A raptor’s burden of knowledge is alleviated by a completely alternative approach…

<Warning: this story contains lots of poop, dung, scat, shit, excrement; whatever the heck you wanna call it. :p>
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It was raining, of course.

Out of all the weather effects that could be, it just had to be raining.

I rustled myself from the warm rock underneath my body; having slept quite well from the previous day as it’d been sunny and bright as that big, orange ball could be.  It couldn’t be any earlier than dawn, as it hadn’t even peeked over the large hill yet.  Still, the dense droplets that fell from the heavens were cold, and chilled my raptorial blood within moments.  I shivered a bit, but the rain was the least of my problems.

When it rained, the predatory creatures – the big ones – would come out to ‘play’, and if you ran into one of them, it’d most likely be the last thing you ever saw, or the last thing you’d ever feel.  Some sense would be overloaded by the time the five or (if you were lucky) ten minutes it took for one of them to have their way with their catch.  Being as small as I was, only topping a bit over five feet from toe-talon to the breadth of my skull, and pretty skinny as well, I wasn’t one such predator anymore.  Survival of the fittest; really?  I’d call it ‘If you’re not big, you’re not worth it.’  Sure, I’ll eat one of the little dashers every once in a while, and given the audacious day when me and Greshii would try for a bigger, herbivorous meal, there wasn’t much to deem a raptor a ‘predator.’

Still, I was soaking wet within the five minutes I’d been awake; even though my blood was chilly, my brain was going through one of it’s stages of extended thought.  The one thing that continually shot through it was “GET WARM”.  The rock that was my bed slowly disappeared over the grassy hill as I walked towards the jungle tree line, seeking either a dry refuge under the wet soil or a good-sheltered bush to snuggle into.
As I trotted through the path that many of the other dinosaurs traversed – other raptors, mainly; but many of the smaller dinosaurs and even a couple triceratops prints followed this path on occasion.  I’d taken it many times, as there was a consensual watering hole that was a sanctuary for everyone to drink from, but on a rainy day like today, the ring of grass around it was devoid but for a sparse few that needed more water than the others.  That was a ways off though; being as cold as the water was chilling me by didn’t seem to help the situation any, and the mud below was about the warmest I’d get until I found a dryer spot.  Tail keeping me balanced through the thicker, much harsher spots of mud, I continued onward; studying the cool morning shower intently.

My cold-blooded spine tingled in horror as a blood-curdling *CRUNCH* rang out from deeper in the jungle to my right.  A horrible roar and moan rang out into the watery air, and I felt I had to hold my breath; in doing so, I managed to find one such bush I’d mentioned earlier, and hung about it, tucking my tail between my legs as I squatted below it, safe from the pelting rain.  Another heart-wrenching *CRUNCH* bellowed out which tingled my talons and almost made me shit myself from the thoughts rushing through my head.

Not very far off, an allosaur had gotten itself stuck in one of the sulfurous waste pits that bubbled with a blackness that couldn’t be of a world like this.  I could see it laying belly up in the muck, unable to roll or even move itself out of the stuff for whatever reason, though it seemed to be disconnected from reality in its movements.  It worked itself like a worm, squirming from side to side, but not to any effect of freeing itself.  I imagined something had to have hit it hard on the skull to cause it to do that, but in any case, there was more of a threat looming above it, eating out the various entrails that lay inside of the deceased creature’s body.
An eye-bender.  A semi-invisible creature with t-rex like girth, strength, vigor and ferocity, but was at least twice the size of one and with four times the hunger.  (I only call them eye-benders because of the stress features on their skin; like when a fire sets off and the heat from it can be visibly seen.)  They move with the speed of five pteranodons flying freely in the air, and strike with such a force that you’d be either lucky to dodge their footsteps or mask your scent to avoid their massive maw.  As of yet, I’ve only personally witnessed one in existence, but God knows how the female of their race reproduces…

I hid for a good hour or so, studying the gigantic creature; watching its belly disdend around the broken bones, torn ligaments and revitalizing meat that the deceased previously owned, and couldn’t help thinking what it would be like to encounter one of the eye-benders face to face.
“They have to have a higher level of intelligence than eat, sleep, poop, repeat…” I thought as I watched it finish up on the dead carcass; listening to an audible *slurp* rustle the air.  

