Wishy rolled over in his bed, blinking the groggy feeling of sleep from his eyes. What hour is it? He looked at the digital display by his bed. Three am. Who could be knocking on his door at this time of night? “I’m coming!” He mumbled, trotting across his living room. He tossed the door open, ready to confront whoever had roused him from his slumber.
“Tree?!” The tan coloured stallion stumbled back, falling flat on his ass. His ears pinned back, his chestnut-coloured mane jostling as he blinked his amber eyes at the large, imposing, clay gray alicorn stallion standing framed in his doorway.
“You seem surprised?” He grinned, strolling past Wishy, brushing his two-tone green tail across the cream coloured swatch on the other stallion's muzzle.
“Yes... I.. But...” Wishy scrambled to his hooves, rushing to close the door.
“Do you not know why I am here?” Tree meandered over to Wishy's bed, flopping across it like an oversized house cat.
“I...” He eyed Tree’s stomach, his gaze slowly shifting to settle on the alicorn's hungry lips. “I am not in the mood...” He mumbled, feeling his cock tremble within its sheath.
“Really? Humm. Well, I guess you can just climb down my throat and I'll go see if your sister can address my remaining needs. I bet she'll be quite flustered as she rubs my gut knowing it's you slowly melting inside.” He rolled onto his side, his large pink cock dropping out across his inner thigh. “Well, bring those butterscotch flanks over here.”
He gulped, a deep blush flushing over his cheeks. “I... You should not need to go to my sister for your pleasure... I... That would not be right... for me to be such a disappointment to anyone.”
Tree patted the bed next to him, watching as Wishy obediently sat where he was told. “You have hesitations about servicing me?” He smiled. “Would it help if I put something around your neck?”
“You’re offering to collar me on our second meeting?” He mumbled, awkwardly looking down at the blanket.
“We both know that this would just be for fun. A little treat for my new toy.” He ran his hoof across the other stallion's throat, a collar of twisting roots materializing in the wake of his touch. “Now you are mine, at least until my stomach removes this temporary bondage from around your neck.”
He felt a sense of calm settle over him, the tight feel of the collar snuggling around his throat bringing his mind into clear focus. “How can I please you, master...”
“Mmm, that's better. The slut remembers his place.” His hoof drifted down Wishy’s spine, giving a little tug on his tail. “Let's see what you are packing.”
“If it would please... You...” He rolled onto his back, splaying his legs open to allow his temporary master to gaze down upon his nethers.
“Your cock is so thick and full before I have touched it or your stallion hole. You better not blow your load before I am done.”
“I... I won't master.” He gulped, feeling Tree lift his balls to examine his puckering anus.
“Your ass looks tight, are you sure you are able to handle someone with as much girth as I?” Tree cupped Wishy's cock with his free hoof as if weighing it against the odds it would fit within his toy's puckering pleasure passage.
“Yes, I have been practicing...” He said sheepishly, trying not to look at the top drawer of his dresser where the extra-large dragon dick dildo was safely secured.
“Have you? This is good to hear, I like to use protection when doing anal, and the type I choose can be a little hard for my bottoms to handle.”
“A little hard... Like, you use a thick condom?”
“Something like that.” He smiled, letting Wishy's balls fall back across his taint. “Would you say you could handle my hoof?” His horn glowing momentarily, as the fur on his foreleg glittered with a thin, nearly imperceptible layer of magic film formed around it.
“Yes... I.. I think I have enough experience to handle something of that size.”
“Very good, how about something bigger, say... a full-grown mare.” He pressed his hoof into the rubbery flesh of his bottom’s backdoor, forcing the hard base inside the fleshy valve. He felt the flesh reflexively tighten. “Problem?”
“No... um.. well... I... never...”
“You have never taken a full mare up your ass before? I thought you’re bi, never knew you only liked stallions squirming up inside you.” He slipped his hoof deep, feeling Wishy's cock throb against his leg. His tone hardened. “Remember what I said about not cumming until I am done with you. If you do I will rip your soul from your flesh and use it as a flower pot decoration.” 
