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Two little ponies trotted down the path.
One little pony came running up to greet them.
"Y'all not gonna believe this! Oh my gosh!"
"What is it, Apple Bloom?" said Sweetie Belle.
"Yeah, what happened?" said Scootaloo.
"Ain't what happened, it's what's gonna happen! So you didn't hear about Rainbow Dash's foal?"
Scootaloo blinked, and then she scoffed. "Don't be stupid! Rainbow Dash hasn't got a foal!"
"Not yet," said Apple Bloom, "but she's gonna have one!"
"Yeah, make up a better story next time, Apple Bloom," said Scootaloo. "That one's just stupid. You're lying. How is that even possible? She hasn't got a stallion friend!"
Apple Bloom blinked. "I ain't rightly sure. I done figured out she's kissin' my big sister Applejack, which I din't know that was allowed. They're nice ponies so I guess even Granny don't mind or nothin'. But you take that back, Scootaloo, it was Granny Smith who tole me! That means it's gotta be true!"
"Well, I don't know exactly how it works, but my Mom told me foals are made from a stallion and a mare, so you take it back, Apple Bloom, and stop telling lies..."
Scootaloo didn't even get another word out- Apple Bloom was on her, pummeling her with little hooves as they tumbled in the dirt.
"Granny Smith don't never lie! Ah will beat some sense into you, Scootaloo!"
Sweetie Belle squealed in alarm and tried to break the fight up, but by the time she moved forward to do it her friends had already separated and were glaring at each other. Scootaloo sported a black eye, but it didn't lessen her glare one bit.
"I don't care about your punches, you still didn't explain anything. It's impossible!"
Apple Bloom glared right back. "Happens I don't know how it's possible, but you listen here, Scootaloo..."
Sweetie gulped. "Um... Cutie Mark Truth Finders?"
She squeaked, for Apple Bloom rounded on her. "Granny don't lie! That there's the simple truth! Rainbow Dash is with foal!"
At that, both Sweetie and Scootaloo rocked her back on her haunches with a simple chorus.
"HOW?"
Apple Bloom's ear flicked. She blinked. "Wal, we don't know. Do we?"
Sweetie Belle suggested, "Cutie Mark Mystery Solvers?"
Apple Bloom and Scootaloo stared at each other.
"Yeah, I reckon that'll do..."
"Mystery Busters, more like," griped Scootaloo, unaccountably angry as the three trotted off.



Applejack cantered toward home, limping slightly. It was nothing serious, just overstrain. Harvest time was demanding- between the apple harvest, other crops, laying in firewood for the winter- some seasons just asked a lot of you.
She let her gaze wander to the pretty red and orange maple trees. Yeah, that at least was work for the spring- sugaring season was months away. Dashie would be getting pretty big by then. It was a mercy that she wasn't giving birth around harvest time. For that matter, thought Applejack, it was a mercy she'd be getting big over the winter, because they both had so much to do around harvest season there wasn't time to think. She'd prob'ly be home late again, tired from cloud-herding...
Not true. There was a little blue dot waiting in front of Sweet Apple Acres. Applejack cantered harder, smiling to see her love in the distance welcome her home.
The dot was shifting around, restless. Applejack began to break into a gallop, sensing impatience, and drew nearer.
No, not impatience. Dashie looked awful, like she'd been crying.
No, not just crying. Somepony had socked her in the eye, she'd been fighting. Applejack forgot her aches and pains and ran full tilt right up to her distressed mate, pulling up only just enough to embrace her gently rather than bowling her over.
"Darlin'! What's the matter? What happened, Dashie?"
"No, I'm okay, it's gonna be okay... but thanks... I needed that..."
"But what happened?" Applejack drew back to look Rainbow Dash over. She'd been socked in the eye, her mane was torn, there were bruises on her forelegs and it looked like she'd been kicked in the...
Applejack went white. "I'll kill 'em. I'll fucking kill 'em. You tell me right now who done this, Rainbow Dash."
"Whoa, take it easy, Boss, hear me out!"
"Tell me!" demanded Applejack.
"Would you believe it was kinda me that did it?"
That stopped Applejack. "Mind runnin' that by me again?"
Dash's ears were back in shame. "I'm gonna have to. I think it's a talk we should've had before. I didn't think it was gonna matter as much as it did. If it can get me starting fights..."
"Oh, you started it? What's the other fella look like?"
Rainbow Dash looked away. "I kinda beat the shit out of her. I'd better explain."
"C'mon inside, sugar- and yeah, I think you better!"
They walked into the farmhouse, Applejack nuzzling her contentious beloved, and Dash curled up on a couch while Applejack made cups of tea.
"Somethin' go on at work, then? Can't help but notice you come home early."
"Yeah. Oh yeah. We both got sent home- not only that, we're both suspended."
Applejack gasped. "You what?"
"For a day! Just for a day! I totally understand, too. It's fair..."
Apple Bloom trotted in the door. "What's fair, Rainbow Dash?"
It looked for a moment like Dash was going to answer, but Applejack had other ideas. "Uh, you run along, now, Apple Bloom! Grown-ups talkin' here."
"But Rainbow Dash got in a fight or something, and she says it's fair, and how can it be fair if..."
"We'll tell ya later!" insisted Applejack. "Once we've sorted out the lil' filly version, all right? Look at you, you been fightin' too, I reckon! Now then, she says it's fair so don't you fret none, you just run along, okay?"
In Apple Bloom's gaze, rebelliousness warred with helpfulness. Helpfulness won- seemingly.
"All righty! I'm a-runnin'!"
Applejack's voice pursued her. "AN' don't jes' run, sugar, that includes not pryin' and not listenin' in. Okay?"
The little filly froze, mid-run, staring straight ahead. When she turned to look back at Applejack, the bright helpfulness was gone leaving only sulkiness and rueful respect.
"Ya mean it?"
"I surely do, Apple Bloom. Please let us talk in private. I'll make ya extra oat-cakes for breakfast?"
"...with chocolate chips?"
Applejack winced. "Yeah. But only if ya beat your lil' tail outta here and give us space. This ain't necessarily important to you, but me 'n Rainbow Dash got some talkin' to do."
Apple Bloom looked at her sister appraisingly. "You got a deal. Have a nice talk!"
"Lord, I hope so," said Applejack, as the filly scampered off out of earshot. "Now then, Rainbow Dash, what's so dang fair about you gettin' kicked off the job? I ain't happy about some of them bruises." She shuddered, her eyes dismayed. "You started th' fight?"
"It's freaking me out, babe. I didn't used to be so aggressive..."
Applejack snorted, fondly.
"Alright, let me put it like this," said Dash. "I didn't used to be THIS aggressive. I pretty much tried to kill her, practically. Not cool. I mean, yeah, who could blame me, but still..."
"Start from th' beginning," said Applejack. "Who'd ya get so mad at, and why?"
"Fucking Flight Lightning, of course. Who else? But I would never have believed she would say such a thing..."
"Who's that? And what thing?"
"This is going to take a little explaining," said Dash unhappily, and Applejack fell silent.
"It might not even have happened if I hadn't been always bragging about you..."



Rainbow Dash had come in to work at Weather Patrol, handling the usual ribbing about how she was late. Cloud Chaser'd ridden her hard about it, but that was never bad- not from her. It was Flight Lightning who seemed to put a little too much edge into the teasing, Flight Lightning who shot her resentful looks, Flight Lightning who perhaps was jealous of her flying skills (for Flight also had great talent as a weather flyer).
But Flight Lightning wasn't even teasing- she had been brooding and morose, sitting alone on a tuft of cloud.
Dash had announced that she would have to give up shifts starting in the Spring, possibly earlier, because she was pregnant and would be having her beloved's foal. All heads turned.
"So we have to take over your workload? Dammit, that'll be another two minutes out of my day!" teased Cloud Chaser.
"Really?" blinked Flitter. "You got pregnant? From your Applejack?"
Dash had nodded smugly- and spotted Flight Lightning, whose eyes were wide and startled. And Flight had flown over, deliberately, and she'd looked... outraged.
"You did what, Dash?" she'd said.
"You heard me."
"You gave your... your wings... to..."
Dash had started to glare. Flight Lightning's opinion of earth ponies wasn't usually a problem, but it still peeked out from time to time...
Or jumped out. "Way to further the pegasus spirit, Dash," Flight said bitterly.
Rainbow Dash bristled. "Yeah, well, not your problem, okay?"
This didn't seem to help. In fact, it had made matters worse for some reason. Flight Lightning looked even angrier, and she was in Dash's face now. "I hope for the foal's sake you found a pegasus to finish the job!"
Rainbow Dash had bared her teeth. "How is that your business, Lightning?"
And Flight Lightning had curled her lip, and said...
"It's all very well getting a good ground-pounding, but take it from me, it should be a crime to deprive a pegasus foal of their wings."
A scream rang out, a doubled scream of rage and alarm. Eight pegasi's wings flapped frantically to intercede. Dash had gone for Flight Lightning's throat, biting and kicking and punching with forehooves.
Two weather flyers dragged Flight one direction, and two dragged Dash the other, Cloud Chaser among them. Dash's eye was already blacked, but she had Flight Lightning by the tail, and thrashed vicious hoof-blows at her enemy while Chaser tried to restrain her- until Flight's hindleg kicked out, and four observing pegasi gasped in horror.
"Stop it!" shrieked Flitter, interposing her body between the two combatants. "Stop it right now!"
Flight panted. Dash gasped for breath, doubling over. She had been kicked hard in the belly, and the mares observing wore appalled expressions.
"She was... tryin' to... kill me..." panted Flight Lightning.
"Enough!" commanded Cloud Chaser. "You're both suspended for a day. Flitter, take Flight home. You didn't need to say that, Lightning, that was fucking cold. I'm getting Rainbow to the pegasus hospital right now. Don't freak out! It might still be okay, we'll all hope so..."
Cloud Chaser had flown with Dash to the hospital. They'd listened at her belly, they'd examined her, they'd concluded that she was probably okay but cautioned her against getting in fights in her condition...



Applejack stared at Dash as she finished up the story.
"They shoulda fired her. She kicked you. Holy buck, Dashie, it's horrible!"
"Yeah, well, she's a great flyer and she needs the job and usually her attitude isn't a problem. I shouldn'ta hit her in the first place. Cloud Chaser made that really clear. Heck, Applejack, she probably wouldn'ta kicked me if I let her go. I had her tail in my teeth, and I swear I was gonna take her apart. I was trying to wail on her back with my forehooves. Chaser wasn't able to stop all of it."
Applejack shook her head, sadly. "You an' your temper. But... I still don't understand everythin'. You flipped out 'cos she say you're deprivin' a pegasus foal of its wings. Why'd she even say that? You ain't deprivin' nothin'."
Rainbow Dash winced. "This is the part I didn't want to have to explain..."
Applejack hugged her love, worry in her eyes. "That tore it. Out with it, sugarcube."
"The thing is, she's right, kinda, that's why I hit her..."
Applejack fell silent again. Dash continued, in simple but heartbreaking words.
"Wings are recessive. We all know that. With earth pony for both spirit and body parts- zero chance of a true pegasus."
There was a terrible pause. Then, Applejack said, "Are you sure?" She was tearing up.
"Yeah. Totally. I've known since... since that time in that dragon's cave. She told me I was pregnant, and all I could do was stand there, figuring it out. She had to poke me to get me to move, Applejack, I was just... standing there, realizing what happened. What it meant." Dash gulped. "If you hadn't taken me back... I don't know what I would have done."
"An'... an' that Flight Lightning, she taunted you about it?"
"They say she has a kid she doesn't talk about. Maybe it's personal for her... but she's right. I'm a pegasus, but my foal will not have wings, Applejack- and that doesn't sit so good with my people. Didn't you ever wonder why we make such a deal of the pegasus pride and everything?"
Applejack's lip was quivering, her look tragic. "Oh my darling... I am so, so sorry... I don't know what I kin possibly do ta make up for it..."
Rainbow Dash had looked haunted as she revealed her secrets, but dry-eyed and brave. Looking at Applejack's distress, the bravado eroded like a sandcastle hit by a wave. She seized Applejack in a frantic hug. "No, stop that, stop it!"
"But... Oh, Dashie!"
"Stop! Do not cry, you stop crying right now! Don't you understand I never wanted to fucking breed true pegasuses? Since when did I ever go pick up pegasus dudes, Applejack? You know better than that! I didn't want to find some true pegasus and go have pegasus foals just to make more true pegasuses!"
"But..." gulped Applejack, but Rainbow Dash wouldn't let her finish.
"No. It's personal. I wanted YOUR foal."
Applejack gulped again, blinking back tears.
"I'm having YOUR foal," said Rainbow Dash. "I don't want anything else."
And then they were embracing tightly, and Dash cuddled Applejack's shaking body, feeling incredibly drained and weak.
"It's just... hard, sometimes," she breathed, as if to herself.



Flight Lightning swooped around a cloud, wincing at the soreness in her body. Stupid Dash and her hard little hooves. Ow.
Probably could have glided in on a straight line, and it would hurt less. That wasn't going to happen, though. Flight was used to a more... deceptive approach.
The home awaited- a little bit run down. The two of them, they went through phases, and she was okay with that. It was only fair, the filly shouldn't have to clean if she wasn't going to be cleaning herself. They let things slide and then went on binges of housecleaning. Sometimes they were even kind of fun.
Flight Lightning glided down and alighted on her doorstep- on Ponyville ground.
She winced, and glowered again. Ow twice. Fuckin' Dash, anyway. She had no idea what she was in for. Probably that was why she went so psycho- she knew, some part of her knew. The shame...
"I made my dinner so I'm out of the way," called a little voice from inside.
Flight Lightning's frown gentled a bit. There were compensations.
The filly at least did her own dishes. 'the filly' was a hard-won thought- it beat 'the deformity'. Flight was wearily proud of herself for getting that far. Kid tried hard to not make it too difficult, most days.
She walked inside the house, folding her wings. Hello, once again, to- 'Dun Flyin'.
She was careful not to say it out loud.
The filly blinked. Looked like she'd been in some scuffles again. Flight was more worried for the other kid, whoever it was- the filly was a holy terror, it really made Flight proud at times, though she had to make sure it didn't get out of hand.
"What happened to your neck?" said the filly. "And your face! And..."
"I could say the same thing to you, kiddo," said Flight Lightning, wryly.
The filly did a doubletake. Hard as nails- she apparently didn't notice her own beat-up state. "Uh... yeah, right. So do you want help with that?"
"I'm good," said Flight Lightning. "So what happened to you?"
"Oh, that's fair- I can't ask who hit you, but you can turn around and start asking me..."
"Yeah, as a matter of fact I can. That's the rule and you know it. So what did happen to you? Some kid beat you up? Remember, long as it's just you kids, you can handle it. Any grownup touches you, I have to get involved, and they won't like that very much."
The filly sulked. "It was my friend."
"So all right. You hit her back?"
"Duh. Who do you think I am?"
"You got over it? You're cool now?"
"Yeah. Yeah, we're cool," said the filly.
"Well all right then," said Flight Lightning. She turned and went into the kitchen, where she started making her own dinner. The kid had cleaned up real good after herself. Flight thought, wryly, that they might be heading into another homes-and-gardens kick. That never lasted, but it made for a nice change, and it'd get things a little less dreary by wintertime. Winter was always a bitch, the two of them cooped up together on the cold miserable ground. You just couldn't burn enough firewood to properly warm those light, hollow pegasus bones...
The kid was underfoot. That wasn't good, she usually knew better.
"Mom," she said, "can a pegasus have foals from another mare?"
"Don't call me that, I'm Flight. That's my name, humor me alright?. Be that good kid I know you can be, okay?"
"Fine," snapped the filly, unsurprised and undaunted. "Flight, can a pegasus have..."
"No, of course not. Don't let anypony fill your head with stupid ideas. A pegasus mare mates with a pegasus stallion. I'm not going to tell you any more."
"But I gotta know more!" protested the filly. Not in a whine, thankfully- never a whiny weak little cripple- it was a little squawk of outrage, and Flight approved of that even as she smacked down the inquiry in no uncertain terms.
"No! There's nothing more you need to know at your age."
"But..."
There it was. Flight Lightning tensed. That tone- the self-pity, the whine, she couldn't stand to hear even a second of it. If it got into her, it would never get out, and nothing could be more horrible. She felt her temper flaring...
"Fine. Want to know the big secret to life? Don't cheat on your pegasus stallion with a little ground-pounding before sneaking home," snapped Flight. She hesitated, and then could not stop herself from going on, bitterly. "Especially if your pegasus stallion thinks he's gonna get you pregnant and it'll be all his. Or you'll be very, very sorry."
The filly stared up at her in shock. Probably understood about one word in three... but she could hear the tone just fine. It didn't matter that Flight had kept it vague, that she had been essentially cursing herself out loud with the words that had been running through her head all day since her fight with Rainbow Dash. The filly didn't have to understand every detail to know what was up.
She whirled and galloped to her room, slamming the door.
Flight Lightning sagged, staring at her half-prepared dinner. She'd fucked up again. She was gonna have to make dinner anyway, if she expected to keep up with the merry carousel of new hell that was life, and there was only so much she could do to make things right: she was not about to start loading up the filly with inappropriate ideas for her development.
Flight winced again. Development. That was a laugh. Kid couldn't get off the ground, even now.
So... that was a tough enough burden for anypony, right?
Flight Lightning lifted her head. She left her dinner lying there, and walked steadily to the kid's bedroom door.
"Honey?" she said in her harsh, wry voice.
"What."
"I'm sorry I yelled," said Flight. She hadn't- not technically- but she knew she'd been emotionally loud, and she'd worked on that tendency before. The kid came by it fair and square. "That was wrong of me and I'll try harder not to dump my problems on you."
There was a little pause. Flight counted in her head. Two, three...
"So are you gonna tell me..."
"No, honey, I didn't say that," said Flight. She tried to stay serious-voiced and disciplinary, but fought back a smile. That kid! She never gave up. You had to be so tough, or the little tyke just steamrollered you every time. "There's very little you need to know about that stuff at your age. Kiddo, when the time comes, I'll smell it on you before you even know what's happening, and that's when I'll tell you everything. That's a promise. But for now? No dice. Drop it."
She paused for a moment, thinking, and then she added, "Thanks for doing your dishes right away like I asked, honey. I was happy to see that."
She walked off, reasonably satisfied that she'd turned the situation around- or at least tried to- and she returned to preparing her dinner, because even if all hell broke loose, she knew from bitter experience that she couldn't let it throw off her routines and the basic things. There'd been some really horrifying nights, and they'd both tried to grow past that stuff.
Inside the bedroom, the filly stared sullenly at the wall, determined to not make any more demands. It wouldn't even work, she could tell- but it wasn't only that. Her mother was horribly strict and had a nasty temper and didn't really like her- but at the same time, kinda loved her- and she loved her mother back, also kinda. It was good to hang onto the love kinda part or there wouldn't be anything but hate- and the times where it felt like that, were so bad, that anything was better. You couldn't talk about it or she got all weird. You had to just be good and never give up, and sometimes it meant not being able to get answers.
Even ones about Rainbow Dash having a foal with another mare.
"Thanks for the help, Mom," muttered Scootaloo.

 
 


What's In A Name?




