Rainy Day Lust
Claiming the Gryphon Hen
Bowing her forelegs down to the ground, Miya moaned and clacked the edges of her beak together urgently, needing him perhaps even more than he needed her. Her cunny twitched, almost pulling up reminiscent of another species of creature that could be just as lustful as a gryphon, beak parted to pant. Flanks heaving, the gryphon’s golden-eagle type head rolled back, unable to do anything, frozen in place before the partner that she craved so terribly, her tail flagged so high that it spilt over her back in a sleekly leonine curve, the brown fur of her feline half gleaming with good health. And yet she hoped for more health than ever, stomach plumping out with a clutch of eggs that she call her own, need coming to a beautiful head as it had always been meant to.
It was enough to draw in any male but there was only one that she wanted, one that she craved so very desperately above all else. Gael stared at her as if he’d seen a ghost, his cock still hanging below his stomach, drooling with the last throbs of orgasm. And yet she needed more so very quickly, her cunny not needing any preparation at all for that massive hunk of gryphon-flesh even though the gryphon drake in question surely needed a little more time to recover than she was willing to give him.
Grunting, he tucked his head instinctively around to preen his white feathers, eyes sharp and wide, although he could be glad for instinct taking over at the point where it mattered the most. Neither of them had had a lover before, even though Miya had spoken with the hens of the flock many times about sex and what to expect – that was not a replacement for the real thing when it came down to it.
“P-please,” she begged him, for she was hardly able to force him to mount her, not unless she wanted to drastically change their positions and the like for the same more some other feather of pleasure. “Take me, oh feather-lords, I need you so much!”
Gael swallowed hard. She’d never talked to him like that before but there was something very different about the lustfully seductive hen that stood before him, her chest bowed down to the ground, hips raised and tail flaunting her scent all over the place. And yet he needed a moment in which to understand what was happening, half-closing his eyes as he breathed deeply and heavily, rasping through his ‘nares as he sucked in her delicious aroma over and over again.
“Yes… Yesss…”
It was a hiss that did not seem natural coming from her beak and, startled, Miya jerked her head back around, staring over her shoulder with wide eyes (although gryphons, typically, had wider eyes than most anyway).
“What? Gael… What are you doing?”
But the drake had savoured her scent enough and knew now what he wanted to do with her, tracing the tip of his moist tongue along the edge of his beak, relishing in the moment. Was this what it was to breed, to fuck? His cock throbbed up into ridges, pumping up thick and full with blood as if to nod to the older heritage of their kind when they had barbs to catch and pull into a partner’s sex or any breeding hole, really. They were much softer than that but jutted out from his cock in an aggressive fashion, something headier and thicker again still swelling right at the base of his length. 
Now had come the time to breed. Nearly.
Miya jumped as a heavy forepaw landed on her hindquarters, holding her still, but she didn’t have a chance to ask what Gael was doing as his beak pressed up against her pussy, that delicious slit of feminine flesh that begged him in so. Although his cock was still hard, he needed time to recover himself and he would take that by bringing a fresh rise to her, cunny twitching and clenching even as his tongue, very delicately, spread her open.
The moan that rose from Miya’s lips ruffled his feathers up in all the right ways. Yes, that was what he needed, what the tightening in his gut was driving him on and on to claim for his own. He could not have said just why it had come up inside him that day of all days as the storm roiled outside the bounds of the cave, rain streaming down in a sheet that allowed none to penetration, yet she was there before him. Something had shifted between them and he would have been less of a drake not to rise to the call of it with a shrill keen, pressing his beak up and into her sex to savour of her essence.
And she was sweet, so very sweet. He jerked back, startled by the taste, and licked his beak without thinking, scooping more and more of her sweet flavour into his mouth. Miya quivered and shuddered, mumbling something, but Gael was lost to her charm, wanting more of what lay in her honey pot. Again, the smooth curve of his beak teased up to her sex and she groaned, huffing against the floor, tail winding around his neck as if that would be enough to keep him there. In all honesty, neither one of them was going to move away in a hurry but the hormones flooding them from the inside out snarled and snapped, striving to tell them to get a move on, to come together before it was too late and one of them grew tired of the fuss.
Gryphons were a fickle sort indeed!
Miya moaned and rubbed her beak on the ground, head swimming and pulsating on wave after wave of pleasure. Every muscle in her body screamed that she was right where she needed to be, head down and submissive, eyes half-lidded. What did she need to see for, after all? There was nothing for her but sensation as his tongue dug lightly into her, seeming to be acting on an impulse to seek out a part of her that not even her claws had touched, although she had also heard the older gryphon hens talking about that. That pleasure, however, was a sort best gleaned from a willing partner.
She knew the very moment that he’d found it too, head shooting up and a low chuff bursting from her beak, mouth hanging open lewdly as if she’d all of a sudden lost control of the muscles there. That sensitive patch of nerves that came together in the right place, more sensitive than a male’s dick – or so she was told. It didn’t matter in the lust of the moment as she squealed and ground back on him, tongue pushing out lustfully over the edge of her beak as she clacked the edges together for him, begging for more, wanting so very much more. 
“Ohhh!”
Orgasm was not a foreign concept to her, although it was not something that she had ever before had for herself, his tongue slurping crudely up inside her without any measure of skill or finesse. But Gael didn’t need to have experience to please her and he licked and licked, letting her moan and grind back on him, the curve of the upper side of his beak teasing into her softness, daring to push ever so slightly into her folds. Of course, she controlled how far back she thrust – at least, in part. Miya, after the fact, would say that she was not in control of anything at all at that moment, prey to instinct and breeding lust. All she wanted was to be fucked, have that long, thick rod of gryphon-meat slammed into her over and over again, the ridges and light undulations catching as she was made well and truly into a brood hen.
The barbs too, oh... She’d run her tongue around those and they’d been divine even then, the hen craving him, the something more that he could offer her, all the raw power in the stud drake. Miya had never before known or understood that he had in him. Of course, she’d had to bring that side out of her friend but he keened and crooned eagerly into her vent as he slurped away, digging his tongue in and deeper, searching for that final barrier within her that sealed off her womb.
Gael’s eyes half-closed, breathing in short, sharp puffs of breath. Was this what it was to breed, to be a breeder? To be strong, to be powerful... To let his cock slap up against his belly as he ached to breed her? And yet he knew in the back of his mind, however dim the thought was, that Miya deserved her pleasure and her fun too, needing more from him even though the slickness of her cunny denoted that she very clearly did not need any manner of preparation. Maybe she was just that deep into her season...
It didn’t matter. All that mattered was that he kept curling and winding his tongue, scooping out mouthful after mouthful of that sweet nectar, tasting deeply of her. His balls ached for release and he bid his body to be still, to be quiet, to have patience while he worked himself up again. He could have fucked her right there and then but it would have lost something, the friend that he had known for so many years turning into something all the more delectable in the blink of an eye.
He needed her and he suckled her juices wantonly into his mouth and his beak, tongue curling and flicking, her sweet juices flicking everywhere. But Gael wasn’t even aware of the mess he was in the process of making as he lapped and lapped, eyes half-lidded and a low croon rising up and up from his throat. He was merely a beast of passion in the midst of lovemaking, adoring all that was laid before him, cock hard and pulsing, wanting more, so much more, than his befuddled brain so far had the sense and presence of mind to take.
Miya’s breath ramped up, although it didn’t feel as if she was getting very much oxygen into her lungs at all. The hen’s head rolled and she strove to contain herself, trembling as her front legs buckled, crushing her chest lightly down to the floor as if she could not simply contain the weight of her body anymore, or even think of supporting it. She needed it, needed it so badly, hips working and humping and grinding mindlessly. Why wouldn’t he give it to her?
The drake rumbled a sexy growl against her folds, those tremors rising through her, a tantalising seduction that had to grab her, draw her in against all the odds. Maybe it was wrong that they had come together after so much time of being friends but it felt right to, such a familiar beak pressing into her, spreading her folds and her vent apart. He dug into her as if he had a right to be there and she hissed anxiously, grinding on the edges of her beak, that cord of tightness drawing tauter and tauter within her. There was no holding back and he, Gael, would be the one to truly unleash the storm within her, flapping and bucking maniacally as she, once again, lost control of her body and her mind with the only other gryphon in the world that really and truly mattered to her.
End preview.
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Rainy days are the bane of anyone's life but are particularly slow and dull and dreary for a gryphon who spends most of their life outside and on the wing. Gael is a drake who prefers to be busy hunting, or at least lounging out in the sunshine, more than anything else so being grounded while the storm passes is really the worst case scenario.

