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Under a flickering lantern, a massive anthroraven stood guard. The rock wall and arched doorway behind him was slick with pattering rain and a stiff breeze tussled his feathers about. He had no expression, occasionally flashing his bluish-white third eyelids as rain lashed his eyes. His wings were folded on his back protecting his arms and lower body from the rain. His right hand held a staff that, resting on the ground, was taller than his 6 foot frame. It was tipped with a shining curved blade. The thick planks of the doorway behind him did not completely muffle the moans and shouts within. Under the doorway the glow of candlelight could be seen along with rhythmically moving shadows. The raven had heard it all before and paid little attention to it, his fixation being the wide stone landing patio before him and the dark night-shrouded mountain valley beyond. Nobody would interrupt his master—nobody.

“Ooohh…” came the deep phonations from within the beast’s buff- feathered breast. It was massive, some 10 feet tall and its massive dark wings hung loosely behind it. It also had muscular arms covered in reddish feathers down to the wrists. The arms ended in thick yellow-scaled hands that bore two fingers and a thumb. The fearsome anthro-Lammergeier (also known to humans as a bearded vulture) opened its pale beak and a pointed pink tongue flashed from between the mustaches of its black “beard” facial feathers. Its pale gold eyes opened, rimmed in crimson rings of flesh and it spasmed out a loud high “Chirp! Chirp! Chirrrrp!”
It was perched atop a low table and a man was strapped down to the table, his upper body emerging from between the massive bird’s short fluffy legs. The man had his eyes closed and was writhing as the bird slowly pressed it’s tail down and forward and back and up, over and over. The bird’s powerful fluffy thighs trembled with each thrust and a hot, moist, musky odor expelled between their bodies with each stroke. Amongst the spasms and chirps, the man writhed and heaved, struggling to please the beast.

The creature looked down brusquely, a look of displeasure, “No! Don’t stop you fool! Ahhh! Oh! Keep it up!”

The man grimaced and began to shudder with sobs, “No! I can’t help it! Stop!”

The bird jabbed its beak into the man’s sobbing face, “Pathetic! Why can’t you stay aroused after all the pleasures I offer? Am I not beautiful?” the creature lifted its tail off of the man’s groin and turned around. “Very well, if you won’t please me willingly then it shall be forced after all!” The bird nodded to a pair of green, feathery attendants.

The attendants were pigeon-like, standing four feet tall and sported short, pigeon-like grey beaks with white wattles over the nares. Their bodies were covered with long emerald feathers that sparkled with purplish iridescence. Neither had wings but in their place had feathered arms and smooth, yellow, softly-scaled hands with two fingers and a thumb. One of the two birds reached down with those hands and fondled the man’s penis. It was still glistening from the Lammergeier’s cloaca but had gone limp. The attendant began to caress the penis while the second attendant stroked it with the smooth, warm sides of its beak. The man stared up at the lammergeyer towering over him, “Please! I can’t!”
“Can’t? Or won’t? It’s obvious that you are useless but I’m too fucking horny now to let you off that easy.” The bird sighed out and shook its tail side to side. “Mmm… yes, you’re going to please me one way or the other.”

The second pigeon attendant gave a gentle trill and opened her beak. Her pink tongue licked the shaft of the man’s penis up and down a few times as it throbbed to life. Once erect, she opened wide and slid her gullet down over it and closed gently, working her tongue in and out slowly and swallowing around its tip. The man’s eyes rolled back and his hands twitched about as he moaned, “Oooohhhhhhh… Ohhhhhhhhh….”

“Yes, my useless pet, how about we use some positive reinforcement, eh?” The lammergeier lifted a leg and turned around placing its deep undertail fluff over the man’s face. “You just enjoy the niiiiice blow job. Concentrate on that pleasure while I…  get mine!” The lammergeier sat down abruptly onto the man’s face, grinding its slimy vent lips down around his nose and mouth.

The man bucked and bellowed, muffled by flesh and feathers. The giant lammergeier flexed his tail and winked his vent on the man’s face. In combination with the man’s muffled moans it produced wet blubbing sounds and the bird churred its approval. The attendant picked up her pace, stroking faster and the man’s legs thrashed in their restraints as he neared climax.

From the man’s point of view, he could see nothing but rhythmically pulsating pink vent lips, pushing against his eyes and sucking on his face. He could hear short pants and moans and the rapidly beating heart of the bird in the heat of sexual pleasure. The smell was musky and salty, the taste tangy with surges of salty, sweet clear fluid that oozed into his mouth whenever the huge bird moaned and shuddered.

