
Hal gave a loud gagging ‘ghlrrk’ as Xavier drew his cock from the snug embrace of her throat. One of the boy’s hands gripped a sturdy horn gently sweeping from the back of her head, holding her up as she rested on her knees while the girl refilled her lungs. The ivory dragoness’s face was a wet mess of spit and cum, webbing to the equally slick dick now hanging in front of her blissed out face. Runny makeup, wet eyes, all the signs of a good throat usage. The well-fucked girl barely noticed his other hand descending to hover a phone out, a click sounding as he took a picture of the glorious scene.
Letting her horn go, she slumped forwards into a puddle of horny teen, completely at the mercy of the aromatic malehood presented before her. Humming constant moans, her mind was full of fantasies and the satisfaction of those mental desires. Xavier barely regarded her as the dark scaled boy once more shoved his cock against her cheek, rubbing the slick meat over her flushed face. “Don’t get all limp on me now, slut. Just because I’ve been using your throat for hours doesn’t mean you get out of cleaning duty.”
Mumbles and happy noises of lust was all her distant eyes and slack jaws could give, obediently sending her tongue out to lap up the pearly mess. Despite everything about this being absolutely divine to the slutty girl, the black dragon boy had to keep piling on. He said one simple thing as she cleaned up the traces of sloppy facefucking. A tender pet was given to the girl’s head, only making her shiver with the following words. “That’s a good bitch.”
She couldn’t help herself, shivering at the touch and praise while slurping his softening shaft, slurring her words with a haze of slutty bliss and the boy’s aroma clouding her senses. “I love your cum… you taste so good… I want more.”
“Which is why I’ll only be cumming in you from now on. At school, work, doesn’t matter. When I text you, you better be on your knees in front of me before I’ve even sent it.”
Tasting nothing but every wondrous thing a blowjob has to offer in its second time going over her tongue as she dutifully cleaned his healthy uncut length, she could only give a “Mhmgmmm~” of horny joy. Smiling to himself, the young onyx dragon continued to stroke down her head, feeding the praise-fueled side of herself to work in tandem with the version that wanted to be thrown to the floor and ruined like the worthless cumdump she is. Until finally he gripped her head to give added emphasis on a new order.
“I’m not feeling nearly enough tongue under my foreskin, bitch. What’s the point of cleaning up if you miss where half the juices are?” He watched her already flushed cheeks explode in toe-wriggling delight as she rectified the problem, clearly and slowly opening her mouth to show the tongue circling around under the blanket of skin hiding half of the boy’s glans. More of the same lurked under, tasty cum, her own spit, delectable vestiges of oral sex. It was all greedily slurped back down after she wrapped her lips around his head, noisily slurping and bobbing around the length to get any spots her tongue missed.
“Atta girl. Such a dirty whore.” Xavier said cooly, returning to his praising until a ding sounded from his phone. “Oh hey. Your friends like the picture. Lemme send it to your dad.”
-
“Here, check it out. I think you’d like it.” Xavier said, the boy sitting beside Halcyon on her couch. Showered, dressed, there was barely any evidence of the intense sex they had. Besides the various pictures Xavier took. But those were on neither teen’s mind as he handed a box over. When the giddy girl took it, she quickly tore into it after giving Xavier a look, with a happy nod in return.
The pristine, ivory-scaled dragoness held up a shirt then, a tight fitting crop top, with a white coloring that matched her scales. But on the chest was a giant black barcode right over her bust with the subtitle of “Check me out!” Looking at the garment like it was a solid gold bar, the teenage slut nearly squealed as stars formed in her eyes. “Oh. My. God. Xavier~! Where did you find this, I love it!” Pulling it into her chest, she swung her torso around giddily.
Chuckling, the dark drake leaned back on the couch with a bit of withheld nervousness, posture and demeanor certainly different once his pants were back on. “Well, I just googled ‘slutty shirts for teens’. And honestly I’m disturbed by how many results there were. That was one of the… tamer options. I also tried to get a smaller size so that your tits really stand out.”
Halcyon was still awed. “I’m going to wear this forever.”
