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Song 1: The Tail Dance
It was late night on a Saturday. The thick musk of cheap liqueur and sweat hung thick in the air. The empty stage at the centre of the night club was calling. It was the special of the night, the dance that everyone had paid the cover to see, well most had paid for. The last dance had its appeal but it was often a let down if the chosen pony was just there to get his dick wet, or take advantage of the opportunity to chow down on the entertainment without really adding anything to the show.
Fuzz stepped out, the stage light blinding her for a movement as her eyes adjusted.
“Are you all having a good time?” the DJ called. His voice boomed around the room, reverberating across the patrons like an ocean swell crashing over the rocky shore.
The clubroared, the surge of noise cut with a few moans as some of the ponies gathered gave in to their lust. They would be missing the show for a ride of their own, the grumbling gurgles from the stomachs they filled only adding to the ambience and anticipation of the show that was about to start.
That was her cue, the moment she had been practising for. She gulped, feeling the rush of the crowd's excitement. The beat started to fade up, the lights dimmed. This was her club now. She took a step forward letting herself sink into her dancer sona. Her hips swayed as he trotted down the runway, taking the silver pole in her hoof. She swung, her mane flowing behind her like a ribbon of soft brown silk. She winked, catching the eyes of those not chest deep within some other pony's body.
Vivienne watched from a crack in the black curtain that hung across the back of the stage. Her long tail swayed ,the lovely orchid like flower at it tip flared with apprehensive excitement. Her heart was racing, the soft orange glow of her blood like sap flushing to her skin, the light bleeding through her her soft purple fur. She was not a dancer by trade, her mark a mortar and pestle. Rehearsed or not this would truly a new experience for her.
“You'll do fine!” Violet giggled. The larger bat tatzl mare spoke with a happy exuberance. She reached out a long tongue to stroke across Viv cheek. “I got our rez covered,” another of her tongues caressing the glowing red gemstone that hung from a slender gold chain around her neck, “so we don't need to worry about using this club's grid. Plus, we did fine in rehearsals. Fuzz is a professional and very sweet.”

Vivienne blushed remembering just how sweet the little mare was. She could almost feel her lips, the soft carnal sent, her lovely taffy taste that melted in the mouth. She gulped. It would be the first time they were both going to be digested. Fuzz had always spit them back out. A time saver so they could get the most of their rehearsal.
“And now, two exotic beauties from parts unknown, please welcome Vivienne, and Violet!”
That was their cue. Vivienne took a deep breath and pushed her way out onto the runway. Violet bounding beside her. The walk was too short, soon they were flanking the glistening silver strip pole, Fuzz riding it like a stallion. The smell of sex pushed at their senses, the faces of countless ponies gazing upon them from the packed house, like shadowy ghosts, the details of their features hidden by the blinding lights.
The bass dropped, Fuzz pushed off the pole, leaping into the air, her legs tucking to her body as she somersaulted into a cannonball. It was show time, any fear the plant mare had would have to wait.
Violet's wings flared, puffing down with a gust of force, driving her up into the air like an erupting geyser.
Vivienne, dropped to her belly, rolling to her back, her tail wrapping up, her flower gaping, its sweet lush perfume billowing out to creep towards the crowd.
Fuzz opened her body up, legs splayed out to the sides, belly flopping from the height of her jump down towards the stage. Viv's aroma already taking told of her, entwining with her senses. She gulped, it would take all she had to do the dance as planned, after every practice she had always found herself in Viv's gut by the end. The floral musk, it was almost more than she could take. Every rehearsal she had yearned for the dance to finish so she could slide into its pleasurable lust, letting herself rot within the plant mare's rapturous glowing stomach. To resist and finish the dance as planned would truly be one of the hardest things she had ever had to do.
With a graceful upward thrust, Vivienne pushed her tail's flower into the belly of the descending mare, catching her like a drink on a server's silver tray.
Violet's tail took hold of the upper half of the pole, coiling her long tail around it like a choral coloured silky serpent. The bat tatzl's mouth opened, her tongues flowing out to bind around the little swan diving mare.
