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Written by Septia.

     ”We are going live at the established time regardless. There is nothing more to it. Being president is not a valid excuse to be late.” The showhost seemed a tad more firm than how she usually appeared on TV. How she was on screen might just be a persona, as fake as her pristine green hair or DD cups. Stagehands darted around the studio to make sure everything was in order, while a curious murmur came from the audience. You allow yourself a moment of relaxation, leaning back in the comfortable studio armchair. Not concerning yourself for the locks of ginger in front of you which never seemed to settle. In a chair to the right was your protégée, keeping her posture straight and looking attentive. Ursina was as calm as ever, while you still couldn't seem to relax. Then again, you knew there laid much beneath the surface to this iceberg of an interview. That Bull was late couldn't be a coincidence. 

     The grandiose fanfare of  channel Oro's opening jingle thrusted you into reality, giving barely a moment for you to scramble into a presentable position. ”Citizens of Pancea, we interrupt your wonderful afternoon to bring you 'Debate'. As always I am your host Lalyka, live from the studio.” You remained calm with the notion that the cameras would not be able to pick up the sweat on your face. ”Today's topic is the Opposition: Threat or annoyance? Joining us we will have none other than president Bull,” a light cheer from the audience forced Lalyka to pause a moment, ”along with minister of relations, Kim Tarmström and her secretary.” Raising your hand awkwardly to respond. ”Actually, Ursina is my Protégée.” The showhost seemed entirely unconcerned with this. ”So, sweetie, while we await for the elusive president, will you care to explain the current situation with the Opposition. Are they a danger to Bull's rule?” Even under the cameras direct gaze your forced calm demeanor held together. ”Currently there is little to confirm. The location of their base remains a mystery and they haven't made a new attempt in months. I would even go as far as to claim that they might have dispersed.” When the opposition were no longer in the public's minds, their chances to overthrow Bull's rule increased dramatically, you only needed to play your cards right. 

     ”Excuse my absence,” the booming voice echoed throughout the studio with clear authority, ”I had certain.... Issues to take care off.” Your heart sank. From the right entrance came a two and a half meter giant of a man. His abdomen looking especially peculiar with how the confining business suit couldn't conceal his massively bulging gut. Yet, what worried you was not Bull himself or the fact that the audience applauded him extensively. It was not even the fact that you recognized the bound and gagged woman he effortlessly carried by his side... But that he gave you stern glare as soon as he noticed your reaction. His eyes piercing your facade. 

     ”Well if it isn't president Bull showing up in my studio. Who is that with you? Didn't find a spot to leave your  luggage?” Bull chuckled heartily along with the audience as he sat down. In a moment you had lost everyone's attention. ”This? No you see, this one is affiliated with the opposition.” He held her up, the woman clad in a mourning face, barely struggling. ”I managed to locate the opposition's base, deep in the town of Bysta. This woman is, or rather was, an esteemed inventor working for those traitors. In fact, the whole town was affiliated with the scum.” The audience gasped in shock together with the showhost and  Ursina. You clenched the armrests tightly with your heart racing. ”That is incredible, you must send out forces to deal with them immediately.” Bull smirked. ”There is no reason to fear.” he reached for his back pocket. Your chest pulsing exponentially harder. It couldn't be... What he held up was steel blue in the shape of a pistol with a futuristic design. ”A rather impressive invention, certainly a well designed matter manipulator... A shrink ray.” -Grooummblrr- Bull patted his stomach with satisfaction. ”The problem of the opposition has been considerably shrunken, and redirected to my stomach, as all the scum and entirety of Bysta.” -Hurraatph- ”Excuse me, I had quite a filling meal and there are still leftovers...” 

     You stood up with haste and passion, this had gone too far. ”You.. You Murderer! All those people, there is no way you will get out of this with your position.” The cameras all pointed, the whole kingdom seeing your messy, angered face. ”Thousands of deaths will not go unnoticed by the law, by the king you should be lucky if you only get a life sentence!” Your lungs felt heavy, your panting louder than expected. You were just filled with passion and rage. All your friends and associates of the resistance.. at least they will have served the purpose of dethroning this tyrant. Bull gave a few, slow, claps. ”Funny, that you should mention the king.” With a snap of his fingers two guards escorting a toned naked man entered the studio. The man's gut carrying a round soft bulge, a circular indent in his pot haircut indicating where once a crown had sat. ”May I present to you the prince, of Pancena.” You gasped weakly. ”J-julian?” the prince glanced up, just to stare back down onto the floor. ”Oh, not just Julian,” Bull patted the man's pale gut, ”Julian, plus one.” The audience simply stared at the pregnant gut of their kingdom's prince. ”Later down the road you will have to add a few additional pluses...” King Bull walked up to embrace Julian from behind, the prince shaking at the large man's touch. Bull's face lit up in seeing the lithe man weakly resist his advances, yet could do nothing to stop the kings unyeilding hands from caressing the bulging stomach. Julian closed his eyes and tried to move his head aside when Bull leaned in to plant a delicate kiss on the prince's cheek. The prince trembled weakly in the embrace of this man-rilla. ”P-.. Please j-just l-leave me alone.” He spoke in a flim voice, weak from screams and tears. ”I would not dare to leave you,” Bull said in a confidently paternal tone, while he reached down to caress the delicate bulge of flesh at the prince's gut, ”the future mother of my many children.” He showed off a pleased grin and reached in to smooch the once upstanding male. ”Dear minister of relations, could you kindly recite the beginning of the old law's third paragraph?” You looked from one to the next, everyone patiently waiting for you to speak, your throat felt dry from the outburst. ”Thus, any m-man w-who.. impregnates the king's heir... s-shall be considered the new monarch.” Bull delighted in hearing you stumble over the law's words. Bull Continuing to casually molest the pregnant prince live for the whole kingdom to witness. After giving Julian's cheek a long teasing lick he waved for the prince to be escorted out. ”And nothing speaking against surgically implanted wombs? Well then, it seems that I am indeed no longer president,” he gazed out into the audience, ”instead I am now, indisputably, king.” The audience roared in cheers and applause, leaving you standing there dumbstruck. This wasn't right, how did he find out? The only documents were safe in your study... To your right was your protégée, grinning as  maliciously as bull. She returned your look with a knowing smirk. ”Can't let your little resistance send my lover to jail, now can I?” 

