
It was finally happening. Months of buildup, many nights spent fingering herself into oblivion at the mere thought. She wore her typical school clothes, a loose and comfy short sleeve shirt with some snug spandex pants rendering her lack of underwear and bra quite obvious. She did have an ‘easy access’ policy with whatever she wore outside. Halcyon had been ready from the day she agreed.
But her posture and features were anything but casual, standing stiffly, tail swishing with unconfined excitement. The shimmering ivory scaled dragoness faced down her poster, made a month ago, a board of glitter and art that she poured her heart and lust into. Its top headline across the width was bright and eye-catching, a bold “Holes for Hope!”
The center of the landscape oriented poster was big artsy-flowery yet simple text, itself split into two columns. The left being various sexual acts, with a coinciding price across. The heart-dotted i’s contrasted to the perverse marketing of her body, nonpenetrative interactions only a dollar, three for oral, five for vaginal, and a whopping ten for anal.
It was a bit pricey in her mind, but it was all to raise money for the school, so she figured some markup was warranted. She hoped people would be okay with her requiring payment, as any other day it would be easy enough to tell her to get on all fours for free, the giddy teen a proud slut and constantly making sure her developing sexy body got as much attention as possible. She did relish the thrill and sensations.
The showy colors and cutesy handwriting clashed with the text’s purpose, further set by the drawings on the board’s outer columns. The left space to the text was filled with an adorable full body rendition of the dragon girl, naked and doing an inviting sensual pose. The picture was skilled, though nothing truly expert, yet it served its purpose of alluring while filling white space perfectly. The right column had multiple smaller vignettes, a drawing showcasing the sexual act they were horizontal to. She had drawn an actual kitty face for vaginal, as she realized drawing real vaginas was hard.
There was further small text running across the bottom, meant to be seen only once up close. Smaller details and conditions arose, such as teachers and parents needing condoms while students went bareback free. Though, a five dollar charge allowed the adults to bypass protection. Some extra prices were listed for uncommon kinks such as watersports, with the final sentence given special emphasis of a minute in between each customer for cleaning.
Her hands shook as she reached out and grabbed the thick paper, re-reading and re-inspecting her glitter application. The young dragoness carefully rolled the board up, and sealed it with a rubber band, setting it down beside her cute purple backpack. She re-checked everything, all her supplies were in the bag, a big box of condoms, numerous boxes of disinfectant wipes, bottles of lube, bottles of water and energy drinks, and some protein and granola bars.
She stood quietly in the living room of their small trailer home, dressed and packed, eyeing her items laid out on the couch. Her hands clasped together to anxiously fiddle with her pink painted claws, posture straight and excited as she fidgeted in place, thinking about the day ahead with a tingling tummy. Then she quickly perked up her ears, turning to look down the hall a bit as a flush rang out from the one bathroom in the house.
Halcyon watched earnestly as her father stepped out, buck naked, similar primary white scales glittering under the dim light as his gray underbelly had more of a matte reflection to them. He stretched in the hall, large build taking up much of the space, capable muscles visible and flexing as he let out a groan the shifted to a yawn as he slowly spread his appendages out, the extra rounding and weight of his mature dad-bod settling as he dropped back to the flats of his feet.
He smacked his lips a few times, eyes barely open, and began walking to the living room and the joined kitchen. Smacking kept being heard though, his huge flaccid, uncut cock slapping about a bit as his full balls swung below, a truly tantalizing package openly on display. The monster snake between his legs hung down most of his thigh, almost as thick as his tail, yet smooth, giving it quite the presence on the nude man.
The girl standing there suddenly filled with joy, her movements reflecting that, her arm quickly and energetically waved at him as she raised up a bit, standing on her tippy toes. “Good morning daddy!”
The bare man froze, one eye cracking open more as he took in a startled breath. His deep and bassy voice came, though when speaking to her it was always gentle. “Halcyon? Sweetie, it’s five am. What are you doing up so early?” He idly rubbed his eyes as she clearly stared at his long dick, happy her dad was a shower, awed into a sexual submission even when he was soft.
The young sophomore’s response was far more awake than his question, “It’s my fundraiser day today! I wanted to get everything ready.” She rolled on the balls of her feet as she held her hands behind her cutely.
Lak blinked a few times, eyes opening fully, silver eyes meeting hers with compassion and concern. “Hal, that doesn’t start until ten.”
“I wanna be prepared.”
He sighed, though in an endearing way. “How long did it take you to get ready?”
She hesitated. “Twenty minutes.”
“When did you wake up?”
More hesitation. “An hour ago.”
“And when did you go to sleep?”