“Yes master, I will not disobey you.” He gulped, knowing Tree had every intention to follow through with his threat should he dare to disappoint his master. “Truthfully I... I hope this does not offend you, but I have never taken any pony up my ass before... I don't know if I could...”
“A single mare is too much? “ Tree scoffed, “Some slut you are, what's the largest thing you have taken up your ass before?” He twisted his hoof, eliciting a deep guttural moan from his toy.
“A...bowling ball...”
“Well, tonight's your lucky night. No bottom butt slut wearing a collar I placed around their neck is going to settle for a single bowling ball. Time you took in your first full mare. One sec.” He turned away, his tone changing as he had just taken a phone call. “Fuzz? Ya, I got an issue with a sub I play with. He has the gall to call himself a slut, but has never taken a mare up the ass before. So you can help? Great, I'll toss you the address, get here as soon as you can. This anal vore virgin is not going to last all night and I want to get my fun out of him before he becomes a flower pot decoration.” He smiled down at Wishy. “Your first mare is on the way, better loosen up. She'll be here shortly.”
“Yes... I...” His ears pinned back, “but how can I do that?”
“Let's take a look around, see what items we might use to help loosen you up.”
“Yes sir!” Wishy gasped, his cock crying for release as Tree withdrew his foreleg from Wishy's tender hole.
“Well go on then, go bring me some items to stretch your anus.”
Wishy nodded, his gait was a little funny as he did his best to pull his ass back into shape after Tree's leg length exploration. “Um... I have these?” He fumbled through the top dresser drawer, pulling out a long string of black anal beads, each about the size of a tennis ball. “Will they do?”
“Those are a bit small next to the size of a mare's head.” Tree snickered. “I was thinking maybe something with a little more girth to it.”
“Um... yes.. of course.” He mumbled, moving to his closet and pulling out a cloth bag. From within it, he pulled out a lime green bowling ball. “Will this do?”
“Mmm, now that's a good start. Bring both over here. I have an idea.”
“Yes sir.” he clipped his teeth into the little groove on the ball, bringing it over to Tree.
“Yes, this will do nicely to open up that tight hole of yours. Large and round.” He picked up the string of anal beads, his horn glowing as a bond of light formed, adding the bowling ball to the end of the string. “There,” He patted the bed, “Time to prove your worth by getting fucked, butt slut.”
Wishy climbed back onto the bed, lowering his front as he thrust his ass in the air. A bead of sweat dripped down his brow, as he felt the cool, smooth surface of the first bead in the chain tease his rubbery flesh. He pulled a deep breath into his lungs, relaxing, letting his anus give way and allowing the ball to slip inside. One down. His heart started to pound, he clenched his gut, teasing his abdominal muscles as his ass slowly slurped up the next bead in line. 
“Good, seems you have some control back here.” Tree teased, giving his flank a hardy slap. “But can you keep it up? No good slut would have a loose ass.”
“Mhmm.” He mumbled, his tongue drooling out the side of his maw, it was taking all he had just to hold back the tide brewing in his balls, let alone pull in the heavy chain of beads. He clenched. Three. His breathing grew heavy as the chain slowly vanished between his flanks. Link by link it slunk from sight, his bowels drinking it up like a load of hot cum. “Tree!” He gasped, the chain suddenly tugging back as he reached the hefty mass of the bowling ball. “I don't think I can... This is too much.”
“Sad... Well. I can always just shove you into my balls and go fool around with your sister. She's never backed down from a challenge I set her.”
“No. Please... I will do as you ask.” He felt a wad of embarrassment balling up within his gut. His lips trembled as a deep blush rolled onto his cheeks. He closed his eyes, lungs heaving, gut struggling, his poor anus doing all that it could to lift the massive girth of the bowling ball from its place on the bed. 
