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		Description

(Kink information and guide available in the full description.)

This is your warning~.

After a successful raid on a Talon griffon base, Grease Pan plans to have fun with her share of the captives, in a game of lust, filth, and drama. 

I wrote this story as a commission for Naarkerotics, with their characters Grease Pan and Bug Zapper.
Proofreader for this story was Dendollae, who also drew the icon, many thanks to them.
Blog for Weekly Updates.
Support on Patreon. Gain SepTia Silver in rewards over time, to purchase commissions with.
With your support, stories can keep coming, and behind the scenes look into the writing process.
(Spoilers)
(Character Quote: "Have fun, just ensure you do not break your otys too quickly." - Bug Zapper )

(Quick guide:
Raid on the Talon Base.
After 1st: Two ended anal vore & unbirthing, insertion, disposal scat, disposal cum. 
After 2nd: Gathering for the game. Facesitting, anal vore, oral vore due to misscount.
After 3rd: Round 1, lewd combat, willing anal vore insertion, dirty anal vore, oral vore.
After 4th: Round 2, gore, organ jerk off, disqualification. 
After 5th: Disposal scat, post vore diaper, dung submerging, suit filling disposal. )

(Legend:
Cent: Short term for centimetre.
Deci: Short term for decimetre.
Chronicle: A series of stories connected but not sequential. Ongoing stories without regular updates. Rapacitor: A predator who eats for the sake of greed and gluttony.)

[A sleek, pleasing, .docx version of this story can be downloaded by clicking this text.](INSERT)

New uploads every Friday.
[Available for commissions](https://www.weasyl.com/~afilthysmutwriterseptia).
<!~afilthysmutwriterseptia>

[Story preview:
Eresh took in her surroundings, to her right was the staircase leading to the ramp which connected the garage to the rest of the facility, where the rest of her comrades and that psycho unicorn was sitting. The unicorn was shuffling into a new pair of pampers, the first pair stuffed to the brim with Seripo's remains, and by the smell of it, she wasn't done. Further ahead on the ramp were six fellow Griffon, serving as audience, pinning them with unease. And right ahead of her, was Fyn, who she was supposed to fight. 

Continued in the story above.]
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Talon Game, Rounds 0-2

Written by Septia.

Fyn brushed sand off of her beak in an attempt to be presentable, before entering the meeting room. “Anything for news from command?” 
A fellow griffon looked up and shook her head. “That's a negative. Area's barren as it is, little reason for Talon to remain in the area,” she says. 
The mercenary nodded. “Shouldn't be along before we're cleared to-… huh?” A mechanical whistle signal ruptured throughout the meeting room. 
“Incoming.” 
“What? Where?” 
“South, a-and east? And north?” 
“How far?” 
-Bbkgkkdbbdsgs- the wall tumbling quake that erupted around them served as enough response, and the forces of Talon went on the defensive. 

“Phhffaaahahhshaha,” Grease Pan celebrated with a hearty chuckle, retracting her vizor and clearing her helmet. “Whooo, that was a massacre, haha. Haven't felt so alive in weeks.” 
“I am glad we could avoid it being quite so literal,” a grey mare skulked up by Grease Pan's side as they walked through the Talon base. “Thought we agreed on avoiding needless harm to the merchandise.” 
“Mercenaries?” 
“I know what I said.” The grey mare smirked. 
“Don't be a buzz kill, Bug, this place's full of capable feathery jerks.” Pan assured Bug Zapper, who’s forces – aided by Grease's raider army – looted the building and rounded up the surrounding occupants. 
“I have to admit, your help has been invaluable, and there is a good fifty able bodied griffons to be put on the market,” Zap said and fished out a parcel from her satchel. “As for your payment, I got a hold of the upgrade chip you-.” 
-Haaammofhp- Pan's maw closed around Zap's hoof, in one motion the unclothed massive mare enveloped her, a twitch from her shoulder, before drawing back to tug the parcel with her. -Glmmogpsh- The bulge of the package shimmied down Pan's neck, then stopped… tucked into the mare's modified crop — giving off the air of a disjointed adam’s apple. 
“’Preciate it, but you know what I really want outta this deal of ours.” 
Zap shook away the spittle. “Of course, I've already instructed ten to be set off, just for you.” 
Pan hummed and wrapped a cybernetic hoof around the mare. “Ten, and two just for us to enjoy, what do you say Bug?” 
Zap pouted. “So it is twelve, now?” 
“Does it counts if we're using em on the spot? Come on pal.” 
Zap rolled her eyes. “Oh, fine.” 
~ 1 ~

“Hey, feather brains.” Grease pan called out into the storage where ten Griffons were shackled while their supplies were being captured. 
“Allow me,” Zap said, “excuse the uninformed, on behalf of Zap-Trading’s acquisition of your base, you, however, are being further delegated into the capable care of my associate.” She explained as they strutted in, stripped off their gear, with Pan shoving a pair of griffons ahead. 
“And before anybird makes a peep,” she said and knocked the griffons over, “this's what's gonna happen if you step outta line.” Pan said and slammed her flank down on the Griffon just peering up. -Spphhgllpgshhrthc-. A compression of slim and tissue rung out, as Pan raised her hind with the mercenary hanging down from her marehood. “Mfms, Ophf, could you just stick the other innnmff.” 
“I am on it,” Zap responded as she hoisted up the other griffon by their hind paws and -Slfthhtptwhs- jammed them up the big mare's hind. The flanks parting -Sfllpfchbtht- -Thffslpthsj- as the fuzzy legs sunk into the rippling pucker. 
“Alright and now you just-.” 
“Just get into position, Bug.” 
“Fmms, fine,” Zapper huffed out as she slumped to the ground with her hind hoisted into the air. 
The larger mare wiggled with the mercenaries crammed in her holes, and swung her rear up to plunge them down, aimed straight for the buns. -Sppprrfhthptslwth- “Mmfrwaoofos psfosh did you have to be so hasty mm, ooof they are real squirmers, aren't they?” 
“Heck yeah they are.” Grease pan huffed out as she ground her cheeks down towards Zap's; one mercenary each tethering them together by their ass and pussy, a mottled ball of feathers fluffing up between them as they rocked their hinds together. -Chghrlpgsh- -Clpbghrlpghs- -Crrlrdewmwp- A symphony of squealing flesh, muffled protests, swabbing feathers and moaning mares from the mangle mushed between them. -Slfpths- -Twwmfp- Pan ramming her hind down onto to clasp over the fringes of Bug Zapper's cheeks, burying the Griffon butt plugs in blubber and bouncing back to display the web of liquid lust coating the double ended, fuzzy sex toys. 
“Mmfsm aawh you show off,” Zap huffed out as she slammed back, the mares taking turn pounding the mercenary meat between them. -Gbrhhgglgs- Their barrels, branded by the bulk of the birds, gradually subsided: frantic outlines flattened to smooth vistas. Pan and Zap clasped up to one another, gyrating into each other's hold as the captives stared, any sight of their comrades blotted out by the flank fat submerging one another. Until… -Shflprrhhtsrllrpsths- The two separated with a guttural pop, and from each mare, instead of Griffon, now decant a curdled slurry of bowel batter and neather nectar. -Sfhrlpcbhflprrhhtshts- Right below where their hinds separated quickly rose a heap of molten Griffon sludge streak, an auburn streaked in swirls of pearly mare lust congregating in kilos and kilos upon itself, where two whole Griffon had stood few minutes before. The Talon mercenaries could only watch as the enhanced mares funneled their friends into fertilizer. 
“Fmmpshaa ooopsh, haaa. Told you it was gonna be good.” 
“Mmfwf,” Zap responded as her pucker -Sbhrruflflpfstth- belched out a crumbled skull to add to the sludge heap amidst a gust of fuzz and feathers,” certainly worth it, I gotta admit.” she casually chatted back, before looking at the captives. “Think you lot will behave now?” she said, still huffing in satisfaction of their friends clogging her drain ducts. 
~ 2 ~

