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Chapter 1: First Glimpse – Mapping the Harpy’s Naked Perfection

I stepped into the sun-drenched Valley of Cries with my leather-bound notebook tucked under one arm and my cock already straining against the front of my trousers. The air was warm, thick with the scent of wildflowers, sun-baked stone, and something richer underneath—something unmistakably feminine and fertile. Lustopia never failed to deliver.
 
There she was.
 
Harin.
 
Perched regally on a flat rocky ledge like a living statue carved by the gods of desire themselves. A twenty-something harpy in her prime, every inch of her gloriously, shamelessly naked. No scrap of cloth dared hide that toned hunter’s body. Her skin was a smooth, sun-kissed golden-tan that glistened with a light sheen of sweat, highlighting every defined muscle beneath. Powerful legs built for chasing prey through the skies ended in taloned feet that gripped the rock with casual strength. Her hips were deliciously wide, flaring out into a thick, heart-shaped ass that promised the kind of cushioning that could smother a man in ecstasy. And above that fertile cradle, her torso narrowed into a toned waist before exploding outward again into a pair of massive, heavy breasts that hung and swayed with every subtle shift of her breathing. Each tit was easily more than a handful, capped with fat, dusky-pink nipples that were already stiffening in the warm breeze.
 
But it was her arms—or rather, what replaced them—that marked her as true monster-girl perfection. Massive feathered wings, a deep russet brown with streaks of gold and black, spread partially wide behind her like a living cape. The feathers looked soft yet powerful, shimmering in the sunlight. Her face was strikingly beautiful: sharp, predatory golden eyes that watched me with intelligent curiosity, high cheekbones, and a strong jaw softened by full lips and a small, flexible beak-like structure that still allowed for very human expressions. Long, wild black hair cascaded down her back between her wings.
 
She tilted her head as I approached, a low, throaty croon rumbling from her chest. “Researcher… Dickard Brieder?” Her voice was husky, accented with the wild cadence of the valleys, sending a fresh throb straight to my thickening cock.
 
“That’s me,” I replied, voice already rough with want. “And you must be Harin. The strong huntress they told me about. I’m here to study you… thoroughly.”
 
Her golden eyes flicked down to the obvious bulge in my pants and she let out a soft, amused trill. No shame. No modesty. Harpies lived raw and free in Lustopia. She simply shifted her stance, spreading her powerful thighs a little wider in open invitation, giving me my first clear view of the treasure between them.
 
I circled her slowly, drinking in every detail like the dedicated monster researcher I was. My hands itched to touch. Starting at her shoulders, I ran my palms down the powerful muscles where wing met back. The feathers were incredibly soft at the edges but the underlying sinew was rock-hard from years of hunting. She shivered under my touch, wings fluttering lightly.
 
“Beautiful,” I murmured, stepping closer. My hands moved forward to cup those enormous breasts from below. Gods, they were heavy. Warm. So full they overflowed my palms. I lifted them, feeling their weight, squeezing gently at first, then firmer, watching the soft flesh bulge between my fingers. Her nipples hardened instantly into thick, sensitive peaks. I rolled them between thumb and forefinger, pinching and tugging until Harin let out a sharp, needy gasp, her back arching to push more of her tit-meat into my grip.
 
“Mmm… your hands are warm, human,” she crooned, voice growing breathier.
 
I couldn’t resist. Leaning in, I pressed my face between her cleavage, inhaling the rich, slightly salty scent of her sun-warmed skin mixed with the faint musk of arousal already building between her legs. My tongue darted out, licking a slow stripe up the inner curve of one breast before latching onto a fat nipple. I sucked hard, swirling my tongue around the pebbled bud while my other hand kneaded its twin. Harin’s wings flapped once in pleasure, stirring the air around us.
 
I spent long minutes worshipping her tits—sucking, licking, gently biting, burying my face in their softness until her chest was glistening with my spit and her nipples were swollen and shiny. My cock was painfully hard now, leaking pre-cum into my underwear.
 
But I had a job to do. A full anatomical survey.
 
I dropped to my knees in front of her. Harin obediently spread her thick, powerful thighs wider, talons scraping the rock as she presented her sex to me. Up close, her pussy was a masterpiece. Completely hairless, the outer lips plump and puffy, already slightly parted to reveal the slick, pink inner folds glistening with her natural lubrication. Her clit was prominent, a swollen little pearl peeking out from its hood, begging for attention. Lower down, her tight entrance winked subtly, already contracting with arousal.
 
I reached out with both hands and spread her cunt open wider, thumbs pulling her lips apart like unwrapping the ripest fruit. The wet sound it made was obscene. A thick strand of clear girl-honey stretched and broke as I exposed her fully. The scent hit me like a drug—musky, sweet, fertile, with a wild edge that made my mouth water. I stared at every fold, every glistening detail, tracing a finger slowly up her slit from her dripping hole to her throbbing clit. Harin moaned loudly, hips twitching.
 
“Look at this perfect monster-girl cunt,” I growled, voice thick with lust. “So puffy and wet already. You like being studied, don’t you, huntress?”
 
“Yes…” she hissed, wings trembling. “Touch me more, researcher. Learn every inch.”
 
I did. I rubbed her clit in slow circles, feeling it swell even bigger under my thumb. I dipped two fingers just inside her entrance, not penetrating deep yet, just feeling the incredible heat and velvety tightness, the way her walls fluttered and tried to suck me in. More nectar oozed out, coating my fingers. I brought them to my nose, then my mouth, tasting her—tangy, sweet, addictive. I groaned and licked my fingers clean while she watched with hungry golden eyes.
 
Then I flipped her.
 
Harin turned obediently, presenting her back to me and arching so her thick ass pushed out. Her asscheeks were glorious—round, firm yet jiggly, the kind of booty that could take a pounding and still look perfect. I grabbed two generous handfuls, spreading them wide. There it was: her tight pink anus, a perfect little star nestled between those plump globes. It winked at me as I exposed it, clenching shyly under my gaze. Below it, her pussy lips hung heavy and dripping, juices already trickling down her inner thighs.
 
I traced a finger around her asshole first, feeling the soft, wrinkled texture, the surprising heat. Harin moaned and pushed back, clearly enjoying the attention. I spread her even wider, examining every detail—the way her shithole flexed, the glistening trail of pussy juice that had run down to coat it, making it shine. I pressed my face in, inhaling deeply. Her scent here was stronger, earthier, more primal. I dragged my tongue from her dripping cunt all the way up to her anus in one long, slow lick. She cried out, wings flaring wide.
 
I spent ages exploring both holes with my fingers and tongue. Circling her clit, spreading her pussy lips wide to watch them quiver, dipping just the tip of a finger into her cunt and her ass in turn, never fully penetrating yet, just mapping every sensitive spot. I traced the smooth skin between her holes, the way her body tensed and relaxed, the delicious little spasms that ran through her when I breathed hot air across her exposed sex.
 
Harin was panting now, crooning and chirping, her strong hunter body trembling under my meticulous, hungry examination. Her juices flowed freely, dripping onto the rock beneath her. My cock throbbed desperately in my pants, but I held back. This was research. Pure, delicious, filthy research.
 
I stood up again, hands still roaming—squeezing her ass, slapping it lightly to watch the jiggle, lifting her heavy breasts from behind so they rested on my forearms while I ground my clothed erection against the cleft of her ass.
 
The Valley of Cries echoed with her soft, needy sounds and my low groans of appreciation as I continued my thorough, hands-on study of every naked, dripping, perfect inch of the beautiful harpy huntress.




Chapter 2: Wings and Tongues – Kissing and Finger-Fucking the Hunter

Harin’s golden eyes burned with raw hunger as she leaned down from her perch, her powerful body shifting with predatory grace. That sharp, beak-like mouth hovered inches from mine, and for a heartbeat I wondered if it would feel cold or hard. It didn’t. The moment our lips met, I discovered it was surprisingly soft, warm, and incredibly flexible. Her mouth yielded to mine like heated silk, parting eagerly as I claimed her in a deep, filthy kiss.
 
