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Lumak smiled as he watched the adorable little barn owl make their way over to the sofa with a plate of fish sticks held carefully in their wings.

“What,” Kypsie asked, noticing the other’s steely gray eyes on them.

“Can’t a guy ogle his adorable friend without it being a whole thing?” he replied, teasing gently.

Kypsie just fluttered their wings and chirped, the blush on their cheeks hidden by the tawny down on their face. Lumak chuckled, the gray-skinned pyroraptor pulling the blanket aside to invite his friend to snuggle up. Only too happy to oblige, Kypsie set the snack down on the coffee table and sat down on the couch, wiggling their butt under the blanket as Lumak spread it over the both of them. Sufficiently cozy, the raptor reached over to click the lamp off and hit the play button on the remote.

It was only a few minutes before he heard a little chirrup from next to him. Lumak glanced over and down to see the little owl staring up at him.

“Awp?” they asked, simply opening their beak.

Lumak gave a mock exasperated sigh but obliged, grabbing a crispy fish stick and popping it into their maw. Happy crunching commenced, only to be followed with a similar peep a minute or so later.

“Really?”

“What?” Kypsie asked as though they didn’t know. “C’mon, unless you wanna hold the plate up here for me, this is the price you have to pay for snugging up this cute bum.”

The owl punctuated their point by shifting under the blanket and rubbing their cute round rump against Lumak’s side.

“All right all right, here’s your fish you tease.”

Lumak certainly didn’t mind paying that “price.” Kypsie’s rear was generally hidden under their tailfeathers, but he had seen it on more than one occasion. He tossed a few more pieces of the battered fish into the waiting beak before reaching over to give his friend a gentle belly rub. That elicited a contented hoot and a quick lick on the cheek. It was Lumak’s turn to blush, focusing on the TV to ignore flush of his skin. Kypsie noticed nonetheless, the little owl enjoying their back and forth teasing.

With another soft hoot, they nuzzled the raptor’s chest. Lumak reached an arm around them, the long blue fringe of his underarm plumage tickling the owl’s ears as he moved. He felt his cock stir a bit as well, stiffening up to poke out of his slit. Kypsie was just so warm and soft and close…

The two kept watching, Kypsie chirping or hooting to demand a bit of fish every few minutes or so until it was gone.

“Bwah?”

“Sorry, that’s it. Plate’s empty, see? You ate it all you greedy owl,” Lumak scolded him.

“Buh-buh-but I want more!”

He accentuated the demand with a gentle nip at the raptor’s shoulder.

“Well that’s just too bad, isn’t it?” he replied, chuckling.

Kypsie responded by shifting under the blanket, straddling his stomach. The long tailfeathers brushed Lumak’s knees, sending a shiver through him. It didn’t tickle, exactly, but was a very light, teasing sensation.

“More! More fish sticks!” he cawed, making his point with another little bite, this time on Lumak’s chest.

“Can’t get you more if you’re on top of me, can I?” he smiled up at his friend, enjoying the playful banter.

“Better figure it out then huh? Hoo!”

Lumak snarled, baring his sharp teeth, and grabbed hold of the diminutive owl by the hips. He rolled, tangling the two in the blanket but ending up with Kypsie on their back on the couch, his body pressed between the owl’s legs.

“Oh-hoo?”

He looked down, their waists obscured by the fuzzy blanket. The throbbing sensation from his crotch told him what his eyes couldn’t, however, and that was that he had gotten completely hard during their friendly little tussle. Lumak’s cock was completely out of his slit, cocooned in the soft feathers of Kypsie’s belly. Locking eyes with the owl he was stuck, unsure how to move forward but too horny to disengage.

Kypsie wiggled their hips, grinding their crotch against Lumak.

“I, er. Hff.” was all the raptor could get out.

“What’sa matter big boy. Never had a cute owl booty in front of ya?” the avian asked.

“I- you know I, I mean you know I never-” Lumak started to stutter.

Reaching a wing up, Kypsie gently stroked their friend’s face.

“Oh honey, I didn’t mean anything by it. I was just teasin’.”

Their dun-colored brows narrowed and with a mischievous “peep,” wiggled again.

“But maybe we should do something about that.”

Lumak’s cock twitched.

“Wh- what do you mean?”

“You knoooowwww,” Kypsie said, leaning up to lick the tip of Lumak’s snout. “Maybe tonight somebirdy gets laid.”

Lumak wasn’t totally sure he heard that last part, his heart beating in his ears. He’d be lying if he said he didn’t want that, hadn’t thought about stuffing his friend’s cute backside. But he would also be lying if he said that it didn’t make him a little nervous, a little uncomfortable. He knew the owl was also a virgin and he was by no means a small raptor.

“Okay, uh.” His voice seemed stuck in his throat. “How, I mean how should we- like what position?”