~ ~ ~

     Everything had been going so well. You had been so careful, the tyrant was nearly deposed. Instead, the opposition had crowned Bull king. With Ursina nuzzled up in his lap. His first decree had been to wipe out any resistance left, starting with the inventor and yourself. Reduced to half the size of Bull's hand, you could only watch as the woman was brought up in front of the monarch's face. ”As king my word goes beyond law, and I decree that you shall be punished for working with the opposition. Your fate?” -Brouumbgrl- ”the same as theirs. Any objections?” The little woman glanced up at him, tears in her eyes. ”Do it. I can't stand the thought of my inventions doing more harm than they already have..” Bull held the woman next to his mouth, breathing out softly over her naked body. ”With pleasure.” The monarch's lips parted, a strain of saliva connecting the plush meat. You couldn't look away. The inventor's head slid past the gate of his maw, Bull making sure to enjoy her taste thoroughly. His tongue slathered moist drool in thick layers over her body whist he pushed her in deeper. -Gloourp- His swallow was like a quake, the royal snack slurped up to her torso. Bull mumbled something about how such a huge hunk of meat required savoring. You tried not to listen, yet the slurps and swallows haunted your mind. The worst part? You were next. 

     -Gluumlp- Down she went, sliding as a firm peach sized bulge along his throat, down into his gut. The cheers. Were the people so blind to his tyranny? They cheered him as an executioner. You inhaled quickly at the sensations of his greasy fingers taking you to face  the monarch. ”Shame to see you go this way, I'll need three men to handle your paperwork load.” Your breathing became rapid as his musk drenched breath splashed over you, pulling you closer to the ogre's cavern. ”Wait.” you blinked. Ursine held her hand in front of the rulers maw. ”It is a shame, isn't it?” Bull looked at her curiously. ”Does she not deserve, a fate worse than just digesting? A more fitting, punishment.” Bull looked unsure, yet listened to Ursina whispering something into his ear. A grin spread over his lips. 

~ ~ ~

     Instead of being carried down into the monarch churning stomach, you were now looking straight at it. No uniform to obscure, just the heavy meat filled sac sloshing and churning away the opposition. With Ursina nuzzling her cheeks against it in adoration, then and again giving the rounded gut a passionate smooch. From down on the couch, it seems even more imposing. ”I have not yet had the time to visit the bathroom since I devoured the opposition, the majority of them are still struggling away in there.” Bull caressed his belly. ”There is a simple way out of this. All you hve to do is accept me as your one true king.” You remain silent. Urisna moves along with Bull as he turns around. A certain sense of lust sneaks into your chest when presented with the monarch's rump, it was an impressively well shaped in its smooth curves. Ursina's fingers seemed to sink into the soft flesh as if it was dough when she parted his cheeks and gave her a view of the softly pulsing anus. 

     -PHRrrooorrth-  The pucker shook like jelly when the bubbly flatulence burst out of his ass. The stench of his fart wrapping around you as a blanket, a sticky sweltering smell of butyric acids slithering into your nose. His gas's aroma heavy of brawn of thick with fats. The remains of so many people. Yet, there you stand with your legs shaking to the blast, your heart at a beat nearly as fast as before, yet not fueled by anger. ”Do you, Recognize me as the one true king?” his voice helps your mind to sort itself. Even if you refuse, this was not an execution, surely you could handle a punishment, no matter how harsh. On weak legs and a shaking voice you speak. ”I swear on my citizenship, that I will never see you as my king.”  Ursina chuckles with a pleased grin above, and grabs you tightly. ”Shame that you have to be such a slut.” You look confused and see how Bull holds his plump as cheeks aside. A rush of air over your face when your legs were shoved up to the royal pucker, Bull grunting out while the wet flesh clenches over your naked legs, Ursina forcing your lower body inside his rump. You scream out, the inside of his ass was an oven kneading over your legs, pulling you in deeper like a common butt plug. Yet, suddenly she let you go. With your hips firmly lodged into his pucker, you looked confused and worried, pushing your hands against his soft cheeks to look up. To meet the gaze of the familiar matter manipulator. 

     It happened so quickly. The slick flesh had been tight, yet now it was compacting down against your skin with incredible pressure. Your screams of pain were drowned out by the ogre kings groans of pleasure.  All would witness to how your body was enlarged halfway submerged in Bull's rear. When the beam closed off, you felt so drained. A ragdoll limply swaying from his rear. Your view had become that of Bull's sweaty knee joints. ”Nnngaa, knew I could put your plump thighs to use one day.” The audience laughed at Bull's quip, while you struggled to comprehend the situation. Everything below your midriff was fitted in the slimiest skin on the planet whilst the rest of your naked body was brushed with the cool studio temperature. With a few moments you collected yourself, attempting to nudge out. Quickly realizing that the grip of Bull's intestinal tract was so strong that all you would manage was wiggling your little toes. Even those felt lost in a maze of flesh. 