He slid closer to her, sending an arm out to teasingly rub her slim middle. “Even after I knock you up? Might be hard to fit it over a nice, kid-filled belly, or some milk-swollen udders” He cheekily added, bringing lusty smirks and annoyance of reality with needing the pill.
“One day…” Hal said dreamily, swapping her shirt out. She wasn’t wearing a bra, hefty D tits swinging down once free for Xavier to ogle while he had the chance. He could just ask her to keep her top off, but their time was almost up. 
Instead, he just leaned into her happily heated face to plant a little kiss on her cheek, freezing her with surprised adoration. “Thanks for being such a slut, Hal. Good to know I have a girl like you in town I can stop by when my balls are full. You truly are a wonderful cum-dumpster, but I need to go start my shift. Enjoy the rest of your weekend, and tell Lak I said hi.”
With a youthful smirk of awed lust on his own face, he replaced it with a cool look while he reached out to cup Halcyon’s chin. Moving her muzzle towards him, he forced his fingers past her lips to pull her mouth open, and she followed suit like the obedient toy she was. With her open maw staring at him with a blushing face around it, he spit a wad of saliva right into the back of her mouth. She shivered with a little humming moan, as Xavier let her face go, a final tender pat given before getting up and heading to the door.
Waving her arm towards the threshold energetically as the dim scaled boy exited with a returned wave of his own, she was alone once more as the sound of a car driving off came through the trailer home’s walls. With a sigh, the girl relaxed fully into the couch and swallowed his last gift to her, basking in the satisfaction of a good fuckbuddy. 
Hard to think that she would have trouble keeping up with just one guy, who was her age even. But no adult could be as innocently sensitive, while also being so dominating. He was literally perfect for her. She had to laugh at how his brooding bad-boy aura vanished on the second booty call, but she was just happy he actually went through with her offering of being free-use. He certainly needed the stress relief if his repeated use meant anything.
She happily held up her own phone, seeing that he sent her the various pictures from today for her to post on her own social media, grinning madly at them.
-
“You’re in love, girl.” Clarissa said with a hearty tone of bemusement. The cute bear teen sat before the kneeling dragoness in her living room, slowly inching an eye shadow marker around the ivory-scaled girl’s face. 
“W-What?” Halcyon stammered out, almost shifting and ruining Clarissa’s perfect line. “A-Am not!”
“Halcyon… baby, sweetie-pie-pumpkin-gravy. You’re an absolute slut, stripping during school lunch, forsaking the bra, bending over for all who ask. But that’s it, you’re open, you’re free, you’re easy. You don’t say no. But with Xavier? You go to him, you beg him to ruin you, text him every day he gets off work if he needs his balls drained. If I didn’t know any better, I’d say you’re his wife already.”
Blushing with a rare heat that wasn’t simple arousal of nerves, the dragoness tried not to fidget atop her pillow she sat cross-legged on. “I-I mean… yeah… He’s hot, and nice, but also… just… takes me, you know? The first time we met, he shoved me back down every time I tried to get up until he was finished with me. I… fuck, that was the best sex I’ve ever had!”
“So just classic teen infatuation? You like his dick and how he uses it?” Teased back the bear, trying to extract the girl’s feelings not-so-subtly.
“…no?” Halcyon said back sheepishly. “We’ve been rough every time since, but… he’s… nice, when not railing my brains out. He apologized afterwards, gave me gifts, and is super polite when he’s not using my horns as handlebars.” She sighed, her own conflict coming to light. “I don’t know. Maybe I love him. But… I don’t see how that’s possible.” Could it? Halcyon thought and thought, but for all her pondering, she could have sworn that the singular space in her heart was already taken by her father. Perhaps his continued denial or missing of her advances had dislodged him from that spot. But that conclusion only threatened to send her into further turmoil. Her daddy was all she could dream about since her awakening those years ago.
And she had nothing to show for it. “Maybe.” Was all the dragon-slut said, voice trailing off as her usually proud and giddy posture slumped. There was a moment of relative unsure silence, before the chipper bear teen re-energized Hal. Bringing a mirror up to hold in front of the scaled girl, Clarissa beamed happily at her handiwork as Halcyon took a look at her makeover. A pretty dark purple for eye highlights and liner, blush on her cheeks, heavy lipstick, everything needed for a typical look of a prostitute.
