Erotic Massage
A Dragon Slips into Uncertain Pleasure

“Good morning!”
The robin behind the counter of the tastefully set-aside and decorated massage parlour, which was attached to a leisure and health club that always seemed to be full to the brim and, quite literally, swimming with other anthros, chirped happily. Her red breast quivered as she flapped to quickly serve him, although her short stature was usually set below the height of her clientele, looking from left to right expectantly as the tinkle of the bell at the door had, quite rightly so, alerted her to the presence of a customer.
It was almost comical how she searched for him, the client who was about to have a very strange day indeed in the massage parlour that she had only worked the front desk at for a short amount of time but still wanted to do a good job at, of course. Chirping softly to herself, she scratched the back of her head and wondered if her eyes and perhaps her ears too were deceiving her. Surely she should have seen who had come in by now – had the fountain, maybe, swallowed them up in a burble of pure, crystalline water?
Alas, being seen was not always so simple a matter for the little dragon walking on all fours, rather sheepishly, up to the front desk. The extravagant lines of faux plants crossed his line of sight as he tucked his chin to the side and away as if there was something about them that he could not quite spare the time to look at, the tip of his tail flicking back and forth anxiously all the while. Just why had he let them convince him to try out the massage place after all? It was a silly idea… A very silly one indeed. He didn’t belong there, not with all the svelte and lithe ladies strutting around, so fresh and perfectly groomed as they enjoyed themselves and the luxuries that either came with age or wealth (or both) that even his dark green scales seemed out of place. The brown that splashed through his scales too would have been useful camouflage in the face of his ancestors of times long gone by but didn’t really set him apart even though they were a discerning feature. With a delicate face and dished cheek, his small horns tucked back from his skull in a subtle curl, small spines that were chunkier at the base where they connected lining the full length of his spine right down to the tip of his tail, the ‘bony’ features of his body an off-white that was often tarred a little darker, sadly, with the grime of the city. That was why he dressed, although it was not necessary for ferals to wear clothes, just helping to keep his scales a little cleaner in the feral approximation of a shirt and comfortable, loose trousers. That was what one was supposed to wear going for a massage, right?
The problem with his stature, of course, was the fact that he was barely the size of a Great Dane dog – a feral creature quite lacking in intelligence that he had been compared to far too many times for comfort. It was difficult enough to be taken seriously just walking down the street, although a flash of his teeth when he was in a particularly foul mood (that, unfortunately, rarely happened) was usually enough to ward someone off trying to pick him up, even if he really was too large to be scooped up into anyone’s arms; it did not stop them from trying. Being a feral dragon, some even assumed a lack of basic intelligence and nearly fell flat on their backsides in shock when he proved himself to be quite elaborate in his speech and certainly not restricted at all, even speaking better than most anthros even though he was more softly spoken and on the quieter side.
Everything he encountered on a daily basis shaped the way he held himself and he had, slowly but surely, become a dragon who kept himself to himself most of the time, going out with friends and ensuring that he would not, yet again, face the humiliation of being stumbled over. He did avoid parks, however, if he at all fancied going out on his own, for the simple fact that there were too many dogs there. The green dragon winced and tried to push down his grumble, putting on his best smile up at the, ever so slightly bemused, robin. Why, after the number of times he had been called ‘cute’ and said that he was just like someone’s pet dog, he really rather much thought himself a cat person at the tail end of that – and quite fairly too!
“Hi,” he said slowly, standing up onto his back legs and taking his weight back on his haunches for balance. “I have a massage booked for…” He glanced at the lock, the ticking hand obnoxiously loud. “What is it… Four-fifteen?”
She recovered her professional composure swiftly and smiled at him – well, as much as any avian was, of course, capable of smiling with a fixed, set beak. Her eyes brightened and softened, however, and he could not help but relax just a little, set ever so slightly more at ease by her professional air and demeanour. She knew what she was doing and he didn’t have to worry about anything at all now that he had found the place, set a little off the beaten track. His wings would be well enough glad of a massage, he was sure, after all the flying he’d had to do to get to the exclusive place!
