
Three Sides of the Same Coin

A blue hand dragged its way up the white clothed pillar with an iron grip. Soarin squeezed his eyes closed and took a deep breath. His cheeks were crimson. He reopened his eyes to gaze at the poster hanging in front of him. The locker room was filled with many different Wonderbolts’ posters, but this one was by far his favorite. Their newest recruit Rainbow Dash took up the majority of the image, she had her back to the camera but her head was turned around and gave the viewer a huge grin along with a thumbs-up. The most important feature to Soarin however was just above the Wonderbolts name on the bottom, Dash’s amazing ass clad in skin-tight spandex.

 Soarin jerked his hand up and down the full length of his dick pitching a tent in his tighty whities. The feel of cotton wrapped around his member adding that extra friction while he stroked was almost too much for the stallion. He closed his eyes and pictured both Rainbow and the Wonderbolt’s captain Spitfire on their knees giving him a dual blow job. The two girls took turns lubing up his dick with their tongue before the other would choke it down. Once one needed air they’d switch positions, but not before a quick kiss to share his pre-cum. 

Soarin’s one hand blazed up and down his rod while his other gripped the bench as his body rocked and thrust about. He needed one last thing to push him over the edge, but he already knew the answer. He remembered a couple months ago when walking past the bleachers spying Rainbow making out with her girlfriend Princess Twilight Sparkle. Soarin wasn’t a voyeur, okay he was, so he ducked behind the wall and peeked his head out to watch. Twilight was wearing Dash’s flight jacket over top an argyle sweater vest, she also had on a plaid skirt, knee socks, and a pair of canvas sneakers. 

This was a Princess of Equestria but to Soarin she just looked like a huge nerd. The kind of nerd who deserved to be shoved in a locker or have her underwear run up a flag pole, while she was still wearing them. Nonetheless, Dash and the dork were going to town on each other phrench kissing. Dash held both of the Princess’s arms over her head and against the wall with one of her hands. The other hand snaked its way under the purple sweater vest and groped her modest chest.

Soarin was panting from his hiding spot, his dick smacked into the wall, ready to bore through it. He kept his hands off of it, not wanting to risk moaning and alerting the exhibitionist ponies. Dash changed up her target, trading the Princess’s breast for wetter pastures. Dash’s hand drove into the Princess Twilight’s skirt. Soarin watched the skirt sway back and forth as Dash pistoned her finger’s into the Princess’s royal passage. Princess Twilight’s panting become more erratic. She bit her lip before hoarsely crying out “Rainbow-chan!” The Princess’s knees buckled and she collapsed against the wall sliding down to rest on the ground.  

Rainbow helped ease her down. She stood tall and suckled each finger of the hand that had just toppled a ruler of Equestria. Soarin tried to suppress a moan as he came in his jeans without even touching his cock. Dash’s head snapped to the source of the sound but Soarin pulled away just as fast and rocket away, half-hoping Dash didn’t see him. Of course if she had, and wanted to invite him to help bang Equestrian royalty, he’d be more than happy.

Soarin imagined one last scene where both Princess Twilight and Dash were both dressed up as nerds servicing him. He smiled a lopsided grin and with one last squeeze at the base of his shaft, cum erupted out. The inside of his tighty whities were painted in thick ropes of his jizz. Soarin squished his bulge a few more times and wrung out another couple of squirts. The semen soaked through the front of his undies. Soarin grinned and the large damp wet spot overtop his still semi-erect dick. 

“Soarin!” A sharp voice shouted. 

Soarin jumped and spread his wings to keep from falling off the bench.

“You still in there?” The voice asked him.

“Y-yeah, Captain!” He stammered back.

“Well quit jerking off and get changed already. We got a weird letter from Dash, I need to show you.” Spitfire called.

Soarin rushed to get his clothes on, not even changing his cum drenched briefs. He gave himself a quick once over in the mirror, t-shirt, jacket, jeans (thankfully bulge free), and high-top sneakers all looked presentable enough. Soarin sprinted to Spitfire’s office, entered, and saluted the leader of the Wonderbolts.

“Geez, I’d think you were actually a mare with how long it takes you to get dressed some times.” The mare teased him. 

Spitfire picked up a letter in front of her and got from her desk. She was dressed in her civies too; a tank-top, bomber jacket, and dark skinny jeans tucked into knee high boots. Soarin blushed seeing one of the women he’d just finished masturbating to, but kept his cool as she handed him the letter.