I groaned into her, tongue thrusting boldly past her lips to tangle with hers. Her tongue was longer than a human woman’s, slightly rougher on the top, and it coiled around mine with surprising strength, sucking and licking like she wanted to devour me. The taste of her mouth was wild—sweet wild berries mixed with the metallic tang of fresh meat and something uniquely her. Our saliva mixed messily, strings of it stretching between us every time we briefly parted for air before crashing back together.
 
Her massive wings suddenly snapped forward, wrapping around my back like two living, feathered cloaks. The soft downy feathers brushed my skin through my shirt while the stronger primary feathers hugged me tight, pulling my body flush against her naked, heated form. The sensation was overwhelming—warm feathers, strong muscles, and the rapid thump of her heart beating against those enormous tits.
 
I walked her backward until her back and wings pressed against the sun-warmed stone ledge. The rock still held the day’s heat, and now it radiated into her bare skin. I pinned her there with my weight, one hand sliding up to maul one of her fat, heavy breasts. My fingers sank deep into the soft, yielding flesh, kneading and squeezing hard enough that her tit bulged between them. I pinched her thick nipple, rolling it, tugging it, feeling it swell and stiffen even more between my fingers. Harin moaned loudly into my mouth, the sound vibrating through our kiss.
 
My other hand wasted no time diving between her thick thighs.
 
Her pussy was already soaked. Dripping, in fact. Hot, slippery girl-juice coated my fingers the instant I cupped her puffy mound. I rubbed two thick fingers up and down her slit, parting those plump, hairless lips, coating myself in her slick nectar. Then I pushed. Both fingers sank into her tight cunt in one smooth thrust, all the way to the knuckle.
 
“Fuuuuck,” I growled against her beak-mouth. “You’re burning hot inside.”
 
Harin’s inner walls clamped down around my invading fingers like wet velvet, rippling and fluttering greedily. I curled them upward, searching, stroking along the top of her channel until I found that spongy, slightly rough patch. The moment I rubbed it firmly, her whole body jerked. A sharp, high-pitched croon tore from her throat and a sudden hot squirt of pussy juice sprayed over my hand and wrist.
 
“Yes… right there, researcher!” she gasped between sloppy kisses, her wings tightening around me so hard I could barely breathe.
 
I added a third finger, stretching her cunt wider. The wet, squelching sounds of my fingers pumping in and out of her flooded pussy filled the valley. I fucked her with deep, steady strokes, twisting my wrist, scissoring my fingers to open her up while my thumb found her swollen clit and ground against it in firm circles. Her juices ran down my forearm in shiny rivulets.
 
Harin was grinding back like a needy bitch in heat now, powerful hips rolling, pushing her cunt onto my fingers desperately. Her massive breasts heaved against my chest, nipples diamond-hard.
 
I didn’t stop. I kept kissing her messily, sucking on her tongue, biting her lower lip while I finger-fucked her dripping hole harder. Then I slid my pinky finger down to her other entrance—her tight, virgin-pink asshole.
 
It was clenched shut at first, but slick from the pussy juice that had dripped down. I circled the wrinkled little star teasingly, pressing lightly until it fluttered. Harin whimpered into my mouth. I pushed. My pinky sank into her incredibly tight anus up to the first knuckle, then the second. The heat inside her ass was even more intense than her cunt, and the ring of muscle gripped me like a vice.
 
Double-penetrating her now—three fingers buried in her sopping cunt, one in her virgin asshole—I started fucking both holes in rhythm. In and out, curling, twisting, stretching. My thumb never left her clit, rubbing faster, harder. Harin’s wings began fluttering wildly around me, feathers brushing my back and shoulders as her body shook.
 
The sounds were obscene: loud, wet squelching from her cunt, the tighter, dirtier sounds from her asshole, her desperate moans and chirps, and my own heavy breathing. Her juices were everywhere—coating my hand, dripping off my wrist, splattering onto the warm stone beneath us.
 
I broke the kiss just enough to growl against her beak, “Cum for me, hunter. Soak my hand with that monster-girl pussy. Let me feel your asshole squeeze while you lose control.”
 
Harin’s golden eyes rolled back. Her powerful thighs trembled violently. I curled my fingers harder inside her, pressing mercilessly against her g-spot while my pinky pumped in and out of her clenching shithole and my thumb mashed her clit in fast, brutal circles.
 
She exploded.
 
A raw, guttural scream tore from her throat as her orgasm slammed into her. Her cunt spasmed wildly around my three fingers, gushing hot pussy juice in powerful squirts that sprayed over my forearm and down her thighs. At the same time, her asshole pulsed and clenched rhythmically around my pinky, sucking it deeper like it never wanted to let go. Her entire body convulsed against me, wings beating the air frantically, talons scraping the rock as she ground her hips down hard, riding my hand through every crashing wave of pleasure.
 
Juice after juice flooded my palm until it was literally dripping. Her inner walls milked and fluttered for long seconds, her hunter strength barely contained as she bucked and thrashed like a wild animal in heat.
 
I kept fingering her through the entire orgasm, slower now but still deep, drawing it out, savoring every twitch, every squirt, every desperate flutter of both her holes. Her kiss became sloppy and weak as she rode the high, soft croons and whimpers spilling into my mouth while her body slowly came down from the intense peak.
 
Even after her climax began to fade, her cunt and asshole continued to pulse softly around my fingers, as if still begging for more.
 
I finally stilled my hand, buried deep inside both her dripping, twitching holes, and pulled back just enough to look into her dazed, lust-drunk golden eyes.
 
Harin panted heavily, chest heaving, massive breasts rising and falling, nipples glistening with sweat. A satisfied, predatory little smile curved her beak-mouth as she flexed her inner muscles around my fingers one last time.
 
“More…” she whispered huskily, wings still wrapped possessively around me. “Research me deeper, Dickard…”




Chapter 3: Mouths, Cocks, and Golden Showers – Oral Worship and Piss Play

Still trembling from her powerful orgasm, Harin looked down at me with those glowing golden eyes, her chest heaving, massive tits glistening with sweat. Her pussy and asshole were still twitching around my fingers, leaking thick strands of her girl-cum. I couldn’t wait any longer.
 
I dropped to my knees right there on the warm stone, grabbed her thick thighs, and buried my face between them like a starving man.
 
The first taste of her soaked cunt hit me like lightning. Hot, tangy, sweet-feral nectar flooded my tongue as I drove it deep into her dripping hole. I tongue-fucked her with long, hungry strokes, pushing as far inside her velvety walls as I could, scooping out more of that delicious harpy juice. Her swollen clit throbbed against my nose like a ripe, juicy berry. I wrapped my lips around it and sucked hard, flicking my tongue rapidly over the sensitive nub while two fingers kept her pussy lips spread wide open for me.
 
Harin screamed.
 
A raw, piercing hunter’s cry echoed through the Valley of Cries as her powerful hips bucked violently against my face. Her juices gushed out in hot waves, coating my chin, dripping down my neck, soaking the front of my shirt. Her massive wings beat the air frantically, stirring up dust and sending warm gusts across my back. I growled into her cunt and sucked her clit even harder, lashing it mercilessly while my tongue speared deep again and again.
 
“Dickard—! Ahhh! Your mouth—fuck—!” she cried, her voice cracking into chirps and trills of pure pleasure.
 
I devoured her. I licked, sucked, slurped, and moaned into her pussy like it was the finest meal in Lustopia. The wet, obscene sounds of my tongue and lips working her drenched cunt filled the air—loud squelching, messy slurping, her juices splattering onto the rock beneath us. Her thick thighs trembled around my head, threatening to crush me, but I didn’t care. I wanted to drown in her.
 