Hal turned her head a bit, humming in appraisal. “Clara. This is what a 40 year old whore would wear on the side of an alley. What’s it called? Late Propositions or some other flowery name?”
The bear giggled. “No, actually, it’s ‘Garrish Streetwalker’.”
Eyes staying a bit wider, Hal gave a small ‘oh’. Glancing to her friend, the dragoness chuckled to herself. “Well, that’s spot on. I kinda like it.”
“I figured it’d fit on you pretty well, you slut. Makes you hot and completes the costume for the halloween party next week.”
Smiling again, Hal let her usual cheeriness return. “You always have a good eye for this stuff. I don’t really put too much focus on the makeup, since I only wear it to get smudged and runny.”
“And you look gorgeous all spit-and-cum splattered, mascara trailing down your cheeks, a perfect facefuck girl.” The bear teen jumped to her feet, reaching her hand down to the other girl. “Now come on, let’s practice some more pole work, then we can jam some dildos in those holes of yours for a while.”
-
“Whew. You gotta tell me where you got that horse dildo.” Hal whimpered, a sweaty and weak mess splayed out on the bear girl’s bed. Her naked scales shone with exertion and heat, but her face was of a slack pleasure she was just now coming down from. “How…” She slurred, taking a moment to regain cognizance after cumming her brains out. “How do you even hide that thing from your parents? Like… fuck…”
Clarissa hummed, out of breath much like the dragon. “If I tell you, my dealer will kill me I’m afraid.”
Halcyon gave a tired but happy chuckle. “You got it at the local sex shop, huh?”
The bear blinked before looking sly. “What gave it away?”
“It’s really the only option. Can’t use cash online, can’t risk a package getting intercepted. Besides, the lady there seemed pretty chill when Da-“ Hal froze, quickly back treading. “W-When… I bought my vibrator.”
In a moment's blink, Hal’s vision was a starry-eyed bear teen invading her personal space. “Oooo? Halcyon clamming up? Ms. ‘pays the football team to let her rim them’ walked back a sentence in front of the girl who just stretched her pussy open with a replica feral horsecock?”
Closing her eyes, the dragon teen gave a ‘ugh’ as she sighed. “Oh shut up Clara.”
“Not when I get such a good whiff of gossip dangled right in front of my face. Somebody bought you a vibrator? Was it Xavier? That’s actually fucking adorable that he bought the most cock-addicted girl in the town a vibrator, when all he has to do is drop his pants. But… wait… You started saying ‘da’?”
Hal sighed even louder. “In the name of not giving the wrong impression, I’ll spill my guts. Daddy bought me the vibrator last year. Daddy as in, like, father. Lak.”
Almost drooping, the bear’s attitude wilted once there was no grand secret. “Oh. That’s it?”
An eye on the scaled teen’s sweaty face cracked open as a brow raised. “That’s it? Yeah, what else?”
“I just don’t see why you wanted to hide that.”
“Well, I know my reputation, but generally speaking, even sluts don’t get their parents to buy them sex toys.”
Clarissa dropped to the bed beside her fuckbuddy. “Right. But you’re no average slut, and it’s pretty clear how you two get along.”
Hal’s stomach dropped to the basement. “Uh… G-Get along… how?” They didn’t hide her lust, or her father’s acceptance, but they did their best to keep everything that happens at home under wraps. Which was easy, because it wasn’t a lot, but they weren’t totally innocent. A few mutual masturbations, a couple facials, and her weekly ‘punishment’ with her father were the only real interactions she had with him.
“What do you mean how? He’s super cool with you having nymphomania? Honestly, it’s really sweet to see your dad support your absolute thirst for dick, and get you a vibrator to ease your time at home. Honestly, kinda jealous.”
Life returned to Halcyon as panic faded. “Ah, right. I’m just so used to owning my lifestyle. You know, like, not involving my dad more than he already is just by being my dad. He doesn’t need rumors spreading about him when his daughter is the talk of the town.”
An almost sympathetic pause to the bear’s usual persistent energy shone, Carissa offering a smile after a moment. “You know, sometimes I forget that being the town slut isn’t all sunshines and rainbows.”
