Hats 
 
Grease Pan woke up with a mission on her mind. She thought of the warm body of Gunny, the soft griffon. There was a chill in the air that day, one that ruffled the cyberponer’s fur, sending shivers down her metallic spine. She needed something toasty and warm, a griffon’s back was the perfect spot to lay. The pony hopped out of bed, her cybernetic hooves clip-clopping on the wooden floor. She shook her minty green tail as she peeked out into the living room. Target spotted. The grey griffon sat on the couch, reading some sort of book. Grease Pan squinted, trying to see the title but couldn’t quite make it out. Another chill ran over her body and she glared at the window, cursing the snow outside. The house would remain chilly due to a faulty boiler, but she could still get her warmth.  
 
Actually...she could get more than just warmth. She could get heat. Her face flushed as she giggled, thinking of the griffon before her. She gently tip-toed up behind him, her tail wagging behind her. She lifted her front hooves to the back of the couch, and then Gunny spoke. 
 
“Can I help you?” 
 
“Awwh! How’d you hear me?” 
 
Gunny looked back over his shoulder with a mirthy smile, the feathers on the top of his head hung over his forehead, making him flick to get it away from his eyes. 
 
“I can hear you stomping around a mile away.” 
 
“I do not stomp!”  
 
“Do too~” 
 
She reached forward and bopped his head with one of her hooves. 
 
“Hey, stand up.” 
 
“Why?”  
 
“Trust me.” 
 
Gunny frowned, then rolled his eyes and stood, setting his book down. The pony trotted around the side of the couch, then wiggled her behind and leaped onto the other. Gunny let out a loud “oof!’ and stood with his talons planted firmly in the ground. 
 
“I’m your hat now~” 
 
Grease Pan whispered in his ear, letting off a giggle. Gunny rolled his eyes and began to walk. “Where we going?” 
 
“To the bedroom.” 
 
“Why?” 
 
Gunny just glanced over his shoulder up at her. Grease Pan’s eyes widened with realization and another giggle bubbled from her throat. 
 
“oh...I getcha now, let’s go!”  

It had been mere moments since they entered the bedroom, and Gunny was already on her. He had flipped the pony off his back and shoved her down to the mattress, her cybernetic legs kicking in the air. The griffon clicked his beak as he towered over her, leaving Grease Pan to flush and giggle. He leaned in and nibbled at the sensitive skin of her neck, talons roaming down her slender, white hips.The minty maned pony moaned softly for him, kissing over his beak gently, her ears reared back against her head. 
 
“Frisky already, huh?” 
 
She said with another bubbling giggle. Gunny only stuck his tongue out at her, then nuzzled back down into her neck, burrowing his face in her silky mane. 
 
“Only because you make me this way.” 
 
He said, softly chuckling into her as her hooves ruffled his wings. He fluttered them softly at his sides, the unicorn grinning up at him. 
 
“Such beautiful wings, wish I had them.” 
 
She mused, and Gunny showed himself off, flourishing his wings outward, spanning them wide from his body. It was Grease Pan’s turn to stick her tongue out, shimmying under him. 
 
“Show off!” 
 
She said, and Gunny rolled his eyes. He leaned back in, his cock now hard and throbbing. He was edging it toward her, gently rubbing it against her slit. He felt her juices glide over his cock, lubricating him to enter her.  
 
“You’re so warm…” 
 
He mused, and she leaned up to kiss him again. His feathered ruffled and trembled as he entered her warmth, sliding his cock into her. At first he kept himself slow, easing in and out of her warm cave, thrusting into her softly, gently. 
 
“Haahh…” 
 
[bookmark: _GoBack]Grease Pan moaned out, arching her back toward him. She let her legs spread apart, feeling him plunge deeper into her, feeling her cunt spread and hug his cock. Their bodies collided gently, the soft “patpatpat” of his hips hitting against her pelvis as he thrust, the scent of sex permeating the room. 
 
“I want it rougher.” 
 
Grease Pan demanded, and Gunny chuckled. 
 
“Well if you want it rougher, you’ll have to take charge.” 
 
He rolled them over seamlessly, putting her atop him and slipping into her again. He thrust upward, hugging her hips tightly in his talons. She moaned, arching herself back and starting to ride him roughly, bouncing up and down on him. Her squeals filled the room, her body crashing down onto his, planting her cybernetic hooves onto his hips and using him as leverage.  
 
“Oh god...I’m close…” 
 
Gunny managed to choke out, and Grease Pan threw her head back with a cry. She, too, was cumming, pounding him deeper into him as her cunt convulsed and clenched over him. He couldn’t take it anymore, and came inside her. His cum gushed into her sweet, tight cunt, filling her to the brim, his cum spilling out of her onto his cock. He thrust erratically into her a few times, panting until his head fell back to the bed. Grease Pan slowly gyrated on him, panting, soft moans escaping her vapid breathes.  
 
“There we go...good boy…” 
 
She said softly, giggling. He rolled over and pinned her down, grinning at her. 
 
“Good boy huh? I’ll have to teach you who’s in charge!” 
 
He exclaimed, and with that, he thrust into her again.  