     ”Lalyka, would you be so kind as to try and pull miss Tarmström out?” The showhost shook her head absentmindedly, noticeably distracted by the kings exposed body laying on the studio coach. Not to mention with you jutting out from his rear. ”Is your majesty positive on this? We just got her in.” Though she was still heading up to you, glancing down at your disbelieving eyes while grabbing around your shoulders. She gave a small tug, it didn't feel like you moved in the slightest. ”There is not a doubt in my mind, sitting on her ass day in and day out has given her trunk considerable bulk. After all, I have half a full grown woman stuck up my ass. Now, pull harder.” Instinctively you close your eyes as a laughter builds from the audience, only growing as the attractive showhosts continues to put in effort in an attempt to pull you out. Ursina giggles deviously, having a good view of her from her cuddle spot against Bull's gut. Eventually Lalyka gives up. Your back landing down against the couch in the middle of Bull's spread legs. ”You weren't kidding. Folks, looks like we have ourselves a fat assed paperwork slut right here.” With hands pressed firmly against your ears you cave over in an attempt to ignore the waves of ridicule. 

~ ~ ~

     -Hwrauuurroop- Bull seems absorbed by his own lip trembling belch, smacking his lips while Ursina forced out a small -Oourp- to join in. -Wroougmbrl- when his gullet shakes and rumbles from the churning process inside, you actually feel it. Even before it had been as a quake. However, now you were at its epicenter. Your body shaking along with his. Deep in his rectum you felt something odd. With the position you had been lodged in, your honeypot was securely pressured against his moist colon wall. It was sealed off from the rest of the nasty insides, yet each time the large intestine clenched or rumbled, you couldn't escape the stimulating sensation it gave your neather region.  Lalyka seems to notice the traces of fluster on your cheeks and leans in with a microphone. ”What is the matter? Don't wanna show your face for the people at home?” you try and turn away from her, yet restricted in how far you could bend. ”Tell us, miss Tarmström, could it be that in this current position you are feeling a bit,” she paused so that she could turn to the camera with a smile and gesture towards you, ”Half-assed?” A surprisingly loud amount of laughter erupted from the audience, everyone pointing and gawking at you. Your skin trembling with embarrassment. 

     ”Bwahohoho-oouummn...” Bull's laugher was interrupted by a strained groan. You peaked between your fingers to see how the man tensed up. The rumbling from the colon transitioned into something worse. First you only felt it as a soft brush past the soles of your feet. Something rolled along by the intestinal muscles. Soon there came many more, gracing past your legs on their way along your body. A soft -Thump-, one had landed against your cheek. Several more followed it. Dense, smooth skinned globes piling against your rump. The ones above pressured those beneath, until a rounded quail egg sized mound pushed in through your slowly spreading cheeks and rubbed against your pucker. A strained grunt from Bull, the slick walls clenched and forced the node up into the pucker. 

     ”Mnnaaumn.” you couldn't hold in the excited little eep. The compact lump felt just like an anal bead slipping inside your body. For a moment your body relaxed, your hands instinctively trailing down towards your chest whilst a thicker egg shaped clump burrowed inside your ass. Feeling your plush pucker extend around the beads as one by one was squeezed inside of your anus. They didn't get far, even as the fifth chicken egg sized clump smushed through they stayed in your lower colon. Pushing against each other, forming a  trail of little clumps in your ass. Each time one slipped past, another little moan slid out. You tried to ignore the thoughts screaming in your mind. Yet, you knew that right now you were turned on by mucky waste filling up your ass. 

     ”Enjoying yourself?” the familiar voice of Ursina forces your eyes open. She was trailing a finger around your belly. Grinning as she pushed her other hand down on the filled doughy gut of her king. A small flood of heat crashes in against your rump, the gas shaking the intestines as the pressure increases. The nuggets crammed together under the pressure and squished tighter against your rump, a length of filth thrusting past your soft cheeks, guided straight into your rump. At first it was stimulating, yet with the loaf growing in width the pleasure was twisted into pain. Your breath turned rapid, your ass ached from the mass prodding deeper inside. The realization that not only was this putrid waste, it wasn't just putrid waste from the worst dictator in the world... It was the heavily digested slag of so many people that had been your family. Your pucker passed over thick crevices from where egg sized chunks of muck had collided to form this filthy slab, still getting bigger. Your moans becoming louder as it clogged up your colon. -Pruuprblrblr- with the newly churned gas the pressure became too much, the equator of the filth passed your rim and suddenly plunged into your being. Falling back against the couch at the sheer intrusion of the increasing turbulence from massive amounts of filth forced through your large intestine. 

~ ~ ~

     The tyrant you had wished to see dethroned, was now using your butt as his internal toilet. You despised to admit that you  had never experienced such a rewarding sense of painful fullness. Clumps and mashes of waste globs squeezing past your widening pucker and filling up your large intestine. The more that came, the looser you felt. Then, you felt it slide under your thighs, coating them in residue of viscous colon fluids. A uniform column of decomposing gruel. Shaking your head you tried to clench your ass together, locking it out from taking in any more of the horrid remains. It was relentless. Sliding down slowly as a mighty steaming behemoth. A prickling sensation spread from your toes to your head, a nearly porous haul of mud creeping over your feet and smushing further down your body. Heavy chocolate clay enveloping your legs, trailing down to your open hole and pressuring the muck ahead of it onwards. Gas bloated out the colon around your body, as well as slithering into your own intestine, faint outlines of the gas showing on your lower abdomen. You could even see how Bull's gut raised with the boiling flatulence. Hot air compressed down on your rump and the gaping hole. You closed your eyes. 