Drool dripped to the floor, the salivating tendril like tongues of the mango scented bat tatzl tensing around the cyber mare's soft caramel flavoured flesh. The tight muscles of the mare's chest flexed as the tongues took hold, taking the weight of the suspended dancer. Vivienne's tail slithered out from under Fuzz, the centre of the flower blooming open. The little mare had a front row view down long glowing throat. The tongues that bound her tipped her nose down, she reached out, diving down the sticky maw with the grace of an eagle plucking a fish from a still lake.
Vivienne gasped, her tails stretching around the little mare, the bulge her body made flowed down towards the base of her tail. The tongues of her friend kept hold, pulling the bat mare's lips to drink deeply of the her flower's sweet intoxicating nectar.
The alluring aroma rushed into Violet's nose. She let herself slip into its embrace, the flower taking her head as she followed the mare down her friend's tail. She shuddered, the sticky walls of Viv's insides faintly glowing around her, her long tongues stretching out past her field of view. The flower closed around the back of her head. She fully let go of the pole, the stomach of her friend pulling the little mare from her grasp. Her weight now fully balanced on Viv's tail. She folded her wings, her back bending, pulling the plant mare's tail over her body in a graceful arc. Violet's hind hooves hit the dance floor, legs straddling over the plant mare's head, giving her friend a perfect view of her soft, slightly slick slit.
With a soft purr, four long greenish purple tongues stretched out form the glowing mare's maw. Two slithered around Violets ankles, wet saliva oozing from their pours, drizzling down the mare's fetlocks. The other two wriggled up inside of her inner thighs. There was a gasp form the crowd, the two tongues playfully caressing the bat mare's tantalizing inner folds.
Violet gasped from within the tight confines of the tail. Her own tail snaking down to Viv's parted maw. Its tip flared, saliva string from its lips.
Viv inhaled, the warm fruity sent hooking into her nostrils. It swayed like a snake watching its prey, her tail throat gulped, pulling Violet deeper towards her round belly. She felt it wriggle, the little mare in side no doubt feeling nip of her digestive fungi as the coating her tummy had applied began to germinate over her body.
Violet's flared tail maw was a miss direction, the drooling lips snapped shut, the fluffy tip driving between Vivienne's parted trifurcated lips. Her tail snaked down Viv's constricting throat as if in some kind of protest as to how she was being treated. Its tip pressed into her warm damp stomach, the hot breath of the little cyber mare greeting its purple tuft covered lips. Her nethers clenched, cunt dripping with her lightly fruity cum, strands leaking down her friends hungry tongues. Her body bent back, her hips thrust out. Viv knew just how to play her, sending her tongues deeper, filling Violet's vag, wriggling them into the bat mare's womb. Her belly grew, her floofy chest looking like she was carrying foals.
“Focus,” Fuzz thought to herself, she could already feel Viv’s intoxication taking hold, her body aching to writhe and rot inside the dimly lit stomach she now occupied. Her nose received a soft boop as the purple fluff of Violets tails nudged her nose. She reached out a hoof guiding it to her lips, they parted, welcoming the tail. She suckled it, her tongue curling, and playing with soft delectable maw folds, the little purple tufts ticking the roof of her mouth.
The tail flared, pushing itself form between her lips, it flared before her face, before closing around her muzzle, slurping her whole head into its tight contracting throat.
Mango scented saliva dripped from her fur as her whole body was consumed, massaged by the constricting throat, the white spores that had been nibbling at her flesh neutralized within the warm hugging confines of the bat tatzl's tail. Her hooves slide back to her body, her upper lip quivering, resisting the mounting urge to poke her fingers from her hoof and relieve her pleasure all over the inside of the adorable tail.
Violet folded herself forward, her belly started to sag onto Viv's head as the little mare expanded its girth. Her head pulled from Vivienne's tail flower with a soft pop, a bead of sticky nectar string from her soft muzzle. Her fore hooves landed on the stage. The bulge in her tail coming to rest safely in her stomach. She felt herself getting close, the wonderful feel of a another living pony snuggling inside her stomach was not helping her keep her cool. “Ahhw,” she gasped nearly squirting a hot drizzle down Viv's probing tendrils. She bit her lip, her orgasm had to wait, she had to make it to the next song before it was time to cum.