The man’s moans became louder and louder until suddenly the pigeon attendant coughed and sputtered around his swollen member. She swallowed and foamed and drooled as the man panted and struggled to breathe with his face buried in the lammergeier’s ass.
Almost simultaneously, the lammergeier growled and pressed down hard on the man’s face and rubbed foreward and back briskly, it’s wet vent lips making smacking sounds. “Oooh Ohhhhh! Huunhhh!” it called out then stopped moving, holding its breath, and quivering its tail. It blurted out “Hunh!” and its tail flexed and contracted powerfully. A squishing sound issued forth and white fluid gushed down over the man’s head and ears. He began to sputter and cough within the bird’s everted pillow of hot, velvety cloacal tissue. He struggled in earnest now, running out of breath. Finally the bird stood up slowly and there was a wet sucking sound and a splash of fluids as the man’s head disengaged from the bird’s muscular hole. He coughed and sputtered and shook his head, flinging blobs of cum and juices all around. Glistening strands of sexual juices drained down upon his head and neck as the bird stood there, enjoying his moment of post-coital euphoria and the power he had exerted over his sexual prey.

“Oh, if I could but fertilize myself, I wouldn’t need you or the dozens of other equally useless and pathetic creatures like you.” Just as the man was beginning to breathe less ragged, the creature shook his tail and winked out another large blob of cum onto the man’s open mouth. The lammergeier stepped off and hopped to the floor.
The bird that had sucked the man off walked over beside the lammergeier and said, “Lord Sterticus, shall we attempt your insemination?”

The giant bird sighed and closed its eyes, “This human is not worthy, but very well, it may as well not be a complete waste.” The bird bent its head low and raised its tail. Its vent was loose exposing the deep red internal membranes of the cloaca.

The attendant stepped forward and with its delicate fingers it caressed the lips. “I’m ready my master. For the future of your kind, I humbly transfer this semen to you…” The lammergeier closed its eyes and sighed deeply causing the vent lips to spread further and the inner membranes to bulge outward. A soft knot of red, furrowed tissue filled the opening. The knot had plump pillows and furrows arranged in a circle—the folds of opening of an oviduct. The pigeon inserted her beak into this opening and began to thrust in and out with a jiggling motion as she regurgitated the man’s seed into Sterticus’ oviduct. White foam flowed out around her beak corners. The lammergeier winked hir vent softly around the everted cloaca and sighed. After a few moments of regurgitating, the pigeon withdrew her head. Strands of saliva and cum connected her beak and the lammergeier’s cloaca. “It is done, my master,” she gurgled.
The lammergeier sighed out, “Thank you, faithful friends.” Shi winked hir vent, pulling the cloaca back inside. Shi winked a few more times, gradually tightening up the vent and allowing the feathers to fluff back over and conceal the opening, just as the tail came back down to normal position.
“What shall we do with this human?” asked the attendant.

The lammergeier walked over to the door without looking back at the slime-covered man heaving on the table. “Return him to his group, but I will waste no further time with him. He’s too scrawny to be of much use in manual labor and I won’t have him serving in my household.” Now he turned around and looked at his attendants. “If my next egg is infertile, he can be turned over to the guard… for their entertainment or feasting.” The exhausted man sobbed bitterly at this announcement but Sterticus didn’t care. He pulled the door open and stepped out into the night breeze, the raven guard stepping dutifully to the side.
“Master! Did it go well?”

Sterticus walked out across the patio, the raven following his movements with his beak. His master’s silence told him enough.

“It disheartens me, master, that you cannot find a compatible mate to continue your line.” The raven tapped his staff on the stones with a heavy thud. “But we will not rest until you have hatched your heir, my master!”

Sterticus stood at the edge of the landing patio and looked down the mountainside as the wind picked up speed and tossed his feathers about. His pale eyes surveyed the flickering windows of the nearby hamlet and the torches and lanterns around his mountaintop fortress. He closed those eyes wearily and said, “Neither shall I, dear Ferog. Neither shall I.”
(((
“Master! Oh! Master! Oh! Yes! Yes! Yeeeesssssss!” Yuri’s voice echoed throughout the upper chambers and out into the quiet evening air of the courtyard below. The pale stones of the two-story complex gleamed in the full summer moonlight. Three anthroburds were relaxing under the moonlight, lapping at berry wine and making quiet conversation. They chuckled lightly when they heard the shouts followed by a series of excited eagle chirps as their leader consummated his desires into his faithful human servant.

