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The past few months had been rough. Rough physically, but far more so emotionally. Setting up the work space was the easy part. Some old underground cellar out at the edge of the Everfree forest big enough for a bit of magic to round out and rearrange into a proper working space. Materials were likewise a simple matter thanks to Luna and her followers. A few had even offered to assist Twilight. She’d refused. At the time she’d told them it was a matter of mitigating risks. It was a flimsy excuse but one she herself had bought into partially. Funny how the brain can rationalize things.


Since then the small personal lab had seen the princess more and more often. Twilight making one excuse after another to slip away and work while the others were all busy. Making one lie after the other trying to assuage any fears they had or questions about her whereabouts. The worry her friends all showed ate her up inside. Rainbow Dash in particular seemed to have grown a bit sullen as Twilight missed a few flight demonstrations for the sake of ’Princess duties’. That guilt and self doubt had pushed her up to the edge. All she could do was focus on her work and try to convince herself that it was the right thing. The best thing. The only thing.


Now the princess sat on her small work bench in the cluttered hidden lab watching patiently as the door finally opened. Some small part of her mind screamed at her. Demanded that she end this. Told her it wasn’t too late to back out. And she saw her face. Sweet, Innocent Fluttershy strode in nervously. The yellow-furred woman looked around nervously as she trod her way in. For a moment Twilight worried she’d run before even stepping though the doorway. Though that wasn’t too uncommon for Shy.


“Y-you’re here, right Twilight?” Fluttershy muttered while pacing her way in to the small room. Her hoofs clacking and clattering away bumping into the neatly organized shelving units that filled a good deal of space.


Twilight winced as bolts and electronics went flying. Keeping her smile. She had more important things to worry about now. Besides, there was no reason to make poor Fluttershy feel any worse than she already did. “Shy, you came.” She cooed gently moving to greet her dear, bashful friend.


“You asked me to.” Fluttershy whimpered. “I mean I don’t know why I had to come out here. Or why you have this odd place set up out here. B-but of course I did.” She brushed a few strands of her pink mane out of her face, only to feel them slip back over her face. “You said it was really important, too. Is it something to do with that?”

Both ponies turned their attention to a large lump sitting under a cheap hardware store tarp. It was, after all, the only thing not neatly put away in the whole lab.


The purple alicorn nodded and put a hand on the tarp. “It is. This is a new project. One that’s going to fix a really big problem.”

“Really big? Like, how big? You mean like Nightmare moon? Or Discord? I don’t think Discord wants to be bad anymore. O-or is Sombra back?”

“Bigger.” Twilight said proudly.


“Oh no. It’s Chrysalis isn’t it? This sound like a very, very, very very very bad thing.” Fluttershy pulled herself down into her jacket and hid most of her face, already cooking up so many horrible scenarios in her mind.


“Calm down, Shy. It’s nothing like that. I mean yeah it’s big. But this one… well this one has to do with ponies. All ponies. Everywhere. That’s why it’s a big threat. It’s not about malicious intent. Nobody is trying to conquer Equestria. At least not right now. But the thing is that a lot of ponies are having serious problems. Very serious ones. Problems they don’t know how to face.” It was nearly impossible to keep the lust from her voice as Twilight spoke. She tugged the tarp free and beamed proudly over the large makeshift metal chair. A heavy seat akin to a throne lined with slots and hatches in the rough cut sheet metal surface. One with a large array of sciency-looking dodads on the back of it that looked like some sort of science fiction control panel.


“What’s that?” Fluttershy yelped.


“The future!” Twilight cooed proudly. “The Neurocorrective Engramic Recompiler/Decompiler Version 8.11.2”

“That doesn’t really tell me much.” Shy stammered. “And it looks really just… not ok.”

“Well it is just a prototype.” Twilight nodded. “I mean further versions will be way more ergonomic. But you have to get function down before you worry about form, right? It’s really neat though. It’s a tool for helping ponies with psychological and neurological issues. It uses a mix of Pavlovian stimuli and a few bits of arcane spell craft laid down by Elizabeth Braythory that actually turned out to be surprisingly relevant. It’s all kind of complicated and boring I guess. Probably easier to think of it as a therapy chair.”

The tone in Twilight‘s voice wasn‘t exactly new to Fluttershy. The pony girl shuddered softly as she looked over the large blocky metal chair. The twisted marriage of a recliner, a dentists chair and something out of the Dark Marecy games twilight had tried to run for them a few months back. The pictures from those Warhoof books still gave the poor Pegasus nightmares from time to time.


