Escort quest


As she lay in the tent, in a rare respite between bouts of raunchy sex, Katraana, reflected on how she arrived here.

She had taken the quest to escort the cart of supplies and baked goods from one town to another, figuring that he’d be able to take out a few bandits, or other creatures no problem. What she hadn’t accounted for was the near suicidal tendencies of the undead bakers serpentine travel plan, (or his cowardice), let alone the intelligence, sheer numbers, or resilience of the Gnoll pack, well one of them anyway. 

Arugaru cackled as his shield met the face of the shape-shifted druid for the third time that fight. Happy for once to have met someone that could actually give him a decent workout without any of those weird tricks, just a straight up knock down drag out brawl. But it was time to end it, the baker and his apprentice had already fled out into the scrublands. 

Her quest failed, gear near shredded, and health reaching way lower than she was comfortable with. Katraana found an opening, darting past the armored gnoll, narrowly dodging the heavy swing of his mace and jumping up some rocks before attempting to shape-shift to her travel form and escape for good. Her plans ruined when the armored gnoll leapt onto her back, slamming into her before she could shift, stunning her. The next thing she knew, she was bound in the cart, listening to the cackling voices of the Gnoll pack as it was driven somewhere far away.

“I get big share of spoils. Weak townies run off as soon as we show teeth. You have nothing If I not fight shifty bear thing.” Presumably the armored gnoll spoke.

“Can’t know for sure!” another cackling voice answered.

“You want test me? Arugaru best fighter! Come now, Redfang, we test!” this was followed by the sounds of stamping feet, ”Tell me. How does rocks taste, little pup!?” the hollow metal *WHONK* of a shield bash, and the dull thud of a body hitting the ground, “Should call you no-fang now. AHAHAHAHAHA!”

That minor scuffle seemingly quelled any further complaints from the pack as the cart traveled on. Katraana rolling towards the back as it went up the steep, bumpy, serpentine road. Lacking anything better to do, she slumped, falling into an exhausted sleep against the wall of the cart. 

When she woke next, the cart was careening down something, if the rush of wind, panicked shouts and brief bouts of weightlessness were anything to go by. There was a metallic thump, something glass broke, and the cart filled with several mysteriously sulphur tinged scents. Her blindfold shifted, and she spied a label reading “Succubus Pher…” during a bout of weightlessness. Then the world went abruptly black again as the cart crashed.

Arugaru woke first, his mind whirling under the effects of the hidden potions that had shattered in the back of the cart. The gnoll taking a moment to take stock of his injuries, and trying to dismiss the strangely warm feeling flooding his body. His attention slowly drifting to the bound, powder covered tauren.

Waking to something sharp jabbing into her ribs, the tauren groaned before opening her one free eye, abruptly sneezing out a cloud of flour. The sudden movement causing Katraana to moan in pain as she feels the fresh bangs and bruises come into sharp reality. She closes her eyes to filter out new hurts, opening them again once their calls fade to a dull roar, looking up, past the gnoll, at the sky through the torn tarp of the cart.

“Augh… stupid no-fang. Why attack cart beasts?” Arugaru mutters to himself, “Tryin to kill Arugaru.” He sits down on the sloped floor, “So hot…” continuing to mutter while he mindlessly strips himself of armor. The gnolls glassy brown eyes locked on the groaning tauren, mouth dry and heart hammering in his ears.

Feeling the strange heat herself, Katraana wriggles against her binds. The cold, greasy fluid of what she assumes is jelly, dripping down her thighs, pooling, not unpleasantly, in the crease of her hip and groin. Her eyes taking in his powerful form silhouetted in the light, locking onto the pointed shaft of his cock as he approaches.

Arugaru licks his lips, his eyes drawn to the shiny liquid spilled over his tauren prisoner as the last of his gear is removed. Finally naked, he crawls on all fours towards Katraana, nose wiggling as he sniffs, his mouth parted over sharp discolored pointed teeth. The gnoll looms over Katraana, sniffing her, long, goopy strands of drool falling down onto the Tauren’s form. “You… you smell. Good. So. So good.” His tongue looping out, licking at the spilled ooze, one hand straying towards the Tauren’s binds, clawed digits scrabbling at the knots to release her legs.

“Mmm.” She moans through the gag as his muzzle presses into her groin, eagerly humping against his maw, stretching and pulling at her binds in an effort to help him. 

Frustrated with the ropes, the gnoll grabs a knife from his pile of gear. Deftly slipping the sharp blade between flesh and rope to cut them away. Job done, the binds, gag and blindfold removed. He pants, staring at her in wonder as if noticing her for the first time. “So good… give us a kiss.” Mashing his thin lips against hers, toothy maw parted, drool ridden tongue seeking the depths of her throat.

