
She lay on the bed patiently, wearing the usual blueish gown of medical modesty. Alice was a pretty gryphon, sporting the glamor of a bluejay for her avian features, with black plated forearms and forelegs, beak sharp yet cute with a lovely sensual face that had clear cosmetic work to refine it. Her body type was designed, an hourglass waist with stacked assets, obviously fake and bolstered by implants, just shy of being extreme.
She wore stereotypical slutty makeup, with her hair being a smooth blonde bearing bright pink highlights. Nails painted a similar glittery hue, she made sure her appearance made it quite clear what she was, with zero shame. She was wholeheartedly a bimbo, and was quite proud of it. She had fulfilled her dreams, and reached a place in life many women tried and failed to get to. After many risky loans to get her body to plastic perfection, she had been picked up as a trophy wife by a rich CEO.
Now all she had to do was look pretty, and bend over for him, while also giving him some kids. A perfect life for her, and a lucky one, as there were far more bimbos than millionaires, she had some hefty competition to win her husband's favor. There were a few other candidates she had had to out-perform, but it was easy, and her uncommon species only added to her value as vapid cocksleve to have wrapped around his arm at social gatherings.
She had been planning to be a bimbo most of her life, and her parents had fully supported her, her own mother wishing she had such strong body goals when she was a teen. So they helped her achieve her image, and even got her a steady supply of psycho-suppressants while she was young, stunting her mental capacity as she developed. The other girls that found her husband’s favor were faking it, talking ditzy while just praying they could be slutty enough for him to choose for a life of sex and luxury.
But Alice wasn’t faking, she was the real deal, a true stupid slut. A bimbo, through and through. She was married within the month of meeting her future husband, and moved into his mansion before then. She fit in just fine, enjoying the fine dining, the huge parties, and her day job of being ready to get plowed at any time.
But there were always complications even with the easiest of lives. The gryphon, now bearing a largely pregnant belly under her medical gown, drummed her fingers on the mattress, the soft bed covered in a material of clear plastic. Her country’s health system was very robust and dedicated to efficient cleaning and minimal contact with possible contaminants. After all, health and safety were paramount.
Alice sighed, humming irritatedly, rolling her eyes as the time spent alone in the hospital room dragged on. She was aware enough to know that she got a little bratty after being used to the pampering of wealth and beauty, but this was a simple appointment, and she usually only had to wait a few minutes, this current wait up to thirty at least. She could feel the effects of the injection earlier, inducing contractions, feeling her belly and passage shudder and dilate.
Another impatient huff came from her beak, the dolled up girl crossing her arms over her gravity-defying bust. Then there was a knock at the door, and it swung open, a large man stepping in. Quite the hunk, an imposing dragon at what had to be seven feet tall and well built, body coated in sleek dark blue scales. She of course could see all of his scales, the man wearing the standard medical uniform, a completely transparent latex-like bodysuit. The left side of his chest bore a name tag set into the plastic like suit, also showing his occupation and the red and black caution-tape pattern going around the tag’s border indicated his ward.
It covered him head to toe, stopping at his neck, every other inch of his body coated in shiny clear material. There were some thin marks for seams and donning, giving it a slight high-tech look to it. Even his double-take worthy dick was encased, the material at his groin thin and stretchy, like a condom. His pointed draconic shaft bore spikes and barbs, the material straining, but somehow intact, even looking like the thin material translates the sharpness through it without being damaged.
As the gryphon woman instantly looked down to his cock, features showing awe as she looked at his over a foot long length and fist sized balls on parade in the hefty sack held up to a perfect display by the bodysuit, she contemplated the uniform. It was quite the technical and medical advancement, quickly adopted nationwide once introduced, the material perfect for hospital work. 
The transparent shiny rubber was resistant to bacteria and other nasty things sticking to it, hydrophobic and tough, able to withstand a scalpel slice. It also let the doctor use their dick to full effectiveness, the lining descending the urethra slightly to prevent contact while still allowing ejaculation. The women wore a near-identical uniform, though their’s came with zippers to allow access to their holes, the thinner layer of the suit serving as a lining under the orifices to grant built-in sexual protection.
She didn’t actually know most of this, instead just appreciating how it let all medical staff operate essentially naked, and encouraged them to be ogled. As she watched the rubber-coated dick sway around between his legs, she noticed he was talking, and had been for a bit.
“Mrs. Williams? Alice?” The dragon asked her, making her blink blankly at him for a moment before meeting his eyes.
“Oh. Hi!” She said, the glance at his package restoring some unthinking cheeriness to her tone before her previous irritation creeped back a bit. “You’re kinda late.”