“What name is it, sir?” She asked politely, tracing her feathered fingertip, for her wings spanned the length of her arms, down a sheet of paper. “I have several gentlefurs booked in this afternoon. We’re getting quite popular!” 
She giggled as if she was privy to some joke that he was not but the meaning of that flew right over the small drake’s head as he tilted his head from side to side contemplatively, his gaze sliding off to the right as he thought carefully.
“Oh, it’s probably under Caddison,” he said, shaking his head as his lips pressed together. “I prefer Caddy though. Can I put that name down next time?”
“Of course!”
With that information, she had no trouble at all in finding his appointment, humming a tune to herself as she flapped about, a few brown feathers fluttering off as if she was just about on the edge of moulting. Spring was indeed around the corner and he already felt the itch of needing to shed his scales too, although those, thankfully, did not come off like the skin of a snake. Caddy shuddered. He knew some dragons that had to shed like that and, truly, the result was grotesque… Yet there was one thing that he needed to ask that made his cheeks burning, sickening warmth curling its way down and around his neck as if he was calling on the fire in his belly for all the wrong reasons.
“Do I need to be…” Ah, why was it so hard to get out the words that he needed to convey? “…You know… Naked? For this?”
It hardly fazed her one bit; truly, the robin attendant had to be commended for her level of professionalism as she took it all in her stride and collected the paperwork she needed for him.
“Of course, sir! There is a release for this massage, as with every massage we offer here, just to make sure there are no health conditions or anything that we need to be aware of…”
As she burbled her way on happily, the robin slid the papers over to him and he picked up a pen in his forepaw, delicately curling his toes around it as if they truly did have all of the dexterity of fingers. She rapped the edges of her beak lightly together as if to pass the time as he signed without thinking or reading the paperwork. Of course, her error in his case was one that should have been caught, the robin’s assumption that he was very familiar already with the particular kind of massage he would be treated fair enough considering the number of males that had passed through of late wanting that exact same one. It was all normal to her, however, for the papers to be signed quickly and passed back and she readily accepted them, only pausing briefly to check just which room his masseuse was working in on that particular day.
The error was one, however, that would prove to have some very interesting consequences…
Led to a room that was lit softly with candles and soothing, relaxing music, the nuance of waves crashing on the shore reminding him of his childhood home sat perched atop a cliff, Caddy shivered and tried not to think too much as he stripped off. He’d gotten so used to being dressed out in public that it felt strange to not either be tucked away in a changing room at the swimming pool if he was not, of course, in the privacy of his own home. But he pushed down the sense of discomfort, claws rattling lightly over the pristine floor as he poked his head up curiously to check out what was on the counters, everything lined with flower petals and drawers that, surely, could not hold anything. The freshly rolled up and sweetly scented towels were one thing but did anyone really need that many candles? Not even all of them were lit!
A sound outside the door bid him to hasten and, not knowing what else to do, he leapt up onto the padded massage table with the usual hole where one would usually place their face. He didn’t really have any use of it, considering his draconian anatomy, and shifted his head about awkwardly as he used a wing-tip to drape a crisp, white towel over himself, just in case he did, in fact, still need to cover up his modesty for the masseuse. 
The masseuse that entered was a kobold, which should have been surprising to him, simply as he had not seen all that many of them around of late. There had been many in the city, the females boasting flat, reptilian chests that had, unfortunately, fascinated many for the wrong reasons and turned them off to exploring lives where they may have been able to make something more for themselves. She smiled at him, murmuring a greeting that seemed fitting coming from her soft, full lips, the ‘layered’ horns at the back of her skull chunky with the largest on top, growing smaller as they dropped towards the back of her neck. She walked on her toes (digitigrade) and had chosen to go barefoot, a long, flowing blouse sweeping lightly down past her feminine hips and the grey, cotton trousers she wore allowing her a greater range of motion than more formal attire, however smart, would have permitted. The soft tones of blue and grey set off the russet-orange hue of her scales, seeming to shift through oddly striking ranges of colour – from crimson to brown and slashing through even more still – that set her apart from any other lady, let alone the mere species of kobolds alone, that he had ever seen before.