“Dash say why she missed the last few practices?” Soarin asked.

“Sort of, it’s an invitation I think. But it’s kinda cryptic taking about some ‘surprise’.”
“Hmm…” Soarin skimmed the letter. “Manehattan? And isn’t Rarity one of her friends or something?”
“Yeah, but it’s not clear why she wants us to visit her friend’s boutique. Dash isn’t what I’d called a fashion pony and neither are we.” 

“Oh wait, I think I get it! Rainbow’s watching the store for her friend and she’s throwing a rave. Look, she mentions a DJ-Pon3 club above the place. That’s gotta be it!” Soarin pumped his fist into the air and handed the letter back.

“I think you’re right. Why wouldn’t Dash just say that though?” Spitfire studied the letter again.

“She must not want too many ponies to find out and end of getting busted by her friend. What do you say captain, my captain? Fancy a trip to the big city to party and get wasted?”
“I’m off duty all weekend.” Spitfire smirked. “And I think I can convince your boss to let you off too.

“Sweet! Oh we should also check out some of the local bakeries there and bring back some pies.”
Spitfire shook her head and rolled her eyes.

* * *

The afternoon sun shined bright as the pair of pegasi landed in front of the Saddle Row shop. The two Wonderbolts looked though the door’s glass panes and shared a confused glance. All the lights were off in the boutique and the curtains were drawn on the window displays. A sign on the inside of the door said ‘Invitation Only’.

“Are we early?” Soarin asked

“Dash’s letter didn’t say a time. It might start at nightfall, makes sense for a rave after all.”
“Think Dash is here now?”
“We can check.” Spitfire tried the door handle. It turned and the door swung open. She shrugged her shoulders at Soarin and the two entered the dark store.

“Yo Crash! You in here?” Spitfire cupped her hands around her mouth and looked around as she called out. “Your flanks better have a good reason for missing practice.”
“Yeah at least 80 proof.” Soarin add with a chuckle. 

He browsed the dozens of racks of clothes and elegant dresses were on displayed. “That’s odd.”
Spitfire turned her head in Soarin’s direction.

“Spitfire look, this rack says ‘Sizes 2-10’ and this one says ‘Sizes 12-18’. Where are the size elevens?”
Spitfire stared blankly at him. “Stallions.” That one word dripped with contempt. 

 Soarin started to respond but was cut off by loud music and a heavy thumping base. The two looked up at the ceiling where the sound was coming from.

“Alright, the party is starting!” Soarin hovered into the air. He pointed out a staircase in the back corner next to dressing rooms and the two large objects draped in tarps. 

“Let’s go!” Soarin flew up the staircase with a wide grin. Spitfire beamed and chased after him ready for some fun.

A pink fog from an unseen smoke machine rolled onto the dance floor as the two landed. Color gelled spotlights swept across the empty area, and a disco ball spun in the center of the ceiling. 

“There’s our AWOL Bolt!” Spitfire pointed to a silhouetted figure between tall thumbing speakers. The figure’s outstretched wings folded down to their sides.

However, before the two could get closer a greater volume of the pink smoke rushed in. Both ponies coughed as they inhaled it. Spitfire fanned what she could away from her face with her hand and wings. Soarin pulled his shirt over his muzzle. It wasn’t enough. Neither of them could get out a shout to stop the fog machine. Spitfire took a step forward but stumbled down, too woozy to stay upright. Soarin jumped to take to the air but he couldn’t flap his wings fast enough and he crashed onto the tiled floor. 

 Both Spitfire and Soarin struggled to move at all and coughed the more they breathed in the heavy smoke. The figure behind the DJ booth strolled down to them. She wore a full gas mask obscuring her face, but long hair spilled out all around her head. She also was in a purple full-body latex outfit with lightning bolts. The suit looked like a darkly mirror version of the classic Wonderbolt outfit and it shined when the party lights hit it. Both of the pegasi on the floor noticed two other important details about the mysterious figure.

‘Pink is one of the only colors not in Rainbow’s mane.’ Spitfire thought.

‘Dash’s chest is nowhere near that big.’ Soarin said to himself.

Both ponies coughed a couple of times before passing out as the rubber pegasus stood over top of them. 