“Seems you are not quite the slut you thought” Tree shook his head, placing his hoof on Wishy's rump. “Here is a little pro tip. Think about what you are doing, and what I asked you to do. Did I say you had to lift the ball? No. Only that you had to fit it past your tight anus.” He pressed down, lowering Wishy’s flanks till his ass kissed the smooth crown of the lime green ball. “So much to learn...”
Wishy was in shock, he had been so focused on pleasing his master he had failed to see the solution staring him right in the face. “A...Awwn...” he mumbled under his breath. 
“Still having problems?” Tree chuckled, watching as Wishy struggled to get a hold of the large, round orb.
“It's just too big!” He gasped. “I only did this once... And it was on a solid surface! The softness of the bed lets it keep shifting away from me...”
“Even with it being attached to a chain... Oh my, I don't think you should be letting people call you a slut after this...” 
“I can take your full leg with no issue! That's plenty slutty for most normal ponies!” He retorted, anger at his limitations frothing up around his words as he continued to struggle with all he had to draw the large, heavy ball into his bowels.
“Well, if you want to play with normal ponies I can always just leave. Normal ponies don't turn their prey to cum. If you want vanilla you aren't even worth my time to eat. I can go now if you like. If you think you can live with yourself knowing you aren't good enough for me? Due to faults only of your own accord. What would your sister think, I wonder? Knowing her brother failed me.”
“Please Tree... It's just too much... I can't get a grip....” He stopped mid sentence, suddenly realizing that Tree had never told him he had to pull the ball into his ass from the bed. The floor was within reach... His struggle was purely of his own doing... His ears flattened back, his cheeks, if flushed before, were now boiling red. Slowly, he stood up, slinking to the floor like a wounded dog. Thump. He clenched, at the very least he could show Tree that he would not let the beads slip from his ass as he changed position. 
“Maybe there is hope for you yet.” He nodded, watching as Wishy delicately moved the ball to the hard floor. He shifted his ass over it, positioning his full weight so it rested squarely on the point his ass kissed the crown of the bowling ball. He gulped, allowing his lower bowels to release, he could feel the chain of beads start to slide back, but not that it mattered since the door was blocked. He felt his ass begin to stretch, his flesh whimpering, anus gaping liking a yawning maw. Just a little more... He could feel his flesh begging for him to stop, his muscles burning as they were asked to do the impossible. His lip trembled, he had to focus, not only on the ball but also on his throbbing cock. All would be lost if he could not subdue the overwhelming lust gushing from his gaping anus as it devoured the heavy ball inch by trembling inch. Almost, he felt his ass hit the halfway point, his abdomen distending as the heavy object rolled inside his bowels.
A long sigh gushed from his lips as he felt his puckering sphincter kiss the floor. He moved a hoof to rub the large, round lump within his gut. “There. I... I did as you asked.”
“That you did.” Tree looked towards the door. “Just in time, Fuzz says she's outside. Why don't you go let her in for me.”
“Yes... Yes sir,” he got to his hooves, his gut sagging a little from the weight as he made his way to the living room. He could feel he was walking funny, his legs not used to such a large mass hanging between them, and that was to say nothing about his ass. It would be quite some time before his flesh was able to reset itself from such a massive workout.
“Fuzz?” He asked, opening the door to see a brown mare, both her mane and the white mark on her muzzle were almost the same colour as his. Only her fur was different, a light brown next to his far more milky tan. His eyes moved down to her legs, each one had been replaced by a carbon black cybernetic augment. Around her neck was a black leather collar with a silver tag of Tree's hourglass oak tree mark. “You're a cyborg?” He blurted before he could catch himself. “Did you get in an accident or something?”
“Naw,” Fuzz shrugged. “I had a weak grip, it was either augments or have my genetics reworked, so I went with the legs as they had more personality to them.”
“Don't they make the pred sick?” He asked, stepping to the side so she could enter.
