“It was so nice of you to invite me here, Twilight,” said Starlight Glimmer, at a point during the evening she felt some prying into her ulterior motives would not be too uncalled for. “Makes me wonder what’s the special occasion for…”

Twilight raised an eyebrow and the corner of her mouth playfully. “You’re saying you don’t remember? Really?”

“Uhh, you know I suck at remembering people’s birthday’s… But I’m sure I wouldn’t forget my own at least, and it’s not like you’d celebrate your own just by the two of us, so… I really don’t know,” said Starlight, sipping her cherry-lemon juice.

“It’s been a year now since you arrived to Ponyville of course!”

“Right, right,” chuckled the pink mare awkwardly. “How could I forget? It only happens to be the same day when I almost unbeknowingly doomed Equestria by tinkering with the past so that it’s greatest heroes would never meet, plunging the land into countless variable alternative realities each more horrible than the others,” she said in one breath, aiming for nonchalantness and failing magnificently.

“Yeah…” said Twilight slowly. “That’s the reason I thought you might appreciate a more… restrained celebration. Just the two of us, good food, good drinking…”

“And good music,” said Starlight, recovering somewhat. “That mare playing the cello – who is she?”

“Octavia, the local Beethoofen. She plays here often. I never grow tired of hearing her play… It’s like listening to her soul itself.”

“Somepony’s on a poetic mood,” remarked Starlight, noting the dreamy look of her friend as she lost herself in the melody captivating the restaurant. “House sure is packed. The music business is a luxurious one, that’s certain. Or at least she hasn’t missed a dinner for a while…”

“Hmm, she seems to have let herself go a bit,” agreed Twilight. On the stage at the back of the room, Octavia played on sitting, her engorged belly clearly hampering with the management of her instrument. There just wasn’t enough room in her lap with all that squishy, gravel-grey stomach occupying so much of it. In addition the mare had to have horrible indigestion issues: Twilight could swear she saw gas pockets big as hoofs form lumps into the fur before bouncing back, with quiet gastric groaning breaking the flow of notes every now and then. “It’s also not her best night… I wonder if something’s up with her?”

“We could pay the backstage a visit before leaving,” suggested Starlight. “Who knows, maybe she’s having a friendship problem we need to solve.”

“A good idea… student,” Twilight said, winking.

Starlight was about to answer that with a quip, but the arriving food gave them something else to chew.

A couple hours later they knocked at the dressing room door with a purple clef inscribed into the wood. It was opened guardedly, as if somepony inside had expected something to explode if she moved too quickly.

“Evening, Octavia,” said Twilight joyfully, her face finely flustered by a decent meal and a few too many drinks. “We thought if you could –”

The door slammed shut on her muzzle.

“Whoah,” hiccupped Starlight by her side. “I’ve heard of tough crowds, but tough performers are way more real.”

“She hit the door on me!” burst Twilight.

“Your first time? Wouldn’t have guessed…”

Twilight ignored her. “Octavia! Open up! It’s me, Twilight, and Starlight! She’s not evil anymore,” she added with a giggle.

“Ha ha ha… That one never grows old, does it?”

Suddenly the door opened inwards, this time completely, revealing Octavia dressed in a nightgown two sizes too small for her current condition. Her underside burst from underneath the velvety carmine cloth almost obscenely, emphasising the distorting effect it had on the otherwise slim-built mare. It was a rather sad attempt to hide the extra pounds, Twilight thought.

“Good evening, both of you,” the cellist said, smiling. “Do come in, please; I was just about to have a shower, but I can’t deny an audience from the Princess of Friendship herself. Nor from her renowned pupil either,” she continued after closing the door after the two. “What gives me the honour, if I may ask?”

“Oh, we thought to congratulate you for another splendid show,” said Twilight, seating herself on the chair in front of the mirror rimmed with light bulbs. She didn’t feel too steady standing at the moment. “How have you been doing lately?”

“Me?” Octavia said, touching her bowtie. “Uhm… quite ordinarily I should think. Why?”

“Haven’t encountered any problems with friends lately?” asked Starlight.

“With Vinyl Scratch, for instance?” joined in Twilight. “You two are pretty close roommates, am I right?”

“Oh, close roommates, eh?” chirped Starlight, grinning slyly. “I *burp* see…”

“See what?”

“Well, you know… It’s okay to have little hanky panky with your friends now and then, right? Nopony here’s judging you, heh.”