With a soft seductive smile, Viv withdrew her tongues from within her friend, drawing them back down her throat. Her lips closed around her tail. The heavy tummy resting on her head, her tail slithering around its distended side. She pressed her hooves to the stage, sliding back on her chest, letting the tail glide from between her moist lips, the Fuzz filled stomach of her friend sagging to the floor as she freed herself from under it. Free, she bounced up in time with the beat, spring to her hooves like a pouncing cat. A smirk sneaked across her lips, her body rubbing across her friend's side as she stalked along the curve of bloated bat mare's belly.
A salivating tongue crept over Violet's shoulder blade, snaking through her sensitive under wing fur, while another slipped like a serpent through her chest floof. The lips of the plant tatzl pressed into the bat's, the remaining two tongues being gulped reflexively down Violet's panting throat as their lips pressed together. The saliva of the plant mare relaxed and soothed her, lulling deeper and deeper into a warm state of lustful bliss. Violet felt the warm tail of her friend entwined with hers, brushing it softly before the glowing petals of the closed flower were slid between her still slick folds. Her vag gasped, her mouth sputtering a hot gust of breath with flecks of drool into that of her friend. Oh, you think you are the only one who can do that? Her own tail snapped to attention, wiggling its way between Vivienne's glowing cunt lips, the tip tickling her G spot while the slow thrust teased her moist clit.
The onlookers cheered, the roar cut with loud slurps and a few moans as more of the attendees vanished in lustful throws of passion.
Vivienne's slit trembled, a warm billow of her natural intoxicating floral musk oozing from her nethers. The cunt clasped around the foreign tail, sheathing it within its steaming embrace. A glow brightened across her cheeks, her sap flushing to her skin.
From within the bat mare's belly wet drips of stomach juice washed over the little mare. The gurgling pit quite harmless to a pony of flesh and blood. Fruit was the only thing that needed to fear this treacherous chamber, and Fuzz was very much a pony not made of fruit. She nuzzled into its soft slimy walls, feeling Violet's body hugging around her, holding gentle. It was nice, almost like a womb. She curled up, the smell of her own musk bathing her in its thick sweet scent. She was sure it must be hot on Violet's breath. A smile across her lips, knowing how that would make Vivienne salivate.
With a wet gulp Viv's two tongues were invited to join Fuzz. They travelled along the creases of the stomach, worming their way around Fuzz's collar. One, slithered through the leash ring, while the other slid between the collar and her fur, climbing up her cheek to politely stroked the her trembling lips.
“Huuuu,” Fuzz inhaled, parting her mouth to let the cool drooling tongue slither into her maw. Her lips closed, tongue curling around the cool wet vine. She gulped, her throat pulling Viv's tongue towards her belly, the relaxing saliva sinking into her throat, drawing a nice pink flush to her fully cheeks. She felt a tug from around her neck, her muzzle pulled up, pressing into Violet's relaxed throat.
Viv recoiled her tongue, drawing the little mare from her friend's throat, the effects of her saliva had left the esophagus fully loose, a perfect squishy tube to draw the mare forth from.
The light of Viv's glowing deep purple maw slowly dawned into Fuzz's view, her body damp, relaxed, quivering with pent up pleasure.
With a wet smuck, Vivienne's lips parted from her friends. The wet body of the little cyber mare being gently pulled from the bat tatzl's open maw.
Fuzz let her legs step to the floor, her hinds soon to follow. She was drenched from nose to tail with a concoction of all manner of sticky mouth drool. The song started to fade, the crowd, or what was left of it, started to stamp their hooves in approval
The song slowed, fading softly fading away as Viv's tongues slide from the little mare's throat and left their hold on her collar. Fuzz's lips trembled as she watched them go, wishing she could followed them down to rot within the plant mare glowing gut, to feel the uncountable fibres of the fungi breaking down her body into a rich earthy soil. She would be completed, truly becoming an earth pony.
The room fell silent. “Give it up for our lovely ladies! But that was only the appetizer!” the DJ's voice echoing around the room, the room could almost feel him smirking. “So put your hooves down, and try to save those tummy travails for the end, because you don't want to miss what comes next!” The music slowly started to fade up, a soft mix of house beats cut with a low blissful sea of stomach sounds. Some prerecorded and some from the mare now dissolving within the DJ's gut, the slut had lost her cool as soon as the flower's scent had touched her nose. Now she was part of the show, her digestion helping to add to the ambience of the club as the three dancers took their position for the next act.