Smiling back with renewed vigor, Hal giggled. “It’s worth it. I get awesome sex, people get a free fuck, win win.” 
The bear gave a sarcastic little chortle. “There’s no way every nerd you’ve bent over for is actually good. What’s your virginity headcount now? Thirty?”
“Pfft. Please, that metric was outdated by the start of the year. Easily 60 plus now. And sure, they’re not skilled, or all blessed with endowment. But I suck dick for the express purpose of sucking dick, as long as they’re nice, I enjoy it.” All before the dragon’s eyes narrowed with fresh lust and desire. “Say… you still got that bondage set I wore to school? I’ve been feeling a bit of an anal kick recently. Ben sizing up back there. I could probably fit, say… a baseball bat or something now.”
Clarissa’s eyes lit up like Christmas morning, and leapt to her feet to drag a slyly grinning Halcyon to her closet. A sharp look was sent to the dragon, “Girl, I’m gonna make you unable to sit down for a whole week.”
“Bet?” Was all Halcyon said in return.
-
“When’s the party again?” Asked the cute ursine, fishing through some drawers. 
“Five o’ clock. At Trent’s place.” Halcyon said, dropping her purple backpack off and tossing herself onto Clarissa’s bed to kick her legs through the air while tugging her school clothes off.
The pretty bear teen gave a short ‘ah-ha’ before pulling a large pack of makeup and a handful of markers from her dresser. Giving a lecherous look to the dragon stripping nude, “Good. Plenty of time to doll you up then.”
Rolling over in her freshly bared scales, healthy tits settling on Hal’s chest, the girl matched the look given by her friend. “No reason to delay though, c’mon already.”
It didn’t take long to recreate the test-run of the makeup applied the days before, or to rub some polish into the dragoness’s pristine scales to really bring out their iridescent shine. Though they took their time, Clarissa being a little perfectionist when it came to getting her BFF ready to be a party’s cumdump. So after decorating the dragoness’s face with typical garb of ladies of the night, and enticing a delicate sheen from her polished scales, they arrived at the step they performed now, Hal still laid out on the bed as the bear worked around her naked form. There was adoration and admiration in both parties, for both skill and looks. 
It was with the utmost respect that Clarissa used a marker to write between the dragon’s shoulder blades “Horns = Handlebars” with arrows pointing up to her head. Lower down at the small of her back, was a bubbly written “Rape me!” With some hearts around it. Yet as the bear moved her hands even lower, she couldn’t stop her padded palms from slyly gripping Halcyon’s juicy asscheeks, prying them apart with gentle kneading motions while the dragon’s tail instinctively raised submissively. The bear gave a playful gasp as she groped the other teen’s round ass, grinning widely upon seeing the round base of a buttplug forcing Hal’s cheeks apart slightly the second her tail raised.
“What’s this back here!? Did you steal one of my plugs?” Clarissa accused with a light, lecherous tone.
Groaning in her own mocking enjoyment, Halcyon waggled her hips to wave that bright, fuckable butt right in the bear’s face. “Don’t be silly, you know all your plugs are too small for a whore like me~!”
“Well, guess I’ll just need to write how much of a buttslut you are right on your asshole.” Clarissa gripped the black silicone, subtly watching the young dragon tense as the object lodged in her sphincter shifted from the sudden grasp.”
“W-Wait-“ Halcyon tried to stumble out, but it was replaced with a pitched moan that became muffled as the girl’s body went weak for a moment, her head tumbling down to sink into the poofy pillow below. As Clara smugly held the extracted large-sized plug, and was admiring the glorious sight of her friend’s asshole winking and struggling to close, a bubbling spurt sounded as a sudden rush of creamy fluid seemed out of that perfect, creased backdoor. As it trailed down the slut’s asscrack and began pouring over her flushed pussy before dripping to the sheets, Clara just had to laugh.
