This one’s a fun play between myself playing a pretty black gryphoness Lana and [fa]Sargon[/fa] playing his sexy ravengryph Raz. In this one Lana’s a collage freshman who ends up needing to blow off a little steam after all the stressful activities associated with signing up for a higher education. Raz is more than happy to help her with that, even if his idea of ‘blowing off steam’ is a little more… raw.
Contains casual sex between consenting adults with a stealth ‘happy ending’ that’s, perhaps, a little less than consensual ;3

Gryphon, Male, Female, M/F, feral, non-anthro, clothed_feral, collage, stealthing, impregnation, on_back, bent_over, bent_over_bed, oral, vaginal, watersports, piss_drinking, tapered_penis, deep_penetration, cervical_penetration, cum_in_pussy, cum_in_womb, tipsy, condom, condom_removal, nipple_play
-----

D:

Lana laughed as she opened the door to her dorm. It wasn’t like bringing a boy home after a date, not really. She’d only been in the dorm room for a couple days so it was almost like bringing him back to her hotel room. The 20 year old collage girl had just started getting everything together, courses planned, living accommodations settled, first year of student debt signed and sealed. One week in and she was already making friends.

Raz was a handsome bird, black as she was but all black where her underbelly was a lighter charcoal grey with some fancy golden highlights here and there. When he’d invited her out for some lunch, she hadn’t really thought of it as a ‘date’ really. Going out with him again for dinner might be date-worthy though. Neither of them called it that but he’d walked her back to her room and she’d offered to let him join her if he liked.

The big bird had agreed and now her cozy little space was under review by the larger gryph. Nothing fancy and barely lived in but it had all the trimmings of a girl ready to spend the next couple of years here. Sparce but personal.

“Can I get you something to drink?” She offered, shedding her bagpack, the young girl’s blue feral mini skirt and comfy tee-top ruffling slightly from the effort before she smoothed the back down.


S:

The big raven gryphon followed her into her dorm, expecting that she would only have invited him in assuming her dormmate would be there. But as he stepped in, he noticed the other side of the dorm was still empty.

"Oh. You don't have a dormmate yet. That's weird. I guess you really are just getting settled. They've usually got these dorms full right away."

He looked back at her wondering if she was as eager for things to go further as he was then.

"Sure. Anything alcoholic," he answered her question as he leaned his head to preen the side of her neck for just a moment before letting her get the drink.

"So big step for you, right? I remember my first week. So many commitments to make. You really sign your life away. It was scary!" He chuckled a little. 

D:

Hmm… the only thing alcoholic she had was wine so hopefully that would due. She also only had two wine glasses, gifted to her by her mother but this seemed an appropriate time to use them. Pouring a bit for each of them, the young gryphoness gave a nervous little laugh again as she carried it over and offered it to him.

“Ooooh yah. But it’s a good thing, right?” She smiled and tapped rims together, creating a small chime from the act. “And you’re almost done right? Gunna go for any other kind of degree or you officially out at the end of the year?” The younger hen inquired, moseying over to the beds.

There wasn’t much in the way of a living space in the small area but the two beds were across from one another so he had his choice of places to relax while they chatted. It certainly wouldn’t be the first dorm he’d navigated after all. 

S:

"It's a good thing as long as it all works out. Heh. But I'm sure you'll be fine. I mean, it's worked out for me so far."

Of course, what he had in mind tonight might well ruin all the commitments she just made. But he didn't mention that. It wouldn't be his problem, after all.

Rather than sitting on the edge of the opposite bed, he sat next to her on hers and took a drink from his glass.

"I'll be done at the end of the year. And then out into the work force. I've actually already got a job lined up that I'll move right into as long as I keep my grades up. Everything is kind of all set for me."

He leaned over to nibble on her ear and then turned it into a more sensual affection by working down and preening feathers.

"So don't you worry. I'm sure it will all work out for you, too."

He put a fore paw around her and rubbed her chest while he took another drink. 