Song 2: The Release
The seven tongues of the two mares rippled from their maws, each coiling, curling and caressing around a different part of the little cyber mare. Viv's crept playfully over her back, one lapping across her dripping folds, its second twin, had a darker plan in mind, its post tip pressing passed her brown back door, forcing its way deep within her brown bowls. It drooled across her inner thigh its tip teasing around her tips. Oh captain my captain please let me not cum too soon. She imaged his strong steady worlds telling her told hold back the tide as Viv's last tongue tenderly toyed with the outer rim of her asshole that the second tongue had so greedily burrowed inside of.
It was Violet's turn to tease the little mare, her purple mouth noodles winding their way around the little quaking mare, her lips pulling up in a broad smile seeing Fuzz writhing under the assault of her and her friend. The first of her tongues wiggled around the ornate collar that adorned Fuzz's neck. The feel of the throat's gulp teasing across her tongue as yet another of Fuzz's buttons were pressed. The second, tickled the little mare's lips, before pressing deeper inside the her maw, exploring the strange cave for all it hand to offer. The last tongue, slithered down across Fuzz's chest, stroking over her beating heart.
The eyes of the large bat and the little cyber mare locked their gazes, Violet tugging Fuzz's maw to her lips, joining with her in a soft passionate seal.
What was Fuzz to do? Her cunt drizzled, her ass burned with sensation, each teat a mammary mound of manic mutilation, teased and toyed by the taunting tongue. Her maw was not faring much better, her lips locked, sweet mango scented breath wafting within her mouth. Her stomach filled, her intestines under investigation. All capped off by the tug on her collar. The part of her that was not, yet held all she was. She wished she had remembered to take it off before the show, her mind now drenched with feelings of intimate desire. Not the right thoughts for performing on stage before a host of hungry onlookers.
Viv lowered herself to her stomach, turning, rolling onto her back. She slid with a sleekly grace under the dazed mare. Her tail shifting to the side, her purt anus puckering just under the slick frothing slit that dripped with the steady flow of a leaky faucet.
Wafts of the plant mare’s sweet earthy musk rose to great Fuzz's nose, frothing her maw with a torrent of salivation.
“Eat my earthy ass~” Violet cooed into Fuzz's ear, pulling down on her collar to for her nose to kiss the deep purple anus. Suddenly, her cunt was gaped once more by Viv's tail flower, her domination of the little mare cut abruptly short as it was plunged deep inside her, pushing past her cervix, her belly bulging as the tip bloomed with her belly.
“Mmm, got the drop in you this time.” It was an open part of their dance, only the use of tails had been scripted. She eased her tail to and fro, working the soft nether flower of her friend. Violet's warm secretions bathing her tail's micro root fibre fur in its lowly oozing slick.
Fuzz felt her head forced down, her nose poking inside the ponut. She could almost smell herself from the day before, the scent of her body turned to a thick mulch. “HHHHhhh” her lunges filled, lips doing everything they could to work the purple ring. Her mind was in shambles, her dash boad blazing as her buttons were pressed with pause or hesitation.
“Aaaa,” Vivienne whimpered in lust, her drizzling cunt sending trickles of fluid that flowed down around the hungry mouth as it lapped at her exit. The song was reaching its peak, there was no reason to hold back. With a shutter that racked her whole body she let the fervour consume her. Her body shook like a mountain blowing its top, her puss gushing a squirt of cum across Fuzz's mane and muzzle.
The release was contagious, Violet already having been so worked up for all that had been happening. A lustful EEEEEeeeeeeee~ squeaked its way from her throat. Her wings flared open, her pussy blooming around Viv's tail, her wet lustful cum dripping to the floor with a dull platter.
Fuzz saw a white light, her mind lost as her body erupted, her cunt, her ass, her mouth, teats, she was lost to the world, gone to somewhere else. She fell limp on top of Viv's warm body, waves of deep uncontrollable power surged through her. In that moment she felt a oneness, a bliss.
Song 3: Vore!