And he was about to become quite well acquainted with her as she lit a stick of incense, placing it in a holder that was, oddly enough, designed like a dragon opening its maws, curls of smoke rising from within as if the incense holder itself was alive. 
He blinked, lifting his head just a little to peer at it as the curls of smoke flickered and wavered oh so very hypnotically. Had the dragon…smiled?
No. No, of course not: he was just nervous and seeing things and the kobold was talking to him, lightly commanding attention that he simply had to give her, lest he look like a fool. Caddy shivered, hoping she would put it down to the chill of being without his clothes, although he was, at heart, a cold-blooded reptile and usually needed an external source of heat just for the bare modicum of comfort. Inhaling as deeply as he felt comfortable and able to, the dragon tried to relax, taking the sweetly scented smoke of the incense into his lungs. It was not sandalwood like he’d had the pleasure of sampling before but something else that he couldn’t quite put his claw on…
“Right, sir… Was it Caddy that you preferred?” She intoned softly, seeming to keep her tone low and gentle just for him. “Your massage is about to begin. I’m going to begin by moving the towel back, just a little, so that I may reach your shoulders and neck.”
Swallowing hard, he nodded tensely, the lines of muscles in his body impossible to miss as they contracted, worry setting in. Was he doing the right thing? But everyone had said the massage was so good – had he even booked in for the right one? There was no time, however, to really worry about whether or not he’d gotten it right or wrong as her paws landed on him, tenderly and softly, acting just as she’d said she would in feeling his scales, the rougher edges bidding her to be careful about just how she swept her paws down the musculature of his body.
“I’m Iris,” she said, smoothing the flats of her hands out and down his shoulders, getting a feel for his body and just where he held his tensions. “I’m sure you’re going to feel much better before leaving here, Caddy.”
He certainly hoped so, for there was a particular sense of vulnerability to being laid out on a massage table as if was laying his emotions bare to someone, perhaps in therapy. Not that he had ever had reason before to try something as drastic as therapy – he supposed it was a very useful thing for most people who were brave enough to go there – but the scene where someone was laid out dramatically on a chaise lounge or similar had always turned his stomach in movies. It just didn’t seem right to be so exposed and part of his heritage and instinct bristled at it, wanting instinctively to cover up once more in a layer of armour or something of that nature, if only to feel just that little bit more secure.
He was fine though, just fine, and had nothing to truly worry about in Iris’ expert paws. Even at that early stage, his eyelids grew swiftly heavier even as the tension lay stringent across his shoulders, even his wings held stiffly, tenting up the towel that was supposed to protect his modesty so much that it may as well have not been there at all. Iris, wisely, made no comment on that, merely readjusting it so that it lay more comfortably, and dug her fingertips gently into the bigger muscles that controlled the bulk of his powerful wing beats, although it was the finer smaller muscles that bore the most painful brunt of his tension in hard, twisted knots.
“Relax,” she murmured. “You will enjoy this…”
He took the kobold’s confidence in her work at her word and did his best to relax as she asked him to, resting his chin on a folded up towel that helped support his head at just the right angle to allow her to work out the kinks and soreness at the base of his neck. It felt good to be treated so well, truly, and something about Iris slowly but surely instilled a sense of deep relaxation in him, his head drooping and growing heavier and heavier by the second, lowering down and down and down as if he was going to sink through the very fabric of the massage table itself.
That incense… If he’d had his wits about him, Caddy would have taken note of the mixture of scents, the aroma and effects of which had been explicitly detailed in the paperwork he’d signed, expecting everything to be normal. Not that, of course, he knew just what a massage was even supposed to feel like or what was normal for it, only that it was like sports in the sense that a waiver had to be signed acknowledging the risks. But what risks could one – even a dragon – possibly face from a gentle massage? He chuckled at himself and she smiled in turn, her thick tail swinging out to balance as she leaned over him to better judge just how his body relaxed beneath her touch and reacted to pressure. Every client, as she had found each and every time during the course of her work, was very different to the last and all that came before. Caddy could only be sweetly and kindly be treated as an individual.