Once the base had been thoroughly looted, and the garage was emptied, the mares herded the Griffon into the enclosed hall. 
“You are both sick. Talon won't stand for this.” one of the Griffon protested. 
“Tsk, thought we made things clear earlier besides, Talon should be afraid of me,” Pan proclaimed and kicked the Griffon in with the crowd of naked, or camo-lining dressed mercenaries. 
“That was the last of them,” Zap said as she sat down. 
Pan inspected the lot. “Gal, gal, lad, gal, lad…” she counted off as she went, but then hesitated, and circled them again. “Five gals, four lads… hey, this is only nine?” Pan called back to Zap. Who simply shrugged. 
“We've loaded the rest of the cargo, those are all the ones I saw, I know they were ten before.” 
Pan waved it odd. “I'm not worried about a straggler, phe, but it won't do to have them an odd number of participants.” She hoisted up the naked Griffon who turned up his beak at her at the door. “Shame, but I'm gonna have to even the teams.” 
“Teams? Where the hell are oh nongmmfo-fmfpghgs.” The Griffon screamed out as his pleads were muffled by Pan's encompassing lips swathing over his head, Pan arching back as her gullet bloated out her neck, and in the steady gulps cocooning the squirming upstart in her throat, billowing down to inflate her gut. 
“Phe,” Zap huffed out as she wiggled her cheeks back -Sflphths- -Clfprhhtptsh- the squelches muffled behind the cloak of her fuzzy deep brunette tail floof, shielding the Griffon her bum was engulfing from view. 
“That'll show you for haggling the price, post-mission,” she mumbled, as the missing participant wormed up her rear. 
“Mfpgh mfpsgh.” 
“Shhh,” she hushed them, -Slfpthths- and scotched back to scoop them up her flank, “You've got some beautiful cobalt feathers, be a shame to ruffle them too much, so just be a good bird and coup up my hind till I can let you out safely, deal?” she murmured back as Pan was distracted with chocking down her next meal. 
“Mmfpght? Mmfpwh.” Came from the caboose tenant. 
-Flspththtpwhwt- Zap slammed her hind down, scoffing the lodging the rest o the Griffon up her trunk. “Deal.” 

-Glmmpgghs- “Phaa…,” Pan sighed, rubbing down her gut as the thrashing silhouette -Slflpfhths- surged along her bloated midsection. 
“Well if that is all,” Zap said, with tush to the wall shuffling towards the exit, “I'll leave you to enjoy yourself while I check on the cargo.” 
“Gotcha, I'll be awhile.” 
“Take all the time you need.” She ensured before sneaking out. 
Grease pan patted her cheek. “Hear erhem, -Bghhaaauuurrrrlsp-” she belched in a Griffon's face and smacked her lips. Listen up, we're gonna have some fun.” she said as she headed up to the ramp by the entrance to the deeper base, fishing out a diaper from her bags whilst explaining. “I came here to see some carnage, some rough-housing, and some and a touch of sexy ass.” she said as she threaded her legs through the diaper, looking out over her 8 participants. “where eight of you enter, only one lucky bird's gonna get out of here with their life to their name, I want only the toughest candidate with the most self-control to have a -ghruaaalrps- chance out of this.” she said as her gut gurgled, receding inwards to mulch the mercenary to muddy marmalade. “Five rounds one on one, and a special treat for the finale, the one who caves to their body, or lust, first is as good as cat food.” She mused, savoring the disturbed glances the Griffon exchange at this prospect. 
-Ghrbhghgpggsh- Her gut churned, and she wiggled her tail with a grunt. 
-Brgbflpghs- -Crlrlprsthhchst-s with a crinkling splutter of fresh fudge, Pan's pamper pants padded with portly pudge, -Chrlrpghhts- swelling to slough and surge full of solid sludge, dangling down from her dump truck of a derriere, just in time for her to sit back -Sllfpthhtpthtwbhs- with a crumble of manure and bones creaking, planted back in her impromptu throne reeking of charred feathers and putrefaction, swelling up beneath her to raise her up on her throne as she gazed out upon her entertainment for the evening. “Mfms, you better be ready, but if you aren't…” -Fppfbbrprrhrts- a faint mist of pickled chicken feet swept through the garage, “I've overstocked on diapers anyway.” 
“I've got enough puffy tombs to spare.” 
~ 3 ~