“I hoped you like the main dish, but still more to come!” the DJ called to the half dozen or so ponies that were still around. The cover had been high tonight for good reason. Most would want to buy the recording to see what they missed, but ponies sitting at home were ponies not buying drinks.
The numbers of guest still left were lost on the performers on stage. Fuzz gradually retiring to earth as her orgasm slowly faded. The three took their places for the next number, tongues and tails retiring to their own personal spaces. “Mmm, you do love my ass~” Viv teased in a soft whisper, feeling much more relaxed about the final act of her number than she had at the start.
A club employee made their way to the stage, passing Fuzz to gut scanners. To took them, still lost in a sort of post sex haze. She popped one into her mouth, swallowing it with a loud gulp, with the other she reached back and slid it up her tight ass. The technological marvels would scan her inside letting the internal view be projected onto her body making the flesh seem invisible and letting everyone watch what was happening to the ponies inside her. They were costly things as the custom was to make them digestible, but this was a set worth bring them out for.
The music started to fade in, Fuzz getting to her hooves, she turned to show off her ass to the four ponies that remained, their overstuffed gut gurgling their approval of her tight purt anus. “It looks hungry. I think I better feed it something!” she looked between the two mares on either side of her.
This was part of the plan, the part Viv had been worried about. Her tongues crept out, all four snaking into their snug shit filled space. The anus stretched like a rubber band, the hard bite of Fuzz's last meal tugging at Viv tongue. She did not mind, in fact, she loved the taste. Pony shit was plant food, and she was most definitely a plant.
“Aaw, mmm, time to become the shit you were always meant to be.” Fuzz looked over at Violet, “I think your friend needs some help - Would you be a dear move into her new home.” the script was alright, not the best, but it worked.
Violet moved in beside her friend, taking her head with her purple tongues, her legs were still a little wobbly from her orgasm, but the show must go on. “Goodbye my friend...” she whispered, as she forced the the muzzle of her friend between fuzz's brown cheeks.
Her forelegs bent, chest kneeling to the stage, ass thrust into the air, gut stretching, belly sagging, the smooth fur of the lovely exotic mare slipping into like a nice set of slick anal beads. The tongues wrapped through her, pressing up into her small intestine, their outlines wriggling under her stretched flesh. “Aaaaa, keep her coming, this ass needs more than just a little head.” okay that one was a little better.
Smells of shit clutched Viv's nose, the little ponies bowls rich with all many of new smells. Her muzzled pushing into some bones, a broken bone legs, her tongue curled around it. The wet digestive anal slime coating her body in a thick musky stench. Her hooves drew up as she pressed them to the ponut, the little mare’s hungry ass slurping them up with little hesitation. She was almost half inside how. Her body quivered, flesh starting to sting, her breathing becoming hot and heave as her body readied for orgasm round two.
Violet's tongues slid from around her friend. “Oh Fuzz, that’s so fucking hot.” She lay down before the little mare, Viv body still hanging hallway out her ass hole. “I could just dive right down that cute little mouth of yours...” she winked seductively, placing a tongue on Fuzz's lips as if to shush any protest the mare might make.
As if in reply Fuzz's tongue poked out tucking in around Violet's, lapping the salivating tendril into her maw like a dog would lap up a bowl of water. Her tongue draw down the Fuzz's throat, their lips drawing into a kiss. They held there for a moment letting each other fall into the wonderful feel of each others locked lips.
Fuzz's jaws parted, the kiss breaking, Violet's muzzle sliding smoothly inside. Gulp, Fuzz's throat bulged, her collar stretching to let the large head of the mare slip by. Sweet smoky fruit flavour brought her mouth alive, the mouth watering taste of her meal bringing a tear to her eye. Wet slurps, suckles, and swallows emanated from the little mare's throat. Violet's nose was greeted with a waft of acid bile, the little mare’s stomach primed and really to churn the tasty bat treat into a lovely brown nutrient slime.

From within the mare's anal passage came a long low moan, Vivienne doing her best to wriggling into the tight welcoming entrails. A drizzle of slack jawed drool leaked from her tail flower's petal lips, as it swayed. Her hooves pressed into the dance floor, forcing her long sleek body into the wonderful smelling shit encrusted whole. Her mid section vanished, her hooves leaving the ground as she pitched down, leaving her hooves to fail in the air, her rump sliding past the mares cheeks, her body wedged within, her mass lifting the mare form the floor. Only her tail and tips of her hind hooves remained outside Fuzz's bowls now, and soon those too would be slurped up by the little mare's cute little butt hole.