“Nope, they are vore safe, made to digest. Also they’re free of heavy metals and other toxic stuff. Don't you worry.”
“I guess that's good.” He gulped, closing the door behind her. He led her back to the bedroom, doing his best to clench tightly so as not to let the large, heavy ball fall out of his ass prematurely.
“Glad to see you made it.” Tree grinned, welcoming Fuzz with a warm hug.
“So this is the stallion? You say he got a virgin anus, never had a mare or stallion up his butt before?”
“Worse, nothing bigger than a bowling ball, and even that is proving to be a work out for him.” He pointed to the round lump in Wishy's gut. “Not sure I can rightly call him a butt slut with his current level of experience.”
“Mmm, well I do love popping a stallion's brown cherry.” She slunk from her owner's arms, moving to circle Wishy like a shark around a sinking raft. “Looks like you've been getting him warmed up, that ass looks so loose I could fall inside with one misplaced step.”
“He does lack control. Part of me wonders if the toy I had him shove up there is going to unceremoniously drop like an incontinent turd.”
“That would be embarrassing.” Fuzz giggled, giving Wishy’s flank a gentle stroke. “Seems he likes the feel though, little guy is hard as a rock.” her hoof opened into a hand as she moved to stroke his trembling shaft.
“No, Miss, sorry.” His ears flattened, his cock almost rupturing as her hand moved to caress his tender, throbbing, engorged length. “I am not allowed to climax unless I want my soul to be a flower pot decoration.”
“Tree, you have this poor toy wound tighter than an overclocked watch spring, poor guy, he just wants to nut for his master.” She leaned in, giving his ear a playful love nibble.
“He can nut once I have finished playing with him.” Tree smiled. “Now, do you need to do anything before I fuck you up his virgin ass?”
She slipped back into his arms, rubbing her ass along her master’s firm, pink fleshy meat. “If that is what makes you hard.” She teased, her lip trembling as he moved his hoof slowly down her side, tenderly caressing her soft, brown, feminine curves before taking hold of his throbbing cock and inserting it into her tight, puckering ass.
“Wishy it's time.” Tree pulled Fuzz to his chest, holding her as if she was an extension of his stallion mast.
“Yes sir.” He gulped, feeling the pit drop out of his stomach. Fuzz was a little mare, but she was still a good three quarters his size, if not more. Slowly, he climbed up onto the bed once more, flipping his tail to the side as he presented his bottom for Tree to rut with a mare speared on the girth of his alicorn cock.
“Time for you to feel what it means to be a real butt slut.” Tree chuckled, bringing Fuzz's forelegs up around her head and holding them out so her front hooves pressed into Wishy's gaping ass hole.
“So loose. It's like I am slipping into a sleeping bag.” Fuzz's legs slid inside.
He could feel the hard edges of her cybernetic legs massage his tender flesh, then... “Ahhn!” Her hardness was joined by a sudden warmth as her soft nose nuzzled in alongside her legs. His body shook, the light from overhead dimming as Tree’s shadow fell over him. A sudden thrust drove Fuzz's whole head inside Wishy's fleshy cave. “Tree!” He gasped, his body on fire, he was sure something must have ripped from the sudden force of having an entire mare's head forcefully inserted into his anal cavity. “Careful please.” He bit his lip, the pain almost overwhelming as his anus gave way to accept the mare's shoulder's within his gaping cavern.
“Would you look at that?” Tree chuckled, taking hold of Fuzz's flanks with both hooves. “Seems your butt is a little more supple than you lead me to believe.” He thrust again, forcing Fuzz into Wishy's backside almost to her midsection. 
“But what if I burst?” He cried, feeling the mare's hoof press into the bowling ball, forcing it deeper as she made room for herself within his tight guts.
“Either way you are going to die, it's just a matter of whether your death pleases me or is a disappointment.” he rocked his hips again, jackhammering Fuzz into Wishy's backside. Her fur teased his ring, the soft caress of her body's warmth within him as she squirmed and wriggled her way within him.
