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It’s not easy for a Tauren to avoid notice in a tavern, but Paohato did his best.  He sat at a battered table in the darkest corner, trying to meld with the shadows.  The blackness of his fur and horns helped,  but his massive stature did not.  Every once in a while, the salty air would tickle his nose enough to make him snort.

Booty Bay was the last place he wanted to be.  That damned blasted goblin was always late for their meetings.  If that bloody green Mazato would be on time for once, Paohato could have been halfway back to his lodge by now!  If the wretched goblin hadn’t even called this meeting, he never would have to leave the comfort of his lodge and all the members of his clan, all the women whose sole purpose in life was to give him pleasure.  It made him more impatient.
The Tauren’s train of thought was interrupted by the tavern’s latest arrival.  Normally he didn’t pay any attention to the myriad patrons that came through this poor excuse for a tavern.  They were from all different walks of life and affiliations; each one, as it was, represented in his clan.  From the wily gnomes to the muscular orcs, his clan was populated by only the most beautiful of each species.

Except one.

The woman who’d caught his attention was one of those Draenei.  He’d heard about the crash off the coast of Kalimdor, but he didn’t get swept up in the frenzy of the arrival of the new people.  Paohato was indifferent to all the races.   His people were a part of the Horde, but he never considered himself part of the war.  He just wanted to be left alone with his own clan.  He didn’t share the immediate dislike of the Draenei that the rest of his faction showed.  The battling factions were silly, especially with the Burning Legion being such a big threat.

The Draenei woman was browsing the innkeeper’s wares.  Her skin was the same hue as a night elf, but her face was much more delicate and beautiful.  Her black hair was short and flippant.  What he’d mistaken for locks of hair in the dim light of the inn were actually horns about six inches in length.  
Paohato felt a surge of arousal as he continued his appraisal of the woman.  The robe she wore fit snuggly to her upper body.  Years ago, he hadn’t been attracted to the more slender body types of humans and night elves, but over time he grew to appreciate the beauty of their slender curves and toned muscles.  This Draenei woman had a physique similar to the Kaldorei, but her breasts looked to be larger.  Her lower body was hidden by the billowing skirts of the robe.  He knew a little bit about the alien race, but he’d had no idea their females were so alluring.  He found himself entranced by her, by the way she moved, the way she seemed to have a perpetual smile on her lips.  Suddenly she turned and strode out the door.
It wasn’t until she was gone that Paohato realized his heart was beating quickly in his massive chest.  He was engorged with arousal and decided quickly that he must have a representative of this new people in his clan.

The goblin Mazato arrived shortly thereafter.  The meeting went as smoothly as can be expected, and ended before too long.  If he hadn’t been so preoccupied with the vision of the Draenei woman, the meeting would have lasted much longer because the goblin had been able to manipulate the Tauren with much more ease than usual.

Paohato hurried back to his lodge.  Squeals of delight greeted him as he entered the long, low structure, but he rushed past the pile of tangled bodies inviting him to join their carnal feast.  He had one thing on his mind right now, and he needed to find Mallory immediately.

Most of the building was one huge open room, but there were also small rooms for private encounters.  Most slept wherever they lay exhausted after hours of sex, so there were only a couple proper sleeping quarters.  There was also a kitchen and two offices.  The smaller of the two offices is where he found Mallory.
Paohato had met Mallory many years ago, before the Burning Legion had wiped out hundreds of people in the plague.  Mallory had been a lonely housewife, often left alone for months at a time while her husband fought in the wars.  He stood outside the closed door of her office remembering the first time they’d met.
*****