He smiled professionally at her, “I apologize, you scheduled this last minute and I wasn’t in the building. I was babysitting some kids until they called me in, I’m sorry you had to wait.”
She tightened her crossed arms over her gown-covered rack, breasts smushing out as her ears folded to the backrest of pillows she was propped up on. “Yeah, waiting was pretty boring.” Her eyes lit up a bit more, just happy the wait was over, “But you’re here now, so yay!”
The dragon smiled, walking over to the small counter area with a chair he sat in, detaching the digital tablet from the port in the counter’s surface. He seemed to scroll through it a bit, talking to her as he read. “Alrighty then Mrs. Williams, looks like you’re here for a standard abortion?”
She giggled a bit, “Yeah! Third one so far, the hubby is trying for a son, but my womb doesn’t seem to care what he wants.”
A nod came from the man as he raised his brows a bit, “Third one? Must really want a son from you if he’s dropping that much cash on these. Abortion can bankrupt some people.”
“I know right? He’s just the best. He got me these new shoes last weekend, and he only asked that I rim him for three hours! I usually need to spend a day with a leash and collar to get something that pricy.”
The cerulean dragon chuckled, “I wonder what that bun in the oven is gonna cost you then.”
She tossed a hand at him and splayed her fingers, “It’s okay, he has some spending money.” Her eyes lit up, “Like, just after this he said he would go take me to Raleigh Burke Outfitters! They just got these new string bikinis-”
Finalizing that all documents were in line, especially the ones detailing that her pregnancy was third trimester and in the perfect late-development window for abortion, the dragon stood from the roller stool and walked over to the bed and promptly interrupted her. 
“That’s nice, but for someone so concerned with time you sure like to talk. Disrobe please, I’ll go ahead and get started if you don’t mind.” He finished his sentence by reaching down to start stroking his fearsome length, soft creaks of the bodysuit material rubbing itself echoing a bit.
She nodded, pulling the gown off, it being open on her back so she just had to lift it off for the most part. She had to wiggle around a bit, some parts stuck under her incredible butt, but her heavy belly didn’t make the movement an easy process. With a slight grunt, the burly dragon climbed atop the mattress, scooting up to kneel just before her own parted legs. He then reached under the fold of her knees and tugged her forward, dragging her off the pillows to lay her upper body flat on the bed, watching her rack move with physics defying motion.
He seemed to appraise her, eyes starting up and trailing down before locking to her pussy, pretty and pink. A complimentary nod was given to her as he reached up to grab her upturned knees, parting her legs even further as her feet still sat planted on the mattress on either side of the deep blue dragon.
“Nice tits. How much did you add to ‘em?” He said almost gruffly.
The gryphon’s face went wide with vapid joy. “Thanks, they’re my favorite! I don’t remember the actual size, but I got the biggest ones a sixteen year old could get! They also put some kinda growth stuff in ‘em, jabbed it right through my nipple.” Her face was warm with exuberance and sort of dumb innocence. “You can touch them if you want! Daddy always told me my tits were made for everyone to enjoy~”
A sharp toothy smirk split the man’s draconic muzzle. “Yaknow, I thought I wasn’t gonna like you at first. I stand corrected.” He reached a hand out, quickly and unkindly grabbing an upturned breast, digging his fingers and claws in as he kneaded. She hissed a bit at the roughness, still smiling as he gave another nod. “Yeah, these are good. Probably 600 cc’s, your doc did good work, excellent mesh of implant and growth stimulants.”
Her lips and eyes still showed happiness as her brows and face flinched with pain from his harsh fondling. But then her eyes were locked downward, seeing the tall shaft standing proud between her legs, twitching and bobbing with power, barbs visibly catching light thanks to their transparent covering.
“Wow, you’re a lot bigger than the other abortion doctors I’ve had.” Any emotion left her features beyond awe, and a little bit of contemplation. “Will it fit? There’s big, and then there’s…” She stared as his tip flexed up to nearly smack his belly, landing almost at the middle of his toned belly. “…really big. You’re super pointy too!”
A bemused chuckle rang out from the man, angled features looking at this little bimbo trophy wife with a pleased look. “Yeah, I had a few procedures for ‘enhancements’ when I got hired. Really wanted to fit the job as perfectly as possible. The barbs are one of them, and yeah, they’re sharp. Ain’t gonna cut you or anything, but it makes my job easier once I’m in your womb.”
“Oh cool! I didn’t think guys could get growy stuff too!”
“We live in the future Mrs. Williams. Anything is possible. Now, you look wet enough to forgo lube, are you ready?” He asked, gently dropping his massive cockhead to her slit, rubbing the sleek coated surface down until it waited outside her hole.
