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“Face it, rogue: you will never win!” the bear growled as he shifted his fingers inside the red panther’s ass, stretching her anus as she convulsed in his arms, trapped in a bearhug and unable to get away. “You can’t even stand on your own, let alone fight!”

Ophelia’s mouth opened in an expression of helpless, ecstatic exhaustion. Her gaze fell on the stands high above her all around, from which thousands of spectators watched the warlock wave his fingers to stir an eerie, green ether in the air that trailed to a similar, larger cloud over her womb. His other hand was jammed knuckles-deep into her ass, violating her, fingering her, and probing her inner recesses. Yet, as violated as she felt, she couldn’t find the focus or strength to fight him off. Another contraction wracked her body, making her eyes bulge and her body tremble as her 78th back-to-back orgasm washed over her. Her pussy ached from countless contractions, and the fluids of so many orgasms had matted the hair in her groin and made it stick together. Mercifully, she was too exhausted to feel embarrassed over being seen in such a compromising position.

“Please…stop…Tels,” she panted.

“Oh, no,” the bear replied, “I think you need many more orgasms.”

His fingers drew more lines in the air, and the ether swirled around them, flashed brightly for a moment, and Ophelia cried out as her whole body convulsed, her anus squeezing the bear’s fingers almost painfully. 
Until now, Ophelia had been undefeated in any of her arena matches. This warlock seemed to know that, and rather than engaging her like her other opponents, he had used his magic to subdue her, to use her own body to humiliate her.

“Just let me go and fight fair,” Ophelia begged. “Magic ought to be off-limits.”

“Why?” the bear asked, curling his fingers even deeper up her ass for emphasis, “I think you’re enjoying yourself; you just won’t admit it!”

He frowned as his fingers grazed over something hard and rough in her rectum. “Oh, hello, what’s this?” he asked, giving Ophelia a mischievous grin.

Ophelia gasped. “N–no!” she cried, struggling. “Please, I have a lot of money riding on that!”

“You don’t get it, do you?” Tels asked. “It’s over; you’ve already lost. Pushing this out won’t make a lick of difference.”

“Y–yes, it will!” Ophelia protested, but she was cut short by her 80th orgasm.

“Let’s see if we can change your mind,” Tels cooed, his free hand now tracing different patterns through the ether, which abruptly turned a dull red and moved slightly upwards around Ophelia’s body.

The orgasms stopped at last, and Ophelia sagged in the bear’s arms, catching her breath. If I can just get free of him, she thought to herself, I can stop his magic, and then it’ll be a fairer fight. 
Yet no sooner had the thought crossed her mind than she suddenly doubled over in pain as her gut gurgled loudly, shoving against some foreign object and trying to force it out of her.

“Ah, there it is,” Tels gloated. “Let’s see how long you can last before you’re begging me to free you of whatever it is you shoved up your ass for this fight.”

It was at this moment that Ophelia began to regret having started accepting side-bets. Yet at the time, it had seemed the right thing to do. Completely undefeated after over a hundred matches, she’d needed more of a challenge, and what better way to spice things up than by shoving something up her ass and making sure to hold onto it, no matter what happened during the fight?

Each fight, her patrons would get together to select something of substantial value for her to insert into her rectum. As the item’s value grew, so did the challenge it posed in getting it into and keeping it inside of her as she fought, either due to its shape or size or the amount of distraction it caused during the fight. If she could keep it in, she could keep it after the fight. If not, she would have to consent to serve each of her patrons for a certain amount of time, doing whatever he or she bade, with no questions asked and nothing she was allowed to refuse. Of course, in fairness to the other patrons, there were unofficial limits against maiming her or otherwise rendering her unfit for the next patron’s service, but that still left plenty on the table. As a result, the first time had been a little nerve-wracking as Ophelia worried about what horrible things she might be expected to do—that fear was more distracting than the gem itself had been.
But, after a string of successes and multiple double-or-nothing bets, her confidence grew, and she began to worry less about the servitude and developed tricks for inserting the item at just the right depth where it would stay put while minimize the distraction it caused her. If her performance had suffered slightly in the first few weeks of her taking on these new side-bets, she was certainly back at full strength when she started this fight.

But now the warlock had discovered her secret, and suddenly orgasming uncontrollably in front of her fans seemed small potatoes in comparison to the stakes she was up against now. Her mind darted back to the agreement. How long did she have to serve? Her pupils constricted: a month. One month per patron, and she had at least a dozen patrons. A year of servitude if the warlock succeeded. She mustn't let that happen! She began to struggle again desperately, but her attempt to get free was stopped abruptly by another sharp pain in her gut that made her gasp feebly.