* * *

Spitfire felt like she flew though a thundercloud. Everything that didn’t ache was dulled and sluggish. Her muscles refused to listen to her and she couldn’t move her arm to rub the sleep out of her eyes. Sleep, and it also felt like there was something sitting on her face that she wanted gone, but even her head couldn’t move much. Her mouth felt dry except for a damp salty spot right on her tongue. A chill danced across her marehood. Spitfire’s eyes snapped open. 

The room was blurry and bright but her eyes adjusted. She was in a clothing store. Spitfire remembered that she and Soarin and came here for some surprise rave, they went upstairs to the dance floor, saw some gimp pegasus girl, and then… nothing. Spitfire now felt her arms trapped in some kinds of cuffs behind her back, her wings were bound down against her, legs bent at the knees also locked behind her, and her crotch was resting on a cushion. 

She looked down and saw she was buck naked held aloft just off the floor. Spitfire let out a muffled shriek. Another eked its way past her gag seeing the padded sheet of metal holding her body up had an ominous hole in it, and a ribbed, dragonic, girl-breaking dildo right under it. Spitfire let out scream after scream but nothing substantial made its way past whatever was gagging her. Her body trashed about. Whatever she was in held her with little effort. Her ass rubbed against something unseen, but a shiver ran up Spitfire’s spine fearing that it was a twin to the dildo below her.

Something stirred beside her. Spitfire was able to turn her head enough to see Soarin waking up. He too was nude and strapped down onto a maniacal machine. His dick was laid out on a similar cushioned slab which held him up. Positioned a hair’s length from his ass, like she feared was behind her behind, was a dildo. This one looked more like it was modeled after a large dog’s shaft rather than the reptilian ones awaiting her. As for how Spitfire knew what so many animals’ penises looked like in dildo form, well… a girl has her needs. Don’t judge!

“What’s going on…?” Soarin asked still dazed.

‘How come he’s not gagged?’ Spitfire thought. She noticed a thick pair of rectangular glasses on his face. She crossed her own eyes noticing she had a pair on as well. She searched the shop for any clues to what the heck was going on, but saw nopony. The only difference from their arrival, besides them becoming two new mannequins, were that the lights were now on and the front door had a curtain drawn over its window.  

‘No witnesses.’ Spitfire shuddered at the thought.

“If you knew what was about to happen then you never would have clawed your way up from the blissful abyss of sleep.” A low voice spoke in a slow tone. 

Spitfire and Soarin darted their eyes to a dressing room. A pony in an elegant long black vampiric lolita dress emerged. Her eyelids were painted glossy black with long dark lashes, multiple piercings decorated her visible ear, and a large dull jewel hung from her necklace. She took slow steps forward, the chains on her large gothic boots rattled against the multiple buckles. Long wispy pink hair followed her like a specter. A folded pair of wings peeked out from behind her shoulders. Buttery soft fur contrasted the dour aura this pony emanated.

“Flww-tuur-sii!?” Spitfire gagged out. Her tongue wrestled against the cloth in her muzzle but just tasted the wet salty section.

“You’re Dash’s friend! Oh thank Celestia! Quick help us outta here, some crazy pink haired pegasus with big boobs knocked us out and we woke up in these things!” 

“Saaaren! Shaee dwid dis!” Spitfire failed at talking past her gag again.

“Yeah her boobs were the same size as yours and…” Soarin whipped his head sideways. “Spitfire! I think she did this to us!”
A rolling pair of eyes and two more muffled grunts answered him.

“The languishing despair in your eyes is the closest thing to ever bring me the fleeting emotion of joy” Fluttergoth cupped Spitfire’s chin and strained it up to lock eyes with her. 

“HELP!” Soarin shrieked in a high-pitched girlish tone. “Somepony help us!”
“Shouting is meaningless in this void of sound. Nopony will hear your cries of help in here, just like they don’t anywhere else in the world.”
“Celestia! Pl-pleas-s-se save us.” Soarin whimpered.

“Your futile prayers are as inconsequential as she is. Now cease your worthless babbling or I’ll gag you too.” Fluttergoth regarded the pegasus still in her hands. Her dreary expression morphed into a sinister smile. “And depressingly, this one doesn’t have a pair of cum stained underwear I can strap into your month.”
“KUMMN!” Spitfire hollered.