An excited nod came, “Yeah!” then a short scream as the dragon speared her snatch on his length in one violent thrust. He wasn’t fully in yet, and the girl was now cringing in pain, sucking air in as her eyes stared at the ceiling. The big blue scaled man lowered his torso, nearing her smaller form as one hand still tightly gripped a now bruised looking tit. He let her arms wrap around his back, his neck too high compared to her reach, and used his other hand to prompt her legs to lock above his tail.
“There we go, simple missionary, just with some extra depth and filler. Now hold tight, I gotta break you in a bit before I really get going, okay?” Despite her new silence, he felt her limbs tighten around him, avian scaled fingers clawing for a grip on his smooth suit. Then he yanked back a bit, making her gasp and flinch under him, massive cock pulling out a touch from it’s cunt-splitting insertion, her folds stretched wide around him. She spasmed a bit as he froze again, his barbs no doubt registering some extra lances of pain through her.
Then he slammed forward again, bringing another yell, though quieter, but drawn out and lingering as he didn’t stop after this one, pulling back and pounding forth, settling into a rhythm. He whispered to her, eyes looking down under him to meet hers. “Easy now girly, just hold tight, you’re taking ‘bout half right now, I’m prodding your cervix. Can you feel me?”
It took a moment for the lady to re-acclimated to being methodically fucked by something larger than she had ever taken, barbs raking blinding tingles down her passage. As she opened her mouth, nothing but a miserable whine came.
The dragon gave her an assuring smile as there were wet smacks of his cock forcing its way through her canal. “Hey, it’s alright, I get that I’m a lot to handle. Take as much time as you need, I’ll only break past your cervix when you’ve acclimated.”
She nodded tensely before shoving her head into his chest, desperately latching on with every limb she could to brace for the heavy rams of the dragon, shaking her whole body under him. He lowered closer, pinning her more to help as her swollen belly pressed between them, and now finally releasing the death-grip on that now clearly bruised breast. He moved both his hands under the girl now, sliding down to grab her quaking ass from beneath, and pulling up to force her hips to align better for penetration, allowing for full depth once he got past her barrier.
She sniffled and sobbed for a while, the man whispering encouragement and calming words as he fucked her into the bed frame, letting her adjust slowly as she chirped with pain. It gradually came under control though, the girl embracing the pain. This was sex, she was being fucked, this is how she was meant to be. It didn’t matter if it hurt her, it was a worthy side effect to be able to take this man inside her.
A few more minutes of heavy plaps and squeaks, some shed tears and cries, she smiled under him. “O-Okay, go-“ He slammed back in then, “-ah!- ahead…”
Before she finished the sentence, his tip speared all the way into her on a vicious thrust, a longer slick noise coming as his full length forced itself into her occupied womb. As she screamed again, her belly shifted, his tip not poking up through her already distended skin, but it did seem like there was a broad mass suddenly applying pressure to her tummy.
His balls slapped to her ass this time, pussylips pressing to his base as he paused within her a moment, throbbing, feeling her convulsions and contractions rolling over his dick. “Deep breaths Mrs. Williams, deep breaths. Stabilize, concentrate on my voice. Don’t worry, I’ll get you pumped and cleaned out in no time.” As her initial cry died out while she once more was simply clinging to him, he gradually withdrew, a notably more slick sound coming. Each measure of inches brought a gasp from the woman, a ring of barbs exiting the inner hole to her womb, making her feel entirely unfathomable things.
He stopped when the ridge of his pointed glans hit that tight cervix from the inside, half of his especially shiny looking length moving outside her folds, connected to her depths, leading inside as his hips froze above her. He kept calmly talking to her as he slowly lowered himself back in, squelches coming as the full weight of the gargantuan length settled back into her womb with the gentle impact of his hefty sack to her cheeks.
She was more prepared for this than his initial pounding, only taking that first thrust cycle to regain her bearings. “Oh- Ohmigod you’re so deep.”
Spending another still moment fully sheathed in her, the deep blue man retracted again with a simple reply. “Well yeah, that’s the whole point.”
She shivered below him as his barbs tore out her uterus again, deeply breathing as his tip was the last thing to remain inside. He met her strained face, tears running mascara through her makeup to make a mess of it, yet there was a slight twinge of a smile on her lips. “You good?” He asked, eyeing her.
“Y-Yeah, go ahead, don’t worry about me.” 
An affirmative nod came from him, “Brace yourself.” Then he launched into a pace of fucking that could only be described as brutal, fully dropping into her with such force that her belly did have an extra tent as he bottomed out in an Instant, a dull sick wet thud echoing out of her skin. But all she gave was a gasp, with a tighter grasp to him as he was violently yanking out again, leaving just his cockhead before trained muscles re-hilted himself with enough force to move the bed.