“There now…”
She had to soothe him, keeping her voice low and soft as she led him deeper into the experience, fingers working their magic as she gently eased the towel off him, exposing his entire body to her eyes. A curl of smoke flowed into his nostrils as if it was actively able to move through the air (truly, that blend did seem to ‘seek’ out her clients, strangely so) and Iris exhaled softly, letting every last drop of relaxation that she could possibly hold in her body flow all the way through into him, softening the edges of tension that harassed his soul.
So much tension… The kobold’s lips pressed together in sympathy for him, her mouth dry and needing water but she had to keep working on, had to keep going once she had started, for Cady was, very clearly, a dragon that so very sorely and dearly needed her attention, particularly once she had begun. There was so much tautness in his body that she had to put her slender weight into the motion to affect such a strong-bodied little dragon and the kobold pursed her lips as she massaged and worked her way down his back, allowing the muscles on either side of his spine, slowly but surely, to release.
And yet, throughout all of this, Caddy was less and less aware of what was happening to him, what he was even doing there. Once or twice, he managed to open his eyes to find that the softly lit room seemed to be even dimmer than before, the flames of the candles dancing and flickering lightly without any sense of scent, merely atmosphere. Hypnotic in their jig, he chuckled lightly at them, which did at least serve to assist some tension in leaving his body, Iris crooning softly to him as she performed her best work yet, slowly working her way down the length of his tail.
It was fortunate indeed that Iris was a kobold and had taken a particular liking to tails in the course of her training, eventually choosing to specialise. There was so very much a masseuse could do for her clients and Iris had studied hard and taken on an extensive caseload – something that had been very much a draw in her, later, hiring at the exclusive spa for intimate treatments. And the tail was so very often the most intimate zone of all as she ran her paws down it over and over again, the broad, flat-palmed, sweeping strokes coaxing tension from it, bit by bit.
Under her touch, Caddy shuddered and moaned, rocking into her touch with the lightest of sways from his body, although he was not actually moving very much at all. The incense was so sweet and alluring that he just couldn’t bring a single coherent thought to the forefront of his mind while under its influence. Perhaps it was more than Iris should have, strictly, placed before him but he was hardly in any kind of position to complain about it in the slightest as the smoke wavered and heightened every last sensation, the pulse of her paws manipulating the extremely sensitive muscles of his tail in the most pleasurable of ways.
Caddy could not help himself: he moaned lightly, although the sound could have been swept away by the passing of a butterfly’s wing beats, so faint and breathy was it. Iris giggled lightly but he did not even catch that sound, his world narrowing in and in and in to one of sensation and sensation alone, Iris working diligently on the tip of her tail. While he fell deeper and deeper under, nostrils fluttering with breath that only served to take more and more of the smoke into his lungs, working its magic on his nervous system and mental capabilities (well, that was why they had the waiver in place, after all), she was completely unaffected. At first, that particular blend had had something of an effect on her but she’d worked there for so long, learning more and more about the art of intimate massage as she went along, that it hardly did anything at all to her anymore. The air of relaxation that hung over her, however, even as Caddy drifted senselessly in a dream-like state, was very pleasant still.
When Caddy moaned, she knew he was ready, heart leaping that little bit in her chest. But she could not let her excitement at being able to help another tired soul slip her away from the true object of her attention as she slowly and gently folded his tail up and over his back to caress and tease the very base of it – the underside. It was a zone that, surely, should have been reserved for lovers but Iris considered it a privilege that her clients trusted her so much that they would allow themselves to slip away, to relieve every last tension from their body as she did her best work for them each and every time.