“Please, Tree slow down! I... I don't know if I can take it much longer.”
“I already told you what would happen. I am not going to reconsider.”
Wishy moaned, his body lifting off the bed as his abdomen filled with Fuzz's body. His ass cried out, begging with all its might for the passionate onslaught of glorious pain to subside. His body trembled, he could feel her hips catch between his cheeks. His breath caught in his throat. He needed to relax, just a little, and he had to do that without blowing his load. He was so close, his tummy drenched with pre. “Just a little more.” His tongue drooled from the side of his maw, his legs splaying to the side as a final thrust pushed the mare's soft cheeks in past his own. He felt Tree pull back, flopping to the side as he gave Wishy's rump a playful smack. “Now finish her up. So I can fuck you while you turn her into some extra padding for me to enjoy later.”
“Yes sir.” He gulped, doing his best to firm up his ass around a pair of hind legs that jutted out from his anus. His breathing grew heavy, another moan gushing from his lips. Slowly, he began to work her deep, taking her inside inch by inch. He felt her moving within him, the hard outline of her legs pressing out of his flesh as she tunnelled through his intestines, slowly being pulled towards his stomach, where she could finally transform into fuel to feed his fat. Finally, at long last he felt the hind hooves of the mare slip into darkness, his master's disposable mare toy joining the bowling ball and anal beads within his belly.
“Very good.” Tree nodded his approval, watching the mare shaped lump wriggling within his chest. “Now, tighten up. I want to give her a send-off before your body gets to work disposing of her.”
“I am ready...” He mumbled, it was more hope than any real certainty, he did his best to clench, feeling his ass sluggishly try and obey his master's command.
Tree's shadow fell over him once more. “So loose...” Tree shook his head. “I was hoping you would have had some better control back here.” he sighed. “Guess I’ll just have to make do. I did just shove a full mare down your virgin anus, I can't be too surprised that you aren't nice and tight after that.” He rocked his hips, his balls rhythmically smacking into Wishy's taint with each thrust. “Just think, as soon as you finish digesting my toy, her flesh will be adding to yours, and then you will take your place within my stomach, to add your flesh to mine.” 
“Aww.... yes sir!” He cried, a little tear dripping down his cheek as he fought with every ounce of strength to keep his seed locked within his balls.
“How does she feel, wriggling inside you, moving closer to her final resting place?” 
“She feels good sir.” He did his best to put on a brave face, truthfully he felt like he was a balloon that had been stretched so tightly it was going to pop from the slightest touch. His lungs gasped for air, finding it hard to breathe as his organs squished around inside him to make room for his anal meal to move along.
“I am glad to hear.” Tree chuckled, quickening his pace. He gave no care to the pleasure of the other stallion. Either he'd get off to being used, or he would not get off at all. “Aww.” Tree tossed his head back, his balls emptying a thick slosh of cum into Wishy's ass. “That’s better.” A loud rumble gurgled from Tree's gut. He fell off his stallion toy, panting, “Now be quick and digest her. I don't want to wait around all night to fill my tummy with your tender, pudgy flesh.”
“I think she has made it to my stomach...” Wishy mumbled, still recovering somewhat from Tree's nutting in his butt.
“Well, get to processing. How long does it take you to work through food?”
“I... I don't know. Not long, well, I don't really eat full-sized living ponies, I normally chew my food. I tried to swallow a watermelon once, just to see if I liked the feel of being a pred... It...took weeks for it to fully digest. It was really embarrassing...”
“So what you're saying is your body can't digest whole food, like a full-sized living mare... And you knew this and yet did not take any tonic or other digestive aid to compensate for this?” 
“I... um... I was a little preoccupied...” He stammered, feeling Fuzz twisting around inside him.
Tree rolled his eyes. His horn glowing as he held out his hoof as a glimmering projected image appeared. “Look, Fuzz has posted an image to her fan page.”
