Sensuality in the Stables
Gryphon Lovers After Dark

“Sinnisea? Sinnisea, are you awake?”
The gryphon drake hesitated in the doorway of the stables, the creatures under their care slumbering, blinking in the light of his lantern, which was held up in one clawed foot. He didn’t need it to see in the dark, of course, and, frankly, he preferred to carry it to alert others that he was coming. Everyone knew that Drakon with his black feathers could blend into the darkness as quick as anyone would like, quiet of foot and even quieter on the wing, though they were tucked down against his back at that time.
Yet he had to perform night check on the stables where the horses slumbered. Gryphons were often hired to do such tasks of animal care when it came to the larger, more unruly creatures in the world, those that did not speak the universal language. Drakon pitied them in a way, for their training had fallen by the wayside in lieu of bullying them into submission, though he always had a kind word and a pat for them, the horses eagerly leaning into his touch. Even though he was a predator, there was something about him that the horses just seemed to like, which was odd enough as it was. But he was good at his job and never was rough with the horses, simply turning himself into a pillar against any that needed a moment to work out any frustrations. They all came around and were lighter for it.
But one of the mares was unwell and had been colicky during the day – one, of course, that had to be under Sinnisea’s care. The gryphoness was tender of heart and, even though he had urged her to go rest for some time, as he was on night duty and watch and could care for the mare, she’d insisted on staying out there with her. He could not fault her dedication, considering her heart to be the most alluring part of her, but it did worry him to think of her in the large barn all on her own after dark while he checked the rest of the stables and those creatures kept in outside paddocks.
“Sinnisea?”
“Over here.”
Ah, she’d moved the roan mare into a larger foaling box: that made sense. All seemed quiet though as he set the lantern down at a safe distance from the straw beds, the stable door open while the brown-feathered gryphoness sat there, a slight and lithe feral with liquid eyes that one could lose themselves in. Drakon knew that for himself as he had lost many hours, maybe even days, staring into those very eyes.
Sinnisea sighed, her tawny tail flicking back and forth, wings shuffled down unhappily against her back. Tiredness lined the muscles of her body, as much as she tried to hide it. 
“Ah... I didn’t realise you’d moved. How is she?”
Sinnisea, much to his relief, smiled.
“Much better. I think the worst has passed and she’s been eating and passing droppings normally again. The things we do for them!”
She chuckled wryly and he laughed along with her, perching himself alongside on top of a bale of hay that she’d dragged out to sit on, clearly. It was a scratchy seat with the twine pressing into just the wrong spots but it was the best they had at that time, the gryphoness leaning into his shoulder with a soft sigh.
“It’s hard when they’re sick... I shouldn’t take it so personally, but sometimes it feels like we’re the only ones out here that care about them, you know?”
“I absolutely understand you.”
Between gryphons, that was all he had to say. They knew, intrinsically, that they were both in it together, two souls that thought alike, letting the rise and fall of their flanks with breath be their guide for the moment. There were times, when things were rougher than one may have liked, where they had to slow down, take a breath, simply be as they were. There was no more to it than that as they hung their heads together, letting their muscles relax, the quiet of the night and munching equines soothing them.
“Thanks, Drakon,” Sinnisea said quietly, clicking the edges of her beak together in a rattling, gryphon purr. “I needed that.”
He swung his tail around to brush hers, the gryphoness shivering.
“Of course... You should have let me check on Angel here, but I know what you’re like. I’m just glad you’re not too...cold out here all on your own.”
He shot her a cheeky look out of the corner of his eye, though it was just how she stiffened against him, in a good way, that was more telling than the look on her muzzle. It was hard for gryphons to be especially expressive with their beaks but there were still ways for them to show how they felt, whether it was lifting their wings, tilting their beaks, contracting the muscles around and above their eyes. Behaviour and expression came in far more than just a beak, of course, and her heart pumped harder for him, the drake so close, larger than her, protective of her. But that was just the way Drakon was and no gryphon was ever going to change that about him.