A long silence. “Two am.”
A matching length sigh from the drowsy father. “Hal… that’s two hours of sleep.”
Her long ovular ears folded back as her tail stopped wagging. “…Yeah. I just… I’m so excited. I couldn’t sleep.”
The next sigh was much more caring. “Sweetie, you need some good rest if you’re going to be having sex all day. Whoring is a taxing job. This is my usual wakeup hour, not yours. How long do you need before you’re ready to leave?”
She got giddy again, posture aloof with a big smile. “I’m ready right now!”
An unsurprised nod came from the naked father. “Alright then, set a timer for eight, and go back to bed. That should give you proper time to eat a proper breakfast before leaving around nine thirty.” He said, eyeing the granola bars in the open backpack.
Halcyon wilted, “But… I’m already awake.”
Lak crossed his arms, though much of his imposing aura was diminished from his dick and balls swinging as he moved. “And each second you’re awake is a second you’re not getting rest before a tiring day. Go. To. Bed.”
“But-“
“No buts.”
She settled, though obviously had something to say. She had learned her lesson of back talking when she ended up licking his feet for the rest of her highschool years, even though she’s glad it happened. It was after all, her sexual awakening, despite her father not intending that. “Please, may I speak, daddy?”
Lak calmed with that, understanding she had something important to say, and wasn’t trying to fight him. He simply nodded.
The fidgeting girl looked up from her idly clasped hands, “It’s just… I meant it when I said I couldn’t sleep. I can go to bed, but I’ll just be lying there awake.”
With softening eyes, the man looked at her, and nodded again with an exhale. “Alright. I understand.” She just began to somberly nod with him, posture slouched now with downward ears and a still tail. He remained paternally stoic, though the edges of his lips curled a bit in a smile. “Do you think you could fall asleep if I went to bed with you? It is the weekend after all, just because I’m programmed to wake up now doesn’t mean I have somewhere to be.”
The previous dismal features of the teen lit up like a spotlight, a silent moment buffering her exploding “Yes!”
He held an arm out, and after carefully tearing off her clothing in giddiness, Halcyon trotted up to the big man with pure joy, quickly taking the arm into a sidelong hug as they walked back to Lak’s room. He wouldn’t say anything, but he was having a harder time than usual suppressing an erection from having Halcyon’s breasts smushing into his side.
-
“Okay, here you go Hal. Enjoy.” Sliding off the skillet with ease, the thick fluffy pancake slapped onto the vibrating girl’s plate. Even as her father’s words calmed her, every second passing brought her closer to the time of her fundraiser. Still happily naked, nipples clearly hard both from the morning chill and her bottomless excitement, Halcyon was full to the brim of arousal, nerves, and excitement.
Lak blinked, and the pancake was gone, a very uncharacteristic burp ringing out from the nude teen, bouncing in her seat, bringing distracting motions to her chest. The man smirked, and loosed that warm rumbling chuckle of his. “I don’t think you liked it, would you like another?”
She cutely craned around and nodded at mach twelve. The sizzle of poured batter masked her father’s laugh, smiles filling the room. The teenage dragoness took her time with the additional flapjacks, while also hitting the plate of bacon and eggs that Lak had set on the table for both to draw from. The initial time after the man sat down was the focused silence of consuming a homemade breakfast, basking in flavors before family. 
There was an elephant in the room, in fact it had been in the room since an ill-fated day that Halcyon took a debit card and brought her father’s wrath. That day awoke her carnal side, rousing dark lusts as her first interaction with cock was licking it clean. Every day since then Halcyon had gracefully glided into being a slut, yet her father paid almost no heed, simply letting her live her life as long as she was safe and happy.
To this point now, where his daughter sat before him, happily eating with absolutely nothing covering her ever growing body, beautiful shapes and curves on display under a cute loving face. They both knew she was going to be having sex today, with a significant number of people, strangers even, all to raise money for the school. The girl was truly stoked, while her parent was proud of her service to the community in her own way.
No family was like this, no family should be like this, but Lak knew what made her happy, and she was overjoyed in his acceptance, only driving her true love for him further. She had of course told him that she loved him, every time from driving together, to licking his feet clean of mud, that expression was one she did constantly. He clearly loved her too, but she doubted that he was picking up on her true desire for him, or if he was just carefully avoiding it, knowing he already was too far off the normal path for parenting.
It was fairly obvious the slutty bubbly teen had fallen head over feet for her father if anyone saw them at home, but it would be an entire other thing than encouraging his daughter’s dreams to succumb to that incestuous love himself. Halcyon tried not to think about it much, but the thoughts always snuck up after she fantasized about him too much, staring both lustfully and adoringly into his silver gaze as they ate.