After several long minutes of feasting on her pussy, I slid lower. I dragged my tongue across her taint and pressed it flat against her still-sensitive pink asshole. Harin’s whole body jolted. I circled the tight ring slowly, tasting the earthy, slightly musky flavor mixed with her pussy juice, then stiffened my tongue and pushed inside her ass. She let out a guttural moan as I tongue-fucked her tight little shithole, my nose buried in her dripping cunt at the same time.
 
We were both too hungry to stay like that for long.
 
Harin suddenly used her strong legs and wings to spin us. I landed on my back on the soft nesting leaves I’d prepared earlier, and she flipped around, straddling my face in reverse. We locked into a messy, desperate 69.
 
My thick, rock-hard cock sprang free as she yanked my trousers down. The next second, her warm, soft beak-mouth engulfed me.
 
“Fuuuuck yes…” I groaned into her cunt as she took me deep.
 
No hands. She didn’t need them. Her powerful throat muscles rippled and squeezed around my shaft like a living sleeve, sucking me in inch by inch until my cockhead bumped the back of her throat. Then she swallowed, pulling me even deeper. The suction was insane—hot, wet, rhythmic, milking me with every bob of her head. Spit drooled heavily from the corners of her beak, running down my balls in thick, shiny strings.
 
At the same time, I buried my face back between her plump asscheeks and went wild. I alternated between her holes—long licks from her clit all the way up to her asshole, then tongue-fucking one while fingering the other. I sucked her clit hard, then shoved two fingers into her cunt and my tongue back into her ass, fucking both at once. Harin moaned loudly around my cock, the vibrations shooting straight through my balls.
 
She sucked me like a vacuum. Powerful throat contractions milked my length, her tongue swirling and pressing along the underside. The wet, gagging, slurping sounds she made were filthy and perfect. Spit poured down my shaft, soaking my balls and dripping between my legs. I could feel my cock throbbing wildly in her throat, getting closer and closer.
 
I pulled my mouth off her cunt just long enough to growl, “I’m gonna cum, Harin—fuck—!”
 
She responded by sucking me even harder, hollowing her cheeks, throat rippling greedily.
 
I exploded.
 
Thick, heavy ropes of cum blasted straight down her throat at first. She swallowed the first two loads eagerly, then pulled back, letting the rest paint her. I kept cumming hard—long, powerful spurts that splattered across her huge tits, coating those fat, heaving breasts in white streaks. Cum dripped from her nipples, ran down the undersides of her breasts, and pooled in her cleavage. Some even landed on her beak and chin.
 
She kept sucking gently on my sensitive head, milking out every last drop while purring around me.
 
I was still panting, cock twitching, when Harin rose up on her powerful legs. She stood directly over my face, talons planted on either side of my head. Her golden eyes looked down at me with wicked, satisfied hunger. She reached down with one wingtip and spread her puffy, cum-slick pussy lips wide open, exposing her swollen clit and dripping hole.
 
“Time to mark my researcher…” she purred, voice husky.
 
A hot, steaming golden stream erupted from her cunt.
 
Her piss hit my chest first—scalding, powerful, hissing as it splashed across my skin. The smell was strong, tangy, and strangely sweet, pure harpy essence. She adjusted her hips and aimed higher. The hot stream sprayed across my neck, then directly onto my face. I opened my mouth wide, drinking what I could. Her piss flooded my tongue—salty, slightly bitter, yet deliciously warm and intimate. I swallowed greedily, gulping down mouthful after mouthful while the rest cascaded over my cheeks, hair, and shoulders, soaking me completely.
 
Harin moaned loudly as she pissed all over me, wings half-spread, hips rolling slightly to coat me thoroughly. The golden shower seemed to last forever, hot and relentless, marking me as hers in the most primal, filthy way. My cock, which had barely softened, surged back to full hardness instantly from the taboo rush.
 
I drank as much as I could, coughing and laughing between swallows, my hands gripping her thick thighs, pulling her closer so her piss poured straight into my eager mouth. The excess ran down my body in rivers, pooling beneath me on the stone.
 
When her stream finally slowed to a trickle, she shook her hips, letting the last few drops spatter across my cum-covered chest. She looked down at me—drenched, marked, panting—and gave a low, satisfied trill.
 
I lay there, soaked in her piss and my own cum on her tits, cock throbbing painfully hard again, already addicted to every filthy, delicious part of this magnificent harpy hunter.




Chapter 4: Claiming the Cunt – First Vaginal Breeding Thrusts

Harin’s golden eyes were glazed with pure lust as she stared at me, her body still glistening from her piss and my cum. Without a word, she moved to the thick nest of soft leaves and moss I had prepared earlier in the shade of the rocky overhang. She lay back slowly, then spread her powerful, thick thighs as wide as they could go, talons digging into the soft bedding for leverage.
 
Her massive wings flared out to either side in a stunning display, the russet and gold feathers catching the sunlight like a living banner of surrender and invitation. Her soaked, puffy pussy was completely exposed—lips swollen and parted, glistening with a thick mixture of her juices and the remnants of her golden shower. The tight pink entrance winked and fluttered, visibly hungry for my cock.
 
“Dickard…” she rasped in that husky, wild hunter’s voice, low and dripping with need. “Mount me. Claim this harpy cunt. Fill your monster-girl’s womb… I want it. I need it.”
 
The raw begging in her tone made my cock throb so hard it hurt. I stripped off the last of my clothes, my thick, veined shaft slapping heavily against my stomach, already leaking fresh pre-cum. I crawled over her, positioning myself between those spread thighs. The fat, swollen head of my cock kissed her dripping pussy lips, sliding up and down her slippery slit, coating myself in her hot nectar.
 
Harin whimpered and rolled her hips, trying to pull me inside.
 
I grinned down at her. “Begging looks good on you, hunter.”
 
Then I slammed forward.
 
One brutal, savage thrust and I buried every thick inch balls-deep into her cunt in a single stroke. Her tight, scorching walls parted violently around me, gripping my cock like molten wet velvet. The sensation was overwhelming—her pussy sucked and rippled instantly, massaging every vein and ridge as I stretched her wide open.
 
“FUUUUCK!” I roared.
 
Harin screamed in pure pleasure, her head thrown back, wings flaring even wider. Her powerful inner muscles clamped down hard, fluttering and pulsing around my invading shaft as if trying to pull me even deeper. I could feel her cervix kissing the tip of my cock, that tight little ring begging to be battered.
 
I didn’t give her time to adjust. I pulled back until only the head remained inside her, then slammed home again with a loud, wet slap of flesh on flesh. The sound of my heavy balls smacking against her ass echoed through the valley. I started pounding her raw and deep—long, powerful, breeding strokes that made her massive tits bounce and jiggle wildly with every impact.
 
“Take it,” I growled, gripping her wide hips hard enough to leave marks. “This tight monster cunt is mine now. I’m going to flood this womb until it’s overflowing.”
 
Harin’s husky voice broke into desperate chirps and moans as I fucked her mercilessly. Her huge breasts heaved and slapped together, fat nipples rock-hard. I leaned down and captured one in my mouth, sucking hard while I continued slamming into her dripping pussy. The wet, obscene squelching of her cunt swallowing my cock filled the air—loud, sloppy, filthy sounds that mixed with the rhythmic smack of my hips against her thick ass.
 
I fucked her harder. Faster. Deeper. Every thrust aimed to bruise her cervix, to claim her completely. Her juices sprayed out around my pistoning shaft, soaking my balls and dripping down to her twitching asshole.
 
Her first orgasm hit her like a thunderbolt.
 
Harin’s eyes rolled back, wings locking around my back and shoulders like steel cables, pulling me down against her heaving body. Her cunt spasmed violently around my cock, rippling and milking in powerful waves as she squirted hot girl-cum all over my thrusting shaft and lower belly. Her screams were raw and animalistic, echoing off the rocks as she came hard, her hunter strength making her thighs clamp around my waist like a vice.
 
I didn’t slow down. I fucked her straight through it, pounding that gushing pussy even harder, using her orgasm to slicken my cock even more.
 