“Indeed. Your little friend’s tighty whities were drenched when I stripped him. Tell me, does the flavor raise your taste buds from the grave of mediocrity like it momentarily did for mine?”
Spitfire jolted but made no headway towards escaping nor dislodging the semen soaked undies from her bound muzzle. Her tongue just lapped the salty spunk more with each try.

“The final hour of your delusional individuality is nigh.” Fluttergoth walked between the two machines and out of the captive Wonderbolts’ sight. “Even though any attempt to resisting would be hollow, I still want you try. Seeing your grief stricken faces as you come to the somber realization that you’ll be nothing more than my nerdy fuck-toy pets for the rest of your lives fills the vacant spot where my heart should be.”
Fluttergoth flicked switched on both machines. Pairs of earbuds were inserted into both Spitfire’s and Soarin’s ears. Quiet words echoed in the backs of their minds. Neither one could tell if there were multiple voices or only their own. ‘Wonderbolts Inferior’
‘Loser’
‘Not A Pony’
‘Geek’
‘Hate Sports’
‘Want Wedgies’
‘Pervert’
‘Latex Is Your Skin’
‘I’m a Sneaker licking Slut’
‘Need Cock’
‘Edged Forever’
‘Shadowbolts Superior’
‘Dweeb’
‘You’re A Pet’
‘Dork’
‘Play Tabletop Games’
‘Bully ME’
‘Cum Addict’
‘Wear Sissy Dresses’
‘Wait, is this thing recording?’
‘Never Be Straight’
‘Never Cum’
A translucent rainbow of colors swirled through the lens of their glasses. Inside the vortex they could see ghosts of images. A multitude of videos played before their eyes. Ponies, both mare and stallions, being bent over and railed up their asses, geeky ponies dressed up as anime characters making out, chastity cages and belts locked tight around ponies who begged to be allowed to cum, and so much more. Fluttergoth paced around them, she drank in their tantalizing nerdification. Spitfire squeezed her eyes tight. Fluttergoth stroked her hair and then yanked in to bring Spitfire’s head towards her.

“Your attempt at thwarting this is pathetic. I expected more from the leader of the Wonderbolts. But your willpower is as empty as your jock head. Let all the facts and geeky knowledge fill your barren mind.” Fluttergoth spoke over the phrases worming and burrowing into Spitfire’s brain.

“Mhh!” Spitfire countered.

Fluttergoth unbuckled the muzzle on her and slipped Soarin’s tighty whities out of her mouth. She held the saliva soaked garment in front of Spitfire who opened her eyes. Even through the hypnotic swirls she could see Soarin’s name written on the waistband and the large discolored stain on the front she’d been enjoying since waking up. She wanted them back, wanted to taste them again, to wear them, to be wedgied with--

Spitfire forced her eyes closed and hummed as loud as she could. Fluttergoth chuckled and slid Soarin’s underwear on top of Spitfire’s head. She put her mouth right up to Spitfire’s ear and bit down hard on it.

“GAHHHHHH!” Spitfire yelled at the top of her lungs.

Her eyes shot open, Fluttergoth moved in front of her and gave a large toothy grin. She sunk her fangs into Spitfire’s bottom lip and hung on tight as Spitfire shrieked more and jerk her head. Fluttergoth released the lip and bent down for a sweeter target.

“No, please no.” Spitfire begged. 

Fluttergoth ignored her protest and pinched Spitfire’s clit between her teeth.

“AHHHHHHHHHH!!!” Spitfire’s voice was going horse from all her screaming. She was reduced to panting as Fluttergoth let go.

“So, for the next step in erasing your previous existence from this mortal coil, those poor dildos need some holes to fill.”
Fluttergoth drifted like smoke to the control panels behind the two helpless ponies. Her finger hovered over a button, she pulled it back and--

A clock chimed three times echoing in the boutique.

“Finally.” Fluttergoth stomped forward muttering to herself. “I can only sacrifice so much of my soul to the grinding of the capitalist machine.”
“Wha-What?” Soarin babbled.

“My shift’s over.” Fluttergoth dryly replied. “Later losers.”
Fluttergoth disappear past the changing rooms.

“What… just happened?” Soarin repeated his confused question.

