that was just one more thing Ferilla could say she had experienced with her mate that she, herself, had not…
A soft delighted squeal caught the distracted dragoness off guard. The noise had come from her friend as the intense rutting her partner proceeded to give those heat-swollen folds had come to fruition in the form of a second fit of [i]highly[/i] pleasurable contractions! Fae [i]squirted[/i] and Lanora's rosy snout was set squarely in its path. If the poor 'nesses cheeks could get any warmer they surely would now with that splash of nectar dripping off her nostrils and forcing the rather intrusive scent of sex directly into her brain with each breath now.
For his part, Malgorath didn’t skip a single beat, fucking the shuddering hen beneath him from one orgasm straight toward another. That powerful jaw came down around her neck again to which the pleasure glazed girl offered no contest. Nor did she try to stop him from pinning her wrists to the bed or using his wings as additional [i]leverage[/i] to take her harder, wilder and with an even greater desire. 

Mal had always been a good lover but Lanora had never seen him quite like this. When he'd said he wanted Fae more, he must have meant it. The furious pace couldn’t last much longer but, as his body tensed, zeroing in on his own orgasm, so did the tail gripping his mate's neck. Not around her neck but [i]against[/i] it, pushing her snout down and chin forward. Lanora's only two choices were give in or fight it and, as her chin was held against the mattress, pointed straight up at the scene of debauchery from her lifemate fucking another woman, it was clear which option she'd chosen.
The deep, guttural growl of raw sexual satisfaction as he hit his peak made the butterflies dancing in the white dragoness' stomach shimmy a jig. Whether she let it happen from some primal dread, a dark abyssal arousal or both, she had no way of knowing but Lanora didn’t blink once as she stared up at the scene playing out before her. Her mate pressed deep, hard and flush and she watched him [i]impregnate[/i] her.
There was no other way to describe it. He'd made sure she knew Fae was in heat and was fully aware of howe virile her mate was so watching that sliver of violet cockbase [i]undulate[/i] against her friend's clit like that could leave no doubt his seed was landing in the belly of another woman. Her soft, plump vulva pulsed with vulgar grace, wrapped tightly around his shaft as it was. It punctuated the deliverance of each and every shot of sperm her mate was spilling deep into that highly receptive reproductive tract. The sensual rocking motion that followed only helped ensure a rich and [i]through[/i] breeding throughout the process.
Lanora's sharp eyes soaked in every adulterous detail; she could [i]swear[/i] she could see that trim golden tummy bob in time with her mate's ejaculations, as if she were witnessing the very moment of Hynotic's seed landing successfully in her belly. It was probably just the mirage of an overstimulated mind but that didn’t matter in the moment. Oh… The comforter was going to be ruined…
With Ferilla struggling to control her body, snout buried in the bedspread and all four claws grasping at anything her pinned limbs could reach in the throws of her third glutenous peek, the fabric fell victim to the power in that thrashing draconic body. The rosy cheeked dragoness just lay there, pressed against the side of the bed, watching her lover fill up another hen until there was nowhere for it to go but out. Lanora closed her eyes protectively with submissive embarrassment as a lazy string of the leftovers oozed out and glazed her muzzle with just enough viscosity to ride along the crease of her snout and down her throat some. 

The small female peeked her eyes open once the hold on her neck loosened but stayed absolutely still as the two [i]lovers[/i] enjoyed their full, rich afterglow. It was a sore affair but it was far from the last time the two of them would go at it tonight. It was some minutes later when the heated silence was broken.

"Hey Lan." Malgorath's voice caught the cum-trickled dragoness off guard but she perked all the same. "Would you mind grabbing us some takeout?" He inquired with terribly casual disregard.
"Ah… ah…" She could taste him, [i]them[/i], on her lips… "Yeah…" The small dragoness agreed without contest.

"Thanks." The virile stud replied without a hint of remorse. His paws tucked around the red hen and, with a mighty heave, rolled them both over on their side to spoon on the bed. Ferilla squealed a sound of delight!

He hadn't bothered to pull out beforehand.

"I want to make sure this takes." The devilishly handsome male growled, dragging his tongue across the sprawling, well-bred female's neck while simultaneously groping and rubbing her cumtummy with a generous pawing. Malgorath hadn't softened [i]at all[/i].

Lanora made it to the restaurant and back with hardly a thought in her head. It was hard to both process what had just happened and just walking at the same time- to speak nothing of the mental capacity required to get food. At least she'd managed not to walk out of the house covered in cum, though she still [i]reeked[/i] of sex to which caused more than one head to turn. Returning home, she found the two of them going at it hard all over again, though this time in [i]their[/i] bed! She supposed it made sense… the guest beds weren’t designed for such [i]roughhousing[/i]. 
Poor Lanora wouldn’t be getting much sleep tonight either it seemed…
Not that the two of them needed to continue such rigorous attempts if their intent had just been procreation. The seed Malgorath planted deep within Fae's womb was already hard at work nuzzling against her ova, softening the defenses around her sizeable clutch. It was only a matter of time before the first slender, wriggling little sperm managed to slip its genetic package past her defenses and right into its deliciously vulnerable core. By the end of the night, Ferilla would be well on the way to giving Lanora's mate his very first clutch.

A clutch Lanora, herself, would be raising…
At least remolding the guest bedroom into a nursery gave the poor girl something to do during the frequent 'meet ups' Fae and Mal engaged in. The mix of emotions became even more confusing when her friend started [i]showing[/i]. At least Lanora didn’t have to ask who the father was… Between all the rough rutting sessions, she could almost forget what had happened with the way her mate loved and doted on her just like normal. But she was always reminded when that lovely crimson muzzle showed up with an ever increasing [i]motherly[/i] glow only to get basically dragged away by the scruff by an eager Malgorath to fuck in the bedroom or over the kitchen counter or the shower. He'd even laid her out in the nursery once or twice, forcing Lanora to work around them as he made her gravid gut wobble with his eager effort to [i]enjoy[/i] her.
The last weeks before she laid had been especially hard on him. Not because he was worried about her or the chicks but because she denied his advances to mate with her so close to laying. But it was a temporary dry spell and it only made the frisky stud all the more eager up for the moment when he could pounce her and do it all over again.

When the time to lay finally came, her belly looked so swollen that Lanora could only [i]imagine[/i] what it felt like to have so much life inside you like that... The mated pair watched the red dragoness strain to do her motherly duty though they observed for very different reasons. When the last egg was laid and its soft, fluid-coated shell rest within the nest, Malgorath moved in to scoop up the mother of his young and carried her off to the bedroom.

Then, while the insatiable male took the opportunity to fling his seed [i]right[/i] across her friend's open, freshly emptied uterus and quell his pent-up frustrations, the iridescent dragoness moved in to curl around the nest of still drying eggs. It would be some time before his seed took root in her once more but that wouldn’t stop him from 'trying' over and over and [i]over[/i] again until it did. In the meantime, Lanora could put all the things she'd learned from reading those maternity self-help books to good use.

Satisfied, she laid her head down between forepaws with a wing draped protectively over the clutch, drifting off to the sound of [i]thumping[/i] from the room over.
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