“First load of the day is coming soon, Harin,” I grunted against her neck, biting down. “Gonna fill this fertile harpy womb.”
 
She came again barely a minute later—harder this time. Her second orgasm made her whole body convulse beneath me. Her cunt clenched so tightly it almost hurt, fluttering and sucking greedily around every inch of my cock. Fresh hot squirt sprayed out with every thrust, soaking us both as her wings trembled and beat against my back.
 
I couldn’t hold back anymore.
 
I buried myself to the hilt one final time, grinding my cockhead right against her cervix. My balls tightened and I erupted.
 
Thick, heavy ropes of cum blasted straight into her womb in powerful jets. I roared as I unloaded, flooding her deepest parts with pulse after pulse of hot, sticky seed. Her rippling walls milked me perfectly, squeezing and sucking every single drop from my throbbing cock like she was starving for it. I kept my hips pressed flush against her, not pulling out even an inch, making sure my cum flooded directly against her cervix, painting her insides white.
 
Harin’s wings locked even tighter around me, pinning me against her body so I physically couldn’t pull out. Her cunt continued to flutter and spasm around my spurting cock, draining me completely, greedy for every last drop. I kept grinding deep inside her, pumping the last weak spurts directly into her womb while she moaned and crooned beneath me, completely lost in the feeling of being bred.
 
We stayed locked like that for a long time—my cock buried to the root inside her cum-stuffed cunt, her wings wrapped possessively around my back, her massive tits pressed against my chest, both of us panting and sweating. Thick white cum had already started to leak out around the tight seal of my cock, slowly oozing from her overstuffed pussy.
 
I kissed her deeply, tongues tangling again as I savored the feeling of her well-fucked, creampied cunt still gently milking me.
 
Harin’s golden eyes were half-lidded in bliss, a satisfied, predatory smile on her beak as she flexed her inner muscles one more time, squeezing my softening cock inside her cum-filled depths.
 
“This is only the beginning, researcher,” she whispered huskily. “My womb is still hungry…”




Chapter 5: Anal Training – Loosening the Egg-Laying Hole

Harin was still panting, her freshly-creampied pussy leaking thick white globs of my cum down her thighs, when I pulled my spent cock from her twitching cunt with a wet pop. She looked back at me over her shoulder, golden eyes hazy with lust, wings half-folded.
 
I knew what came next. Harpies didn’t give birth like human women. They laid eggs through their asses, just like birds. If we were going to breed properly, that tight virgin rear hole needed serious training.
 
“On all fours, hunter,” I commanded, voice rough. “Present that fat ass. I’m going to open up your egg-laying hole.”
 
Harin trilled excitedly and rolled over, rising onto her hands and knees—well, talons and wing-elbows. She arched her back deeply, pushing her thick, juicy ass toward me. Her plump cheeks spread naturally, revealing the cum-smeared pink star of her anus, still glistening from her earlier orgasms. It clenched nervously under my gaze.
 
I scooped up a thick handful of the creamy mess leaking from her pussy and smeared it all over her tight little pucker. The mix of her juices and my cum made an obscene, slippery lube. I added a generous amount of spit, letting it drip right onto her hole before rubbing it in with my thumb.
 
“Relax for me,” I growled, pressing the pad of my thumb against her wrinkled ring. “This ass is going to take my cock today, and it’s going to learn to love it.”
 
I started with one finger. Her anus resisted at first, clenching hard, but I kept steady pressure, circling and pushing until the tight ring finally surrendered. My finger sank in to the knuckle. The heat inside her ass was incredible—scorching, silky, and impossibly tight. Harin let out a sharp squawk, wings fluttering.
 
“Fuck… so tight,” I groaned, slowly pumping the single finger in and out, twisting it to loosen her up. I added more spit and pussy-cum lube, working it deeper. After a few minutes her asshole started to relax, sucking my finger greedily every time I pulled back.
 
I added a second finger. Harin moaned loudly, pushing back against my hand as I stretched her virgin shithole wider. The filthy wet squelching sounds grew louder as I scissored my fingers, opening her up. Her inner walls gripped me like a burning fist, rippling and fluttering.
 
“More…” she gasped, voice husky and broken. “Stretch me, researcher… prepare my egg hole…”
 
Three fingers. I worked them in slowly but relentlessly, forcing her tight pink ring to spread obscenely around my thick digits. Her asshole gaped slightly every time I pulled out, the rim shiny and stretched, twitching helplessly. I finger-fucked her ass harder, curling my fingers, loosening the powerful muscles while my other hand reached underneath to rub her swollen clit. Harin’s wings trembled violently, talons digging deep into the soft leaves as she rocked back onto my hand like a whore in heat.
 
“Look at this greedy harpy asshole,” I growled, spreading my three fingers wide inside her. “Gaping so nicely already. Soon it’s going to swallow my entire cock.”
 
Harin was moaning and chirping continuously now, pushing back desperately, her massive tits swaying beneath her. Her pussy dripped fresh nectar onto the nest in long strings.
 
I couldn’t wait any longer.
 
I pulled my fingers out with a wet pop, leaving her asshole slightly gaped and shining. I lined up my rock-hard cock, the fat head pressing against her ruined pucker. I pushed.
 
The first inch was a battle. Her tight ring stretched painfully wide around my girth, resisting even after all the prep. Harin let out a loud, guttural squawk, but she pushed back. Slowly, inch by thick inch, her scorching hot shithole swallowed my cock. The heat and pressure were mind-melting—tighter than any pussy I’d ever felt, rippling and spasming around every vein.
 
“Fuuuuck yes,” I groaned, gripping her wide hips. “Take it all, you filthy bird slut.”
 
Once I was halfway in, I lost control. I slammed the rest of the way in with one savage thrust, burying my entire cock balls-deep in her ass. Harin screamed in pleasure-pain, wings flaring wide, her powerful body shuddering. I gave her only a few seconds before I started fucking her properly—long, deep, rough strokes that made my heavy balls slap wetly against her soaked cunt with every thrust.
 
I reamed her mercilessly. Hard. Fast. Brutal. The tight, burning grip of her asshole stroked my cock perfectly as I pounded her. Her inner walls clenched and fluttered wildly around me, milking my shaft as if trying to pull my cum straight from my balls.
 
“That’s it,” I grunted, spanking her thick ass hard enough to leave red marks. “I’m loosening this hole so you can lay our hybrid eggs for me. This ass is going to get used every day until it gapes on command.”
 
Harin was losing her mind. She pushed back against me with all her hunter strength, meeting every brutal thrust, squawking and moaning like a wild animal. Her wings beat the air erratically, stirring up the scent of sex and sweat around us. Her pussy was dripping constantly now, juices splattering with every savage impact.
 
I reached forward, grabbing a fistful of her long black hair and yanking her head back as I railed her asshole even harder. The wet, filthy sounds of my cock destroying her shithole filled the entire valley—loud, rhythmic slapping mixed with the obscene squelching of her stretched ring.
 
I fucked her like I owned her. Deep, punishing strokes that made her fat ass ripple and jiggle. I told her exactly what I was doing—how I was training her egg-laying passage, how I was going to pump her full of cum so her body would be ready to carry our young.
 
My balls tightened.
 
I buried myself to the hilt one final time, grinding deep inside her bowels, and unloaded.
 
A massive, thick torrent of cum erupted straight into her guts. Rope after heavy rope blasted into her ass, flooding her hot depths. I roared as I came, hips jerking, pumping every drop as deep as possible. Harin came too—her asshole spasming wildly around my spurting cock, squeezing and milking me for everything I had while her pussy gushed beneath us.
 
I stayed buried until the last weak spurt, then slowly pulled out.
 
Her once-tight pink anus was now a ruined, gaping hole—red, swollen, and twitching. Thick white cum immediately began to ooze out in heavy, creamy globs, running down over her puffy pussy lips and dripping onto the nest below. Her asshole continued to pulse and wink obscenely, pushing out more of my seed in slow, filthy waves.
 
