
Dice Clatter wasn't exactly comfortable in his new environment. It wasn't that he was somehow unprepared. He'd seen enough Anime to know, intellectually, what to expect. The bare minimalist rooms and low futons were a staple of Neighponese culture, even if admitting it felt a bit like stereotyping.

Still it wasn't really that comfortable. DC was a rather big earth pony, getting into Luna's royal guard regimen mostly off the back of his combat prowess, which itself was almost entirely down to his stocky beer barrel build. It made all those forced marches and hours sleeping on standard issue mats during hoof camp particularly unbearable.

So here he sat, even with the train and jet lag. His trusty spear and short sword laid out on the black futon cushion while he struggled to wipe a few smudges from the midnight purple metal of his helmet. All needless efforts in the face of a peaceful diplomatic mission. But for DC it was more a matter of pride, and gratitude.

The stallion's mithral eyes darted up to the sound of his rice paper door sliding back. A slender young mare with jade green eyes and jade streaks in her raven hair looked in on him shyly for a moment. When the door finally opened the girl stood in her pink and purple kimono, offering a small and respectful bow.

"Ohayo Gozaimasu, Dice-Sama"

The blue furred stallion blinked in shock. He felt his cheeks flush. His ears folding back. The well cared for helm nearly falling from his fingertips before being pulled up to hide his 'Saint Neigha' T shirt.

The girl in the doorway did her best to hide a lilting giggle. She glanced to on side before he regained his composure though still stole little looks at the utterly unprepared and unprofessional looking soldier.

"Oh, hello there. Silver Comb, right? From the reception?" Dice Clatter winced. Of course she was 'from the reception'. That's the only place the delegation had been today. Well, that and a private train car. Where he'd stood stoically for six straight hours watching the delegates flirt with each other and trying not to keep over from boredom.

"Yes, I am honored you remember me. I'm sure this whole trip must have been a tiring one." Silver Comb replied. I can't imagine you are used to this much courtly behavior. You do not hold yourself... how do you say this... as one who's weapon is ornamentation."

It took alot longer for Dice Clatter to figure out what she meant than it probably should. Maybe due to his own flustered bashfulness. Maybe he simply was as tired as she presumed. He looked down at the spear and shook his head softly. "I don't know about all of that. But I've taken on a few changelings in the line of duty." The line intended to be cool and terse. instead just sounding stupid

He glanced up at the cute, smiling face of the girl and watched her blush blossom further though her bluegrey fur. The young mare still poised perfectly in place. The kind of discipline of movement his Captain would probably kill for. Most likely kill him given a choice. He admired that. but then he quickly found himself admiring any things about his  visitor. the helm now long forgotten and clutched between his knees.

"Might I, Uh, Might I ask how you came to be here?" Silver Comb didn't quite stammer over her words. But even for someone like DC it was easy to tell she was nervous.

Old instincts kicked in. Lies on top of lies weaving into planned backstories. A narrative of falsehoods from a lifetime of planning ready to leap naturally from his lips before finally dying as he once again reminded himself. It was no longer necessary.

"My family has always worshiped Lady Luna." He chimed. "My little sister, well half sister, apparently knew someone who knew someone who was able to push for me getting put on the delegation. Luna knows how, she works in a book store. But I'm, well, Ok I admit I'm kind of an Otaku. I've always wanted to come to Neighpon and since joining the guard I haven't had much free time to do more than rest or deal with injuries. So" he shrugged a bit "So.. yeah. Any reason you ask?"

Something slipped from her sleeve. At first Dice's hand went for his sword. Even if he was hardly an ideal member of the royal guard he was still a guardsman and some things had been hammered too hard into his head to ever ignore. He never grappled the weapon though. Instead seeing the girl holding a small, carefully folded note and a bar of chocolate. A nice one, something he often got for his sister on trips home during his failed college stint. Dice pulled himself forwards and took the items, his eyes still glued on Silver Comb even as she straightened up and began to walk away."

He looked down at the note and the small bar of candy. The Stallion running his fingers over them. For a while he just tried to figure out what was going on. The gears clicking amid many other thoughts and synaptic misfires all due to the presence of the young woman. Then it hit him, All at once. Some small scrap of obscure game lore or manga page from his youth yanking it all back into focus.

It was the 13th. Late at night on the 13th.

--------------------

"Well?" Diamondspur sighed

"Well what?" Diceclatter muttered.

"Can you finish it tonight or what?"

"Maybe?" Dice looked up at the bat pony hovering over him. The svelt and rahter androginous lugenant flapped her wings and nipped at a toothpick with one of her overly large fangs. The stripes denoting her office well worn and tarnished with the fruits of a dozen battles at least. He sighed and pulled himself back under the contraption tracing wires with on hand while trying to hold the convoluted guide book in the other. All the while listening to Diamondspur pace around the ancient disused storage room deliberately stamping loud enough to drown out the small waterfall running off in the distance.

"Look, you're the unit tech guy, so tech. The Lady will be visiting herself next month and I sure as the sun don't want to see how she reacts if this plan isn't already underway."