"Aw, sugar, you don't gotta settle on it right this instant..."
Rainbow Dash's mane was frazzled, as she leafed through the pages of the book. "Stupid thing! Why can't it have just a simple list?"
"Ya mean, like a book o' foal names?"
"Yeah!"
Applejack smiled, the corners of her eyes crinkling in amusement. "Maybe 'cos it ain't any such thing? That there's a book of apple cultivars, sugar."
"And whose fault is that?" demanded Dash.
"Got me there. Totally my fault. I reckon Granny Smith would back me up, though. We got you fair and square, Rainbow. You're an Apple, and the name's gotta be apples."
"Yeah, but... Oh, come on! 'Gravenstein'. What kind of monster would name a foal that?"
"An appley one?" chuckled Applejack.
Dash snorted, and kept looking.
"Ya know, I did suggest that if it's a filly we ain't had an Aurora in the family for a while..."
"Too girly," objected Rainbow Dash.
"Fillies get to be girly! Honey, all my life I weren't allowed to be girly and you know how that messed with me!" protested Applejack. "Just think about it, okay? 'Aurora'. Real pretty, huh?"
"No. Not awesome enough."
Applejack shook her head. "Pinkie an' Fluttershy are comin' over soon, you should put th' book down so we can say hello when they get here. How about Cortland for a colt? Ain't that a lil' awesome?"
"It sounds... namey."
"We're PICKIN' a name!"
"I would never go on a date with a colt named Cortland," said Rainbow Dash. "Not happening!"
"Dammit, Dashie, you ain't goin' on a date with him. The most intimate he's gonna git with your marehood is... well, yeah, that's pretty up close and personal. But I jes' think you don't quite get the point here!"
"We have to agree. You told me, if we don't agree, we don't use it," said Dash.
"Criterion?"
Rainbow Dash's jaw dropped as she stared at her marefriend. "You're joking."
"Ain't jokin'. Doesn't that sound like a fine important fellow? If it's a colt, that is."
"Cry-BABY-on. Bzzt! No way."
Applejack sighed. "Aw, sugar. I guess I see your point. Maybe the poor lil' scaper is lucky you're testin' out names for tease-ability! Slow up, there, you're skimmin'. Hey, how about Katy for a filly? That's nice, ain't it?"
"Boring," said Rainbow Dash. "Oh for pete's sake! 'Knobbed Russet'?"
"I guess we can agree on some things," said Applejack. "No way! Uh... Laxton? That'd be a colt, I reckon."
Dash looked thoughtful. "I like the X. Sounds like a lawyer, though. Not too bad, but there's gotta be something better. There better be something better! It's not fair, all these apples have stupid names!"
"Well, find a good one!" snapped Applejack. "We ain't even halfway yet! Uh, Malinda? Margil?"
Rainbow Dash just shuddered, and didn't even dignify the suggestions with a response. Applejack sighed and watched her flip pages.
"Mother," said Dash. "What kind of joke is that? Hi, Mom, you're an apple. Oh for... 'Muscadet de Dieppe'. Who comes up with this stuff?"
"My Jewel," read Applejack. "Jewel for short?"
Rainbow Dash cringed. "I'm not sure you're quite getting the idea of the awesomeness here..."
"Well, give me a dang example, sugarcube!" demanded Applejack. "You hate everything! Newtown Pippin... we could use Pippin... Nickajack..."
Rainbow Dash flipped angrily through the pages, flip, flip, and her wings flared out slightly, covering the book from Applejack's sight.
"Aw, now, sugar, you won't even let me see them names? It's supposed to be both of us lookin' for..."
Dash froze. Her wings arched up to either side of her.
"Oh boy. What you got, Dashie? Out with it."
"Oh my gosh. Oh my gosh oh my gosh..."
"What is it?" said Applejack, trying to stick her head in and see, but Dash covered the pages with her trembling hooves.
"It's the name, Applejack. It's the name of our new foal. Oh my gosh!"
"What? Dammit, Rainbow Dash..."
"You gotta promise you'll let me have this! You gotta!"
"That ain't fair when you ain't tole me what it even is, Dashie!"
Rainbow Dash's eyes were wide, crazed. She gulped. "Okay... but it's gotta be this. I'm begging you, Applejack. For me. This is our foal's name. Please?"
"Consarn it... All right. Maybe. Now tell me."
Rainbow's hooves were trembling as she revealed the page.
"Northern SPY," she said, with awe.
Applejack just looked at her for a minute, and Dash's gaze grew more and more frantic. As she was about to launch into a torrent of pleading, Applejack cut her off.
"This for a colt, honey, or a filly?"
"Both! Either! Applejack!" protested Dash.
"Well now... skin color a green ground, flushed with red stripes... you got red stripes in your mane and tail..."
"Oh my gosh Applejack, please!"
"Says here it matures late..."
"So did I!" begged Rainbow Dash.
"Whaddya mean 'did', sugarcube? You sure are soundin' like a big pony around about now..."
"Northern Spy. Northern Spy," said Rainbow Dash. "Come on, just listen to it, how good it sounds, how much more awesome can you fit in a damn name? Applejack!"
"Says it's tart..."
"SO AM I!" yelled Rainbow Dash.
"No kiddin'?" smirked Applejack. "Look, it says, dull and irregular shape..."
Rainbow was getting adorably flustered. "Listen..."
"Lack of disease resistance..."
Tears came to Dash's eyes. "Look. Just give this to me, okay? Pleeeeease! Please, please... What do I have to do, I don't care what it is, I'll..."
"Kiss me, ya silly girl," said Applejack.
Rainbow Dash gulped, leaned over, and pressed lips to her country pony beloved's. Her eyes begged desperately. Applejack's twinkled with amusement, the edges crinkled.
"Northern Spy it is!"
Rainbow Dash squealed and bowled Applejack over, kissing her madly as she laughed and fended off wing-snuggles. They cuddled in a giddy pony pile while Rainbow Dash collected herself, Applejack hugging her close while she gradually stopped hyperventilating.
"Dang, honey," she said.
"Oh, Applejack!"
"You sure are a silly pony," said Applejack indulgently.
"Oh, please, tell me you like it? I want you to love it too. Northern Spy. It's so perfect, I want you to be happy with it and not just let me have it..."
Applejack silenced her with a gentle hoof to the lips. "Hush. I love it. I'mma call that name and you can hear it across town. With a foal from you, sugar, they'll have to, he or she'll be everywhere. Northern Spyyyy! That foal will hear me callin', bet your life."
"Oh thank goodness," said Rainbow Dash. "Yeah, you're right, that works! I didn't think of that. I saw the name and I just freaked out and it had to be that..."
"Yeah," said Applejack. "I saw you fall in love with that there name. One look and you knew."
Rainbow Dash nodded. "I didn't even read that other stuff. You know, about how it's tart and has red stripes and matures late. Which one convinced you?"
"Beg your pardon?" blinked Applejack.
"The things about the apple. You were reading them, and you ended up letting me have it. Was it when you realized you could yell the name real good? I could see that."
"You mean... when did I decide on the name? That what you mean, Dashie?"
"Yeah! It seemed like you didn't buy it at first," said Dash. "Then something won you over. This is the name of our foal, Applejack! It's right here under your hoof where you're cuddling me. I feel like... if I had to talk you into it, I want to know what convinced you. 'Cos you let me have this. I'll owe you forever for that, I love you so fucking much..."
"Weren't hard. And yeah- there was a moment when I knew," said Applejack, reflectively.
"Well, tell me! Whatever that thing was, I'll remember it and I'll remind you so you end up being just as fond of the name."
"Name's fine!" said Applejack, hastily. "Honey, I got a distant cousin named Tydeman's Early Worcester. Ain't none of these names woulda been a problem to us."
Dash's ears quirked. She'd been expecting a more specific reason. "But... you said there was a moment when you knew. Like, that it was a special name. The right name. Right?"
"Uh-huh," said Applejack solemnly.
"So what was the moment?"
Applejack smiled.
"It was when I watched you fall in love with a name I din't even see, and you turned to me with your eyes all lit up. And I saw the look on your face... an' I knew."
Dash's lip quivered- and then she was clinging to Applejack again, and Applejack wrapped her pegasus mare in a fierce and loving embrace, a tear coming to her eye.
"I knew," she breathed, into Rainbow's ear.
Then, her ear quirked, for there was a sound at the door. Their guests had arrived.
"Hi!" squeaked Pinkie Pie.
Fluttershy walked in, as Pinkie held the door. The demure pegasus didn't look any more pregnant than Rainbow Dash did- perhaps a little heavier, nothing major- but she moved with a solemn deliberateness, as if every step was some litany celebrating pony motherhood, and at every moment she looked as if she was about to give in to a huge, smug smile.
Pinkie bounced along behind her, doting, dizzy with adoration.
"I see you're getting cuddle practice!" began Pinkie- and then gasped, as did Fluttershy, for they saw Dash's black eye and bruises. "Oh my gosh! Dashie!"
"It's okay!" protested Rainbow. "It's gonna be fine! Just a little scuffle, it was really my fault..."
"How can it be your fault, Dashie?" protested Pinkie Pie, her ears back.
"You didn't!" gasped Fluttershy.
Dash looked at Fluttershy with chagrin. "Yeah- I kind of totally did. And I think you can guess why, too. Can't you?"
Pinkie looked back and forth between them, dismayed. "Fluttywuttyprettybitty, what is she talking about?" 
Fluttershy wasn't listening. She stared hard at Rainbow Dash, who looked cornered. Then, Dash blinked, and grinned.
"Shouldn't that be fluttywuttyprettyBUTTy, Pinkie?"
Fluttershy winced. "I told you not to say it, Pinkie. I told you, she'd say that. Didn't I?"
Pinkie's ears drooped. "Sorry, rubbylubbynubbykins."
Fluttershy glanced back at her mate, eyes narrowed, and then returned her glare to Rainbow Dash. Dash pouted, thought for a moment, and then smirked even worse. Fluttershy winced.
"Sorry..." said Pinkie.
"Never mind that," said Fluttershy. "Rainbow Dash, am I reading too much into this? Did you start a fight? I suppose you did. You just had to, didn't you? It's not like there is another pony who would understand your situation perfectly and be willing to listen to you express your feelings safely, no matter what they are. Oh, wait, she's talking to you right now. Isn't she?"
Rainbow's look of sullenness was giving way to simple regret. "I'm sorry, Fluttershy. You're right. I just lost my temper..."
"Your baby will play with our baby! You can count on that, Rainbow Dash!" insisted Fluttershy. She was fierce as they'd rarely seen her, outraged, her wings arching up aggressively. "We are embarking on this journey together, Rainbow Dash, you will not endanger your precious foal with roughhousing and fighting!"
"All right, all right! Sheesh! Do I have to get lectured by every pony in Equestria here? I'm sorry! And you can't blame me, even though you're totally blaming me and that's okay, I get it..."
"I don't care," said Fluttershy. "You can remember your mate. You can remember your foal, that you will love more than anything. You can remember me. Never again, Rainbow Dash!"
Rainbow cowered a little. "Okay! I promise, never! You're right, you're totally right..."
Fluttershy held her eye for a moment, and nodded, and her wings lowered and folded. "Good. I would say I am sorry, Rainbow, if it weren't so important..."
"Tell me about it," sighed Dash. She perked up. "Oh, hey, that reminds me, we have something to tell you!" She scrambled to close the book that still lay on the floor, before either visitor could read the open pages.
Pinkie brightened, seeing that the conflict was over. "Whatcha telling us, Dashie?"
"Only that we have the name for our foal..."
Pinkie blinked, as did Fluttershy. "Golly! For a colt or a filly?"
"Both!" said Dash proudly, Applejack smiling behind her.
Pinkie glanced at Fluttershy. "Wow. It must be a heck of a name! We're having some problems deciding, maybe you can help?"
Fluttershy winced at this suggestion, but it didn't faze Rainbow Dash, who leaned forward, grinning ear to ear.
"Northern SPY," she said.
Pinkie's eyes widened, and her grin promptly matched Rainbow's. "Oooh! Dashie! And look at how happy both of you are with it! That is completely awesome!"
Fluttershy looked more startled. "Gee... um..."
"What?" said Dash, challengingly.
"Well, what if it's a filly you're having... and what if she is shy and nice, and maybe doesn't want to be called a spy?"
The other three ponies looked at her for a moment, and then Applejack spoke up, kindly. "Uh, that's real nice of you, Fluttershy. I understand your feelin's. But you do realize you're talkin' about a little pony filly... that's the child of Rainbow Dash, and myself? With an assist from a certain over-helpful numbskull..."
"Aw, c'mon," said Dash, "we've been over that."
"Guess it all worked out in th' end," admitted Applejack.
Fluttershy looked chastened. "You have a point, Applejack. Though you never can tell, maybe it's possible that Rainbow Dash's foal would be gentle? And please be kind to Big Macintosh. He helped us conceive too!"
Applejack smirked wryly. "That boy's on a mission. I'mma have to tell Twilight to sleep with a cork in her."
Rainbow Dash snickered, remembering their colorful history when they'd first discovered Trixie's magic bit. "Runs in the family. And just who's bagged ALL the elements of harmony, hmm?"
Applejack gulped. "No fair! That don't count, Pinkie here bagged ME not th' other way around! An' Fluttershy was in terrible shape that one day an' din't take no for an answer, and... um... well... uhh... I reckon maybe you're right?"
The friends- at times very close friends indeed- laughed, and they relaxed, comfortable how they'd ended up. Love conquered all, and sometimes it rampaged straight through lots of countries getting there. Not a pony present really regretted any of it, in the long run.
Pinkie still looked concerned, though. "If you got in a fight, Dashie, is the other pony gonna try and hurt you more?"
"Nah, I doubt it," said Dash, with satisfaction. "I hit her first, and she wouldn't have kicked me there if I wasn't trying to rip her tail off with my teeth. I swear, I'll be good- no more fighting."
"But why would you even do that?" protested Pinkie.
Dash frowned. "Fluttershy can tell you later. Let's not get into it now, okay? Tell me about the trouble you've been having with names. Maybe we can help!"
Pinkie regarded her skeptically, and then shrugged. "All righty! We have two main kinds of names. Pegasus names, and sweet names."
Applejack blinked. "Don't tell me. Fluttershy's lookin' to have pegasus names, and you'd like a sweet name?"
"You'd think so, wouldn't you?" cried Pinkie. "Nope! It's the other way around! I want to support Fluttershy's heritage and there are lots of cool names we could use, and she keeps telling me it's okay if we use a name from a candy or a cake, and I don't want to choose a candy name, I want to support Fluttershy! But she's really stubborn!"
Fluttershy gave an apologetic little smile, batting her eyelashes, tilting her head coyly.
Applejack snickered. "You ain't foolin'. Pinkie Pie, you may have to give in on this one..."
"Well, you didn't give in, Applejack! Northern Spy is an apple name, I can see that's a book of apples there on the floor! Maybe you can help us by telling us how you guys decided between pegasus names and apple names? Why did you not look at pegasus names, to support Rainbow Dash?"
Applejack blinked. "Uh. To be honest with you, darlin'... it never occurred to me. She's an Apple now, one of the family, and I reckon I jes' went from there. Rainbow honey, was I wrong to do that?"
Dash grumbled. "Oh, let's get back into the other conversation again! We weren't uncomfortable enough in our little get-together that's supposed to be happy and fun!"
"What's wrong, Dashie?" asked Pinkie Pie.
"I'm sorry, should I stop?" said Applejack.
Fluttershy fell silent, her lips sealed.
"No, it's okay, I guess," said Rainbow Dash. She sighed. "It'll probably help to get it out, I just didn't want to dump this on you guys. That fight I got into... it was about our foal."
"What's wrong with your foal?" gasped Pinkie.
At that, Dash glared at her. "There is absolutely nothing wrong with our foal! She- or he- is gonna be an awesome little pony! And there is nothing wrong with me giving birth to a pony like you, or like Applejack, or like tons of other ponies I know and love. End of story!"
Pinkie looked confused. "Bouncy? Athletic? Strangely obsessed with vats of pudding?"
Applejack cleared her throat. "Earth pony, Pinkie. No wings. So I hear."
Pinkie blinked, twice. She glanced at Fluttershy, who returned her gaze levelly, with a tiny little nod. She stared at Applejack, she blinked at Rainbow Dash. "How can you be sure? What if it's a pegasus, Dashie?"
"Nope," said Rainbow Dash. "I told Applejack the same thing. If both the spirit and body sides are from an earth pony, there is zero chance of a pegasus. Wings are recessive, Pinkie."
Pinkie's eyes were wide, shocked. Dash went on.
"That's why I got in the fight- and that's why Fluttershy is mad at me for not turning to her instead. Our culture kinda has some opinions about that."
"What do you mean, opinions?" squeaked Pinkie. "I don't know about these opinions!"
Applejack broke in. "Dashie says it ain't all of 'em. It's just that they don't get more pegasuses without kinda stickin' together. That's why their names are the way they are. That's why they're all up in Cloudsdale and their cities are in th' sky, that's why they hang around with each other so much, why they're so proud..."
"It does make sense," said Rainbow Dash, sadly. "Honestly, I respect that. I'm glad there have been pegasuses all this time, that's how me and Fluttershy can even exist in your lives in the first place. I'm grateful for my wings. I'm even sad I can't pass them on- but there's other pegasuses that can do that. It shouldn't have to be my job. Even if wings are something precious..."
Pinkie was staring into space. "But... but I'm an earth pony, Dashie, and Big Macintosh who helped us, he's an earth pony. So, if what you are saying is true, then Fluttershy..."
She turned slowly to look at her mate. Fluttershy looked back, her little jaw set, pouting in a look of adorable weapons-grade stubbornness.
Pinkie looked back at Rainbow Dash and Applejack. "We can't have a pegasus? No matter what? I thought maybe it would be an earth pony, and maybe it would be a pegasus, and we'd better be ready to give it a pegasus name so it would also be comfortable playing with its pegasus friends..."
Rainbow Dash's mouth was a hard line, and she wouldn't meet Pinkie's eyes.
Applejack gulped. "It's possible that ain't exactly how it's gonna be, Pinkie."
"It's... not gonna have pegasus friends?" said Pinkie, in a small voice.
Rainbow Dash snarled. "Don't say that! Don't even start with that! I mean, yeah, with some of them, it wouldn't even help if you gave the kid a pegasus name, but I'm telling you they don't speak for everypony! Like, my boss at Weather Patrol, Cloud Chaser, I guar-an-fucking-tee you she's solid. She's gonna love our foals! You can't judge all pegasuses by a few of them who are just too hung up on keeping pegasuses the greatest thing ever..."
"Calm down, Dashie," said Pinkie Pie. "Don't be upset?"
"I'm not!" yelled Dash. "I know I can count on my real pegasus friends! And I'm not the tiniest bit sorry, whatever they... might..."
She'd caught Applejack's eye- and Applejack looked stricken. Rainbow Dash had always gotten madder at accusations with a grain of truth...
"No, listen," begged Rainbow Dash. "You gotta listen. I love being a pegasus, you know that. I'm just gonna have to express it in other ways- like with my amazing athletic feats, the way I can... oh, horse-apples."
Applejack put a foreleg around her, holding her close as Pinkie and Fluttershy watched helplessly.
"That's right," said Dash, "I can't keep up the training while having a kid, can I? Not for long. That's like, not my job, anymore. The thing is, Applejack, you gotta understand! Please understand. I do really want all the pegasuses to love me and think I'm totally awesome..."
"You are," said Applejack softly. Pinkie nodded. Fluttershy remained very quiet.
Dash was tearing up a little, pleading. "No, listen! I keep saying it, and I mean it. I want your foal. I knew when I found out I was pregnant by you, that it's an earth pony foal. I want you to know that if I have to pick between my people, and you, I'm gonna pick you. If they don't like that... I don't know. Maybe I can get back into training afterwards, make them understand that I can make whatever decisions I want and still be the amazingest pegasus ever..."
"You are," said Pinkie Pie, loyally.
Dash gulped. "Thanks, guys. Fluttershy? Am I upsetting you? I don't want to upset you, I know you're kinda sensitive."
The two earth ponies turned, startled, realizing what Dash meant. Their mega-pegasus friend was racked with strong feelings, asserting her loyalty to her mate and foal even while it tore her from her culture in some important ways. She swore she'd have loyal pegasus friends but wasn't even going to pretend it wouldn't cause her some problems, and they could tell it was frightening her. She'd got in a fight the first time anypony had criticized her about it, and she couldn't and wouldn't go back on her decision.
And what of their gentler, more easily frightened pegasus friend, who was in exactly the same situation as Rainbow Dash, but without the athletic skills and heroics to validate herself with other pegasi? What of the pegasus who'd wept, unable to summon the wing power to fly with her companions, who'd fled in shame? Applejack and Pinkie Pie turned, wide-eyed, to look at Fluttershy, fearing they'd raised the specter of a terrifying, hostile world.
Fluttershy looked back, with exactly the same stubborn pout she'd had all along, and her head held high.
"Fuck them," said the gentle pegasus who'd never found a home in the sky, but had fallen in love with the ground instead. "Fuck them all, if they don't like it."
Her jaw was set. Dash, lip quivering a little, lifted her gaze to meet Fluttershy's, and Fluttershy stared back as if staring down a dragon- defiant to her core.
Dash lifted a hoof, and Fluttershy followed suit, and their hooves met with a bold, rebellious clack- and then it was all hugs and drinking toasts of apple juice to the awesomeness of the two pegasi.
Eventually, they settled on Divinity if Fluttershy's baby was a filly, or Rock for a colt.
 
 
 


Expertise




Lyra's horn glowed as she opened the door to Town Hall- or, rather, opened the door from Town Hall. Her head ached from a day filled with figures and numbers, and her horn felt worn to a nub from endless paperwork- but that was the job description for Ponyville's town accountant, and Lyra knew nopony else was as good at sorting out the endless rows of data. There were times when she thought Mayor Mare surely was doing it on purpose- things wouldn't add up, columns snaked down the page or merged with each other, fives softened their contours and threatened to become sixes- but nopony ever quibbled about the overtime she claimed, and she used up all her patience grinding away at the endless figures.
It was beyond exasperating. She found less and less time for music practice, between work and home life. Lyra knew she was a young unicorn, but all the same, she had the feeling her life was pissing away and the sensation drove her wild at times. She cursed her weakness, telling herself she had to put in some hours on her music, knowing she probably wouldn't.
Her lyre waited at home- well, Bon Bon's home, but she had equity in the place- but magic also awaited, and she would not resist it for long.
Lyra's expression darkened. Magic and frustration awaited. It was maddening how difficult it had become to get her needs met. One would think that a little understanding wasn't too much to ask. Increasingly, she spent all day untwisting numbers, and then all night twisting hooves. Her blessing had become a real pain in the butt, not just a glorious pain in the vag.
The gift of a magic bit had not helped her relationship with Bon Bon.
How many years had she spent, since she'd discovered herself as a new-budded lesbian unicorn, in Bon Bon's embraces? Bon Bon had been the first to take her to unimagined peaks of pleasure. She had squealed and shot magic from her horn in unicorn orgasm, and she'd been Bon Bon's shadow ever since: obsessed, adoring, attached. She had been Bon Bon's fetish- her own went unconsidered and unremarked upon, for there seemed no point. What good was a sexual kink for magic use when you were with an earth pony? All that happened was, Bon Bon let her masturbate using her own magic and enjoyed the results, licking up her apparently delicate and precious youthful nectars avidly.
And then- everything changed, in a way both wonderful and terrible.
The Elements of Harmony (who lived in town) had been restless, engaged in some sort of drama, and the interesting thing was, they'd apparently all turned lesbian. Of course, Rainbow Dash was continually making advances, and Pinkie Pie was beyond belief sometimes, but it had spread. They were paying a lot of attention to Applejack, which surprised Lyra as she was only an earth pony farmer- and the newcomer, Twilight Sparkle, seemed caught up in whatever it was. It seemed that Twilight was seeing Applejack. Lyra thought it odd, but there was no accounting for tastes, even if you were an accountant by trade.
Then, one day, she spotted Twilight from behind, and the lovely unicorn mare looked- used.
It told a story that logical young Lyra could not quite work out. Twilight had been seeing her earth pony, yes. But Twilight was a Canterlot unicorn. That implied certain things! Not for a Canterlot unicorn, the gauche physical contrivances such as Bon Bon had once insulted her with- strapping on a wooden phallus and thinking that could grace unicorn vagina. Surely not! And yet, it really looked as if Twilight had taken something good and hard- and there was only the earth pony mare she seemed to be dating. Lyra went to see the earth pony, even though it meant braving Rainbow Dash who'd also been enjoying a little flathead frolicking, to find out if her suspicions were correct.
They had been. Someone had invented a magic item that grew a penis on a mare- a magic penis, that appeared out of thin air and disappeared once you were done! It was not just like a pony penis for mares to use- it was, if Lyra understood it correctly, a phallus literally composed of raw magic energy in the form of a stiff, throbbing, natural-feeling stallionhood.
The instant Lyra understood that, she had a new fetish that dominated her every thought.
The situation had gone awry, in some way- Lyra knew she'd been a part of its resolution, but wasn't clear on every detail. Twilight had lost her earth pony lover, but had ended up with the very sexy traveling magician Trixie Lulamoon- no loss, then- and with Trixie, Twilight had put magic bits into a sort of mass production. And, to thank her for the help when things were at their worst, Twilight and Trixie had given her and Bon Bon one of the bits to keep.
In restrospect, thought Lyra, that was when things started to fall apart.
The very first time Bon Bon had taken that bit in her teeth, heaved herself onto Lyra's shaking body, and thrust pure magic hard-on into her pussy, Lyra had blasted a big hole in the wall of Lyra's house through sheer unicorngasm. She hadn't just squirted, she'd done major property damage, and startled the hell out of her boss, who'd been passing by. She'd been unconscious, but apparently Bon Bon had been very embarrassed to see the Mayor peeking in the side of her house. Mayor Mare had inquired about using the blast as a weapon. When Bon Bon had explained curtly that unicorn horn-come wasn't normally that strong, the Mayor had retired in haste, blushing scarlet, looking back over her shoulder in fascination as she fled.
When Lyra had awoken, that time, her horn charred from the discharge and her mind dazed as if she had been clubbed in the head with fuck, she had begged Bon Bon for the same- again! She'd grovelled, promised anything. And Bon Bon had said- no, you must recover.
And that's how it had been, ever since. Lyra, working all day adding up the Mayor's increasingly demented figures, then slinking home to demand and plead and entreat her earth pony lover to take that magic bit between her teeth, produce the magic phallus, thrust it into her, give her what she had to have. Fighting off the weakness brought about through extended, debilitating climax- developing dark circles under her eyes- figuring out how to trick Bon Bon and seem more recovered than she really was so she could have the magic dicking sooner. Lyra thought of little else, and Bon Bon grew more and more contrary and annoyed, and her frustration was experienced ten times over by trembling, desperate Lyra.
It was maddening that the love of her life, her first great love and the mare she'd lived with for years, could somehow fail to understand her absolutely basic needs.
Lyra hung her head as she trotted along towards home. She suspected she wasn't getting any tonight- Bon Bon had allowed her to wake up to lovemaking. She'd been licking Lyra's clit as she'd once done, long before the magic bit entered their lives. It worked- as foreplay. Bon Bon had looked really fed up as Lyra levitated the bit over for her, and the ensuing fucking had been rough and grumpy, though Lyra did blast a picture off the wall when she came, cracking the glass inside the picture frame. That hadn't helped Bon Bon's mood.
A squeal caught Lyra's attention as she brooded, and she looked up.
It was Twilight- and Rarity. They'd burst out of the Carousel Boutique, galloping merrily and lost to foolish giggles. Lyra stopped, her eyes yearning for a moment- the two unicorns seemed to understand each other so well, and their joy was infectuous. Rarity ran ahead, while Twilight chased after, her magic levitating, yes, a magic bit- and also, a flat paddle, for some reason.
"You shall risk it!" cried Twilight, giggling madly.
"But, but, I daren't! It might do you harm, I... eep!" squealed Rarity. She'd spotted Lyra watching them. "Consarn! Consarn, darling!"
At those odd words, Twilight screeched to a halt- and suddenly, rather than brandishing the paddle aggressively in a magic grip, she seemed to be coyly hiding it behind her delicious lavender flank. "Shall we head over to the library? And continue our conversation?"
Rarity glanced around warily. "I quite agree. But, darling, please defer to my judgement- it could be dangerous, as you are aware. We shan't play full-on. Acceptable?"
Twilight nodded. "You always seem to know best, Rarity."
The lovely white unicorn nodded in satisfaction, and the two set off across town, and Lyra watched them go- and sighed- and continued heading for home, this time hopefully without distraction...
"Hi there Miss Lyra!"
It was a little filly pony, the one from the earth pony farm, trotting along beside her and looking up cheerfully.
"Hah ya doin'? I was jes' wonderin' if I could git a few minutes of your time and ask ya some questions?"
Lyra rolled her eyes and began trotting faster.
"Seein' as me an' my friends figure you're prob'ly an expert on mares gettin' with mares, so they say... hey! Miss Lyra!"
Apple Bloom ran frantically, but the lithe young adult unicorn had two things the earth pony filly couldn't begin to approach. One was a set of long, elegant, toned legs that sent the dirt flying as she broke into a gallop. The other was a pissy, sour mood that had been inflamed by the glimpse of a world she couldn't have, and then set off by the sudden, inexplicable demand for an interview, for Celestia knew what reason.
Lyra sprinted in a fit of manic temper for 'home', and Apple Bloom could only watch her go.
"Dang it!"
And at Bon Bon's house, Lyra burst through the door, startling Bon Bon, who looked up in alarm- as her mercurial, impossible lover stood over her and let out a bray like some maddened donkey.
"This... daaaay... SUUUUCKS!"
Bon Bon's head dropped defeatedly into her hooves.