Wishy’s eyes widened as a deep blush poured back to his cheeks. The image was from Fuzz's point of view of the inside of his stomach, her body dimly lit by the small amount of light that was able to filter through his stretched flesh. She was laying on her back, slowly feeding the chain of anal beads into her ass. The image was captioned with the text. “When you wind up in some newbie's ass that digests slower than rush hour traffic, but at least you have toys to pass the time.”
“I... I don't have any... digestive aids...” 
“Hum,” He shook his head, “and it seems she sent you another. She captioned this one, when you end up in a newbie's ass and realize that the toys they left you are too small for to have any real fun.” This image showed Fuzz curled up, the bowling ball halfway inside her ass.
“Tree, please, help... I... I don't want to disappoint her like this..”
“I guess I could give your body a boost. She'd be a mound of brown in a few minutes, but then how would I know you learned anything? Just think, if I want her you have to throw her up, or worse, shit her out again.”
“I mean, shit her out again does sound kind of fun.”
“For you?”
His ears pinned back, “I.. no sir. I understand it would not be fun for her...”
He nodded, “It seems you have tied my hooves here. I want to see you turn my mare toy to fat, guess I will have to make an exception this time around, but next time, you better have a tonic.” He smiled, “Oh, looks like she sent one more.” He showed off the glittering image of Fuzz within Wishy, the mare's forelegs folded as she looked down at the closed value to the lower intestines. The caption read “When you get stuck in a new pred and wondering if you should try and get them to vomit, or just start working your way back out the way you came?”
“She... She has made her point... I... if you will allow... would turn your toy into my fat so you can enjoy her in her new form as you see fit.”
Tree nodded. “If you vomit her up halfway through digesting her, no one will ever know you existed.” he winked. His horn began to glow a deep, pitch black.
Wishy’s tight gut suddenly began to churn, his heartbeat quickened, his muscles tensing. “Awwn!” He gasped, feeling his gut reflexively try and spit out whatever it was that was the source of this sudden tension and pain. A deep gurgle echoed from within him, his flesh spasming as the mare inside suddenly kicked hard. He felt her head push up into his throat and his body convulsed. He gulped, forcing the struggling mare back into the hot pit of his boiling body. Her outline thrashed as his powered-up acid dug into her flesh, transforming her from a living mare into a mound of fur, flesh, bone and carbon fibre. A blood-curdling cry wailed from within his flesh, Tree's toy gasping in her death throes as the last of her life was stripped from her bones. Her thrashing finally began to subside as a low, choking sputter extinguished the last of her life.
He gasped for breath, his body had only just begun its work, death for the mare was only the first step in its plan. He watched as his belly began to shift as his intestine filled with her remains. Tree’s spell turned what normally would have taken days if not weeks into a matter of minutes. Before his eyes his flanks filled, the tight feeling withdrawing to be replaced by the warm hug of squishy padding. Then, like an unexpected slap on the ass, he felt a wave of waste roll towards his exit. “Tree... may I be dismissed... I... need to.. take care of something. Right... Now...”
“This is reasonable. Your body was rather ungrateful and left much of my toy unused. Sadly this means you will have to simply dump what's left.” He waved his hoof. “Go, and make sure you clean up after.”
Wishy nodded frantically, his mind racing about to find somewhere he could shit that would not cause a massive mess to clean up. “Ahhn...” His mind leapt to the large, black garbage bags under the kitchen sink. Quickly, he dashed, feeling the bowling ball jiggle within his wobbling, fatty gut. “Fuck fuck!” He pulled the cupboard open, managing to pull the bag out just in time to catch the first wadded ball of Fuzz that leaked from his tender rectum. “Awwwwn.” She poured out of him, smooth and creamy. Wonderful. She had been so hard to suck up, but now that she was coming out, it was bliss. Thump. The bowling ball fell from his backside, landing in the large mound with a little spray that splattered into the edges of the bag. The last of Fuzz quickly followed, her collar dripping from his ass like a serpent trying to wriggling from a predator's grasp. He poked his head over his bag, taking a moment to see what his body had made of Tree's mare toy.