“Wow, what is that, five times in a row?” asked Ark, the graceful secretary bird with large blue eyes.
“Six” clucked Bastian, the man-sized white anthro-rooster. There was another round of chuckles.

Ark continued, “He has amazing stamina for a human and he really loves sex with us. Who would have thought that they could be so useful.”

Bastian said “It’s too bad that none of us are genetically compatible with him—or maybe that’s a good thing. Who’d want a bunch of hatchlings the likes of Ark flapping around here?” More laughter while Ark batted his long eyelashes with a dry look.
“What a splendid idea!” Cenda threw in during an awkward break in the group laughter. Cenda was a graceful and energetic 4-foot-tall Cooper’s hawk with lightning reflexes and a cunning mind.
The others stopped and stared at her and then Bastian burst out laughing, “You can’t be serious! You’re the last one I would expect to want to see anyone have human hybrid—“

“No, no, no! I’m talking about that bearded bird?” Everyone busted out in warm alcohol-fueled laughter. “Oh come on! Have you not heard? Sterticus! That’s its name! It’s that awful anthroburd, Lord of Elania, up there in the mountains.” The laughter died down as her words sank into the other bird’s minds.

Bastian spoke with a serious tone, “Lord Sterticus is a hybrid but unlike us, he needs a human mate to continue his line.”
Ark was Erste’s closest advisor and knew exactly where this was going. “Not only that, he is also a she and shi’s been looking for a compatible human mate to raise heirs. Shi’s the last of hir race, or so they say.” The sounds of crickets filled the night.

“Some would say that Lord Sterticus is rich and powerful, but such chattel is for the vain humans that once ruled us. He can die for all I care,” said Bastian.
Ark gave Cenda a slight smile. Cenda was new to the inner leadership circle, a quick advancement as she showed such prowess in military matters. “Yuri is one of a kind! Priceless, irreplaceable. I’d not want his life risked without good reason.”
Suddenly their leader’s voice came from the balcony above, “Bastian, how disappointing to hear of your lack of concern for Sterticus.” The birds all looked up at Erste, his white head shining in the moonlight. “True, Sterticus and his kingdom are very different from ours. They seek the glittering objects of the bygone human era rather than mining the knowledge that was lost. But they have been peaceful to us, although they treat the remaining humans poorly.” Erste sighed and turned his beak to the north towards the unseen distant mountains of Elania. “It’s ironic since Sterticus is half human and, it would seem, dependent upon humans for his future.”

“Sir, I understand your desire to treat humans with respect and forge a cooperative future with them. But is that really possible? Shouldn’t the weaker species, like Sterticus’ line, die if they are so weak and wouldn’t that actually help our cause to forge alliances with humans” said Cenda.
“If that were the case, Cenda, then none of us would exist. No, the off-worlders that intervened and tipped the scales of chance in our favor could have passed us by and allowed the total destruction of our world—of a weak and dying planet. Diversity is a precious commodity and it may take so little to save his kind. Also, consider what a human-avian hybrid means for the future of our alliance with humans? Some day we may see a new species emerge that is not forgetful of its common roots in humanity and birdkind.”
“Sir, are you suggesting that we give them Yuri?” asked Ark.
“No, Yuri is too dear to us.”

“Very, very dear…” chuckled Bastian with a wink.

Erste smiled his eyes and cocked his head a little in acknowledgement as the birds laughed. “Yes, but I have been thinking of bringing this up with Yuri. He must consent on his own and I believe he would. He wants to see the same future as I do. He would do anything to save another species. And he has familiarity with the techniques that humans used to save threatened bird species in the past. Sterticus needs more than seed. Shi needs expertise.”
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Yuri was strapped snugly in a harness under Erste’s chest. He loved flying with Erste, soaring high over the land, right under his center of gravity—right under his master’s heart. The massive eagle’s muscles pumped and quivered as his wingtips carved into the air. Despite his huge size, he could still make use of the stronger thermals and was excellent at dynamic soaring along the windy mountain ridges that bordered with Elania. Despite being so close to the eagle’s center of gravity, it was still a breath-taking adventure every time his master banked or dove. As they crested a razor-sharp mountain ridge, the summer air sank down the north face and Yuri felt his master’s weight tip forward. He strained his eyes ahead and saw where he was heading.