Twilight bowed her head, her horn glowing, courteously opening her door for her special friend, and Rarity stepped elegantly through it with a smile for the third unicorn who reclined on a couch, engrossed in a book.
"And how is our filthy slut today?" inquired Trixie Lulamoon, without looking up from her book.
"Very well, Mistress," replied Rarity, without batting an eyelash.
"Trixie," said Twilight, "I'm going to try out Rarity's stallion form, okay? I really want to."
Trixie looked over, upon hearing that. "Oh? Trixie is concerned about this idea. If she's rough, or loses control..."
Rarity opened her mouth to protest, and then froze. Trixie had fixed her with a hard stare- but she had not spoken without permission, she had only intended to.
"Go ahead, girl," said Trixie, "you may speak."
Rarity licked her lips. "Mistress, I must ask that we be permitted to try our sexual exploration outside the conditions of the Relationship, for the very reason you mention. I feel certain I can control myself if I am not deeply plunged into masochistic release, but it may be dangerously exciting. I wish to retain all the control and detachment I can, for safety's sake. Perhaps one day in the future, if all goes well, we can play within the Relationship, but for today?"
Trixie continued to look at her sternly. She got up, walking over to Rarity, staring at her while Rarity looked straight ahead during the inspection- and then nodded. "Three hours, girl. Trixie is, as always, pleased with your experience and wisdom."
"Oh, Mistress," said Rarity, "we surely won't need three whole hours..."
"Girl!" snapped Trixie, and Rarity froze automatically. "Trixie did not start the clock- and you do not complain about over-generous gifts! Three hours... starting..."
Rarity stared at nothing again, trembling.
"Now!" said Trixie, and broke into a wide smile. "Rarity, it's an education, it really is. You think it's not safe to start right off under submission?"
Rarity shook herself. "Indeed not! My. It's like coming up from under water... gasping for breath... you're so authoritative..."
"Oh, Rarity! Thank you," said Trixie, and gave her a little kiss. "Every day is a new adventure with you in our lives."
"It's been like that before you were here!" said Twilight. "Some of the adventures we've had..."
"Ah, but you did not have sweet Rarity as a dedicated submissive, then. ...did you?" said Trixie.
"No way!" said Twilight. "I couldn't even have imagined it!"
"I could have," said Trixie reflectively.
Twilight and Rarity blinked. "Really?"
"That one time," said Trixie, "when Trixie was putting on her show- and did battle with several of you, including the beautiful Rarity- and glimpsed her arousal even as she fled in disarray..."
Rarity's eyes narrowed, and she wore a tight little grin. "Ah, yes. That day. I have safewords now, darling, and do not welcome the blowing of my cover. You did it anyhow, and laughed."
"Trixie is sorry?" said the blue unicorn.
"And damned right I was aroused," said Rarity. "My, yes. You do realize, darling, that if ever I earn the right to switch on you, then you are in for an experience you'll not soon forget?"
Trixie trembled. "One day. When Trixie is really, really ready. That is a promise."
Rarity smiled fondly, a glint in her eye. "Oh, you won't be. Nothing shall prepare you. But it shall be out of love and a deeper understanding of you, Mistress."
"That," said Trixie, her eyes wide, "is just what I'm afraid of."
Rarity batted her eyelashes at Trixie, and turned to Twilight. "Speaking of preparing, darling, we've got all the time in the world, it seems- shall we retire to your bed and commence our explorations?"
Twilight nodded, smiling. "Yes please!"
Rarity glanced back at Trixie. "Would Mistress like to take part? I would ask that things not get rambunctious. At least not this time, hm?"
Trixie blinked, and even more of her dominant facade slipped away. "I... this is your time, Rarity. Trixie thought the point was that you and Mistress would be with each other outside the Relationship. Why are you asking me this?"
Seeing her uncertainty, Rarity walked forward to nuzzle her own Mistress. "One does not engage in the Relationship to exempt oneself from love, darling. Our agreement does not bind for the next three hours, but caring is a joyful burden one does not lay down lightly, and your feelings remain ever so important. I do ask, Trixie dearest, Mistress of mine, switch to our darling Twilight Sparkle: would you like to take part in some way?"
"How do you want her to answer?" said Twilight, her ears quirked.
"Uht!" reproved Rarity. "I wish her answer from her heart, not from her willingness to serve! Please do not direct her, Twilight, inappropriate!"
"Sorry!"
"Not at all- it is an understandable reaction. Well, Trixie?"
Trixie considered this. "It would be something to watch... Trixie thinks it might be somewhat alarming, though..."
Twilight licked her lips, tail twitching in sweet agitation.
"You must trust me," said Rarity.
"Trixie is very comfortable on her couch with her book, however... Trixie wishes to continue her reading. Um... do I get my own private session, too?"
Rarity didn't bat an eyelash. "Fairness would tend to demand it. And it is wise to not develop an implied requirement for three-ways, causing two-ways to seem overly special."
Twilight and Trixie both stared at her, after that- and Twilight said, "Wow. How did we get along without you, Rarity? How do you know all this?"
The elegant white unicorn's eye twinkled, and a smile snuck mischievously onto her face.
"...'years of applebucking'?"
Twilight snickered, and Trixie followed suit, slightly confused, for she hadn't been present the day that Applejack had publically sprung that line on a stunned and out-kicked Rainbow Dash. The meaning, however, was plain enough.
"Trixie is glad she has you tied down- both through contract, and often literally!" said Trixie.
"Oh, I am glad too, Mistress! But for now, shall we retire, Twilight? Though we have a most generous gift of time, there is no sense spending it in idle chatter, hm?"
Twilight nodded. "No way! I'm thinking I'll have to spend a lot of time warming up to it..."
"Oh," said Rarity, "a good point, to be sure. I'll take that bit, darling, and we shan't need the paddle tonight, but be a love and fetch something for me?"
"Sure! What do you want?"
Rarity waggled her eyebrows lasciviously. "Butter."
Twilight blinked. "Oh! I guess that would work. Really? You don't like getting untidy. I thought you weren't subbing, or getting degraded?"
At this, Rarity pouted. "It's true- I shall bathe afterwards. Perhaps within the three hours in case SOME pony has bright ideas about making me stay messy all night..."
Trixie smirked, but returned to her couch and book with an ostentatious display of nonchalance.
"But," continued Rarity, "some things trump tidiness, darling. Your precious marehood won't stand much of this treatment without assistance."
Twilight's ears were quirked, as if she couldn't tell whether to be flattered or offended. "When you were dating Applejack, she seemed to be okay with it."
Rarity's smirk was wickedness incarnate. "She begged for respite, darling."
Twilight's eyes bugged out, and she panted.
Rarity winced. "No more chit-chat: I should not have drawn back the veil on Applejack's intimacies. Don't press me on it? She is safely squared away with Rainbow Dash and her more manageable charms. Go fetch some butter, please, darling. I feel abundant."
Twilight galloped madly into the kitchen, as Rarity levitated her magic bit and walked proudly up the stairs to Twilight's bedroom- a sturdy bed, which had to be sturdy when it held up to three excited ponies on a good night. Soon, eager hooves were heard on the stairs, and Twilight trotted in, her magic carrying the butter dish.
"Where do you want me to put it?" she asked.
Rarity smirked, and Twilight blushed. "Oh gosh. In with the stupid questions, huh?"
"Oh, no. In with the aid of butter- endearing with the stupid questions."
Twilight didn't climb into the bed. She stood at its edge, biting her lip. "It's that intense, huh?"
Rarity blinked, at that. "I've told you, we shan't do it full-on without acclimating you. Dear Twilight, that part of you will take a hoof if it's done properly: there is no practical barrier keeping you from my stallionhood, it is a matter of caution and good practice."
Twilight paled. "Nopony I know could take a hoof, Rarity! Aren't you exaggerating?"
"I have, dear, so somepony you know has."
"You're kidding! ...are you kidding?"
"Indeed I am not. If you like, I'll make Mistress Trixie aware of it..."
A voice called from downstairs. "Trixie has just become aware of it!"
"There, you see? Perhaps we can show you. But not tonight, darling! Tonight you shall tackle a less savage intrusion, but all the same one to reckon with!"
Twilight blinked, and bit her lip again, dropping her head bashfully and peering up from under her bangs. "I'll... try. It's scary. Will you be gentle?"
Rarity blinked. "I've just told you I w... Twilight Sparkle, are you putting that on?"
Twilight nodded. "Uh-huh..." she said shyly.
"May I ask why?"
Twilight flicked her tail, coyly. "I thought, since we're always playing games and stuff... if it's so big, I could pretend to be a little unicorn filly, and we'd pretend you were a big grown..."
"Consarn! Consarn that, darling!" objected Rarity.
"What? But we spent half of yesterday whipping you while you were chained to your own bedposts! What's the problem if I..."
Rarity's eyes flashed. "Just a moment, Twilight. If you are going to partake in scenes, I simply must insist you learn safewords thoroughly! One does not cavil and argue when one hears a safeword- it is not your judgement that applies! I'm sorry, darling, don't pout. But it's terribly important!"
"I know, I know," sighed Twilight. "Consarn means stop, and apples means stop doubly much. I'm sorry, I'll be more careful, I wasn't really going to argue. I'm not really a little unicorn filly."
"Indeed not! You are a beautiful, ravishing mare and a dear friend! Now quick, do you remember your own safeword?"
"Sure. 'Starswirl'," said Twilight. "I don't have a second one. Why do you only use 'consarn', and we never hear 'apples', Rarity?"
"Because I do not panic, darling. And that is a testament to how much I trust you and Mistress Trixie, and you should be proud at how well you've learned all this."
Twilight whickered gently. Then, she smiled. "I can't help but notice a certain- theme, to your safewords? Somehow, it seems to remind me of somepony."
Rarity blushed gently.
"She really got under your skin, huh?"
"Oh, Twilight."
"Is that where you got the 'mommy is a filthy pony' thing? From her?" asked Twilight.
"What? Ah... have you a kinkier thing you'd wish me to say, darling? I am nothing if not flexible. And yes, Applejack made quite an impression, and yes, she has much to do with my safewords."
"I think I understand," said Twilight. "I guess if you need a steadfast guardian angel, it's hard to beat Applejack. Right?"
Rarity's gaze was serious. "Understand- I am happy she is with Rainbow Dash. We half killed each other, she and I- but even through all that, even at its worst, I still had the sense she would die to protect me. Or you, for that matter- it wasn't only about me. Is it any wonder that my inner guardian now speaks with her voice?"
"Oh, I think I understand. I picked Starswirl because I associate him with his wing of the Royal Library, and I used to study with Princess Celestia there," said Twilight. "Maybe that's not as good, but it's where I'd want to go if I needed to run away."
"Ah, but that's just it, darling! It should be personal. It is our responsibility to learn that about you, so when driven beyond your boundaries you need not translate your heart's cries. There can be times when you cry out a safeword not intending to do so. In some communities, it's the custom to honor that whether you like it or not- on the principle that, if you lost control enough to be vague about whether you're bailing out of the scene, you should gather your wits and consider."
Twilight nodded. "It sounds very responsible."
Rarity smirked, back in command as the expert of such things. "When you are playing with fires and knives and dangerous machinery- and even geared winches can be very dangerous- there is only one way to be, and that is responsible. But enough studiousness, dear Twilight! Are you prepared to embark upon a new journey? You may find it... compelling."
Twilight Sparkle licked her lips, gazing down at the very experienced and seductive unicorn that lay on her bed, and felt herself go wet and slippery. She flicked her tail, began to bite her lip coyly again, and then made herself stop. Rarity had called a safeword, and she would not get to openly play out a filly Twilight fantasy- one she had never experienced when she was a filly, and therefore a thing of tantalizing mystery.
But... thoughts were free.
Twilight climbed into bed with Rarity, and snuggled up, keeping her more private thoughts to herself.
She nestled back against Rarity, wriggling gently, shivering with pleasure as Rarity's foreleg went around her, reaching down to caress between her legs, pony breasts begging for the touch, nipples standing up in answer to that unmistakable feeling of impending sex. Rarity felt commanding, hungry.
"Part your legs, darling."
"How come?" said Twilight, and then hastily added, "I mean, sure, here you go!" She raised a hindleg obligingly, warning herself to not be caught acting too innocent. Hearing Rarity's safeword of 'consarn' was quickly going to become the worst imaginable thing for the moment, and Twilight hastily walled off her more private fantasy behind a facade of horny mare- but secretly, she blinked in cute incomprehension, imagining herself both primed for an epic sexual awakening and mysteriously oblivious to every detail of that awakening.
Before she could think much about the incongruity of that imagined situation, she felt Rarity move against her, heard the clink of a bit between teeth, and what seemed like another pony leg thrust between hers, rubbing cozily up against her nipples- both of them, at once.
"Th'nk you. You m'y close your legs upon it... if you c'n!"
Twilight's heart began to pound. Sweet Celestia! She let her hindleg drop, but Rarity's massive stallionhood would not allow her legs to close entirely, and she sandwiched it between her thighs, pressing it against her pony breasts. Twilight gasped a few panicky breaths. This was crazy, impossible!
Rarity tenderly shifted her hips, pushing the titanic shaft and tugging it, making it move and feel even more alive. "You like, d'rling?"
Twilight mewled, and squirmed. Her maddened cunt had gone drippy wet and felt turgid and desperate, but her mind screamed with panic and warning. Suddenly, all fantasies of imposing arousal physically upon her innocent body were blown away by the contrasting reality- her body had reared up and cried, I am utterly mare, rut me- and her mind was the part that felt unequal and panicky.
"Tw'light? Answ'r!"
Twilight's voice proved part of her body.
"OH GOD FUCK ME!"
Rarity smiled around her grip on the magic bit. "Legs open, d'rling. F'rgive me if this 's chilly..."
Twilight parted her legs, shuddering, and Rarity twitched her heavy stallionhood away with a jerk of her hips. It bounced off Twilight's inner thigh first, and the lavender unicorn jolted and squealed to feel that massiveness and weight thump her there. The next thing she knew, she felt Rarity's magic casting from right behind her head, and the purpose became apparent- a magic touch began to smear butter against her vagina, and then press inwards to squeeze the softened butter into her feverish nook.
"Y're already wet, d'rling..."
"Haaaaahh..." managed Twilight, her eyes crossing slightly at the sensations. She heard further squishy greasy sounds as Rarity anointed the swollen horsecock with a thick coating of more butter...
"Now this sh'd be warm!"
Rarity's hips shifted forward, and a huge blunt cock-head tucked right into Twilight's unicorn pussy and wedged right up against the tightness of her entrance.
She squealed again. It felt as if all her insides had liquefied and turned to erotic ooze in one numbing jolt of teeth-gritting arousal. The cock-head pushed hard. It didn't fit, but it was damned hungry, full of urgency, flaring outward eagerly as Rarity's horniness grew...
"Hrm... Brace y'rself, d'rling. Bite the p'llow..."
Twilight gasped. Rather than lie on the bed behind her, Rarity had reared up, rolling her partly onto her belly, straddling her, legs braced like a tripod and pinning her down. Twilight's ass was poking up, and that massive shaft was still prodding dead center on her hysterical vagina, but now her lover had both a bit in her teeth, and serious leverage. Rarity's elegant back got into it, and her hips pressed forward firmly, then insistently- then ruthlessly.
"Ohgodohgoditcan't... ahhh! AAAAH!"
With a glorious searing flare of pleasure-pain, Twilight felt the stallionhood pry its way through her taut, strained entrance, and rest there, throbbing heavily.
"Aaaahhh! nnnhh! Aaaah! It ahhh!"
"Now, if y' do th's, d'rling, r'member, firm g'ntle motions..."
Rarity wasn't kidding. Her back strained to shift that cock in its tight confines, but the butter helped, and her chest pinning Twilight to the bed also helped. Twilight's butt was thrust frantically up against Rarity's crotch, her own legs in a similar awkward, dramatic pose as her lover's hips nudged determinedly against her, using the firm gentle motions.
Twilight wailed and shook, all pretense forgotten. It felt like her whole rear end was throbbing to the same tempo of the pulse within that massive stallionhood. She nuzzled the pillow drunkenly, and heard Rarity speak again.
"In..."
The bulk wedged within her strained confines didn't stop being firm and gentle- but the power ramped up, and what felt like an impossibly large amount of stallion-meat thrust more deeply into Twilight, shoving with tender force and stretching her deeper and deeper, every inch widening more of her marehood as it penetrated her slippery inner folds.
"Haaaaahhh!"
"Yes... yess... IN..."
Rarity was growing more excited, for the vibes and sensations of fucking Twilight were beyond belief. Twilight wriggled obscenely, crying out like a lost soul, and her pussy wasn't just tight at the entrance- no, pressing deeper into her brought overwhelming new sensations of cock-head parting dense turgid tunnels of marehood that enfolded slickly and quivered for deeper penetration.
Up along Rarity's shaft, Twilight's strained entrance clenched and gripped, never harshly enough to sound a warning, not with the harsh narrow clamping of a mare shutting down and ceasing to enjoy- no, it was the fires of a fevered grasping, felt through Twilight's tensing rump and along the sides of the engorged stallionhood, stroking it to heightened stiffness as Rarity steadily thrust deep, and the whole of Twilight's pussy seemed to give itself over to lascivious fondling and grabbing of the thick, intruding shaft as Rarity snarled and began to plunge more hungrily to Twilight's womb, ramming it boldly to her cervix, over and over...
Twilight shrieked, and then Rarity screamed through the bit clamped in her teeth.
Twilight Sparkle pounded her pillow with a forehoof, the tendons standing out on her neck, her face gone bright red, and filled the air with guttural cries of "YES! YESS!" as she came, her body shuddering in a mad, incoherent earthquake of orgasmic shocks that shook her like a rag in the jaws of a gleeful puppy.
The puppy in question wasn't looking so elegant anymore. Rarity looked like a beast, her eyes wild, her mane a little unkempt, and her spasms weren't the feminine dissolution into quivering jelly. Not for her the helpless surrender, sucked under willingly into a feverish roiling cauldron of sexual frenzy- Rarity experienced once more the fierce peaks of the male orgasm, her nostrils flared and her teeth bared as she felt the surge, and WHAM spurted a gout of stallion-come into her quivering, hysterical lover, and WHAM felt the wave fling her again, fling her body deeply into Twilight's pussy, fling the spooge through that hard member into Twilight's body, and NGH she grinned like a fiend as she weathered another delicious spasm, then a lull for just a moment and she pushed deeper on purpose as Twilight wriggled helplessly and GH! one more mountaintop... and then a little after-spooge, the sensation of her body just pumping a little more come into her lover, and then a sort of weak exhausted oozing to finish it off...
She panted. Damn. You'd almost trade with the stallions... if you liked mountaintops.
Rarity's head sagged, triumphantly. Mountaintops RULED.
Under her, Twilight Sparkle shuddered and moaned, still coming. Her pussy had no grip left in it at this point- she was so wrung out that every muscle was limp, including those inside her. The clinging pressure was nothing more than the enfolding comfort of her tender vagina, still taut but only because Rarity was unreasonably huge and Twilight's vagina, snug.
Downstairs, Trixie Lulamoon whistled and clapped, in playful mockery and at the same time sincerely. "When's my turn, girl?"
Rarity panted. "Not, I think, tonight!"
Twilight crooned, nuzzling the pillow- the most sated mare in Equestria- and Rarity nuzzled her mane and kissed the back of her fevered, sagging ear.