D:

Huff… that was a nice thought. It was scarry chanting from schooling structured for her to a life where she had to figure everything out on her own but, so far so good. Her ear twitched as his beak got ahold if it, giving him a bit of a side eye as she brought the glass to her beak, but didn’t otherwise complain. The cozy nibbles continued down, getting into her neck plumage and got into that part that always made her fluff up some.

It was a nice feeling, a sensation she hadn’t felt in quite a long time. It was… mildly intimate but nothing that she was opposed to. She missed preening with her high school girlfriends and this kinda reminded her of those simpler times. Granted the one doing it this time wasn’t another dainty bird girl but a bit burly gryphon bull but that was just semantics. A beak was a beak. 

The paw laid over her and hugged her against him comfortingly as he sipped and pet her chest floof.

“Yeah, I hope so.” She exhaled, then joined him in another sip. 

S:

He made small talk with her and filled her in on some of the ins and outs about the college they were at while the two sipped the wine. It wasn't really enough to get her drunk, but he figured it would loosen her up a little. Alcohol often helped.

He kept preening her throughout and sometimes going a little farther here and there with gentle licks along her ear and the like.

After waiting long enough for the wine, he started moving his fore paw down her chest to her belly, stroking in soft circles over her T top. The intentionally brushed the edges of her rows of nipples as he did it.

The conversation fell silent then as he hooked his talons under her shirt and lifted it up a bit so he could stroke through her lighter under belly feathers directly. And now he stopped at each nipple and rather than just lightly brushing it, he kneaded each of them. 

D:

It was nice being able to converse with someone who’d directly gone through the sorts of things she had on the horizon. It made him feel more relatable and more trustworthy. Whether that was intentional or just a tool in his belt for trying to direct her toward the things he had in mind was unknown to the young lady but it worked well enough. Their conversation came with plenty of casual affection that both birds seemed to appreciate. Not the intimate kind of affection, share preening and nibbles and licks to gryphons were almost like getting a back rub for anthros.

Having her shirt lifted and teats rubbed though, that was definitely a little more directly intimate though. It took her a few moments to realize that’s what he was doing and by the time it really hit her that he was giving her underbelly some soft gropes, it felt almost more awkward to stop him now than to just let him continue. Besides, it wasn’t like it was the first time she’d ever been touched like that. Lana wasn’t a virgin or anything though, with everything else going on in her life, an intimate relationship was as far from her mind as could be.

Still, it felt nice and it wasn’t like there was any harm in it. She didn’t have a dormmate who might walk in at any moment and be upset with her. So with her silence as consent, his paws continued happily toying with the soft pink nubs, rolling them between his scaled avian talons until they were nice and perked before slipping a bit further down to toy with the next set. Once his paw slipped below the band of her miniskirt to get at the last set, she tensed a little.

“Ohuh. Such a friendly bird aren’t you?” She chortled. 

S:

"Not entirely," the big bird replied. "I can be pretty forceful sometimes."

As he said that, he pinched one on of her bottom nipples, kneading it firmly enough to draw a little noise from her.

"I think you might like that though."

He pushed his fore paw down further past the hem of her mini skirt... but stopped just short of touching her sex. And then he drew his fore paw out and stepped up onto the bed.

He reached back to unfasten his shorts and pull them down and off, leaving his haunches free feathered. His light pink taped shaft was already jutting from his sheath, and he brought it to hover just before her beak.

"With all the pressure you've been under this week, signing your life away, getting settled in to a new place, a new life. I figure you might like a little distraction. It's Friday night. You're done for the week."

That rather large cock attached to a rather large male of her species hung before her beak like a poison apple before Snow White. 

D:

The young girl squeaked softly as he pinched. The momentary jolt of pain was soothed with the rubs there after but it was enough to ruffle her feathers. She wanted to give him a ‘look’ but it didn’t come out quite the way her mind intended; more a mix of ‘you jerk’ and ‘never had that done to me before’. Plus, her intended scoff was a bit interrupted by his paw reaching down into her panties too, playing at the edge of her henparts in a way that made her huff.