Around them was a contingent of 4 other birds: Cenda the female Cooper’s hawk was high and ahead.  Doonk an anthroraven who sported both wings and arms, was flying to the right. Goor-ka, a large feral raven, flew at the left flank. Bringing up the rear was Eesha, a tall, handsome feral whooping crane. The group set their wings for a long glide but no sooner had they crossed the mountain ridge than two guardian anthroravens came flying up at them croaking. Erste lowered his right foot and twirled it in a circle, signaling the group to tighten up. He chirped out loudly at the ravens, letting them know that they recognized the borders of Elania and were here on a peaceful visit. The ravens flew in over the group from behind. After making eye contact with Erste one nodded to the other and it banked away and returned to their high outpost.
“Chief Erste, welcome to Elandia,” cawed the raven. “Please state your business.”

Erste chirped out loudly “Thank you for opening your border to us. I am here to bring a proposal to your master, one that may solve his most dire problem.”

Yuri noted a slight stumble in the raven’s flight and a brief hastening of its whistling wingbeats. He studied Yuri repeatedly with one dark eye, his nictitating membrane flashing, indicating peaceful intentions but also betraying his excited curiosity. “I am Ferog, commander of our guard. I will take you directly to my master. Follow me!”

The raven stroked his wings hard and fast, pulling out ahead. The rest continued to glide at an easy pace, showing no fear or haste. Yuri’s eyesight was not as acute as the birds around him, not by a longshot, so he studied the scene carefully as they approached. The community was perched on a steep mountainside, surrounding a canyon where a waterfall plunged a thousand feet in long streamers of wet moss and spray. To the right of the waterfall, the mountainside formed a knob and on this knob was built a series of stone structures. The village below was composed of ledges, burrows, and some modest stone huts. Birds and anthrobirds of all sizes and species darted all around the canyon but many took noticed and took up the call of alert that someone was visiting. They landed on the numerous ledges and stone landing platforms around the canyon. Other birds walked out of their dwellings and shops to see what the commotion was.
Sterticus heard the change in the peaceful chatter of the community and walked out into the sunshine to look down over the scene. Ferog flew in and landed, just as he was reaching the edge of the large, circular assembly area in front of his stone lodge. The raven was in excellent shape so Sterticus knew it was an important matter if he was panting and drooling from effort. “Master! Chief Erste is here and he begs your audience to discuss a solution to your problem.”

The lammergeier straightened his body and shifted the white mountain goat shawl around his massive shoulders. His eyes dilated and the edges blushed. “Very good, Ferog, please receive our guests into the main hall. I will meet with them there shortly.” Galla and Gallo, the two pigeon attendants, had meanwhile caught up with their master. “Galla, go and make preparations for a banquet and, Gallo, prepare quarters for our guests. They must receive the finest treatment.”
It took a few more minutes for the contingent to glide in. As they crossed the village, several birds stared up in wonder at the huge eagle they’d heard rumors of or glimpsed only briefly from afar while out flying. A large young golden eagle, gliding in from the upper slopes with a goat in its talons landed and watched with wonder as the birds flew straight to their king’s lodge. Only royalty would make such a bold approach.

Yuri noticed something else: A crew of dirty humans milling about a hole in the mountain. They stopped their toil briefly and then returned to their work as raven taskmasters grimly scowled at them. The humans looked thick, muscular, and presumably well-fed, but filthy and obviously not enjoying their labor. The slope came up towards them as they approached closer to the citadel and Yuri glimpsed, far off to the side, a grisly, blood-splattered slaughter area. There were animal hides tanning and what looked like humans locked in cages. His master’s legs lowered and his wings tilted back, the feet creating drag as they slowed for landing. Erste made a smooth, no-flap landing in the center of the assembly circle. The others landed around and behind. Ferog walked up to him and bowed his head courteously. “His excellence is excited to meet with you. First, can I offer you refreshments?”
Erste tipped his beak slightly and responded, “We are pleased to accept your hospitality.”

After seeing the humans awaiting slaughter, Yuri began to have second thoughts. He looked up at Erste’s face and Erste cocked one eye down at him. He gave Yuri a slight squint, a softening of the eye, that said he understood his fear but that he would not let anything happen. Yuri felt reassured and began to unlace his harness and climb out. The three of them followed the raven inside.