Kypsie chirped and gently pushed their friend back a little, giving him room to maneuver. Turning over, he rested his wings on the couch back, kneeling on the cushion. Arching their back, he poked their butt out at Lumak. With a gleam in their eyes, Kypsie turned to look over their shoulder at him.

“I know you want to, Lumie. C’mon, take this birdie booty.”

“But I don’t want to hurt you, Kyps. I- I can’t, I don’t think I can.”

Lumak’s words were a bit scrambled, his brain screaming two different things at himself. While he certainly was afraid of hurting his diminutive friend, the much louder voice seemed to be stuck shouting “sex!” Despite his trepidation he couldn’t help but move Kypsie’s long tailfeathers aside, eyes locking onto the tight little ring of the owl’s anus like a predator that had just spotted his prey. He was glad he had pawed off earlier that day or he might have cum just from the nervous excitement of his friend offering himself up. Grabbing his cock he groaned, his body trying desperately to just shove in and get his rocks off.

“You can. We’ll do it together,” he said with a reassuring hoot. “You just have to warm me up first. Pet me, get me nice and relaxed.”

Hands on their perky little posterior, Lumak knelt down behind his friend. He seemed to have tunnel vision, the rest of the world going dark around him except for the tawny tufts around Kypsie’s tailhole. Careful not to scratch with a claw, the raptor placed a finger directly on it, moaning when he felt it contract under the pad of his fingertip, reflexively squeezing shut. He did as the owl had asked, softly stroking, eliciting a string of coos and chirps from the little avian as he teased their tailhole, petting it until it no longer crinkled tighter at his touch.

“Do-hooo, do you have any lube?” Kypsie asked a little breathlessly. “I’m ready for that to be in me.”

Lumak stood and practically raced up to his bedroom without a word, fumbling with the drawer of his bedside table, fingers seeming to have lost all dexterity as he searched for the little bottle of lube he kept with his toys there. Grabbing it he charged back down, almost snagging a toeclaw on the carpet as he rushed to get back to it. He returned to his knees behind the owl, intellectually knowing what he should do next but somehow stuck, unable to move forward.

“Just put a few big drops on me, then get your finger nice and slick, ok? Then you can start pushing…go slow, and stop when I say, but it’ll be fine.”

He nodded even though Kypsie couldn’t see his head, popping the lid open with a soft click.

“Can you lift your tail for me?” he asked, almost whispering the question.

Kypsie peeped and obliged, moving his carpet of tailfeathers up and to the side. Lumak moaned again, turned on by his friend’s willingness to expose themselves, revealing their most intimate places to him. He did as he had been instructed, dribbling a string of viscous drops onto the owl’s asshole, watching as it contracted again.

“Hoot! That’s cold!”

“Oh, s-sorry. Should I have warmed it up? Do you want me to warm it up? Maybe I should-”

Kypsie bopped the stammering male with his tail, cutting him off.

“It’s fine. I’m warm inside, though. Don’t you want to feel it?”

“Nnnng,” was all Lumak could muster in response.

Placing his fingertip back where it was, on Kypsie’s tailhole, he started to press inwards. His mouth was open, panting, as he watched the tight ring open to accept his digit, his finger slowly disappearing into the bird’s backside. It was quite warm.

“Oohh, that’s it. Nice and slow, just like that. You’re a natural.”

Lumak blushed at the encouragement, struggling to resist the temptation to bury himself to the knuckle in one push. Nonetheless, it didn’t take long before he was there, his finger completely inside Kypsie.

“Is that ok? Are you ok?”

“More than. Hoo.”

“N-now what?” Lumak asked, as though he didn’t know what fingering was.

“Out. And in. And out. And in.” Kypsie replied with a scolding tone, but his smile could be heard in his voice. “Nice and slow.”

He did exactly that, pulling his finger back until it was completely out, then slowly pushing back in. He was entranced by the way the muscled ring gripped his finger, pulling outwards with him, then resisting as he slid back inside. It got easier with each stroke, both coating Kypsie’s insides with the lube but they were also adjusting to the intrusion, relaxing their body. One part was not relaxing, however, and was in fact becoming more rigid. Lumak licked his lips, baring his fangs as he saw the owl’s cock protruding from their slit, hanging between their legs. He took that as a sign that they were indeed enjoying it, wordlessly encouraging him to go a little faster. Unable to resist, he leaned forward and gently nibbled Kypsie’s butt, teeth barely sinking into the soft cheek, not breaking skin.

“OhhHOOOoohh,” Kypsie moaned, practically melting.

Once Kypsie could tell he was no longer offering almost any resistance at all to the intruding finger, he hooted softly. He could ask the raptor to slip a second finger in, stretch him out gradually. He was afraid Lumak might not make it all the way to getting his cock in if they took too much longer, however, and besides he wanted it too.

“Are you ready?” he asked.

Lumak froze, finger halfway in Kypsie’s ass.

“R-ready? For- I mean ready for- I mean are you ready?” he practically stumbled over every word.