Some days it made her confused, sometimes it made her sad, other times it was an anguished happiness. Did he just not pick up her infatuation? Was he silently rejecting her? Or was he sparing her from a mistake she didn’t see? Too many thoughts, too many outcomes, yet none of them seemed to lead to him being with her. The ivory teen sighed into her last pancake, face getting subtly darker compared to her previous overflowing exuberance for the day.
Lak had made it clear of his legal and moral obligations to not have sexually focused interactions with her. She couldn’t argue, any partner had the right to say no, no matter how much she wanted it. A deeper quiet exhale, ears drooping a touch. If she couldn’t even get into his pants, there was no way to get deeper into his heart. This love for him was silly, childish and impossible. She knew that these were fleeting or exaggerated lusts and wants, but it still hurt her to constantly try and force herself to give them up.
“You look troubled, baby girl. You good? Food’s not upsetting you, is it? The bacon was a bit old, but it should still be good…” Concernedly asked her father, the warm deep voice breaking through her most cloudy thoughts. She looked up, features snapping to attention with faint surprise, before a sheepish little smile was on her scaly snout.
“Yeah… all good. Just thinkin’ daddy.” Pushing above her little internal spiral, she resumed consuming her wonderful breakfast, the smile growing to full genuineness. 
“Ah. You certainly seemed out of it there, but not in the good way like usual. Something’s on your mind, what’s wrong?”
Halcyon met his caring curious look with an exterior of a happy, amused, apologetic daughter, sorry about making him worry. She wanted to slam her hands on the table, get into his face and just scream. ‘I don’t just want you to fuck me! I love you! I want you to say that I’m yours! I want you so much!’
Instead, she shrugged. “Ah, nothing. Just remembered some homework that I still have to do, regardless of the fundraiser. Once more, math ruins the parade, right?” A slight forced chuckle capped the lie off.
Lak sat back, nodding after a cursory moment. “That is true, deadlines are always there to dampen your spirits.” Before he returned to the usual charming smile, he flicked his eyes up to meet hers. “You know you can talk to me though.”
The teen nodded with a suppressed sad exhale. “Of course daddy, you know I’d always come to you if something was wrong.” She paused, the lurking emotion unable to be contained. “I love you.”
With a mouthful of pancakes, he grinned at her. “Love you too sweetie.” But it wasn’t the same.
-
“I’ll be back at six thirty Hal, have fun and don’t forget to call if something is up.” Lak said, watching his shapely daughter disembark the jeep, her purple backpack strapped tightly to her simple shirt while her tight jean shorts showed off her figure and legs as she reached to the back to grab her rolled up poster. 
Slamming the door shut, she waved with a bright smile, returned by her father, and the vehicle drove off. It was still thirty minutes before the event started, and it would likely be another hour before anyone showed up. Nobody was super intent on being the first in line for brownies or other baked goods, and she had not divulged exactly what she would be selling.
When she was voted to do the yearly fundraiser, it was only because the usual person, known for her top-tier brownies, would be unable to do it this year. It was clear why people had voted Halcyon to fill the gap, her reputation had spread through the school by then, and so had her legs for nearly all in her grade. They picked her for an obvious reason, and it was all a nice joke for everyone. But she wasn’t joking. 
Things changed when she accepted the nomination. The joke became too real, although she had deliberately worded her little acceptance thank you speech to be as plain as possible for the school morning news. When asked if she would do what they thought she would do, her only response was “What do you think? It’s a school fundraiser, use your head.”
Some thought it was obvious they would have a fundraiser where the person was bold enough to sell their body, others thought she was just being snarky, as there was no way the school would okay such a thing. One student being allowed to be consensually promiscuous behind closed doors at school was one thing, a public fundraiser that the whole town would hear about was another.
As the months until the event passed, more and more chalked it up to a regular fundraiser, Halcyon just going to make cupcakes or something. This lead to a lot of people regretting voting for her, as they wanted someone who they knew made good stuff, meanwhile everyone knew Halcyon lived in the trailer park, and wasn’t too privileged when it came to spending money. Some doubted she even had an oven.
She did, and it was used, but that wasn’t the point. The point is that she could not wait for the excited pandemonium that would spread like wildfire once it was clear she was indeed offering sex. Setting up in the blacktop behind the building, the teen had set out a table that was provided from a faculty member there to oversee everything. 
Conveniently, it was Mr. Cox, an absolute hunk of a shark that she had a significantly higher amount of ‘interactions’ with then the other adults in school. Plus being the vice principal, he had some power. So right as she arrived and explained her true goal, he gave her the go ahead.