     The filth rammed inside your body, carried along with gusts of stench that filled out your digestive tract, letting the filth carry on through your small intestines with the pressure of the titanic dung heap stretching your asshole to its limits. You could not but groan and squee with the seemingly endless colon sewage stretching your colon around it. The small globs had slithered though your labyrinthine intestines, yet this mass was stubborn. You screamed out weakly as your coiling flesh tunnels formed around the straight dense muck. Slowly rearranging your insides to be a smoother path for the oncoming load. ”Ladies and gents, considering the recent events we will extend today's show's runtime, simmilarly to how miss Tarmström is extending Bull's digestive tract.” You quivered weakly and put your knuckles to your cheeks. ”S-shut your face b-bimbo.” Lalyka turned to you quickly and smiled. ”Insulted by an ass, double negative should make that a compliment, don't you agree? Stay tuned, Pancea.”

~ ~ ~ 

     To you it seemed the cameras had never stopped rolling. The swelling sensetion from inside your own body was enough of a distraction. Your breath turned irregular and hasty. Twisting in discomfort and clenching your gut in a meager attempt to push the wicked filth back. Your comfortably chubby gut ballooning with kilograms of muck and near constant flows of stinking rear exhaust. As your gut became stuffed it also turned sensitive, groans and even breathing starting to be painful under the pressure of the melon sized belly. -Smack- a sudden slap shakes your body enough for you to let out a loud scream. At least, you thought it was a scream. It started off as a moan, quickly corrupted into a grunt laced with traces of suffering. Was this how labor felt like?

      Ursina had slapped you, and her hand remained caressing your gut in soft circle motions. She gave it a softer smack. A clear -Tohouuum- emanated from your belly, the hollow wobble of a pumped car tire. ”Well look at that,” Ursina said with an imp's grin and leaned over your face, ”after all you are a politician, so I guess it isn't a big surprise that you are full of hot air.” your brow furrowed in anger. You couldn't take this constant ridicule. Trudging through the discomfort and opening your mouth to respond. -Huuroishssss- The distinct taste of sulphur permeated your mouth in a moments notice. The grimy odor of muck and processed produce sticking to your mouth as a slick membrane and gluing stuck to your teeth like spoilt fudge. Your throat had opened so rapidly that the bubbling air inside has taken the opportunity to rush out. Starting as a belch but quickly gaping your throat wide enough to become an icky hiss. A sickly pale green cloud of pungent vapors blasting out into your former protégée's face, her straight black hair whipping back at the sheer force of the wind. You would have taken more enjoyment out of her devious grin turning to a sick grimace if  not for the shocking flavour of fermented phlegm. 

     The flatulence cloud evaporated quickly in the air. You spat and hurked in failed attempts to be rid of stench and taste of sulphuric acid. Ursina coughing and holding over her own gut. ”Pheaa, plueeurk..  That is the rankest substance I ever...” Though soon she looked up, glancing to you with an even more deranged expression. ”That was... You just belched up king bull's fart. How pathetic can you get? That is hysterical.” The studio had been covered by a shroud of silence at the hissing belch, though that shroud was torn asunder by the woman's exocentric laughter. Your shaking hands attempt to cover up your mouth and nose as the crowd roars in laughter. Words as ”Exhaust pipe!” ”Fart eater!” and ”Belch fumer!” hurled in the midst of all the cackle.. Small -Bauiissss- slip past your frail defenses, almost at the point of hiccupping the awful gas. Your hands were shortly pulled away from your face by the eager woman, using two fingers to spread your lips wide apart and look inside of your throat. ”Don't try and hold it in now, relish in getting to feel all that fermenting mush and gas of the opposition sloshing around in there.” King bull snickered menacingly as he rubbed his now slightly deflated gut. ”Certainly a fitting punishment to be an exhaust pipe for this sickening miasma.” 

     You stared straight at the face of a woman you had once cared for so much, tried to teach and guide through life, how had it become like this. You close your mouth quickly, your cheeks bugling out with gas as something wobbled inside of your system. Ursina attempted to hold your jaw open still, showing no care for your squirming resistance. Eventually you have to force her hands out of the way, aiming your mouth from the couch as you heave and cough heavily. A nasty -Hurclouriiiss- seeping out in another disgusting gas cloud as something was hurled out from your maw. Happening so fast you had barely enough time to register it. Lalyka picked up the rounded lump that you had just coughed up, turning and observing it curiously. Suddenly dropping it with a disgusted ”Yuurck, that is..” She shared a glance with Ursina, and they both laughed. ”Oh yes, now I understand your punishment. And it is too late to go back now. Bull will not stop with this punishment until everything has gone through you,” your breathing was raspy and weak, vision going blurry as it dawned on you, ”not merely an exhaust pipe, but a full on colon extension...” The woman snapped her fingers with a raised hand. ”The king will require two empty buckets, stat.” -Groumbrllgl- The showhost caressed the bulbous gut with a hand and gave off a curious noise. ”Make that three buckets, and toss in a  good amount of toilet paper while you are at it.” 

~ ~ ~

     Your lungs felt empty of air, unaffected by your constant panting. They had simply laughed at your screams. Cameras still rolling with you as the main focus. Sure were certain that the recording equipment could pick up your sweat, because you felt every cold trail running down your forehead, some dropping into the metal bucket below. Bull grunted above, squatting slightly with your body hanging out over one of the provided buckets. You could spot Ursina's legs, the little traitor not leaving her spot as Bull's personal belly-cuddler. No longer did you feel like yourself stuffed inside an ogre of a man, the volume of muddy clay encasing your legs made it feel like you had lost half of yourself to the king's body. Each grunt further pushed mounds of waste through your system, your large intestine felt straight as a straw funneling in muck. Even then, the worst part was that you could feel it in the back of your throat. A reeking stench of fermented cadavers spiraling to your nose from the inside. 