The two hung tight in silence as the machines’ words and pictures still subtly streamed into their minds. However, the silence was short lived. A click-clack sound entered the room. Electronic swooshes followed every few dozen taps. The source meandered into sight, a pegasus girl texting on her cell phone. Her coat was a yellow soft as a hug and her voluptuous pink hair was braided on one side. She wore a purple sweater with pink short shorts, a green with white polka-dots neck scarf, pristine black high-top sneakers with thick white socks bunched up above them, pink glasses sat on her muzzle, and to top it all off a purple fedora hung off the back of her head.

“OML, I can’t believe I actually had to come into work today!” The hipster pony read her texts as she typed. She spoke in a valley girl-eqsue accent.

“Fluttershy, but you left? And why’d you change clothes?” Soarin’s words wobbled out.

“Priorities!” Spitfire chastised. She stared daggers at Hipstershy. “Listen bitch, let us out now and I promise I’ll only beat you half to death!”
Hipstershy pocketed her phone. “Whoa, can you like, chill? You’re really harshing my mellow right now and I don’t need this negativity in my personal space.”
Soarin’s mouth hung open dumbfounded. Spitfire fumed, her teeth gritted like a wild animal.

“So like, did the other girl not even start the penetration program?” Hipstershy pulled out her phone again and texted away. “Can’t find good help these days, and she’s a total bummer too. Am I right?”
“What are you doing to us?” Soarin pleaded.

“Umm, like, we’re turning you two sun jocks into nerds. How do you not get this? Are those glasses and earbuds even on?”
“You can’t do this to us!” Spitfire roared.

“Ugh, ok boomer.” Hipstershy rolled her eye.

“I’m like a year older than you!”
“You need to fix your bad vibes. Here, like, hopefully these will make you more Zen.”
Hipstershy swiped Soarin’s briefs off Spitfire’s head, crammed them back into Spitfire’s mouth, and strapped her muzzle down sealing them in. Spitfire chocked on the cotton. She had just gotten Soarin’s disgusting underwear out of her mouth. Her whole body shivered tasting the delicious leftover cum again. Her pupils shrank to pinpricks. ‘Why did I think that? Oh no…’
“Don’t worry, after the N.E.R.D.s finish processing you, you’ll be totally woke to Lady Luna and Twilight’s rule.” Hipstershy stood where Fluttergoth left off. She tapped a button on each machine. The dildos below Spitfire and Soarin whirled to life.

“FYI, I don’t have, like, lube or anything so this might hurt a little.” Hipstershy snorted. “Or actually, a lot. LOL.” 

Both of her victims could hear her chaotic smile behind them. Without hesitation the two of them were thrust forward as the replica cocks barreled into their asses. Spitfire’s cries were muted by her gag but Soarin was free to scream, sob, and beg. 

Spitfire was tossed back and forth as each of the faux dragon phalluses plowed her into the other one nonstop. The one working over Soarin kept a slower pace. It hilted itself inside of him and slowly pulled out. It paused, hammered all the way inside him, and trudged out. The process repeated indefinitely. The earbuds also kept reiterating the hypnotic suggestions and boosted their volume. The glasses’ videos solidified in their minds, the submissive and loser nerd ponies in each video were replaced by themselves. In one all too familiar video Soarin saw himself in a nerdy sweater-vest and skirt as he licked and swallowed a large, thick, molted cock in-between a Fluttershy’s legs. He needed to worship dicks. He should never be straight again. 

“Pl-pl-please! I don’t wanna suck cocks!” Soarin cried, tears poured down his face.

“Even though it’s like the most mainstream thing to do, I can’t help myself.” Hipstershy wrapped her arm around Soarin’s head and rested her head against his. She held out her phone at arm’s length.

“Say ‘Sissy’!” Hipstershy snapped a few pictures of the two of them. “These are gonna get so many likes. Hashtag selfie, hashtag Shadowbolt in training, hashtag living my best life. And tagging at Wonderbolt_Soarin.”
Hipstershy swiped through more of the pictures she took. “Oh, what’s this?” She turned to look next to the machines at what caught her attention in the photograph. Soarin’s and Spitfire’s clothes had been discarded right next to the machines. Hipstershy grabbed Soarin’s blue high-top sneakers off the top of his pile.

“Seriously? I was wearing Chucks before it was cool. And you come in here thinking your jock self is good enough to rock this nerd chic?”
Soarin moaned as the dildo plowed into him again, his cock twitched in response.