“Sure not!” chimed Twilight. She swirled in the chair and immediately regretted it. “Ugh, shouldn't have tried that strong cider… nor all that blueberry wine…”

“I am not quite sure I understand you insinuations,” Octavia said dryly. “Could you enlighten me? And who have you been ‘hanky pankying’ with, if I may ask?”

Starlight tried to focus her vision on the occasionally blurring mare. “Ah, thought the gossip had reached the moon already… Well, you know Trixie, right? She and I, hmm… How should I put it… We get along like a house on fire…”

“By some miracle,” muttered Twilight under her breath.

“What I’m trying to say,” said Starlight a tad louder, “Is it’s okay having fun with you friends, right? Even if it involves rubber and… and… rope and… other magic props… Uhm, what were we talking about?”

“So you and Trixie,” said Octavia with renewed interest in her voice and eyes, “You’re in the habit of… trying out new things, is that right?”

“Right!” rejoiced Starlight. “Thank you!”

“Make’s no sense to me what’s the big deal about little bondage,” grumbled Twilight. “Why’d you always have to bring that up, hmm?”

“Uuu, I hope somepony’s not a bit jealous,” cooed Starlight. “How unbefitting from the Princess of Friendship, right? Right?”

“Excuse me,” interrupted Octavia, “But if lewd talk was your sole excuse to come disturb me, I consider myself better off alone. Please leave.”

Twilight and Starlight exchanged glances, then picked their butts up and left the room, muttering drunken apologies. Outside the restaurant Twilight said:

“Were we being too intrusive?”

“Not by my standards,” Starlight reasoned. “We only came to help, right?”

“Maybe all that excess weight has made her moody… I’ve read that too much chocolate can mess up your hormone balance.”

“If that’s true, the girl’s lucky to be standing!” laughed Starlight, almost tripping on her own legs.

“I don’t know… Seemed weird. Oh well, I’m sure it’ll sort itself out, whatever it is that’s bothering her.”

“Maybe she heard they’re going to have to broaden her dressing room’s door again and the owner refuses to pay for it anymore…”

“Now you’re just being nasty…”

On and on they went, oblivious of the two emerald eyes following them disappear from one of the restaurant's windows. Inside Octavia’s dressing room, Chrysalis the former Queen of changelings changed back into her usual insectile shape, the only resemblance to the cellist’s figure preserving through the transformation being the enormous gut cavity, where the real Octavia churned peacefully into a nourishing soup of pulped meat.

“By my carapace, that was close,” the Queen said aloud. All her life she had used to speaking her thoughts out aloud to her hive constantly surrounding her, and the habit had stuck even when its origin had been robbed from her. “The bitch just stopped twitching when they came. Fortunately their natural stupidity happened to be extended by their inebriation… I can’t believe how I was defeated by the likes of them!”

She discarded the now definitely undersized garment on the floor. Tomorrow she’d employ the detestable rag to the sole purpose worthy of it, which was wiping her bottom after voiding her bowels of its previous owner. Chrysalis stretched herself out as much as she could on Octavia’s cramped bed, resting on her flank. She started kneading herself to break down the mare more swiftly. This job was also something she had had hard time learning to do herself, and it certainly wasn’t as easy as she had imagined; it demanded constant pressure to dissolve such a big chunk of flesh and bones, even with her powerful acids eating all organic tissue like butter. However, now that she knew she was in a rush she had no choice but to keep rubbing those hard lumps until they softened into mush.

“I knew it was a brilliant idea to hide in plain sight, to keep my enemies close! Tomorrow we shall see for ourselves just how ‘hanky panky’ dear Starlight and the ‘great and powerful’ Trixie can become…”

Cackling lightly, Chrysalis took a pincer hold of the bump she thought was Octavia’s pretty little head, grinding her hooves together until a sickening crack of bone pierced the air, the pony’s temples caving in and allowing the corrosive liquids to freely prey upon her exposed, genius brains. “Hmm, now there’s a tune more to my liking,” mused the Queen. “Your last piece shall be an aria of gurgles and glorbs composed by my intestines, the instrument being your very body breaking into nutrients, finishing in a fanfare of trumpets as I dispose of you in your own personal loo… Too bad there won’t a single encore to that show!”