"You think I don't know that?" Dice Clatter barked, before finally slumping back and offering an apologetic "Ma'am. I'm just the hardware guy. We won't know how well it will work, or if it works, until they debug it. Besides it's not like this is standard issue. We've barely gotten any of these running back home yet. This feels like galloping before we can crawl."

"We know what it does." Diamondspur snorted "Well, mostly. You heard the brief. Heightened intellect, The knowledge necessary to better accept the new order and Lady Luna's plan for our world. And a few little extra goodies for those who resist."

"Extra goodies?" Dice Clatter asked cautiously "I'm not dumb, Chief. This thing is a brainwashing unit, pure and simple."

"Well yeah, it's a brainwashing unit." The bat pony sighed "Though the jury's still out on the dumb. Look until we get better programming the only thing we can really do is upload the knowledge and maybe draw out some of thee subjects hidden fetishes. That's it. Hot as it would be to wipe every slut in here and make them all into borderline android, that's not what the Lady wants and I'm pretty sure that thing can't even do that."

"It's not my place to question." DC sighed, unable to hide how fed up he was. The stallion pulled himself out from the service hatch and pushed the plate over the hole, fastening it finger tight and clapping his grease-stained hands together. "Ok, that should about do it."

"You sure?" Diamondspur blinked

"No I'm not sure. Someone will have to volunteer for a test run. Preferably someone already nerdy enough that it won't matter. But I have a feeling that'd be preferable to whatever happens if we use this untested on the Empress or Princess Silk Thread."

Dice Clatter turned and started to make his way down the old cave path, humming a song to himself as he went.

"Where are you going, soldier?" Diamondspur sighed bitterly.

"I got a date." DC called back "Figured I'd make it special and see if the whole 'standing under a waterfall' thing really does anything. Plus I'm freaking filthy."

"Yeah like that's anything new." Diamondspur sighed. "You know you can't get back up this way if you can't fly!" She called into the cave.

"I'm going to the clearing outside anyways. I'll just come back in the normal way!"

Diamondspur Sighed. Unlike DC, her people had stayed relatively open about their worship of the Nightmare in the Moon. It might be why she regarded them so highly. It was very much why so many of them became Shadowbolts or otherwise joined the guard. Most of her kind also saw Dice Clatter and his ilk to be cousins. In spirit if not in flesh. Fellow worshipers keeping her word alive among the teeming sun-damned hovels of civilization. To her they were just cowards. Too afraid of Celestia and hr allies to stand up and fight. Willing to get a cushy life for shadowed lip service, and now rewarded simply because the Lady had returned.

Diamondspur grumbled to herself as the thought bounced one end of her head to the other and back, idly digging dirt from under her nail with the tip of her dagger. She moved out of the secret passage and glanced around to insure she wasn't seen, only to wince as she felt someone dazed and distracted thud into her side.

"Hey, watch it! I have something sharp here. You wanna impale yourself or something?"

Diamondspur paused, the white furred mare grinning at the sight. the trembling handmaiden standing before her, blushing furiously. The same one that had been hanging off of Dice Clatter like a spiderweb all evening at the reception.

"Oh hey now. You're that girl Dice is into, aint'cha?" The bat chuckled

"Into?" Silver Comb blinked and blushed furiously upon hearing this. Her eyes sparking to light looking up into the bat pony's sharp angular face.

"I knew I recognized you. Say, Dice said he had a date tonight. Don't tell me it's..."

Silver Comb looked away quickly. She then looked back, and nodded. her body actually starting too shake a bit "Y-your words are gruff, Miss. But yes. I mean if he has decided to accept. I said I would come visit him tonight. It is 'hearts and hooves' night after all.

"Yeah he's going to be a touch late. Hard worker that one." Diamondspur murred smarmily

"Ya know, he's been working so hard though. What's say I help you two lil love birds out. I happen to know something he really likes. Something that's gonna make sure he never wants to let you go."

"Really?" Silver Comb blinked feeling the woman's arm wrapping around her. She tried to pull away, but couldn't. Instead simply casting her eyes on the floor. "Are you sure? This isn't anything too lewd is it? He seems like such a nice man."

"Eh, don't you worry about it. I'm sure this is gonna make you just as happy, girl." Diamondspur smirked ear too ear as she led the young woman though the secret entrance. Smiling the whole while.

--------------------

When the knock finally came to the door Dice Clatter was already feeling his stomach in knots. The most he'd managed to do after his impromptu and rather stupid shower was come back in, sopping wet, make up a story for the palace guards and dry himself out. He'd picked out a blank black Tee shirt and some jeans, the only civi cloths he thought to bring that didn't scream 'I am a gaijin please laugh at me'.

Still, he was part of Lady Luna's guard. As such he opened the door confidently and smiled wide looking at the beautiful girl at the other side, offering his hand to her even as she bowed deeply to him.