But there was more to come as she held his tail up and out of the way with the back of her arm, brow ever so slightly furrowing as she worked his hindquarters, watching intently. There was a moment of release that she needed, watching and waiting with the patience of one so very much experienced. If she pushed him too far, too soon, then all would be lost or, at least, the massage would not quite have the effect desired on him and she growled lightly to herself as she dug her fingers more powerfully into his hindquarters, seeking out the glutes that locked up during the course of his daily work, forced into place on a chair that was not quite right for him. Something like that could not be helped, of course, as he had to make money and a living like so many others, but she was there to ease him through it, waiting for that poignant breath to slip from his lungs, shoulders tipping forward as he took his weight away from her.
And then he was ready. She had to move quickly; as much as Iris loathed to admit it, there was only so much time in which she could treat her clients, one quickly following the other. But Caddy was nothing more than a melted puddle of dragon-goo as she patiently oiled up her hands, allowing his tail to bump over her head as her nose dipped at just the right moment to apply the next portion of the massage directly to his tail hole.
She did not leap into it, however, pushing lightly as she circled his tight pucker with the very tip of her finger, easing against it as her breath hitched. It was always a very special moment to lean in and caress someone’s most intimate of holes (even more so than the folds of a lady, she felt), something that could be taboo and yet provide them with so much pleasure that no one, in her experience, who had dared to try it had ever renounced it after the fact. His flesh twitched and pulsed under her touch and she just couldn’t help herself, brushing the very tip of her tongue around his hole and, eagerly, questing deeper into his inner sanctum. 
If he’d been with his wits or even slightly more with his senses, Caddy would have jumped and shrieked and probably blushed too to feel her tongue slithering up inside him, teasing gently around the edge of his pucker as if she was kissing him. But he barely knew Iris – and then only as a very, very new client! – and a part of his mind trembled away from the experience, rebelling even as the incense worked to relax him further, seducing him into a world where everything actually was wonderful and soft and gentling, somewhere where he didn’t have to worry and he could just relax, enjoying everything that she was sweet enough to give him.
He’d never been rimmed before: just what kind of dragon would they have thought him? But there was no lowering of inhibitions, strictly, as she tongued his backside softly and gently, her oiled up paws slowly slipping and sliding over his hindquarters, finding their way between his legs to tease out the stiffness they found there too. No, everything seemed to come together with an eerie sense of naturalness as if it was all something that was supposed to have happened all along. Caddy’s throat worked but he could not even swallow, merely letting out a pant that stole the breath from his lungs without returning any of it in the slightest.
It was good… Oh, it was so very, very good as his head spun and spun, made up, temporarily, of the smoke that had turned his life and the moment of his experience upside down – all for the better, hopefully. It was impossible to even consider the long-term consequences of allowing a stranger to rim him in the massage parlour but the little kobold was so sweet and kind and caring and…
The thought pushed from his mind, chasing the tail of pleasure, and he moaned lightly, trying to roll his head from one side to the other but not finding either the strength or the energy in his body to perform the motion. He was too tired and far, far too comfortable to even think about something like that, no: it was much better just to lay right there when he was and enjoy the touch and stroke of her tongue, teasing deep and then pulling back to the sensitive, quivering rim of muscle that she manipulated so tenderly and expertly that she would surely have been able to do far more to him right then and there than she actually was.
Little did Caddy know of her plan, what the kobold believed that he and his body desperately needed, as she drew back, slurping her tongue back into her mouth with a lewd, wet smack. Her paws teased lightly around the base of his tail once more, gliding with oil, and down the length, placing it back where it belonged for the moment over his back in a gentle arch that he was forced to hold, simply because he did not have the strength to pull it back down again. But it was alright there as she stretched out one hind leg in turn, working away the worries and soreness where she found it, his jaws agape in a never-ending pant that allowed the bad energies to pass back out of his body once more.
“And now, your front…” Iris murmured gently, careful not to rouse her client from his trance-like state. “Slowly now… You must be kind to yourself, Caddy.”
End preview.
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Mated to the Dragon Lord: She Lusted after his Gold and Found a King