Fuzz gasped, sucking Violet's shoulders between her lips, her ass was ecstatic, mosh pit at a rock show. Her body strained, tears welling in her eyes, she gulped, slurped and swallowed, doing her best to manage the much larger prey. Her nose trembled, the batty floof making her sneeze as it tickled the back of her maw. It was just all so wonderful. The warm fur soothed her tight throat. She felt her belly fill, her bowls ballooning, her flesh see-through from the projection as the two mare's tunnelled farther and deeper into her insides.
Form the glow of her necklace Violet could make out the dim pinkish walls of the lovely mares tummy. The cramped space welcoming her like a tight blanket.
Body trembling, Fuzz's lips worked over her prey's large supple flanks, her tongue taking as much time as she could spare to explore the mare's ample teats. The lovely mango mare mounds quivered to her touched, the froth of fruity mare musk making its mark within Fuzz's overloaded nostrils. Her throat gulped again, she was no slouch at holding her breath whilst swallowing prey, she even knew how to breath around most, but she had her limits. Gulp, her throat trembled around her prey forcing it down with another swallow, relinquishing her time on the lovely slit. She felt it weeping from the loss, its drool catching her tough, a last farewell before it departed down her throat.
Viv felt her back end pulled farther in by the clenching gut. She marvelled at its tight firm power, the way the ponut clamp around her tail and hinds, inching them slowly in, tugging, pulling, teasing it along. She shivered, the hungry valve of the little mare sucking up the last of her legs with easy. Now, only the tip of her tail lay outside the hot mucky stinking bowls.
Gulp, Violet's hind lets left the dance floor, Fuzz now more belly than mare, pushing up with her fore legs, lifting up her head best she could to help the rest of the large bat mare to join within her stomach.
There was a wet slurping squelch, the end of Violet's tail slunk through the little mare's maw. Fuzz swallowed, gasping air into her lungs, the bulge in her throat subsiding. There was a tremble as her body's oxygen rich digestive juices frothed around her prey. Burpp, the hot smell of bile and warm scent of fresh mango mare greeted her nose.
Violet's body slowly curled up within the hot chamber, her muzzle tucking into her crotch, her own warm musky mare sent thick around her nose.
Viv's flower convulsed as her tongue slid once more between her legs, another two searching for the the stomach. The little brown ponut squeezing and rippling, drawing the glowing petals between puckering lips. It closed, sealing way the exotic treasure within its rank confines.
Fuzz lowered her tail, with what little leverage she had, she rolled to her side, letting the two large bulges in her belly be on full display.
“And there you have it, the DJ called out, more for the recorder then the last two member of the once full club. “But don’t give in to your urges just yet, the best part is still to come!” The sensors fuzz had swallowed showing a near perfect image of her insides, the two tatzls cramped and steaming with a hot blush, both with a tongue down their tails, and hoof on their glistening pussy.
Song 4: Delectable Digestion
The little mare closed her eyes, taking a deep breath as she let her body go to work, soon the lovely beauties she has been playing with would turn a shade not to much different than that of her fur. She smiled. Her body still in the dull after glow of her tantric orgasm form earlier.

Vivienne twisted within the bowls, the slime starting to seep into her fur, bite into her soft flesh. Her body was wrapped with pain from nose to tail, every part of her felt as if it was outside in the full noon day sun. Her nerves convulsed as the anal sludge the little pony's posterior digestive organ began to take its toll. Her tongues reached down the soggy shit casing, worming their way into the stomach were her friend lay curled in a cute belly shaped ball.