"Phew, no bones, very little fur..." Tree had overclocked his insides. Then with a long sigh, he reached his hoof into the muck to retrieve his beads and bowling ball, delicately dropping them in the sink. He'd need to clean them up later, but for now he needed to get back to Tree before the stallion concocted some other request for him to fulfill. He washed his hoof, waddling to the bathroom to wash up. After a quick shower, he was back beside Tree. He looked like he had put on more than a few extra pounds.
“Now aren't you the pudgy pony.” Tree chuckled.
“Yes sir. I hope I was able to add enough of your toy to me to fulfill your liking.”
He nodded, “It will do.” He pulled Wishy to his soft belly. “Now that you are all nice and fattened up, I think it's time you go the same way as that gut slut you so faithfully digested.” He moved his hoof over Wishy’s soft flesh.
“Would you like me to go head first or butt first?” He asked, folding his legs to his chest. “I washed up nice, so either end should be just as tasty as the other.”
“Mmm, well, you were a little bit of a disappointment tonight, but at least you tried your best. For that, I’ll start with your hind legs, let you watch as I slowly work my maw up your body.” He chuckled, watching Wishy's cock nearly pop its top. “As for that, once you are fully within me, you may finally cum.”
“Yes sir.”
Tree slid to the floor, poking his head up over the edge of the bed. His jaw parted, his warm maw closing around Wishy's tender hoof. “Does simply enjoying the act of being eaten, make you food?” Tree mused, working his way up his prey's legs, words ringing without voice within Wishy's mind. “Or is there more to it?” His tongue pulled in his prey's tail, his teeth teasing up over his meal's heavy ball sack. With each inch Tree ate he crept a little more onto the bed, working his way up over his meal’s body like a snake.
“More...” He moaned, “True prey loves to pleaseeee...”
“But does it have to beg?” His lips pulled over the throbbing cock, while his tongue teased across Wishy's well-worked ponut. “If you seek a stomach, does that make you more of a slut or less?”
“A slut!” The subby stallion gasped, Tree's throat taking his flanks with ease. There was no resistance, yet he could feel every ripple, every tease and the ease of Tree's methodical work. His stomach slipped down into darkness, all his fresh fat doing nothing to slow the hungry alicorn's advance.
“So if you are not a butt slut... Would you say you are a gut slut?” Tree chuckled, his jaw working their way over Wishy's forelegs, his tongue drinking in the lovely taste of soft butterscotch mixed with the fresh additions of caramel his toy had left, baked into Wishy's flesh.
Wishy looked down at his body, seeing Tree's maw slowly creeping over his chest. He wriggled his hind legs, feeling the soft, slimy squish of Tree's insides pressing into the frogs of his hooves. Tree’s tight throat hugged firmly around his cock, massaging it as it pulled him deeper. “I... yes... Sir. I am a gut slut. Food to be enjoyed.”
“Hum? Food you say?” Tree drank in a long drink of Wishy's midriff, the rolls of fresh fat filling his cheeks as his tongue played along his prey's spine. “Does that mean you are food? Or only that you enjoy some hungry pony's primal need to consume?”
“I... Um... Can't I enjoy both...?” He felt Tree's lips glide up around his shoulders, his forelegs tucked closely to his chest, moving down into the warm, damp confines of the stallion's pulsing throat.
“Not really, see, your sister is food. Purely a mare to be enjoyed, if not for her bell she would have bid goodbye to the land of the living a long time ago. Food wishes for death, as all life comes from death. To feed another means to die yourself.” His lips wound up around Wishy's throat, the stallion’s mane tickling the back of his throat as he neared the last of what his meal had to offer. “Do you wish to die? For this to be your last night alive?”