Some negotiating was to be done however, as this would require some ‘attention’ to prevent a PR nightmare for not just the school but the whole town. Thankfully Mr. Cox’s brother was the police chief, allowing some extra control of the situation. You know what they say, small town and all that. 
They talked as they dragged the table out to the large paved space, set up her poster by taping it to the table, then as they went inside to grab some of those floor pads used in gym class. For the official capacity to sell sex at a school fundraiser, Halcyon had to do four things. First, was to allow the shark to record her today, and allow sharing of said recording. no biggie for Hal, that was fine.
Second, was that she had to take some steps of her own to ensure news of this didn’t spread too far, and accept that it would never happen again. Also accepted quickly, that was fair to the girl.
The last requirements were a little more in depth, and more of a payment. Tonight, she would go home with Mr. Cox. He would get free rein over her body (not like she ever said no, but whatever) while he would also be able to give her out during the night. He made no attempts to hide that he would hand her over to his brother to cover the expense of silencing the media.
Then finally, she’d see him before going home every other day unless he says otherwise, for all of the next three months. Both of these were happily accepted, the thought of being handed out to even more strangers already starting to get her wet, a hard to see dark spot forming in her jeans’ crotch. But she wasn’t a girl that would take all of that without something a bit more than just permission to make the school money. Further debate led to the vice principal agreeing that for every increment of a thousand dollars earned, Halcyon would spend two days naked at school with no repercussions. The poster was edited accordingly before the two shook on it, and Halcyon got ready as Mr. Cox went to make some calls.
She tugged her shirt off, lack of bra letting her perky tits bounce down as she folded the shirt. Next was her shorts, the denim sliding down with a clear stick trail at her groin, the lack of underwear spreading her liquid anticipation directly to the material. Unzipping her bag, she prepped the table. The big ‘gang-bang’ size box of condoms was ripped open and set on the surface, with a note repeating the condom rules on her poster. She put out the wipes and towels next, then carefully positioned the numerous bottles of lube.
By the end, she and her setup were ready for whoring all day, as Mr. Cox had returned with a few big packs of water bottles from the cafeteria. She got them for free, but others had to pay for them. Her energy bars and drinks remained in her bag, out of sight under the table and ready to be accessed once the strain of non-stop fucking caught up to her. Mr. Cox continued without further direction, setting up a fancy camera on a tripod, aimed at her and ready for the show to start. Halcyon got tired of sitting there already after five minutes, moving out on one of the soft mats beside the table to do stretches until the first customer.
During this agonizingly long wait, the dragon and shark had a neat little idea, the man quickly taking off into the building to grab some writing supplies to make a little sign at the camera with “Take a photo balls deep in the school slut! - $10 (Will be posted in the Yearbook).” This both served as another monetary service, and cleverly hid the fact that everyone using her would be recorded by giving a reason for the camera to be there. Clever and hot, Halcyon was itching and needy to get her first use, wanting the start of the video to have a grand beginning. Not to mention, she would love to have a bunch of pics of her having sex in yearbook. Might be a reason to actually care about buying it this year.
Months of building anticipation and lust were culminating this morning, the silence of her twitching legs and tail as she sat at the table was one of pure excitement. Thoughts ran rampant in her sex-focused mind, who would be the first? What species? How big? What position, which hole, how long, every aspect was sent to fantasy as she waited. There were some nerves of course, but it was simply of how long she would have to wait, for she knew that she would have a good time. This is what she dreamed of, this exact situation of being available to use by all is one she had certainly lived in her dreams before.
Many dreams were sexy enough to wake her at night and make her spend the next half hour furiously fingering herself at two in the morning, and this scenario was squarely on the ‘immediate masturbate’ list for the young teen. She was already daydreaming as the wait dragged on, only to be shattered from her imagining of being bent over the table by a car door slam. Halcyon became the textbook definition of alert, back ramming straight, long ears flying up as she instantly swiveled her head to noise’s direction, going completely still.
When the family of four walked around the corner of the building from the parking lot, they froze. All eyes were on her, a glorious thing that made the snowy scaled teen blush happily. They stared long and hard, gazes locked to her nude form, shimmering scales and delightful young curves in the early sun, all as she pushed her arms together to present her growing C cups at them, nipples at attention and pointing at them. The family were canines, sheepdogs, and they each had a different reaction which lead to a hearty giggle from Halcyon.
Flushing and shamed, the father looked away after staring at her open chest while the teen boy Hal’s age did a fist pump with a loud “Yes!” 