Katraana couldn’t resist, not that she wanted to. The handsome powerful gnoll in front of her radiated with lustful allure. Feeling the wetness of her loincloth clinging against her needy cunt as she pressed her lips against the gnolls. Her broad flat tongue running into and along the gnolls pointed teeth, lapping at bits of embedded meat between those yellow cones. Her hands swiftly stripping the remaining bits of her leathers as she gulps down gobs of slimy gnoll spit.

The kiss deepening in urgency with each passing second, tongues wrestling between saliva heavy maws. Long dexterous gnoll tongue running along blunt bull teeth, tasting her breath, exploring the ivory ringed cave of her maw. As hers wrestles in his, spilling heavy loads of slick tauren drool into his throat.

Finally naked, they both pause, breaking the kiss, a gossamer strand of spittle connecting their lips thinning to snap as they step back from each other. Four glassy eyes roaming each others forms. Both hulking furred beasts, taking in heavy, panting breaths of scattered sugar and smuggled succubus pheromones in the dimly lit, crashed wagon.

Arugaru idly smears a pastry filled palm along his fully engorged shaft. Smearing chunks of cake, frosting and jelly into the flesh of his pointed black dog like cock. “Come, come, taste it. Worship the cock of one who defeated you.”  

Her mind wilting under the command of the dominant gnoll, Katraana drops to her knees. Shuffling forward to nuzzle up to Arugaru’s sack, sniffing deeply of his musky, sweaty nuts. Her mouth watering as the scent suffuses her sinuses and wraps her brain in a new layer of arousal. Stretching her neck tongue dangling out, running up the rigid filthy shaft to the pointed tip, clearing a path through processed sugar, and sweat alike. Pausing a moment to swallow before moving to take the stiff gnoll prick into her maw, wrapping her tongue around the sloped tip, tasting the sweet baked goods stuck above pulsing urethra along with the gnoll’s savory metallic precum. Her sinuses filled with the scent of his sweaty groin as she inexpertly but enthusiastically begins to fellate her new master, drool spilling out around the base of his shaft.

“Mark you, as mine. No others.” Arugaru lets his bladder release, showing a toothy grin, his eyes half lidded in relief. “Mmmm, good drink it all up.” Spraying his scent onto Katraana’s face and body between gulps. “Good pet.”

*Fsssssssttttttt*

Katraana chokes as her tonsils are suddenly washed with briny piss, recovering as she rubs the hot salty urine into her fur, massaging it into her breasts and groin. Letting it fill and overflow her mouth, Intentionally spilling between swallows to have more to spread into her fur. Filling her insides and coating her outsides in the Gnoll’s aromatic mark. 

*PSSSSSSSSSSTTTTTTTTT*

Arugaru stands over the shifted tauren, watching her revel in his salty rain, a wicked grin on his toothy maw as the tauren writhes. “Shift druid, I mark all forms.”

*Fsssssssttttttttt*

She nods slowly, her pheromone riddled mind taking a moment to remember the spells required. Then shifts, first into the cat, rolling on her back, large paws pinning open her wet pink slit under the musky arch of his piss, thudding pleasurably into the sensitive skin. Then bear, snout parted, throat open, taking it straight into thirsty belly. Next is the flight form, stinking urine beading from stretched wings. Finally her travel form, a moose, her face washed by the briny stream, cockhead wiped against wet nose as the last few drops dribble from Arugaru’s dick. He places a hand on her head, then takes as short stroll around the large animal, one clawed hand tracing along the fur of her flanks. 

Arugaru stops behind the massive beast, one hand slowly, every so slowly rubbing his cock, keeping up the stimulation. He sniffs deeply of the moose’s rear, his other hand reaching up to move her stubby tail out of the way. He leans in, taking a deeper sniff of Katraana’s twitching doughnut and flaring pussy. “Mmmmf, eager to rut druid?” Removing his hand from his cock to run clawed digits through spilled preserves, then slathering them onto the the transformed tauren’s fluttering cunt, and taught shitring. Part of his tongue sticking from thin lips as he concentrates on covering every inch with the sticky raspberry jelly. 

Shivering in anticipation as the cold, slimy jelly is applied to her asshole. Panting in desire for whatever was to happen next. Katraana’s mind warped further by the ever increasing cloud of succubus pheromones and other fel magics loosed by the crashed cart.