Luckily for him, he just so happens to have his best friend there with him and Miya has other needs on her mind than simply relaxing in the cave. Sure, it's all comfortable enough but it would all be so very much more comfortable if only she had a warm body on top of hers to keep the chill from her feathers and bones...

She might need to show the inexperienced drake the way, however!
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Salvore is a dragon and a go-between for dragons and gryphons, doing his job for, well...too long. Like any other, he's grown more than bored with the monotony of his life, but he has no escape in terms of his manner of work or his love life. His wife, sadly, is unable to bear him a clutch of eggs but it's a conversation that neither feels able to have with one another, needing to part ways and stay together, both at the same time.

And, so, the drake goes out, seeking to fulfill his needs elsewhere. Cheating isn't right but, in his situation, it's not wrong either. He needs it badly and he takes what he can, saucy lusts coming to a head time after time again.

Until he sees the gryphon princess on the edge of her first season, unknowing that he knows, despite the fact that he's not a gryphon. And when Princess Catelynn proposes something so sensational, he is helpless in body and mind to refuse what he so terribly, sordidly desires too...
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A day out on the beach is only made better for going with one's sweetheart and Shane has the hottest one of all - because she's a dragon! Who'd have expected that? He's a lucky guy though with his smoking hot baby who thinks he's the best thing in the world and the species barrier holds no bar for them, their love crossing all boundaries.

Of course, the beach is deserted on that particular day so why not have a little more fun, pushing more boundaries? There's no one to see them but they could be walked in on at any point as they make love on the sand, the dragoness in question getting the kick out of being his submissive baby that she sorely needs too...

What could be better than sex on the beach, after all?
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Serina is a proud gryphon who is by no means afraid to go after what or who she wants. The white feathers on her head gleam with good health and there's a sharpness to her eye that draws in the onlooker, calling them to her like moths to the flame. And she is the flame that is set to burn all of them up.

And yet Serina is like so many others in that she loves pushing the boundaries in the bedroom, learning just what her body is capable of - and there's just some things that she can't do with other gryphons, as randy as they can be. No, far better to lure in a human male who tugs at her heartstrings, making her needs rise more and more with every passing day, the lure for the exotic clawing at her very soul.

But taking another cherry from her requires the pleasure of a very special man indeed...