A cute younger sister looked on with wide eyes and a curious expression, “Woah!” 
What shattered the joy she gained from the attention, was the mother, looking about to boil over with rage. “My word!” The woman shouted, hands clenched to fists before reaching over to try and cover her children’s eyes, the boy artfully dodging them. “What in the world do you think you’re doing! There are children here! This is a school event!”
Halcyon kept her cheery smile, this not her first time being accosted for her lifestyle. “Yes. That is the point.” The ivory scaled teen waved to the poster on the table, “I am raising money for the school in a fun and exciting new way!”
The woman only looked more horrified. “By… selling yourself? What!? This isn’t a place for some… trashy whore!”
Rolling her eyes and shrugging amusedly, Hal nodded. “I mean, I am trailer trash. Sooo…”
Eyes narrowed on the sheepdog, Halcyon recognizing the teen boy in the family as a kid from math class she sucked off a few times for homework answers before. He seemed really embarrassed by his mother’s actions, instead of the naked girl in front of him. She smirked to herself, knowing her time with him had removed that aspect of shyness from the boy. “You disgust me.” Stated the mother, voice dripping with venom.
The boy had enough, groaning and slouching. “Oh my god mom, stop being so dramatic! I told you this was gonna happen, didn’t I? Not my fault you didn’t believe me.”
Gaze redirected, the mother eyed her son down. “And just how did you know this was going to be the ‘fundraiser’? There was no mention of it being prostitution.”
Tim, the teen boy, crossed his arms and stood defiant. “Because she’s the school slut mom! Everyone knew she was gonna sell her body!”
“Timothy! Language!” Blurted the woman, before Halcyon raised a hand and partially stood from the chair. 
“Excuse me miss, but he’s right. And in all honesty, I worked really hard to get the title of the school slut, I would appreciate it if you used it.”
Teeth bared and growls echoed, the mother not happy in the slightest. “You. You… You… Ghnn! What is wrong with you!? Who are you?”
“Oh, uh, hi. I’m Halcyon Keerij and I’m here to get my holes reamed and make money for the school. And you?” Most people in the town have heard of the dragoness, either by her name or her reputation, or just ‘that easy chick’. Either someone was out of the loop, or the mother never considered that her ‘activities’ would extend to the school. The scaly teen sighed, adults can be so stupid sometimes, it honestly shocked her.
“Why would you degrade yourself in such a manner? This has to be forced, there’s no way a child like yourself is this messed up in the head! So full of sin!”
Again, Hal was casual, setting her muzzle into a palm and speaking matter-of-factly. “Well you see, sex feels pretty damn good. So I have a lot of it, right? I mean, it fucking rocks. I’d just bend over and get fucked all day if I could. And I’m turning seventeen in the summer. Not a kid. Gimme some credit lady, I know what I like.”
The woman had to pause to formulate a response. “Not even of legal age, yet you go around opening your legs for anyone. What man will want you? Nobody would want a…” She sneered as she said the words, “woman as high-mileage as you are.”
Halcyon gave a simple, “Incorrect.” This was honestly the most boring confrontation yet. She got more flak trying to get into the local strip club for dance lessons. 
The mother was turning to leave, having a prideful shitty smirk after pointlessly telling off the girl, only to spin around with more fury. “What?”
A shrug, “I mean, my dad loves me. Sure, I don’t exactly have a boyfriend, but I’m not looking for one right now. Sex is like, completely different from a relationship. I mean, yeah there can be some overlap, but sex is a more carnal thing. My heart wants something completely different than my pussy, right?”
“Have you no shame? How could such a girl as yourself think living like that is okay? I’m sure your father is disgusted by raising such a promiscuous gremlin.”
“I’d say he’s pretty proud to be honest, even made me a nice breakfast this morning before dropping me off. Great guy, you should be more accepting like him. And while I may not go to church, I’m sure you do. I don’t give a shit about big ol’ sky-daddy, but you do you, right? You don’t hear me shitting on you for doing something I don’t believe in. So I do what I want, and who I want. I can see your lack of joy in life that you put more energy into telling me off than simply leaving. You care more about ‘winning’ than actually protecting your kids, ‘cuz you would have left already if that’s what you wanted.”
She stood fully, planting her hands on the table and leaning over it to let her nice breasts drop down as she moved her chest to wobble them enticingly. “Every second you waste trying to convince me of ‘changing my sinful ways’ is more that they get to ogle my tits. And judging by the stares, you might want to get a boob job hun. And just so we’re clear, I love being seen. I’m the one winning in this situation, because I’m not afraid to enjoy my life, no matter how ‘improper’ it is.”