“That’s it,” Tels said, smiling cruelly, continuing to weave his free fingers while his other hand felt of the large, irregularly shaped object in her ass. “My, my!” he said. “What did you take? An entire bag of gold?”

“Gems,” Ophelia gasped, wincing as the sharp edges of the cut, polished stones pressed through the burlap bag that contained them and scraped at her innards.

“Oh, that’s terrible!” the warlock replied with mock sympathy. “That has no business inside of you! We must certainly get that out of there!”

“N—augh!" Ophelia screamed, her protest cut short as the warlock’s magic made her guts tighten around the bag, driving its sharp contents harder against the walls of her intestines.

Her eyes bulged as she realized that the sensation she felt was her body trying to force the bag out. She gritted her teeth, balled her fists, squeezed her eyes shut, and clenched her anus as tightly as she could against the bear’s fingers.

“Wow, that determined, huh?” the warlock asked. “Well, nothing a little magical laxative won’t cure.”

The ether turned pink, and Ophelia’s guts made a sickening gurgling noise and rumbled so violently that even Tels could feel it through his fingers.

“I think that should be enough,” he said, pulling his fingers out of her ass to focus instead on massaging her anus. “But, let’s make sure everybody can see your big moment!”

In a flash, he released the bearhug, dropped to one knee, and forced her down over it, driving her upset stomach hard against his knee. Then, he pressed his elbow into the small of her back to pin her down and used both hands to pull her buttocks apart, showing her off to the entire arena. She tried to clamp her tail down, but he deftly flicked it back into his armpit and squeezed his arm against his body, leaving her most private places exposed for everyone to see.

But the pain in her gut and the unrelenting churning and shoving against the bag drowned out any humiliation she might have felt. Groaning constantly now and writhing helplessly over the bear’s leg, she felt the bag lurch its way down to her anus.

“Ah, I can see it now!” Tels exulted, using his fingers to massage Ophelia’s anus and gently push the thin skin down around the enormous intruder. “How on earth did you get that in there?” he asked. “Why, it’s the size of a cantaloupe!”

Ophelia screamed in response as the bag pressed itself harder against her anus, its contents now visibly making her gape open, a hint of shit-covered burlap poking out of her stretched hole.

“Oh, I see,” the warlock said. “Aren’t you a clever girl, shaping the bag into a banana and feeding it up into yourself gem-by-gem? I suppose if I had let you relax, you’d have pushed it out the same way, too, no? My, this must be excruciating!”

Sweat poured off of Ophelia’s body as the bag continued its unrelenting push to get out of her, her own body betraying her and forcing it out despite all her efforts to keep it inside. Her anus stretched wider, the opening now over three inches in diameter and feeling as though it was tearing in two. Through it all, the warlock continued to press down on the tender membrane, forcing it down around the sharp, coarse bag.

“My goodness, that is truly impressive,” Tels remarked. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen anyone with such a flexible, malleable ass as yours. I hope everybody can see this,” he said, spreading her butt-cheeks even wider to make sure everybody could see clearly.

“Augh!” Ophelia moaned as another rumble in her gut shoved enough of the bag out that the first few gems hung down between her spread buttocks and began to slowly tug at the bag. 
Her head swam with pain. 
“Get it out,” she mumbled.

“What’s that?”

“Get it out!” Ophelia cried. “It hurts…so badly!”

Tels shook his head. “Oh, no, I’m not touching that! You’ll have to push it out on your own,” he added with a sadistic sneer.

Beginning to feel panic at the pain and the light-headedness it induced, Ophelia began to pant, struggling between fear of the agonizing but short pain that would occur if she pushed and the already unbearable yet still-increasing pain she already felt. She took a deep breath, gritted her teeth, and pushed, letting out a scream as the sharp gems and rough canvas rubbed painfully against her anus and spread it wider still. Now dilated to five inches and labored in her breathing, Ophelia collapsed, her body going limp as about a third of the bag flopped down between her buttocks, the increased weight pulling even harder against her stinging ring.

“That was a good push!” Tels jeered. “A few more like that, and you might actually be rid of it!”

She couldn’t. No, it hurt too badly. She needed a break. Just a…just a little break.

Another gurgle in her guts made her groan with exhaustion as her stomach cramped up again. Her body wasn’t going to wait on her. It was already pushing again, and she felt her ass opening even wider.