Eresh took in her surroundings, to her right was the staircase leading to the ramp which connected the garage to the rest of the facility, where the rest of her comrades and that psycho unicorn was sitting. The unicorn was shuffling into a new pair of pampers, the first pair stuffed to the brim with Seripo's remains, and by the smell of it, she wasn't done. Further ahead on the ramp were six fellow Griffon, serving as audience, pinning them with unease. And right ahead of her, was Fyn, who she was supposed to fight. Fyn Stripped naked, unlike herself, still clad in the latex camo, this could prove an advantage for her: to even think of it in that way, was sickening. 
“Ding,” Pan called out, “round one's already begun, and I wanna see some action now, got it? If you drag it out Then I'll remind you, my gut's big enough for two.” 
Eresh shook her head, this was it. 
“What? That's absurd,” Fyn said, turning to Pan, “and how exactly do you think we'd be in the mood if we're being threatened?” 
Fyn was distracted. Eresh pounced as the Griffon complained, knocking her to the floor. Eresh hissed as she struggled to keep her co-worker still, meeting claw by claw as Fyn rebound, launching the two into a tumble across the ground. 
“That's the spirit, till they give up or cum, those are the rules, but good luck getting them to throw in the towel.” Pan mused and sat back in her new diaper, gradually unleashing the spoiled remains of Seripo, the -Pprhrbbrlffpth- putter of steamy muck brewing at her rear only further incentiviing the Griffon. 
“Gaah, you traitor, Eresh.” 
“Shut up just, shut up, I'm not gonna end up as some frilly freelancers fertilizer.” 
“Bitch, do you think I wanna?” 
“Shut… Up.” Eresh called out and knocked her head into Fyn's, knocking a fist into the auburn coated aggressor. 
“Phew, Think this would qualify as a Cat fight, or a bird brawl?” Grease Pan mused to the other captives. 
Eresh struggled to stay back on top, Fyn snapping after her with their beak; Tufts of feathers torn away and discard around them, falling like a sprinkle of dandruff. Fyn was tough, she wasn't going to give in that easy. But the longer they tumbled, the less that unicorn paid them any mind. Eresh leapt of off Fyn, taking to the sky. But Fyn darted after her, but with a swirl Eresh spun around her, right to where she wanted. She clutched her arms around the Griffon's hind, brandished her fist… -Spfllthhtw-. 
“Mnghryaagmngf…” Fyn squealed in disharmony with the slick squelch of Eresh's fist burrowing into her snatch. -Spfhhtptsh- The lips undulating around the scaled forearm as Eresh wrung her fist to and fro, screwing it into the exposed mercenary's birth canal. 
“OoohoWOoo, things are getting interesting.” Pan mused. 
Eresh panted, clutching a hold as they descended, the strain of veins and tissue wearing around the Griffon's fist making her vulnerable, landing on the ground, splayed out before her. 
“I'm sorry, but I'm not letting you get the better of me, just lie back, least I can do is make you enjoy yourself, al, always a slut for this stuff, aren't ycha?” Eresh huffed out, -slpfthhptwhsltch- Her arm delving past Fyn's depths, an oblong bulge sailing up and down Fyn's belly. 
“Gmrngs, gns, W-why…” Fyn lamented, straining herself, pinching her legs together, but Eresh leaned in further, -Sflpfhths- the humid clasp of the Griffon's cloaca wrecked by her thrusts choking through the garage, nestling between Fyn's thighs, so she could plough her fist up to the mercenary's cervix. 
“Just Shhh, just let it happen…” 
“Mmfnrg wh-why…” -Cllpthhhdd- A sharp thud echoed in Eresh's head as Fyn's thighs clamped over her. 
“Why don't we see how you like it, whore.” Fyn twisted her pincered combatant to the ground. -Sthrllpffrrwhtp- Drawing herself off of Eresh's fist ad launching a claw at Eresh's latex clad hind. -Scrrrrtchs- The black Griffon shredded through the suit, tearing a wide gouge across cleaving to unveil Eresh's cheeks. 
“Hey,” Fyn called out, “let me show you some real fisting.” she declared, and with one hand grasping each of Eresh's thighs, reeled her head back to crash into head first into the exposed crack. -Slfchhrlrpffhtths- the moist smack of dropping a boulder into a swamp covered in rim frost echoed through the hall. 
“Fmgbhgyraaf. fmmghs. Hhaaa.” Eresh howled. Their comrade's head dunked straight into her ass, their head surmounting the the liabated orifice's limits, worming her way forwards whilst drawing Fyn's legs down over herself -Schhfrrlpchrsths-, packing the inexperienced Griffon full, and by the displacing mulch of mud, she wasn't alone in there. 
“Boohoo, we've got a feisty one, Bold move if I ever saw it,” cheered with enthusiasm, whilst Eresh struggled in the ache of a fellow Griffon testing the limits of her body.
-Fhsphhghts- -Cfhphfhrhrhstslp- Fyn's form called in backed up constipation warping her bowels, hot fudge , the wedging struggles, massaging the compact sewage into her strained walls. 
“S-sto-stop it, what do you g-think you're…” 
“Shhs, just let it happen, right?” Fyn spat out from within Eresh's muck duct. 
Eresh was wearing down as her pit crawled over Fyn's shoulders, the Griffon packing her arms up through the brim, and with a swing… hoisted herself standing. 
“Mghyragmg.” Eresh was left strung up on Fyn's frame, dangling with the jolts of tension rending her legs limp, — thrashing and tumbling  as a ragdoll. All whilst gravity provided the extra push, drawing the Griffon below deeper up her packed cloaca, the rocking trembles rattling up Eresh's snatch and all the way through her spine, drawing in and chirping after breaths as her mind was addled in the rush of sardonic pressure. The Griffon arched her head back, and with a cry, gave in to the that primal tension surging through her. “Mmfggaaammfmffs.” -Slpthchs- Gushes of hot, liquid lust spurted from Eresh's crotch, painting the floor ahead in trails of her nectar, her body admitting defeat. 
“Ding ding, that's round one in the bag, or up the bird more like.” Pan announced and trotted down the steps to meet them, her horn glowing in a luminance shrouding the auburn mercenary, unzipping her suit whilst she approached with her maw agape. 
“You gotta give her credit for flare, she won fair and square.” 
“W-wait I didn't, th-that wasn't I didn't -Fmmfpwhghs-.” Mmfpwfhhtps-.” Eresh Cried out as the pale maw descended, the Griffon 's head reduced to a bulge in Pan's cheek which migrated to a dome in her gullet as the mare guzzled down the contest's first loser. 
-Chrrrfwelrlcsht- And whilst he unicorn hauled her in. A frantic crinkling burbled at Eresh's other end. Her pucker warping and splaying as it retracted over -Chrrlpfths- bales of doughy manure caked into Fyn's plumage. With the bird moving down Pan's billowing neck the winner was gradually unveiled, -Cllrphhhchts- from her neck upwards the Griffon laid spackled in a carapace of steaming fudge, tessellating into as routing pattern of fractures giving in the guise of scale armor, though morphing and sloping free in droves after being free from the gutters. 
-Ghoommfphs- A hefty swallow sealed Pan's lips around Eresh's torso, hoisting then off of the comrade. -Shfltwwhlch-, letting them tumble back to the ground, face caked in the guise of a haphazard clay replica of themselves. The Griffon shook off tatters of grime to watch as Eresh's splayed cloaca sunk down Pan's throat. -Glhrorgmpshllrk- -Ooomgsh- 
Pan leaned in and patted Fyn on the back. “Show-off showing. Keep that up and Ah lahk yah hcahmches…” Pan mumbled out with Eresh's legs flailing at the sides of her maw. “Ahrwshgt,” -Ghulgmgps-, “Round two, get ready.” 
~ 4 ~

“Ding ding, lets go feather butts,” Pan called out. 
Rodge and Greger wasted little time clashing, coming to blows in close combat, tearing and snapping at each other’s feathers. 
“Ooo, those are my boys, get ehm,” Iabi called out from the viewing seats. 
Greger peeked, Rodge peeked up at them, aside form himself and Greger, Iabi was the only remaining male in the unicorn's clutches, must have a lot of confidence to be cheering. Rodge dodged a swipe from Greger, stumbling backwards. It was bothersome to be matched up like this. 
Greger swung around, sprinting into flight honed in on Rodge's ass. 
“Oh, heck no,” he shouted, before the clash -Dddwtthsph- the two tumbling into one another and rolling across the floor to stir up dust and feathers. Greger taking off to leave Rodge primed and vulnerable… 
-Srrrccctcsllch- The sweep of the rend churned. Greger's upward thrust serving only to enhance the strength behind Rodge's claw, a diagonal streak over his abdomen blooming in red. -Pfrbrrpths- the gouge tented, and bulged, the torn sliver protruding and gaping over a tangled expanse of peachy sinew, the Griffon managing a single other flap of his wings, before-.-Flpfhhtpts- Dropping to the ground like a rock, bending over to reach for his gut… -Shrlrptughthss- With a smatter of mince meat the conglomeration of tubes ruptured out through his tear, links of the mercenary's bowels drooling out with a cascade of crimson in its path. Greger gasped, breath quaking, as he clutched towards the gouge, turning over to keep it in his bowels, cupped in his body. 
“Phaha, haa, think you could get my ass? Well I sure tore you a new one, huh?” Rodge gruffed out and sauntered up, digging his beak into Greger's guts and hauling out a loop of intestines. -Chhrhrhch- the beak sliced through the flesh, leaving marks of red embossed as the opened bowel tumbled back down. “See this, you think I wasn’t gonna play hard?” Rodge shouted and rammed the opened tube down Greger's cock, squeezing his dick to life as he massaged the greasy, moist flesh hose down the limp shaft. 
“Think you are gonna get to have some fun now huh, huh? Come on and cum for me, think I was gonna give up to that whore faced pony scum you degenerate-.” Rodge grunted and scowled as he jerked the fleshly husk over Greger's cock, chocking the membrane taut in the jerks of greasy, soaked innards -Sfhfpsth- -Sflpsfhghtpts-.
“Alright, cut that out,” Grease pan growled, a dark stern tone rung out to deafen the atmosphere. 
Rodge squeezed down on Greger's dick, feeling the meat throb in his grasp as Greger wheezed and twitched. “W-what? I'm following the rules, you were the one who-.” 
“I didn't say you could kill each other.” Pan held her voice monotone as she stared down the Talon agent. “That's not exactly exciting.” She huffed and descended down the steps. 
“All the excitement's zapped out,” she said and cocked her head with a murmur, “and limp meat just doesn't do it for me.” 
Rodge swallowed. Unleashing his grasp on the pile of shaking Greger, curling up below them. 
Pan placed a hoof on his shoulders, … -Dldpthsth- and slammed him to the ground, -Clckrt- his beak chipping across the concrete. Pan huffed, and looked on the heap of twitching meat beside them. 
I'm not in the mood to even out the teams again, I was already robbed of one round today, you win by default, round's over.” -Ghrhbrghglsp- down at ground level he could see the unicorn's gut hanging low, smooth and burbling as it processed the failed candidate of the first round. She unleashed him and whipped back her cyan mane. “Some bird help these two up, I've gotta take a dump.” 
~ 5 ~

