Lightning Dust stumbled down the hallway, grumbling. Her breakfast really was not agreeing with her today, which she wasn’t surprised at. It’s not like he had wanted to be eaten. She could feel that chicken-of-the-sea rolling around inside her guts. Terramare, was that this name? She honestly didn’t remember or care. All he was now was a rapidly softening mass travelling down her bowels. 
 The Pegasus shuffled her padded rump, a little agitated at having to wear one at all. That had been the captain of the Wonderbolt’s idea. Given what had happened last time- as in, being turned into waste and dumped onto the lockeroom floor- Spitfire had forgiven Lightning, but only under the condition that she wore a diaper at all times when around Wonderbolt bases. “In case of any future incidents” had been Spitfire’s official reasoning. Lightning thought she just wanted to embarrass her in retaliation for last time. Well, that was a price worth paying, in the end, for getting to turn the captain into shit.
And if she played her cards right, the chance might come again today.
With her bowels getting more and more full of Terramare, Lightning entered the locker room. Everyone was already waiting for her- the entire Wonderbolt A-team. Soarin, Blaze, Spitfire, Thunderlane… and Fleetfoot, who for some reason was hanging suspended from the roof in bondage straps, gagged and blindfolded.
“There you are! You’re late,” Spitfire said sternly, glaring at the newcomer as she straddled in. “ 
“Sorry, had to grab a quick snack on the way in,” replied Dust. There was a loud gurgle from her lower stomach as said snack started to work its way down her bowels. “Yeah yeah, keep squawking in there you. The only swimming you’ll be doing from now on is in my padding.” She gave a quick clench of her bowels, the muscles tightening around the turding hippogriff.
“Who was it?” asked Soarin curiously, but Spitfire waved a hoof at him.
“One of those sea pony bird things. He wanted an autograph. Decided I’d give him a backdoor pass instead. Now let’s get this show on the road already!” 
“Yeah! I can’t wait to be even more of a star!” Rainbow Dash hovered in the air briefly, exchanging confident looks with Blaze and giving her a highhoof. “Twilight and the others are gonna clop themselves stupid when they see this vid, I can just feel it.”
“Gotta admit, finding you like that was… pretty special,” admitted Thunderlane shyly. “Stuffed in your locker inside your flight suit, covered in… well, the captain, ehe.”
“It was my flight suit actually,” corrected Spitfire, who blushed ever so slightly but otherwise kept up her poker face. “Now concentrate. We only get once take at this, because it’s frankly outside our budget to afford both a resurrection and another day’s shooting. So play it smart, OK?” She looked around and seen everyone get ready and serious, even as more gurgling could be heard from the padded Pegasus by the door. “Good.” She looked over at the director, who was hovering behind a bunch of cameras set up on the edges of the room. “Ready to go?”
“As long as you all are,” he replied. He was a skinny looking light-brown unicorn with spectacles, wearing a flat cap hat. “Take a second to make sure you’re all in the mood, if you know what I mean. This is a vorno after all.”
“Hmmm, true. What about it, team?” Everyone looked around.
“Should we start, like… making out?” asked Dust. “Cause I can do that, sure.”
“I won’t argue,” quipped Soarin quickly. Blaze winked at him, turning around and lifting her tail to show off her ponut and puss combo. 
“Time to draw your swords, boys,” she said, looking over at Thunderlane too. “Don’t tell me you’re both going to get shy on camera…” The black-furred stallion shook his head vigorously, then stood on edge, wings extended, as he felt a pony lift his tail away and give his ponut a kiss. He looked back to see Lightning Dust there, grinning. On que, his shaft started to emerge from his sheath, as Soarin’s did the same as he watched Blaze’s flank waving for him.
Rainbow Dash looked around, feeling herself getting a little wet at all the building sexual energy. She flapped over to Fleetfoot, who could still hear the ponies below her talking, and was starting to show signs of arousal too. Dash gave her cheek a little kiss, and giggled as the bound pony squirmed. “Do we need lube?” she asked the room in general, as she landed back next to Spitfire again. The flame-coloured pony thought about it for a moment, then looked at Rainbow Dash, who was busy watching all the fun start to develop elsewhere.
“Actually… yes, we do,” she said carefully, nodding at the director. He read the situation and quietly motioned for the camera crew to start filming. “And I know exactly how to get it…” Spitfire turned herself around and took a step forward, raising her tail. Dash looked around just in time to see her captain’s rear lunge towards her, in such a way that Dash’s face went right into a sopping wet mare pussy. Her entire head disappeared inside, the powerful muscles trapping her in place.