     ”Hurry with a portable, I bet the entire population are curious to see proof of the oppositions demise within this sewage pipe.” Lalyka demanded while she looked over your body. Her hand trailing along the bud of a stomach, her fingers sensing out the creases and contours of the curled up waste inside. ”Looks like we will get an exclusive view of the worlds first living manure bag.” With that she groped your gut and squished the firm muck within. Being reminded of how much crap filled your gut caused you to twitch and turn, yet you had to focus on holding back the flow. Sealing your lips and throat. -Grouumdbl- your gut shook, the trembling spreading up to your throat, a dense load creeping up. You swallowed. Your throat didn't obey. ”Hnnnrung.” Bull strained and shivered. The column slid up higher. The pressure was simply too much, you were loosing control of your own body, the flow in your throat dictated by Bull. ”There is no point for you to be so resistant, your current purpose is not but a temporary extension to the royal colon.” Bull's words echoed through your mind. 

     A sloshing rumble pushed the muck higher, you felt it in your throat. Holding a hand to your neck you could make out the bulge of his excrement. Pushing harder your fingertips could make out the crackled surface, every crease which stretched your throat so wide. Your mind pulsed from the stuffed pain in your throat, yet each grunt and push from above only forced more of it inside, the lump swelling. You held your mouth shut, cheeks filling up round with gaseous steam. It wouldn't hold, you had to breathe. -Pwiiiooout- You coughed and hurked with wavering strength as the Bull's flatulence found another route out through your nose, hissing past your nasal tract and infusing your snot with his pungent stench. The momentary laps in concentration was all the load inside needed. With your feeble coughs came a few familiar egg sized lump rolling down your lips. The condensed muck landing in the bucket. It was getting tougher to breathe, your throat drawn around the crudely compacted length. The camera tried to get some good shots with your maw open, yet you were firm in keeping it shut. Thoughts spun around in your pulsing mind, urging you to ask, no, beg for forgiveness. ”Hunnngaaj.” The groan gave the brown column a nice thrust upwards, forcing your lips to spread around the tip of the hodgepodge loaf. 

     Intrigued ooo's and aaa's came form the audience as the rounded tip of the lump peaked out from your lips. All those pleasant little eggs of gunk hastily clumped together in your ass. Exposed to the spacious outside the pressure was not enough to keep it solid, smooth faced chunks crumbling off of the crap and raining down into the bucket with a drumming -Thuoom- -Thumnth-. ”Aaa, do take a close look everyone, that is the last you will see of the opposition.” You heard how Bull spoke while Ursina pulled your head up by your hair. ”I know how personal you got with so many kind traitors. What you are seeing and tasting is all them...” Your former protégée grinned. ”...Aren't you glad you get to give them all a last goodbye and a close taste, as Bull's personal colon extension. Instead of suffering the same fate yourself?”

     It took a lot of will. Your hands shoving the loose log back inside your mouth, gulping around it just to have a moment, just to not have the steaming fresh colon fudge in your mouth. ”Pweass,  Pweeas. E-exile me, leave me be and I'll never botherooouhgnh-.” you manage to wheeze out in despair. -Oomghuugh- A disgusting hark and you felt the strength of the log springing back up into your maw, the firm hard mess dragging along your tongue and salivated by your mouth. Your lips stuck wide open for the Terrifying length to ease out. Your little pleads muffled out by shit cooked up from a town's worth of people. It kept on collapsing while it trailed out of your maw, dollops of intestinal muck pouring down. The chestnut segments glistening in the focused brightness of the studio lights, caked in a wet layer of your saliva. Eventually the mass was compact enough to stay in an unstable, yet, held together rope of gunk. Your tongue made out small strains and tough patches along the mounds, all the remains of so many lives. Staring down at the black creases and connection between filthy chunks, while it was all squeezed by your throat out into the world. A tear rolled down your cheek. 

~ ~ ~

     Bull sighed gently as the load of crumbling muck slumped down into the bucket below. His enjoyment did not mesh with the agony in your throat or the visual of umber nuggets piling up against the gray side of the bucket, framed in by your sloppily hanging locks. You hadn't realized just how much muck had been passed into you, yet with the fifth loaf swaying form your maw it all became painfully clear. The last of it -Spourthmbs- on top of the pile in the bucket, you taking the opportunity to breathe quite heavily. Ursina's head right next to you and sniffing near your mouth. ”Uoourck.. you are going to have to live in the trash to get a more pleasant scent around you.” You weakly raise your hand in an animalistic attempt to slap her. Yet, you are interrupted by a much worse sensation. ”W-woah, I thought the last one was big.” Ursina comments as you just want to close your eyes forever. 