***
Two days after their night-out with Twilight, Starlight Glimmer strolled lightly towards the unmistakable wagon of her dear friend Trixie, parked on a quiet wooded spot outside the village. Light seeped invitingly past the curtained carriage windows, and the sight only stoked Starlight’s imagination already running wild thanks to the note she had received earlier today:

The great and powerful Trixie invites thee this evening for a private show of spectacular wonder. Follow the map and prepare with the best wine and toughest silken rope you have. Yours forever, Trixie.

Always on with the show, Starlight thought amusedly while knocking on the wagon door. Urgent racket ensued, like somepony inside tried to jam something large where it didn't quite fit.

“Starlight!” said the baby blue unicorn when the door opened. “You’re early! How can Trixie make herself prepared when her audience doesn’t respect the schedule?”

“Uhm, this is the time we usually meet, right?”

“Of course it is!” Trixie exclaimed. “The usual time, of course I remembered that! Come in, come in from the chill; Trixie will get you warm, never mind the expense!”

“It’s tepid outside actually,” Starlight corrected, entering inside. She took a glance around to look where to put the bottle she carried, noting how messy everything was, even more than usual, as if there had been a brawl recently. “You seem excited enough. Got some special news for me or what?”

Trixie reached for the wine while pushing various magic props and her other belongings into the huge magic cabinet. “Let me take that. Oh, I knew I couldn’t contain myself over this… It’s going to be so amazing!”

“Heh, I’m all ears.”

“Okay, okay,” said the giddy pony. “Please sit there first, down on the bed there… You brought the string?”

“The finest I could buy,” Starlight said while laying on her flank on the bed. She unwound the strings from her midsection where she had carried them, snapping them straight. “Tough too; won't be escaping these without help.”

“Trixie is too happy!” she piped, clapping her front hooves together. She vanished into one of the cloth piles for a moment and reappeared holding an ancient looking scroll, which she held in her mouth for Starlight to read.

Her lips moved slightly as she leafed through the runes. “Uhh… Trixie, where did you get this?”

“From Twilight’s library! What do you think?”

Starlight blinked, having to take another look at the cryptic text to comprehend it. It was a spell, she could figure out that much, but the outcome seemed far too alien to be correct. “This spell… Am I reading this right? It annuls magic?”

“Only its caster’s,” explained Trixie. “I asked old Twily about that. It’s perfectly harmless for everypony else around, but whoever uses it loses their horn’s powers for a day, making them completely, utterly, absolutely defenseless… You getting me?” she finished, winking.

“I get you,” laughed Starlight awkwardly. “It’s just, uh… Losing my magic, it’s… it’s more extreme than what we’ve ever tried, don’t you think?”

Trixie’s face fell along with the scroll. “Oh. I see. I thought you’d be as excited as I was about this. You know, reigniting our sessions again; they have grown duller lately, you know?”

“They have?”

“I think so… Anyway, why would you worry? You still have your safeword. And I promise to be gentle… at first…” she added, leaning close enough so that she could breathe her breathing.

“Ah… Mmhmm… Alright,” Starlight conceded. “You’re right; this might be so exciting!”

“I know it will be…”

Wrapped in neon-blue glow, the silken rope came to life and started snaking around Starlight’s legs, first locking them together in pairs, then joining the hind legs together with her tail while another seam pulled her front legs across her belly, rendering her unable to do anything save squirm on her moderately pudgy flank. Trixie admired the result from under her eyelids, then re-presented her subby friend with the scroll.

“Read it, slut.”

Starlight’s pink cheeks darkened at the insult. “Y-yes, mistress.” Her horn lighted up with the words of power touching her soul. Arcane forces shook the little wagon, concentrating on the bound unicorn, the light of her horn more intense than it ever had been until suddenly dying out in one instant.

“Did it… did it work?” Trixie asked, rubbing the sawtooth patterns out of her eyes.

Starlight’s face wrinkled in concentration. Her horn didn’t so much as glint. “I guess it did. I’m a dud now, heh. All at the mercy of my mistress…”

“You have no idea how right you are, bitch,” Trixie mused, her excitement barely contained by the looks of it. She jumped on the bed, standing on all fours over her mate, drool dribbling onto her face below. “You filthy pony whore; foul, grass-shitting wench; dull cow’s dung, you–”

“Okay, okay, maybe enough with the language for now,” said Starlight, trying to rub the spit from her eye into the sheets. “Maybe you could–oww!”