Hours later, Yuri watched the last rays of the summer sun climb the mountainside above the citadel. Soon the sun sank behind the distant mountains to the west and a cool draft descended down from above. They dined outside on the top of the citadel. The meal was delicious if you were a raptor—fresh goat including brains, the animal’s head broken open and presented at the center of the banquet. Erste requested that some of the meat be roasted for Yuri and soon Galla brought Yuri a fine, soft slab adorned with wild berries. He was still reduced to gnawing on it with his hands as these birds knew nothing of the implements used by humans. It didn’t matter for Yuri’s appetite was weak. As hard as Yuri tried to forget what he saw and put on a pleased face, it was obvious that he was troubled. At one point, Lord Sterticus excused himself momentarily to relieve himself. Erste, who was feasting just beside him, stopped and whispered with Yuri.
“Yuri, I know what you saw. I should have told you to expect that. I am sorry. But remember, what we do here today could save those people and many more to come.” He reached out with a wing and tipped Yuri’s face up to meet his kind gaze. “Take courage. Take heart. We will protect you with our lives.”

Soon the wine came out, including several gallons that were carried by Erste’s contingent. Music was played and birds danced for amusement. Yuri kept reminding himself that this was all going to go well but he was still an outsider and it was clear that neither Sterticus nor his staff appreciated his presence—he was tolerated because of his master.
Finally, Erste, his beak softly glowing from the wine and good cheer, stood and tapped the table with his talons. As the scene quieted down he bade thanks and good fortune to his host and his kingdom and then he stated his business. Sterticus listened close as Erste explained Yuri’s sexual talents and experience with species recovery and even artificial insemination.
“And so you see, brother, Yuri may be able to provide you with a fertile egg. And if not, he can observe your practices and help you select the most viable mate and ensure that your mating is successful. He is the only one of his kind in this world. He is your best hope.”

Sterticus looked skeptical. “Aside from his knowledge, how could this creature do anything different than the many virile, strong men that we have already conscripted for my service?”
“The difference, my friend, is that he cares and he knows what he’s doing. He was born for this.”

“What do you want in return, Erste?”

“I propose that we stay here for as many days as is necessary for Yuri to help you produce a fertile egg. Once that is assured, he will return with us. Consider him…” Erste paused and looked about to make sure all were paying close attention, “…my son.” The other birds in the room gasped and chuckled in disbelief.

Sterticus extended his fluffy neck and mane and silenced the room. “You regard this human that highly, do you?”
“He is the rarest being on this planet I will wager. And he means everything to me and our cause. Any one of us would give our lives to protect the promise this young man has to offer. In exchange for his cooperation, I require two things. One: You have collected much ancient human technology and many books. Open your libraries and your collections so that we may study them, including any off-worlder technology. Your best minds can work alongside our best and learn what we learn.”
Sterticus nodded his acceptance of this.

Erste added, “This includes allowing Yuri access too.”

Sterticus scowled, “But humans almost destroyed us. What is to say that this man won’t betray us?”

“That was a long time ago and believe me, king, this man wants what I want—a future for humans and birds to live at peace together. When he works with you, you will see and your trust will grow.”

“What are your other conditions?”

“Only this and it must be met before we begin our work: Release the humans in your care, except for those wanted for violence, and stop the practice of eating them.”

Sterticus rose and bellowed “Outrageous! You and your high and mighty ways! How dare you come here and demand we accept them too!” The room fell stone cold and silent as the huge bird fumed.

Erste was unfazed. “Sterticus, a good future, a strong future, lies in cooperation with the humans. Our scientists have seen that the work the aliens did was helpful but that it has a limited scope. Is it not true, king, that species, such as yours, are dying out? It’s possible that this was their intention all along—that one day, humans and birds would have to cooperate together to exchange information, to solve their problems, and even exchange their genes to produce new and stronger species. Your troves of knowledge may help us solve this riddle and even understand how they did their work. Intelligent, caring men like Yuri can help us bridge the gulf that separates us from humanity. But it still takes courageous steps like this to start the process.” Erste looked down at his feet and then boldly back up at Sterticus. “And, may I remind you, king, that these terms are not negotiable. If you want an heir, you need Yuri’s cooperation. You will have neither him nor his cooperation, without meeting these terms.”