     Your throat bulged considerably, yet unlike before there was no clear contours of the muck which resided within. The bulk of the load's girth was stretching your throat too much. Weak queasy pants was all you managed to force out around this clog, muffled by the sounds of a monarch's grunts. A stagehand switched buckets below you. You look up and squeak weakly, your eyes widening in horror to the strain in your neck. Unable to close your mouth, no matter how much you wanted to, the cameras got a wonderful view of the fresh dung clogging up your insides. Your hands instinctively pressed against your ears, attempting to shut out reality from you. But the titanic processed gut slab was slowly crawling out your body. Remembering how it had felt coming in, it seemed even larger now, caked in looser slop on its journey, pulling filth into its orbit. It was clear that your mouth was not apt to handle such a loaf, it pushed against your entire mouth so tightly that your cheeks stretched around it with an elongated protrusion. Sliding forth, your lips were too tight. Involuntarily they expanded around the bark brown muck's girth. The texture reminding you of stiff taffy, ruining any enjoyment you could derive from one of your favorite sweets. The plush lips taking on the resemblance to that of a blow up doll's, all whilst the well baked colon mudcake pushed through. It was impossible for you to refrain from tasting the disgusting pole, your lips forced to drag over its girth while it curled out of your maw. Your tongue picked up on every little crevice and bump in the otherwise uniform mass, the slender muscle pushed flat against the floor of your maw. Your whole face and throat stretched to accommodate just this monstrous length, giving it an elongated shape. Murky colon fluids slathered along your esophagus and  mouth, the sticking taste of rotten death only becoming worse knowing from what it was made. 

     Your nose became a chimney for the bellowing hot steam reeking from the loaf. A lingering, moist smog. Tears streamed down your cheeks, some trailing down over the growing dung sausage. Its weight so very apparent when you had to carry its hanging weight from your maw. For a long while it remained stuck as such. The studio quiet if not for the occasional grunt and strain from Bull. You felt next to inanimate, nothing you did affected the log slowly trickling out. Stuck like this, it only forced the sloppier gunk further back to pile in your gut and esophagus, stretching the outlines from the muck with smooth creamy gruel. You felt a hand on your jaw, looking up to see Ursina with a delighted smirk. Before any possible resistance you felt how the woman pushed your jaw together, with the help of the showhost your soiled teeth cut into the bitter wad of foul dung. -Slirrrip- The cut made from your teeth spread wider as the mound continued to flow, breaking apart under its own weight and revealing the bright internal hue of chocolate dung. -Thummd- the metal rang out when the heavy weight plunged down into the empty bucket. 

     A filling a sense of relief  spread within when you heard a distinct groan above and felt the saliva covered mound plod further. It shone and glistened from your spit, yet at a much more damp hue  since the drool had slowly been infused with putrid colon sewage. Joy coursed through your insides when the slick lump flowed out of your maw, your soft brown coloued lips finally able to pull together with the shrinking bulk of the loaf. The latter half dumped on top of the first, squishing its compact weight down to mush together, the impact a muddy dull -Thouumb-. ”Aah, few things in life are more enjoyable than a good dump.” Bull proclaimed and lazily scratched his rump. 

~ ~ ~

    One moment to breathe felt good, even if it was followed by a  porous loaf of creamy filth. The mounds not nearly as compact while they coiled out of your open maw, curling together in a mesh of semi-solid mush which laid on top of the compact load as a delicate layer of whipped cream. Within you started to make out pale spots and harder little clumps within the excrement. Debris and indigestibles left from the slaughter. The taste stained your teeth and every nook and cranny of your mouth had a smudge of filth lodged in it. -Goullmph- at least now you could assist the pungent gruel with hurling it up faster, even if it was disgusting, your throat muscles slowly getting used to pushing it along with increased efficiency. 

     -Shiluumph- the last little coil was dumped out in a sloppy bundle, your body felt almost hollow. Your gut had relinquished a good amount of the filling waste, even though your system was still slathered with muck. You felt bull move slightly. ”Have you had enough, miss Semicolon?” He asked with his voice dripping in an upheld, but perverted enjoyment. A microphone was held up in front of you. Your voice reduced to a mere whimper. ”Y-yes.. I-I'll d-do anything,” you paused, arms hanging limply and your lips trembling, ”m-my k-king..” 

      ”Freeze just a sec will you, sweetie.” Your tired eyes blinked at the show hosts voice. Ursina lowering the shrink ray. ”From what I have seen today, miss Tarmström excels in her new position as sewage pipe,” her tone was clear and precise, it didn't sound like a cheap shot at further humiliation, ”the evidence speaks for itself.” Ursina seemed intrigued. ”What do you suggest then?” The showhost graciously turned to the audience. ”I propose, that we take her from Semicolon, to full.” A chill of ice spiked through your spine as the audience immediately applauded the suggestion. Ursina nodding with a mischievous smirk. ”I am not a colon!” you barely reccognized your voice in the outburst, just experiencing such an overwhelming sense of sickening moral. Ursina's hand was laid delicatly on your back. ”Certainly could have fooled me, sewage bitch.” She leaned in and smirked deviously. ”Must have been abhorrent, slugging out all the people you used to care for in the shape of fat, warm sludge,” she teasingly trailed a finger around your messy lips, ”wouldn't you just relish in doing this for Bull, every, single, day...” 

     ”N-now hold on,” Bull turned his head to the audience, ”carrying around a whole woman within my ass long term doesn't seem very practical.” You breathe out a sigh of relief. Just to feel Urisina bounce up against his gut. ”Oh come now hubby, She would give you a very nice tummy for me to snuggle all forced up in there~” Lalyka herself trailed a hand from the still wide gut down around Bull's back, seemlessly dragging across your backside right to the still smooth muck pudgey belly, teasingly groping your tender gut. ”It certainly looks quite pleasurable to have such a magnificent butt plug, and it is obvious that you have enjoyed her services as your sewage slut. This is what she was meant for.” Your breath becomes heavy, flecks of sludge flying out from your mouth with each deep heave. ”N-no y-you can't do this, I wasn't going to be executed..” Your words are drowned out by an encouraging cheer from the audience. A woman in a blue coat stands. ”In not too long, the female's body would  adapt to the excretions of the viscera. Her own digestive tract starting to absorb the excess nutrients, fats and liquids  from the discharge. Thus causing the system to sustain itself without the need of outside nourishment or stimulus.” Ursina turned her head to the side in  confusion. ”So, she could survive being nourished only by Bull's crap?” The woman in the audience nodded and the crowd cheered louder. Bull scratched his chin in contemplation. ”The extra 70 kilograms doesn't even bother my body, while I am against it I see no clear downsides.” You could not but whimper when the audience kept cheering. Bull patting your back. ”So then, my subjects have spoken, how would you like a promotion to fulltime colon extension?” 