Harin collapsed forward onto the leaves, ass still raised, wings limp and trembling, panting like she’d just flown across the entire valley.
 
I watched with dark satisfaction as her well-fucked, cum-leaking shithole slowly tried to close, only to flutter open again, letting another thick rivulet of my cum escape.
 
“Perfect,” I murmured, running a finger around the stretched rim. “Your egg-laying hole is properly trained now, Harin. Ready for the real breeding soon.”




Chapter 6: Day Two Breeding – Vaginal Creampie Experiment

The first rays of morning sun bathed the Valley of Cries in warm golden light, painting Harin’s naked body like a living fertility goddess. She was still sprawled on the nest of soft leaves and moss, exactly where I’d left her the night before. Her powerful thighs were slightly parted, and thick, pearly-white globs of my dried and fresh cum slowly leaked from both her well-fucked holes. Her puffy pussy lips were swollen and shiny, a steady trickle of cum oozing from her stretched cunt. Lower down, her once-tight pink anus still gaped slightly, winking lazily as another creamy rivulet of my anal creampie escaped and ran down to join the mess between her legs.
 
She looked thoroughly used. And utterly beautiful.
 
Harin stirred as I approached, her golden eyes fluttering open. A lazy, satisfied smile curved her beak. “Researcher… you’re hard again already,” she murmured huskily, stretching her wings wide so her massive tits bounced and swayed with the motion.
 
“This is official breeding time,” I told her, my voice thick with lust and purpose. “Today we begin the real experiment. I’m going to pump your womb full of my seed until it takes.”
 
I didn’t give her time to reply. I grabbed her by the hips and flipped her onto her back in the middle of the nest. Harin let out an excited trill and immediately spread her thick, toned thighs obscenely wide for me, talons pointing outward, presenting her leaking cunt like an offering. Her wings flared out beneath her, cushioning her body.
 
I pinned her down hard. One hand gripped her shoulder, the other pressing her hip into the leaves as I mounted her. My cock was steel-hard, veins pulsing, the fat head already drooling pre-cum. I rubbed it up and down her messy slit, coating myself in the slick mixture of last night’s cum and her fresh arousal.
 
Then I slammed into her.
 
One powerful thrust and my entire thick cock speared balls-deep into her greedy cunt in a single brutal stroke. The wet, squelching sound was filthy and loud as I displaced the cum still inside her. Harin screamed in pleasure, her back arching sharply off the nest.
 
“Fuuuuck—yes!” she cried, voice cracking into a high chirp.
 
Her pussy felt even hotter and wetter than yesterday, the walls slick with leftover seed, rippling and sucking around my shaft like a living sleeve desperate to drain me. I started fucking her with long, deep, deliberate breeding strokes—pulling back until only the head remained inside her, then driving forward with my full weight, grinding my cockhead hard against her cervix on every thrust.
 
Each powerful slam made her massive tits bounce wildly. Her wings instinctively clutched around my shoulders and back, wrapping me in soft feathers and strong muscle, pulling me deeper into her body.
 
“That’s it,” I growled against her neck, biting down as I pounded her. “Feel that, Harin? I’m grinding right against your womb. Every thrust is planting my seed deeper. This cunt is going to take every drop today.”
 
I fucked her harder. Rougher. The wet slapping of my hips against her thick ass echoed through the quiet morning valley. Her pussy made constant obscene squelching noises as my cock churned the cum already inside her into a frothy white mess that bubbled out around my shaft with every thrust.
 
Harin was moaning and squawking beneath me, her powerful hunter body taking everything I gave her. Her talons dug into the leaves on either side of us while her wings kept me locked tight against her heaving breasts. I could feel her fat nipples rubbing against my chest as I railed her.
 
I changed the angle slightly, driving upward so my cockhead battered her cervix relentlessly. “I’m going to fill this womb,” I grunted between heavy thrusts. “Gonna breed you properly. Pump you so full of human cum that your harpy body has no choice but to conceive.”
 
Her golden eyes rolled back. Her inner walls started fluttering wildly.
 
She came the first time with a piercing scream that startled birds from the nearby trees. Her cunt clamped down like a vice around my pistoning cock, spasming violently as she squirted hard. Hot girl-cum sprayed around my shaft, soaking my balls and splashing against my lower belly. Her wings tightened painfully around my shoulders, talons scraping the ground as her entire body convulsed in ecstasy.
 
I didn’t slow down. I kept fucking her straight through her orgasm, using her squirting pussy as extra lube to drive even deeper.
 
She came again barely two minutes later—harder this time. Her second orgasm made her scream even louder, her pussy rippling and milking my cock in powerful rhythmic waves, trying to suck the cum straight from my balls.
 
That was all I could take.
 
I buried myself to the absolute hilt, grinding my cockhead firmly against her cervix, and erupted.
 
“Take it—take my breeding load!” I roared.
 
Thick, heavy ropes of cum blasted straight into her womb in powerful jets. I kept grinding deep as I unloaded, pumping rope after thick, potent rope directly against her cervix, flooding her deepest chamber. Her rippling walls milked me perfectly, squeezing and fluttering around every spurt as if trying to drink it all.
 
I came for what felt like forever—long, heavy pulses that filled her until I could feel her belly starting to swell slightly from the sheer volume. Excess cum backflowed around my cock, squirting out in creamy white rivers down her asscrack and thighs, soaking the nest beneath us.
 
When the last powerful spurt finally faded, I stayed buried to the root inside her. I refused to pull out even an inch. My cock acted as a living plug, keeping every drop of my seed trapped deep in her womb where it belonged.
 
Harin’s wings remained locked tightly around me, holding me flush against her body. Her chest heaved, massive tits pressed against me, nipples still rock hard. Her cunt continued to pulse and flutter softly around my cock, gently milking me even as I softened inside her cum-stuffed depths.
 
We stayed like that for a long time—locked together in the warm morning sun, my thick cock sealing her overflowing pussy, creamy cum still slowly leaking out around the tight seal. I could feel the heat of her womb around me, filled to capacity with my seed.
 
“This is the real breeding experiment, Harin,” I whispered against her beak, kissing her deeply. “My cum is inside your womb now. The first true step toward making our hybrid clutch.”
 
She trilled softly, nuzzling me with a satisfied, possessive glow in her golden eyes, her strong inner muscles giving my cock one last loving squeeze.
 
Neither of us moved. My cock stayed buried deep, plugging her full of cum as the morning sun warmed our joined bodies.




Chapter 7: Domestic Hunter Wife – Fresh Kills, Fruits, and Her Piss Addiction

The days blurred into a blissful, filthy routine in the Valley of Cries. I had officially extended my stay at Harin’s nest, turning the rocky ledge and soft leaf bedding into our little domestic paradise. My notebook lay mostly forgotten now, research notes replaced by hours spent worshipping and being worshipped by my magnificent harpy hunter.
 
Every morning began the same delicious way.
 
Harin would return from her dawn hunt just as the sun crested the valley walls. Her powerful wings sliced through the air with lethal grace as she dove, talons outstretched, snatching a fat mountain hare or wild bird mid-flight. She always brought gifts—fresh meat, ripe berries, sweet spring water in a large hollow gourd, and armfuls of juicy valley fruits.
 
This morning she landed gracefully on the edge of the nest, wings folding neatly. In one wing she carried two plump rabbits, in the other a cluster of deep red berries and figs still warm from the sun. Her naked body glowed with a light sheen of exertion, massive tits swaying, wide hips rolling as she approached me where I lay naked on our bedding.
 
“My mate,” she cooed in that husky hunter voice, using the word she had started calling me. “I bring food for my researcher.”
 
She settled beside me and began feeding me like a devoted wife. Using the soft edges of her wings with surprising dexterity, she tore strips of fresh, raw meat and pressed them to my lips. I ate from her, sucking the juices from her feathers while she watched with golden eyes full of pride. Then came the fruit—she crushed ripe figs between her wingtips and fed me the sweet pulp, smearing it across my tongue, letting some drip down my chin so she could lick it off with her soft beak-mouth.
 