The foul mood of Sterticus put an end to the festivities but shi did reluctantly agree to Erste’s conditions. Shi doubted that Yuri would make a difference and so shi could always round the humans back up if the deal did not stand. And if shi did lay a viable egg, hir joy would overshadow hir capitulation to Erste’s wishes.
The next day, Yuri spent the entire day speaking with Sterticus’ attendants and explaining that semen was made up of sperm and these sperm were very fragile, especially in the case of birds. They required special handling and quick transfer, without contamination, into the host. Also, Sterticus’ reproductive organs should be assessed, particularly the glands that store sperm for fertilizations. The birds were reluctant to work with him at first but he ignored it and passionately went on and on about the science of avian reproduction. Soon the birds dropped their airs of superiority and began asking questions and one even thanked him for his insights. Sterticus’ exam was set for that first evening but only with his most trusted attendants present and Erste standing by.
Meanwhile, the humans were indeed released. Erste insisted that they be allowed to stay, unmolested, in their own dwellings nearby under the protection of the crown lest any opportunistic birds in the village pick them off as they fled the village. They could labor for their keep but should be allowed to choose to leave of their own accord. This was a start and Erste hoped, dearly hoped, that the days ahead would vindicate his trust in Yuri and in humans and eventually the humans would be seen in a different light. Centuries of distrust and inferior treatment would be difficult to undo.
That evening, Yuri and Erste walked to a circular stone building below the citadel. As they walked Yuri discussed what he had seen that day. They came to a stone patio and a wood-planked door and Ferog stood guard before it. He shifted as they approached and smiled slightly. He leaned forward towards Yuri, “I am most impressed with you, human. You share all you know freely and speak to us humbly.” He paused and looked away fluttering his nictitating membranes. “I am a warrior and protect my master at all costs, but let me say that I trust you. I sincerely hope that you can help him bear an heir and lift the sadness that is on our house.”

Yuri was deeply touched and reached his hands out to the raven’s shoulders. Ferog jolted. He was used to touching people roughly, not letting himself be touched. Yuri patted Ferog’s feathered shoulders warmly and said “I will do my best, sir. I hope that we can be friends.”
The raven slid his muscular arms up over Yuri’s and the two had hands on each other’s shoulders in a long distance embrace—but it was the start of a hug. He said, “I wish you luck.” Then he disengaged and pulled the door open for them.

Inside, Sturticus perched at the end of the table. Shi seemed to not be hir usual confident self. The awkwardness of dealing with a cooperative human and having to treat that human as an equal was a strain on everyone’s sensibilities, especially the leader of an avian kingdom. He said brusquely, “Human. Er, Yuri! I, uh… I thank you for the instruction of my fertility attendants today. They tell me that your knowledge is unparalleled.”

“Very kind, sir. I am pleased to be of service.” Yuri looked over and saw that his recommended preparations had been carried out. “Excellent, thank you Gallo for preparing things.” He turned back to the lammergeier, “My lord, I will need you to lie back on the table so that I can examine your cloaca and oviduct. I will be very careful and if you want me to stop at any time, I will.”

Erste looked Sterticus in the eyes with a look of pride and trust. “Very well!” Sterticus muttered and he laid back onto the table. He laid his giant wings to each side, sagging off the sides of the low, padded table. It was the first time he had laid on it himself.
Yuri spoke, “Galla, can you please hold a lantern close here so I can see better? I can only wish I had your eyes but this light will help.” Galla smiled and brought a lantern close.

The king spread his legs a bit and folded his hands across his great breast. This was very uncomfortable for him, laying in a position of vulnerability before a human. So when Yuri asked him if he was comfortable, all he could do was break the tension with a laugh. “Human, no, I am not comfortable but do what you must do and I will deal with the discomfort.”

Yuri started by running his hands along the lammergeier’s fluffy belly, finding the edges of his sternum and the lateral boundaries of his abdomen. He pressed firmly against the skin, his hands elbow deep in fluffy feathers. “I’m feeling now for any lumps or irregularities in your abdomen. I can feel a full gizzard, but otherwise nothing eventful.” He enjoyed caressing the long slender pubic bones on each side of the lower abdomen in particular. Below their terminus was the soft fluff around the vent. His hands slid down and touched it. The king jolted slightly. “I’m sorry sir, did I surprise you?”

“Just keep going,” said Sterticus. His eyes were blushed and his beak warm. He had never had a mate and had never had sex where he was not pounding out his will on another creature. No human had ever desired him. The soft hands and gentle fingers of this man were stirring feelings in him he hadn’t felt before and his heart was beating faster. Sterticus particularly enjoyed it as Yuri parted the fluff around his vent and caressed the lips of his most tender anatomy. Yuri inserted his thumbs and spread the king’s vent lips. Cool air touched the hot, red interior. The tissue reacted with mucus secretions and Sterticus winked his vent around Yuri’s fingers. Sterticus closed his eyes and dropped his head back, trying to conceal the rush of sexual energy that was building in him.