     Summoning up the remains of your will and strength you thrash furiously. ”N-no Y-you can't do this. Please, I accepted you.” Ursina leaned in and smiled. ”You all heard her, 'its an honor for a dung sac like myself to be the kings new ass.” Bull leaned forwards to present you for everyone, your thrashing easily quenched by the two women holding your arms to your side. With one heavy heave you felt how your feet moved further back his colon, your stomach slipping up deeper while the tyrant moaned. Out was nearly impossibly, yet, in was much easier. Already you had slipped past the event horizon. You didn't recognize the feeling of your legs after having been compacted and stuck for so long, but now you felt how it displaced more muck and forced filth down your own rear. Another heave, the applauds and encouragement from all those around you while the decent into the royal backside continued. The muddy mass of waste inside caking more along your rump and back the further you went in. The king's gut looked quite distended with your shoulders on the rim of his pucker. Streams of saltwater trailed down your cheeks as the women gathered up all your bushy hair and stuffed it inside the soggy flesh tunnel, laying plastered against your back. One last push straight on your face from them lodged your face in between his cheeks. 

     -Sloouchh- the sound of intestinal phlegm coating  just behind your ears. The warm pulsing pucker around your face. Temperate air closed in around your throat, one of the few spots where the intestinal flesh wasn't skin tight against your body. -Brauiiioouth- A dash of pungent air rushed out through your mouth in another repulsing belch. So smooch and quick that you hadn't even noticed the gas passing into you. Bull let out a few content sighs and patted his gullet. ”Bring the bucket, I still have some royal business to pass through miss Tarmström.” 

~ ~ ~

     There was no one who concerned themselves with your woeful tears. You felt them stream down your face, one of the only parts of yourself that you still had command over. Your head was mounted in Bull's ass like a hunting trophy, clenched taut by the supple yet deceptively muscular cheeks, Surrounded by the saline odor of manly butt musk, clashing in with the sour and bitterness of the sludge and gasses. Over just a little bit of time the oily fat loafs had entirely infused their reeking fermented taste with your saliva. Semi-solid loafs of dung held your throat spread nicely, allowing it to pile up in your maw before it was dumped out with wet -Sluoorth- within the bucket below you. In this state you couldn't even aim the flow, Bull dictating what your body was capable of. Experiencing creamy daubs of shit clinging to your teeth made you feel sick, yet your body took advantage of your urge to hurl the content of your stomach to shovel up loads of more gunk through your throat. All over the mess were small rooted indents, black air tiny black air pockets and thick helping of the cream smeared flat from its bumpy journey through your entire being. Small patches of cloth or tiny hair concealed in the small details within the laboriously saturated chocolate, all lost within the uniform texture they contributed to. Every coiling snack of dirty muck was visible to you, even if it became blurry by the water in your eyes. Its taste and smell thrusted upon you, liters of lengths and chunks made of the creamy soft served waste piling out of your body. Out in the corner of you eye was the pale uniform of the show host. ”Pray tell, miss posterior, what exactly are your predictions for Bull's bowel movements over the coming weeks? Smooth dripping lengths soiling yout insides, or rubbery wads so thick you have to chew to get them out?” You tried to shake your head, reminded of the clear tiny frame you were stuck within. ”lweahve Mwhe awlohne.” It was challenging to talk with your lips and cheeks caked in intestinal dough. It was even harder attempting to mumble around the continuoues gunk flow. ”Oh don't bother yourself with responding,” Lalyka smirked brimming with self satisfaction, the kind of expression telling of her smiling even wider within her mind, ”I can't quite put my finger on it, but everytime you open your mouth all I can hear is bullshit.” No matter how intense you anger, all you could make yourself express through was large tears. You heard the buzzling laughter from the crowd even if your ears were pushed against your head. A faint attempt at a response was undone by the flowing sewage. The mounds got larger, many times feeling your throat bulging so wide it rubbed against the humid incarnadine tube. Yet, with the gobs increasing in length and girth, it only passed through your body smoother. Far back in the unreachable cavern was your intestines beating in pain, molded nearly straight by the continuous clog. 

~ ~ ~

     Your tongue dangled outside your mouth, guiding out a particularly bitter chunk of filth, unsticking from your glossy saliva and landing in the slowly melting mush of Bull's waste. The king's belly was empty with the exception of a good portion of your body tucked away in the abdomen. You didn't need to see it was empty, you felt it. Along with other things you rather not feel was Ursina's soft nuzzling and cuddling to the tyrant's gut. The three full buckets were placed below the king's still bending body, all soft of sludge steaming or congealing in the open air. Your former protégée put a thick fold of toilet paper to your mouth, taking nearly sensual care in wiping the clay firm stains off of your lips. Considering everything that happened, it was a pleasant experience. ”There you have it folks, the woman who literally is an ass.” your mind was too overloaded to even register the comment. 