Aghast, angry, and frustrated, the mother recoiled while preparing another volley. “Why you-“
Halcyon wasn’t having it though, “If none of you are going to fuck me, then you have no reason to be here. I have been looking forward to this for months. I am not going to let you ruin the day I’ve fantasized about for so long. If you can’t get it through your head that people like to have fun, and you have no right to stop them, then you don’t belong here.”
The shark chimed in for the first time, letting the scene play out before he intervened. “Excuse me miss, but I do have to agree with Halcyon. If you are not here to participate, I’m going to have to ask you to leave.”
He knew the dragoness was unorthodox in her behavior, but she did stand by it quite seriously and he knew she could hold her own. You can’t be some at-large slut without conviction and a lack of care for what others think. Mr. Cox had been at the receiving end of one of the teen’s outbursts the first time he tried to expel her for fucking a teacher in the janitor’s closet. It had been an eye opening experience to say the least, as it was punctuated with the best damn blowjob he ever had. He changed his mind quite easily.
Redirecting her anger, the sheepdog mother focused on the well dressed shark making himself a new target. “And you, are you with the school? Did you allow this travesty of civilized society? I want to know just where you get off, letting this girl be a-”
“I’m the vice principal ma’am, and the statement stands. If you had listened to your son, or paid any real attention to the school atmosphere then you’d know of miss Keerij’s reputation. Now, we do keep her tame during school, but she still has many interactions we can’t police, as they do no harm beyond making the students and staff happier and more productive.” 
He sighed, almost in a defeated fashion. “Trust me, the principal kept a close eye on her once she began, only to find that grades and student happiness skyrocketed. Instead of finding a reason to kick her out, we found reasons to let her stay. Sure, it’s immoral and ‘sinful’, but she brings more positivity to the school. As I said, there is consent in all parties, and there technically aren’t any laws being broken beyond societal norms because of that. She may be under age, but she is above age of consent.”
“Well, I’ll… You’ll… There’s…” The woman blurted out words, struggling to grasp at straws of an argument. Though she never said it, and would never accept it, she turned in defeat, grabbing her kid’s shoulders and leading them away. The two behind the table watched them go, the kids shouting and stumbling, trying to stay and see more of the naked girl who made sure to heft and jiggle her tits as they left. The father had turned around, shrugging apologetically, then only flushed more when Hal winked at him and stood higher while spreading her pussylips at him.
Just as their hushed voices faded, more came. “Wow, somebody musta’ woken up on the wrong side of the bed.”
“Yeah, that lady was in a real tizzy! Maybe they’re already sold out? I told you we should have gotten here earlier! Those brownies go fast!”
“Nah, that Halcyon girl is doing it this year, remember? We don’t even know what she’s bringing, it might not even be baked-“
Four bucks walked around the corner, one adult, the rest in varying ages, but all in highschool. Conveniently enough, she recognized them, and knew that there was one of each for every grade but her’s, so she didn’t have a chance to be truly ‘acquainted’ with them. The girl was still standing, sun shining brilliantly on her scales, prismatic reflections gracing the blacktop. Saying their jaws hit the floor was an understatement, all of them freezing in their tracks.
Yet instead of enraged confusion, it was intent looks, dilating pupils locked to her shapely eye-catching bits. Dark perky nipples on bright supple skin-like underbelly scales, gray and matte compared to the iridescent ivory of her main plates. This group, she was going to take the lead, knowing they were likely more than okay with her ‘product’. But she really needed some dick to get over the last one, and wasn’t going to let these ones slip through her grasp.
“Hi~! Welcome to my Holes for Hope! Fund the school and bust a nut balls deep in me! Prices are shown, you boys game?” A short pitch, but it did everything she needed it to.
The father leading the various brothers barked a surprised grunt, before he too joined in the revery. “Well I’ll be darned. You were right boy, she really is struttin’ out for us! How much is anal, can you see? Mah eyes ain’t what they used to be.”
Instantly, Halcyon looked relieved, and adopted a more sensual air. Sashaying closer a bit to give a better view, reaching up to heft her breasts at them, “Anal is ten bucks. As an adult, you need a condom though. But it can be ignored with an extra five!”
The multi-point mature deer stood taller with an impressed air. “Fifteen for bare anal?” A whistle, “Less than a bar night with the boys! Sign me right up, been too long since I spurt under a girl’s tail!”
Already there was insurmountable relief on the scaled teen. “Thank fuck. You have no idea how much I need it.” She swiftly grabbed the fatherly buck’s hand and giddily led him to the table. It was a remarkably simple thing, getting fucked for money. Halcyon leaned over the table, the stud dropped his pants and squirted some lube on his long tapered shaft. Then she got treated to the cervine specialty, heavy deep thrusts that speared wonderfully into her guts. 