“Twilight, this all… this all sounds really bad.” Fluttershy muttered “If you’re trying to play a joke, I’d really really like it if you could not… you know… do the joke. Because I don’t like it. Please?”

The Pegasus took a few steps back, stopping only when she hit a nearby shelf and yelped in fear, dashing instead to the other end of the room. She flinched ever so slightly as Twilight moved up to her friend and draped an arm over her shoulder. Nestling softly into the poor girls neck. “Shy, I’m not trying to scare you. This is important and I need your help. But if this is really too much we can talk about it later. I’m not trying to make you feel bad.”

“I know you’re not.” Fluttershy nodded “You always do the right thing, Twilight. B-but you have to admit this is a lot to take in. The spooky underground lair. And that big scary chair. Are you sure it’s not just something you’re cooking up for Nightmare night?”

The purple princess simply smirked and shook her head softly. “Oh that? We were going to go as Britannia and Fuchsia from the RHPS. My idea. No, Shy. This is real, and it’s serious. And you’re the only pony I know who can help me test it properly.”

“B-but why me?” Fluttershy muttered.


The grin Twilight sported turned dark and sinister. Her palm trembling. She could already feel a knot of fear and self loathing creeping up. The tightening throbbing tension swelling in the back of her brain. The raw tingle as she drank in the moment. All thoughts of altruism and questions of right and wrong fading as she leaned a bit more against Fluttershy “You know those… thoughts… you get, Right Shy? The ones when you take Angel out for a walk in the park. How you take way too long when the Filly Guides come to your door. The ones that made you turn Applebloom down when she asked if the girls could stay at your place for a weekend and see if they could find their special talent in nature?”

Fluttershy’s eyes grew as big as saucers. Massive, tear filled emerald orbs alight with panic. Her wings fluttering and flapping frantically with all the desperation of a wounded bird. The rest of he stone still. Her blood suddenly little more than shards of ice. “No…” She all but sobbed.


“Yes.” Twilight nodded confidently.


“How did you know?” Shy whimpered.


Twilight reached up and cupped her friends cheek. It was an odd gesture. One that Fluttershy may have questioned if she’d been in a better state to do so. Instead she leaned into it for comfort. Tears already streaming down her face. “Shy, I know this has been hard on you. I also know you haven’t done anything yet. That you’ve done so much to stop yourself. We all have our demons. All of us. Most people just don’t like to admit to them. Not even to themselves.”

“I’m sorry.” Fluttershy sobbed. “I’m so sorry Twilight. I don’t deserve to be your friend. I’m a horrible person. I just see those cute fillies running around. A-and hear their cute voices all giggly. My Brain won’t shut up about it and I have to run away.”

“Hey! Shh. It’s ok. It’s ok, Shy. I’m not judging you.” Twilight embraced her friend tight as she could. The brief rush of sadism melting as she struggled to hug away the pain she’d inflicted. Her arms and wings both enfolding the yellow Pegasus at once. “It’s ok. You can let it all out, Shy. I didn’t call you out here to yell at you. I just want to help. Ok? That’s all.”

“H-help?” Fluttershy muttered between sobs.


Twilight nodded and brushed Shy’s mane from her face. “Help, that’s all. That’s what the device is for. It’s going to help you. I know how hard you’ve been fighting these urges. I don’t want you to have to suffer like that anymore. I’m going to make it better. Make it all better. Then, when that works, I’m going to help others the same way. That’s why I called you down here. I need to make sure it works, and out of all our friends you’re the one who needs this the most, I think.”

Fluttershy nodded and pushed her hands against her thighs. She hunched over and struggled to stop her hyperventilation. When she’d mostly gotten herself under control Fluttershy stood up as straight as she could and looked Twilight in the eye a full second and a half before casting her eyes on the floor once more. “Okay… What do you want me to do?”

“You sure?” Twilight asked gently. “Like I said if this has you too nervous.”

“You’re trusting me with something really big. A-and you’re doing it because you want to help me. I have to be brave to. Besides, I don’t want to go on feeling the way I feel any more than I have to.”

The twisted smile etched itself on to Twilight once more. “Good girl.” She all but cooed. “now, strip.”