Pausing to appreciate the shiny, jelly covered, moose sex as he sucks the remaining berry slime from his hand. Arugaru then leans forward, lightly biting, then sucking on her engorged love button, before moving up, long, dexterous tongue swiping through flared pussy. Pressing his muzzle into her welcoming sex, the warm, moist confines wrapping his nose as he tastes her feminine depths. Licking, slurping the juices of her arousal off sensitive flesh, bringing her swiftly to orgasm. Feeling her cunt wrap his muzzle and push it out. He then moves up to her protruding doughnut of a shitring, using both his hands to spread the moose tauren’s round cheeks, and burying his face between them, sharp teeth lightly pricking the edge of her sensitive doughnut as gnoll tongue presses against, and into the center. Filling his mouth with the sugary sweet jelly, flakes of old dried shit, and sweat.

Katraana’s eyes roll back as the gnoll orally assaults her sex, nickering as he lightly nips her clit, shuddering as his tongue slides through her sensitive labia, nearly collapsing as his tongue brings her to orgasm.  Gasping as it then worms into her asshole. Panting as she feels the long deep slurps along the rim, instinctively pressing back against the gnolls face willing him to get deeper inside her guts. Snorting in pleasure as Arugaru buries his face into the moose’s colon.

Tasting the bitter, earthy flavor of Katraana’s ass, lapping up and swallowing down slimy bits of mucky shit and intestinal grease. Arugaru slowly inserts a fist into the moose tauren’s snatch he drills his tongue deeper into the intestinal maze. Pumping his arm in and out, filling the cart with the sound of lewd squelches and slurps.

Her orgasm swiftly approaches, moose cunt squeezing the Gnolls muscled arm as he thrusts it inside her. Katraana brays as she sprays femcum over his shoulder, her asshole flexing around his muzzle, pushing him out as her body contracts under the stimulation. 

Arugaru steps back, eyeing her fluttering pussy, his tongue licking the mess from around his muzzle as the pulses of doe spray glitter in the fading light. He walks back to her front, pushing his filth stained lips against hers, giving Katraana a taste of her own rear as the ebbs of orgasm weaken. “I taste you, you taste me.” 

She obeys eagerly, shifting back to her tauren form, grateful when he directs her to lay on the ground. Sniffing at his rear as he squats above her head, pressing her tongue between his cheeks, licking at the collected sweat and grime along his taint. Pressing her broad flat tongue against the crusty, iron flavored pucker of the gnoll. Her hooved hands groping her breasts, dull, flat fingertips running around pert nipples as she rims Arugaru.

Relaxing into her oral treatment, he lets out a bassy fart, grinning wickedly as he hears her gag, but not stop. The gnoll strains against the solid mass in his guts, feeling it wind towards the exit and her tongue. Pushing out wave after wave of foul, quaking wind directly into Katraana’s maw as it progresses. He pauses as he feels it crown, the round blunt tip of the turd plowing through his sphincter, letting her lick and suck at the dense mass of shit.

*BRAAAAAAAAAPPPPPPP*

His bitter, slick shit coating her tongue, his foul intestinal gas filling her lungs, her hard, wet clit squishing beneath her fingers, Katraana never felt more turned on than she had right now. Laying a sensual kiss onto the rounded tip of the gnolls shit, running her tongue through the slimy coating on its surface. Only now becoming aware of her own need her own stomach groaning against the mass inside, she pauses panting, pushing on her guts. Her hand moving downward, fingers drifting against her own pulsing shithole, relishing the hot, wet wind caressing her digits.

*Pffffffffttttttttt*

He bears down again, expelling another bit of the craggy log into her hungry maw. Groaning in relief as he feels the mass parting his sphincter upon its exit. He relishes the sensation of his shithole spreading and closing around each craggy nugget. Gently tugging on his cock as he listens to her suck on the shit descending down her throat. 

*BLOOORRRRPPPPP*

Katraana poops into her own hand, the hot stinking mass filling her palm and slicking between spread digits. Panting, mouth parted around the descending log of gnoll filth, breathing in his stink. Her mind reeling with demonic arousal, as she crams her scat filled hand into her wet, needy cunt, stuffing her tauren pussy with hot, fresh shit. She moans around the putrid pillar filling her throat, needily humping into her filth filled hand. 

*SSssssssPPPPPTTTTTTT* *BLORT*

Arugaru gives one last push, gas escaping around the stuck log for a moment before it abruptly ejects into Katraana’s open maw. He breaths a sigh of relief as a train of smaller loose logs spill out in its wake, dropping onto the tauren’s face and neck. He stands, turning to view the destruction he wrought, smirking as he watches her chew on the dense log of filth and masturbate with her own shit. He comes around to kneel between her spread legs, long arms reaching out to fill his hands with their combined waste before smearing it onto her breasts, painting her with scat as she works more into her vagina.