It was all certainly a bit faster than it should have been, she hardly even knew him and yet he just casually dropped his bottoms like it was the most natural thing to do. Part of her told her to object but part of her was curious and horny. She hadn’t gotten laid in months and hadn’t even had an opportunity to paw or toy with herself either. That generous pink taper slid into view and hovered there exquisitely presented as a prime example of the male of their species.

She could object, probably should object but maybe it was the wine or her own friskiness but, instead of opening her beak to tell him to stop, it opened and ran her tongue across the surface. Slick with his masculine aroma, it went down easy as he stayed there and let the young girl explore his gender. A little nibbling on the tip made it bob excitedly and a little encouragement against the back of her head had her going down on him a moment later.

Into her crop it went and all the way down, effortlessly getting that pliable little beak deep into his crotch. It was terribly lewd, she hardly knew him and it made her flush with embarrassment. But that pretty beak continued to pleasure him anyway. It [i]was[/i] Friday and she [i]was[/i] done so, fuck it. She was an adult and it was her life so she could do what she wanted. 

S:

That poison apple disappeared into her beak. She liked its taste. She felt she was doing what she wanted, but she was actually doing what [i]he[/i] wanted.

How many parties had Raz been at with a lot of drinking, a lot of drunk hens. He'd talk with them. Charm them. It was easy. They were drunk after all. And then that light pink, tapered length would slip into their pussies bare. Always with the intent of getting them pregnant. And more than half of the time succeeding.

But this freshman in college didn't know any of that infernal history of the cock she took into her beak. And the big raven just quietly rocked his haunches back and forth slowly, fucking her crop with it.

"You into any kinky stuff?" he asked her after a few minutes of having his cock worked on.

He didn't really give her an opportunity to answer. Instead, he gripped the lower half of her beak in a fore paw and relaxed. In a moment, a deep yellow stream started into her beak. He was forceful just like he said. His grip on her beak didn't allow her to pull away from it as she started to get something different coming out of that cock than she had likely been thinking of.

"Swallow it," he the big bird told her. 

D:

It was a bit of harmless oral fun she told herself. She enjoyed dick and, while it wasn’t the kind of thing that would get her off, it would get her a little wet under the tailfeathers. Even if he was just the cum and go kind, she could relax afterward and get herself off to the lingering thought of the casual beakjob.

But Raz was far from the kind to give a basic quicky when there was opportunity for more. And he proved it by gripping her beak, easing out and starting to urinating in her beak. The hot acidic fluid splashing over her tongue made her jerk slightly, ears perking with an [i]Awkt[/i] noise but he held fast and just continued relieving himself in her.

She didn’t have much choice on the swallowing front. It was either that or have gryphon piss all over her and her bed if she tried to back up. It wasn’t the most pleasant experience being startled like that but, once the initial shock wore off, it also wasn’t all that bad either. She’d have to have a word with him about asking first later but, for now, she just resolved to deal with it. The swallowing noise of his wastewater gulping down her throat was enough to signify her acceptance of the roll as a gryphoness urinal.

And once the golden stream was finished, her beak conveniently doubled as a cockwash as well. 

S:

He had to grip a little more firmly to keep in her place when she flinched, but after the first little bit, he experimentally relaxed and then let go his grip on her beak, letting her show she would drink his piss on her own.

"Good girl," he encouraged her, stroking her crest until he finished emptying his liquid refuse.

He let her clean off his length before drawing it out of her beak. And then he pushed her over onto her back on her dorm bed.

He moved around behind her hind legs and gripped her mini skirt and started pulling it down. After he had it past her paws and tossed away, he turned to pulling down her panties the same way, leaving her haunches as free feathered as his were.

The big bird lowered his own beak to her now exposed pussy and dug in like he was ravenous. His fore paws gripped her thighs while he rubbed his tongue over her netherlips.

Just typical college play on a Friday night. 

D:

Lana considered giving his tip a nip for being such a butt but managed to restrain the urge as he chided her and finished indulging in her beak. Possibly for the best considering what came next; being playfully pushed down and then rolled over until he had her on her back and then, like careless lovers, drew her bottoms off one layer after another. That pretty pink pussy lay squarely between her dark hinds, ripe and ready for his ‘affection’ with her slightly glistening lips decidedly in need of some dedicated attention.