That defined it to me as that the creature actually liked the process rather than doing it purely to survive, and in such a thought, between myself and them; I wasn’t much different.  Truth be told, I’ve done some… alternative things to my catch, either before or during said process.  My other raptor friend, Greshii; would attribute to that fact… 

My mind began to wander at that point, and an image of my most recent takedown came to mind: Greshii disabling a much larger stegosaur using purely a set of pressure points near the base of its neck.  It wouldn’t kill it, but everything below it would be paralyzed as long as the big raptor’s talons didn’t move from that spot.  The beast thudding onto the ground and a gentle nod from Greshii was all that I needed in order to get started… I approached the giant beast with a naughty grin on my face, teeth flashing in the noonday sun; tongue flicking gently from my salivating maw.  I’d always been skinny, only weighing about ninety stone, and my metabolism always went too fast for me to gain or lose any extra weight.  Eating wasn’t a problem, and this was none different from the rest.

Approaching from the back, my naughty nature took hold; carnal urges to try something new rushed through my blood, and a pulsation – a series of them – made my cloaca throb under my tail; the tip of my raptorhood sticking out of my tail section.  Snout near to the creature, I took a deep sniff, turning up my snout at the stink hanging around the stegosaur’s large rectal entry point; still, Greshii kept egging me on.  If raptors could show a blush, there would be a large one over my own; brown and black-speckled scales pushing upward against the paralyzed creature’s tail, taking a deeper sniff underneath it.  This time, it was more pleasant than the last; still, my raptorhood continued to drip outward, flopping to its full length of two and a half talons long as it hardened up to the situation.

Slowly, I’d push my snout against the creature’s backdoor, opening it around my snout and almost instantly coming into contact with a greenish, semi-soft mound of digested vegetative matter.  I growled and closed my eyes, then drove my entire head into the creature, scooting closer still as I tested the waters with a little bit of the stegosaurus’s feces entering my muzzle.  Greshii pulled a dirty trick at that point that I found the creature’s excrement highly arousing.  He twisted his right foot’s talon inward, causing the creature to moan out in pain; which also caused it to poop - and poop hard, it did.  I, of course, wasn’t prepared for the rush of crap that would shove itself down my throat, making my stomach bulge out within a minute’s time; pumping my body full of digested matter and coating my head a dirty tinge of fecal green.  Eventually I couldn’t hold myself any longer and popped out of the creature, only to have my upper half covered in mushy, green turds.
The other raptor found this hilarious, though it had a different effect on myself; I’d been steaming hard for the whole while I’d been up the stegosaurus’s butt.  Squealing softly under the pile of dinosaur poo on top of my body, I murred – for the first time in my life, I made a sound that was out of my natural vocabulary.  Greshii seemed to like that I was liking it, as well, but he couldn’t move to taunt me about it, which was probably a good thing in the process.  I eventually worked myself out of the crap that stayed warm for a longer period than I originally thought; about an hour later.  Positively plump with the herbivorous dino’s dung, I burped and curled my toes at the stink: I had found a new arousal ‘kink’, as I later learned it was called.

Eyes shut to the rain, I licked my lips and only tasted water, snapping back into reality from the acrid taste.  My butt pulsed behind me: I had humped the ground a little bit.  To make matters worse, I’d lost sight of the eye-bender; though its footprints led elsewhere, away from my position.  Breathing a sigh of relief, I got up out of the watery plant, only to bump into my friend, Greshii; yet again.  It turned out he’d been standing behind me, watching me for the past thirty minutes, during all the time I had been daydreaming.

“So I see you’ve found yet another kink, Vector?,” the raptor chuckled and teased as I lay on the ground beside him.

“Uh, what’re you doing out here, Greshii?” I retorted, still laying on the ground, and looking as if I’d just gotten off the back of another creature.

“I came out here to look for you – the eye-benders are out today, remember?”

“Well, I was just watching one over there, at the tar pit. It was eating an allosaur, and I couldn’t pass up the opportunity… but I got a little distracted, is all.”

“Maybe it’d help if you stopped staring at where its butt should be.” Greshii chuckled again and moved behind me, helping me back up by using his snout as a brace.
“I wasn’t! I was just…” I stumbled over my words, flabbergasted and unable to produce a coherent sentence as my raptorhood spoke louder than my voice ever could.

“Heh, you never cease to amaze me, raptorbutt.  You know less about the carnal realm than you think you do, yet when you get horny, it’s like a whole sector of your brain is unlocked.”  The raptor smirked some then and reached down with his snout, perking his nose into my cloaca.