“Umm, hello. I’m, like, talking to you. Rude much.” Hipstershy shoved Soarin’s sneakers right in front of his face. “I said, does your dumb loser self, think they’re good enough to wear nerd chic?”
Soarin tried to pull away but had nowhere to flee. He stumbled over the words he wanted to say. Between his pathetic moans and the audio echoing in his head Soarin didn’t know if he could speak. What he did know was that his dirty running shoes looked really good. No… really sexy! A stallion in a maid outfit with Soarin’s face was stepped on by a similar pair of sneakers in his glasses. His head was ground into the floor as he licked at them. Hipstershy rubbed the shoes against his muzzle and Soarin took a deep sniff. His cock grew to half-mast and slapped the padded slab.

“Huh?” Hipstershy paused and flicked his dick with a finger.

Soarin whined in pain. Spitfire closed her eyes and bit down harder on her nast--, tasty gag. She need to focus on finding them a way out of here, she couldn’t let her teammate’s torments distract her from that. She prayed help would come soon but the dildos working her vagina and ass hammered home the message, ‘No one was coming’, especially not her.

“You shouldn’t be able to get hard anymore. Oh! My! Luna! You must, like, seriously love the smell of these things!” Hipstershy bawled in laughter and dropped the shoes to catch herself from doubling over.

“It’s… the… brainwashing…” Soarin forced each word out. His cheeks were on fire.

“Yeah, like, now I totally know that Dark Secret’s shoe-slut must have set up the profile program on these.” Hipstershy snorted. “Which means this’ll get you extra hot.”
Hipstershy lifted a leg off the ground and put her sneaker in front of Soarin’s dick. His cock sat lower than her knees. It was easy access. Hipstershy batted at his cock with her shoe and licked her lips as Soarin’s member was flung around. 

“Gahh… Umph!” Soarin mewled. He bit his lip and closed his eyes wishing this would stop. His stallionhood however wanted this to continue and grew to its full length.

Hipstershy changed tactics and stroked his length under her sneaker. She ran the toe of her shoe from the base of his shaft to the tip. She took her time with each stroke and applied an even pressure throughout. The tread on her sole gripped and pulled his dick with every movement. Soarin’ couldn’t help but watch it all and panted like he’d just flown thirty laps.

“You like being stepped on. Being a lil’ shoe-slut turns you on. You want me to do this to you forever.” Hipstershy teased recording the shoejob on her phone, Soarin blubbered in response.

  Hipstershy rolled his cock around and scrubbed in from all angles with every part of her shoe. When one leg got tired she switched to the other. She had teased him for several minutes already and still wasn’t slowing down. Soarin’s eyes were wide as dinner plates. He stared at her sneakers dominating his cock. Nothing else existed for him, even the images and sounds from the machine seemed to have faded past his ability to perceive.  He jerked his hips forward as much as he could with each sweet grace of those immaculate sneakers. This was perfection, this was heaven, and this was all he needed. 

Hipstershy’s phone clattered against the floor. It was her turn to look on in abject horror. Soarin had just cum. Her shoe was coated in the white sticky goo. The boy grunted and gasped as his dick shot out ropes of semen. Further spurts spewed out far enough to varnish her other sneaker too. Soarin wheezed unable to catch his breath as the last bits of cum slid out and traced down his softening cock.

“Did you just cum all over my Vintage Converse!?” Hipstershy’s screech bounced between disbelief and searing rage. She threw her hands up next to her head. Her fingers grasped like a vulture’s talons as her face turned white giving a clue to her emotion. “Tt-it- the f- it- flam- flames. Flames, on the side of my face, breathing- breathl- heaving breaths. Heaving breaths... Heathing…”
Hipstershy slammed her foot back to the ground and cum splatted around her shoe. More jizz landed on her other sneaker and some on her cell phone. “I! Literally! Can’t! Even!” Hipstershy snatched her phone and stormed off. “I’m getting the manager!”
“Dumbass wasted so much time adding her stupid shoe fetish she didn’t get the denial working right!” She muttered to herself.

Soarin made no acknowledgement he heard her. His tongue lulled out in bliss and he enjoyed his aftercare via anal pounding. Spitfire had seen the whole ordeal, drool dripped past her gag, and she clenched around each dildo. She begged for the same release her fellow Wonderbolt experienced. It was more important to her than actual release from the malicious machine.