“Hgnnrg…” -Ppbfbrrrwwft- A thick burst of putrefied vinegar fumes funnelled through the mare's pampers, a spluttering grind of fresh manure painted onto the back padding, which inflated and broadened the fabric’s stone textured surface, as her pucker relinquished kilos worth of mulched Griffon wax into the diaper. -Sfhrlrplhhcs- -Chrlrpfhths- The mercenary's tomb inflating as the muck chugged downwards, drooping between her merchandised hindlegs like a tear droplet before its breath engorged under the sheer onslaught of manure… 
“Mmfpfh mpah… Aww yeah, that slut feels smooth on the way oughs och, euhc. I think her beak just pricked me,” Pan scoffed as she discharged the Griffon's muddy remains in her engorging bloomers, the grey sides matted in splotches of umber as the heap dipped and sagged from her hind. 
-Chhthc- she strapped free off the brim, -Sbdbpthths- the diaper meeting a heavy fall from a short drop as it pancaked into the ground, bottom pancaked, rising behind the mare like a sack of grease. -Spfphhturhthts- whilst the broad pout was gaping around a fat coil of Eresh, coiling into the displaced batched of mare gruel in the bowl of a diaper behind her. Thin steam emanating from the bubbling muck. “Phaa, ok… toss em in.” Pan ordered the Griffon next in line, undoing her shackles. 
“What?” 
“It is like you feather brains won't listen,” she mumbled, “heave that meat bag in the diaper before his blood becomes a hazard on the arena. Rather, let him suffocate than chowing down on a limp sausage,” she explained before strutting up to Fyn, clutching Eresh's suit. 
“I'll be needing this:” Pan said and snatched it up, levitating the latex hood for the head down over her pucker. -Pfppfhthhrprtwp- a dense miasma flushed out and inflated the suit in steam, before the remaining load of gut brewed Griffon sloughed out of her pit to fill the latex innards -Fhfplgbs- -Chrrlpghsthbstsh-. “Haa, I'm not wasting another diaper on half a load,” she said before checking in on the Griffon. 
-Sfhhphts- The Mercenary was hoisting Greger into the diaper, pushing down on his chest to watch him descend I in the bile with a clench of wet dough -Ghrrlflpfschts-. Tepid manure oozed over his torso and clotted over the gouge in his gut, the Griffon winching as the rancid muck invaded his open wound. 
“Ride em.” 
Irune looked up.” What's, the point? He can barely feel anything by now.” 
“Ride him down or you're going in with em” Pan snapped. 
Irune winched, and fished out Greger's cock, it was stiff, though, jerking out of rhythm. She squatted down on him, quivering as the lukewarm Griffon meat was warmed by the surrounding mare sludge. She rutted into him. -Shfflspths- a rustle ran up throughout the labyrinthine pattern of cracks along the musk, sloping in over him. Another thrust, and the gutter glue claimed another stretch of him. -Sltptshp- -Cpthtps- -Crlrpfhtswwp- Irune rode the stilted mercenary's dick, ploughing him in deeper to bring him into a blanket of burgeoning bowel bog. The patches of his face and chest were gradually shrinking, -Sfllpfwhtpths- as the aperture of manure crept ever inwards in the bird's thrusts, swallowing him in the sea of sludge -Shhfrrlpcbghptsh-. 
-Thtp- Thptpw- The Griffon kept bounding on his dick, even as he laid submerged with all but his legs cast limp from within the mound of filth. 
“Phaa… that's about good enough, but keep it up as long as you wish, might wanna give my gut a moment's rest before round three.” Pan huffed out as he wiggled her cheeks into the opening of the suit. 
-Fphrhhrhrhts- a gale of putrid brine fluttered into Fyn's face, the Talon agent holding the muck inflated suit of her comrade, -Flpfstht-fpspthth- Pan fumigating her bowels of the former combatant, as the ballooned suit squealed and shifted beneath her, bones bumping up to bulge the bodysuit in bundles beneath its barrier, -Slfpfhthts- and a firm pressed creasent of clay tobogganed through the crescent tear at the bottom at the crotch. The mocking imitation of Eresh soiling themselves... with parts of themselves. “Mumps pha… Hope every bird in here's gotten the gist of the rules now. I want you to fight dirty, but not bloody,” she said, casting a glance off towards her packed satchel. “… I have other plans…”
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Talon Game, Rounds 3-Final

Written by Septia.

“Ding ding. Round three has begun, try to give us a better showing than last, alright?” Grease pan called out form the elevated platform. Out of the eight Contestants, six now remained, two of which were standing below at the ready: Iabi with a cocksure grin, Irune still a mess with her peachy coat stained auburn from having to deal with the previous round's loser. 
“Hey, Iabi,” Iabi called out as Irune was about to move up. “You think about this for a second, yeah, I can't exactly snuff you out as it is,” Iabi's beak clacked together in a smile, “which will only make this more fun.”
Irune took a step back. 
“And I don't wanna have to hurt you,” Iabi said as he sauntered up. “Well, that's a lie, but I'm a nice guy, so instead, how about you just tell me what's gotta get your loins dripping, and we'll make your last day some fun.” He said, placing a hand on her shoulder. “What do you say? Anything you want. We'll put on a good show.” 
Irune turned her head down. 
“Ok…” Iabi clacked his beak. “See, that's a good giiraaahgrgrhsl-.” 
-Cllrrth- Irune's beak sunk in a vice grip into Iabi's shoulder, with one arm on her shoulder and the other rendered limp, the Talon agent fell on his face before the peachy griffon. 
“Quit your whining,” Irune curted and circled around Iabi, “That's just a flesh wound, but I'll be giving you a reason to shriek soon enough.” 
Iabi winched, holding over his shoulder as he peered back, watching Irune strap on a leather harness to slot on a rubber mast at her crotch. 
“Wh-where the heck did you get that?” 
“Unicorn bitch wasn't minding her satchel whilst taking care of Eresh. Plus, you promised we'd do anything I wanted, well,” -Swwtch- she smacked a palm onto his risen hind, and clutched a hold of his tail, “I wanna tenderize this salty, juicy ham.” She proclaimed, and raised Iabi by his tail, to the frantic squirms of the griffon — arching herself back with the strap-on. Unlatching his tail in time with taking a hefty thrust, the plastine battering ram tiling new soil as it pierced through the cocky bird's cloaca -Slfprrhhtptsh- 
“Mghhrffffms-,” Iabi squealed, twisting and shifting on the ground, -Sflpfhts- -Dpllrtsphtsh- colon fluids plastering to the mast as he only wrung himself deeper down the rubber length. 
“Hah, and you thought you had any chance of winning this?” Iabi mused with glee as she yanked his tail to draw him back to her lap -Clrlprthhs-. 
“Mfmwhghs,” His groans twisted in a tang of temptation whilst the talon tucked her thick trunk up his tight tracts. -Twwlptsh- -Plltwwhlp- -Cllpthp- “Fmmrgs. Frrmwfhgs. Fmwpghgs,” a steady rhythm of smacks echoed between them as flesh acquainted itself with rubber, Irune polishing her pole in Iabi's pathetic pucker.  
“Hey what's with all the struggling, I thought you were gonna show me a good time? You are already a sniffling mess and I'm not even, fmms, close to done,” Irune huffed out as she crouched along with Iabi, ploughing into him, to scooch him forwards along the ground by the force of her thrusts -Thhrhs-. His bowels oscillating around her baton. Looming over him as each hump buried her mannequin mast deeper into his trenches. 
“Mfpfhg mpg sh syoufms bbitch…” Iabi wheezed, pinching his claws into fists. 
“Phew… what sneaky bastard, really was all talk.” 
“Mmff sphaa, you know Iabi. You really always were a tight ass, glad someone at least had the decency to give you a good rutt before you cave in like the bitch you are, huh?” she huffed out, and massaged into his cheeks as she worked his booty raw. 
“Mfmm wmpfhsh mfr…” he huffed out, breath getting shorter, as his shaft twitched into a steady throb. 
“Well mfm, look at that,” Irune said and dropped, slammed her crotch down to his, pinning him to the ground and holding him beneath her body as his cock twitched against the ground. 
“Oh, you know you wanna do it, you whore,” she whispered, before she -Sfhhrrllptsh- reeled out the strap on, thick tethers of gut slime webbing them together as she scooched up, dildo trailing up his frame. “Didn't give me as good a time, but at least I can get some relief,” she mused, parking the dildo by his face, giving him enough time to peek up and see the hollow pit  passing through the strap on. 
“Mmfff mm… mm… phaaa…” -Sfrrlsllsssh- Irune panted out in relief as a flush of fluids congregated through the strap-on and pelted the griffon's face in a rush of fluid pungency. -Fpplfshths- -Frrrlpsrsh- Trails of the umber crotch wine forged down in paths through his feathers and matted them under the rain of tepid piss. 
“Phhfa. Fphwhwa pruusk,” Iabi spluttered and coughed out, his attempts so shift away mirrored by Irune's gyrating crotch, dousing him in her tart nectar wherever he moved. 
“Just come on and cum while I'm giving you a lemonade facial. Show our benefactor that's exactly the kind of slutty feather-brain you are.” She mumbled in between suckling air throughout her break. 
“Fmmwpghgs- mpah…” Iabi spluttered out with the hail matting his feathers glistening and flat to his skin, his hips jostling as another pool of fresh, white fluids spread beneath his crotch, which he haplessly attempted to shield from view. 
“Ding damn,” Pan announced whilst stomping her hooves, “do we ever gotta winner for this round. You are all showing so much spirit today,” she said as she sauntered down the steps. “Get back up, off the poor guy now, I'm gonna judge just how tender you got em.” 
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“Ready for the penultimate round, ladies,” -Huuurraaalap- Pan belched up a bouquet of feathers and crested her hoof on her distended gut. 
“Which of you lucky gals are gonna make it to the finals?” she shouted out to the final combatants. Soon to add to the line of diapers up at the ramp. Teal narrowed her eyes at Iabi. They'd seen all the previous rounds now, and both were aware they had to impress Pan, and the last match had laid any hope of an amicable resolution to rest. 
“Ding ding,” the unicorn called to start the round. 
Teal leaped forwards, but saw only the pale chatruce trail of Iabi darting off into the halls of the garage. 
“Hey, what gives?” Teal called out. 
“Come over here and find out.” Iabi shouted back. 
Teal clacked her beak dismissively. She wasn't going to fall for that. She scanned the area, IabiIabi would come back sooner of later, and she needed a plan. At this point, she saw the row of padded, reeking tombs on the platform, beak curling to a smirk. 