But food was no longer what I craved most.
 
After I had eaten my fill, I lay back and looked up at her with hungry eyes. “You know what I want now, Harin. More than meat. More than fruit. More than water.”
 
She trilled softly, a knowing, aroused sound, and stood over me. Her thick thighs parted as she squatted directly above my face, lowering her puffy, still-swollen pussy until it hovered inches from my mouth. The scent of her was intoxicating—musky, tangy, slightly salty from her morning hunt.
 
“Drink from your harpy wife,” she purred, spreading her plump cunt lips wide with her wingtips, exposing her pink inner folds. “Take everything I give you.”
 
I gripped her firm asscheeks and pulled her down as the hot stream began.
 
Her piss erupted in a powerful, hissing golden arc, splashing directly into my open mouth. It was scalding at first, then deliciously warm—tangy, rich, with that unique sweet-bitter harpy flavor I had become completely addicted to. I swallowed greedily, gulp after gulp, letting the hot nectar flood my throat. Some overflowed, running down my cheeks and neck, but I drank as much as I could, moaning loudly beneath her as I jerked my rapidly hardening cock with one hand.
 
“Mmmph—fuck, your piss tastes so good,” I groaned between swallows, tongue flicking out to lick her clit while she continued urinating. The stream was strong and steady, filling my mouth faster than I could drink at times. I coughed, laughed, and kept swallowing, my throat working visibly as I chugged her golden offering.
 
Harin cooed and stroked my hair tenderly with the soft tips of her wings, petting me like a cherished mate while she emptied her bladder directly into my eager mouth. “Good boy… drink every drop of your wife’s nectar. This is what you want most, isn’t it?”
 
I nodded frantically, still gulping, my hand pumping my throbbing cock faster. Her piss kept flowing—hot, endless, delicious—coating my tongue, filling my belly until I felt warm and full inside. When the stream finally slowed to a trickle, I sealed my lips around her cunt and sucked the last few drops straight from her, tongue diving inside to clean her.
 
She shivered and let out a pleased chirp, grinding her pussy gently against my face.
 
Later that afternoon she brought me a gourd full of clear spring water. I took it from her wing, looked her in the eyes, and deliberately poured it out onto the ground beside the nest.
 
“I don’t want water anymore,” I told her, voice thick with lust. “Only your piss. That’s my drink from now on, Harin. Your hot, tangy golden nectar is the only thing I want sliding down my throat.”
 
Her golden eyes darkened with arousal and possessive delight. She understood perfectly.
 
That night, after another successful hunt where she brought back more fruit and a fat, roasted bird she’d cooked over a small fire with her talons, we repeated our filthy ritual.
 
This time I lay on my back as the stars came out above the valley. Harin straddled my face again, squatting low, her thick ass and dripping pussy hovering over me. She had held her piss all evening just for this moment.
 
“Open wide, my mate,” she whispered.
 
The second golden shower of the day was even stronger. A thick, powerful stream blasted from her cunt straight into my mouth. It was richer now—darker, more concentrated, with a deeper tangy flavor that made my cock surge instantly. I drank like a man dying of thirst, loud wet gulps echoing as I swallowed every drop. The taste was addictive, filthy, intimate. I jerked my cock furiously while she pissed down my throat, her warm urine filling my stomach until it felt bloated and warm.
 
Harin stroked my hair lovingly with her wingtips the entire time, cooing soft praises. “Such a good husband… drinking all of his wife’s piss so eagerly. You don’t need anything else, do you? Just my cunt and my golden nectar.”
 
I moaned in agreement, swallowing faster, letting some of her hot piss overflow and soak my chest and hair. The scent of it clung to me, marking me as hers. When she finally finished, I licked her clean, sucking on her clit until she trembled through a small orgasm, grinding her soaked pussy all over my face.
 
Our days settled into this perfect, depraved domestic rhythm. Harin hunted with deadly precision every morning and evening, her wings cutting through the sky like blades. She always returned proud, providing for me like the perfect monster-girl wife. She fed me fruits by hand—well, by wing—pressing sweet berries to my lips, letting me suck the juice from her feathers. She brought fresh kills and prepared them for me.
 
But every single morning and night, without fail, she squatted over my face and gave me what I truly wanted most: long, hot, steaming streams of her delicious piss. I drank it all greedily, swallowing load after load while stroking my cock, sometimes cumming hands-free just from the filthy pleasure of gulping down my harpy wife’s golden nectar.
 
She never questioned it. She loved it. The way her wings would gently pet my hair while she relieved herself into my mouth, the soft loving trills she made as I drank, the way her pussy would drip with arousal the entire time—it was clear this filthy ritual had become as important to her as it was to me.
 
Our nest reeked of sex, cum, and her piss. My skin carried her scent constantly. I had stopped drinking anything else entirely. Water, juice, nothing compared to the warm, tangy rush of Harin pissing directly down my throat while she called me her mate and stroked my hair with tender wingtips.
 
This was our filthy domestic bliss, and I had never been happier.
 
Every swallow deepened our bond. Every golden shower made her more mine, and me more hers.




Chapter 8: The Breeding Revelation – Double-Hole Creampies Required

Weeks had passed in our nest in the Valley of Cries, and my research notebook finally revealed the missing piece. After studying Harin’s body, her cycles, the way her magic interacted with my seed, and ancient Lustopia texts on harpy reproduction, it all clicked into place. Interspecies conception wasn’t simple. My human cum had to flood both her womb and her egg-laying passage on the same day—saturating her cunt and her ass completely—for her body to accept and bind my seed.
 
I grinned like a madman when the realization hit. “Harin,” I called, my cock already rock-hard. “I’ve been doing it wrong. Today we fix that. I’m going to breed both your filthy holes until they’re overflowing.”
 
Harin’s golden eyes lit up with raw, hungry excitement. She dropped the fresh fruit she’d brought and presented herself instantly, wings half-spread, thick ass pushed toward me. “Then use me, my mate. Fill both my breeding holes. Saturate me.”
 
I didn’t waste a second.
 
I grabbed her hips and slammed my thick cock balls-deep into her dripping cunt in one savage thrust. She was already soaked, and the wet squelch was obscene as I buried myself to the hilt. I fucked her pussy with brutal, breeding strokes—long, powerful, cervix-battering thrusts that made her massive tits swing violently beneath her.
 
“Fuuuuck—yes! Breed my cunt first!” she screamed, wings flaring.
 
I railed her mercilessly, hips slapping loudly against her plump ass, my heavy balls smacking her clit with every thrust. Her inner walls rippled and sucked around me, still greedy even after weeks of constant use. I reached forward and mauled her swinging tits, pinching her fat nipples hard while I pounded her sloppy hole.
 
Within minutes her first orgasm hit. Harin thrashed and squirted hard around my cock, hot girl-cum spraying down her thighs as her pussy clamped and milked me. I didn’t slow down. I kept hammering her until I felt my own climax rising.
 
With a deep roar I buried myself to the root and unloaded. Thick, heavy ropes of cum blasted directly against her cervix, flooding her womb in powerful jets. I pumped every drop into her, grinding deep, making sure her womb was thoroughly painted. When I finally pulled out, her cunt was a sloppy, cum-drooling mess—white seed gushing out in thick creamy rivers, running down her swollen lips and dripping heavily onto the nest.
 
Before she could even catch her breath, I flipped her onto her back, grabbed her ankles, and pushed her legs up toward her shoulders, folding her in half. Her loosened pink asshole winked at me, still slightly open from previous training.
 
I aimed my cum-slick cock at her shithole and drove in.
 
“Gahhh—!” Harin squawked loudly as I speared her ass in one rough thrust, burying half my length inside her scorching bowels. I pushed harder, forcing the rest of my thick cock into her until my balls rested against her cum-leaking pussy. The heat and tightness were insane. Her asshole clenched and fluttered wildly around me as I started fucking her with deep, punishing strokes.
 