His entrance was easy, the stretching of her anus coming only when his depth made her shiver. She was moaning since his tip pushed past her rim, and soon he was grunting as paced slaps came from his hips smacking to her soft ass. Creaks from the folding table they fucked atop accentuated the wet plaps from the father’s balls impacting her wet slit. The noises of sex all took a pause but the hot breaths, the mature buck frozen balls deep with a pleased grumble, sack pulsing against young folds as her ass got the first cream-pie of the day.
Slick tones with a satisfied pullout, Hal’s anus doing its best to keep the cock inside it. The father wiped his brow, looking down at the slutty dragon on the table, still flat on the surface as her asshole winked at him and her tail flagged as high as possible. A proud smile as no evidence of seed leaked, a deer’s tool built for deep injection. “Hot damn! Girlie, yer’ ass gotta be the best thing that my dick felt in ages!” He placed a hand on one of her enticing cheeks, squeezing the round flesh before patting it. “Glad to get ya’ while yer’ still tight.”
Halcyon’s voice was wispy in bliss. “Ahhh, just what I needed~ Feel free to give it a spank~”
A warm chuckle. “Naw, yer a good time. Only spank th’ bad ones.”
Matching his chuckle with more of an airy presence, Halcyon began to pull her mind out of the muck of a good fuck. “What a gentleman.” 
“Glad ya’ think so.” Arching his back to make a few audible cracks, the buck happily rumbled. “Good to get th’ ole bones moving like that again.” The three other boys closer to the dragoness’s age were still standing around, much more awkwardly than they realized after watching their dad plow Hal’s ass in public. Once the father’s pants were pulled back up and belt latched, he faced his kids with a bright spirit. “Now then, which one o’ ya wants next?” He asked while slipping two bills into the lockbox on the table. “I’m payin’”
All three raised their hand, and Halcyon never had the chance to bring her mind out of the haze of sexual delight.
-
It was roughly lunch time, Halcyon sprawled on the gym-mat beside the table, a large crowd bustling around the blacktop now. She was panting, mouth open with eyes lidded in exhausted bliss. The sun glinted off her scales as Mr. Cox handed her a water and a granola bar, then faced the crowd. “Alright, Hal is going on a thirty minute lunch break!”
There were some groans and annoyed remarks, but nobody argued as the snowy dragoness slowly rose off the ground. Rubbing off the cum around her lips, she first grabbed a wipe to clean off from the last customer. While tending to herself, she looked up at the well-dressed shark. “Thirty minutes? I only need five, that’s a long time without being fucked.”
Shaking his head, the large man chuckled a bit. “I respect your dedication to whoring yourself, but you need a break. Get some water and calories, cool off a bit. Remember, I’m here to make sure this stays safe and healthy.”
She was already chugging the water, half the bottle gone. “Ahhh… Yeah, I know. Thanks for doing this, I do appreciate it.”
“Well, no need to thank me, that comes in the form of our ‘personal evaluations’ in the next few months.”
A happy giggle from the teen slut, “Heh, yeah. I’ll show you just how much I appreciate your dick can hit my cervix. Another water please?”
He was already handing one to her with a smile. “Be sure to take a bathroom break before restarting too.”
-
“No, it can’t be time already.” She mumbled, the dragoness absolutely cum-drunk on the table. She lurched with measured pace, chest flopping as momentum carried through her entire form from the stallion fucking her. He was from the football team, they knew each other quite well. And now everyone around them knew what the girl was capable of, a bump appearing on her belly every time the stud bottomed out with a hearty plap and grunt.
Still, it didn’t change Mr. Cox tapping her sweaty shoulder. “Well, it’s five till six. You can take the last three guys in line, but I’m not letting anyone else queue up.”
“Mh- Ah~ F-Fuck, right there…” Was all the teen could say.
The stallion grinned, “Even when you’re hella loose from being plowed all day, your cunt still rocks. You’re such a whore Halcyon.”
A blush joined the heat of fornication, “Thaaanks~” Happily replied the teen, nude scales bearing sweat and strands of cum, looking like she just got out of the biggest orgy on this side of the country. The stallion held her legs to his chest, her limp feet bouncing off his shoulders with every thrust, until he fully engaged. Ramming home one last time, the little bump on her tummy turned to the full outline of a flare, before it jiggled and rounded out. Her toes splayed as the stud bared teeth, Halcyon shivering with a moan as he tensed.
