THINGS TO DO:
Kick ends up trying to get comfy while tied and shoves his hinds up his pokemon’s ass
Kick digesting

Kick Pacer walked through the locker room. Work was done for the day, another successful shift of moving titans of industry. The black unicorn sat on the bench in front of his locker and set about removing his interface suit. Gold magic pulled at clasps as cables were twisted loose. With a click, his locker was open and the greaves inserted in their holder. Staring at him on the shelf was a pokeball holding an arcanine. A big, male, friendly arcanine Kick was trying to tame. He’d gotten it more as a passing interest than a commitment. Only he couldn’t seem to get it to listen to him, the poke dog had a mind of its own. He ignored the ball for now and reached past it for a hygiene kit. He wanted a shower, then he’d try again to teach the big dog how to obey.

The kit caught the edge of the coiled leash the ball was nestled on and set it rolling off the shelf. Kick tried to hoof it, but fumbled and hit the release button. “Why is it right on the front?” croaked from his lips as the big beast was loose again. It stared at the locker it just got out of, at the leash. Leashes meant walks. Walks meant being free of the ball. Walks were good it thought. “No, not now. Get back in the ball.” Kick ineffectually tapped the storage device on his pokemon. It triggered, but the arcanine popped back out in a red flash, whining pitifully. Kick tried to get his mon back in the ball, but it just swatted it aside. “Ar?” The striped pokemon knew what it wanted, Kick did not. “Fine you just stay there, I’m showering.” Kick leaned off the bench and turned his tail to the fire dog. A mistake he often made around canids. He made it only a few steps before the arcanine saw the swaying flanks and got a better idea than just a shower.

The dog pounced on its master and knocked him forward into the ground. Meat rocket probed as paws sought purchase for the ass. Kick was a bitch again. “Off, down!” Kick attempted to swat the pokemon off with a metal leg. A growl in the throat got him to stop as the male asserted its dominance. A bite to the nape of the neck held Kick in his place as the hips pumped and the red rocket flipped up and down the crack trying to find purchase in Kick’s plush ponut. The black unicorn whimpered and grumbled. He never did know why he was always a bitch for canines. It just kept happening.

The arcanine finely caught its leaking tip in his ass and whoofed happily. It was ready for fun. The mast pushed in with a few humps of Kick’s ass. The short swivel perfect for the hot balls to slap his own coin purse and let Kick know just how much there was to go in. The girth was going to be more present, but for a pony it wouldn’t be as bad. Ponuts were quite stretchy, a necessary thing when a wrong hole choice could be an issue. Red flesh sank into the black ring, the dog keeping a hold on Kick. He would be bred, and it didn’t matter if he liked it. The deflated knot bulge was swelling, the whole cock was as it found the tight insides gripping. A bark echoed in joy before the arcanine gave a mighty shove and knocked Kick over the edge of the bench. He clattered forward with a ruckus before the arcanine followed to the hilt.

The noise attracted the attention of one of Kick’s coworker. A mare he had sought to spend time with tonight came to the door. “You okay in her,Ki-” She saw the beastial sight and blushed. “Oh oh um. I’m going to um.” Her voice said leave, but her hooves didn’t. They took her into the room to watch. She got close, a look at the mess of ongoing sex. She could feel the heat, the arcanine not doing the AC any favors. Musk and sweat tickled her nose, a fantasy indulgence on the stallion. She laid back near a locker, a wing tip spreading her sex. “Watch. You should have told me about this plan Kick. He’s a handsome boy. Who’s a good boy, who’s a big good boy.” She called out to encourage the regal dog on. This hadn’t been her plan, but she was going to take this chance to see a fantasy made real for her.

The arcanine picked up its pace, knot bulge inflating as the pressure grew in Kick’s ass. “Why won’t it listen!” he wailed, ignoring the training guide. The beast just slammed forward, pulled back, and hilted the knot. THe flesh bulb knocked on Kick’s ponut. Each slam a whine as it tried to get in. Ruby jest played with her clit watching the show. “Knot him boy, knot him!” she shoved feathers along her walls, the motion sending shivers down her spine. THe arcanine didn’t need a cheerleader to know that was the proper step. The anal probe swelled into Kick, his ponut dilating and stretching as flesh gave way. The pressure made it sting and ache for the cyborg pony, but he couldn’t halt it. He was getting the knot.

The speared sphincter bulged inwards before giving up the attempt and accepted the anal invader. The doughnut ring popped and pulled back, soft velvet flesh showing a bit at the edge as the humping continued. Ruby got the sight of two black assholes connected by a scarlet dildo. Not something to be seen often. All the better for her as she luxuriated in the sight. A plan formed for her, a way to give in to a fantasy she kept to herself for far too long. SHe’d seen Kick’s friends, knew of their habits. She was going to do it. But first, the bowel breeding needed to finish. The bitch needed to milk her master dry.