Fluttershy gasped at the order. She gazed at her friend in shock. First seeking to affirm that she had heard what she thought. Then in stunned silence as she tried to process it all. Neither woman spoke. The confident alicorn simply standing there with her arms crossed watching and waiting expectantly.


The disrobing proceeded almost like an anti striptease. Tears once again streaking down Fluttershy’s face as she peeled off her jacket. Her shirt slowly pulling up to reveal her modest chest and the ill fitting pink faux satin bra holding it in place. Fluttershy bit her lip nervously as she unlatched that bra. The cool air of the lab and Twilight’s low key lust both stirred her heart into a frenzy. Fluttershy grinding her hoof into the cheap boards below her in a way that she only ever did for a cute filly. Or Rarity.


Soon Shy had pulled off her heavy hiking shorts and kicked off the hiking shoes. She glanced at Twilight, eyes pleading for this to be sufficient. Biting her lip and moving nervously to the massive metal chair. Thankfully there seemed to be some leather padding. Enough to make it a bit less painful to sit in. But sitting there in little more than her panties and socks it still felt rough and wrong. She put her hands on the arm rest and braced for whatever was to come. Even then it was shocking as heavy semicircular cuffs snapped around her wrists, ankles and neck.


The heavy clang of metal took Fluttershy completely by surprise. She gazed up I panic at Twilight and swallowed hard straining helplessly against the bonds. A sudden wave of terror gripping the innocent-seeming young pony. 


The look on Twilight’s face did little to help this. A dam of eager lust finally bursting. One of the princess’ hands moving between her legs, gripping there roughly as she bit back a moan. It was all she could do to walk around Fluttershy and begin fiddling with the various dials and connections on the back of the machine. Loud guttural moans filling the shop. A soft grinding that sounded to Fluttershy like Twilight was actually pressing herself lewdly against the machine.


A heavy armature finally swung out in front of Fluttershy’s face. The metal arm ending in what looked like a heavy metal mixing bowl fused to a pair of earphones. Along with them was a pair of thick plastic glasses with an odd tint to the lenses. Already showing signs of a shimmering hazy static as they stared back blankly at Fluttershy.


“Shh, just relax Shy. I know this is probably really scary. But I really am doing it for your own good. I promise we’re going to fix you right up, ok? I want to help my friend. Help her deal with her sick little foalphilia fixation. Help her have a happier life. A better world. A better world for all of us.”

Fluttershy looked fearfully at Twilight. Tears streaming down her face as she tried to stop the growing simpering and sobbing in her throat. She opened her mouth to say something. Twilight stuffing something swiftly into the poor pony’s muzzle. A thick heavy tang meeting with the dryish cloth taste that melted on her tongue. A shock so sudden that Shy was unable to try spitting it out before a simple leather belt was used to fasten it in place.


With no way to resist the helmet situated itself onto Fluttershy firmly. For a moment there was nothing. Nothing but heavy static and a long lulling thrum A short, liquidy, looping sound that slowly built in her ears as images began to lash on the screen.


Fluttershy watched those images. She didn’t have any choice. Watched as the odd haze shimmered in view matching to the mechanical beat of the looped music. Watched as Twilight sauntered her way in front of Fluttershy. Watching. Moaning. Shy watched her friend slowly pushing a hand into her pants and touching herself to the Pegasus girl’s terror and misfortune. A slow, sensual, clumsy rubbing cut with words and images too fast and flashy for Shy to see.


The more she tried to focus the harder it was for Fluttershy to do so. She’d close her eyes and hear the growing beat as it began to inch its way into a more complex form. Catching whispers at the very edges of it. She’d try to shut out the sound when she opened her eyes but that only left her seeing Twilight debasing herself with enjoyment. And seeing words. ‘Pervert’, ‘Weak’, ‘Always the quiet ones’. The words caused her to tense and twist helplessly in her bonds. Shy biting down on the odd gag Twilight had stuffed in her mouth. The words on the screen soon met with small additional whispers into her earphones. Hammering things she still couldn’t make out into her head.


The assault on her senses was relentless. It wasn’t long before Shy found herself unable to even struggle. Tears once again streaming down her face as she watched pictures. Pictures of pretty mares as they flashed up on the screen along with the words. Mares in maid uniforms. Mares dressed up as popular cartoon characters. Mares bound up in tight leather bondage gear. Fluttershy squealed at the sight and wriggled her hips helplessly watching them. Some towering over her in positions of dominance. Strong and powerful. One in particular causing Fluttershy to spasm. Rarity. A somewhat younger rarity, probably nineteen. Her body held in a leather corset, looking down at the camera, holding a leash as if it was attached to the viewer. Pushing down with one boot in a display of strength and authority.