Yuri walked to one of the basins that Gallo had set up. “Sir, I’m going to wash my hands thoroughly. All of us carry tiny organisms on us called bacteria. I’m washing these off so that I don’t introduce anything new to your oviduct.” He washed for a few moments and rinsed in a fresh basin. He then returned to the king’s tail at the end of the table. “OK, this is going to be a little weird. Please evert your cloaca and your oviduct. I will insert my hand to measure the depth to your uterovaginal junction and take a sample—it won’t be painful.” He held in his hands a glass test tube, gleaned from the stores of ancient human technology. Inside the tube was a makeshift swab and the entire apparatus had been sealed and boiled in water that day—a sterile sampling system.
The lammergeier shifted his legs apart slightly and gave a low grunt. His belly feathers parted wide and his vent swelled and opened, the red, smooth interior membranes of his cloaca bulging to the forefront. There was a flirty sound as a small amount of urates and gas pressed through from the innermost chamber, but largely it was clean and steamed slightly in the cool air. The oviduct opening was a swollen cherry of tissue with a hole in the center. Yuri was getting hard and shifted a bit to conceal it. He returned to his duty and slipped his hand deep into the ovidct with the swab and tube held out front. Sterticus moaned a little and a gush of clear mucus issued from his ejaculatory ducts, which were also exposed. The smell was salty and hot. Yuri licked his lips and tried to concentrate. His fingers found the longitudinal folds of the uterovaginal junction, a sort of wrinkly bottle neck where sperm are stored in folds in the wall of the oviduct. He nodded to Gallo and she made a charcoal mark on his arm where it exited the oviduct, just above his wrist. Yuri swirled the swab around, rubbing the inside of the oviduct. Sterticus moaned. Yuri pressed his other arm into the opening with another sterile tube and carefully passed the swab into the tube and capped it, all within the uterus. Sterticus couldn’t help but spasm a bit, fresh pre squeezing out on to Yuri’s arms. The winking vent lips made wet smooching sounds.
Yuri blushed and shifted, it was obvious that he was aroused. He pulled his arms out and Sterticus gave another moan and panted “Oooh… huh huh huh…”

Erste stood by Sterticus’ head and smiled, “You see, my friend?”

Sterticus lifted his head and looked down at his winking vent and the slime-covered forearms of Yuri as he secured his sample. He looked around. “Attendants, leave us, please.” He looked up at Erste. “You too, Erste. You have my word that no harm will come to Yuri.” Yuri smiled and nodded that he was ok with this.

After all had left, Sterticus said “Yuri, come closer here. You are a smart human so I know that you know why I sent them away. I’ve come a long way in my prejudices this day but, well, some things are easier for a king when he is alone.”

Yuri smiled down at the king kindly and grasped his left hand between his. He gave a warm embrace to the king’s hand. “Yes, I understand.” He placed his left hand on the king’s soft belly and rubbed the feathers. “You are one of the most courageous birds I’ve met, sir. It takes a lot of courage to take the risks you’ve taken today—risks to your leadership and to yourself.”

The king could see Yuri’s pulsing member within his pants. “Mmm… well, you’ve won my trust, human. Now please sit down beside me and tell me what you think is wrong. Why am I unable to conceive?”

Yuri still held the king’s hand as he sat down against his fluffy thigh. “I believe, sir, that the missing element is desire and free-will in the mating.” The king furrowed his brow. “You see, sir, your uterovaginal glands are too deep to be reached by Galla’s beak. Also, her saliva probably destroys the viability of the sperm and may even be damaging to your glands. The sample I took will help me see if there are bacteria growing there that match those in her mouth.” Yuri noticed that the king’s eyes were now pinning and dilating slowly and his beak was flushing. His mind was on exciting things. “All of that artificial insemination is unnecessary if you mate with a human that has a long penis and is willing to bury it deeply within you.”
Sterticus’ hand slipped out slowly from Yuri’s hands and reached down to Yuri’s crotch. His thick, softly scaled fingers probed Yuri’s package tenderly, his eyes fixated on what his fingers were doing. He looked up and stopped fondling a moment. Yuri grasped the king’s hand in his own as if to reassure him not to stop. Yuri’s voice was low and hushed, “Sir, if you wish, I can mate you. I don’t know if we are compatible but this is probably the easiest way to fig—“