“Quiet unless spoken to or if it’s for begging!” Trixie barked harshly after having slapped her cheek. “You are nothing but a mewling piece of waste to me, you fucking disgrace of a cunt! Apologize, you disgusting puddle of piss!”

“S-s-sorry,” Starlight muttered hastily. This was definitely more extreme than what she had used to. Still, her friend clearly enjoyed it, so she decided to let her have at it. Worst came to worst, she could always count on her safeword to rescue her.

“Better,” Trixie growled. She jumped off the bed, turning her rump at Starlight. “Now, slave… Put that rebel tongue of yours to work.”

Starlight yelped as she was yanked towards that generous ass by her mane until her head hang over the bedside upside down. Without warning the plushy butt came down on her muzzle, wedging it between those moist, suffocating lips. “Hmmhh!” she complained, the marehood’s sharp taste flooding her mouth all at once. Her tongue ploughed into the squelching cleavage deeper than ever before, wriggling inside the soft mare’s flesh just so she could win back some space to breathe in. So much for the gentle start… Starlight thought.

“Ahh… yeshhh, good,” Trixie moaned, rubbing her bottom up and down the willing mouth, drawing circles with it and burying the poor mare ever-further into the squishy folds. Starlight obviously wasn’t new to the art of cunningilus. A step steeper challenge needed to be in order to tame the rowdy cunt, Chrysalis decided.

Starlight was about to fall into a steady rhythm, finally regaining some control of the situation when the smothering ass unexpectedly plunged forwards like a shored whale, engulfing her up to her eyes which flattened painfully against the doughy cheeks. “HMhPHhhmHf!” she muddled, sudden panic washing over her as her breath was cut short. The slick pussy clamped on her muzzle, musky fluids freely flowing into her nostrils until she felt like drowning. Her alarmed vision limited to the blue ass, Starlight started jerking violently, trying to wrench free from the gluttonous hole.

“Unruly slut!” Trixie’s voice whipped. “Giving up already? My pussy not good enough for you? Well too bad, because you two are going to get real close real soon…”

Chuckling darkly, Chrysalis seized Starlight’s neck with her magic and propelled it onwards like a cherry into jelly. An aghast whimper, snuffed out by a low slurp, made her grin widely for the first time in weeks. Starlight’s head bulged out her crotch slightly, the Trixie tits bouncing up and down as she quivered in the pussy’s embrace. The mare seemed to be trying to speak in there, only succeeding in drinking her essence by the mouthfuls. For a long, ardent minute Chrysalis held her there, blabbering in bliss, almost forgetting herself in the lust which tempted her to take the little pony all the way into her womb, nurture and sap her there until nothing but a dried up husk of bones and skin remained, to be voided out into the wilds for vermin too to have their share. But such a fate was still far too kind for what Chrysalis had in mind for the nuisance of her life.

“Banana muffins!” gasped Starlight the moment Chrysalis pumped her drenched, pussy juice matted head out to stain the bedsheets. “Banana muffins banana muffins banana muffins banana muffins –”

“What in the name of Tartarus are you raving about, you sorry, weak fuck?”

Starlight retched up some translucent liquids, wide, unbelieving eyes staring at her friend’s scorn. “Banana muffins! The safeword! I almost suffocated in there!”

To Starlights’s shock, Trixie merely scoffed at that. “What an idiotic safeword, and what a flimsy tolerance. You’ll have to do much, much better to endure what’s about to come next.”

“I don’t think so,” spat Starlight. “I said the safeword. It’s over now – maybe forever, since you’ve been acting so, so…”

“Naughtily?” suggested Trixie, rotating to reveal her buns again.

“What’s gotten into you?” Starlight exclaimed. The sight of the glistening, winking pussy made her cringe. “Hey, hey, I told you to stop. I’m not playing anymore. This isn’t funny; get me out of these ropes!” She started thrashing against the binds, trying to open the knots with her teeth, pulling her legs apart by force, but her purchase proved to be every bit worth of her own promise.

“See, this is what I was talking about,” Trixie continued, wiggling her rump. “You’re afraid to go all the way. That’s so boresome, you know. This time though you’re gonna go all the way…”

“W-w-what?” Starlight stuttered. “What on earth are you–iikh!”

In one smooth motion a part of Starlight slid inside Trixie again. This time it was only her horn, but the opening was something the two had hardly dared to discuss as an option thus far, anal being something they both viewed with reserved intrigue. But now Starlight’s dear horn lanced right into that pucker hole, the warm butt resting heavily against her forehead. Again a sharp, pungent smell seeped into Starlight’s nostrils, this time without a tinge of appeal to it.