I reamed her ass hard and fast, watching her face contort in pleasure. “This hole needs my cum too. Your egg-laying passage has to be overflowing if you want to carry my clutch.”
 
Harin’s wings thrashed beneath her, talons curling in the air as I destroyed her shithole. The filthy wet sounds of my cock pounding her cum-lubed ass filled the valley. I switched holes again—pulling out of her ass with a wet pop and slamming straight back into her sloppy cunt, churning my previous load into a frothy white mess.
 
Back and forth I went, double-stuffing her, using both her holes like breeding cocksleeves. Pussy for a dozen brutal thrusts, then ass, then pussy again. Each switch made her scream louder. Her juices and my cum mixed together, coating my shaft and balls, dripping everywhere.
 
I fucked her cunt again until it was a gaping, drooling wreck, then immediately switched back to her ass and pounded even harder. Harin came violently, harder than I’d ever seen her. Her whole body convulsed, wings beating wildly against the nest, talons scraping the ground as her asshole clamped down like a burning fist around my cock. She squirted massively from her pussy at the same time, soaking her own belly and tits while she screamed in ecstasy.
 
“More! Breed both my filthy holes! Fill my womb and my egg passage—please!” she begged, voice hoarse and broken with lust.
 
I gave her exactly what she wanted.
 
I switched rapidly now—pounding her cunt until I was on the edge, then slamming into her ass and erupting. The second massive load blasted deep into her bowels, flooding her egg-laying passage with thick, sticky cum. I pulled out mid-spurt and shoved back into her pussy, pumping the rest of that load into her womb before switching again.
 
Load after load. Hole after hole.
 
By the fourth switch both her cunt and asshole were completely ruined and overflowing. Thick white cum poured out of her stretched pussy in heavy globs every time I pulled out, and her gaping anus winked and pushed out creamy bubbles of my seed with every clench. Her belly looked slightly swollen from the sheer volume I’d pumped into her.
 
I kept going, relentless, covered in sweat, grunting like an animal as I used my beautiful harpy wife. I fucked her pussy until it was a sloppy, cum-farting mess, then destroyed her ass again, telling her how I was saturating both her breeding passages so her body would have no choice but to conceive our hybrid clutch.
 
Harin was a wreck of pleasure. She came again and again, each orgasm more intense than the last. Her wings thrashed uncontrollably, feathers flying, golden eyes rolled back as she babbled and begged.
 
“Cum in me—both holes—don’t stop! Flood your harpy slut! Make me take your seed everywhere!”
 
I finally reached my limit after pumping my sixth load—three deep into her womb and three into her egg-laying ass. I buried myself in her cunt for the final creampie, grinding hard against her cervix as the last powerful ropes painted her insides. Then I pulled out and immediately shoved back into her ruined asshole, forcing the last weak spurts into her bowels for good measure.
 
Both holes were wrecked. Her pussy gaped wide, constantly leaking thick rivers of cum. Her asshole was even worse—red, swollen, and prolapsed slightly, pushing out creamy cum in slow, obscene waves every time it twitched.
 
Harin lay there trembling, wings limp and twitching, chest heaving, massive tits covered in sweat and stray splatters of cum. Her lower body was an absolute mess—both holes overflowing, thighs soaked, the nest beneath her ruined with our combined fluids.
 
I collapsed beside her, panting, and pulled her into my arms. She nuzzled against me weakly, still softly crooning as cum continued to leak from both her well-bred holes.
 
“Now your body has what it needs,” I whispered, kissing her beak. “Womb and egg passage completely saturated. Let’s see if my harpy wife catches.”
 
She gave a weak, blissed-out trill, flexing her muscles so more cum oozed out of her, clearly loving how thoroughly bred and filthy she felt.




Chapter 9: Swelling Pregnant Harin – Filthy Belly-Fucking and Milk

Weeks after that intense double-hole breeding session, the changes in Harin became impossible to ignore. Her once-toned, athletic belly had begun to swell noticeably with our growing clutch. The gentle curve had turned into a full, heavy, rounded pregnant bulge that rested proudly on her wide hips. Her massive breasts had grown even larger, heavier, and now constantly leaked thin streams of early milk from her thick, darkened nipples. The sight of my pregnant harpy wife waddling around the nest with her swollen belly and leaking tits made my cock throb constantly.
 
She was glowing. Powerful, fertile, and utterly depraved.
 
This morning she stood in front of me, wings half-spread, one wingtip gently rubbing her swollen belly in slow circles. Pearly drops of milk beaded at the tips of her fat nipples and dripped onto the upper curve of her pregnant gut.
 
“Look what you’ve done to me, Dickard,” she purred, voice huskier than ever, thick with maternal lust. “Your seed took so well. My belly is full of our clutch… and my tits are making milk for them already.”
 
I couldn’t hold back. I pulled her down onto all fours in the middle of our nest, her heavy pregnant belly hanging low and swinging beneath her. The position made her swollen tits hang and leak even more, droplets of warm milk falling onto the leaves.
 
I mounted her from behind like an animal.
 
Grabbing her wide hips, I lined up my rock-hard cock and slammed balls-deep into her pregnant cunt in one rough thrust. The wet, creamy sound was filthy. Pregnancy had made her pussy even hotter, softer, and wetter than before. Her walls gripped me like silky, sucking velvet as I started pounding her doggy-style with long, heavy strokes.
 
“Fuck—your pregnant cunt feels incredible,” I groaned, watching her huge belly swing and sway beneath her with every brutal impact. Her leaking tits slapped together, spraying tiny jets of milk onto the nest.
 
I leaned forward, reaching under her swollen body to grab one heavy, milk-laden tit. I squeezed hard. Warm, sweet milk squirted out in thick streams across my fingers. I brought my hand to my mouth, tasting her—rich, creamy, slightly sweet with a wild edge. Moaning, I latched my mouth onto her other nipple while still fucking her hard from behind.
 
I sucked greedily. Harin cried out in pleasure as I nursed from her leaking tit, drinking her warm milk straight from the source while my cock hammered her pregnant pussy. Milk flooded my mouth in sweet pulses every time I sucked hard. I swallowed noisily, gulping down her early lactation as I railed her.
 
Her pregnant belly swung pendulously under her with every thrust, brushing against my balls. The sight and feel of it drove me wild. I fucked her harder, deeper, making her swollen gut rock back and forth as I battered her cervix.
 
“Yes—suck my milk while you breed me!” Harin moaned, wings trembling. “Drink from your pregnant harpy wife!”
 
I switched nipples, sucking the other fat tit dry while pounding her sloppy cunt. Milk ran down my chin and dripped onto her swinging belly. Her pussy was gushing, juices mixing with leftover cum from earlier, coating my shaft and balls.
 
After draining both her tits until they were temporarily empty and shiny with spit, I pulled out of her cunt with a wet pop and pressed my cock against her tighter hole—her ass.
 
Pregnancy had made her asshole even more sensitive and strangely tighter despite all the previous training. I pushed in slowly at first, savoring the scorching heat, then slammed the rest of the way in with a savage thrust.
 
Harin screamed.
 
The extra pressure from her swollen belly made her shithole grip me like a burning vice. I groaned loudly and started reaming her pregnant ass with rough, deep strokes. Her belly swung even more dramatically now, heavy and full, while her leaking tits continued to drip milk onto the nest below.
 
I fucked her ass mercilessly, spanking her plump cheeks, watching them ripple. Then I switched back to her cunt, then her ass again, using both her holes while she moaned and squawked like a wild beast in heat. Every thrust made her pregnant belly rock and her milk leak faster.
 
“Turn over,” I growled.
 
I flipped her onto her back, pushed her thick thighs wide, and slid back into her dripping cunt. Her swollen belly rose between us like an obscene, beautiful mound. I leaned down and sucked hard on her nipples again while pounding her, drinking fresh milk as it flowed freely now that her tits had refilled slightly.
 
After several minutes of filthy belly-fucking, I pulled out and stood over her.
 