With a truly delectable pullout, a hefty cum balloon popped out of the teen’s worn slit, a truly bloated condom of equine seed. Barely winded, the athlete tugged it off the softening mast of horsecock, deftly tying it. He then dropped it in a bin, one of three, all bearing some number of condoms yet this one the most. Letting Halcyon’s pleasure-overloaded body slump back to the table, he regarded the hazy girl. “With that, I cast my vote to pussy.”
Words were so hard when all her thoughts were of sex. “Okaaay. Is any… other player in line still?”
“Nope, I’m the last one on the team.”
A slow nod from the white-scaled beauty. “T-Then you win, my pussy will be free-use to everyone on the team for the rest of the year. H-Have fun~”
“Well, it’s not like it isn’t already. But it saves time knowing we won’t have to ask anymore.” He reached out to slap one of her nicely developing breasts, the smack bringing a low whining moan. “Enjoy your last two clients, I gotta break the news to the boys.”
-
Lak stepped out of the truck, just as the last of the crowd was beginning to dissipate. Some lingered around the table, simply memorizing the sight of the naked girl near passed out on it, but most people left or got some distance. The sun was just starting to turn red, and Lak took a deep breath of cool evening air. A casual smile decorated his intimidating visage as he made his way to the blacktop. There, he found his daughter. Dreamily cooing, weak and absent-minded, holes gaped open and cum everywhere. 
Well, so much for the inbetween cleaning, but as a responsible father, Lak planned for this. There were a number of towels already lining the passenger seat of his jeep, ready for their well-fucked cargo. Mr. Cox stood at attention by her, enforcing the time limit and shooing away desperate teens. Upon noticing the immense dragon striding towards him, the shark’s ears rose an inch as eye contact was made. Everyone knew Lak let his daughter fuck. But everyone knew Lak would fuck you up if you hurt his daughter.
“Ah, Mister Keerij. Good to see you.”
A cordial handshake followed, Lak’s almost seven feet of height almost making the fit shark look up a bit to keep eye-level. “Heya Jim!” The dragon said with a grin, clapping the vice principal on the shoulder. “Everything go smoothly?”
Matching the father’s smile, “Oh yes, quite better than expected honestly.” He then gestured to the leaking teen, eyes distant as her face froze in ecstasy. “We had half the faculty turn up, and what felt like a quarter of the student base. She got quite some mileage out of those holes of hers, but I can confidently say this will be the most successful fundraiser in our county’s history.”
“Well, that milage looks to have worn her treads down, eh?” Joked the dragon, laughing more at the shark’s reaction.
“Yes, I suppose so. I already re-packed her bag, and put her clothes in it. I tried to wipe off as much cum as I could, but a lot went into the hard-to-reach places too. I recommend a lot of enemas when you get her home. Probably some mouthwash as well. Part of our deal was that she came home with me, but that can wait till she’s rested up a bit. There’s always tomorrow.”
Snapping a towel out, Mr. Cox having no idea where it came from, the mature scalie had no trouble wrapping his child up and bringing her to his toned arms. Looking back one last time as he slid his tail through her backpack’s handle, the man gave his farewells. “Thanks again for letting her do this Jim! It means a lot to her!”
A final wave and a knowing chuckle was sent back to the dad. “Oh trust me, she means a lot to us too!”
Rumbling a bassy chuckle, Lak returned to his car. Halcyon had just barely snapped out of it when he got her seatbelt on, looking around all confused. “M-Muh? Wh-Where-“
The big man scratched her head, “Easy baby girl, it’s me. We’re going home.”
Looking like a child that found out santa wasn’t real, the cum-drunk teen squirmed in the seat. Unable to do any major coordination of her body, the gang-banged dragoness just kinda wiggled. “Nooo… More cock, I want… more cock.”
Lak chortled a bit as he got in the driver’s seat, turning the ignition. “You can have sex tomorrow sweetie, nothing stopping you from getting laid any other day. Right now though, you’re going home, and getting some rest.”
She was already fading, exhaustion creeping up. “B-But… there’s no… cock in me.” 
Peeling out of the parking lot, the masculine dragon got them underway. It ended in a whimper, but it was certainly the best weekend Halcyon ever had. A tender smile shone on her defiled body, matching the one from her father, watching her breathing settle to a pleasant snooze. It would be a short drive, the girl never waking up as she was carried to the bath, and then her bed. Lak stayed and watched her for awhile, sitting on the chair he used to bring out every night for a bedtime story. Watching the girl’s form rise and fall under her pink blankets, an oddly serene thing for him. Getting up, he flicked the light off and left for bed as well, resting easy knowing she had the time of her life.