The drake, however, could not help but respond to one of the gryphons that, admittedly, he was closest too there, in all that cared for the creatures around the stables, the barn and further afield still. He’s spent so much time with Sinnisea that there had been talk about the two of them becoming long-time partners, mates of a sort, though they had never made that leap. That did not mean, however, that a roll in the hay, so to speak, here and there had not come to pass...
He knew she was thinking of him but could not see into her mind, the gryphoness rumbling softly against him, leaning in a little more firmly as if she was testing him. Truth be told, Sinnisea was as in control of her body as he was: barely so. Her skin prickled with tactile heat beneath the surface as she clicked her beak, mind wandering to thoughts of long breeding spires and thrusting hips, tails lashing in the passion of the night that could only be shared between two gryphons... Two gryphons just like them, in fact.
She eyed him up, the mare in the stall calm and restful. She would not need special care for the rest of the night and she could return to her bed, the dorm that was shared with another gryphoness, the two of them hesitant friends by circumstance. Yet not having any other true friends there besides Drakon led to a lonely life sometimes and having someone to talk with and more was growing ever-insistent in her mind. 
Sinnisea licked the edge of her beak with the tiniest hint of a giggle. Well, there was no time like the present for taking things to the next level, she was sure of it...
And why not?
“I can think of something to keep both of us warm...”
It was as if he was in her mind, plucking the words forth and breathing life into them. The gryphoness trembled, feathers lifting from her skin as she crooned, dark eyes peering back and forth, though she was already lost to the gryphon drake’s tender wiles. Drakon nuzzled her cheek and she chirped back at him, eyes shining with delight, even though she quailed and pretended to be demure, covering her beak with a wing. 
“Oh... But, Drakon, what if we’re caught here? We’ll lose our jobs... Everything... Oh...”
She could not resist. There had never been any point in resisting when everything he had to give was something that she wanted too. The mere touch of his claws brushing down her feathers had her gasping, her body wanting to let go of the stress of the day. Her charge was calm and quiet, munching hay, and there really was no reason to fret, not when everything was just as it was supposed to be.
Sinnisea fell back to the hay bale that she’d been perched on with a low keen, drawing her lover of the moment in closer to her, craving him. His wings folded softly around her, protecting her from harm, and there was nothing more that his gryphoness sweetheart wanted right then and there than to be with him. Drakon shuddered above her, touching his beak to hers, and she eagerly accepted his form of a gryphon’s kiss, their beaks tilting so that their tongues, so very gently, could touch. 
It was a strange kiss, not one that humans understood, though the gryphons felt the sweetness of it brimming over, flooding their souls with a want for more, even then. Drakon trembled and groaned softly, his shaft slipping from the light tuck of flesh and slit between his hind legs, his testicles hidden in a fluff of fur that was protective of both his modesty and his nuts. They were there though, warmed by his body and kept right where they needed to be, heavy and churning with seed that he had not spilt since, oh, well... It must have been since the last time he was with Sinnisea, a few weeks back. Not a great span of time in the grand scheme of things but more than enough that he was moaning where he lay, covering her with his body as his cock pushed out against her lower abdomen. 
He wanted her and craved her, legs slipping to either side of the bale as he positioned himself over her. Yet Drakon would not be so crude as to immediately push into her, no: that was not the way of a gentle-gryphon, no. That would be kind of sweet of him at all and yet it was the perfect position to rub his cock against her soft folds, the slit under the pucker of her anal ring, both tucked into her fur so that they could barely be seen, they were so well-protected.
“Oh... Mmmph, Drakon...”
Sinnisea could barely get the words out that she wanted to as she squirmed beneath him, whimpering and chirping, tail lashing the air, striking his legs in the rope-like strike of a serpent. The tip was fluffy and tickled his inner thighs, driving the studly gryphon drake to tremble, though it was not enough to move him from her – not that Sinnisea would have wanted that, of course. But what was fun without a little play and flirt wrapped up in it?
End preview.
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