From within the stomach a faint glow from the bat pone's necklace showed the vine like tongues of the flower mare creep towards her cunt. She pressed out a hoof helping to guide them to her dripping cunny, letting her friend get one last taste of her before they were done in by the swelling destructive tract they both lay within. She shuddered as the pain started to take hold. She had said she would be okay without meds, that natural was fine with her. Viv's toxic fragrance was all she would need, the tatzl's natural way of lulling prey into submissive state of deep pleasure as they rotted away within her. Their pain turned to pleasure, their bodies in rapture was their last moments of life drew near. Her breath aired a soft eeeeee, the pleasure in her cunt opening the flow of blinding euphoric impulses to her brain. Her body was distilling into black goop before her eyes, but for all Violet could feel she might as well have been laying in the most wonderful spa, being massaged by the top masseuse.
Within the bowls, Viv was deep in a very different kind of pleasure, her rich glowing orange sap was leaking from her many searing wounds, the thick fibres that made of her muscles breaking and burning as the strong gut folded and churned. It pressed and squeezed the imprisoned pony, her fine fur and purple skin turning a Fuzz fur shade of brown as the gut's lining clawed her bodies water and nutrients form her agonized flesh.
Outside the recorders watched, Fuzz's breaths were slow and steady, a faint drizzling of pussy foam dripping down her inner thigh. She was in bliss, her body working the two mares to a lovely rich brown within her. She purred, eyes half open, a little drool hanging out the side of her maw.
Bones started to peek from under Violet's disintegrating fur, her mind drowned with blinding bliss. A smile crossed her lips as she felt the tongue within what little was left of her cunt go limp. She closed her eyes, letting herself fulling submit to the stomachs overwhelming power.
On the other end Viv had almost reached her end, her outer layer had been drained to shit, all the value her flesh might have had been extracted to feed the little mare. A faint gasped squeezed from her lips, her tails detaching from her the bowls folding her once more, mashing what was left of her conscious body, compacting her within the casing. The inside of her mouth felt dry, bitter, the long strands of fibrous tissue pulled apart. That was it, the fire burning, her mind unable to stay within its vessel. She saw a white light, then only blackness.
From outside the lone reaming pony watched, the flesh slowly dripping from the bat pony's bones, blood oozing into the sloshing chamber. Her organs floating in the slime she had become. Their bottoms burning, each slowly sinking like a ship below the waves of the stomach bile. Soon there was only bones, mashed into a tight ball. The rest of what had been Violet only a dull blackish sludge that gradually drained into her intestines. The red necklace casting a reddish bacon, like a little light house warning off those that might suffer the same fate.
Light orange flecks dotted the soggy shit that pressed its way towards the ponut. Fuzz's gut was finished with its meal, Viv's long stringy remains balling up with the wet slick other of non digestible cellulose as it was all squeezed back towards the tasty ass it had entered from.
Song 5: The Shit Show (Warning Disposal)
Fuzz placed a hoof on her rotund belly, gentle caressing its full figured form. “Mmm, you to were so wonderful, but it's time we said our goodbyes.” She rolled herself to rest on her stomach, her tail lifting, her tight pert anus clear for all to see.
A thick steaming mass of deep purplish brown crowned from between her flanks, the runny mass splattering to the stage with a dull wet plops. There was not much left of the plant mare, as a long mass of tangled deep green fibres slid from the brown back door like a spider spinning silk. The glowing pool grow as more and more the purple plant mare was added it to. The stinking mass smelling strongly of wet mulch on a hot summer's day.
“Aaaaa!” Her anus howled as the wonderful feel stroked its rubbery sides. It was unlike she had felt before, so soft and tender like a wet tongue rimming her whole interior. She planted her hooves, feeling the mass of bone and fur shifting to take Viv's place within her bowls. The last of the fluorescent laced matter fall from her. Her ass clenched, one down, one to go.
It was Violet's turn, a cracked rib smeared with steaming slime pushed form Fuzz's ass, finding its way into the dim light of the club. The smell of meaty shit rolled up, as her ass gave a little toot to clear the air that had been trapped behind Vivienne when she digested.
Fuzz stepped to the side, aiming her ass to start forming a second mound. The club would want to sell the remains as a souvenir to some lucky cash cow. With a thunk the bone clattered to the ground. The long log mass of compress brown bat remains clearly seen ooze through her bowls under her matching fur. The projected image showing every detail of the white and brown mass. Her tail kicked, the lovely feel of nice firm horse apples gracing her behind, it seemed her body had done a nice job grinding the bat mare in to fecal matter, only a few broken bone fragments remained of what had been a full skeleton before her bowls had had their way. Folded and crushed the last of Violet streamed forth, making a lowly mound next to her friends.