The light of late afternoon illuminated the clubhouse. Inside, a meeting was underway- not yet a project, but an issue that had nagged at the three friends all the more when their adult companions kept them in the dark.
"So how do they even make foals anyway?" asked Sweetie Belle.
Scootaloo grinned. "I heard from Rainbow Dash!"
Sweetie boggled at her. "Really? Rainbow Dash taught you how to make foals?"
"Well... kinda! I was listening as she was joking around with Pinkie Pie. She did a thing with her hips, and she said, it's funny how you're another husband but I never saw you lay it down!"
"What did Pinkie Pie say?" asked Apple Bloom, skeptically.
"She said, I don't actually need your toys for that! So you have to lay down, and there's toys!" said Scootaloo. "Sounds perfect to me!"
Sweetie shook her head. "I don't think that's what she meant, Scootaloo."
"It totally ain't," said Apple Bloom, "cos you don't lay down, silly!"
"How would you know?" challenged Scootaloo.
"Cause of on the farm, that's how! Granny Smith tole me to watch the farm animals, and that would teach me all I need to know for now."
"Oh yeah? How could that teach you more than what Rainbow Dash knows about making foals with laying it down?"
"Well, it did!" said Apple Bloom, and looked around conspiratorially. The other two fillies leaned in, expectant.
"You gotta stand up, on all four legs! And the stallion pokes out a thing, called a penis, and he pushes it INTO the mare! It goes into her pee-hole, not up her butt- I got a close look for a moment there before he done chased me off squealin'. It's real skinny, and sort of curly-cue, you cain't hardly see it. An' it squirts somethin', that's how it works."
"Skinny?" said Sweetie.
"Curly?" said Scootaloo.
Apple Bloom looked stubborn. "That's right. I learned from watchin' the pigs."
"Does it hurt?" said Sweetie.
"I don't reckon so. She din't seem ta mind none. Must be like gettin' a stick poked into you or somethin'."
"That would hurt! What if it scraped you? I don't want my va-jay-jay poked with a stick!" said Scootaloo.
"Well, especially afterwards, it looked all shiny and drippy. It happened so fast, Scootaloo, I don't even know much more. But it was wet."
"Ew!"
"Maybe the pig lady peed all over it?" said Sweetie Belle, uncertainly.
"Ew!" repeated Scootaloo, even louder. She made gagging noises, and stuck out her tongue, her little wings flapping in dismay.
"Rarity told me something once, but she made me promise never to tell anypony she said it, and she was really embarrassed," said Sweetie Belle.
The other two leaned in to listen, and Sweetie leaned closer to whisper it.
"She said, don't forget to check out the second bulge, for the wallet!"
"That don't even make sense!" objected Apple Bloom.
"She must be talking about her work. She makes pants and fancy dresses, right?" said Scootaloo.
Sweetie nodded, and Scootaloo continued. "Yeah! Well, then it makes sense. Carrying a wallet makes a bulge. And then this thing- where did it come from, Apple Bloom?"
"It shot out from between the boar's hind legs, Scootaloo. Skinny red thing it were."
"Well then!" said Scootaloo. "If the wallet is the second bulge, then if the pig was wearing pants, its thingy would be the first bulge."
"Wouldn't be much of a bulge," objected Apple Bloom. "It'd have to be a much bigger thingy if it was gonna bulge, in pants."
"Yeah, well, forgive me if I like your story better, as gross as it is," said Scootaloo. "You say a thingy gets pushed INTO me to make foals? It sounds bad enough already. Why would I want it to be much bigger?"
"Ya got me there," said Apple Bloom. "I reckon Granny Smith is right- that was more than I wanted ta know."
Sweetie Belle said nothing, and looked thoughtful.
 
 






 


Out On The Tiles



 
Sometimes, thought Lyra, it really was a lot of trouble keeping an old mare on the job.
Lyra bit her lip, teeth baring in half-feigned pleasure as Bon Bon's tongue explored her pert vagina. She wasn't that worried about being convincing: things had settled down, somehow, and they'd come to some sort of unspoken agreement. Bon Bon hardly even argued anymore.
It seemed so strange. How did an older mare, who had once been the light of her life, descend so far? Had it always been her imagination? Once, she had glowed in Bon Bon's adoration, allowed her body to be played on like it was some sort of instrument- her spring-green, radiant flanks, her petite nubs of breasts, her small excitable marehood, all worshipped by her earth pony lover. Bon Bon had been everything: first sexual experience, provider of a home, though Lyra had insisted upon paying half the bills, and did it, too, a lot of the time...
Bon Bon had been her world, and she basked daily, enclosed in that world.
And then, the magic bit had arrived, and brought with it a thunderbolt of erotic pleasure, and opened up a whole world that Lyra could see from within her Bon Bon one- and she grew restless and voracious and began to make demands, only to find that demands were unwelcome.
Lyra's thoughts roamed, even as Bon Bon's mouth closed over her trim vulva and that tongue began to work away at her labia, tucking between, trying to coax the blossom to pout and swell eagerly as it had once done.
She'd always had the fetish for magic. It seemed obvious, it just didn't enter into things that much, until the magic bit turned up. That was when Lyra realized she didn't match Bon Bon nearly as well as she'd imagined. The foolish darling seemed to get nothing out of being penetrated by Lyra's magical stallion form! She had one big thing, and that was eating young mare pussy, and she stubbornly clung to that no matter how Lyra tried to dress up bit-oriented activities. It had been all right back when the only false penis available was a hideous wooden earth pony thing, but now that they had an amazing magical tool available, it maddened Lyra to see it scorned.
At least Bon Bon seemed resigned to her new duties. It'd been very hard to teach her.
Bon Bon's eyes were closed as her tongue explored, and for a moment she looked strangely vulnerable and sad, which was an overtone to the lovemaking that seemed weird to Lyra- a dark undercurrent from unknown sources. For a moment, Bon Bon's head moved with longing tenderness, making love the way she used to do, back when Lyra knew no better and innocently exploded in ecstacy at the touch of her loving tongue.
Lyra, no longer innocent of her options, reached out with her levitation and readied the magic bit for the second act.
Bon Bon's eyes opened, forlorn and dreamy- and saw Lyra's eyes looking down on her with their calculating look on full display, saw the floating bit held in Lyra's magic- and Bon Bon froze for a moment, and then shut her eyes against the sight and dove in hungrily, filling her senses with unicorn pussy, so passionately that Lyra gasped and shuddered. Oh, she did have skills, that Bon Bon. There was something about the raw conviction of it- she'd heard from Rainbow Dash that Pinkie Pie also shared that madness for cunnilingus, perhaps it was some flathead thing to want to weld your mouth to the vagina of a magical creature and drive her to orgasm. Pegasi didn't squirt magic, but all the same they were magical creatures of a sort, thought Lyra.
And then, Bon Bon had pulled back, wearing an odd expression that seemed hurt and determined and yearning all at once.
"Okay," she said, and shifted forwards, stretching her neck out and seizing the bit before Lyra could even float it down and place it in what was sometimes a rather unwilling mouth.
Bon Bon bared her teeth around the bit, at Lyra, but somehow without the usual crankiness. There was something valiant about her, like she was dedicating herself to the cause of making this one special.
"Come f'r me, Heartstrings," she said, and Lyra gasped- she hadn't used that bed-name in some time.
Then, the swollen head of Bon Bon's magically induced stallionhood pressed against Lyra's thoroughly warmed-up unicorn vagina, and Lyra's eyes rolled back in her head- and coherent thought was abandoned.
It penetrated her boldly, hungrily, wedging into her snug confines with a delicate slurp and an even subtler wet noise as it thrust into her quivering body. Lyra gasped, wrapping her legs around her lover, tail flicking in jolts of pleasure. Bon Bon was so ungentle, her solid earth pony body heaving against Lyra, dull earth muscle contracting effortlessly to drive magical stallion-meat deeply up unicorn vag.
Lyra felt overwhelmed in a delicious way, a renewed taste of the erotic flavor they'd once shared so easily: she was the magic, the precious flower blooming in arousal, and Bon Bon was the solid and dependable anchor, the irresistible force of appreciation, forever devoted. It had lent character even to the oral sex they'd always enjoyed, but once the magic bit entered the picture it had gone up a level: Lyra wondered if part of her thrill was thanks to the stolid impact of that slightly dumpy earth pony body, the heavy muscular denseness of her, the ability to make Lyra feel like a tiny fragile jewel in her grip. Bon Bon had always been stronger, and it had always been a turn-on, and turning her into a stallion had been strangely perfect.
For a moment, Lyra imagined Bon Bon as purely an earth pony stallion, and though it heightened the sense of faint degradation Lyra admitted to, it also packed a kinky wallop not to be denied. Lyra bared her teeth in a silent whinny of horniness, imagining a big heavy solid earth pony cock plunging so entitledly into her. There was something so carnal about it, and the way Bon Bon moved made it so easy to imagine.
And though she knew it was a phallus of pure magic- indeed, unicorn-made magic- that plumbed her, Lyra's curious mind fixed on the fantasy, and found it good. Bon Bon sweated, hips pumping with tender force, thrusting the fat stallionhood within her lover, and Lyra gritted her teeth, clinging on for dear life as Bon Bon got into it, reeling in sensual thrill as her dainty vagina took a pounding- and in Lyra's mind, she imagined Bon Bon a full earth pony stallion, grunting in animal passion and rutting his lovely unicorn mare.
He'd have seized her, perhaps flung her to the ground and leapt hungrily upon her- she'd have been shy and conflicted, longing to get physical and yet hung up with her ever-present worries and her dreadfully busy mind that always raised so many objections and criticisms of any action or thought she had. She'd have been in one of those states, thought Lyra, the world vibrating with indecision around her, expectation and decorum and doubt conspiring to freeze her into a tense, miserable unicorn of woe.
And Bon Bon as an earth pony stallion would have ignored all that and grabbed her, becoming erect, smelling of the fields, seeing right through her and responding only to the goadings of her marehood, scorning her rationalizations. She would not have objected, but her beautiful golden eyes would have been a frantic question, her body trembling, poised between mad arousal and the restraint of her well-trained mind.
He'd have answered that question with a grunt, a cloddish pout as if understanding that Lyra's concerns occupied a higher plane- and then he would move anyway, his whole body doubling up irresistibly, and his thick heavy earth pony cock would wedge into her and shove deep, possessing and transfixing her with a single confident thrust.
Lyra writhed, squealing a breathy soprano squeal, for even as she wallowed in such thoughts, Bon Bon kept on humping her. For all practical purposes, the fierce and sullen gaze that transfixed her was that very earth pony stallion, the snarl of lust around the magic bit in Bon Bon's teeth was the crude hunger of his heedless appetite, and Bon Bon's body did indeed double up irresistibly in a climactic series of powerful, bold shoves, thrusting thick heavy pony cock to Lyra's ultimate depths with breathtaking sureness...
Lyra screamed. She thrashed her head around, and Bon Bon didn't let up for a moment, understanding her lover's peaks and strange needs, driving her mercilessly over the edge with no quarter given to lastminute fuss or reservations- and then, Lyra bucked and shook under Bon Bon, emitting a sharp squeal as a blast of magic shot from her horn and knocked the bedside table over, tearing a small hole in the wall behind it.
Bon Bon grunted, extending Lyra's shrieking release by responding with a series of shudders and spurts of magic-come into her frantic, spasming depths. Lyra thrashed, imagining great goopy blobs of earth pony semen gushing into her unicorn womb, and blasted the top off one of the bedposts with another orgasmic magic discharge.
They hung, poised, for a moment, as the peak subsided.
Bon Bon sagged, counting the damage. It had been a while since Lyra's orgasms had been that intense. She peered down at Lyra, whose eyes stared vacantly, whose tongue lolled.
"You okay, heartstrings? Maybe I shouldn't have done that. You have work..."
Lyra shook her head, some of her calculating look coming back. "Totally. Mmmh... totally okay. Oh, yeah... good job, sooo fucking hot babe..."
"You don't look totally okay. You could... stay home?" Bon Bon gulped, looking alarmed with herself that she'd said it, like it was a very big deal- but Lyra wasn't responding.
"No way. I can go to work, it's not that big a deal. I better get going! I'll be late, and you know the overtime I've been working. Hey- that's good, right? I think I owe you towards the house and bills and stuff."
Bon Bon sagged more.
"I wouldn't worry about it," she said, not meeting Lyra's eye.
She rolled off Lyra, who tried to jump to her feet and trot off, but only sprawled in a limp unicorn heap on the floor.
"Oh, now, Heartstrings, please!"
"I got it!" insisted Lyra. She forced herself to her hooves, staring back challengingly at Bon Bon from bright eyes which sported dark circles underneath. "It wasn't that intense. You gotta try harder, alright? Can I have another round tonight? Since it'll be a long day at the office?"
Bon Bon looked away. "But... it was good. Wasn't it? I mean, with the table and the wall and the bedpost, it had to be good, huh?"
Lyra considered lying and understating things- for a moment.
"It was really awesomely good, yeah."
Bon Bon looked up. "I'm glad. Seriously, I am. Off you go, Lyra."
Lyra bridled for a moment, but she knew that look. Bon Bon wore the truculent look that said she'd become a brick wall, a look that had slipped for a moment but was back in place. There was no sense demanding more sex yet. She'd just have to start again after work and see what she could get. The earth pony stallion fantasy called- it had been obscenely arousing, and Lyra wanted seconds, and thirds- but she knew better than to admit it.
"Later!" said Lyra with feigned insouciance, and she trotted unsteadily off, wobbling but lifting her hooves high in a show of spiritedness and health.
Bon Bon watched her go, and didn't move until she was out of sight.
Once out of sight, Lyra went "Whoo!" and staggered onward, smugly, on shaking hooves.
Bon Bon sighed and turned to inspect the blast damage.