“Just go slow. You got this.”

Lumak pulled his finger out and stood up, cock throbbing in front of him, pointing at the waiting tailhole like a missile aiming at its target. He almost couldn’t believe it, that he was about to be the first cock in Kypsie’s ass, and that their ass would be the first one he’d fucked. It was a little overwhelming, but lust won out over any emotional considerations.

Shuffling forward he put the tip of his thick shaft between their cheeks, pressing gently against the waiting entrance.

“Go on” Kypsie cooed.

His hips seemed to know exactly what to do even if his mind was frozen. They moved of their own accord, pressing forward into the owl. If he had felt warm around Lumak’s finger, it was almost like a furnace around his cock, the heat from Kypsie’s insides surrounding, engulfing his sensitive member.

“Ooh-hoo, hold on. Stop for a second.”

Lumak almost panicked and pulled out but managed to hold still.

“Shit, I knew it, I knew it would hurt, I shouldn’t have done-”

“Shush you. You’re fine. Ahh. I just gotta hmm, get used to it.” Kypsie admonished their friend, feeling only a slight sting as he stretched their hole open.

Closing their eyes he took a deep breath, relaxing their body. Their cock was practically as hard as Lumak’s the growing fullness from inside their rear providing a warm pleasure. That warmth was coupled and amplified with the warmth of knowing he was giving their friend pleasure as well.

“Ok. Ok, keep going. That’s a good pace, just keep going like that until you’re allllll the way in.”

Lumak groaned, imagining what it would feel like to be buried to the hilt inside the tight owl tail. Fortunately he did not have to imagine for very long, and resumed pushing his cock into Kypsie. Every now and then he would feel it twitch, Kypsie’s internal muscles spasming and bearing down, grabbing his shaft, trying to squeeze him out before relaxing again and letting him in even deeper. Finally he bottomed out, hips pressed into the owl’s plush buttocks. He was breathing hard, trying not to focus on the warmth gripping his cock, the tight tail surrounding his shaft. He knew he wouldn’t last all that long, but he wanted to draw it out as much as he good.

“Ooh, see. I knew you could do it. Hnnng, don’t go too hard, but I’m ready for you to fuck me,” Kypsie said, punctuating the word “fuck” with a loud cheep.

The raptor looked down and watched as he pulled out, seeing the ring drag out with him along the length of his cock. He didn’t withdraw completely, leaving the head inside, then slowly pushed back in, eyes glued to his shaft as it vanished inside the owl’s rear entrance. He slowly ramped up his pace, thrusting a little faster each time until he had a solid rhythm. He wasn’t being rough, just consistent as he fucked his friend. A cacophony of chirrups and hoots was coming from the owl’s beak, partially muffled as he buried their face in the back of the couch. Kypsie had been looking forward to getting Lumak to top him and was glad the time had finally been right. Their own cock was throbbing, precum dripping onto the couch between their legs.

Lumak was absolutely over the moon. A corner of his mind was in disbelief that he was fucking his friend there on his couch, but then Kypsie’s muscles would ripple along his length and completely dispel any notion that it might be a dream. He wanted their coupling to last forever, but his balls had other plans. There was a tingling in his internal testes as he approached his peak.

“I’m- Kyps, I’m gonna cum,” he grunted.

The only response was a cheerful hoot. His blue-tufted tail waving behind him, Lumak bent over and nipped Kypsie’s shoulder, biting down and snarling. He pumped his cock into Kypsie’s ass a few more times before he hilted himself and came, orgasm roiling through his body. He bred the little owl’s ass, seed shooting deep into the avian’s guts, painting their intestines with his sticky sperm.

Kypsie felt Lumak’s cock pulsing inside him, the shaft swelling, stretching him open even further. He felt so full, so content. The pressure pushed them over their own edge, body trembling on the couch. He came, cock firing off three thick wads into the cushion below. Their asshole clenched tight, squeezing Lumak’s cum out with each wave of ecstasy causing their tailhole to twitch.

They slowly came down from their peak together, Lumak’s cock still thick and hard inside Kypsie. Both panting hard, neither one wanting to break the moment. Lumak reached around under the owl’s body, giving their belly a gentle rub. He chirped and wiggled, pushing their ass back against the raptor.

“Mm, that was so good Lumie.”

He just grunted, his brain still mostly blank in a post-coital fog. Finally he began to soften and he reluctantly pulled out. Kypsie’s tailhole stayed open for the briefest second before reflexively winking shut.

“Thanks for that Kyps. It…it was really nice.”

He chirped.

“C’mon,” Lumak said, patting his friend’s freshly-filled butt. “Let’s go shower.”

Kypsie chirped again and followed their friend up to the bathroom to wash but mostly to stand together in the heat of the water. And maybe get him to do it again, the owl thought, a playful gleam in their eyes.[image: image1.png]Seelie Court Press

Red Rocktober %
2023




7 