Paohato’s horns, which now measured nearly five feet a piece, had been barely more than hard bumps on the sides of his head.   He’d been very young, but she’d been nearing her thirtieth Nameday.  He’d been exploring the world outside of Mulgore.  After growing up in the green hills of the Tauren home plains, seeing the dry expanses of the Barrens came as a bit of a shock.  Ever the bull-headed youth, Paohato ran off without stopping to think about the dangers of an unknown area.  Sure enough, a hungry lioness and several of her sisters exploded from a nearby bank of brush and quickly circled the young Tauren.
Very slowly, he drew the sword strapped to his back and tried to devise a plan.  Escape was not an option, so he was going to take as many lions down as he could.  Just as the sword cleared the scabbard, he felt a couple hundred pounds of muscle slam into his back.  He fell and the cats pounced.  Rage burned through him, dumping adrenaline into his veins.  With a primal scream, he exploded out of the pile and counterattacked.  He fought bravely, but the lions were too strong and too many.  Three cats were dead before his sword began to feel like a mountain, and five remained.  Blood poured from dozens of scratches, bone exposed in some.  He was too proud and exhausted to run, so he resolved himself to take down as many lions as possible before he succumbed to the pain and exhaustion.

Loosing a scream that scattered birds a mile away, Paohato  swung his sword and cleaved a lion’s head in half.  The other four leaped and bore him to the ground again.  This time he didn’t think he’d be able to get back up.  The sword useless now, the strong Tauren tossed it away and grabbed the closest body with his bare hands.  He wrestled it to the ground and squeezed.  He felt bone snap under his deadly bear hug but the cat continued to writhe and claw.

Suddenly he was enveloped in intense heat and blinding light.  It only lasted a second, but when it passed, the lion he held in his arms was a mass of charred flesh.  He tossed the lifeless corpse away and looked up in time to see another lion burst into flames.  The remaining two lions were desperate to finish their kill, despite the fear of fire.  With muscles that felt like sacks of mud, he warded off the assault as best he could.  His battered chain mail and slashed leather were clinging to his body in tatters.  He caught one of the lions in his arms and snapped its neck with his final ounce of strength.  As he collapsed to the ground, the last lion screamed as flames consumed it.

The smell of roasting flesh and blood filled his nose.  He lay wheezing, fighting for air as he bled to death on the plains of the Barrens.  A human woman with brown hair blowing in the wind rushed to his side, and the last thing he heard before slipping into the comforting blackness was “You’re going to be alright.”

When the black finally receded and Paohato opened his eyes, the sun was slipping behind the mountains to the west, casting long shadows across the plains.   The human that had helped him was sitting a few yards away.  She was drinking from a leather flask.  Pink blood stains covered her arms to the elbows.

Paohato was confused.  Why had this human helped him?  Weren’t they supposed to be at war?

“My name is Mallory,” the small creature said.  Amazed that she could speak his language, Paohato started.  His wounds screamed in protest.  “Careful, you’re still tender.”  She put the flask back in her bag and stood up to approach him.  

She was tiny.  Even though he wasn’t fully grown, he must have been at least two feet taller than she.  But from where he lay on the ground, she towered above him, hands on her hips.

“Why did you help me?”  His voice was deep and rumbling.  He tried to sit up, but she quickly knelt and held him down with a hand on his broad chest.

“Don’t, you need rest.”  Her hand lingered on his chest, drifted down to the bandage wrapped around his stomach and lower back.  “You were going to die,” she said as if that should be enough explanation.  “I’m not a priest, but these bandages should be enough to get you back on your feet soon.”

Paohato looked at her.  She was inspecting the bandages, checking to see if any of them needed to be changed.  When her hand slid down to the bandage around his right thigh, he realized that he was naked.  The remains of his armor was gone. His weapon was gone.  His bags were gone.
“Where is my gear?” he said.  Then remembering that he was talking to a human, he asked, “How can you understand me?”

“I spent several years learning your languages.  I know quite a bit about your people, actually.”  She leaned over to test the knot that rested on the inside of his thigh.  Strangely, the curves and lines of her small body made his groin stir.  She let out a gasp and sat back.  Her eyes were wide.

“Is something wrong?” he asked.  When he looked down he realized why she’d gasped.  His penis had begun to stiffen and rise.