The program lingered on this picture for quite a while. So long in fact that the sound-dazed Fluttershy began to reel from watching it. She let her defenses down. Let her hips wriggle and writhe into the air. Moisture slowly building along her trembling quaking nethers while her thighs struggled to close. They didn’t. Instead something familiar began to press in between them. A nubbed ball on a stick buzzing roughly against her. Mechanical, relentless, rewarding the wanted lust as she was showered in sensation.


“Shhh, just relax Shy. Let it happen. Let it all happen.” Twilight moaned the words as she watched the machine continue its assault. The pictures shifting. Still showing submissive mares. Still showing rarity. But in some of the pictures rarity was the submissive. Or at least, a reasonable edit of the pictures to make it look like rarity. Pictures of her with her body written on. Pictures of her bound with her dripping cunt in the air. Pictures of her in glasses and an ill-fitting sweater humping a bedpost with ‘rape me’ written on her flank. All spliced with quick flashes of mares. Submissive mares. Weak mares. Mares getting abused and raped and violated in rougher and rougher scenarios. Each one giving Shy a little buzz of pleasure. A fresh jolt from the thing now pressed between her legs. A model of vibe wand she knew far too well, and shamefully realized Twilight must have seen in her house at some point.


It wasn’t long until poor Fluttershy was simply sobbing and moaning. The machine seemed easily able to keep her on edge. Buzzing just long and hard enough to push her near orgasm before denying her. Instead rewarding her with more submissive mares. With an even more submissive Rarity. Small video clips came in. A girl moaning and thanking her Mistress while being whipped with a belt. Two punkish looking mares servicing their Mistress’ holes. A sea of porn washing over Fluttershy until her senses were all but lost. Only floating in now and then. Her mind coming to and grasping back at sanity every now and then.


It was one of these times that finally pushed her over the edge. A filly. A real honest to Celestia filly. A trembling little blank flank. Fluttershy couldn’t see her head, but she could see the soft scrawny body laying there panting. Her fur glistening with lube. A large teddy bear wearing a puppycock-shaped strapon resting beside her as she panted and sobbed so cutely.


The rod between her legs tried to pull away from Fluttershy. It didn’t matter. She strained and pushed herself until it hurt. Struggling her hips onto it and forcing herself down as she rolled screaming over the edge. Sobbing and moaning as the walls she’d spent her whole life building up came crashing down around her. Flooding the kind and caring Fluttershy with over a decade of twisted needful lust.


The bound pony barely noticed the world around her as she fell back onto the metal seat. Her body trembling. The assault on her mind hadn’t let up. More and more of those girls in bondage were fillies. So many filthy, shameful pictures all causing her to leer and drool. 


‘It’s ok. You know you want to’ The voice cooed into her ear ‘You want this. You need this. They deserve this’ ‘They need a dirty foalcon to teach them their place’. The binaural sound only grew in intensity. Fluttershy barely noticed as Twilight yanked the cloth gag from her muzzle. Holding up the now spit soaked filly panties for Shy to see though the haze of porn.


“T-twilight, why?” Shy moaned. She didn’t really care. Blushing, trembling, melting into the pattern of edging once more.


“You shouldn’t be ashamed of what you are, Fluttershy. We’re going to fix things. You won’t need all that shame in the new order. And if my new device can teach you to be what you were meant to be,” The princess leaned in and cooed as she traced her fingers along Fluttershy’s cheek. Wiping away some of those tears. “Teach you how to help fillies become properly nerdy lil slave toys. Well then I imagine it can help fix everyone. With some refinement. Make everyone more receptive to what must be done.”

Fluttershy nodded dumbly and sucked in a breath of the now sex-smelling air around her. Her lower lip trembling as her mind let the perversions pour though the widening cracks in her innocent psyche.


“Oh Celestia.” Shy sighed contentedly.


“No.” Twilight muttered. Her grin growing. The wrongness of it all tingling her spine with perverse glee. “She and Cadence will be corrected. Luna and I have to correct them to save us. She’s not a ruler anymore.”

“Yes, My princess.” Shy sighed. “Praise Twilight Sparkle.”