“Wmfmfpfmh, fmwpfh gmfmwfwhgsp-.” Iabi struggled and groaned out, smothered by the massive Rodge stuffed tomb's contours moulding along her side and flattening to the concrete, keeping the griffon in check. 
“Hah, you were the one to skip out on weight training, and now its come back to bite you in the ass.” Teal taunted as she dragged another diaper to her incapacitated foe, and hauled over the arm wide diaper, scooching it up between Iabi's flailing legs. “And they are about to be become an even bigger pain in your ass.” 
“Mmfmpwfh?” Iabi questioned muffled, before launching into a muted squeal, “Mfmfwrfhhgyyfh,” as Teal funnelled one end of the padded fabric in between Iabi's buns, shoving the diaper up towards the griffon's twitching cloaca. -Flfbchrlp- -Clphfprhths- The brim broadened in time with the girth of the diaper, Teal straining and twisting to wedge the muck filled sack up her combatant's hind, -Frhfgrulchscht- -Crsslfsthpth- a crinkle and mulch of the manure churned whilst its contents turned and compacted in the hold of the carnadine tunnels, -Fpchh- -Iabi's torso distending along her crotch as the bulk of the filth bomb worked into her ass. 
“Always smmfs, got a knack for taking it in the rear, these are barely a challenge for you, huh? Don't you thingkwwfuahah-.” Teal shrieked as -Sfllptthtpsthushts- the tension holding the diaper vanished -Sfhtphtha- and the portly pouch plunged to plug Iabi's plot, pucker clenching and warping over the end of the pale grey fabrics, shuffling it inside. 
“Huh, you are a real booty queen, huh? You know what, one's not gonna be enough to suit this regal asset.” Teal mocked, returning with two additional diapers and lining them up. 
“Chooo choo, get ready for the ass wrecking train,” she chimed and -Sltpthpthst- thrust with hall her might, heaving the manure clogged sacks to compress, -Flfbrphthts- mangle and mould up past the gate of plush, yellow cheeks and fill the fallen fighter amidst her feeble flails. “MWMpfhghwt, fmwpfhhtihgs,” she howled and slammed her fist in the ground. 
Teal only shuffling up and massaging along the warped brim swathing over the oncoming sludge sacks, prying at the brim ever so lightly to let it -Slfpfhspthst- shuffle along the breadth of the pails, and packing them visibly in line up the griffon's body, a slight gap between the domes of the diapers. 
“Come on, you saying you are nfmsm not enjoy gin yourself?” Teal huffed out as she sat back on Iabi's chest, grinding her crotch along the knolls protruding on her chest whistle heaving the clumps deeper. “Few here that can boast about binging on anal-beads this massive,” she mused as the crinklings of fluids and polymer fabric -Slpfphtpts- melted in the clutches of the humid cloaca, chocking down the string of diapers within the undulating, twitching maw of sultry flesh, massaged and played with till the moans emitting from under the portly padding dipped ever deeper into pure lust. 
“Mfmpfh gmpwfhhgh fmpfwhrprfmm.”
“Mmfpwhfwotthhsh,” a long howl rustled through the pinning pail, Teal held steadily onto Iabi's knees as they pinched together, and a sprinkle of distilled lust splashed from the fuzzy nethers, just as they clasped over the turnaround the end of the third bale. 
“Ding ding do oozy, talk about chewing the scenery,” Grease pan said as she shuffled down the arena. “Great showing, and gotta admit, you've got me curious,” Pan said as she shoved aside the diaper covering Iabi's face, “I'd like to try those beads on for size, mind propping her up?” 
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I filled my lungs with fresh air the moment the pungent hill raised off of me. -Sflpththptsh- just to be plunging into the hold of a new wet darkness. -Slflprhthpths- I could just glance the green metal cheeks before the white pucker warped over my eyes, -Sfllphthpthts- the brim moulding to match my head in its crinkling venture down my face, -sclprth- wrapping around my neck and wringing the air out of my throat. 
“Phaaaooff.” I gasped, met with the brine of the congealed atmosphere of mince meat and molten plumage, dangling tendrils of slime -Slfpths- smearing onto my head as the rugulouse walls stretched and compiled over my frame. -Slfphts- -Clpfsthhts-. 
“Mmfmoshoo this one is really gonna hit the spot…” 
I could hear from outside, that disgusting unicorn pleasuring herself with my body, I quivered, summoning the strength I had left, to stab my claws into her pucker… -Clflpthptwhs- only for the flesh to pass off my talons, like I was trying to catch a soap sliding out of my grasp. -Slfpthtsh- -Fhtpwthpts- she thrusted down, and the ass consumed my torso, compacting my form and crawling past the thick domes sported on my gut. -Lflphfhuths- I could feel the diapers compact within, forming to their fresh gruel in disperse clumps to congest into every nook and cranny. -Thdsjtpthths- the squelch of the flesh warping around me, at times loose enough to struggle against and in a breath it was encompassing me in the malleable trenches of damp sinew. The slimy moisture made my skin crawl, giving me the sense of straddling into a combat suit left out in the in a humid rain. -Fwhprhhtt- The pucker rippled as it slipped over the last of my wings, scooping up my rear, and hoisting me from the ground. I kicked, paws in search of footing. 
“Feisty one we got still, hah, give her a hand, ey?” 
I could barely hear the Unicorn's smug tone, but I could feel Teal's talons clasping around the fuzz on my legs, and tucking me into the clasp of the abyss. 
“S-stop it, Teal she's not gonna spare any of us, justmmfs s-stop this and helfp-.” -Sllpffhptsh- The pucker budded close over my paws, sealing me into the confines of the colon, with nary a fresh breeze of the outside world. 

