Private Time for a Lady
An Anthro Dragoness Takes Her Pleasure In Hand

Clinking champagne flutes, the upper class murmured through conversation with politely averted eyes, pretending not to see the crux of the matter before them. A chandelier – crystal, nothing less – hung from the ceiling, sparkling as if it contained the fire of a thousand torches, all sparked up at once so that their light stretched into even the darkest of corners. It was one of those dark corners, shadowed by a fold of delicate curtain over a window that spanned from floor to high, high up ceiling, where a certain dragon was found, garbed in a sleek evening dress that showed off her voluptuous cleavage.
Ah yes, Chris was a dragoness with assets indeed.
Standing tall, her black dress fell down to her hind paws, encased in heels that were high enough to merge into the crowd and slip-on so she could kick them off in a hurry. The shoes matched the tenor of the dress, encrusted with black diamonds, and she fingered the fabric wistfully. It would have to go back to its owner at the end of the night, though this was one she wished she could keep after the job was done. She’d polished her white scales to a shine and applied glossy oil to the grey running down from the underside of her jaw to disappear into the plunging neckline of her attire. Her scales gleamed with good health and, although it was a bit striking for a party of the upper class, her blue hair was combed back in its usual Mohawk, slinking down the back of her neck in a light mane.
Chris narrowed her eyes, letting a sigh roll off her shoulders as her gaze shifted from fur to fur, observing their delight in the evening without participating herself. She was not there for pleasure. She had taken the bare minimum amount of time required to garb herself for the evening, paying more attention to the firearm strapped to her inner thigh, close to the joint. It sat there, a cooling weight, where it would not show through the dress, in prime condition. Chris’ lips twisted. It was not where she would have preferred to keep the pistol but it would have to do. It would be ridiculous to have a handgun strapped to her belt at such a high class affair and would cause more problems than it solved.
Still, she missed its comfort, a paw’s breadth away in a crisis.
Chris brought a flute to her lips and tipped it up, though she did not drink, simple falsifying the motion to convince the guests that, yes, she was indeed one of them. But the dragon had more important matters on her mind than socialising, eyes darting around the expansive reception with a business-like focus. How could they take in the world without truly feeling or experiencing it in their hearts? Everything she had experienced of the upper class world since being hired as the bodyguard for politician Michael Harris disillusioned her further and further from the notion of money sealing in happiness. She could not speak of his policies; her contract didn’t allow it anyway.
She sighed for a second time. Theirs was another world entirely.
Michael Harris caught her eye from a few metres away and beamed. She had taken a step back to absorb his surroundings and check for threats that were perhaps not in the immediate vicinity. The dragoness lifted her paw in a gentle wave, fingers flicking and dropping back to her side. To stay away from his side for longer would give her more peace of mind as he was surrounded by companions, but, alas, the job demanded her presence at the side of the wolverine for the majority of the time. There was no one of note attending the party, regardless, and she dipped her muzzle as she walked to rejoin the group, taking shorter strides than normal due to her high heels.
Here we go...
“Ah, Christina!”
She wrinkled her muzzle, hiding her expression behind a polite smile. That was not her name. Her name was Christa. Chris for short, if she was being picky. Apparently that was not ‘fancy’ enough for Mr Harris with potential supporters peering at her over the rims of their glasses. She heard the name of Mr Harris’ companion without taking in the information and she blinked as the shorter otter with oiled brown fur held out his paw to her, his smile not reaching his eyes. The group judged silently as she extended her paw to the otter to shake, grip perfectly firm and simultaneously light as befitted a lady in such company. Her true handshake would have crushed bones.
There was not much to be done for the company and the dragoness laughed and smiled as politely as she was bale without losing focus on her job of the evening: keeping Mr Harris safe. He could parade her around like a butterfly on his paw all he liked as long as she had the time and space to watch him and survey their surroundings for threats. It was unlikely that anyone other than a rogue drunk – perhaps when returning to his car? – would cause trouble, but, having worked with many other high profile clients with a great deal more to lose, Chris could not be too careful.
She was forced to sip from her champagne when the group noticed that the level was yet to deplete and did so grudgingly, long tail curling against her legs. Didn’t they realise she was there to work and no more than that? She could have had a nice time if she was at a party with friends, something entirely different, but slow dancing, vapid conversation and chords of Mozart was not something she would have chosen to do on a Saturday night. 
The party had a deadline, however, and Chris breathed at long last when she stepped into the cool night air, waving off Mr Harris’ company with a less polite paw, professional mask slipping for the briefest of instances. She didn’t know a single one of their names still.
“Splendid night,” Mr Harris said, sitting in the back of the car with Chris on the opposite side, a seat between them. “I am more than confident that they will lend their support to my campaign, taking me to the next tier. Certain, in fact!”
“I hope everything goes as planned for you,” Chris replied, not entirely sure of what she was hoping.
Mainly she was hoping for a hot shower that night and anticipating such, mind wandering as the car purred into life, gliding down the road as if it was floating, so quiet was the engine. The dragoness chuckled to herself. She preferred something with a little more bite.
In no time at all, they started back to life in the back seat as the car slowed outside Michael’s home, one light on in the front room window, set behind the finely groomed garden. There was not much of it to see in the dark but the open, spacious style of the interior with no expense spared was the type of home that Chris imagined living in one day.
The wolverine fumbled a goodbye, words slurred, and hopped out of the car without as much as a ‘thank you’ to his driver, stumbling onto the pavement. Too many drinks at such an event made Chris wonder what promises he had made. Yet that was not her concern to bear and she put it from her mind as she relaxed back into the seat, tension easing from the centre of her back at long last. It had been a long night.
“Oh, Chris?”
Michael popped his head back into the car, whiskers twitching about his sharp muzzle. The dragoness tilted her head expectantly: yes?
“I won’t be needing your services tomorrow,” he said. “The dinner’s been cancelled. Take the day off.” He smiled generously. “You’ve earned it.”
Great. Chris flinched. That was another day of work gone out the window. Did the idiot not realise that that was a day she could have spent working for another client? And now it was lost. She couldn’t have dinner with her family like he could, not so easily.
“Of course,” she said smoothly, recovering in the blink of an eye. “I will see you on Monday.”
Watching Michael walk away through the tinted windows, Chris’ paw curled into a fist, claws digging pricks of pain into her palm. Arsehole. The canine in the driver’s seat turned to look back at her, eyes warmer than any she had seen that night.
“Home right away, Chris?”
“That would be divine,” she said, rolling her shoulders. “It’s been one heck of a night, Jack.”
“I can tell.”
The Golden Retriever driver chuckled, pulling away from the curb. He knew the route to the dragoness’ home almost better than she did, but, as per instruction, he was careful to take a zigzag route, intended to trip up any followers. Frankly, Chris felt Mr Harris was being overly cautious but it mattered little to her as long as his deposits went through in a timely manner.
She waved to Jack as he left her on her doorstep, the canine picking up a higher speed now that she was no longer in the car. Chris shook her head. That dog was not one to look after his own safety, though she probably worried too much. He was an excellent driver, after all, and home called.
Her Aston Martin sat in the wide driveway, pristine, and she blew it a kiss, fluttering her fingers at the sleek hood as if flirting with a lover. Chris laughed aloud at her own fun, breath frosting before her muzzle in the glow of the street lamps.
Maybe that day off wouldn’t be so bad, after all, if she could take her boy for a spin.
End preview.
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If you liked this story, you may also enjoy...