     A faint eep slipped out of your mouth when the King stood up, his cheeks pushing together quite tightly to sandwich your head and push your face deeper into his pucker. Your skin colour matched Bull's almost perfectly, with the rim of his ass compacting stiff around you, your face became framed in by his rump. It looked natural. Your face slotted in as if it had always meant to end up in this position. Each small breath you took tasted of butt, since that seemed what you had been reduced to. 

     ”I will admit, you were right,” Bull said as he leisurely began to dress himself in his socks and boots, ”it does seem like miss Tarmström was always meant to be integrated into higher management. Speaking of that, a position as Minister of Relations just opened up.” He gave Ursina a look and beaconed her closer while the audience delighted in his quip. ”Ursina handed Bull the shrink ray, holding it up for the people. ”The issue of the opposition is over, their base and majority of members showcased for you here. However, their inventor had a point in that her contraptions were harmful. This is a weapon in the wrong hands.” You blinked when you heard the -Clack- from the ray gun hitting the floor, the only device known of its kind. ”And, I have no more use for it.” -Kruuaash- one firm tread of his rugged boots crushed the device flat. ”N-nooo-nooo” you weakly heaved out as small sparks flew around bull's boot. Then, the humidity of musk smothered you. Bull having clenched his cheeks to cover your features in the crack of his ass. There was enough of a gap left for you to breathe and see. But your vision was soon obscured by the beige fabric of Bull's briefs. It turned even tighter with his pants smushing together his buttocks and planted his rump down on the studio couch. ”So then, Lalyka Live, shall we proceed?” You heard a faint coughing in a ladylike manner. ”Of course. Ladies and gents, the chanel Oro's exclusive interview continues. Now, in terms of topics's not related to the Opposition...”

~ ~ ~ 

     -Bruuoorgl- the balmy little rumble from within awoke you. Instinctively your nostrils flared for the faint puff of -Fiuurrrth- hissing out. ”Pardon my ass, seems she just work up.” you felt a soft pat near you, he was wearing the business pants again. Of his wardrobe options the business pants were not that bad, they let in more fresh air than any of his jeans. There was another voice you didn't recognize as well. ”Not at all, but, was it just me or did that hiss sound... feminine?” The hearty chuckle shook you slightly. ”Now now, you should know why ambassador. This isn't my ponytail” you felt him flap your ruby hair up from the pants. Then standing up to better reach it with a finely bristled brush to keep it soft and straight. The other voice was quiet for a while. ”For how long?” -Buroothfff- this fart was rather spicy, you shut your nose just for the small sense of satisfaction you got of having some control, the fart bubbling out as a belch.  ”Nearly ten years, and yes, she is full sized.” 

     In reality you weren't quite full sized anymore. Sucking out nutrients from excrement wasn't a steady diet. Over the years it had thinned out your body. With how little you could utilize your muscles they too turned weak and frail, not that you needed them anymore. After only two years you were unsure where your body stopped and bull's began. No longer where you your own being, the flesh which had separated you from Bull's colon gradually melding together from the heat and weakening skin structure. All of you that could was incorporated into Bull's body, and what remained was frail. At this point, you wouldn't survive on the outside, you had accepted it as truth. Your colon straight and grown large to store and drain as much waste at a time, what had been your belly now a temporary pit stop for dung on its way out. You had no clue if your legs were still intact, it didn't matter if they where, they were insignificant. So much of you was just that, insignificant. You had no control, reduced to an asset in the royal body. 

”Dwaddy I ahm hungwy.” You picked up the familiar bright voice of the young Yvor. The nine year old boy pulling gently on your ponytail to get Bull's attention. Your world spun when the king turned around. ”Dwaddy is very busy right now, my dear little miracle.” Bull called out for Julian and turned back to the ambassador. Through the thin cloth of the pants you could make out Yvor jumping back to the door, and in the doorway the siluette of Julian. Without utilizing your motor skills your other senses had gone through some improvements. Unfortunately, this applies to sigh, small and taste... Even then you couldn't make out his expression. However, you were unsure if he had been wearing anything but that dreary deadpan visage for the last eight years. ”Julian, be a good mother to our son and make something for him in the kitchen.” Julian simply nodded as he took Yvors hand. You felt sympathy for him, yet, he did at least have Yvor. Along with Yvor's brothers and sisters. 

     ”Hubby~” a distant voice coming from the chambers. ”How long are you going to make me and the paddle wait~” a short -Twhap- was heard which sent shivers down Bull's and yours spine. ”You will have to excuse me. Ambassador. Dearest requires my full attention.” His cheeks ground against your cheeks one at a time as he walked up. ”Hold on, just a brief moment,” the voice made the body stop, ”how do you stand it? How does, the woman stand it?” It seemed no one remembered your name after all this time. The fabric in front of you was pulled down, your eyes adjusting to the light. The red wavy ponytail hanging over your face as a drape, it never seemd to want to settle right. ”There is no woman left. She, is my ass. Not only that, but surely the best ass I have ever had.” your hair was pulled aside so you could see the ambassador sitting in one of the meeting room armchairs. ”My dear ass has handled all my royal duty for nearly ten years, and wil continue to do so, isn't that right?” You quivered weakly. The ambassador looking shooked and intrigued to see you, just like everyone else did. Rumbles of a putrid fart bubbled inside, but you let it pass through your nose as you spoke. ”I -Fiiiiuurr-  I will...” your nostrils casually trembling at the heated gas passing through them. Even as you spoke, you felt a tiny drop of salty liquid trail along an indent stretching down from your eye. Ten years had made it look like two small rivers, which even after all this time remained moist. 