“Oh wow! I didn’t expect that, but that’s right on brand for you, slut. Who’s is it? I think I know~” Teased the bear, putting the plug down to return to her giddy molestation of those soft, plush cheeks. Trying to regain some composure, Halcyon mumbled into the pillow eating most of her skull. Giggling harder, the bear squeezed her fingers together to get a strong grip on the malleable bottom, causing Hal to give a girly little squeak and tensing again. “What? Couldn’t hear you over the sound of you pouring cum from your ass~”
Lifting her red face out of the soft embrace of the pillow, the dragon gave a rushed response as she tried to get her libido to calm down. Goddamn her and her boundless sexuality, humiliation shouldn’t make her cum! “It’s Xaviers!” The bear settled her grabby fingers, returning to a simple rubbing of tender scales. “He needed his balls drained before heading to work, so he stopped by my place and fucked my ass raw.”
Clarissa spoke with the most friendly jest. “You greedy little whore. Didn’t even let a partygoer have first run on your butt? It’s a bit rude when a party’s cumdump shows up full of cum already.”
Slumping back to the pillow, Hal groaned sarcastically, speaking in a soft, dejected tone. “I was going to wash it out before leaving…”
Gently patting the dragon’s butt, the bear ended the burst of touches with a spank that rang out through the room as the dragon cutely squeaked into the pillow again. “Well, good thing I found out about your little ‘gift’. It’s always best to let someone else clean out those hard to reach places, you might miss some~” Enjoying this little detour, the bear happily uncapped the marker again after the short moment it took for the red hand-print to show up on the teen’s bubbly cheek. “Now hold this sweet ass of yours still.” With that, she resumed her task, writing ‘Cums hard when spanked’ on the stinging butt.
-
Halcyon twirled around in the mirror, stark naked with nothing but makeup and marker on her body. A plethora of lewd remarks were placed on her scales, but in tactical spots that would only be seen once the action began. With declarations of free use and ‘Party Hole’ on her tummy, scribblings of ‘cock-holster’ over her pussy, ‘horse certified’ written around the beautiful ring of her wrinkly anus, ‘squeeze me’ written on her tits, she was plastered with sexual intent. If there was someone who didn’t know her at the party, they would know what she liked very easily.
“Wow. I look like a public restroom. I love it~!” Halcyon cheered, doing a little giddy bounce to watch her tits and body jiggle in the mirror.
Clarissa giggled behind her, seeing the star-stuck eyes of a slut enjoying her own lewdness. “You are just something else, Hal. A real treat. You’re gonna rock this costume.”
“It’s not hard when the costume isn’t much different from reality.” Hal added, striking a little pose, giving the bear a potent look at her nude body.”
She drank in the sight for a moment, but quickly got back on track. “Alright then. Time for the dress.” Pulling out the garment mentioned, the bear held up a ruby-red, shiny PVC, form-hugging, short-length, bust-accentuating, minidress. The exact kind of garment that could be found on street corners around the world. Halcyon forced her excitement down and stood still, ready to step into the dress with the bear’s assistance. One donned and the zipper sealing up the back, the look was mostly complete, the dragon standing tall in a prostitute’s finest. 
And it was such for good reason, the PVC’s shine accented her own scales, plus the usual allure of such material, while the color caught eyes and attention. And once gotten, the tight fit of her curvaceous shape kept the attention, the sixteen year old slut possessing a fine body and the dress showing it off wonderfully. The thin straps let most of her upper torso be free, while her tits were cupped and only barely covered past the areola, while the dress’s scandalously short skirt barely went below her hips, giving a flash of pantiless pussy while most of her bare ass hung out of the garment. It was designed for a slut like the teen dragon, and she wore it perfectly.
Busy admiring herself, Hal didn’t notice the bear coming up behind her in the mirror. “One last thing, hot-stuff.” She whispered while raising her hands to the dolled up dragon’s neck, wrapping a choker around her neck. It was a fairly simple design, dark lace, with the pink word of ‘Slut’ embroidered over her throat. “There. Now the look is complete. For halloween, you are now officially a prostitute.” Clarissa said while stepping to the dragon’s side, smiling proudly at the both of them in the mirror as her hand drifted down to rest on Hal’s mostly exposed ass.
“I’m gonna get fucked so hard tonight.” Hal simply stated, an overload of excitement and lust bringing a mostly calm delivery.
“Mhm.” Was all the bear needed to say. “So. Ready to go get some dick, girl?”
Halcyon still spoke with the serene purpose of becoming the embodiment of sex, and the impending enjoyment of a fuckfest. “Absolutely.”