He noticed a few things. Glasses, presumably something she didn't wear on shift for the sake of courtly appearance or some such. Also the hem of whatever she wore under the kimono was poking out. It wasn't until something pushed in his hand and the heavy larch door slid shut that DC realized something was up. Yet no sooner had he looked down to see what he was now holding, what she had put in his hand, than he saw the cute girl kneel. Blushing hotly and trembling. Sliding the kimono free to expose herself. Naked, shy, nervous, but compelled.

"Dice-Sama. Master." The words were quiet, humble, reverent. They smacked of the tone his parents always used when speaking of Lady Luna. A feeling all at once blasphemous and elating.

"Silver Comb. What are you-" In answer he saw her Kowtow before him. Bowing low and placing a reverent kiss on the tip of his hoof. She let out a small, schoolgirl-crush whine and looked up at him kissing the lash as well. Her muzzle then nosing at his jeans and into his tummy.

"Master. Prease accept this gift. This dweeby rittle sex toy, as my gift to you on our first hearts and hooves day. It would be my greatest honor to be your possession."

A better stallion, a stronger stallion, probably would have put a stop to it there. Would hav at least questioned the sudden shift in mood and tone. the actions that still seemed to barely stay in line with the bashful girl he'd fallen for at the reception, yet one so eager to bee his.

But a stronger stallion wasn't there. Dice Clatter was, and he pulled his fly open with amazing sped. The soft delicate hands of the beautiful gem before him pulling his rather average shaft free and out into the open.

"Master! This is so big!" The mare gasped. "Prease allow me to worship it, worship you. To prove I know my pace in this world. To worship a superior Equestrian's cock!"

"Silver Comb" The growl held a harsh snap that even caught Dice Clatter off guard. He tugged the leash until his pet... or so she claimed... was looking up at him. The barest hints of changes now obvious even to the oblivious stallion. Braces, hr teeth askew. The thick glasses making her yes so big and wide. the obviously fake stereotypical accent from a girl which awkwardly punctuated the soft brook of her voice where once she had spoken near perfect Equestrian.

His stomach dropped as he tugged the leash tighter. Accidentally choking her just a touch. An action that made her moan, and which he didn't find as unpleasant as he probably should. "Silver Comb, I am your Master, yes?" He asked nervously.

She nodded. The handmaiden biting her lip barely able to contain her excitement.

"A-and that means you have to be honest with me. So, tell me. Did you sneak down into the old storage room?"

"Sneak?" She blinked "oh no Master! This one does not sneak. She is a good rittle girl. Miss Diamondspur said she could make me yours. That I could become your property forever. Your good rittle Yururi srut... Maybe even your slavewife!"

"Wait wife? I mean..." Dice Clatter stopped short. All of his questions melting as the clumbsy-but-eager muzzle began to slowly heap its adoration on his trembling cock flesh.

"So big." She muttered, awkarldy trying to yank his pants aside until finally Dice Clatter relented and pulled them down, falling to his knees and swallowing hard.

"Prease Master, I live to serve only you. Forever. In any way you wish. To honor the first of the conquerors to my shore. I-I love you."

Dice Clatter grabbed her muzzle and tilted it up, looking into those beautiful Jade eyes. He looked for the signs of how badly she'd changed. Wanted to see them .Wanted too know they were there, to know it was wrong, to find an excuse to go kick Diamondspur's ass for what she'd done. To not be the man who wanted this as badly as he did.

"You said you have to be honest. Is that right, slut?" The word slipped out. Not at all comfortable, but the joy it gave her was enough to cement Dice Clatter on using it, at least for now.

"Y-yes, Master." She nodded "I would not lie to you."

"W-were you programmed to love me?" he asked his voice dying in his throat.

"This srave loves you, Master. It is simply shown that it is not a person, an keeping you from your property is not something fair, to either of us."

There was something about her words. Weak, submissive, self depreciating. yet somehow resolute. As if she was the one already making the decision. For the 'conqueror', Dice Clatter flt shockingly powerless to decide that he'd take the power.

It was a bewildering situation. And in it, all he could do was tug on her leash and pull hr muzzle into his pelvis, into the warm musky flesh and fur above his dick.

"Worship your new god, slut." He commanded. The words at once so wrong and so right.

Silver Comb's eyes lit up as she started to slowly kiss and lick along the cock flesh once more. Laying there on the hard wood floor, showering him with the kind of clumsy, eager, dandere affection that Dice Clatter had to admit he'd always dreamed of.

"Oh yes, Master. Prease. I am so happy to welcome your delegation to Neighpon. I plomise to be a wonderful concubine to your glorious equestrian cock!"

Dice Clatter just gripped the leash tight and bit back on a moan, his chest heaving as he tried to keep himself from faltering at the onslaught. Lust, affection, and a dozen other emotions all crashing in his head as he watched the scene his darkest drams had played for him the night before finally acted out in the flesh.

'They said the nerdification process might draw out some repressed kinks.' Dice Clatter thought to himself. "But... Luna Damn. What kind of a girl did I hook up with?'