-Ghrhrbbgs- -Glrbpghghsha- The walls kept moving, always shifting and clenching, kneading into my frame. Everything stunk of an alcohol distilled from sweat soaked socks, marinated in pepper. -Fhphfhhrs- Gas flushed over my frame as the bowels worked me down. I felt the heat injecting through my body, mellowing my muscles. Whether the sensation of my body melting was real or an oxygen deprived haze spun in my head. -Sfphsths- but soon it was all I could feel. -Dlslpghths- -Dlspghthths- Feather, then skin, then flesh, gradually kneaded flexing and kneading the putrid nectar into my frame. -Shtphtps- -Spfhstphtsha- My form segmenting into molten chunks, cocooning the bales of diaper constipation jam Teal had jammed up my frame, with the rest of me brewing down to join them… -Fshpthtgs- -Chrhphrhts- My body folds in onto itself, the pressure from the walls easing as there was less to resist their tug and pull warping my frame -Slfpsthths- -Clsphpthhts- only the constant churn and slop of a bowel brewn marshland revolving around me. -Sfhpshthst- -Clfpphhrhthsg- Gradually, I felt a shift and tug, guide me… 

-Fpfphbrbrrhptsh- A fanfare of fumes heralded my entrance out to the open world, as the rippling gates spread wide. -Flrprhghthts- My form gumming into the sleek walls as a gruelling thrust and tug hauled me through the open pit, down, imperfections exposed to the open air before… -Slflpthwptthshts- A dense chunk separates, and plummets into the spongy embrace of pale fabric. -Sflfplthhptwhts- I hear as more of myself billows out of the pucker, a tightly packed sludge stocking up the pit -Sflprhhththw- curdling at the edges of the pucker as the tessellated pattern of fissures are clogged with bowel fluids, slimmed to a polished sheen in the sparse garage lighting. 
But… why was I still conscious? It felt as a dream or a mirage, though the -Fstjptwh- clench of the pucker warped my body as it had before, and the -Prfhhhrhpwht- ventings of thick miasma spiralled around me in a contorted mimicry of that petrichor air that always hung in my feathers… -Flwlfprhtthsa- A fat pillar of former proud griffon trailed down the pony's trenches, elongating until I met with the padding, folded over myself, gummy manure melding into myself under the weight of the onslaught curving and coiling from above. Because that was the truth, this was me, a piling stack of fanny pickled mare mud, packing into the pamper. My body was steaming heat and goo, drooling of bowel bile as steam oozed form my frame and corrupted the surrounding air in my stench.
-Sfhprhhththsa- But then, a brief interruption, the pucker flexing and contracting… -Flflpshthtw- -Clprhrrss- then the brim bloomed over a mound to grey, tainted in a guttural umber, the diapers jammed up my ass, now unfurled out, their full girth unleashed from the cocooning pressure of my body and giving the mare's flanks a workout -Flpsthht- flrlprhths- -Bbrrwwflpths-. But with thrusts and streaks of fumes fizzling out the rear, the bowel beads -Flspthtwh- barrel out her bum, -Chlflpwthhts- smushing into my frame, pancaking me flat to a cast of the diaper that lost me the match, stuffed with the fellow griffon who couldn't cut it, buried in their failure… As the mare's voice crooned in satisfaction and relief from entombing what remained of my body in solid sacks of sludge. 
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“Phooo… fmmfsm phaa… oh yeah, gotta admit, those do really mfms, serve well as anal beads. That's one to remember for next time, so even if you lost and don't make it, rest assured you've ffmsmps ph,” -pfhrhoororhhths- Grease Pan let out a rapturous bout of flatulence -Sfllfpths- -Clfpsthhts- flinging out a partially molten skull into the mountain of mud clogged diapers building up in the open diaper behind her, “that you've contributed some fun to this world, at the very least.” 
~ 4 ~

“Mms, glad the slut took a bit of time, we're just about ready for the finals, aren't we? One of you are actually gonna get to head out through a route not first leading through my guts. … Question is… will you know which route to take?” 

“Alright you horny hens, open ‘em up.” Grease Pan called out. In the center. The four remaining griffon opened their eyes, sitting back-to-back they took in their surroundings. In four corners surrounding them each laid an object of a bright, pastel hue, contrasting the dull concrete. Rubber toys. One a conventional dildo, one a harnessed birdle, mouth gag, one an oval butt plug, and the last… a slender, oblong sounding rod.
“Welcome to round four,” Pan continued, “a lil' game of choice: four toys, four birds. And in the end, there is really no wrong decision.” All of them had one thing in common: from the 'business end' of each, the rubber extended into a leash, ending in a broad latex loop. She took a moment and grinned. “Though, of course, only one of these will assure you a victory in our lil' contest. But which it is, well, that's tha game, isn't it? Let the round, commence.” 
Teal scanned the toys, Was it by preference? By association? The butt plug seemed like a gimme for failure, but what if that was the unicorn's intention? Only the one willing to risk associating themselves with her ass were fit to win in her eyes? Her thoughts were interrupted as Rodge sprung up and shoved her aside,  making a b-line for the sounding rod. And she was reminded, this was not a situation where she had the luxury of analysis…
“Where do you think you are going?” Teal cried out and darted after him. 
“Mare's got no dicks, bonehead.” Rodge shouted back. 
Teal winced. How'd that idiot get to such a sound conclusion this fast? And now he was about to win? She shook her head, and launched upwards, to spike downwards in a swooping strike as Rodge neared the toy. -Ddffmfpsthts- Tackling into his side and toppling him off balance assured her the lead, but the cock was up a moment later, rushing shoulder to shoulder… before Rodge grabbed the rod. But Teal clutched the collar, ripping it out of Rodge's grasp threading her beak through the collar. 
“Ding, the dick toy's claimed.” 
“Fmmgs, ass,” Rodge spat, “I'll show you what-” 
“The cock plug, is claimed. Fits just one, you are on thin ice already, won't have a choice for much longer,” Pan reminded. 
Rodge's eyes widened, spying Irune halfway between the dildo and butt plug, but Fyn running to the plug. 
“Hey slow down.” 
Rodge shrieked and sprinted off. 
“Oh no, in your dreams, you psychotic jerk,” Fyn called out as she leapt on top of the butt plug, threading the collar around her head when Rodge neared. 
“Dicks,” he shouted, then stared down Irune, who only now set off for the dildo. 
Rodge furrowed his brow and ran her down, The hen wincing as he neared, seeing anger flaring up, and veered off. 
“Agatha,” Rodge laughed as he grabbed the dildo, hoisting it up triumphantly and snapping the collar around his neck, letting it hang as the medal on his chest. “I win.” 
“Dildo's been claimed, and if picking second to last counts as winning, then you are all winners,” Pan mused, seeing the four of them strapped in. “Which is true, you all made it so far, but only one is eligible to leave, and spread the name of Grease Pan, Raider Queen,” she toted whilst sauntering down the steps. 
Teal swallowed, “Alright, i-is that it? Just musical chairs with sex toys?” 
Irune shuddered and swallowed, staying straight. “So who's the winner?” 
Pan stepped into the center of the hall snickering, “Who said the round was over just yet? Did you hear me ding?” 
The griffons waited with bated breath. 
“We've got one more bit of fun to determine that,” Pan said, as her horn lit up, and the collars following suit, drawn towards the center by a magical attraction, to converge upon Pan. “But I'll give you a hint. What are sex toy's used for?”