“Mmmf!” The trapped Pegasus started to flail, wings flapping. “Mmf mmfmmff mf fmff!” No one could hear her exact protest, and no one stepped forward to try and help her.  Some of the more observant Wonderbolts, like Dust, had noticed the cameras focus in on the captain. Never one to be a bit-part player, Dust improvised.
“Mmm, good choice of lube, captain,” she said, strolling over to Spitfire and giving Rainbow’s rear a good smack. Spitfire grinned back at her and pushed more of Rainbow inside of her pussy. Soarin’s eyes shifted around, unsure if this was in the original script and if he had just missed it somehow, but seeing no objections he simply watched on, alongside the now sitting Blaze.
With Dust helping to push the blue pony inside, Dash’s upper half made its way inside the captain with surprising ease, her muffled moans of protest becoming harder and harder to make out as her head travelled further inside. Spitfire winced slightly as she felt her cervix open up to take Dash into her womb. 
“That’s right Dash, in you go,” she said, looking back over her shoulder just in time to see that famous tail disappear into her snatch. “I’ve had enough of you trying to be the star of the show all the time. Now you’ll really be a team-player as our fresh lube.” 
“Besides, you managed to get out of Gilda and Dust digesting all of us,” said Soarin, who himself had been turned into sticky femcum and left to dry out. It was a minor miracle they had been able to bring him back at all. “So it’s only fitting that you go first this time!” This bit wasn’t even porn-acting, as the stallion meant every word. 
With a wet sucking sound, the last of Dash was sucked inside, leaving Spitfire with a huge belly… that quickly started to shrink. As they had limited time and budget for this shoot, Lightning Dust had managed to bring everyone involved a rapid digestion potion, to save camera time. Spitfire lolled her head around at the intense pleasure, as the muffled yelps inside of her quickly died out, replaced with a muted sloshing noise. “Wow, that does feel good… get your butts and dicks over here, everyone!” 
Blaze, Soarin and Thunderlane assembled behind her, presenting said butts and dicks. Spitfire pulled a hoof behind herself, rubbing and mashing at her pussy before her hindlegs trembled. All at once, she started to gush, with near-translucent marecum fired all over the three bolts. Dust, who didn’t need lube on account of her diaper, stood back and watched what was left of Rainbow Dash soak the three pegasi. The parts of Rainbow that didn’t end up on a cock or ponut, let alone matting on a pony’s fur, simply landed on the locker room floor in sizable puddles. Once again wanting to contribute- and frankly being unable to resist- Dust dipped a hoof in the puddle and lapped at it with her tongue.
“Mmmm… a taste to remember you by, Rainbow,” she said, looking directly into the camera. This seemed to annoy the director, but hey- these were just amateurs after all, and overall that had been a pretty darn good improv scene before the main event, as well as solving the lube problem. He pointed a hoof behind all of the Wonderbolts, at the suspended form of Fleetfoot. It was time for the vorno to kick it up a gear.
Freshly lubbed up, Thunderlane flapped his wings and hovered behind Fleetfoot, nudging his cock against her backdoor a few times, before sliding his way inside her ponut . She moaned against her ballgag, as her body started to swing backwards and forwards in time to the black coated stallion’s thrusts. Soarin thought to go up and join him, but was stopped when he felt a pair of tongues licking at this own horsecock, cleaning up the tasty Dash remains and replacing it with their own saliva. He looked down at Blaze and Spitfire, who were cleaning a side each.
“Rainbow Dash tastes so good,” murmured Blaze, her eyes filled with open lust. Spitfire said nothing, moving her head down and taking one of Soarin’s fat balls into her mouth, savouring the combination of musk and the marecum she and Dash had helped to make. Soarin sat back on his haunches, his cock twitching and jerking. He was afraid of cumming too quickly with all this attention, something the director seemed to recognize as well as he pointed desperately up at Fleetfoot. Nodding, Soarin moved on up to the other side of Fleetfoot for one of the parts they had rehearsed.