"Hey!" called Rainbow Dash, trotting down the lane.
Applejack blinked, startled. "Look at you! Sky ain't good enough for ya, sugarcube?"
Rainbow trotted up and nuzzled her lover. "Oh, it's still great. I just wore myself out cloud-herding, that's all. Can you believe it?"
"Afraid so," said Applejack, kindly. "You are gonna have to go on leave at some point, y'know. Remember when we talked to that nice Cloud Chaser about it?"
"Sure," said Dash. "Oh and check this out- one of the other signs is starting to happen. I stood on clouds today and I barely sink in at all now! My pegasus magic is definitely ramping up. It's the weirdest thing. I can kick clouds twice as well as I used to, now, but all I want to do is curl up on them and nap..."
"That's new," teased Applejack, nuzzling behind Dash's ear.
Dash snickered, and admitted, "Yeah, it's a special talent, all right."
"Maybe your cutie mark is a cloud to nap on. How's your tummy? Any better?"
Dash winced. "It's not fair! I love your fried hay-cakes for breakfast, I've always loved that stuff! I used to eat just horrible junk and what you cook is healthy, I know it is!"
"That ain't the point," said Applejack, stubbornly. "You can tell your body those things all you like, and it'll still be strict with you until your foal is born. An' some types of rain ain't popular with anypony, darlin'."
"I told Carrot Top I was sorry," protested Dash. "Shouldn't she get over it?"
"Give her time," said Applejack.
"Anyway, as much as I hate to admit it, having just uncooked alfalfa for breakfast kinda worked. I wasn't sick at all. Now that I'm home, though, I'd like a big stack of..."
She trailed off, seeing Applejack's face, and spluttered, "Oh, come on!"
Applejack shook her head. "I reckon you should be stickin' to the diet that keeps you healthy. No deal, Dashie. I ain't settin' you up to be sick. How do you know you'd even get it down?"
"Well, I... yeah. All right, then, you can be stuck on the same diet with me!"
Applejack's eyes bugged out. "Now see here, I ain't the one who's..."
Rainbow Dash hit her with a deadly pout and the big cute eyes, and Applejack blinked rapidly.
"Uh, I, uh... yeah, okay. Sheesh. All right!"
'Thank you," said Rainbow. "For the meals we share. Okay?"
"I already said it was, din't I? What about when I'm on my own? I shouldn't be sayin' this, I'll regret it- but ya lookin' for moral support there?" Applejack gulped.
Dash shook her head. "No. I ask so much of you already..."
"Aw, it ain't nothin', heck if it would help..."
"No! Keep in practice for when I can eat good food again, okay? Rarity told me I should pick my battles, and besides, I have something else to ask of you," said Dash.
Applejack's ears quirked sideways anxiously. "Givin' you good advice, is she?"
Dash nodded. "Her and Twilight are really interested. Trixie, maybe not so much. It's funny how some ponies are super interested and others don't want to hear about it."
"Ain't too surprisin' how tight we got with Pinkie an' Fluttershy. They're livin' the same life, jes' about. I never dreamed it would be that way, they're like part o' the family now."
"Yeah! I think with Twilight, she wants to study everything. Rarity? I don't know, she's just taking it so seriously. Fluttershy says she's a big help to her, as well. Do you think Rarity is living out our pregnancies... vicariously?"
Applejack blinked, and Dash hastened to explain, "That's what Twilight said, it wasn't my way of putting it. She means, it's like Rarity is pregnant through us, without having to be pregnant herself."
"Sounds convenient," said Applejack.
Dash laughed. "Yeah, right? She can carry this thing around for a while. Speaking of which..."
"You needed me to do somethin' for ya?"
"Don't take this the wrong way, but..." Dash looked around and then whispered, "Could you rub my wing bases for me?"
Applejack grinned happily. "Ain't no wrong way to take that..." she said, moving closer.
Rainbow Dash smirked, and whacked her with a forehoof. "Not here! We'd better go inside. But listen- I know what you think and you're totally right but I meant it. Not just my wings, not pleasure spots, Applejack. I said wing bases. Cloud work was tough 'cause I'm really heavy now. My wings hurt."
"Awww! Come on then, I will straighten that out. Uhh... ONLY wing bases, honey?"
Rainbow's smile was fond and wicked. "Mostly. As long as those cramps melt- I won't complain about what else you melt. How's that?"
"Step right this way. Bed's a-waitin' and your darling is at your disposal."
Rainbow did, stretching her wings out wincingly as she walked. Then she folded them, and stepped closer to nuzzle against Applejack and whisper.
"Some pleasures, I still get to have..."
"All of the above, then?"
Rainbow nuzzled against Applejack's neck. "Mm-hmm."
"Pegasus-meltin', it ain't jes' a job, it's a calling," said Applejack.
Rainbow Dash looked cranky. "Oh, it'll be a job too. My poor wings!"
"You'll be sayin' THAT again by the time I'm done with you," teased Applejack, and Dash blushed happily and trotted ahead.
Into Sweet Apple Acres without breaking stride, up the stairs, into their bedroom at nearly a canter: Applejack kicked the door shut with a bang, as Rainbow Dash leapt up onto the bed with an automatic burst of wingpower to lift her.
"Fuck! Dammit! Ow!"
"Oh, Dashie!" cried Applejack. "Is it bad?"
"What does it look like?" grimaced Dash, glaring back at her beloved, and then gradually sprawling onto her belly, on the bed.
"I, uh, maybe you shouldn't do that..."
"ChillAX, Applejack- I asked Granny Smith. She said if I can stand it, the foal can."
Applejack looked uncertain. "Ya sure? It's been a while since she was at that rodeo..."
"Just rub my back, please? Look, I'll do this, how's this?"
Rainbow Dash got her hind hooves under her, and cerulean rump lifted to poke invitingly in the air, chromatic tail flicking about like a waved flag.
Applejack stared. "Heh. Bribery, now?"
"Oh yeah," smirked Dash.
Applejack moved in, climbed up onto the bed, loomed over her mischevious pegasus. "First things first, darlin'. Let's see what we got here."
Rainbow's wings were arched up in what would normally appear a joyous, aroused display- and perhaps there was some of that present, for she smelled lively and eager, but the strain in her neck revealed other motivations, and Applejack's exploring hooves quickly found the culprit. Dash's wings were cramped up, the muscles at their base tense like rock.
It was a little awe-inspiring. Applejack wondered what a pegasus would make of the experience, as she began to work. Those wing muscles were standing out everywhere, odd bulges and contours alien to an earth pony's body, but probably capable of dropping a pegasus at twenty paces from just the sight of those rippling, sensuous flight muscles. Applejack put her weight into her work, trying valiantly to get through the tenseness...
"Aw, honey, you're cryin'?"
"Don't stop! Don't you dare ahhh! stop!"
"Heh," replied Applejack, as she continued her efforts. "You jes' let me know when you've had enough..."
It wasn't in words that Rainbow Dash sent her message- nor was the message 'stop', exactly. Applejack heard Dashie's squeaks and yelps gradually turn to moans, and felt that pegasus body begin to soften, and Dash's wings began to flop about more loosely under the kneading hooves, and then to wave in that familiar way, top coverts folded coyly and wing bases lifted, feathers a little ruffled as if to say 'nibble me'.
Applejack knew this was the most lewd display imaginable- for a pegasus. She glanced at the door (still closed) and the window (nopony watching, thankfully), for she knew that Dashie didn't react well to being observed at these moments, and though it was adorable to see the supposedly wanton pegasus sex-object blush scarlet and try to hide her face, it wasn't a game to Dash: to her, wing-play was a touchy subject even before she'd got pregnant by it.
But, since they were private...
Applejack leaned forward, still kneading Rainbow's wing muscles and back- and licked up the shank of Dash's right wing.
Rainbow Dash shuddered, and let out an "Ahhh!" as Applejack continued to nuzzle and lick- panted, staring at the wall, waiting- and then, a soft breathy wail seduced its way into the air, for Applejack's mouth had closed around Dashie's wingshank, Rainbow's cue to surrender entirely to her mate's lovemaking.
Applejack's eyes were lidded sensuously as she tenderly munched the hard, fluffy limb- it was always kinda amazing what it did to Rainbow when you did that, she thought- like striking her with fuck-lightning or somethin'. She knew that Rainbow had gone scandalously wet, tail flicking madly or twitched to the side, cerulean vulva pouting ecstatically for what a pegasus body knew was the other half of the getting-pregnant equation. Dash hadn't slacked off on that stuff at all, if anything she seemed to be getting hornier as she went on.
Applejack let go, not wanting to make assumptions. Dash might want oral, or more wing-rubbin'. Pregnant Dashie required more and more careful treatment, lest she fly off the handle, so Applejack risked one possible sort of flying off the handle to guard against misstep. "Sugar- jes' checkin', do y'all want dickin' now?"
Rainbow turned her head and stared in disbelief. "You're joking, right? Do you have any idea, any idea how I feel right now?"
"Naw, that's why I'm askin'..."
Rainbow Dash squeezed her eyes shut, biting back several harsh, impulsive remarks. "Let's just say... yes. Since you ask and all. Why yes, I would love some."
Applejack hesitated no longer. She hopped off of Dash, rushed to the bedside table, opened the drawer and lunged for their magic bit, as Dash watched approvingly, wriggling her bottom and flicking her tail.
"That's the way! C'mon... yes..."
Applejack jumped back into the bed, grinning around the bit, a magically-induced erection jutting out from under her, and mounted Dash again.
"Yes, yes! Oh gosh Applejack yes..." squealed Rainbow Dash, shuffling her rear hooves against the bedspread, feeling her lover's body position itself against her...
A cheerful wet noise was masked by a hoarse squeal of obscene delight, as Applejack firmly and lovingly thrust her stallionhood into Dashie's treasure.
Rainbow gritted her teeth, her ears laid back in savage bliss, pounding her forehoof on the bed. "Ahhh! Yes! Give me! Uhhh!"
Applejack moaned around the bit, and let Dashie have it, hips hungrily working that stiffened shaft within pegasus vag that seemed a molten squeezy pit of slippery pegasus butter. It made no sense and seemed plain impossible, but there was no denying it: pregnancy made Dash hornier, and sex had gotten ridiculously good. Applejack knew from oral sex that Dash's vagina pouted harder, got juicier, just generally flung itself into things with more abandon- and when it came down to sprouting a magic stallionhood and getting busy with it, the sensations were not to be believed. It wasn't just textures and heatedness, either, not just the writhings of Dash's pony rump as the cock slid deep, it wasn't even the soul-shaking guttural cries of sexual delight... or just possibly it was all of those things... but as Rainbow Dash lost the svelte, athletic figure and filled out into a mother-pegasus, she somehow tapped into a mareliness that hit Applejack like a brick, and made her dizzy with lust and appreciation.
Rainbow panted and wailed, her legs shaking as Applecock plunged joyously into her, and perhaps it was the natural effect of her heightened sexiness, but things had become more explosive, as if pregnant pegasi needed to blow all their corks in a hurry and turn to snuggling quick while they were expecting. Rainbow didn't know why and didn't care. Hard-pressed to have any coherent thought, she jolted into a convulsive series of squealing orgasms that clenched onto Applejack's cock so frantically that her lover, grunting in pleased surprise, unloaded in a volley of spurting throbs that drenched Rainbow's vagina in temporary, magical stallion-come. Her eyes rolled back in her head, and her legs gave way under her, and she sprawled onto the soft bed, still rocking and jolting in witheringly potent orgasm...
"Uh... uh, hey! Dashie! Y' mustn't!"
Rainbow tried to gather her thoughts, though she was one big come-filled glow.
"Git up, please, s'gar!" came Applejack's voice.
Rainbow blinked, and shook her head a bit, understanding. She'd sagged into a pegasus puddle, and she was lying on her belly. She felt wonderful, and her belly felt wonderful, and her vag oh my gosh, but her beloved didn't feel wonderful- Applejack was frightened, because she was lying on her belly. It had to be that.
Without hesitating, Rainbow struggled to get conscious control of limbs that felt a thousand miles long and filled with liquid love and cuddles- and master those limbs, limbs that insisted everything was fine, so she could lift herself up and soothe her wonderful mate's distress. For a moment, she could only squirm, but she fought to get hind-hooves under her- and her pegasus ass lifted, even though Applejack still penetrated her and rendered her body too full of pleasure to move. Dash moved anyway, only because Applejack needed her to.
"Ghhh..." she gasped. "There! It's okay, baby, it's okay..."
"Ya sure?" said Applejack, who was awkwardly trying to hold herself above Dash while still snuggling her. "What should I do?"
Rainbow quivered. "Now roll me over... easy, easy... ngghhh!"
As Applejack toppled her over to the left, Rainbow's legs fell closed, and squeezed the stallionhood even harder. She bucked, kicking weakly, crying out from a few final orgasms, reeling as the weight of her leg bore down and squeezed her intimate places around Applejack's cock- and then Applejack's foreleg had shoved a spare pillow down there, and they wedged it between her legs to relieve the pressure.
Rainbow Dash heaved great, shuddery breaths, as Applejack nuzzled her mane and grinned around the bit, that irresistible cowpony glint in her eye.
"Dang, honey, y'all g't better an' better. How y' do that? Is it some pregn'nt thing?"
Rainbow stared at nothing, in a daze, a huge grin on her face and her tongue hanging out. "Hgggg..."
"That a yes?" teased Applejack. "Don't hold b'ck. How'm I s'posed to know if it were good f' you?"
At that, Rainbow began to laugh, a deep joyful laugh projected through her scratchy little voice, and she closed her eyes and nestled back against Applejack, who reached out a forehoof and caressed her body in adoration and awe.
And, then, alarm. Rainbow chortled, with a fresh wave of benevolence, but Applejack flinched and spat her bit out, the magical cock slurping out of Dash and disappearing. As she'd fondled Dash's belly, it had moved. The foal had flipped and kicked, very obviously.
"Oh Dashie, the hell? I keep forgettin'..."
"Mmmm..."
Applejack's eyes were wide and panicky. "Tell me I din't bust somethin', please, Dashie!"
"You didn't," crooned Rainbow. "Don't be silly. I'd know if you did. I don't break that way, Applejack."
"But... it kicked!" managed Applejack, with a gulp.
"Settle down," said Rainbow, dreamily. "You're not fuckin' HER."
"Her?!"
"Her, him, whatever. Spy. Spy's fine in there."
Applejack's ears were back in dismay. "Fine 'cept for gittin' beat about th' head by..."
"It doesn't reach, you silly stallion-girl," crooned Dash. "Get used to it."
Applejack retorted, "Like he- or she- should get used ta being spooged on? It ain't right!"
Dash wriggled, and looked back over her shoulder at Applejack with a weary, affectionate look. "That doesn't reach either. And if it did, there's a thing called a placenta, remember? And that stuff disappears anyway when you drop the bit. Settle down! Everything is wonderful- shared with you."
Applejack, caught off guard, teared up. "Aw! I'm sorry. I jes' can't help but fret about it sometimes. An' he kicked, I swear it. Or she did- whichever."
"Which would you rather it should be?" asked Rainbow.
"To be sharin' a marehood with my frickin' magic penis?" said Applejack, her ears back. "I reckon either way has a special kinda disturbin' all its own!"
Rainbow laughed. "Oh, Applejack! Think of it this way, all right? If she- or he- feels half as good as I do right now, I bet it's doing her good. You're Spy's father. Your body is as much a part of her as mine is."
"Thought you said it was my spirit that makes up part of th' foal," objected Applejack.
"Well then, all the more reason to get your body in there too, right? Don't fuss so much. Talk to Granny Smith- she's been helping me out a whole lot. How much have you been talking to her?"
"Nothin'," admitted Applejack. "Feels weird when it ain't me bein' pregnant an' all."
Dash considered this. "I guess I can see that. She does seem to think it's funny... but you should talk to her. I have a feeling when it comes to grandchildren, all the rules go out the window."
"Ah'm a grandchild, remember?"
"So, great-grandchildren then. Just talk to her!"
Applejack sighed. "Will do. I promise. How ya doin' there, you comfortable? Want another pillow under your hooves?"
Dash flicked an ear, making a face. "Actually- no. I was for like three seconds, now I wanna get up again. Do you mind?"
"Naw. You just tell me whatcha need, and you got it, sugarcube."
Rainbow leaned back and kissed Applejack, and then began wriggling to get up, and with gentle assistance regained her hooves and walked demurely downstairs, for dinnertime was approaching. They settled Rainbow on the couch, propping her up with pillows, and Applejack began readying dinner, making a pot of tea and trying to do her best with simple hay and salad recipes, for she'd be sharing dinner with her pregnant mate, whose stomach wouldn't stand more interesting fare.
"Hi, Rainbow Dash! Hi, Applejack!" called Apple Bloom, trotting in the door. "Hah ya doin'?"
"Great, kid!" said Rainbow. "How's it going with you? How was school?"
"School was good!" said Apple Bloom.
"You learn lots of good things?"
Apple Bloom looked thoughtful. "Pretty much. I wish they taught us more things!"
"Yeah? Like what?" said Rainbow, while Applejack's eyes widened in alarm and she shook her head subtly.
Apple Bloom perked up. "Like this!" She turned to Applejack, smugly, having had the perfect opening for the long-awaited question. "Applejack, big sister of mine, did you really make a baby foal inside Rainbow Dash?"
Applejack blushed, and she looked away. "Uh... kinda..."
"Meanin'," said Apple Bloom, "...maybe you din't a-tall?"
At that, Rainbow Dash's head snapped up. "She did! Don't even joke about that. She did, she totally did. It's true."
Apple Bloom turned to Dash. "But HOW did she do it?"
"She did it..." began Dash, and then her eyes twinkled. "...well. Very well."
"You cut that out, ya shameless thing!" protested Applejack, blushing some more. "Anyway, it's complicated..."
"No," said Rainbow Dash with unexpected sharpness. "It's not. It's not complicated at all. They need to understand that's your foal. It's your spirit with mine, honey. To a pegasus that's the main thing."
Applejack went misty-eyed. "Awww..." she said, and nuzzled noses with her Dashie, swept up in a tide of sentiment.
The tide didn't budge Apple Bloom, nor did the sentiment sway her, for the stubborn filly still hadn't got an answer to her question: only more obfuscation, as far as she was concerned. "Hmph. Y'all hidin' stuff from me."
"You jes' ain't old enough, squirt," said her sister gently.
"Oh, and you think you're so special, makin' foals and everything! Ya got Granny Smith all payin' attention to you, and it ain't fair. An' you won't even answer a simple question! If I was makin' babies I wouldn't be so stuck up about it!"
Applejack blinked at her little sister. "Your body won't let you, honey."
"My SISTER won't let me, more like..."
"Naw, honest," said Applejack, "we can tell. You got no idea how this stuff works, it ain't nothin' but words to you..."
"All right!" cried Rainbow Dash, in mock indignation. "You want to know how to make foals? I'll tell you!"
Applejack gasped, but Apple Bloom whirled, instantly attentive. "REALLY?"
"Yeah, sure," said Dash, fighting off a smirk.
Applejack's ears laid back, and she shot Dash a warning glance, but there was no restraining the post-coital, bliss-soaked, mischief-loving pegasus. Applejack glowered and went to pour a cup of tea, shaking her head.
"First," said Dash, "I want you to come here. Put your hoof on my belly, around here, and keep it there for a minute."
Apple Bloom did, eyes wide, and Dash thought, come on, Spy, do your thing...
"Oooh!" squeaked Apple Bloom. "He kicked!"
Dash nodded. "That's so you understand- that foal is from me and Applejack. Got it?"
Apple Bloom nodded, awed. "But how..."
"Well if you hush up maybe I'd get a chance to tell you! Now listen close. First, part A, you need an earth pony..."
"Ah'm an earth pony!" said Apple Bloom, excitedly.
"I mean a big pony," said Dash, waggling her eyebrows suggestively.
Applejack glared, but Apple Bloom was irrepressible.
"I am so a big pony! Granny Smith said so!"
"Well, all right then!" said Dash. "Then, part B, you need a pegasus..."
"Scootaloo is a pegasus!" said Apple Bloom. Applejack's expression soured further.
Dash tried desperately to fight off her smirk. "Now remember this is important, part C is you need a lot of love..."
"Ain't nopony has more love than us!" insisted Apple Bloom. "We're jes' filthy with it!"
"Oh, that's parts F through W," said Rainbow Dash, as Applejack's eyes widened in shock. "Especially part P, which is a Penis..."
Applejack had had enough. "Now see here!"
"Keep tellin' me!" begged Apple Bloom, glancing in alarm at her big sister.
"Don't you dare, Dashie!" demanded Applejack, but there was no stopping Rainbow.
"So you have parts A and B and lots of C, right?"
"Yeah!" cried Apple Bloom. Rainbow Dash took a deep breath, as Applejack prepared to unleash a storm of objections.
"Then you insert Part A into Part B so you can C what your V J can do for U! It's easy when you know how!"
"Rainbow Dash!" yelled Applejack, but it was no good- Dash had burst into hysterical laughter, and Apple Bloom was bouncing up and down with excitement.
"Ya promise it's true? Ya promise?" she squeaked.
"You know it's true!" laughed Dash, as Applejack fumed.
"Consarned troublemaker pegasuses," snarled Applejack, and took a big gulp of tea- at the worst possible moment.
"Cutie Mark Crusader Baby Makers! YAY!"
Applejack sprayed tea across the room, and Dash shrieked with laughter and fell off the couch.
There was a moment of total confusion where Applejack wasn't sure whether to rescue Dashie or give her a smack, and by the time she'd rushed over and begun lifting her pregnant mate back onto the couch, Apple Bloom had rushed off. Applejack yelled after her departing sister, "Apple Bloom, you git back here this instant!" but it was no use- her little hooves could be heard galloping away, and they seemed to fade into the distance beyond hope of shouting.
"Dammit, Dashie!"
"Oh my gosh, can you believe it?" spluttered Dash. "Epic!"
"Ya can't say shit like that! Rainbow!"
"Aw, come on!" pleaded Dash. "That was nothing she didn't know before. I heard Granny Smith telling her to go watch the farm animals. And I didn't tell her a thing about wings, and it totally wouldn't work for them anyway! Calm down. I was just having fun! I'm sorry..."
Applejack gritted her teeth, and took a deep breath. "Y'all havin' fun with my little sister!"
"Um," said Dash. "I guess, yeah. I'm extra sorry?"
"Ya should be. Heh! Where th' hell did you get all them letters, anyway?"
Rainbow hung her head. "It just came to me. It was a joke. I'm extra triple sorry. With nuts." She looked mournful, but couldn't repress a giggle.
Applejack, in turn, couldn't repress a smirk. "Hah. You are nuts. Crazy pegasus."
"Yeah but I'm YOUR nuts."
"Impossible, my nuts come outta this magic toy we got hid in my dresser drawer." Applejack blinked. "Exceptin' they don't. How come that thing don't make nuts? It makes a penis, don't it?"
"Beats me. Why the gasp? I don't see how it matters one way or the other. Not for how we use it. Unless you want to get kicked in them?" said Dash.
"No, sir. I seen what it do to th' stallions. And whaddya mean, gasp? I din't gasp!"
Rainbow Dash looked earnestly at Applejack. "Seriously, though- don't worry about the kids. Not one of that bunch is hitting puberty and they aren't hanging around with colts. I'm sorry I made a joke out of it, but you shouldn't make it out to be a big secret either. All that does is make them more curious..."
Applejack hung her head. "Mebbe so. I din't mean to yell at you, darlin'. I jes' love my lil' sis a whole bunch and don't want nothin' bad to happen to her."
Rainbow Dash put out a hoof to stroke Applejack's neck. "Get her a pegasus doll or something. Let her pretend she's a mommy. It's cute."
"Not as cute as you really being one..." said Applejack, softly, and they kissed, Dash's eyes closing trustingly.
Just outside the door, Apple Bloom stopped eavesdropping, and slunk away in complete silence. Once her hooves reached soft grass, she began to trot, then gallop, toward the clubhouse.
On the way, she passed Lyra returning home very late, but Apple Bloom had been rebuffed by Lyra once already, and didn't give her a second thought.



Lyra trotted up to Bon Bon's doorstep, already planning what to say.
She wasn't the only one. Bon Bon stood in the doorway- and didn't move aside.
"This is not gonna be easy, Lyra," she said.
"What? Sweet-treat, what is this?"
In answer, Bon Bon turned aside, picking up a basket, setting it down in front of Lyra. It was full of bits, high denomination bits- and, on top of the pile, there was one more bit.
The magic one.
"Please go. I can't take it anymore. It's not just that it hurts me- you're hurting yourself, and I can't be around for that. This is your full equity in the house. That should set you up somewhere... that isn't here."
Lyra looked down at the basket, and then looked up again, eyes full of hurt and shock.
"Why?"
"I won't say it was easy," said Bon Bon resignedly.
Lyra stared, frozen. She bit her lip, kicked a forehoof. Bon Bon didn't budge.
"You found another pony, didn't you?" said Lyra. "Like you found me."
"I think you should leave," said Bon Bon, bowing her head.
"You found another unicorn filly," hissed Lyra. "I got too old and I wouldn't do what you want, and you're ditching me, just like that. You found somepony younger. Didn't you?"
"This isn't the time to..."
"DIDN'T YOU?" screamed Lyra.
A shape moved behind Bon Bon. A voice spoke, and Lyra froze again, shaking her head in horrified disbelief.
"Younger than her, it's true- though you might not believe it," came the voice, the very familiar voice. "Not, however, younger than you."
From the shadows, Mayor Mare walked up to stand beside Bon Bon, fixing Lyra with a stern look.
"In fairness to you, Miss Lyra, the manipulation of your work hours shall cease immediately. It is very much up to you whether you feel you can continue, though I shall have to watch carefully for signs of revenge. That will not do..."
Lyra struggled for words. "It... you... if you think for a moment that I would lower myself so far to continue to work for your filthy, flathead, treacherous..."
"I see," said Mayor Mare, unimpressed. "In that case, I can only say that it's as well we stopped this when we did. You are perfectly correct that we have been less than honest with you- it grew out of the larger, untenable situation. We'll say that you left at your own request through no fault of your own- no work fault, at any rate."
Mayor Mare's eyes narrowed at that last remark, suggesting that she found fault with Lyra's personal life, if not her work life.
Lyra was speechless, as Mayor Mare turned to the side, picked up another basket from behind the door, and placed it before her.
"That's how sure I was that you'd blame everypony but yourself," said the Mayor. "There is your severance pay, plus I've included double overtime for every single hour you spent chasing numbers I knew wouldn't add up. That was beneath me, Miss Lyra, but now it's over. To be honest, I should have confronted you before this, but Bon Bon wouldn't let me."
Lyra stared helplessly. Not at Mayor Mare- not at the alarming politician mare, who had never been vague about figures after all, who concealed an inconvenient youth by dying her mane and tail grey, who had slipped in and formed a bond where none could be allowed to exist. Not at her.
Lyra stared at Bon Bon, whose gaze back was tragic, somehow pitying, strangely resolute.
"Take care of yourself, Lyra," said Bon Bon.
Suddenly, Lyra was filled with rage like never before. "Don't you mean H..."
She stopped, because the instant Bon Bon saw the direction that sentence was going- the instant she saw that Lyra was about to fling that pet name, 'Heartstrings' in her face- Bon Bon's anger flared up to match her own. Lyra had never seen it that bad. It took her a moment to work out what Bon Bon meant, why the glare had stopped her- and then Bon Bon confirmed it.
Bon Bon swallowed some of the rage, and spoke carefully. "Don't you dare say that name in front of Mayor Mare, when I'm giving you the courtesy of not telling her about it."
Mayor Mare drew herself up, not pompously but sternly.
"You should leave, Miss Lyra. That money would keep you in a hotel for a year- you shouldn't spend it that way but it's yours so do what you will with it."
Bon Bon was shaking her head, bitterly.
"Goodbye, Lyra. You weren't observant outside your figures and numbers, but you've got a real gift for those. Be well."
She nudged Mayor Mare back, and the Mayor dipped her head, stepped back out of the doorway. Bon Bon stepped back as well, swinging the door closed. For an instant, Lyra was filled with a vision of herself charging forward, savagely striking at both older mares with flailing forehooves...
The door clicked shut.
The bolt slid home.
When Lyra finally turned to walk, dazed, into town, with her money and her magic-bit toy, she was still too shocked and hurt to shed a tear.










Beatmatching




 
 