“Umm... no,” she stammered and rose.  She gathered up all the equipment.  “There’s a small house not far that we can use.  I mean,  where you can rest more safely.”  Without another word, she turned and started striding toward the sunset.  She’d left a stack of folded clothes behind.  Paohato put on the pants and followed as quickly as his body would allow.

When he reached the small dwelling, Mallory was sitting on the bed.  She looked even smaller, much more fragile, than she had on the plain, but he remembered the fire she’d summoned to ignite full grown lions.

“I’m sorry for my reaction,” she said, not meeting his eyes.  “I’ve just never seen such a big—“ she cut off with a flush of embarrassment.

Looking down at her,  a veil seemed to be pulled away from Paohato’s eyes.  He began to see her as a woman, not as an enemy.  He began to see her beauty and the allure of her shining hair, sparkling eyes, and smooth skin.  She sat demurely, though the amount of cleavage she displayed spoke of more salaciousness than her posture hinted at.  She was attractive, for a human, and he felt himself react to her allure.

Without knowing exactly why, Paohato untied the drawstring on his pants and let them fall to the floor.  Mallory’s eyes widened as she gazed upon his growing length, then slid silently off the bed to kneel before him.  Carefully, she took his member in her small hand and looked up at him.  Well over a foot long and not half erect, his penis looked gigantic relative to her small frame.  She lifted the heavy organ and slipped her tongue out to whisper across the very tip.  Blood surged in response, adding two inches to his length.  He continued to grow as Mallory’s tongue became more confident.  Before long, he was solid and well over two feet in length.

It quickly became evident that Mallory knew what she was doing.  Paohato had never experienced sex before, but he was thoroughly enjoying this.  After some time, Mallory looked up at him and slowly began taking him into her mouth.  Inch after inch disappeared until well over half of his throbbing, veined shaft was down her throat.
*****

Grinning, Paohato stroked his stirring arousal as he remembered that day.  Just seeing her take that much of him into her mouth had been enough to set him off.  A deep rumble rolled from his throat as he recalled the look on her face as the semen kept spewing from his cock.  There must have been a full liter of his seed on her face, in her hair, and pooled in the cleavage of her breasts.  She’d tried to swallow it, he remembered fondly, but it had come too fast.

Pushing the memories from his mind, Paohato knocked on the door.  “Come in,” came the voice of his closest friend.  He stepped in, closing the door behind him.

“Mal, what do you know about the Draenei?”
“What do you want to know?”  She didn’t look up from the paper she was scribing.
“I saw one in Booty Bay.”

When Paohato didn’t say anything further, Mallory lifted her glowing yellow eyes.  She studied him for a moment.  She was the only person he’d ever met that could accurately read him.  Sometimes it unnerved him, but often it was nice not having to explain things to her.  She just seemed to know.

“I’ll send Tirysius.”
Paohato nodded.  Tir was his best recruiter.  The smooth-talking Kaldorei had an uncanny ability to persuade people, especially women.  “Good.”

Thinking that the extent of their conversation, Mallory went back to her work.  When the Tauren sat down, however, she looked up at him again.

“Mal, do you remember the first time we met?”

The question caught her off guard.  She tried to scowl at him for bringing up such a pointless topic, but the childish mirth that never wavered from his face made her break into a smile.
“How could I forget,” she said.  She sat back in the chair, and Paohato could see the decayed flesh across her chest and left shoulder.  The rest of her body was intact.  She was still a beautiful woman.  “All these years, and I still haven’t seen anyone come that much at once.”
“Well, I still haven’t seen anyone take that much of my cock down their throat, either.”  The Tauren let out a deep laugh.  “Until you came back from your little plague, anyway.”

Mallory let out a silvery laugh that was just a little tarnished by her undeath.  “I never thought rearrangeable organs could come in so handy,” she chuckled and stood.  “That was the best two days of my life,” she said as she picked up a large red jar that sat on her desk, reminiscing again about their first meeting.
“You don’t regret cheating on your husband?”  Paohato unlaced the front of his trousers as he watched her step around the desk.