“Time for your researcher’s favorite drink,” I said, voice thick.
 
Harin spread her puffy, cum-drooling pussy lips with her wingtips and relaxed. A hot, powerful stream of piss erupted from her pregnant cunt. Pregnancy had changed it—her golden nectar was richer now, sweeter, creamier, almost like warm, salted milk mixed with her usual tangy flavor. It was utterly addictive.
 
I dropped my mouth directly onto her pissing cunt and drank straight from the source. Her hot, creamy piss flooded my throat in heavy gushes. I swallowed greedily, gulping down every drop while she continued lactating, warm milk running down her swollen tits and onto her pregnant belly. Some of her piss overflowed, splashing across my chest while her milk dripped onto me from above. The combination was pure filth and heaven.
 
I jerked my cock furiously as I drank her pregnant piss, letting her golden stream fill my belly until it felt warm and full. Harin cooed and stroked my hair with her wing while she relieved herself into my mouth, her other wing rubbing her swollen belly lovingly.
 
When her stream finally ended, I shoved my cock back into her soaked cunt and fucked her through another shattering orgasm. She came so hard her milk sprayed out in tiny jets from her nipples with every contraction, splattering across both of us.
 
I switched to her ass again, pounding her pregnant shithole while sucking more milk from her heavy tits. By the time I finally erupted, I had filled both her holes multiple times. Thick cum leaked from her gaping pussy and ruined asshole, mixing with her milk and piss on the nest.
 
Harin lay there panting, her swollen pregnant belly rising and falling, tits still slowly leaking, both holes stretched wide open and drooling my seed in heavy, creamy rivers down her asscrack. She looked like the perfect breeding sow—swollen, milky, leaking, and thoroughly satisfied.
 
I rubbed her heavy belly gently, feeling the subtle movements inside.
 
“Your body was made for this depraved life, Harin,” I murmured, leaning down to lick a stray drop of milk from her nipple. “Swollen, leaking, and constantly full of my cum. I can’t get enough of my pregnant harpy wife.”
 
She trilled softly, wings wrapping around me as another small trickle of milk and cum dripped from her well-used body.




Chapter 10: Egg Birth and Final Filthy Farewell Fuck – Quintuplet Hybrids and One Last Knock-Up

Two months had flown by in a haze of pregnancy, filthy breeding sessions, and growing affection. Harin’s belly had become enormous — a heavy, swollen dome that dominated her once-athletic frame. Her tits were constantly leaking rich milk, and her holes stayed puffy and sensitive from near-daily use. Today, the moment finally arrived.
 
Harin squatted in the center of our nest, wings spread wide for balance, her face flushed with exertion and pleasure. Her powerful body trembled as the first contractions hit.
 
“They’re coming,” she gasped, golden eyes locking onto mine. “Hold me, Dickard. Our eggs… they’re ready.”
 
I knelt behind her, wrapping my arms around her swollen belly, supporting her weight as she pushed. Her well-trained anus began to stretch obscenely. With a deep, guttural moan that turned into a throaty scream, the first egg started crowning — smooth, creamy-white with faint golden speckles, slightly larger than a goose egg. Harin’s asshole flowered open around it, the rim stretched thin and shiny as the egg slowly pushed through her trained ring.
 
“Fuuuuck— it feels so good,” she cried, voice breaking into sharp chirps of ecstasy. Each powerful contraction made her body shudder, her stretched shithole pulsing as the egg slid out with a wet pop, glistening with her fluids. She came hard just from laying it, pussy gushing clear squirt onto the nest while her wings trembled violently.
 
I held her tight, kissing her neck, whispering praise. “Good girl… push for me. You’re doing so well, my beautiful hunter.”
 
One by one, the five perfect eggs emerged through her well-fucked anus in waves of orgasmic contractions. Each push made her moan and squirt, her body wracked with pleasure as her egg-laying passage delivered our hybrid clutch. The last one was the biggest, stretching her gaping hole wide before it finally slipped free with a long, creamy trickle of her fluids and leftover cum.
 
All five eggs lay safely nestled together in the soft moss-lined depression we had prepared. They were beautiful — smooth, warm, and faintly glowing with inner life.
 
Exhausted but radiant, Harin leaned back against my chest, panting. We watched together as the eggs began to crack. Tiny talons poked through shells, then five perfect little human-harpy hybrids emerged. They had my facial features mixed with Harin’s sharp golden eyes, soft skin, and most wonderfully — tiny, downy wings sprouting from their small backs. Two girls and three boys, all healthy, strong, and already chirping loudly for their mother.
 
Tears of pride stung my eyes as Harin gently gathered them with her wings, cooing softly, guiding them to her leaking breasts. They latched on instinctively, drinking her rich milk while their little winglets fluttered.
 
As the huntress mother, Harin was already in her element. She looked at me with a soft, loving smile.
 
“I don’t need your help raising them, my mate,” she said gently, voice warm despite the rawness from her moans. “I am a strong harpy. I will hunt for them, teach them to fly, keep them safe. But your home will always wait right here at this nest. Whenever your research brings you back… I will be here, legs spread, ready for you.”
 
Her words hit me deep. Sweet and filthy all at once.
 
We spent the next hour tucking the quintuplets in. Harin arranged them carefully in a warm, sheltered corner of the nest, surrounding them with soft feathers and moss. They quickly fell asleep, tiny wings twitching, bellies full of milk.
 
Once the little ones were settled, Harin turned to me with a wicked, hungry gleam in her eyes.
 
“Now… one last time before you leave. Breed me filthy. Fill both my holes again.”
 
We didn’t hold back.
 
I pushed her onto her back and slammed my throbbing cock straight into her still-sensitive, egg-stretched cunt. She was incredibly wet and loose from the birth, but still scorching hot. I fucked her with rough, deep strokes, her swollen tits bouncing and spraying milk with every thrust.
 
“Gods, your pussy feels even better after laying our eggs,” I groaned, pounding her hard. Her walls fluttered and sucked around me greedily.
 
After several minutes of brutal cunt-pounding, I pulled out and flipped her onto all fours. I drove straight into her freshly-used asshole, still slightly gaping and incredibly sensitive from laying the clutch. Harin screamed in pleasure as I reamed her shithole mercilessly, balls slapping her dripping pussy.
 
I switched between both holes repeatedly — savage double-stuffing, pounding her cunt until it frothed with cream, then slamming back into her ass, using her like the perfect breeding slut she was. She came hard multiple times, wings thrashing, milk spraying from her nipples onto the nest as her body shook with aftershocks.
 
Finally, I buried myself deep in her pussy and unloaded the first massive creampie, flooding her womb with thick, heavy ropes of cum. Before I finished spurting, I pulled out and shoved into her asshole, pumping the rest of my load deep into her bowels. Then I switched again, filling her cunt with a second load, and her ass with a third.
 
Both her holes were wrecked and overflowing, thick white cum pouring out in heavy streams every time her muscles clenched.
 
For the final touch, Harin pushed me onto my back and squatted over my face. She fed me one last golden shower — her post-birth piss even richer and creamier than before. I drank every drop greedily while stroking my cock, swallowing her warm, tangy-sweet nectar until my belly felt full and warm.
 
When she finished, she kissed me deeply. Our tongues tangled in a filthy, messy kiss tasting of her piss, my cum, milk, and sex. Her wings wrapped around me tightly in a powerful, loving embrace, holding me close as if she never wanted to let go.
 
“Go, my researcher,” she whispered against my lips, voice thick with emotion and lust. “Go study more monster girls. But remember — this nest, this cunt, this ass… they belong to you. Come home soon and knock me up again.”
 
I kissed her one last time, tasting our combined depravity on her tongue, then gathered my things.
 
As I walked out of the Valley of Cries, looking back at my beautiful, cum-leaking, milk-dripping harpy wife watching me with love and pride beside our five sleeping hybrid children, I couldn’t help but grin.
 
I fucking love my job in Lustopia.
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