Lyra felt illicit, as she walked toward the park, kicking autumn leaves up with her dainty hooves.
No longer was she 'the green unicorn with that cream-colored earth pony'. It felt like her very identity was stripped away and replaced with another, secret one- an identity that hadn't been tested on Ponyville, an identity of significance and mystery, revealed only to suitable ponies.
Or, rather, revealed to only that one pony, among all the thoughtless, insignificant ponies that milled around waiting for the Nightmare Night celebrations.
Or, perhaps, to no pony at all?
Lyra slowed to a stop, her eyes tragic, looking out at the crowds of pegasi and unicorns and flatheads. Surely it was ridiculous optimism even to hope?
She wore a trim little saddlebag she'd found, that seemed to suit her perfectly. It had been expensive, but nothing compared to her new affluence, and she stood with even her uncertainty transformed to gracefulness by the elegant lines of the single bag, worn on her left, slate-grey with accents in warm brown and russet red. The coolness of the grey set off the color of her slim body until it seemed to glow, and the accents vibrated excitingly against her vivid spring-green.
It was a small bag, very much high fashion rather than practicality, but it had only one job- a romantic and beautiful job, but one that suddenly froze Lyra with embarrasment until she wished she could hide herself or her too-stylish carrier.
The bag held only a few high-denomination bits- and the one with the highest value of all.
Lyra proposed to carry her magic bit to the future unicorn mare of her dreams, and be swept away unto a world of passion and amazing sex. Unfortunately, she had only carried it into Ponyville, and no dreams presented themselves: just the townsfolk.
For a moment, she was seized with the desire to whirl and flee, hiding herself from their judgement- then she tensed, setting her delicate jaw. They knew nothing, they saw nothing, and anyhow where was the harm in it? If she wished to seek out that magical, fantasy mare to bring love and acceptance to her tottering life, that was her affair.
And Nightmare Night surely was the time to do it. Ponies from all over came to town, for this was where Nightmare Moon would appear- technically, not Nightmare Moon, but Princess Luna. There had been some talk about Luna having committed some crime or other, suffering a punishment that was waived for the night's festivities- Lyra hadn't been paying attention. The important thing was, there would be strangers all over town, perhaps including her mysterious mare.
Three unicorns trotted down the street in front of her, chatting merrily- Lyra recognized them at once. Twilight Sparkle, the Great and Powerful Trixie, Rarity the fashionista... Lyra stepped back a pace, biting her lip. It seemed the town was full of important ponies. She felt outclassed, upstaged. Timidly, Lyra hurried after the three celebrities, toward the fairgrounds. If she could blend in with the crowd, perhaps she could strike up a conversation with a suitable pony. Some distance behind her, a kid on a scooter frowned, squinted, and set off in the same direction.
She followed the three celebrities around the corner of a house- and froze.
They hadn't seen her. It was good that they hadn't seen her, because she felt her face forming into a rictus of horror and dismay. Twilight's mouth was open, forming words of greeting as Trixie and Rarity smiled to either side of her- all three facing Mayor Mare and Bon Bon, standing close together and looking well, if rather Nightmare Night-y.
Mayor Mare's face was made up in a sickly green, like a zombie-pony, with bits of tape pulling her lip and one lower eyelid out of trim to heighten the effect. It didn't seem to lessen her air of command. The green makeup clashed violently with her mane, which was a very aggressive, violent, youthful pink that Lyra somehow knew was no wig, but her natural mane color. Her tail matched it, and the Mayor flicked it ebulliently. By her side, Bon Bon wore bolts on her neck, her face pale, her mane and tail dyed black with a shocking white streak through it.
Lyra couldn't wrest her eyes from Bon Bon's happy, unworried smile- something she'd not seen in years, not like that. They hadn't seen her. She wished with all her heart she'd not seen them. If she backed quietly away...
Wheels rattled behind her.
"Miss Lyra!"
Five heads turned her direction.
Lyra screamed and ran, almost trampling the little pegasus pony on the scooter, who cursed even as the Mayor said "Let her go!" warningly.
"Hey! Hey, I just wanted to... fine, you want to play speed? You picked the wrong pony this time!" cried Scootaloo.
Lyra ran on, but as her limbs flailed with haste, she heard a sound. With a whir of tiny wings and a rattle of wheels, the tyke pulled up beside her, glaring at her even while rocketing along at an adult gallop.
"Getting tired?"
Lyra's eyes were wide and panicky, but then she mastered her feelings and clattered to a halt, panting. Scootaloo skidded to an insouciant stop beside her, still staring her right in the eye.
"What... the HELL... do you want?" demanded Lyra, her sides heaving.
"My friend had some questions for you," said Scootaloo. "Because everybody knows you like mares, and we're trying to figure out how Applejack got Rainbow Dash pregnant when they're both mares. Except now I have other questions, too, such as why the heck are you running away from Bon Bon for a change, when that's the whole reason we know you like mares?"
Lyra's head sagged. "Fuck you..."
"Yeah, apparently you could! Except when farm animals do it, there's a dude animal, with a penis and stuff. Apple Bloom showed us. We had to get away on my scooter, 'cos that pig was really mad."
"No, I mean leave me alone..." said Lyra, despairingly, beginning to tear up.
"No way! Now, Apple Bloom said Applejack has a penis toy, but then she went back on it and said she never said nothin'. Me and Sweetie Belle think she just hasn't got the guts to go and search Applejack's dresser drawer, and she got real mad at us so we don't bring it up anymore. She's a real goody-four-hooves sometimes. But Sweetie says she's heard of penis toys and even saw one in Rarity's closet once, but the thing is they're carved out of wood and couldn't make anypony be pregnant..."
"Horrible things," hissed Lyra, wavering between rage and grief.
"So you do know about that stuff! Well, I'm faster than you, so you better answer my questions. Why are you running away from Bon Bon, first of all?"
"Because..." stammered Lyra- and then collapsed to the ground, and burst into noisy, wailing tears.
She cried for a while, and then felt the unexpected touch of a little childish hoof, wiping her tears away.
"Hey, uh... I'm sorry, okay? Is something bothering you? You're crying, like, really hard and stuff. I feel like that sometimes. I'm sorry if I made you feel bad."
Lyra blinked more tears away. "Are you for real, kid?"
"I'm Scootaloo! I'm totally real. Would it help if I said I'm sorry, again?"
"No, of course not."
"Then what would?" said Scootaloo. "I just made you cry, lots. I can make little kids cry any day of the week but you're a grown-up and grown-ups don't cry, so what the hell?"
Lyra grimaced. "Oh, yes they do. It's all the stuff you're asking about, that's what makes grown-ups cry."
Scootaloo's expression became intent. "Really! Tell me more."
"Love hurts," sniffled Lyra. "It stabs you and betrays you and then doesn't even have the decency to pull out cleanly. It's got hooks on it, and when it stabs into you, it rips your heart up, hurts much worse coming out. And it always comes out, too. They're doomed! She's got her wrapped around her hoof and if she thinks she can do better than me even once she came around, she shouldn't have turned to her for her little schemes..."
Scootaloo glowered worse, confused completely by the rush of pronouns. "What the heck are you talking about, Miss Lyra?"
Lyra heaved a great, forlorn sigh. "I'm talking about love, Scootaloo. Exactly what you wanted me to tell you about. Right? Maybe you'll let me go off and die somewhere if I tell you the truth."
"Whoa! What's the matter with you? What are you even talking about, die?"
Lyra pulled herself together a little. "Maybe that gives you some idea. I won't, okay? Don't freak out, I was just running my mouth. But love will do that to you. You're lucky you still have your innocence."
"You aren't answering many of my questions," said Scootaloo. "You're making it sound awful."
"Oh, really! He isn't as dumb as he looks," grumbled Lyra, rolling her eyes.
"I'm a girl, dude," objected Scootaloo. "And you're dodging. It doesn't seem like it's awful all the time. Maybe it's just you!"
Lyra reared up, ready to curse out the exasperating filly, but then sagged. "You're right. It isn't. Maybe it is just me- but it can't be, because I w... I wanted to go find more. Tonight."
"So what's stoppin' you?" demanded Scootaloo.
"You are," said Lyra. "But also, I fucking hate myself right now, and I'm horrible."
Scootaloo's brow was knitted in furious bafflement as she tried to follow the emotional tailspins. "That's totally stupid. Nobody had a problem with you before, besides you're really pretty. Why shouldn't you go find love, even if you're awful? I'm totally friggin' awful sometimes. If you think I shouldn't have love because of that, my Mom will kick your ass!"
"No, no!" protested Lyra, cowering back a little. "You should have love! Maybe not the same kind. I'm not saying what you think I'm saying. When you grow up, you should have all kinds of love, too!"
"Fine," said Scootaloo. "So why not you?"
Lyra looked at her out of tear-streaked eyes, and didn't speak for a moment. Then, she said, "Thank you. You're right. Thank you."
"So..." said Scootaloo, "you're gonna go back out there, and stop crying, and find some love? With mares?"
Lyra nodded, and rose to her hooves- but the kid with the scooter zipped around in front of her with a blur of tiny wings and a kick of the hoof.
"Good! So tell me exactly what you're gonna do to 'em. You owe me, now!"
Lyra stared. Scootaloo flapped her little wings, her eyes fiercely determined.
"Seriously, kid? You want to know that?"
"You heard me."
"What are you gonna do with that kind of information?" said Lyra.
"We're gonna make babies."
Lyra laughed. "No, you're not. You're telling me you hit puberty? What did you do, bounce? You can't. Your body won't do it."
"Well then," said Scootaloo, "you have no reason not to tell me. Right?"
They stared at each other for a minute.
"You're crazy, kid. Fine. If I tell you, will you let me go?"
"Yeah."
"All right," said Lyra. "You're right, wooden penises don't make babies. They're called dildos- you'll probably find that a useful insult soon, if you're not using it already. Lesbians- that's mares getting with mares, like you said- use those. What you don't know about is the new magical toys, and yes, Applejack and Rainbow Dash would have one. Same with me, same with Twilight and Trixie and I guess Rarity, same with Fluttershy probably if Twilight gave one to me... Pinkie wouldn't be interested, I guess..." She trailed off.
"So, Applejack has this thing you're talking about, and it gave Rainbow Dash her foal?" challenged Scootaloo.
"Hang on. I forgot something," said Lyra. "That makes no sense at all, because the bits, you don't get pregnant from them. As far as I know, you don't. We never did."
"What bits?"
"The magic bits," said Lyra, "I just told you. I'm guessing it must have something to do with it, but then why would it do that for them and not affect us? I don't think Twilight's pregnant either. I never thought of it that way, I was thinking magic dildo the whole time... though it does ejaculate..."
"Okay, so which magic bits are we talking about? How does that work?"
Lyra blinked. Her horn glowed, and the bit lifted out of her trim little saddlebag. "Like this. This is one of the magic bits. You bite on it, and that's where the penis comes from."
"What, out of your mouth?" squawked Scootaloo, outraged.
"No! The usual place- if you were a guy, I mean."
"Show me!" demanded Scootaloo.
Lyra's jaw dropped. She glanced around. "No way! No way, kid!"
"Aw! But..."
Hearing the childish tone, Lyra grew fiercer. "I shouldn't even have told you that much!" She returned the bit to her bag, and narrowed her eyes at the sulking filly. "Any more questions? Appropriate questions?"
"Uh," said Scootaloo, "is it true you stick the penis in her pee-hole to do it?"
"Yes," confirmed Lyra. "That part is true."
"Is it skinny and twisty like with the pigs?"
Lyra's jaw dropped again. "Ew! No way, kid! It's a lot bigger. A lot a lot bigger."
"So how bad does it hurt, then?"
"What? It feels fucking awesome, kid. You'll learn- when the time comes."
Scootaloo tried to keep up. "Uhhh... like... so awesome that it's worth how horrible love was, for you? You're confusing me!"
Lyra looked her in the eye. "You know what? I need you to get out of my way. I gotta go do grown-up things. I have you to thank for the pep-talk, but your part in this ends right now. And yeah, so awesome that I'll just about kick a hole in a wall now to get some of that action. I'm carrying this thing around, and I mean to use it- well, have it used, on me- and it better be a lot thicker than some pig dick, kid! One day you will understand, I swear. And I don't know quite how Rainbow Dash got pregnant from it- but I'll tell you something, that mare is maybe even hornier than me, so maybe you should ask her!"
Scootaloo seemed to have been jolted by the suggestion that Rainbow Dash, too, was intimately familiar with this strange grown-up fixation on thick penis up the vag. It was like she'd not put two and two together, like she'd not pictured Rainbow in quite that way, even though Dash was pregnant. Scootaloo's face showed fastidious horror.
Lyra seized the moment. "One side, kid! Thick throbbing unicorn stallionhood awaits!"
While Scootaloo gagged as she added 'throbbing' to the list of adjectives describing baby-makers, Lyra stalked past, nose in the air. Behind her, tiny wings whirred as the filly raced off to share notes with her companions, but Lyra didn't pay any attention, for she was on a mission. The kid was right. Why shouldn't she go find love? What was stopping her? Absolutely nothing.
Lyra's mood swung, as it so often did, and when it was done swinging, it had landed on 'golden-eyed luminous mare', for that was what Lyra felt herself to be. She trotted forward, steps high and bouncy, and broke into a canter for she was almost late- Nightmare Moon's appearance would be at any moment, and she didn't want to miss anything. She felt like she could bound up high over the other ponies and see everything she wished. The crowds buoyed her, where before they'd intimidated her.
As thunder rolled, Lyra broke into an effortless gallop, hooves flying, racing up behind the largest crowd and bounding into the air behind them, trying to see. The bat-winged Nightmare Night guard flew out of the darkened clouds, and there behind them was Nightmare Moon- or, rather, Princess Luna, as all the adults knew full well. Somewhat behind her flew Princess Celestia, looking solemn. Lyra squealed shrilly as Luna drew nearer, her alicorn wings solemnly beating the air, her stare raking the gathered ponies with glowering, mock hostility.
"HAST THOU BROUGHT THINE OFFERINGS?" declaimed Princess Luna, her head held high.
Lyra bounded and squealed again, drawing cranky looks from nearby ponies. Twilight was nearby, too, and smiled instead, as did Rarity- Trixie seemed to have absented herself.
As Lyra's head popped up over the edge of the crowd, wearing its mad grin of glee, it drew Princess Luna's attention, and Luna saw her- and saw who she was standing near- and who was not seen standing with them.
Lyra's eyes widened, and her heart leapt into her throat, for the dark alicorn Princess had shot a look her direction- seemingly just for her. Just for a moment, Luna's eyes held a terrible sadness and yearning, an unbearable loneliness that struck Lyra like a physical blow. It was only for an instant, but Lyra's manic state was so intense that she felt as if she'd gazed into Luna's eyes for half an hour, and Lyra reeled, barely landing on her hooves, staggering.
"Whoa!" said Twilight Sparkle. "Are you okay there? Did you twist a hoof?"
"I'm okay! I'm okay!" said Lyra hastily, and hopped up again, eyes wide. Luna was speaking more quietly, greeting children as they made offerings of candy to her.
"Oh, careful, darling!" said Rarity, reprovingly. "You are kicking up dirt and clods of muck!"
Lyra didn't listen, and Rarity trotted off to the side, grumbling. Luna, in the middle of the crowd, was lifting her head, though this time she wouldn't look their direction...
"IT IS WELL! FAREWELL, GOOD PONIES!"
The Princess took to her wings, her horn glowing as she made some more thunderclaps that drowned out the loud cheers of the assembled ponies. Lyra gawked, astonished. "But, but..."
"Is there a problem?" said Twilight Sparkle.
"Why is she leaving?" said Lyra. Princess Celestia was accompanying her off into the sky. Lyra saw the bright alicorn nuzzle the dark one, comfortingly. The guards took up the rear, and soon they were lost to sight in the rumbling clouds.
"It was explained, Lyra," said Twilight. "Didn't you even pay attention to the cover story? I mean, the one for the kids. Princess Luna is obliged to be elsewhere. She can only show up for her ceremonial appearance- it can't be like last year."
"Will Princess Celestia come back, at least?"
"Just a moment," said Twilight, looking distracted. "Oh, there you are!"
Lyra squeaked and hopped aside, for Trixie had suddenly reappeared, walking up quietly without a word of greeting.
Twilight capered, briefly, and Lyra's heart caught in her throat a second time, seeing the lovely unicorn mare so happy. "Tonight's going to be so much fun! We'll make the rounds, and later if we haven't got other plans we can go over to Pinkie's for her big extravaganza..."
Rarity wasn't sharing her delight. She was gazing at Trixie with obvious concern, though Lyra couldn't work out why. The Great and Powerful mage-mare wasn't smiling, true, but her expression didn't seem that worried...
"Honey?" said Rarity gently. "Are you okay?"
Twilight blinked. "That's not part of the arrangement! You're supposed to say Mistress! Though maybe since we're out in public..." She looked back and forth between Rarity and Trixie. "Okay. What am I missing?"
Trixie held Rarity's gaze, heedless of the curiosity of Twilight and Lyra. Then, she nodded.
"I'll be all right. Thank you, Rarity."
"I'm gonna pull a 'Mistress' in a moment," said Twilight. "Something's wrong? Is it..."
Rarity shushed her, which seemed to come as a shock to Twilight, and explained, gently. "Darling Twilight... some things take precedence. Trixie wished to avoid being seen by our moon Princess, in part to spare her distress. You know- a reminder of what Princess Luna shall not have. Remember?"
"Yeah, I get that," said Twilight, "but..."
Rarity cut her off. "I shan't beat this into the ground, for Mistress's sake, so listen. Princess Luna is being punished for a reason. She has betrayed Trixie's, and our, trust. She has done things to Trixie we shan't speak of here. You know what I mean, Twilight. Is it so difficult to understand that Mistress might not wish to see her, or be around her- for other reasons?"
Trixie didn't change her expression as Twilight, wide-eyed, studied her.
"Is this true? Oh, Trixie!" said Twilight. "Was it wrong to ask you to come here? Do you need to go somewhere that you feel safe? Do you..."
"Trixie," said Trixie angrily, "wishes you to settle down!"
Twilight sat back on her haunches. Her lip quivered.
Lyra watched the Great and Powerful Trixie see this- and watched her expression crumble, watched Trixie begin to blubber, her shell cracked by the sight of Twilight Sparkle's innocent dismay.
"Mistress! Trixie is sorry! Trixie didn't mean to hurt you, Trixie was trying not to ruin the party!"
They'd embraced, Rarity looking on with affectionate concern. Lyra blinked, trying to figure out what the 'Mistress' stuff was about, and who counted as Mistress. The only one who hadn't been addressed as 'Mistress' thus far seemed to be Rarity, and in some ways she seemed to deserve it most.
As if sensing Lyra's thoughts, Rarity looked over at her, with a warning glance. Lyra stepped back a pace. It seemed to be an unexpectedly private moment, in the middle of a crowded street at the height of Nightmare Night- or perhaps just the beginning. Lyra was used to a more subdued lifestyle, but there had been hints that the celebrations continued long after the foals were put to bed- and long after Lyra would have retired with Bon Bon, in better days, to their bed.
Twilight was petting Trixie's mane, fondling her neck heedlessly. It rather turned Lyra on, seeing that sort of emotional nakedness and intimacy. Her life with Bon Bon had always been more reserved. She felt her awareness ramp up again, watching the two lovely unicorn mares caress each other, her eyes widening, her nerves' hyped-up state causing her skin to tingle. Rarity glanced at her again, eyes slightly narrowed, uncertain. Lyra had a sudden sense that she wasn't the only one whose heart pounded, whose nerves jangled.
Twilight lifted her head, and gave a deep sigh. "Oh, Rarity, what would we do without your wisdom?" Then, she blinked. "But... it's great that you understood how Trixie was really hurt because her trust was betrayed, but how do YOU know about all this?"
"Oh!" said Rarity, but she didn't speak to Twilight at all. "Forgive us, Lyra, dear! I am sure we did not mean to drag out all manner of personal matters, right here in the middle of the street! You are not offended, I trust?"
Lyra squeaked as all three ponies suddenly looked at her. "Eep! No, no, it's okay, nothing wrong with that..."
Rarity's eyes showed great wariness. "One would not think it wrong, surely. But perhaps we had better... retire to some more appropriate spot?"
Trixie sniffled. "Trixie wishes her girl to fix her make-up!"
At that, Rarity stood bolt upright. "Of course, Mistress! At once! If you will excuse us, Miss Lyra..."
The three bustled off, leaving Lyra standing in the middle of the street, staring after them. Another unicorn pony, trotting by with a determined, busy look, stopped to stare as well.
"What happened there?" she said.
Lyra blinked. "I'm not sure."
"You're a unicorn. You busy? How's your levitation, cutie?"
Lyra gaped at her. She was worth gaping at- a pert little unicorn mare, white with striped blue mane, a big musical note on her rump, and shockingly big rose-colored sunglasses, even though it was night.
"Why do you ask?"
"Oh, nothing- just if you could help carry my decks? I'll get you in to my set for free. I'll tell 'em you're my roadie. How about it? It's more comfortable with help, juggling all those separate pieces of gear. And if it's a unicorn, no hoof-prints! I keep 'em real shiny, 'cos they're my decks, you know?"
"You want help carrying... a desk?" said Lyra.
"Decks!" said the unicorn, laughing. "I'm Vinyl Scratch! You know- DJ Pon-3? I have a gig, I'm playing Pinkie's Midnight Sugar party tonight! It'd be a help if I don't have to strain myself before I play. C'mon, didn't I tell you? Free tickets, you can see me play and not have to pay..."
Lyra was trying to keep up. "Is it going to be a good party?"
"That's my job," said Vinyl Scratch, smugly.
"Sure, okay," said Lyra, and trotted to catch up, for the pert little unicorn had promptly resumed her determined progress at the first hint of agreement. "Whoa! You're in a big hurry, huh?"
"Gotta be prepared! So you can focus! That's how you seriously lay it down!"
Lyra struggled to keep up. Vinyl was small, but her trot was bouncy and covered a lot of ground, and Lyra wondered if she'd run across somepony who got even more manic than she did. "I don't get it. I'm glad to help, but aren't you really just playing records?"
She stopped. Vinyl had frozen, outraged, in the middle of the street.
"Yeah," she said, "and dancing is just standing on one hoof, right? What the fuck?"
"No offense," said Lyra, hastily.
"Well, I'm sorry, but I guess I AM offended," said Vinyl, trembling. "Fuck! What the fuck kind of thing is that to say to somepony about to play a major gig? What do you... what?"
"I'm sorry!" protested Lyra. "I'm so sorry! I didn't mean to upset you!"
"Have you never danced?" said DJ Pon-3 in disbelief. "Have you never partied?"
"I guess... no?"
Vinyl's jaw dropped.
"Okay. You are coming with me, uh..."
"Lyra!" said Lyra.
"You're coming with me, Lyra. Even if you don't want to roadie. I'm gonna get you into Midnight Sugar if I have to pay your way..."
"I have plenty of money!" said Lyra.
Vinyl lowered her glasses and peered at Lyra over them. Her eyes were wonderful, pools of burgundy that Lyra lost herself in immediately. "If you've never danced, you're not spending it on the right things. Again, even if I have to pay your way, you're coming to Midnight Sugar, and I'm going to show you what you'll do for the rest of your life."
Lyra just stared, entranced, at the little mare's rakish confidence.
"And, while we walk, let me tell you just what it is I do. 'Cos I want you to understand, Lyra. You have no idea what you're in for, tonight."
Lyra gulped, heart pounding.
"Coming?" said DJ Pon-3.
"Nearly!" breathed Lyra.
Vinyl laughed raucously, and set off again, and Lyra scampered along behind her, stumbling over her own hooves in her dizziness.
"Yeah, I'm not even sure how I can explain it to you, babe!" said Scratch, trotting fiercely along. "I'm gonna try, though, because it's like summoning demons, you know? Nice demons, that is. Tame ones. Uhhh... semi tame? I gotta unleash the beast tonight, it's a Pinkie joint. She'll pay top dollar but she knows her shit and I gotta be sharp, know what I'm sayin'?"
"Please, tell me more!" said Lyra, as they arrived at a small, run-down cottage.
Inside, it was odd. Some rooms were bare and pristine, others were full of clutter. Vinyl dove into one of the cluttered rooms, and Lyra followed. 'Decks' turned out to be gleaming turntables. "I had my records moved over there this afternoon. That's also why we gotta tear ass, Lyra, if they fucked that up I have to have time to bring in back-up. You got it?"
Lyra's horn glowed, and she lifted a turntable. "Yes!"
Vinyl looked over the top of her sunglasses again, and Lyra quivered at those burgundy eyes.
"AND the cables, sweetie. Don't let them dangle. You don't want them catching on anything."
Blushing, Lyra gathered the dangling cables up with more levitation magic, and awaited further instructions. "Now we tear ass?"
Vinyl had another turntable, and a mixer. "No, now we walk calmly over to Sugarcube Corner while I tell you about my greatest gig. We do not run while carrying decks. Got it? We tear ass to get here, and now that we have the decks we don't hang around or make detours, but go carefully."
"I'll go any way you want!" said Lyra, and blushed worse.
Vinyl snickered. "You'll do. Follow me."
She set off, flicking her pretty tail in front of Lyra's nose, and Lyra followed as if hypnotized.
"I had things hoppin' pretty good. You know you can't just hit 'em with 144 BPM, right? You have to read the crowd, their energy level, their mood. You feed off of that. Well, this time, you might say that not only did I feed off them, they fed off me... especially this ONE dude..."
Lyra stumbled. "D... dude?"
Vinyl smirked at her. "Don't get me wrong. I've had all kinds of fun. But I have a crazy dream... I always wanted to fuck that one Wonderbolt. You know? Soarin'. Oh my GAWWWD he gets me so wet..."
Lyra's eyes were wide. Vinyl wasn't lying. Even talking about it, DJ Pon-3 was glistening a little, her possibly-forbidden-possibly-not marehood showing signs of interest.
"So you can understand if I got a weakness for sexy pegasus stallions, right? I can imagine... well, I'm pumping the crowd up, and I'm gettin' into it, right? I'm swayin' my hips, stompin' a hoof, my tail's goin' like mad and I have my eye on this one dude. He's fuckin' hot. His wings are up, and he rears up and I get a look at his sheath and dude! Turgid, know what I'm sayin'? I can't believe it. It inspires me to throw an even sexier track down, even though it's a tempo drop and I gotta unwind it, but I pull off the transition and man, the place follows it, they start grindin' on each other, it's a thing of beauty..."
Lyra followed, listening closely, but dropping back to sneak peeks at Vinyl's marehood, behind her twitching tail. The DJ was very into her story, and it showed, and to Lyra that too was a thing of beauty.
"Hey, keep up! Not interesting? Well, get THIS. The next thing you know, he's flying! He's jumped up and he's in the air, coming right at me, and then he's landed and he's on me while I play, he's fondling my body, totally feeling me up. On stage!"
Lyra gasped. "Can they do that?"
"This was Fillydelphia. Say no more, right? So I'm keepin' the floor going, but this dude is all over me. It's totally distracting and totally inspiring at the same time, because hey, hot pegasus guy, right? I would've begged him to do that- but later! Well, he didn't want to wait. I'm doing crazy things. I see a patch of ponies getting spazzy, I throw a little breakbeat at them, and it totally works, didn't even lose the rest of the crowd. Meanwhile, wing-boy's got his hooves way between my hind legs. I mean, he's gone beyond feeling up my tits, right? He's clopping the fuck out of me, right there. And then I feel this big fat pegasus cock, and it just goes, shove..."
Lyra whimpered, in a weird mixture of dismay and arousal, drawn in by the story while distressed by some of the aspects of it. Pegasus dudes did nothing for her- but she could imagine if it was her in his place, especially with the magic bit transforming her, and so rather than shy away, she longed for the story to continue.
"Yeah," said Vinyl. "You heard me. Well, you can probably see by looking at me, Neighponnese, right? He doesn't fit. He's ramming it against me, I'm flipping out. I throw on completely the wrong platter. I hit it, and it's all miscued, but get this- by total luck, I get a bass drop, and just as I'm about to go over to it and fuck everything up, the dude gets a lucky break..."
Lyra panted. "And?"
DJ Pon-3 grinned at her. "Damndest thing. Huge fat pegasus cock pries into me, and I fumble the crossfade completely, which is to the wrong thing anyway, right? I scream out, and out on the floor, I just threw a bass drop in a totally different key on top of a slamming house beat. The subwoofers churned, dude, they screamed for mercy- and the crowd screamed with them."
Lyra's eyes were wide. "What did you do?"
"I slammed the fader back before I lost them, of course! And that's when I had the biggest decision of my life. Do I buck this guy off me and beg him to find me later- or do I play, and risk it?"
"Something tells me..." said Lyra.
Vinyl Scratch smirked. "Oh yeah. Oh yeah. I grabbed a couple singles I knew I could trust. I'm leanin' too hard on the platters when I touch 'em, but my decks have incredible torque, it didn't faze 'em thank goodness. I'm throwin' crazy shit out there, and all the while this guy's grunting over me and his body's workin', that big pegasus cock just plunging into me over and over. Thank goodness he didn't pop out, we both would have freaked..."
"I can imagine," marvelled Lyra.
"Well, imagine this!" said Vinyl. "I get dizzy and grab the wrong record again, 'cos the guy's really doing me good. I mean, I'm going cross-eyed here, right? And just when I'm going to go to it- he doubles up and just about shoves me over the decks, and he comes!"
She waited, expectantly, and Lyra didn't disappoint. "And what happened?"
"I came, with my face shoved into the mic, Lyra. I screamed, and my hoof shoved the crossfader all the way over, AND hit the speed control. I couldn't stop it, and out there on the floor, I hear these shrieks. They can see me, they see I'm being fucked into a puddle. And I've just climaxed, screamed into the mic- and threw a doubletime break that hit exactly on the beat, at exactly, and I mean exactly, the right tempo."
"Oooh..." breathed Lyra.
"I couldn't control myself for a moment. Flopping over the decks, crying out into the mic. I've never worked out how those tracks lined up like that, I couldn't make it happen again no matter how I tried. I knocked the needle off the first deck, but it wasn't live. It didn't hurt the cartridge, somehow. The crowd is screaming and gyrating like I electrocuted them, like they're coming too, some of them said they actually did from groove alone! I shove back onto this guy's dick so I can reach my decks properly, and that set me off even more, crazy fucker was still hunching and spurting... it all happened so fast, it was only a couple bars, right?"
Lyra listened in awe. She understood most of the tale, though she wasn't aware the gig had been in a bar, much less two at once.
"And my glasses have fallen half off, I'm arching my neck up trying to get a grip while this dude is fondling me, I'm coming, he's coming, the whole crowd is flipping out and watching the whole thing, and I grab the crossfader and kill the crazy sped-up deck- and flip right into the breakdown of the first track."
Lyra blinked. "The other one broke? You said it didn't break!"
"No, no!" laughed Vinyl. "It's a thing... okay, right then, the beat stopped! It just became this huge glorious afterglow, before building up again, right? What happened was, the craziness started to give a few huge thumps from the first track, right in sync, and then just as it hit, bliss! It just happened to hit the breakdown, right when all those ponies couldn't imagine what would happen next. It just went, daaahhhh! and it was a thick... voluptuous... wash. No beat. Just afterglow, babe."
"Wow," breathed Lyra.
Vinyl grinned a tight, fierce little grin. "I sagged over the decks, and let it play. The guy sagged too, and he dismounted of course, and he fuckin' fell over. I mean, he fell down, I'm lucky he didn't throw the needle out of the groove. I didn't fall over. I held onto the table, come dripping out of me, and I looked out upon my people, and they screamed for me until they were hoarse."
She gulped with emotion. "You have no idea, babe. Craziest thing ever- and I played through it, and I fuckin' triumphed. That made me. That made my legend. And I never dropped the beat. Once the breakdown was done, I kept right on going. My legs were shaking. Hah! But pegasus dude, he couldn't walk! It was perfect."
Lyra bit her lip. "Is it usually like that? Like... guys jumping on you, and... like that?"
"Whoa, whoa, no way!" protested Vinyl. "I just scared you, didn't I? Nuh-uh! First of all, that was a rave in Fillydelphia. I own that town now, but you could only get away with that in Fillydelphia, and it was at about four in the morning, and the place was frickin' crusted in salt, right? And, I was eyeing that guy bigtime, licking my lips, I was playing AT him if you know what I mean. I wanted him for later and I let him know it, he didn't just jump on me at random."
"Oh..." said Lyra, uncertainly.
"We're going to a Pinkie party. It's not going to be like that. This is Ponyville."
"So... no salt, no crazy sex?"
"I didn't say that," smirked Vinyl. "I said it's a Pinkie party. That means it's safe. But it's not called Midnight Sugar for nothing, babe. Lots of sugar, lots of salt, and you might very well see sex. Not just like I described, either. It's a Pinkie party. You're gonna see mares getting really lively with mares, colts with colts. That okay with you?"
"What would you say, if I said... that was about my speed?" Lyra licked her lips, nervously.
Vinyl glanced at her and chuckled. "I'd say, I'm bringing you to the right place!"
"Will you be... finding pegasus guys? For later?"
Vinyl made a face, peering over her sunglasses. "It's a Pinkie joint. Not from up on the bandstand, I won't. She wouldn't stand for it. Maybe you can work the crowd for me? After my set, we can cruise. How about it? You think you can find me a little something special?"
Lyra gulped, her heart pounding. "You can count on me!"
The chin came up. The eyes vanished behind matching red shades.
"Awesome," grinned DJ Pon-3.