“Wait, what do you mean? It was all this for nothing?” Fyn called out, her paws dragging across the ground as she was hauled towards the mare relaxed in the center. 
“I still want someone to come out of this and spread my reputation, so that'd be pretty silly.” Pan explained, the griffons only a hoof away from her. 
“Th-then what's the meaning of this?” Irune struggled. -Tnnfhfhtc- Until the bridle yanked back, heaving her off the ground as it was suspended in mid-air… and the collar tightened. Wait, that wasn't it… grave still hung, locked in a horizontal free fall, as gravity shifting in relation to the gag. 
Pan licked her lips. “In principle, if you all knew who would win, neither of you would strut up a fight.” 
“So this is still just you getting off?” 
“Essentially,” Pan responded to Teal, reaching down to her crotch, and dispelling the cloaking field, to unveil a throbbing trunk of a marehood, “that's the idea,” she said and parted her maw, Irune suspended at just the right height for her leg paws to dip past the humid abyss, winding into the broad maw washing her in swatches of drool laced breaths. 
-Tngngh- -Thngngs- -Thngngs- Gravity displaced for the others in tune, as Pan laid splayed back on the ground, Fyn hanging from the butt plug, suspended a few cents off the ground, -Sfllfpthhts- but haplessly sinking into the gaping brim — the pucker had already gotten quite a workout to say already, and her squirms were only warping the risen flesh to cling to her contours -Sflpthhts- -Flrlsfpshthts- Right above her hung Rodge, frantically tugging at his collar whilst his tail -slflfpths- was snatched up by Pan's pussy, pulling the perturbed punk past Pan's lips. 
“I'm not scared of some mare puss.” 
“Mumps, mm, that's good,” Pan mumbled around Irune's thighs, wrapping her lips -Gllgpmhpsb- to shovel the hen's drumsticks down. “Keep thelfmmpgh yourself that ff.” 
“Gorgas.” he grunted as the slit clasped around taut onto his crotch, his legs forced to contort to the hold of the damp chasm. Rodge felt the reverberations from Fyn struggling beneath him, the two of them stacking together to bloat out the mare's midsection, as she scooched along the ground to work them in deeper. 
Above Teal was waist deep in dick. -Chhflrpths- cpfhhsthst- the thick mast creaked and squealed of greased rubber hinges whilst the hen delved down. The shaft's sides swelling to a smooth bulb of twitching meat, all whilst the griffon flapped her wings in an attempt to rise out of their predicament. 
“Fmfmwph, fmpwfhs. Mmg, smpaha, but I did good, right? I thought I impressed you?” She squeaked as -Flslphfhts- the dickhead broadened just enough to snag up a wing, -SFfplssfhts- the flesh worm winding furthers up her body as gravity sent her ever deeper. 
“Nmmhmmf, fmsp,” Pan mumbled back, her cheeks plump with spry chicken, licking over Irune's breasts as the bird chest's bloats siphoned form her cheeks down to her engorge her gullet. 
-Chflrlpthts- -Chfppshths- -Fflltwhtps- A cacophony of clenches, grounds, and the polish of meat buffering coat and feather's matte, from the quartet of distressed chickens threading down to occupy the mare's insides. -Clpghtpghs- muffled jabs protruded up along her abdomen, round her dick and down her neck, each bump which rose soon to subside all sailing down smooth as the tissue wore them down. A slather like the sound of spreading hot glue -Chrllffpclllrths- pasting over the griffons whilst they reseeded into Pan's body, gradually siphoned into a disperse collections of bloated bulges, with fur, feather, and talons consumed by sprawling, moulding meat -ShFhhrrfplts- -Rhflfpshfsh-. The pleading grinding in amplitude, and Pan's body jostled to and fro by the boundings, as each pit -Fllpchths- -Clrpsths- crawled past their faces -Sfllcpfrrtu- sealing in around the collar… -Cthwwmmp- -Twmphslp- Until each toy slotted in, plugging the one escorting them sealed in the unicorn's innards. 
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-Gllgmpghgs- -BhhraaAhhhiuuurraalp. Irune felt he throat quiver around her, meat massaging and slapping into her sides as the caustic vent of fumes flooded past her on the way out of the mare's throat, she could hear the others… 
“Mfmfosmgs.” 
“Mfghhrf.” 
“Mdmrm Mfmwhr mrmrsp.” 
Though distanced by the nature of the adipose and muscles insulating them, but close enough that she could feel the vibrations of their kicks and struggles. All this just to end up down this bitch's gullet… Irune shivered… -Cllpfthhs- Then… the taut trough stretched, the flesh ahead of her moulding outwards, forming a pouch, -Slflpsthsh- which the griffon slotted in. With a most smear of custard. 
“Wuh… hah? It, stopped?” she mumbled. 
“Yuh huh,” came a voice rippling around her, “That's mah crop, you birds know what that is, right?” Pan spoke around the gag, rubbing down on the congested outcropping sculpting her neck to a rotund orb. “Congratulating ding, we got ourselves a winner.” 
“I… won?” Irune mumbled. 
“Yeah, the crops where I store things when mah pockets are full, but smuggling such a big load, you be careful, a wrong move and you might trip in. Other than that, get comfy, I'm gonna take my time with these, and you get front seats with me to hear em squirm.” 
Irune felt the mare heaving herself up, and trotting away to slump down somewhere comfortable. Swaying gently to and fro in the throat, she heard the growls and gurgles erupting beneath -Fllpfthhts- -Brhrlgpghths -Chhrrlslpstish-. This wasn't a show she wanted to experience, but, it couldn't beat the utter relief fluttering through her chest. 
“Mmf?” She mumbled, as she felt herself bump up to something, fishing out a data chip stashed in the crop with her. 
“Ooh, looks mighty important…” she mused, -Flpths- and dropped it down Pan's throat behind her.
“I win.” 
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Pan’s lips rattled in a vent of gullet steam -Graaaaahhoourrrslp-. “Phehaa, those turkeys feel like they roasted up good,” Pan huffed out. 
Irune quivered, spittle and drool soaking her plumage, and the struggles had long since stilled, but she could smell a ripe tang of curdled malt in Pan's belch. 
“Holding up alright?” 
“Better than the others.”
“Better than the o-. Oh hey, got a bit of wit to ya, glad to hear you are in good spirits, about time to check up on the others, just gotta…” She mumbled and reached back to her ass. “Phaaa. PPhaa… phrew,” Pan tugged at the flat end of the plug stuffing her ass. Wiggling it to some amused shudders. -Sfllpfth- -Clpshthts- -Pjjjwopths- Till it gave free and bounced off the ground. 
“And you twoo…” she huffed and fiddled with her dick, -Dlflpfh- -Drlgfpfshths- until the rod crept up and -Sllpftthsp- uncorked from the throbbing bottle. -Sfllfspthhts- The dildo lodged in her snatch gliding free with a sheen of nectar tethering it to the smooth, puffed lips. All of the toy's collars hanging loose, but striped in brown mire of glistening sex sweat. “Phaa, that’s all of ya, lets see who made it~.”
-Fpppfhhrbrhth- Pan unleashed a bellow of flatulence, droplets of colon goo and a haze of feathers flushing out her flanks. -Slfpfhths- A crinkle of manure worming forwards and spackling the walls of her colon with filth reverberated in the wake of the venting gasses, the thick expanse of auburn wedging open her sphincter, whilst the mare was busy on her front, Brushing down along her cock to massage her balls against her marehood, dipping the -Sllpggush- sloughing nuts to her supple crotch. The other hoof scratching at her abdomen where her bladder busily boiled the bird brain, whilst her hind nursed the fluctuating knoll of mulch. 
“Mfpha…, out you come now, fmmf, as much as I'll be enjoying this, you are just a heap of losers taking up space,” Pan huffed out between pants. Dipping into her snatch along with her balls whilst the blockage of manure crept down her bowels. The stretch of manure was embedded with a scapula peeking out through a fracture in the filth, grinding up against the side of Pan's pucker as the bale heaved forwards.
-Flplfbchhptths- -Cffpfpsthths- The brim creased the bulk of bowl bile with a bubbling putter of rippling dancing flesh, her brim swelling to accommodate the girth of the raw umber, stretching -Slflpfths- till the manure had enough space to slog through, tobogganing out her cleaved cheeks and -Dllpfbthpts- unleashed on the ground. -Sflpfhtwiththe- With the first one free, her pucker turtled around the second bale. A tear gouged in the bowel fudge revealed a crumbled, yellowed beak nested in the gutter gruel; tarnished and tainted in deep hues of muck, the beak sloughed out the pit in rhythm with the puckers undulating -Flspthths- -Crllphhtha-. The bale arched down past the mare's cheeks and sloping towards the ground. The filth extending as a pillow of brown marble, tessellated with fractures that sprouted across the surface of the bale, diving it in segments of processed chicken-litter. 
-Slfpfhthtps- -Ffppfrlths- Creaks and crumbles of mangled mulch joined thin puffs of vitriol smog crowding in as the bale drooped. Fyn's beak soon -Dlslpfthhs- burrowed into the preceding bale. -Flsptwwp- Covered up in the stacking lengths of manure, mired in melted marks of black feathers, plastered in amongst chunks of broken osseous tissue, and drooling in strands of viscous bowl lube tethering along the fissures of the doughy bale.
“Mphaa, that one really ha daf, fsss knack for getting herself tucked up an ass, really mfms feels like this was her destiny, fmfms ooh gosh she’s so big,” Pan huffed out to herself, gyrating her hind in rhythm with the pillar of molten griffon serpentine out her hind and prying at her pucker.
She shoved her balls deeper down her snatch. A tickling urge sprouting through her dick as a cock carbonation. Her pussy suckling and -Slfpfshts- clasping around the sack, drippling with a thin beam of fluid, disrupted only by the throbs of the quaking meat above. 
“Mmfms mfpshsm alm… oost. Fmmgmghnf…” She stifled her moan into a rustled sigh as a surge of relief flushed out of her bladder and brushed a stroke of heat through her shaft, barrelling up towards the very tip of her flared dick. -PPfsslllrrssst- An eruption of warmth soothed into a river of satisfaction, a flood of tepid amber brewed hot through the pony’s bladder hosed the ground ahead in waves of liquid pungency and matting discoloured yellow. The stream of urine strewn with heaps of skeletal chunks -Cllpths- clattering to the ground as they were sluiced from the mast -Sffrlpplltch- -Clrckt- -Krllktch-. Her cock pumped out liters of putrid griffon reduction. Stacks of smoke oozed from all surfaces the piss claimed, shedding the heat infused through its broil through Pan’s pressure cooker and contaminating the garage in a haze of mince chicken and dustbunnies marinated in a potent brine. It pooled and trickled down shattered femurs and fractured, hollow wing bones cast off in the humid downpour. 
“Mmfaanna yeah,” she wheezed between her teeth, -Slfpffhhthpth- unloading fluttering rear belches of greasy smog as she coaxed out every droplet of liquefied griffon drooling out her dick. Whilst underneath, the pool of pussy glue -Slclpfhts- spread every wider into a reflective lake. -Cllpths- -Crlsplthts- Occasionally the lust canal dropped a smoothed, clean-boiled bone. It was all that remained of the pussy-brewed cock of a bird. -Sfplflths- The pond of viscous liquid lust reached back to the hillock of manure and off towards the ocean of sprawling yellow film of urine stretching out ahead as a firework of fluids, uniting the three griffons among Pan’s cocktail of bodily fluids: as three bare bones losers. 
~ 7 ~