“Um... I... am not sure... Aren't I worth keeping around to be a meal again?”
“The best food is enjoyed once.” Tree’s lips slipped over his prey's crown, sealing his prey's world into the dim gloom of his engorged esophagus. “Maybe you are merely a basic slut, just someone who wants the thrill, and has no intention to see it to its logical end.”
“But... Fuzz?”
“Fuzz is my toy, not my dinner. I might enjoy eating her, but she is not simply food.”
“Then Tolls, you said she was food... Yet, she is still around.” The last of his body drained into Tree's gut. His head was forced into his crotch, his throbbing, drooling cock booping him on the nose as the stomach curled him into a ball.
“Mmm, yes, you do make a point. I did say she was food, and for that reason I enjoy subverting her death, teasing her with it by pulling her back when she is so tantalizingly close.” He placed his hoof on the hard outline bulging from his belly. “You may cum now. I think we are through playing. Nothing more you can do for me now other than digest smoothly, and exit promptly once I finish stripping all the value from your remains.” A low belch rolled from his lips.
Wishy's ears pinned back, his hoof sliding to his cock. After holding back for so long, could he even be able to cum before the pain of his looming fate set in? He need not have worried, with the first press of Tree's hoof, his cock burst, spraying his load across his muzzle. “Awwwn!” His balls heaved, his cock gushing like a broken fire hose. Load after load, shots from his balls filling his nose with the hot smell of his own sexual satisfaction.
“Sounds like you're having fun in here.” Tree snickered, rolling onto his side. “Now that you have unwound a little, time for your final little service of the evening.”
Wishy felt a hot tingle run down his spine. The wall of the stomach felt hot to his touch. He bucked, his body reflexively reacting as it tried to get away from the burning, boiling heat that it was marinating in.
“Yes, fight for your life weak slut, let me see that at least you enjoy the full experience being consumed has to offer.” Tree rolled onto his back, hugging his gut tightly. The thrashing, writhing squirms of his prey pressing into his organs like a nice, deep tissue massage. “Try not to die too quickly, it's always a disappointment when someone says they are a gut slut, and then blacks out before their skin has even fallen off.”
“Yesss. Sir...” Wishy gasped, the pain, why could he never remember how much this hurt, every nerve in his body felt like it was on fire. His legs flailed frantically, his movement out of his control as his body fought helplessly to cling to life. He could see the shadow of Tree’s hoof as it loomed over his thrashing form, tenderly caressing the lumps his hooves made in the stallion’s tightly stretched flesh. He felt the skin around his neck flake off, the collar Tree had given him melting away. 
“Seems you are my slave no longer.” Tree chuckled as he felt the magic of the collar vanish from Wishy's neck. “Guess you’re just a meal now, common as any other.” A low burp echoed from his lips. “Mmm. Looks like this is the end. I have no reason to speak to food.”
A deep chill filled Wishy's heart, the pain mounting, overwhelming his senses. His death throes, now mere meek squirms... Then... darkness. His body falling still as the end came and death claimed him.
A few hours later, Tree rolled from the bed, waddling to the kitchen to where Wishy had left what parts of Fuzz he had not made use of. Tree pulled another bag out from under the sink, opening as he lifted his tail. “Aaaaewww.” he sighed, relieving himself of the leftovers of his meal from the night before. “Guess I best be going. He tied the bag close, etching an image of Wishy's mark onto it with his magic. “Um, Tolls?” His thoughts reaching out to find one of his still-living servants. “You might want to stop by your brother's place, it seems he had a run-in with a rather hungry pred. Bring a bell, he'll likely need it, and don't worry about the other one. Just toss it. I don't want you wasting your time with randoms.” 
It had been a fun night, his stomach grumbled. Tree sighed, fun but not too filling. Maybe one of the cute mares down at the coffee shop would enjoy a quick fuck before adding themselves to his figure.