 

The Beat Goes On



 
The bass throbbed. Lyra couldn't think of a better way to describe it. She hadn't been expecting that. She knew it would be loud, and had prepared herself to be bludgeoned by pounding drums: she'd wandered into a club in Canterlot once, and the experience was much like being repeatedly bucked in the head, while surrounded by hoity-toity rich unicorns that bounced up and down stiltedly, prodded by the harsh, jabbing beat.
DJ Pon-3 sounded a different call.
The floor was full of all types of ponies, gyrating and writhing to the beat like Lyra hadn't seen outside the bedroom- indeed, she'd not seen the like even during sex. The distinct styles fascinated her until she could hardly dance for watching.
Her fellow unicorns seemed prone to flowing, liquid moves of the forelegs, like they were gesturing forth magic spells, and Lyra found herself entranced by a particularly unicornian detail- they danced with their necks and shoulders. She couldn't begin to guess how, and didn't dare try, but she couldn't take her eyes off the result, for it meant the dancers were continually describing shapes in the air defined by their gesturing forehooves and their heads and horns. A few of the unicorns were actually lit up, though Lyra couldn't see anypony having sex with them- without anyone touching them, they danced entranced, horns glimmering and making shapes in the cozy darkness from their twisting motions.
One writhed joyously past Lyra, and the amorous glow wasn't just from her horn- she'd enchanted her hooves as well, and persistence of vision made colorful twisting patterns in the air after her. Lyra blinked, realizing there was more going on than sexual arousal- a whole area of unicorns were clearly casting lightspells on themselves. Lyra blushed, realizing she'd mistaken their glow for erotic release of the most intimate kind- and then blushed more, understanding that it was meant to resemble that.
It was hard to focus on the elegant gesturing moves of the unicorns, however, with the pegasi around.
At first, Lyra had squeaked and cowered away, afraid to even get on the floor- but earth ponies and unicorns alike seemed unconcerned, and eventually she inched out into the crowd, eyes wide, heart pounding.
Pegasi danced like dervishes, like fiends.
Hooves flew, wings flared and swirled- Lyra had to get used to being buffeted by winds, while trying to dance. She tried to keep clear but it didn't seem to matter- powerful bodies, some glazed in fresh, piquant sweat, hurtled to within inches of her, never once touching her. The one time she bumped another dancer, it had been thanks to her own panicky lunge away from a twirling pegasus mare- she'd bumped into another pegasus while both were looking the other direction, and he had been the one to frantically apologize, looking horribly embarrassed! Somehow, his reaction helped her understand: the winged ponies danced wildly and physically, but with such unerring control that to run into a fellow dancer was the height of uncouth. From that point on, Lyra gritted her teeth, determined not to flinch, and surprisingly soon she relaxed to the experience as pegasus mares and stallions alike dove, tumbled and twirled around her, their limbs flashing through a dizzying array of bold moves, locking into rigid poses and popping from position to position with fierce dexterity.
And the earth ponies... Lyra had to admit, the earth ponies fully held their own. They seemed to draw on a little of everything, but where unicorns enjoyed gesturing with forelimbs and horns, and pegasi flung themselves into gymnastic displays, there was something a little special about the earth ponies too. Sweet Celestia, how they shook their asses! There was something extra earthy about them, that brought back the fondness Lyra'd once had for Bon Bon. She gawked at those erotic wriggles, taking in the sight of shamelessly squirming burnt-ochre hips, set off by spots of bright color. So visceral- it made you want to say, hell with horns, hell with wings, let me grab this pony and feel all over her ecstatically writhing body...
Lyra blinked. A blue pegasus was already on the case- a blue pegasus who wasn't cutting loose like the others, a fat one- no, pregnant, very pregnant. Lyra realized she'd been ogling Applejack, and blushed hard. That was another celebrity pony... sort of. They'd never got along beyond basic social pleasantries, and Lyra didn't relish explaining how she'd been ogling Applejack's pony breasts and imagining her tongue caressing those pert swellings and encircling the cute nipples.
And of course, it could only be Rainbow Dash, amazingly pregnant, flushed and beaming, her hoof publically fondling those earth pony tits as Applejack laughed and tried to wriggle away. The pair migrated toward the edge of the dancefloor, and Lyra danced further into the crowd, unworried by flailing, athletic pegasi.
It was a funny thing. Lyra hadn't danced before, and she'd stood intimidated at the edge of the crowd before summoning all her courage and awkwardly dancing a path right through it, out the other side- to stand gasping and trembling in an open space, her safe haven. She tried it again, and then she realized an amazing thing. There were open spaces in the middle of the dance floor- she'd been making for them as she tried to get through to what seemed like safety, for she was terrified she'd be run over, or shoved back out again. Yet, once she was in there, hopping up and down awkwardly and plotting her course back out of the scrum, the open spaces kept materializing around her, moment by moment.
She didn't have to earn a space in there, or ask for one. A Lyra-shaped space would exist because she was there. It wouldn't exist until she jumped in- she could watch all day and never see that Lyra-shaped hole in the dancefloor waiting for her- but the instant she trotted forward and began to dance, there it would be.
The moment she realized that, before she even took a step... was the moment Lyra really began to dance.
The thing was, it'd become hard to avoid. The beat wasn't the jabbing, poking thing she'd heard in Canterlot. It swung, it throbbed- bright points of clarity emerged through a seductive, murky haze. Lyra's brain couldn't work out quite where the beat was, but her body instinctively knew, her tail lashed and it made her hips grind and it was making her wet and squirmy, the bass fondling her intimate regions when she danced over to the speaker stacks, which she did again and again.
If the Canterlot beat was a palace wall of neat white bricks, with sharp corners and a massive, unfeeling perfection that dared you to match its flawlessness, then DJ Pon-3's beat was an urban wall- grimey, burnt out in places, darkened by haze and smoke and organic stains from the passions of countless ponies screwing while pressed up against it- or sitting on projecting rubble at leisure, making themselves at home. It was a wall you could live with, a beat that didn't stand aloof like some special experience but enfolded you and insinuated itself into your life. Grimey like a casual urban neighborhood with earth ponies, pegasi and unicorn bustling up against each other all day every day, sharing each others' joys and pleasures, torn by conflict, drawn together again by the sheer familiarity.
The bass throbbed, seeming to catch the rest of the music in giant paws and crack it like a whiplash- riffs flailing around as loosely yet as dexterously as the dancing pegasi, textures as sharp as a glittering unicorn horn but as flowing as their graceful moves. And when voices came through the din, they were as soulful and heartfelt as the capering earth ponies, unreserved and earnest.
Lyra danced until she staggered, and DJ Pon-3 goaded her and all the rest of the dancefloor on mercilessly, grinning down upon them from the bandstand, trademark sunglasses firmly in place. If she noticed when exhausted Lyra staggered off to find a quiet spot to rest, she didn't show it.
It had all become too much. Lyra took a few minutes to recover, away from the dancefloor.
She explored the heaving pit of iniquity that had been Sugarcube Corner, looking for somewhere to decompress. A little room off to the side of the entrance beckoned, a cloakroom or something. Lyra quietly scooted into the inviting semidarkness- and froze, inside the doorway.
Not two feet in front of her trembling hooves lay Rainbow Dash, reclining on a heap of cloaks and capes the partiers had worn in the chill of early autumn, her eyes closed, her legs spread, her huge belly seeming round as a ball. The position was one to show off her pony tits and eager vag, but these things could not be seen. They could, however, be heard- for Applejack's head pressed between Dash's legs, moaning and nuzzling Dash's crotch, tongue extended to lick and penetrate Rainbow's treasure, face shoving hungrily forth to erotically devour the shuddering pegasus as Dash's leg kicked weakly, drunkenly.
Lyra couldn't move. Her eyes took in Rainbow's twitches and cries, and glanced over to see that her earth pony lover seemed possessed, going after the pegasus vag in crazed fashion and writhing as she lay alongside Rainbow. Lyra's gaze picked up details in the dark, like Applejack's hat lying upside-down on the floor, the earth pony's blonde mane strewn wildly across her shoulders as her head jockeyed for position, striving to suckle on pussy with ever louder cries of sweet frenzy against Rainbow Dash's cute mound.
Lyra's eyes roamed up Applejack's squirming body to where her blonde tail thrashed against the spilled cloaks, and there was an extra limb there in the darkness- and it became clear that Applejack wasn't motivated only by delight in her cunnilingus, though delighted she plainly was. Rainbow Dash's hoof thrust right between Applejack's legs, and could be seen working away relentlessly as the sweet earth pony yowled and squirmed and wrapped her lips around Rainbow Dash's jutting vulva and clit. Dash was clopping her like mad, her buried hoof grinding and fondling at a fevered pace.
Lyra gulped, taking a step back, aroused by the intensity of the private little scene and horrified by her intrusion. As she watched, Applejack's body jolted and she squealed against Dash's pussy and redoubled her efforts. Rainbow's eyes remained closed, but she was baring her teeth, arching her back, her hoof working away against Applejack's wildly excited vagina, and Dash's nostrils flared as she took a fierce, panting breath, then another...
Applejack's hind legs kicked, her tail thrashing as she let out a wavering, sweet cry that took three deep breaths to get out, a cry that was itself muffled because her face kept pressing lovingly against Rainbow's crotch, pleasuring her lover even as she came, seemingly all the more transported by the desire to please even as her own release overcame her.
Rainbow bore this sexual overload for a moment, wriggling on her back with wings splayed stiffly out to her sides against the pile of clothes, and then she gave a sharp squeal, kicking and thrashing, shrieking her pleasures and going purple in the face. Applejack's head fell away, and Lyra could see that Dash's tits had flushed purple as well, and her pussy was straight out of the seamiest clop-magazines, drenched with saliva and its own juices, swollen in savage arousal.
The scent wafted to Lyra and froze her again. Sometimes you got a hit of the pheromones when things went extra well. Lyra breathed in raw Apple-Dash, a concentrated feedback loop of mare perfumes, heady scents that told a tale of utter, eager devotion, of two ponies who'd dove so far into each other that they needed nothing so rude as common air.
Applejack panted, stirring, inhaling the joys of her lover's marehood, as Rainbow's hoof withdrew tenderly from between her legs. She reached out for her hat, without looking, and mumbled, "My sakes... now, we got to get you off your back, honey..."
Rainbow's eyes opened- and met Lyra's.
"Oh, hi, Lyra!" came the scratchy, wry little voice. "Enjoying the party?"
At this, Applejack's head jerked upright, and she gazed wide-eyed at their observer, looking like she'd been caught stealing. Her lip quivered, and she seemed torn between anger and guilt.
"Or should I say... enjoying the show?" teased Dash.
"I'm so sorry," stammered Lyra. "I was trying to find a quiet place!"
Applejack wriggled, and Lyra realized the country pony was trying to get up- but she was too wrung out by the intensity of her orgasms whilst pleasuring her pregnant pegasus, and she just flopped over, her hat falling off again, staring up at Lyra with a vulnerable, stricken look, blonde mane falling across her face. Lyra knew that look. Once upon a time, Bon Bon had worn it regularly, though her vulnerability had been more worshipfulness and less being caught in public.
Applejack laughed softly, blushing.
"Aw. I hope we weren't too noisy? We're sorry too, honey. Now I gotta... oof.. get up and get this here varmint... oof! onto her hooves!"
"Maybe I'll just lie here," teased Rainbow Dash. "Do it again!"
"Oh no!" said Applejack, struggling harder to rise. Lyra backed away another step, as the earth pony got up and began nuzzling her limp, inflated pegasus, trying to flip her over. "Ya feelin' tingles? Numbness? Numbskull, more like! Ya can't lay like that, you miscreant, Spy's squishin' your inside parts! Granny told you when it tingles or goes numb, ya gotta flip over!"
Grumbling, squishing, Rainbow Dash rolled her bulk onto her side, kicking a leg in cranky protest. "All right, all right..."
"Do you need help?" said Lyra, her head still spinning from the bath of erotic mare perfumes that wafted forth when the lovers moved.
Applejack cocked a sharp eye.
"We're good, honey. An' we're done, whatever this featherbrain thinks! Sorry for th' trouble..."
"Oh, it was... you were... uh..." Lyra gulped, as Applejack's gaze held her. "Beautiful. You're beautiful."
The stern earth pony gaze softened.
"Well... thank you. And you can thank this crazy lil' girl for that, she's the one who couldn't wait to get home. I reckon I'm okay with that- jes' this once. Feelin' kinda generous, I guess you could say."
She shook her head, astonished or amused. She snagged her hat with a fore-hoof and flipped it onto her head, gazing out from under it with a sharp, capable eye.
"You run along now, Lyra honey. Go fetch your sweetie and do your own dances. We're goin' home as we shoulda done if I wasn't a consarned sentimental fool- we gotta get to sleep, it's mighty late!"
Rainbow Dash had struggled, grimacing, to her hooves, flapping chaotically and sending gusts of perfumed air around the little room. "Bah. You loved it and you know it. Am I right? You saw her, didn't you, Lyra? Look, her hind legs are shaking!"
Applejack glared at her mate indignantly, and then snorted, a smirk stealing across her face. It was true- Rainbow's hungry clopping and delectable marehood had left Applejack staggered, and her rump quivered as she barely maintained her upright position. Lyra sympathized. She'd been worked over that thoroughly at times, and she wouldn't have dared to try and stand, right afterwards.
"Still your fault, Dashie."
"Oh yes," said Rainbow Dash, proudly- and they set off, making their way past Lyra, their sated, sex-wracked bodies giving off enticing heat and scent, their legs wobbling as they walked sedately out of the cloakroom, down the hall, and carefully out the door to head for home at Sweet Apple Acres.
Lyra listened to them go, and bit her lip.
Sweet Celestia, did she need a lay, after that...