This is the vicious pace he would operate at for the next stretch of time, heavily ramming into her and her unborn child with an immense spiked cock, shifting her belly on every hit now. The gryphon slut remained silent in this beginning period, simply taking in the sensations while the near-complete fetus was battered and torn.
Each slick sound of his outbound thrusts grew wetter after each reinsertion, each full-depth thrust now spewing out a deluge of blood and amniotic fluid around his girth. The mess pooled below them, the woman’s pristine blue and white feather coat getting marred with slightly chunky crimson running down her taint, the plastic covering on the bed keeping it there, puddle jiggling like her breasts on each pained poke of her womb’s lining.
The sounds of the actual fucking overpowered anything that could be heard within, but it was mostly just muffled squishes. In all honesty, the sickening splotch and splack of his length and balls slamming to her red stained snatch carried more implications as the dark blood spread over their place of union. It poured freely when his member was in motion, displacing what was once a formed organism inside her.
Alice settled in for the long haul now, taking deep breaths and sighing measuredly on each stinging hilt of her cunt, feeling the long shaft rooting around in the same space she had felt a child grow. She was in a much more pleasant spot than when he started, his arms running under and grabbing her butt, her legs locked behind his hips, her hands tugging him down to press her face to his smooth chest scales.
He rumbled a bit to her, feeling the vibrations through her cheek. “That’s it, relax and focus on me. Just gotta stir you up a bit.” 
Her next sigh was a dreamy one, though her body still winced on every impact of her inner walls, her belly getting just the tiniest bit smaller such that a more pronounced bulge of his cockhead was visible poked the reddened skin under her feathers from the inside. That first five minutes of rapid pounding did most of the work, she could feel the weight in her belly grow more fluid, less pronounced and more distributed, as well as the actual sloshing when her body heaved from his hilting. Wet splashes came on every rapid buck inside her, feeling some red spray begin to come out around the cock in her.
Much of the discomfort has passed or was welcomed now, the girl keeping a simple focus on her breathing and the dick breaking apart the fetus inside her. With that, her mind wandered once more, and she nuzzled into the man’s chest more out of joy than instinct. “Y-You know what the best part of the Burke store i-is?”
The dragon grunted a huff as he continued to plow around in her womb, adding some side to side motions now that much of the main mass in her was smashed up to pulp. Then he had to laugh a bit, awed at the attitude of this woman whom he was wombfucking into next week. He curled his head a bit to see hers better, smiling broadly. A conversation would be nice, he still had at least a half hour to go, to make sure he really mashed everything good. 
“No, no I don’t.” He stated after another deep hit, feeling something get pinned between his cockhead and her uterine lining, a mental ‘gotcha’ going off in his head, his grin widening as he felt the object break apart as he pushed harder.
She shuddered a bit, tears still streaming down her mess of makeup as she nuzzled into him. “Well, they always have the cutest models out front, and I can always get what I want in my favorite color! And I found these super sexy bras that actually have a hole cut out for the nipple, so you can get shape and visibility under your top!”
The absolutely horrid concert of the man’s sloppy thrusts remained below the sound of conversation, sometimes making the man go even faster, dropping into a special rut as he fucked the fetus in her to bloody pulp.
After a slight growl and hiss of pleasure, the doctor kept his frantic pace as he smiled at her. “It sounds like a cool place. Where else do you shop?”
As if unleashing the floodgates, the lurching girl gave a long excited gasp as somewhat dull looking irises started to glow, hair billowing as her whole body was pushed around by his constant hilting.
As she began spewing forth a ditzy rampage of shopping and sex, he smiled to himself. He didn’t really care, but it was a fun game to see if he could disrupt her speech with a hard hit to her womb. It was getting easier to directly stretch her lining now that there was mostly just thick chunky-strandy fluid inside her.
Once he felt like the occupant had been tenderized into nothingness, he called in the nurse that brought the bio-disposal unit. Just a big box on wheels, a couple hoses coming out of it. They would seal a cup and long tube to her cervix and labia, switch the pump on, and watch her deflate as the dragon wiped off the blood and bits off his dick.
The red messy gunk was of course being sent directly into the disposal unit’s asshole, a seventeen year old rat boy being inside the box, unseen and unknown since he was quadruple amputated and installed when he was ten.
More cleanup came, the dragon helping the no-longer expecting mother shower and clean up, then after re-applying her makeup, she was discharged, a nice limo already waiting to pick her up. She wasn’t wearing anything, happy to show her now flat belly, the engineered ratios of her body on full display once more, giddy running to the car. After all, she was going to buy new clothes now, and now they could get the proper size.