Luckily, even her blushing frustration at his earlier antics didn’t keep her from letting him go to work on her. She gasped and tensed as his tongue grazed across her slit, a nice firm run from one end to the other, lingering on her clit and rubbing around just inside the folds of her vulva. She was young and fertile, not a virgin but not a mother either. With her hind paws in the air, the pretty gryphoness twitched and huffed, watching him hotly for a few moments while he got acclimated to this new pussy and went to town on it.

Her inner muscles clenched reflexively as he held her haunches up and spread. Her breath still reeked of his scent but at least he knew how to use his tongue. Her clawtips curled at her top, drawing it up and casually started playing with her nipples, adding her own little notes of pleasure to the sultry song he was making between her legs. Mpfh… [i]aaahn![/i] Oouuhh… Yes, that was the spot. A hind leg tensed but he held it in check until it defeatedly relaxed back into place.

She had a beautiful taste, fresh and free without the sour hints of an egg control keeping her body restrained. It was an alluring flavor to get his beak wet with, one that made that hard pink prick under his belly all the stiffer for it. 

S:

It was a bad choice for her to go to college without any egg control. It excited him though as he tasted her and knew she was all natural. He'd have fucked her anyway, of course, just for the pleasure of it. But it was always better when he knew there was a very real risk of being knocked up.

It did make for a complication though; she would know it, too.

He moved up over her, moving his haunches over and behind hers. He reached down to grasp his cock and rub the front of it between her slick netherlips. And then he drew back to nestle is bare tip between them and teased her.

Sometimes a hen would simply let him do it this way, but he didn't expect that this time from this girl in her circumstance. This would be the very worst point in her life to get pregnant. And he beaksmiled as her expression showed her concern about it.

"Do you have some condoms around here I hope?"

She turned out to have a box of condoms near by the bed, and he was large enough to reach them without having the abandon his position between her hinds.

He withdrew one and tossed the box away, then handed the foil to her.

"Would you care to do the honors?" he asked her as he lifted up his haunches a bit to just hover his hard shaft over her sex. 

D:

When that wet beak pulled away, the tenderized hen let out a sultry exhale as her excited pussy was given a moment to recuperate. Not much time as the big bird hopped up and placed himself between those spread hinds now instead, mounting the edge of the bed and the sprawling female at the same time with hardly any effort. Gawd he was big. In more ways than one- she reflected as he slid his shaft right up against her naked cleft and rubbed its length against her naked folds.

His internal dialogue was correct, even a little tipsy as she was, Lana wouldn’t have been willing to proceed with having unprotected sex. But he cut off the apprehension before it hardly had time to build by asking for a condom. Yes, she had them, a box of them in her night stand of various colors. He fished out one of the largest ones and tossed the rest of the box aside before giving the wrapper to her.

For a moment she considered whether or not to proceed. It would be safer not to of course, it would be devastating to get pregnant now of all times. There was no way she’d be able to keep up with college courses with a clutch of little beaks to take care of at the same time. But the young girl was thinking more with what was between her legs than what was in her head and, besides, the condom would be fine.

So her beak pulled the foil open finding a pink wrapper amusingly almost the exact same color as his beautiful cock and proceeded to pet it down his impressive girth. It only covered about three-fourths of the tapered beast but that would be enough. Her avian scaled paws rubbed him as he rocked back and forth, pinning his covered cock between her palm and her pussy as he got her riled up again. 

S:

He was treating the prospect of having sex with her as a foregone conclusion, and she didn't try to stop him. If she'd known what he had in mind, she should have.

With the condom in place to protect her from his tapered beast, he lowered it down and nestled it between her netherlips again, but this time not just to tease her. He pushed forward and let it sink into her.

The taper made it very easy to work his tip into her, but his girth grew much thicker the deeper inside he pushed.

It hardly mattered that the condom didn't cover his whole length since he couldn't get more than that inside anyway before bottoming against her cervix.