“Phoo. Hhaaf, tha Pho I really need vacations like this more often,” Pan said mumbled through her gag, keeping it free with her teeth whilst going through her back, wiping; a trail of swirled fluids tracing her back to the stacks of sloping manure and nectar, coming to an end as she wiped herself clean with a towel snagged from the base. 
“Y-yeah w-whatever, c-could you just let me out now…?” Irune huffed out. 
“Mmm, I dunno about that.” 
“Wh-what?” 
“You bitch I-.” 
“Calm your tail feathers, you are quite a fine bird, and you deserve to spread my reputation.” 
“Fmmrf…” Irune grumbled. 
-Frllspths- The door flung open, a tired grey mare with her floozy mane a frazzle wobbled in. 
“Pan, you about done, geeze these feather balls can be a hassle when they wanna be, but we got everything secured, fofush, oofuh,” Zap waved her hoof over her muzzle, “actually, I can smell you are done.” 
“Giving em a bit much credit, aren't ya? They just need a bit of encouragement,” -Fllspththss-, “Oh, to go soft on ya.” 
“Quite so,” Zap nodded, and spied the gag birdle grafted around Pan's muzzle. “Hey, what's this?” she asked whilst already reaching to tug it out. -Thtsngns- the rubber leash tensed with the twang of a violin string, and the earth pony spied the drool soaked talon agent lodged down past the gullet. “Oh, heck, no you are not getting out.” she said and bit down on the leash. -Cllpsthsh- The tether snapped, and the weight flew back down and whipped back into her mouth. 
“Mfmphahawahchmfmfm-fmspghgs-.” Irune's shouts quickly submerged in within the cocooning insulation of Pan's throat, -Gpmggllhgs- the bloated gullet crop slopping off to -Sllpgbwngmgns- inflate and dip Pan's gut down in a broad sag around the well lubricated bird. 
“Phhathsl spathes wpmagha-.” Pan spat and gargled. 
“Oh, there is no need to thank me, just watching out for my trusted friend and business partne-.” 
“Bug, the Hell, that was the winner.” 
Zap tilted her head. “The who‘s it?” 
“That was the griffon who…” -Pan growled but then peered down at her gut -Sflpghth- -Ggrrplsghs- growling and churning in turn. She took in a deep breath, and sighed. Then, in a voice shifted two stages duller, she muttered. “You know what, it doesn't matter…” 
Zap grimaced, nibbling down on her lip before schooling up to the tall mare's side. “Hey, sorry if I messed something up, but I can make it up to ya, this batch wasn't as grand as we wished for either way, and I bet there's more eager, capable Talon agents in a more active base.” 
Grease Pan's ears perked up. Though her tone still carried glum notes. “I'm listening…” 
“Great, but first, we gotta set off, transport's waiting.” Zap chimed in a spry tone and sauntered up. -Flspths- A griffon tail flicking out of her pucker, hanging and swinging in motion with her own. 
“Hmm? Bug, when’d you nab yourself a second tail?” 
“Ooh, this?” she said and -Swttmtph- smacked her gut, the mare's barrel kicking to life and sloughing to and fro -Slfpfbth- -Fsthsb- “I wanted a full belly massage, and that's only done best with no distraction and the masseuse remains devoted to their task, isn't' that right?” -Sllwtthp- another smack sent the gut into a thrashing tumult, leaving the mare huffing and squealing as she teetered off. “Oooh ofosh oo that's the spot, good girl~” she huffed out in the distance. 
Pan peered down to her gut, scoffed, and rubbed her hoof to the side of the plush blubber -Fgplghs- -Glspghhths- fumes and mm fresh meat dispersing and moulding to her kneads. “Yeah, may, guess I needed an excuse to extend my vacation,” she concluded, and joined up with her partner; the Talon base left stranded as another looted ruins of the wastelands.
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