Soarin’s bliss did not last long. A pair of heels hurried across the floor clicking and clacking. The mare wasted no time making her presence know. She towered over the two despite being the exact same height as the previous two characters to torment them. She wore a seafoam green cardigan over a paler green top, a pair of desaturated green flared trousers, and seafoam heels. All of them matched her deadly and severe green eyes. Her pink mane and tail were both done up in buns. 

“Excuse me!” The mare spoke down her nose at Soarin, her eyebrows creased in disgust and rage. “I was informed by one of my employees that you, sir, ejaculated all over her shoes!”
Severeshy held up the cum caked sneakers Soarin had frosted. Droplets were flung from the toe caps and hit him on his forehead. They oozed down behind his glasses, around his muzzle, and landed on his lips.

 “What do you have to say for yourself, behaving like some filthy degenerate animal?”
Soarin hung his head in silence, but not from shame. No, the stallion still had a dumbass grin on his face from his permission-less orgasm. He licked his lips savoring the taste of his jizz. The machine had at least succeeded in reprogramming him to enjoy the taste of stallion spunk. 

“Mmmnch…” Spitfire’s comment suffocated on her gag. Just this morning she had been barking orders at her teammates, fully grown men who’d piss themselves if she raised her voice. Now, she couldn’t look a mare as weak as Fluttershy in the eye and mouthed comments under her breath. Of course, considering their positions it was clear Fluttershy wasn’t a weak mare. In fact, Spitfire had been feeling physically weaker since the machines activated. She was a lean muscled mare, however she now felt like her arms, wings, and legs were noodle thin. Even the room itself seemed to have grown larger. Still holding the defiled sneakers Severeshy stepped in front of Spitfire.

“Hmph! I do say, most impressive that you still have some fight left in you. However…” Severeshy lifted Spitfire’s glasses up and spat it her face. “I prefer you to be more ‘Spit’ and less ‘Fire’.” Severeshy poked Spitfire’s glasses back into place and returned to her spot in front of Soarin. Spitfire chocked back a sob. She was too powerless and cowardly to risk the mare’s attention again. Her once iron will was now as limp as Soarin’s dick.

“Now where were we before being so rudely interrupted?” Severeshy inspected the glazed shoes again. “Ah yes, I simply cannot allow such vulgar debauchery to go unpunished.” Severeshy stomped her foot twice. “Pet! Fetch my disciplinary tools at once!”
A small bell like one would place on a miscreant cat rang a couple of times. The source of the ringing emerged from a back room. An alabaster unicorn decked out in black bondage gear and wearing a thick collar crawled to a stop in front of Severeshy. Luxurious purple hair wafted around her head framing her thick rectangular glasses. The bridge of them was taped together. The mare carried a small duffle bag in her teeth and placed it by Severeshy’s feet.

“Good job, pet. Keep this up and I might even allow you to serve tea to the customers. ‘Fluttershy For You’ does have the quaint reputation of cleaning up filthy rodents like yourself and allowing them to entertain our guests.” 

“Thank you Mistress!” Rarity replied. Her eyes sparkled at her owner’s praise.

“Yes, yes.” Flutter dismissed her pet’s enthusiasm with a wave of her hand. “Here, make yourself useful and clean these up.” Severeshy dropped the soaked sneakers on top of Rarity’s head. Rarity relished the abuse and lapped at the shoes, determined to have them shine brighter than when they were new. 

Severeshy ignored her broken pet, she had ‘customers’ to finish dealing with. From the duffle bag Severeshy hoisted out a metallic object the size of her palm.

“Since you seem incapable of controlling your beastly urges,” Severeshy started, “and since somepony couldn’t program an Edge-Only protocol right.” She muttered under her breath with enough spite that the mare she referenced could sense her impending doom all the way in Canterlot. “I’ve decide you’ll wear one of these from now on.”
The metal pinched around Soarin’s flaccid stallionhood. Severeshy forced his tiny cock and balls into the two halves of the steel prison. She clicked a padlock and connected the two halves. A chastity cage trapped Soarin’s dick, but the stallion was still too out of it to react.