Ruby bared herself to Kick. She wanted him to know just how moist the fact he was going to be shit got her. “Before I cast you off to be dog shit,  why not give me a kiss?” She leaned back, her nethers shoving him in. “Kissy kissy, doggy doodie” Ruby gave a quick buck of the hips and Kick’s ears pinned forward. “Oh I hope I’m there when you come out. I want to see you sliding out of his sexy ass. Steaming there on the ground as more and more just piles up. MMM, I want your skull to land there on top, just cresting that mound.” Her wings pushed out, the thought making her blood flow. “Such a sexy thought. Thanks for this night Kick. So much better than you said.” Ruby pushed back and locked Kick’s muzzles in her dripping folds. She strangled off his tepid “You too.” as he was sent for a quick walk down colon lane.

The bowels of the fire dog slathered muck and bits of crap into his once black fur. Nothing but a clear reminder for the somewhat love struck and sexuall exhausted pony of his future. He wriggled, the flesh sticking and yanking on his fur like an oversized brush. The heat was the worst part, it actively sapped his will. He had all the strength he could ever need, the reactor inside him wasn’t going to fail. It didn’t do much good when his mind just slowed.Much like his ascent into the ass, the pokemon keeping him low. After all, what more fun way than grinding Kick pacer into doggy duty directly.


Ruby stayed on her belly. THe smell intoxicating, the sight of how Kick had been processed into pony poop thrilling. A whole stallion now just the brown mass in front of her muzzle. The arcanine pulled its tongue out of her folds as she panted. “W, wow. You can do that to a pony? So so fast?” She shook, a post orgasm shudder cutting into her mind. “What if I said to eat me? Would you?” She was lost in her moment, her thoughts being taken over by the sexual desires in her. The arcanine whoofed, and brought its empty rear down on her face before she could say more. She already smelled like dog poop, was under its ass, and liked it. Why not make her look like it he reasoned. The all consuming pony packer parted again. Bowel slime slicked down on the feeder cum prey. She’d be out soon. Just as fitting as Kick was for her perverse lust.

His tail flopped over Ruby’s head, curving over her to provide a guide. Her muzzle went between the black ass cheeks. Loose, yet sweaty, they squelched along her muzzle. The fire hound gave a playful wiggle as it lathered her face there. She gave the turgid ring a small nuzzle. SHe wanted this, he wasn’t going to force her into being another pile of doggy dung. SHe wished he had, that would have been even hotter for her. Forced screaming and begging as a whole pony up a stinking ass, and come back out as an uncared for bowel movement. A load of stool left in public to be found. Her loins were burning again as she fell into the thought. A hoof swirled on her clit, stringing herself along. 

Lumps of bowel goop pulsed on her muzzle. The rubbery ring spread out and over as she got a deep breath fresh from the inside of the rank ass. It was fetid and foul, but the allure was amazing. For her it held only promise. A promise of a smooth new look for her future. The scalloped bowel tissue pressed and pulled, tugging her in deeper. She surrendered to being the big woofers butt plug. Her ears were flattened as the asshole let her worm her face in. SHe could have stopped there. Tapped out and the arcanine would simply let her have her fantasy before releasing her. She didn’t and pushed past the sphincters. She wanted, needed to be a colon clogging load. It was the only way she could end her night now.

The butt tensed and she was pulled to her shoulders. Rippling muscles slathered her in musky ichor. Once those were in there was only one way out for her. The arcanine stood a little and shifted. He moved forward some to properly prepare to make her a butt stuffer. From the outside there was not much of Ruby to see. Just a large heaving arcanine turning the room into a sauna and toilet. Ruby was clenched, her shoulders were bent down. The pressure grew. Near crushing in pain as the ring slid slowly out. If she had thought this through, she might have brought some lube. But then it wouldn’t have been as spontaneous. The ring finally popped over and that was it. One pegasus on its way to being poop, and nothing she could do to stop it as the pokemon sat down on the floor. He was using her as a part dildo to shove her in. Each sit followed by lifting more of her to be under that anal forge.

The bottom mouth consumed Ruby. SHe was just food now. Living thinking food with dreams fitting into a ravenous ass. Cum seeped from between her thighs and left a trail on the floor. Her hip were twitching and grinding as she went. Desperate to have something to fuck her wild in the moment. But that stallion was now a pile of warm shit. Just as she would be soon. Already her muzzle tingled as it began to digest. Acids and enzymes breaking her down as bacteria began to colonize her for food.