“Ugh, yuck! Trixie, what are you doing?! Have you even washed yourself down there? Oh my Celestia, it stenches disgusting… What kind of garbage have you been eating?!”

Ignoring her completely, the butt started humping her horn slowly, shifting up and down like a carnal train on the rails of pleasure. “Uuu, fuck… That feels amazing… So much tighter…”

Actually feeling whatever grime Trixie had holed up in her exit rub into her horn made Starlight shake from pure repugnance. All remaining traces of sexual tension had scattered from her heart, leaving behind the bare sensation of being abused, all hollow and icky and devoid of safety. “Trixie… for fuck’s sake… please stop this already!” she said, tears shining in the corners of her eyes.

“Oh, sweetheart, I couldn’t possibly stop now… Not at the precipice of my ultimate vengeance…”

Starlight’s heart stopped, or at least it felt like it did. Trixie’s voice was gone, consumed by the bellows of bitterness and sadistic exultation. The ass molesting her began to change too. Growing in size and darkening in colour and texture, the soft blue fur hardening into shining chitin while the mellower ladyparts gained a neon-green glow, before long Starlight’s terrified eyes reflected the shape of Chrysalis, the former Queen of Changelings.

“G-g-g-g…”

“That’s right,” hissed the Queen, looking over shoulder and down at the adorably horrified face. “Now that the jig is up, I suppose there is no reason to keep the other star of the evening in the coulisses.”

The huge magic cabinet’s doors blew open, and the green halo fished the bound-up Trixie from under the rubble at the bottom, dangling her before the bed. A bright red gag shut her mouth, but it did not prevent Starlight from reading the same fear and distress from her tear-stained face as what she felt within.

“Oh, the occasion is simply too good to be true!” giggled Chrysalis, unable to decide which of the ponies’ expressions was more wonderful to behold. “Despair not, however, for you two lovebirds are in for a reunion of the century! I shall personally make sure your romantic epic will go down in history as the unique tale where the lovers truly became one at the end. It is indeed a great honour for me to function as the catalyst for your big night!”

The brutal meaning of the Queen’s words did not escape the two mares. Starlight watched in fascinated terror as Trixie’s aerial realignment brought her into straight course into Chrysalis’s opening jaws. The blue unicorn fought for her life like a rodent about to be introduced into the confines of a snake, but Chrysalis’s magic suppressed the arcane powers of the trickster with psychical ease equivalent to the physical ease of those black lips welcoming the horn itself, followed by the gagged, sobbing head.

“Chrysalis you won’t get away with th–MHMHPHPFFRT!”

Simultaneously with her marefriend, Starlight got sucked into the confines of Chrysalis’s body, albeit from a horizontally different end. Both sets of oily black cheeks bulged from the heads of her enemies, the rest of them writhing maniacally and amusingly.

“How about an amicable competition to make things even more interesting?” the Queen said, voice muffled by the pony in her jaws. “Whoever reaches my tummy second gets to be on top! Trust me, you will want to be on top when the digestion starts; that way you’ll merely suffocate to death instead of being slowly corroded by my acids. May the best procrastinator win!”

Starlight’s ears managed to scarly register that before the elastic rim of the anus squashed them painfully against her skull. In one stroke the Queen’s shrill laughter was overwhelmed by the deafening throbbing of her insides, the large intestine carrying a wave after another of gastric echoes, the glorbing of expectant digestive acids mixed with the slimy groaning of her bowels. The unicorn tried holding her breath as long as she could, but ultimately her lungs were compelled to inhale the rancid gas of the Queen’s ass for all they could. The stench of putrefaction was so strong, several times worse than bearable; it was like being buried inside a rotting carcass. It took everything Starlight had not to drown in her own vomit.

Meanwhile Chrysalis decided to even out the odds of the race by extracting every ounce of flavour she could from Trixie’s head until proceeding onto her neck and shoulders, salivating the pony’s fur until it came off in small clumps. The mare’s lips, still squeezing the gag, tickled the pliable skin of her throat as they mouthed screams against it, the Queen returning the favour by swirling her nimble tongue all over Trixie’s ears, forcing her to crawl deeper herself to escape the torment.