Dominated by His Dragoness: A Man’s Submission

He's worked there for some time, at the barn, but they don't house any creatures there that are in the realm of reality. No, it is there that dragons bound and soar, their slippery intelligence running rife with those that should have been in a position of power over them.

Ah... But humans never truly had power over dragons, not really, the stunning flights of fancy bowing them to their whim and ways as one man learns just what it is to submit to the wiles of a dragoness with a certain itch that she needs to scratch. And, right there and then, he's the only one that can tame the simmering heat in her.

But what is a man to do with sweetly hot Amelie the dragoness?
Tempting the Gryphoness: Cravings of a Fertile Goddess

Sandy is a gryphoness and, well, her stomach is swollen with her eggs, heavy and swaying, drawing the eye. She's just another gryphon at the fantastical barn but there is very much going on there that makes her a passing interest, no one able to spend time with her even though she needs it now more than ever.

All except for Seth, of course, who is the man who has spent more time with the sexy goddess of a gryphon than anyone else. He could even say that he is responsible for her condition, although she is needier than ever, trying to steal him away all for her pleasure at the time that she needs it the most.

Seth, however, is more and more amenable to pleasing her and, in the end, he just can't resist, seeing it as his due responsibility to make sure that her needs are met, even as the gryphoness takes control, need rising in the passionate heat of the day...

She's not just any gryphon to her.
A Lady's Intuition: BDSM with the Dalmatian Lady

When Amethyst, an anthro mare, goes away on holiday, she doesn't expect her house-sitter to get into her BDSM gear when she's away! Who would? It's full of kinky stuff though and, oh, the Dalmatian anthro with her wagging tail just can't resist! One little look can't hurt, surely?

But Amethyst coming home early catches her in a precarious predicament and, why, the mare would not be herself without taking advantage of the situation, playing into her self-imposed bondage to give her the pleasure that she so clearly desires...

Only the session will tell what will come of a little BDSM play between ladies!
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