“No,” she said simply, and pulled the top off the jar.  She dipped two fingers in as Paohato freed his massive cock from his pants.  Half erect, Mallory slathered the growing organ with the lubricant from the jar.  The veined shaft glistened and Paohato moaned as she applied it liberally.  “What’s your fancy today?” she asked, even though she knew he wanted a Draenei.

“You,” he growled and lifted her by the waist to stand on his thighs.  “Let’s make use of those organs of yours.”
Grinning mischievously, Mallory began lifting the front of her skirts.  Although incapable of becoming wet, her pussy was still pleasing to look at.  She didn’t have to lower herself much before she felt the swollen head of Pao’s massive cock part her nether lips.  The fruit-flavored salve she’d used to coat his dick provided the lubrication that she couldn’t.  She eased herself down, inch after inch after inch.
“You’re still as tight as the day I met you,” Paohato said, watching the glistening shaft of his cock disappearing into the undead woman.  She smiled down at him as she took him deeper, his rod pushing through the holes he’d torn in her uterus years ago.  He could feel her intestines shifting around his intruding prick, accommodating his freakish size.

Finally when she settled around the base of his shaft, he flexed within her, feeling her organs shift and slide.  He gripped her by the waist and began lifting her up, then easing her back down.  The salve provided plenty of lubrication, so he was quickly building closer to his peak.  No other humanoid creature could take his entire erection into its body; this was something he and Mallory shared, a bit of intimacy in an otherwise public and open lifestyle.

“Come on, fuck me harder,” she demanded, knowing full well how much he enjoyed hearing his partner beg for him.  He stood up with Mallory still impaled, and lowered her onto the desk.  With this new angle, he was able to set a fast, vicious pace.  “Yes, that’s it!  Harder!”

With this new angle, he could see where the head of his dick was hitting just below her sternum.  Every time he drove into her, a mount would appear just below her breastbone.  Feeling the climax near, he fucked her harder and as fast as he could, until without warning he pulled out.

He stroked the huge cock just below the head.  The sack of his balls, nearly as big as her head contracted, then relaxed.  Contracted, then relaxed.  “How much do you have for me?  How much come do I get?”

With a grunt that rattled the walls, Paohato came.  Thick ropes of come erupted from the tip of his massive organ.  It didn’t come in short spurts; it flowed in streams of hot white semen.  Mallory sat up, already coated from neck to navel.  Aiming higher, Paohato sprayed a long jet into her mouth and all over her face.
There was a knock on the door.  Mallory called them in, and still Paohato spewed.  It was Tirysius.  He waited patiently while the stream of come continued to flow.

“We have a job for you,” Mallory said, taking Paohato’s member in her hands to point it upwards, letting the semen rain down on her in thick, spattering globs.  Tir had taken his own cock out and was stroking it casually.  “You are to recruit a Draenei female.”

“First rights?”  The night elf’s only compensation for recruiting was to get to sleep with the prospective clan member before he brought him or her back.
“No,” Paohato rumbled.  “Not this time, Tir.”

The Kaldorei thought for a moment.  “Exclusive seconds, then?”

“Fine,” the Tauren said, nearly collapsing back in his chair as the seemingly endless orgasm finally began to taper off.  With a nod, the lean elf left, still stroking his erection.
Mallory eased herself down off the desk.  She was covered in come.  There wasn’t an inch of the front of her upper body that wasn’t coated in semen.  “I guess I’ll go get cleaned up.  If you’ve got any left,” Mallory said as she walked by him, “the Steamneedle Sisters were looking for you.”  With a snicker, she was gone.

Paohato dropped his head back and breathed deeply.  If he was going to meet with those five feisty little gnomes, he would have to recover for at least an hour.  With a sigh, the lethargic Tauren slumped down in the chair, his spent organ lying on his stomach.

*****
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