Sterticus churred deeply with a smile and rubbed Yuri’s cock through his pants. “Please, human. I want you to fuck me right now.”
Yuri stood and unlaced his pants, which fell quickly down his legs. He loosened the laces on his simple shirt and pulled it off over his head, letting it fall to the ground. His cock had a moist tip and bobbed with his racing heart and surging crotch muscles. He climbed up onto the table and laid down over the king’s belly, placing both hands on the lammergeier’s fluffy breast. His cock rubbed the deep down of Sterticus’ belly. Yuri slid back and felt his balls touch the bird’s soft, warm vent lips. The lips winked and smooched his nuts and ass, the hot, wet inner membranes tickling and sucking on him. Yuri rolled his eyes and gave a guttural moan. Yuri slid his pulsing cock into the hot folds of the king’s vent and immediately it slid deep into the right place within the oviduct. He hugged Sterticus’ middle and began pumping his ass in and out of the lammergeier’s musty egg hole.

Sterticus’ breathing turned to pleasured grunts and growls, his wings twitching. He wrapped his thighs and hands around Yuri’s body, pulling him in as deep as he could with each thrust. “Oh! Oh! Oh! I want you deep inside me! Deeper! Deeper!”

Yuri’s face was buried in the giant bird’s chest fluff and he could hear the heart pounding and the syrinx (voicebox) making unearthly sounds of lust. He looked up to see Sterticus’ beak panting, the corners turned down in orgasm, his eyes half lidded looking to him for the cure to his passion. Yuri reached his left hand up and pulled the beak closer and licked it. Sterticus’ tongue reached out and slathered Yuri’s mouth and cheeks. The hot kiss was the last measure and Yuri moaned out loudly “OHHH! Here it CUMMMSS! AAAAHHHGGG!” Simultaneously the lammergeier jerked his head back and wailed out in a deep groan, his beak frowning in pleasure and his eyes shut. Cum filled the bird’s oviduct and he quivered with the feeling. A rush of heat overtook him and he panted and shook.
As they slid down from their climax, Yuri pulled the bird’s face close again and nuzzled his beak. Sterticus churred and licked his face, true kindness and appreciation in his pale eyes. Yuri ground his hips around and enjoyed the feeling of the bird’s muscular cloaca winking around his cock. He collapsed on the bird’s heaving chest and Sterticus lay limp as he caught his breath. No one spoke for at least 15 minutes as the two drifted in and out of post-coital consciousness.

Soon they did speak, and tenderly clean each other, licking each other’s genitals clean which Yuri intensely enjoyed. Yuri returned with the king to his nest chambers to spend the next several nights. There were several creative positions that they tried and Yuri had the time of his life. Sometimes the king squatted down, his ass waist-high, and Yuri pounded him. Other times Yuri laid back and the king squatted up and down on his huge cock, winking and milking the sperm from Yuri’s hardened loins. One of the hottest positions was when the two scissored together, Yuri’s cock up the lammergeiers oviduct and his foot being licked and nibbled on by the bird’s giant beak.

After four days, Sterticus awoke one morning with a rather full feeling in his belly. Yuri examined him and confirmed that an egg was coming. The king squatted in his nest while Yuri helped lubricate and soothe the bird’s stretched cloaca with chewed kinickinick as a pain reliever. Yuri really enjoyed watching that pale, glistening orb slide out, even more so because it may have been his seed that was growing inside! The king brooded his egg excitedly and after 2 days, Yuri set up a method for candling the egg—a technique for assessing fertility.

A special cradle was constructed to hold the egg safely. In a dark corner of the nest chamber, a hole was created in the wall to let a small shaft of sunlight in. The egg was held in the cradle up to this light to illuminate the inside. It had to be handled very carefully at this age. Yuri instructed Sterticus’ attendants and Sterticus himself on all of this. When the announcement was made that the egg was viable, Sterticus was beside himself with joy and the entire kingdom celebrated.

Sterticus’ line had been saved and he owed that success to a human. This was the beginning of a new era for humankind in Elania. The birds proved intelligent and willing to change their ways and, soon, humans were treasured as an important part of their society. But there were many more challenges to overcome and many humans, and birds, that still lived in darkness in other kingdoms.
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