“Erf… it’s not like… I try to… act like I’m faking it…” I murred again, letting my toes scratch into the mud as my raptorial friend explored the space underneath my tail; firming up again as he did.

“I’d go even so far that your knowledge isn’t even from what you’ve learned, rather; what you’ve been instilled with.” Greshii snickered softly, planting his tongue in a long lick that sent me bending over in front of him, taken over by a warm gesture to a sensitive reigon.  He was visibly enjoying himself as well as I looked between both my legs and his own; seeing a black and white-ringed shaft slowly throbbing out of his tail.

I blushed, even though no one could see it, and spoke no more.  Squatting down lower while keeping that tail of mine raised into the air, my raptor friend approached and laid his stubby arms over my back, teasing my abstract knowledge of the carnal realm even further.  He shifted his body over top of mine, spreading my tailhole open around his own member, right in the open of the rain.  I could feel his chilly member start to delve slowly into my bowels, shifting around as that sector of brain slowly unlocked the deeper he pushed onward.  I growled softly as he did the same, feeling the first pop of his raptorhood enter my rectal pouch. 
He was a lot thicker than I was physically, and about fifteen stone heavier than I was, but he wasn’t overweight by any means.  A couple of pockets of fat dotted his mainly muscular body, adding a chubby look to it, especially in the area around his tail and his upper legs, where they connected to his torso.  (He didn’t know it, but that was just about as arousing as what I mentioned earlier was.) 

Still, I knew what he wanted from me, and regardless of how thick he was in his nethers; it seemed to be a perfect fit.  My cloaca stretched around the ringed shaft; his body taking soft thrusts in and out, tugging on the soft flesh between my tail slit.  I winced now and then as Greshii nibbled at my neck; I wasn’t completely sure as to how that made me feel, but it meant something to him, so I let him do it.

I made little nicks in the ground with my right foot’s talon; this felt good, regardless of what it was.  I didn’t care much for definition at that point; all I wanted was to feel.  Greshii slowed as I felt his butt touch mine, a soft croon in my earhole as he rubbed himself deep.
“Be a good raptor and I’ll give you a treat…” the chuckling raptor said, as I felt my digested meat slosh about inside of my bowels; being churned up by the raptor on top of me.

A dribble of creamy fluid started to flow from inside my extended raptorhood, dripping into the murky muck as the sun began to peek over the horizon and warm the water falling from the sky onto us two.  The sun was only about halfway up from it now; decently late in the morning, but still quite warm nonetheless.  Greshii continued to pump himself into my poo, shivering hard in my bowels as he picked up the pace, pumping harder still as it grew closer to him releasing himself inside of my organs.  For a second, he stopped, then took himself out completely, tugging hard on the flesh to pull himself out, only to ram back inside my bowels.  I couldn’t take much more of the arousing pleasure washing over me myself, and showed it as I fired off a heated, steamy and sticky wad of raptor seed into the dirt.  My cloaca clenched up as the seed pushed against the mud, ripping into it like my claws were doing to the mud as well.  Greshii snickered and patted my back, humping a few more times before he began to pump my rectal pouch full of his own raptorspunk, even hotter than my own.  I roared out – softly, as not to distract the predatory from their business at hand – and buried my muzzle into the cold, wet mud, riding out my orgasm until the two cumbladders within were drained of all they could muster.  Greshii pulled his plump, dirty cock out of my butt with a goofy grin on his muzzle.
“Raawr, good boy.” He chuckled and rustled the water off his forest green-scaled body, planting his feet into the ground as I turned around to lick at his snout.  He stopped me, however, and raised up his right leg, gesturing to the white and off-yellow yolk covering his member.  “Do the licking down there.”

Again, my invisible blush rushed over my face, and I felt compelled to position myself under my friend’s body.  Nose pointing up into the rain, I felt the water take on some of his seed and wash it down into my awaiting muzzle.  Slowly, I’d begin to lick at Greshii’s member, tasting my own filth mixed into his spunk.  Quite a desirable flavor, no doubt; while continuing to lick, I noticed that his cloaca slowly got wider; the little hole behind his member expanding outward a bit.  I finished up on his black shaft, then moved to lick at the pulsing tailhole, only to get a faceful of warmed-up raptor feces pushed down my maw.  It was a lumpy mix of digested bone and meat, white in color and quite pungent to say the least.  Regardless, I moaned in a bit of pleasured bliss by then and began to eat him out, licking the dirty matter from his pouch until he was completely empty; blasted by a couple of his flatuses in the process, along with a longer, wetter one as well.
“Mmf, you full?” Greshii chuckled as he rubbed my face into his anal ring, licking the soft flesh underneath as one final, plump wad of his scat pushed out and mashed between my snout and my nostrils.