The big raven started fucking her in earnest then. For several minutes, the dorm room was filled with the wet sounds of sex with the raven gryphon's heavy balls bouncing against her under fluff as the bottom of each thrust, their contents would be kept at bay by the thin layer of latex.

Finally, as he started getting close, he drew out of her and let the pleasure fall back down instead, not wanting to finish yet. After a bit, he drew back from her.

"Flip over. Get on all fours next." 

D:

It was sinfully satisfying feeling him slip between her talons and into her body. The slow casual parting of her pussy lips around his ever-increasing girth teased every nerve on the way in until his tip curled up and got cozy with the young lady’s egg gate. The two bottomless birds enjoyed a few moments of exploring one another intimately before he drew out and started fucking her.

It wasn’t love of course, they hardly knew one another. This was just raw, unfiltered lust. She was tipsy and frisky and he wanted to use her body for the pleasure he could squeeze out of it. And there was much pleasure to be had for sure, that warm gripping core rode up and down his engorged spire with dangerous ease, letting him go to town in her as her tailfeathers stroked along his hefty cum-filled balls with each thrust. Lana let herself indulge as well, rubbing her belly and feeling the spot along the surface where that devious bitch breeder was rooting around inside.

That puffy pink slit was nice and wet by the time he was close, the sloppy sounds of sex mixing salaciously with the huffs and grunts of the two birds having a go at [i]not[/i] making little baby birds. Then that impressive meaty mast slithered out of her excited sex with the job unfinished, telling her to change positions.

Lana didn’t mind, the warmth radiating through her plumage willing to do just about any position so long as he finished and got her off. So her dark form rolled over, haunches hanging off the end of the bed, forelimbs splayed out and cheek resting on her arm as she looked back, waggling her hind end with those lifted tailfeathers waiting for him to climb back on and finish what he’d started. 

S:

Raz moved off the bed as the hen got into position. He moved in behind her, rearing up onto his hind paws.

"Lay forward," he ordered her as he lined up with her pussy again.

This wasn't just to straighten her for entry. He didn't want her looking behind her at what he was about to do.

With one fore paw, he tugged the condom off.

For a moment he looked down at his own now bare shaft. It had gotten multiple hens pregnant over his time at college so far. Mostly at parties. Each of them had had to drop out of school because of it. Even after all the talk about commitments she'd made and his assurances to her that things would probably turn out, he was about to do this to her anyway.

He pushed in quickly, deliberately minimizing her opportunity to feel that there was no floppy reservoir tip at the end of his tapered shaft as he wedged into her. This time it was just pure bare length of gryphon cock that pushed all the way into her pussy until its tip nudged against her cervix.

The pleasure was much more intense for him now as he pumped his length inside her. After a couple of minutes, he started deliberately punching her cervix at the bottom of each thrust, shoving her against the edge of the bed each time he bottomed out. 

D:

Lana stuck her tongue out at him as he moved in to mount her from behind. She couldn’t see much behind her tailfeathers but he waited until she did what he told her before proceeding. The young hen almost wanted to be defiant but her urge to continue getting railed overtook that notion. It only took him a second to roll his paw up from the base and leave the wrinkled wrapper crumpled and discarded on the floor. Then he stepped in with cock already in hand and guided his unprotected cock into her completely vulnerable pussy.

She hissed and tensed, leaning forward on the tips of her hind toes as he penetrated her deep and quick, carelessly plunging back into her warmth. If she’d been less distracted, the unexpected dryness of his shaft might have clued her in- or the slight difference in feel without that rubber being stretched over its surface. But Raz knew what he was doing and used her own biology against her, nudging his tip against that tailhole tight ring of muscle at the bottom of her reproductive tract and gave her a few quick rough thrusts to keep her from noticing the difference.

By the time he’d settled into a cozy rhythm of fucking this collage freshman, all the ‘obvious’ signs were gone. So long as she didn’t reach back to check, he was free to enjoy some casual unprotected sex with this unsuspecting female. He had plans for her, plans that still involved collage debt but didn’t involve a degree to pay for it. Her forelimbs hugged a pillow as he eagerly got to work on this unsuspecting hen, chipping away at her future plans one firm thrust at a time.