The black rear end turned. A puff of gas leaked out, clapping the exit in awaiting applause for Kick Pacer’s return. The star parted and pink flesh could be seen again. Albeit far more moist and oily looking than earlier when it had sealed away the cyber pony. The flesh was puffy, coated in little bits of bowel juice as the thickened mass pushed its way down the long shit chute. While the dog had long since finished the main portion of their walk, he wasn’t quite ready to turn in for the day. With a happy tail wagging bounce, the large pokemon set off to find a place it knew well, the Orchard. It was where it found itself quite frequently with its master, always a bit heavier for it, but then a fire type had a metabolism to care for. Off he went, dick swaying out of the locker room. A hind paw knocked his trainer’s door shut, keeping his stuff safe for now, but not him. After all, the arcanine was still at his heart a good guard dog, just in his own way.

With his speed, the Arcanine was at the Orchard lickety split, and the place was occupied. He whined at the full door. He wouldn’t be able to get in and see the nice mare inside. He loved when she ran her fingers in his orange fur. In fact she was on a tv now. He took a seat and barked at her, tail thumping heavily. He’d need to find her later. All the shaking moved the bowel brownie of Kick down in the dog’s colon. Snaking clumps of brown and green firmed up into more solid logs. Flecks of black fur dotted throughout. The dog moaned happily, the legs had melted like the rest of his master. A rare thing that would shock the others in the group, as that wasn’t normal. But then neither was the Arcanine’s digestive heat.

The digestive slop packed tight in the doggie bowels. Fermenting and firming, the doggie doo doo pushed its way into the colon. Though Kick was nothing more than hot shit, he knew where he was. The grid holding him alive through even this. Aware now that he wouldn’t be getting any mare pussy wetting his dick tonight. At least not as he saw the way it should have been. His molten form vented gas, passing the odor back out of the arcanine. It was a firm come hither to some of the crowd from Kick. His smell attracting some curiosity to the big dog. The first clot of sewer sausage was ready for the arcanine to dispose of. Kick was pressed and smooshed against the back door. He was ready to come out, all in a smooth and soft form. His pokemon had showed him the real master now.

The fat mass of digested pony built up enough to get the Arcanine’s attention.His master now felt like the squishy soft worm he was, thinking he had the badges to boss around such a powerful fire dog. The arcanine’s striped fur rippled as he turned his dark taint to the crowd. They were curious, and he knew that crap was a common smell from there. The taut flesh parted and more gas pushed out of the small opening. A sputtering crack that turned to a hiss, as the dark turd finally became visible in the back. The velvety pink flesh widened, black pulling back into a shocking color change as the internal flesh contrasted so heavily. Let alone with the solid mass of knobbled shit in there. With a press of the bowels, Kick was done with his walk.

There Kick knew where he was at last. The vore bar he was always at. At least it wasn’t stuck in the woods he thought miserably. His dollopy form was soon heaved forward, a point of light suddenly widening as he slid out. He was a turd again. A thick ropey turd from his own pokemon now. He didn’t look good, the ladies weren’t going to love him as some dumb mutt’s leavings. Out of that voluptuous anus to hit the cool air was quite a shock. His remains were steaming heavily, the foul fog carrying a heavy spicy musk of dominated pony from the cum in there. A few could tell the last few minutes of the prey had been mostly fucking. They just didn’t know if it was one last thrill before going past those jaws, or as had happened, blatant sodomy by a superior to their bitch. The Arcanine kept pushing out the stallion shit sludge, the flow unbroken. At the rate things were going, Kick Pacer would leave as he entered, a whole pony. Just digested into something more fitting of how he should look.

Arcanine had bent down now, leaving its deflating belly on the ground  as its tail remained skyward. The pose had seen the pony in and now it saw him out. The line was enjoying the show, a griffon had grabbed pony and thrown them up against the wall, already balls deep in her ass as she panted and moaned. She was enjoying the scene, loving how much she would look like that come the morning with the griffon. The fire dog murred as his prostrate was pressed tight. Red rocket dropped and dangled as his fuzzy black balls dropped and jounced. Fun going in and going out, just how trainer should be. The rank remains piled up, Kick fully aware of how much of himself was shit, all as more of it just piled on, coil by coily layer. And then the end came up.

The turd snake fell free on itself, now a pungent and well placed public load to be watched through the night. Not much showed it as Kick, just a few tufts of his fur survived. Perhaps that was for the better, to simply be an unknown turd in public. Such things tend to stick around for some time, and with this particular bar, it was guaranteed to be a very long time when he was found. Kick really was a crappy pokemon trainer.