The dance floor churned, but the groove had changed. It felt harder, less organic, the wall of sound no longer bore vines and the stains of pony pleasures. It was simpler, tougher, and the mass of dancing ponies felt opaque- like there would be no space to jump into, though Lyra knew there would be. She studied the gyrating bodies, and glanced up at the bandstand to see a pegasus shaking his forehoof in the air...
"Hey, there you are!" came the perky little voice. Lyra glanced over, startled, and Vinyl Scratch was standing there, with a gawking pony to either side of her. They looked sick with envy as Vinyl trotted over to greet Lyra.
"Whatcha think? Whoof!" gasped Vinyl, stepping back. "What've YOU been doing, there, Lyra? I think maybe you're learning too quick!" She poked Lyra in the chest playfully, with a wicked grin.
"Nothing!" squeaked Lyra. "Or... well, not as much as I'd like!"
DJ Pon-3 cackled, and bounced in place on her hooves, and Lyra began to grin just to see the little unicorn's energy. Vinyl was bubbling with it. She looked like she was about to caper madly around her two companions- if they even were companions. They stood awkwardly, seemingly afraid to even look DJ Pon-3 in the eye, which would be impossible anyhow due to the big sunglasses. Lyra grinned more, just looking at the group, and Vinyl's smile threatened to burst off her face, teeth glittering in the warm darkness of the dancefloor, and the two flanking ponies began to look sullen and turn away, unable to grin so happily at a pony celebrity...
"So!" said Vinyl. "Ya line me up a nice stallion?" She said it with complete unconcern, though one of the two awkward ponies was a unicorn stallion. He visibly sulked. The other fan-pony glanced sympathetically at him. She inclined her head. He brightened, and the two began to sidle off, leaving Vinyl and Lyra facing each other.
Lyra gulped. "Y... y... yes?" She couldn't tear her eyes from those shades. Somehow, she felt the bright gaze transfixing her, even without being able to see it directly.
Vinyl's horn was glimmering, scintillating faintly. Lyra tried not to stare. She wondered if hers was doing the same, and then corrected herself- she was far too frightened for that.
"Yes is good," said Vinyl. "I like yes! Where is he? Did you find something nice for yourself?"
"Oh, how I hope so," breathed Lyra.
"Lead me to him!"
Lyra gulped. "Step outside?"
They walked- or, rather, Lyra walked with shaking hooves, and Vinyl pranced- to the door, and emerged into the cool autumn air. Lyra led the prancing DJ a few paces away, and turned to face the little Neighponnese, feeling her blood turn to water, her knees shaking.
"So where is he?" chirped DJ Pon-3, grinning madly.
Lyra gulped. "I... I would like to be him. For you."
She died thousands of deaths in the few seconds Vinyl Scratch took to answer. Her grin never wavered, but that was no help.
"I watched you dance," said the DJ. "You never danced before, did you?"
Lyra shook her head. Her pulse pounded in her ears, and she thought she would faint.
"You danced for me," said Vinyl, and her voice smiled.
Lyra stared, speechless.
"I'm flexible," said Vinyl. "And you're ridiculously cute- for a mare, that is."
Lyra bit her lip, still too terrified to move. Seeing this, DJ Pon-3 heaved an exasperated sigh, dipped her head, and peeked over her lowered sunglasses at Lyra.
Her eyes were to die for, just to die for.
"Care to fuck me?" said DJ Pon-3, with a wry, provocative grin.
Lyra blinked, and Vinyl watched happily as the golden eyes glowed with recognition and delight, as the luminous, radiant unicorn seemed to light up from inside, suffused with excitement and glee until she could hardly stand it.
Vinyl grinned more, as Lyra bounced on four hooves, hopping foolishly in place, frisking like a filly.
"Eeeeeee!" squealed Lyra. "Eeeeeee!"
"C'mon!" grinned Vinyl. Her face hurt from grinning. Well, that was a great gig for you... She set off, prancing like a show-pony. "Pinkie will watch my gear. My place ain't far!"
Lyra's trot barely touched the ground.



"No! Not in there, Lyra honey. In here."
Lyra lingered, staring into the pristine, neat room. "But... spacious!"
Vinyl giggled. "You're gonna be that rowdy? Might be fun. Seriously, not there. That would be a big no. C'mere."
She led Lyra into another cluttered room, but this one had a cleared space on the floor. Lyra looked again. No, not the floor- it was a raised platform. With... bedsheets? Except it wasn't, because it appeared uneven, rumpled...
Vinyl trotted right onto whatever it was, and lay down, grinning up at Lyra, who walked hesitantly forward and felt the surface yield beneath her hooves.
"What's this?"
"Futon."
"You sleep on the floor?"
"Not just sleep!" smirked Vinyl Scratch.
Lyra lay down beside her. The material was very firm.
"Thing is," said Vinyl, "I'm not sure it matters with you. I know what I'm getting into, and it shouldn't involve a lot of jumping around. Unless you have a wooden dick in that little bag of yours? I wouldn't think so. Not that there's anything wrong with that if you do it! Takes all kinds! I just- maybe not so into the wooden dick thing, okay?"
"For what reason?" said Lyra, blinking rapidly, and most discombobulated.
"Oh GAWWWD you do, don't you?" moaned Vinyl. "All right, what the hell, do me, just no fucking splinters, okay? It goddamn well better be varnished, baby, and go gentle..."
"No, I mean what kind do you like?" said Lyra. "There's something I have to tell you."
"But I already told you. Soarin' cock," smirked Vinyl. "If you have that, I'm gonna be really mad, because I want it attached to his luscious, muscular body. Are you putting me on?"
In answer, Lyra opened her bag and levitated out the magic bit, floating it before Vinyl's eyes. Her forehead suggested that she was squinting at it, though the sunglasses hid everything.
"I don't know what ponies have been telling you about Neighponnese," said DJ Pon-3, "but listen carefully: we are not THAT small in the snatch. Are you fuckin' kidding me?"
"No, no! This is a magical thing. Perfect for unicorns. You bite it, and it turns you into a guy."
At that, DJ Pon-3 dipped her head and peered over the top of her sunglasses. "Do I get to pick the guy? Do Soarin'. ...she said, predictably."
Lyra sagged. "Uhh... it doesn't work like that. Here, try it, you'll see."
She levitated the bit towards Vinyl's mouth, but the reaction she got was startling. "Whoa!" yelled the DJ, turning her head aside, scrambling back awkwardly against the wall. Her glasses were askew, and one eye stared in alarm at the floating bit.
"What's the matter? I'm sorry! Did it scare you?"
Vinyl licked her lips, blinking. "Nah. I'm OK. Just... okay, swear you'll never tell anypony this. It shouldn't matter, but... yeah, never tell anypony. Promise?"
"Sure," said Lyra. She floated the bit back over towards herself, just in case.
"Okay. Wow, I can't believe I'm telling you this. You're gonna be part of a very small circle, sweetie, understand... so here's the thing. I don't touch any artifact magic, ever."
Lyra blinked. "But..."
"You got it. Except my decks. My wonderful decks." She gulped. "We have a thing going. If you called it superstitious you wouldn't be the first... you can do what you want, I don't mind any of it, but don't ask me to work artifact magic, okay? Freaks me out. Now I kinda want to go get my decks... left them at Pinkie's, and here I am hangin' out with a strange magic artifact in the bedroom and everything..."
Lyra stood. "Let's do it!"
"Eeee!" squealed DJ Pon-3. "Really? That's so understanding. Seriously? You'll put off sex just to help me out?"
Lyra batted her eyelashes. "For you, my darling, of course!"
Vinyl hopped up and nuzzled under Lyra's chin. "That's it, you're getting the full DJ workout. That's awesome! I totally appreciate it. Let's go get 'em!"
The autumn air seemed even cooler, nipping playfully at unicorn rumps as they trotted back to rejoin the distant thumping of the party.
"Will your decks be... jealous? If the bit lets me... have my way, with you?" asked Lyra.
"Nah. Just humor me. Which you are- so sweet of you! Won't be a moment. Wait here!"
Vinyl dashed inside, scooting right past several ponies who tried to speak to her, and Lyra waited. Soon, the DJ reappeared, horn glowing brightly as she levitated both turntables and the mixer all by herself.
"Do you want me to get that?" said Lyra.
"Nah. It's not far- and I want to be carrying them, all of them. Okay?"
Lyra nodded, and they headed back.
The shelves where the gear was kept weren't just shelves- Lyra hadn't noticed the first time, but the decks lived on folded velvet fabric, like little bedspreads for the shelves. The fabric was a little nicer than the bedsheets Vinyl slept on. Lyra didn't comment, as DJ Pon-3 tucked her decks in for the night, covering them with velvet drop-cloths.
She sighed, contentedly, and turned, smiling, walking deliberately over to Lyra and kissing her. "You're a star, cutie. C'mon, let me show you a good time."
They returned to Vinyl's bedroom and the futon, which Vinyl lounged upon, rolling playfully on her back. "Too bad it's a magic dildo. I wish you could feel this. I'll let you play other ways, too, okay?"
Lyra blinked. "Oh, I can. I mean I will. It does."
"Really? Whoa! Now that, I never heard of. How's that even possible? Lemme see!"
Lyra floated the bit out of her bag again, and took it between her teeth. DJ Pon-3's jaw dropped, as she watched the fine green erection emerge from between Lyra's hind legs. Lyra suspected that behind the glasses, Vinyl's eyes had bugged out. She scooted forward, nosing under Lyra's body, sniffing and investigating.
"I kn'w it's n't th't big..." said Lyra apologetically. "My... s'meone I knew, w's bigger..."
"Nice," said DJ Pon-3. "Oh, don't you worry- you're gettin' Pon-3ed, cutie-pie. You totally won't feel small, trust me. Besides, that's not really small, just comfy. Or at least you're used to thinking of it as comfy... muahahaha..."
Lyra spat the bit out. "Yikes! 'muahahaha'? Are you gonna bite it?"
Vinyl smirked like mad. "Not exactly. Have you seen this thing before?"
She turned aside, and bent down to grab something out of a pile of blankets, something shiny. It was apparently heavy, for her neck tensed to support its weight, and her teeth gritted to hold onto it. It was a gleaming metal thingy, with a large heavy lump on one end. The shaft was about twice the girth of the magic bit, and made of the same metal. Then, on the far end, there was a much smaller lump. A nub, really.
On closer inspection, it looked as if the thing had started off much like it appeared, but the thickness of the shaft revealed discrepancies. It looked very much like a unicorn transformation spell had taken the large end, and expanded it to be that much bigger and heavier. And, on the other end, had taken the smaller lump, and shrunk it until it was very small. Very very small, relative to the girth of the shaft. So small, that if it had been an equine penis, it would be a true flareless wonder that would pull out immediately at the slightest tug.
Of course, it clearly was not an equine penis. It looked like exercise equipment.
Vinyl smirked terribly, holding her prize. Then she dropped it back where it came from, with a heavy thud. "Well?"
"I have no idea. Is it some sort of dumb-bell? For neck exercises?" said Lyra.
Vinyl cackled. "Not exactly! This is gonna be such fun. I promise I'll be gentle. To a point... Trust me. We're gonna have a good time."
Lyra began to smile. "Oh, you want a good time?" Her smile grew in size and smugness.
"I want you to have a good time! You're adorable, toots!"
"Lay back," said Lyra firmly.
DJ Pon-3 straightened her glasses- and laid back, her legs parting- and Lyra moved in, bit-less.
There was no question about it- the celebrity pony understood what Lyra was up to. She wriggled, making herself more comfortable, tilting her hips back and exposing herself to Lyra, whose golden eyes gleamed with satisfaction at the prize before her.
It was such a cute little pussy, too. Just like Vinyl Scratch herself, it was less tall than the usual type, its aperture less elongated... the labia tidy, well shaped, but seeming very small. Lyra felt her own pussy pouting and showing its arousal and approval, but where hers swelled up, where her clitoris jutted out to form an arch of vagina between her legs, Vinyl Scratch's seemed like it didn't have enough vulva to do that. So contained, so strangely refined on the little mare...
As Lyra watched, DJ Pon-3's lips parted, with a vanishingly faint wet sound, revealing moist pinkness that glowed with health and vigor. She squirmed gently, and winked, those little labia flipping outward and then relaxing before Lyra's entranced eyes.
"Told you I was flexible- c'mon, help yourself!"
Lyra didn't need two invitations.
Reverently, Lyra's head dipped, tongue outstretched, and DJ Pon-3's teeth gritted in pleasure as Lyra's adoring tongue traced her diminutive labia, stroked inside, pressed a little deeper to savor the heat and dark inner folds of her Neighponnese treasure that she was so proud of. Her tail twitched- this was gonna be good, she could tell. The pretty mare was obviously such a raging lesbian, she knew pussy inside and out- it was like one of those special dudes who really paid close attention. She hoped like hell it wasn't the kind that took it too far- she didn't want to be giving direction the whole time- but it was a great start.
Lyra breathed in the exquisite, delicate scents, drank mare nectar, marvelled. What Pinkie Pie always said- it was true- straight girl pussies had less character, but they were sweet like candy. She took a moment to thrust her tongue into Vinyl as deeply as she could manage, sure that the straight mare wanted and needed that reminder of maleness, and marvelled again, for Vinyl Scratch was so bizarrely snug. Lyra knew that she herself wasn't the roomiest girl, but there was something weird about Vinyl. It didn't feel just like a small pussy- it felt like she was thrusting her tongue into a yielding space that nevertheless contained unexpected power, positively twitching with expectant, reserved strength.
Lyra's exploring tongue withdrew from the fevered depths, and her mouth tenderly enfolded Vinyl's small clitoris, tongue casually stroking up the front wall of her pussy to caress the underside of the small, stiffened nub.
"Gnnnh!"
DJ Pon-3 stiffened, every limb going tense, arching slightly under Lyra's ministrations. A wave of fresh nectar appeared as if like magic, glistening against Lyra's tenderly nuzzling chin.
"Oh FUCK babe oh gawwwwd..."
Lyra mmmed as she continued to lick, but DJ Pon-3 had other ideas.
"Oh sweet fucking Celestia... wait wait hold it, save it... nggh! gonna bring me off..."
Lyra looked up and smiled, licking her lips. "You think?"
DJ Pon-3's glasses were slightly crooked, her mane frazzled. "Wait! Fuck me. You said you can feel it, right?"
Lyra nodded.
"Let me come on you, then!"
Lyra smirked. "But you were about to! I won't mind if you do. It's the highest sort of compliment. Just get me a towel and it'll be fine..."
"No, no, I mean... okay, look, I'll show you. Enter me again."
"What?"
"With your tongue! Try and keep it in."
Lyra blinked, and stuck her tongue out, and dipped her head. It wasn't difficult to push her tongue into the warmth and wetness of Vinyl's pussy- in fact, it seemed almost mockingly easy, like the little Neighponnese mare was melting away for her and inviting her flesh deeper and deeper.
Right up to the point where she tensed- and crushed down upon Lyra's startled tongue, forcing it back out no matter how Lyra struggled.
DJ Pon-3 cackled, gleefully, and then squealed, for Lyra fought back by suckling greedily on her clit some more. "Ngahhh! Oh gawwwd! Stoppit!"
"I will if you tell me what the hell was that?" challenged Lyra, breathing on Vinyl's quivering, overwhelmed clit.
Vinyl panted, her glasses even more crooked. "Exer. Cises. Hhhh! I... I can make your cock feel incredible. I love it." She panted more, gathering her wits. "I love what you did, yeah... but come on, babe. Let me show you my stuff. I'm special. I promised you a real DJ Pon-3 workout. You totally earned it. Like, three times over by now, okay?"
Lyra gave her a look, and then didn't argue further- she rolled away, digging through the rumpled sheets to find the discarded magic bit, taking it in her teeth.
"Wahoo!" squealed DJ Pon-3, flipping over and bouncing to her hooves in the middle of the bed. "Let the serious laying commence!"
As the magic stallionhood eagerly extended itself underneath her, Lyra rolled her eyes. Serious, huh? She licked her lips, savoring the amazing, delicate flavors. Fair enough, she thought.
Vinyl was enticing beyond anything Lyra had seen. Her mane was disheveled, her glasses still askew, her pert rump quivered around the target of a pouting, juicy little marehood that was like a beautiful flowerbud, curiously round like the hot little hole it was, dripping that delectable mare-juice and winking its longings and demands.
Lyra had no desire to hesitate or tease. She mounted onto DJ's quivering ass, wrapping her forelegs around the little mare's shapely body, and began to prod with her hips, finding her target. Her luck was in- almost at once, the head of her slender, flared cock touched slippery hotness, and Vinyl shuddered at the touch.
Lyra's hips shoved firmly, and she'd penetrated DJ Pon-3 with her magic stallionhood.
Her eyes widened. Yes, this was special... Vinyl panted under her, and she could feel the DJ mare gripping her shaft, a peculiar sensation. It wasn't a narrow band of tautness, either. Felt like she'd thrust into an eager knot of pussy, supple and healthy- like there was room for her to swell up even fatter than she was, but it held, it clung...
Lyra tugged her hips backward, her slender taper going thinner towards the tip, flare coming to life. She gasped, around the bit in her teeth. DJ Pon-3 had felt her doing it, and her unicorn pussy had locked down with effortless strength, clamping onto Lyra's cock. It locked onto the shaft just behind the flare, and there was no chance that would be tugged out. Lyra's breath hissed through her teeth, and she hesitated, startled by the tightness of the grip.
DJ Pon-3's rump wriggled. "Go on!" she moaned. "Go on, stallion. Do it!"
Slowly, firmly, Lyra's hips pressed forward, and her tapering shaft thrust inch by inch into the numbingly tight, slippery confines of DJ Pon-3's straining vagina.
Lyra whinnied, senses overwhelming her- things were getting just too damned cramped- but the next thing she knew, Vinyl was wriggling under her and the harshness had melted away. It seemed the DJ had been showing her a trick. Lyra's crotch pressed Vinyl's ass, and she felt that amazing snatch grasping at her cock-base with eager tensings, but gentler, without the painful harshness. Lyra realized motion was awfully easy, and heard juicy squelches from each shift of her hips- the trick had turned DJ Pon-3 on, perhaps delivered a sensory jolt as intense for her as it was for her stallion, and it had turned her into a juicy squidge-pot of a little unicorn.
"Oh GAWWWD yes, yes..."
Lyra prodded Vinyl's depths, rewarded by lewd, voluptuous shudders and wails, and then she had a thought- she knew some things about mares, being one, and she felt her flare getting really hard inside Vinyl. Some part of her, perhaps answering a stallion's call, was telling her to shove the thing deep, blast away, and dismount- but she thought she might just combine the earthy hunger of the stallion with the sensuous cunning of the mare.
Lyra tugged her hips back, rather than shoving them forward- and carefully positioned the end of her stiffened cock at a certain depth. She bore down on the bit with extra pressure from her teeth, did all she could to stiffen herself- and began working that expanded flare back and forth inside Vinyl, exploring, searching. It wasn't where the squeezing pussy clamped her with suddenly heightened frenzy. Just a few inches deeper... Lyra thought she almost felt something in there, though of course one didn't feel it as a lump or object. Just a location she knew might be there, just a stiffened stallion-flare unexpectedly working back and forth across that trigger point in a way natural stallions wouldn't think to do...
Vinyl Scratch's body jolted like she'd been struck by lightning. She squealed in shock, jolting again... and then the air was split by wild screams, and Lyra's cock was being wailed upon with mad, savage clenches.
"AUGH! GAWD! FUCK! OH FUCK! AAAAHHH!"
Lyra grinned around the bit, even though it hurt to receive such punishing erotic rewards, for she knew she'd guessed right- but then her ears quirked, for things had got complicated.
"AGH! DEEPER! NO! WAIT, NOT YET! AHHH!"
Vinyl was trying to pull away, still coming her hooves off. Lyra hugged her body, and said "W'ht? What's th' m'tter?"
DJ Pon-3 shook her head wildly, her glasses almost coming off. "Please! Flip over! Please, oh please, quick!"
Startled, Lyra allowed herself to dismount. Vinyl's pussy yanked at the flare, coming out, but still relaxed enough to permit its withdrawal. As quickly and gracefully as she could, all the while watching the shuddering, reeling mare beside her, Lyra rolled onto her back, stallionhood jutting eagerly up into the air and glistening with Vinyl's ooze.
DJ Pon-3 trembled, straightening her glasses, and though she staggered, she managed to straddle Lyra. "Best way... we'll stay together. Ohhhh... hang on!"
With that, she pressed herself back onto Lyra's stallionhood, flare wedging through her cute gaping entrance, giving one more jolt to her frame as it pushed past that sensitive internal spot, and plunging deeper and deeper until Lyra had sank to the hilt in her lover- who sat up, trembling, a quivery smile on her face, and began to squirm and writhe.
As she did, Lyra felt that amazing unicorn pussy begin to work like it was milking her, urging her stallionhood to go ever harder, coaxing a release with more and more insistence.
She stared up at DJ Pon-3, amazed. The Neighponnese mare was getting into her thing, and she'd begun to jolt and shudder in orgasm again, feeling that stallionhood pressing so deep, pushed snugly against her cervix but with only the pressure that she gave it- though Lyra felt herself begin to make eager hunching, shoving motions, and that apparently wasn't a bad thing.
Vinyl slowly writhed, singing a lewd wordless song of gasps and wails, grasping onto Lyra's cockbase with eerie dexterity, her inner walls seemingly fondling Lyra's cock-head by her gyrations and the way she pressed back onto it. It was like she was masturbating all the spots in her hungry snug marehood at once, against the unyielding stiffness of Lyra's erection. Perhaps it was more of her special tricks, things that weren't as relevant used on an artificial stallion made of a mare and a bit, things that would be mind-blowing for a real stallion with only natural urges to drive him. That was surely it...
He would expect to unload in a heaving spurt, and hop off his quivering mare, and yet this time it would be impossible. He'd be lying on his back, stiff as a rock, perhaps impeded a little by the unfamiliarity of it, and atop him, DJ Pon-3 would be writhing, crooning, bringing herself off and pinning him down with her slight body. Perhaps he'd buck and shove, and she'd ride him, and when he came, she'd quiet down and hold very still, and he'd realize he wasn't dismounting this time, and his eyes would roll back in his head as his huge stallion cock throbbed, enclosed by slick wetness, a tight eager grip holding him at the base and keeping him hard, and that grasp would begin to clench and milk his spasms as they were dragged on beyond anything he could imagine... and when he fainted, she would still be riding him, and she'd sag over his shuddering body, still penetrated, mercifully not squirming any longer, and as he softened he'd shake and quiver all over as the too-intense sensation began to subside with teasing, maddening slowness...
Lyra saw it all in an instant as she took in a sudden breath, her body answering Vinyl's with a mad surge of arousal... and she felt Vinyl press firmly backwards, taking up all the space inside herself with throbbing hard stallionhood... and Lyra came, slamming her head back against the futon as her body cut loose.
She felt her body spurting into Vinyl's, felt Vinyl go still and begin to quiver madly all over, she thought she could even feel Vinyl's tail twitch violently and was sure she heard its dry swishing- the little mare's tail must have cracked like a whip- and Lyra grinned harder as her sudden fantasy began to play out. She knew there was a twist in store.
Vinyl's lips parted in a sweet wordless cry, and Lyra drank in the sight, eyes roaming up and down the dainty unicorn body that straddled her. It was ravishing- and she felt ravished, in the nicest way. Lyra also felt pinned down more than she believed possible- Vinyl had to be ramming that cock-head against her cervix with great force, their crotches practically occupied the same spot. There was barely an inch of shaft left glistening in the air. Vinyl's head swayed dreamily, and it looked like she was riding out her phenomenal orgasm, waiting to gently come back down...
Vinyl blinked, dazedly.
Lyra grinned up at her, around the bit, as Vinyl quivered and continued to twitch in aftershocks that wouldn't quite stop as she'd expected.
"Fake, r'memb'r? Doesn't g't soft."
DJ Pon-3 stared down at her, mane totally frazzled, glasses askew again, a look of shock on her adorable face.
"So, when y're tired..." said Lyra, and held out her forelegs invitingly.
Vinyl twitched again. She laughed, breathlessly. With care, she eased herself up, impaling herself less fiercely on the unexpectedly erect stallionhood. She straightened her trademark sunglasses with a look of amused chagrin, and she nestled forward into Lyra's embrace, moving cautiously, for it wasn't the stallion's parts this time that were left an oversensitive wreck of shrieking nerves.
Actually, thought Lyra, they kind of were- but it was so worth it.
"You win," breathed DJ Pon-3, and laid her head down to sleep, still entwined with her lover.
 


 
 

 