“Yeahhh…” I growled softly and began to stand up behind my friend, snickering a bit as my face looked rather comical with the single splat of poo between my maw and nose.  All I could smell was digested meat, which would prove to be a bad thing in the next few seconds.

Caught in the afterglow, I murrled; but between the mu and rr syllables, I felt a sharp pain latch onto my tail, and I yelped instead, tugging myself away, but finding that an eye-bender had also been stalking me as well!  The big beast had me in its maw and easily tugged my grip on the ground away, lifting my body away from my raptor friend and into its muzzle.  Suddenly, I felt a grand velocity shoot me up into the air, and I stared down from about forty feet into the air as I was flung by the creature upward!

“At least… I can say I had fun…” was the only thing that rushed through my brain as gravity pulled me back down to meet the creature again as I made a quick and slimy trip down through its muzzle, slickened up by the eye-bender’s saliva and God knows what else.  Soon enough, I would find myself sliding downward into… a clear pouch?  Confused to all hell now, I pushed on the outer wall of what I believed to be its stomach; it felt squishy, but my talons couldn’t slice through it.  Yet, I could see the outside world, and could also feel something else on the inside that definitely couldn’t be of this world…

I stared through the creature’s transparent skin at my friend, who stood paralyzed by fear and a whole lot more as well.  The eye-bender didn’t seem to be doing much else but staring at him, from what I could garner; though I was in much more danger.  My leg twitched again as I felt something enter my cloaca through the back again, except it was much more rough and much, much thicker than Greshii could ever hope to be.  I felt myself being tugged away from the wall, and eventually suspended in plain view for Greshii to see, legs spread apart by an invisible force, as well as my head being pulled over far enough to see my cloaca spread wide by the invisible creature inside of the eye-bender’s stomach.  I shivered as I never could have wished to see such a thing, but it felt like sentient grass folded around into slimy, tentacle-like appendages.  I growled loudly as the feature of my cloaca bent around the tentacle pushing in and out of it; making my legs pop out of their sockets and return over and over again.
It was a painful process indeed.  I couldn’t feel much else but my body as the creature raped my unwilling form, shivering as it drained the feces out of my bowels and elsewhere into itself.  I felt it circulate through and part my lips with a separate tentacle pushing into my maw; a big bulge of even more dung having seemingly come from nowhere tantalizingly trying to feed through the tentacle in my muzzle down my throat.  My feet twitched from the amount of dung that would soon enter my stomach, feeling it press in through what felt like a cloaca at the tip of the tentacle force-feeding me my own excrement.  As the creature continued to pump out of my two main openings, I felt a tensing start to build up, and thought it would be the end very soon…

The large tentacle in my rear wobbled about and drove in deep, throbbing heavily as yet again, out of nowhere; a large egg shot itself up and into my butt.  I shuddered at the size as it spread me even wider than the tentacle itself, and also left me gaping open from the massive size of it all.  Unable to keep myself from involuntarily trying to excrete it, the egg cracked inside of my body, and within seconds, I felt a blackness wash over my eyes, brain, and muscles.  I couldn’t move, and I couldn’t think for myself.  My muscles went rigid and tense, and soon enough, I felt my spirit start to leave the deceased body.  A whispy, indigo form of my old one exited the dung-filled corpse, which had already started to force itself down into the eye-bender’s lower intestinal tract; a brown log of dinosaur crap slowly traversed through its system.
It turned around, and pointed its bowels’ exit point at my friend, to which I dashed out in a confused state to try and save him, but of course; spirits can’t directly intervene with the mortal realm.  Greshii’s spirit would soon leave his own body as he was crushed by the amount of dinosaur dung that would soon befall him; squishing his bones and suffocating him in the noonday rain.  The eye-bender chuckled – I heard it chuckle – and dashed off in a different direction.

I couldn’t tell you where his spirit floated off to; almost immediately after the creature crushed him, he was gone.  All I have to remember him by is the taste of his dung and all the time we spent together…