Calibrid is on a quest to steal another dragon's gold and will stop at nothing to sate her greed and lust for irreplaceable treasure. One dragon, who has taken up residence in a ruin of a castle, holds her interest, rumoured to have a horde that he cannot protect. And she is hungry - starving for the gold cradled between his claws. And she's strong - stronger than an old, tired drake, surely? How can an arrogant dragoness possibly fail?

Youth breeds ignorance and her wings are soon to be cut.

What will the dragoness do when the tables are turned on her by a dragon far strong and more powerful than she? Is her submission in the cards? And what will the drake do once he has her beneath his wings?
Servicing the King’s Dragon: Taken by a Beast in the Palace Stables

Cayold has been a servant at the palace for several years, enjoying the solace in having a roof over his head. It is not the most glamorous work, but it keeps him off the streets and begging in the village. However, things are set to change when he is sent to care for the King's prize dragon, a majestic beast with intelligence beyond that of a mere creature.

The dragon has needs to be fulfilled and Cayold is the next servant he has chosen to partake in his very particular desires...

A dragon, after all, requires a mate.

This is a gay erotic tale containing consensual intercourse.
How Not to Train Your Dragon: A dragon mistress becomes his plaything

She's been trying to train her most promising dragon for months on end and it looks like Lancelot is destined to go for meat. But Cilia is determined not to give up on him, to make a riding mount for him yet - or find some other use. It matters not to her as long as the dragon finds a home and isn't slaughtered for simply being a waste of resources.

But her dragon has other things on his mind than being trained and knows that, once the whip is down, the gig is up! Cilia can only react so quickly - and then he will have her!

And how will Cilia "take" her favourite dragon?
Captured by a Dragon: Purity Seduced by the King of the Skies

Izzir, a crimson dragon, has been courting Freya for some time but his attempts are less than successful at best. She scorns him, turning down his advances even as the dragon becomes increasingly persistent, upping his efforts tenfold every time she sends him packing with his tail, quite firmly, tucked between his legs. Dragons and humans, of course, can have intimate relations and love too, but how does she know that the dragon is the right one for her?

Well, it turns out that Freya has known for quite some time that she wants to spend the rest of her lustful life with the dragon, spending hours upon hours in the privacy of her bedroom imagining all the wicked things he can do to her...

Sooner or later, however, the climax must come to an explosive head.
Submitting to His Golden Dragon: The Intimacy in His Taking

Luke hasn't allowed Adriel, his dragon lover, to do "it", as yet, for the obvious reasons between a dragon and a human. There's a little bit of a size difference going on between the lovers, after all, but that does not mean that romance is out of reach by any means! No... The lovers have a plan and they're going to get what they both so desperately want even if it takes them all night long.

But how will Luke's first time with a dragon be? He's usually taking the leading hand and, now, he finds himself beneath his golden lover, quivering in anticipation...

Yet three wanton words may just be in the air as the pair grow closer and closer with every sweet experience they claim for their own.
Summoning a Latex Demoness: The Young Warlock Lusts for a Futa Dragon

Warlocks exist but they are not all wizened and gnarled with the wiles of age. Some are sexy, young and, above all, handsome, even if they are quite wrapped up in the learning and study of their craft, improving their magic all for the lives of those around them.

Even a warlock, however, needs to relax and get some respite for themselves from time to time and why not use one's magic to get a little fun too? Summoning is a time-honoured trade of their kind and the demons are always up for fun, even though it takes a little spark to first get them to the mortal realm. And, truly, it's a demoness of the draconian, futa kind who stokes up the fire of his lust the most, which is only something he can find in another world...

Eneth will have his rest but not quite in the way most would imagined!
The Water Sprite and the Dragon: Crystalline Purity Seduced Away

Eleanor has spent time with Meirin, the dragon who can take her life to a whole new place, a future together unravelling before them, but things are about to heat up as two magical beings come together. Able to shape and meld her body to any form, Eleanor offers him so much pleasure, heart pounding for the charming drake who will make her life so very much more than it was, the beginnings of love sparking off as they come together.

Her body teases around him as the poor dragon sweetly loses his mind, taking her as a true dragon, the very last of his kind, should for the very first time...

And yet it is not to be the last!
A Dragon’s Special Massage: Pleasing the Boss’ Pet Dragon

Diego isn't exactly thrilled with the assignment of massaging and treating his boss' pet dragon after those at the law firm decided that the new hire's abilities, wherever they lay, should be put to their best use. He's more than willing to do his time but, really, is going back to massage therapy really what he wants to be put to after a career change?

Things are about to heat up in highly unexpected ways, however, as he anticipates a standard treatment that turns into so much more, flames leaping in more ways than one between the quiet man and a dragon who knows more about humans than he's letting on...