After emptying herself from the little cellist Chrysalis’s stomach was in crucial need of more filling. A morsel such as Trixie practically wolfed itself down, the mare’s belly button already approaching Chrysalis’s gently chewing teeth. On the other hoof Starlight was putting up a fiercer resistance than expected, her body twisting sideways to hinder her inevitable career as a reverse dump. Not that Chrysalis minded, not as such, for every extra second her buttocks could mold the tender frame between them was pure bliss to her, although she did hope the mare would be significantly more compliant on the way out – common constipation rarely had anything pleasing about it.

Though this time it just might, Chrysalis thought. She could imagine the immeasurable solace of pushing out the mixed-coloured blotch of her archenemies, splatter their undying love all over the grass floor and shower the daisies with their processed passion. A lovely pile it would make on a meadow; a flower capable of beckoning flies from miles and miles away for sure. Perhaps she could even lure Twilight under some guile to admire the steaming heap, see if she could identify a familiar bone or a hue of fur from amidst the scat of her worst enemy before she’d begin her own trip to join the mess. It was such a gratifying mental picture Chrysalis quite lost herself thinking about it, accidentally swallowing Trixie all the way up to her pelvis.

Whoops, got to balance the scales, she thought and sat down on her haunches. A feeble shriek echoed from around the mouth of her small intestine whereto the sudden pressure crammed Starlight, more than half of her now diving into the Queen’s rear. Chrysalis started anew the circular motions of her ass that had proved so effective when grinding Starlight’s tongue, persuading the pink mare several inches more welcome. Then out of the blue a weird, slushy sensation exploded in her innards. After some puzzling she smiled, realizing that Starlight’s stomach had finally betrayed her. Too bad for her face which now would have to plough through her own vomit in addition to the muck remaining from the digested Octavia.

Starlight hacked and spurted her own dinner up despite herself, immediately forced to dig into the carroty goo. The intestine churned all around her, massaging her body like meat inside a sausage, not an inch of her groomed fur remaining safe from the filth that covered her from head to hoof. There was still a part of her which refused to believe what had happened; that it had to be a nightmare, and that at any moment now Luna would step in to dispel the terror and nausea. She wanted to believe that so much that, when a glint of light appeared in the pitch-black murk, she actually took it for truth for an insanely relieving moment.

“GHhnhPhnooo…” she moaned when she saw the illumination did not originate from Luna’s soothing horn but from Trixie’s, the unicorn’s head prodding through the sphincter the same moment her own blobbed out from the other end of the cavity. They had arrived to the Queen’s stomach at the exact same time.

“Play nicely now,” Chrysalis said, finally being able to speak properly as the bottoms of Trixie’s hooves vanished down her gullet. Her forked tongue smacked her lips a couple of times, enjoying the sweet aftertaste she had gleaned from the pony’s marehood. Looking behind, she saw Starlight’s ankles disappearing with a few last kicks and a jet of vomit-mixed shit flying out. The Queen’s middle swelled magnificently, the two mares curled and smushed together in the most efficient way by the muscles of her belly. “Cuddle good while you still can,” she said, throwing herself on the bed. “Won’t be soon that your own mothers couldn’t tell you apart…”

Inside the roiling,  groaning, humid gut Trixie and Starlight screamed, whined and hugged each other, their binds finally releasing thanks to the friction and corrosive substances boiling around them. In the light of Trixie’s flickering horn they searched each other’s faces, trying to join in one more kiss, but the continuously shifting surroundings (not to mention horribly burning acids) made the task challenging. By the time Starlight could press her muzzle against something squishy her mind was dizzy enough that she didn’t care to find what it was so long as she could nuzzle it, Trixie arriving to an identical decision at her own end. Fondling each other’s pussies the lovers passed out in the sixty nine of their lives.

“There there now, good girls,” Chrysalis hummed, feeling with her hoof how the two mares’ heads gradually stilled around each other’ crotches. “I’m glad, I really am, that you could make the most of your last moments together.”

The postprandial slumber was already catching up with the Queen, but before she could properly lay her head on the pillows, she felt something climbing up her throat fast. Retching a bit, she spat out the red rubber gag Trixie had worn, now all covered in bile and saliva. Around the same time in her rear, an abrupt eruption of gas sent a couple of silken strings, coated with grime and muck, sticking from the wall of the wagon. Chrysalis rolled her eyes at the dramatic finish, then closed her eyes to listen her body working to break the most fulfilling meal of her life.