She felt something metallic pressing from between her cheeks, she clenched, pinching off Violet's necklaces. “Ha, better keeps this safe. It had been in the contract, the necklace was not be sold as part of the shit mound. Fuzz reached around the plucked it from ass. She shock the shit from its gold chain, before pulling it around her neck, letting it hang like a first place metal around her neck.
With a grunt that my have been more like a soft cry of suppressed joy, she shat the last of the bat mare. Fat hung from under her belly, some nice new thick rolls clinging to her flanks. Those two had done a number of her figure. She smiled, turning to gaze lovingly the steaming fruits of her accomplishments.
Act 3: A Good end for our Little Waifu
Thin trails of vapour rose from the two lovely mounds their stretch lost among the countless piles that had been those in attendance. “Do I get to eat you now?” the stallion grunted from half drunk stupor, taking a groggy step towards the stage. “I ate everyone else, and I want to finish you off.” he swung is ass around lifting his tall and showing the little dancer anus. Flecks of fresh shit smeared his fur, no doubt from the numerous other ponies he had been gorging on.
Fuzz wrinkled her nose, the ass gusting a hot toot of smelly gas into her face. “No, rule is third act I get to choose who I bring up here. You'll have to book a private appoint if you want to grantee my time.”
He snorted, “But I am the only one left. His mouth belched as his ass gusted her once more, a fleck of shit encrusted fur hitting her square between the eyes.
She looked around her eyes refocusing to the dim light, her heart dropped, dislodging the shit from her face with a shake of her head. He was indeed the only guest left. She looked the DJ, hoping he had an answer. A shitty ass was not a bad end for her, she'd seen worse, been in worse, but she didn't want to lose the the lovely fat she had gained, her plans to play with her two new friends would be squandered on that fat slob's flanks. She gulped, nose watering from the sure stench.
“And now for the final number of the evening...” The DJ caught her eye, he like her had clearly thought that this number would be the last of the night, as there not really an audience left for that audience participation section. He looked down at the live stream, the comments scrolling by. He smiled seeing the most echoed of them all. “Looks like with in-house down to only one, we'll be taking it online. By popular vote our lovely Fuzz will put that new fat to some good use. She'll be playing with herself for our last dance of the evening.” He ran a hoof over the nice fat role the mare he ate had become, “Take it away girl!”
Fuzz ears perked up, she breathed a sigh of relief. The stallion snorted, turning with the grace of a fat cow in a shopping cart. He fumbled his way towards the door, mumbling something about getting a refund. She wrinkled her nose. Hopefully management could send him on his way, but if not, at least she'd be able to enjoy her new body before The Hole booked her to make things up to him.
The last long of the night started to play, Fuzz reaching to grab the pole. Her flanks giggling, her belly fulling down over her teats. Her hoof end her her nethers, leg lifting into the air. With a smile she extended her cybernetic fingers, splaying her figure, the rich pink folds of her cunt dripping on full display. With a dive, she spurn forward as if diving into a pool, her forehoov hit the floor, hand wrapping around the pole.
She grasped the shiny metal phallus. This was her pole, her place to shine. Her hooves slid over her body, caressing her new curves like a painter's brush would stroke across a canvas. The gold chain sliding to hang down below her head. With one fluid moment she raised her head to her crotch, kissing one set of lips to the other. She eased her grip on the pole, letting her newly fat ass sink towards the stage, the pole inching along her anus, well her tongue plaid within her pussy.
As her butt hit the ground, she let go, stretching out so her lush robust form was on full display, her cunt frothed like a brook bubbling with spring snow melt. She swung her hips over, aiming her sweeping snatch towards the lovely shit piles that had been mares not so long ago. She tucked her had to her body, her nose nuzzling her slit. Her muzzle dripping with her own juices as her tongue cleaned her clit. Her fingers flew to help, her mind letting go once more as the passion over took her.
“Aaaaah!” Her cry split the empty club, she thrust her head back, her cunt gushing a stream of cum across mares she had churned to shit stacks. “Mmm, thank you girls, this was truly a good end...”
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