As his rough hands caress her tits she bites into the thick log of shit, the gritty, bitter, strangely sweet tube exploding across her tastebuds. The demonic arousal wrapping her mind, driving her further and further into depravity as scat coats her teeth and gums in a thick layer of gnoll waste. Letting it melt across her tongue before swallowing down into hungry stomach, moaning as sharp claws trace erect nipples through the painted layer of shit and humping into filth filled palm. 

Something in his demeanor changes and his eyes take on a fel glow as the gnoll paints strange runes on her belly in the scat. Earlier fervor gone as he settles in, taking his time to precisely place each stroke while chanting something under his breath. He finishes and leans back on his haunches, one hand idly painting his hard member in the remaining scat as he speaks, “Marked as mine… say yes, contract sealed.” His intense gaze panning up to meet hers while he rubs the pointed tip of his cock on her poop stuffed cunt. Gently pressing it into her filthy, erect clit.

She nods, “Yes. Yes… just… fuck me please. I need it.” Shifting her hips against his cock, fingers spreading her filthy labia for him, proudly displaying her cesspit of a pussy to the gnoll. The runes flash blue, and she moans needily. “Now. Please… I, I need it.” 

Giving her a toothy grin he angles his cocktip down, sinking the waste spackled tip into her spread cunt. Watching shit ooze out around every bit he inserts, feeling the warm, slimy clay-like scat mould around his shaft as he slowly inserts himself into her warm, sludge filled cunt.

Katraana moans as she feels him enter her, her eyes closed, focusing solely on the sensations of his cock filling her needy cunt. Her lips parted as she drags heavy, wet breaths in through shit covered teeth. 

Fully sheathed into hot, tight tauren cunt, Arugaru presses his lips against hers. His tongue pressing into her mouth, licking at the scat between her teeth, sucking her broad cow tongue into his maw. Pink muscles wrestling in filthy mouths as he plows into her filthy cunt.

Humping herself onto his thick cock, tasting his stinking breath. Moaning, mooing, feeling filthy and disgusting and loving every second of it. Dominated by this gnoll, his willing, shit stuffed breeding bitch. Katraana shifts again, turning into her bear form, pressing down on her gut to expel a long tube of waste, then cat form, pissing, stinking acrid feline urine around intruding cock over both of them. Pushing him out, then turning into her moose form, rear legs straddling his prone form, dropping apple sized balls of scat onto the gnolls crotch as he rubs them into his cock.

The back of the crashed cart fills with the sound of sloppy schlicks and schlorps as he fucks her womb full of shit. The hot, heavy, stinking air punctuated with ecstatic moans and groans. Seconds stretch into minutes then hours, both of them tanks built with mountains of stamina. Positions and forms switch, gnoll cock pistoning into tauren, cat, bear, moose and eagle, stuffing cunt and ass repeatedly.

Katraana loses track of how many orgasms she’s experienced, or how much shit is stuffed into her. Just that its never seems to be enough for either of them. Filling his mouth with moose crap, stuffing her twat with bear scat, tasting his cock fresh from her rectum. Worshiping at the alter of his manhood, licking and sucking her own shit and cum from the gnolls pointed cock. 

With a sinking finality, he knots her, locking himself inside her tight wet cunt, nuts roiling, urethra flaring, spraying heavy thick jets of cum into her filthy cunt. Groaning and growling as orgasm buzzes up his spine, wrapping his brain in euphoric waves. His muscles stiff as he holds himself hilted in her pussy.

Back in the present, Katraana watches Arugaru approach, leading a wyvern mount by its halter. He gives her a toothy grin, “Ready pet?” turning the large lizard around and getting it to present it’s scaled tailhole.

Her heart flutters as she gazes at the yawning scaled portal of its rectum and the knobbly brown wall eking towards the exit even as it raises its tail. Scrambling on all fours to place herself prone under the wyvern’s tail, legs spread, drenched pussy presented to the giant lizard’s tailhole.

The gnoll smirks while watching and slaps the wyvern’s flank, dropping its halter and moving towards the distracted tauren, clawed hands undoing his belt as he walks. He stops above her head, slowly rubbing his furred sheath, coaxing stiff cock from within, before he drapes his thick black dog cock on Katraana’s wet nose. 

The druidess, wraps her legs around the scaled tail of the presenting wyvern, feeling the radiant heat of its waste on the sensitive flesh of her pussy. Her eyes closing as she prepares to receive its shit into her most sacred of areas, they shoot back open as the gnolls musky cock rubs across her nose, eagerly she leans back opening her maw to take it into her throat. Moaning around the thick black shaft as the wyvern begins to unload into her wet, needy cunt, the excess shit spilling out over her groin and slicking between her raised cheeks.

The End