 He nodded at Thunderlane, who withdrew from the mare’s rear, and they both turned around. With the timing and precision of expert fliers, they each rammed themselves backwards. Fleetfoot’s muzzle disappeared up the stallion’s ass, followed by her head. At the same time, Thunderlane’s ponut started the harder task of stretching around the lisping pony’s entire backend. He continued to push, ramming himself at her. The director immediately recognized that this may take a while, and he looked around to see if he could film anything else.
He found it with Blaze and Lighting Dust. The teal mare was currently rocking her padded rump on Blaze’s face. She was taunting the mare with how she was going to be a yellow stain soon. “All you’ll be good for. Puckering padding to rub myself off on. Fall asleep wearing you, letting you marinate in my cum.” The yellow mare under her moaning into the plastic backing, warming it with her breathe as pulled a wing through her folds like a violin. “Then I’ll just tape you up in wad and throw you in my diaper pail. Leave you with all the other losers.”
It was at this moment that Terramare’s remains finally started to make their way down into the diaper around Lightning Dust’s waist. She had forgotten about that rapid digest potion- it had taken a little to work through all those feathers, but now Terramare was packing out her bowels. Dust tensed up a little, taken by surprise, before lettering herself relax. The diaper began to bulge outwards- it was a big delivery. Noticing this, the director stallion got one of the cameras to focus in on the act. Spitfire noticed this.
“Your little snack finally making their exit?” she asked the Pegasus.
“Mm-hmm. Didn’t even escape my colon. He just stayed there and melted into horseapples. Just more packing in my pampers now,” replied Lightning, shaking her padded rump and then stopped to concentrate, as a particularly big log demanded access through her ponut. On the other side of the room, Spitfire egged on the two Wonderbolt stallions as they continued to work their way down the two sides of bound Fleetfoot. Even the straps holding her in place were being devoured by two hungry ponuts.
“You were never the quickest of us, Fleets,” said the lead pony in a mocking tone. “But I think you’ll win the race here for ‘First Wonderbolt turned into shit’, so good job on that front.” Only the trunk of the sandwiched mare was left, the black and white ponuts sliding down towards each other. Feeling like they should say something too, Soarin swallowed- a little nervously, he wasn’t a natural on cameras- and looked down at Blaze.
“S-sounding jealous there, Captain!” he said. “You’ll get your turn, heh.” That got a reaction out of the watching yellow-coated mare, who bit her lip and started openly rubbing her folds, watching on.
Dust let out a sigh of relief when it felt like she had pooped out the last of the hippogiff from before. She stretched a little, raising her padded and now very bloated-looking diaper up, making sure the cameras got a good look at it.
Blaze lay under that hefty turd bag, nuzzling the skull she felt inside as she sliched her folds. She tried to give it a kiss through the padding, a send off for the male.
“Wow, that took some effort. I won’t remember their name or face, but I sure will remember shitting them out into a diaper,” she said, revelling in the crassness of it all. “I think I might need a change though…” Leaving Blaze to stand and admire as she trotted past, Dust made her way over to her locker, opening it up to reveal a package of diapers. Picking one up, she looked behind herself. “Hmm… Blaze, come help me get changed.”  This request was timed just as the last of Fleetfoot was hidden from the world by two stallions butts, their ponuts smooching against each other. They held that pose, each stallion looking over his shoulder to make eye contact with the other, as Blaze walked over to take care of Dust.
As the cameras changed position once more to get a look at the action as it developed, Dust lay down on her back, wings tucked inside cutely, as Blaze used her mouth to unfasten the diaper and pull it downwards. The messy remains of Terramare were on full display now- thick, pressed-together logs, small chunks of bone and tufts of pale green feathers mixed in amidst the light brown. Blaze wrinkled her face as the stink hit her.
“Urgh. What an ending… familiar smell, captain?” she asked Spitfire, who shot her a fittingly dirty look. Blaze grinned, looking down at the mashed up balls of mare manure. “Guess we should get used to it… that’s the fate of the Wonderbolts as we know it, after all. A messy, disgraceful used diaper.” Thunderlane and Soarin looked down at the opened up diaper. While the sight was far from pleasant, even now they could feel Fleetfoot inside of them melting down rapidly, soon to emerge in a similar shape to what they could see now. 
“Maybe we can all share?” said Thunderlane, thinking aloud. It hadn’t been an entirely serious comment, but Dust immediately took a liking to this idea. She got up and raced over to one of the drying puddles of Rainbow, scooping up as much as she could in one go and going over to dump it inside the fresh diaper that just been laid out by Blaze. 