Her beak pinched the pillow as his tapered tip found purchase on her untried cervix and, once wedged inside, the big bird had little reason not to pull himself the rest of the way up on top of his clueless little hen and make her take the rest of him all the way to the hilt. The closeness of his body against hers pushed her tailfeathers all the way up and pinned the smaller female into the bed as his cock bobbed in and out of her deepest recesses, using her reproductive tract as little more than a cozy sleeve to jack off into.

The bubblegum-colored ring of her vulva rounded out delectably around his engorged shaft, leaving a glistening smear of her nectar glazing the surface. He was deep enough in her that it was matting his sheath feathers as well, regularly making his own mix of pink flesh disappear entirely inside her. She didn’t realize how much she needed it until the champaign cork popped and a bubbly endorphin wash scrubbed over her brain from her orgasm, those comfy muscular convulsions felt all along his bare cockflesh as well, what with its such [i]intimate[/i] exploration of her henparts. 

S:

They were having full on natural sex now. No chemicals. No latex barriers. Nothing to interfere between his seed filled balls and her womb.

Even her cervix stopped being in the way, eventually giving into her just like the rest of her. Finally, he could feel even the base of his shaft feel her netherlips stretch around it as his tip pressed into her womb each time. She'd been fucked before, but not by a male this large.

With each thrust into her, he got one notch closer to release, and she got one notch closer to having her hopes and dreams for her future happy life and lucrative career ended to be replaced by a future of struggling as a jobless single mother with several little beaks to feed.

Finally, he couldn't hold back anymore. The big bird started to shudder and pushed all the way inside and stayed there. Hot pulses of his seed flooded her womb going directly to where they would do the most damage. Eventually, his little wigglers would make their way into every last egg, making her as pregnant as she could possibly get and sealing her fate.

If he'd done this to her even a couple of weeks earlier, it wouldn't have been so bad. But the poor freshman had only just signed up for so many commitments she was already going to have to fail on. Being an unexpected mother was going to ruin her life now.

But it had felt very good doing it for Raz. 

D:
Those powerful, pleasurable contractions and the firm, forceful bucks that shoved her tailfeathers up all the way out of the way hid the sensation of his sperm carelessly [i]thumping[/i] against her defenseless uterus. A more attentive and less tipsy Lana would have noticed the feeling of billions of vicious little swimmers being let loose to wreak havoc on her future plans. But stressed, horny Lana just wanted to lay there and soak in the throbbing satisfaction that came from getting off this hard and remain oblivious to the three… four… [i]five[/i] squirts of gryphon cum that rushed down the cock buried deep between her legs and oozed down the walls of her womb, pooling heavily in her belly like the consequences of her actions.
Well, more [i]his[/i] actions but that would be a debate for to have with herself later in a month or two when all three pregnancy tests came back undeniably positive. She’d have enjoyed a longer cuddle session and maybe some preens but, after finishing putting his chicks in her, Raz had little use left for her. Several feet of long, slippery, spent gryphon cock slithered out of her freshly bred pussy, [i]schlepping[/i] out of her unsuspecting pussy with barely a dribble of tainted fluid left visibly in her passage as the big black bird dismounted. 
From there, Raz admired the view of her plump, heat-flush pussy still splayed wide from what his bitch breeder had done to it already (and what it was going to do to it again when his DNA finished burrowing into all her unsuspecting ova). He picked up the discarded condom and retreated to the restroom with his bottoms to redress and flush the last of the evidence.

He gave the sprawling, bottomless hen a quick belly rub to indulge in the fantasy of what this was going to look like in a couple months before giving an adieu and leaving the freshly fucked hen behind. Poor Lana remained completely oblivious of what that pleasurable tingle he’d left between her legs was going to do to her. Relaxed enough to just slip into a nap for the first time in months, she’d miss the trickle of pearly white semen leaking out of her used pussy that might have clued her in to his tricks. Dried into her feathers and washed away by the shower when she woke up, it wouldn’t be until the egg weight started showing that she’d have any idea things had gone awry.