A–a few more—more pushes, she thought to herself, her eyes closed and her chest heaving with exertion. Just a–a few more. Weakened by her last push, she summoned what strength she had left and pushed again, a tortured moan escaping her lips as the widest part of the bag slipped out of her ass. All at once, the rest of the bag followed suit and fell out of her onto the ground, followed by a rock-hard turd. Ophelia collapsed once again onto Tels’s knee, but the bear stood, letting her fall to the ground.

“I’d say we have a winner,” Tels said exultantly to her, “Unless you think you can still fight me after crapping out that massive bag of gems in front of all of your adoring fans!”

Ophelia said nothing, but despite her exhaustion, humiliation, and discomfort, she was determined to save face. Tels might have embarrassed her, but she was about to end him! Her fingers felt blindly around the ground, felt something, and then curled around her dagger.
Yes…if I can knock him into the spike trap, he’ll be too injured to conjure magic, she thought. Plus, he won’t be able to see to aim his magic at me. 

The trap, one she’d used against many of her opponents, was a deep hole in the middle of the arena, the bottom of which was pierced by about a dozen pointed sticks.

As the bear turned his back to face the audience, to soak up their adulation or to taunt them, she silently got to her feet and lunged at him.

The bear whirled, and his fist whipped around to clock her in the face, dropping her in place.

“I could smell you coming from a mile away,” the bear scoffed as the dagger fell from Ophelia’s hand and she landed in a heap on the ground. 

He bent over to pick her up by the scruff of the neck and transferred her into a head lock. “Time to finish this,” he said, holding her head up to make sure everybody could see her facial expression as he delivered his next blow. He cocked back, an expression of contempt on his face as he drove his fist into her gut.

The force of the blow knocked Ophelia out of the bear’s grasp. Staggering, she fell backwards, realizing how close she was to the pit just in time. With a last-ditch, desperate twist of her hips, she threw herself just clear of it, her buttocks hanging over the edge. A noisy fart erupted noisily from her ass, spluttering and squelching so loudly that even those in the top row of tiers in the coliseum could hear it. Her already-stretched anus distended even wider as a log a foot in diameter shoved its way out of her, hard, slippery, and reeking. 
To Ophelia, barely conscious but wanting to die from humiliation, the massive turd seemed to take ages to make its way out of her, though it was really all over in just a few seconds. The feel of the shit-log, so wide that it forced her buttocks apart, made her shudder in disgust as a foot, then two, then three, then four kept sliding out of her, weighing so much that gravity pulled it down into the pit. It was so dense and packed that even as it continued growing, it didn’t break off. It just kept slipping out of her, inch by inch and foot by foot, until it touched the bottom of the pit far below, where it began to expand in place on the sand, spreading into the shape of a massive anthill. 
And still it kept coming. The anthill continued to grow upward while completely filling the floor of the pit. Too exhausted and winded to budge, she shuddered involuntarily as the foul-smelling paste crept up the pit as if filling a pudding-cup, swallowing the spikes and eventually covering them completely. In the stands, her mortified fans began talking amongst themselves, wondering what kind of frightful magic could cause her to take a shit larger than herself, for that was exactly what they were witnessing as the mound of crap continued to stream out of her ass and completely filled the pit.

It was too much. The forced orgasms, the excruciating pain of forcing out the bag of gems, and now being helpless as this impossibly large dump slipped out of her, all while her fans witnessed her wretched downfall, left her too woozy to maintain consciousness. She blacked out, and her opponent came to stand over her, observing the impressive mess she’d made.
Yet as she lay there in the now silent coliseum, her bowels still weren’t finished. They continued to push out a slow, steady movement that crept between her buttocks, forcing them to stay spread as it moved towards the pit.
“Seems this rogue was fuller of shit than I thought!” Tels laughed. “I shall fix it.”

He flipped her over onto her back with such force that her legs flopped open, straddling the edge of the pit. The audience gasped in shock, only then realizing that the pit was completely filled. 
“What?” Tels called up to the onlookers. “Everybody poops. It seems that she just does so more than everybody else! But, I am a merciful fighter, and I shall squeeze it all out of her so she can stop embarrassing herself!”

With that, he drove his fist into her stomach like a pile driver. Her legs and upper body came off the ground from the force, and a large ball of brownish-green shit about the size of a baseball launched out of her, arced through the air, and splattered against the wall that kept the fighters in the arena. As the semi-soft ball of shit slid down the wall, leaving a sticky trail behind it, her anus finally relaxed, and a final, rigid log, harder than anything else she’d passed, pushed out between her legs and slid over the top of the pit, like the cherry atop a shit sundae. 
“You lose,” said the warlock as he strode to the center of the arena. “Now I am the champion!”