“There,” she said happily, “that’s Rainbow Dash getting nice and cosy in her new home.” She said this, before looking up at the two butt-kissing stallions. “And I think Fleetfoot is just about to join her…” Soarin and Thunderlane concentrated, their faces contorting, and then they suddenly sped off. For a split second, a form very similar to that of Fleetfoot hung suspended in mid-air, before it landed softly on its soft belly on top of the diapers laid out underneath them. The director desperately gestured for his cameras to spread out and capture the new sight at every angle.
Laying down on her stomach, arms and legs extended like in some kind of frozen flying pose, Fleetfoot had been transformed into a scat statue of herself. Brown from head to toe, with only the black bondage straps offering something different and perhaps still holding her in shape. All of her “details “ like her fur, cutie mark and face was of course smudged and formless, but the shape of her mane and general body was still strikingly similar to when she had been alive. 
As the cameras circled around, so to did the Wonderbolts themselves, taking her in. Soarin and Thunderlane continued to fly in lazy circles around Fleetfoot, their tails still raised and ponuts gaping, as they studied the mess they had made of their colleague. Spitfire whistled.
“Fine work, boys.  Practice makes perfect, as I always said.” 
“Guess those academy fliers were worth it after all!” said Soarin, smiling. Blaze, curious and at this point burning with lust, approached the stinking statue. She stroked the side with her hoof, leaving an imprint on the parts not covered in leather and getting just a little Fleetfoot on herself in the process. 
“I think she looks even hotter now…” she said to herself, transfixed, as he lay down beside the former wonderbolt and cuddled with her, as though oblivious to the obscene nature of it. She even planted a kiss on the face of the statue- if there was no clearly defined mouth, there was after Blaze had forced her tongue in there.
“Uh, wow,” said Lightning Dust, watching from behind Spitfire. “Even for me that’s kind of intense.” Everyone else stopped to stare at Blaze, who seemed to have forgotten everything else as she grinded herself against Fleetfoot’s remains, her own tail raised to show how completely sodden she was during her debauchery. 
“Hah… so squishy, so warm…” she said in a haze. “I never thought you’d look so hot like this, but now that you’re shit, I wanna fuck you so bad!” There was no looking at the cameras, or anyone else; just pure passion, as she once again placed her lips onto the turd-pony’s face and rolled around on the diaper with her. The others looked at each other, as Dust huffed, not happy at the attention being off of her now that Fleetfoot and Blaze were getting it on. Well, she could change that. 
“OK, Thunderlane, how about we crank thinks up a notch too?” she said, with a little wink. Thunderlane recognized the signal, remembering little backstage talks with the turquoise mare. Nodding, he landed, giving Soarin a look that compelled his fellow stallion to join him back on solid ground. The two guys shared a quick kiss, before Thunderlane spoke.
“You’re up next, Soarin.”
“Really? Me?” 
“Don’t worry, you’ll like this idea.” Thunderlane sat down on his haunches, so that his erect stallionhood was fully visible and pointing meaningfully at Soarin. 
“I also like this idea,” said Spitfire, taking off and hovering above everything while openly rubbing at herself. “Get to it, Soarin, and that’s an order.”
“Yes, ma’am.” Soarin saluted his superior before turning around and leaning down, giving Thunderland’s leaking and twitching cock a kiss. The black-furred Pegasus stretched out so that he was lying down on the locker room floor, letting Soarin worship his dick for a moment. This lasted for a few minutes, with two Wonderbolts lying with each other in a display of intimacy- Soarin, sucking and licking the cock and balls of the pony about to consume him, and Blaze now straddling and humping the rapidly deforming shit that had once been Fleetfoot. And all the while, the cameras drank up every second, making sure that everypony who watched would be getting the vorno of a life time. 
Eventually, Lightning Dust stepped fowaard behind Soarin  She had a good look under his tail at his ponut, gave it a quick little kiss, then pushed his ass forwards. Soarin seemed to take the hint, as his muzzle slid inside the slit in front of him, followed by the rest of his head. 
“Mmmf, that’s a tight fit…” moaned Thunderlane.
“No whining!” said Spitfire, her face blushing as she continued to get off on all the fun below, overseeing proceedings and barking out orders just as she had always done as team captain. “Get him in there. And you, Blaze, hurry up and cum so we can get started on you, too.”
“Y-yes, captain! Mmmf~” Blaze