Severeshy awaited a response. An eye twitched with every passing uncommented second from the stallion. Peeved to no end she walked over to the machines’ control panels and slammed her finger into a button on each. The dildo’s ramming into them halted, but the glasses and earbuds continued their reprogramming. Spitfire whimpered as she was left empty and still on edge. Soarin lulled his head.

“Hmph, well this ought to get your attention.” Severeshy dug into the duffle bag. 

“AHHHHHHH!” Soarin’s head shot up and his eyes bugged out.

“Awake now are we?” Severeshy purred. 

She smacked a crop in her open palm. Soarin’s testicles had a large red mark on them that glowed painfully. He breathed in and out in a vain attempt to cool the pain. Severeshy wouldn’t even allow him that much relief. She grabbed a muzzle and silenced the abused boy, locking his screams behind a bit gag. 

“And don’t think I’ve forgotten about you.” Severeshy sauntered to the control panel on Spitfire’s machine. “Seeing your loser friend her caged so tight as to look like a mare, has made me curious to try one of the experimental settings.” 

Something beneath Spitfire shifted. The dragonic dildo in front of her disappeared into the machine and a plastic mask like object connect to a rubber hose took its place. The apparatus extended up and molded itself around Spitfire’s vagina. With a quick whizz it vacuumed sealed itself onto her crotch. An opaque midnight purple gas flowed from the hose and clouded the clear plastic. Spitfire moaned as a hot and tingling sensation over took her. Her clitoris felt like it was being massaged by thousands of tiny hands. Her eyes rolled back in her head. The pleasure was indescribable, however she also felt like something was… growing?

 Satisfied Severeshy returned to Soarin and dragged her hand around all of his bound body.

“I want you two to beg me to collar you both. Beseech me to allow you to become my nerdy pets for the rest of your lives like this worthless cow here.” Severeshy gestured to Rarity still on floor. Her glasses were fogged up from her hot panting as she fondled Hipstershy’s shoes with her tongue, still trying to get the dried splotches of Soarin’s cum off. “And until you do--”
Soarin howled from behind his bit gag. Both of his balls now had scorching red marks.

 “I,” She whipped the crop down again. “Won’t,” Soarin shrieked, his teeth tearing into the bit, “Stop!” Severeshy swatted his testicles over and over. Soarin pleaded for her to collar him. He’d agree to anything if it stopped this torture. Severeshy knew what he was trying to say but pretended otherwise. ‘Why stop the fun now? Besides, he’ll never be using these things again anyway.’
“I hope that orgasm was worth it because it will be the last one you ever have. That chastity cage is never coming off.” She whispered seductively into his ear.

Tears streaked down Soarin’s face. At the same time a bulge had slowly been pushing against the plastic covering over Spitfire’s crotch. Severeshy smiled, these two would make lovely pets and now another piece from the former solar monarchy belonged to Lady Luna and her Shadowbolts.

* * *

“So yeah, I do kinda get a bit too much into character.” Fluttershy chuckled. She picked up three green dice, jiggled them in her palms and rolled them. Two of the dice landed with the number 3 in a star and the third die rolled an arrow with the number 2 in the bottom right.

Fluttershy clapped her hands and placed one of the green dice onto the board. She unfolded, bending each face downwards or sideways until it laid flat and made a staircase pattern. Inside was a centaur creature.

“Sorry Dark Secrets, but there was just enough room for me to dimension my Rapid Horsepony.” Fluttershy gave her an adorable smile.

The blue mare’s pupils shrank and she gripped the top of her hair in her hands.

“I’ll spend 6 movement crests to put him in front of your Die Master’s guardian. Now, counting the boost from my Mammoth, I’ll spend two extra attack crests to raise my Rapid Horsepony’s attack to 60. Horsepony, attack her Waifu Magician Filly! And even with the graveyard boost she got, her 40 defense can’t save her two heart points.”
Dark Secrets shoulders slumped and she removed her best monster from the board. “Mercy?” she pleaded.

“Nope.” Fluttershy replied cheerfully. “I’ll spend my last eight movement crest to fly my Harpie Grif the four spaces to your Die Master right overtop Horsepony. And she’ll attack for game.”
Dark Secrets let out a groan and crossed out her last heart on the score sheet. “I can’t believe you got that lucky. I swear I had it next turn!”
“Heart of the dice I guess.” Fluttershy giggled.

“That’s not even a thing.” Dark Secrets grumbled. 

Both mares turned to watch the game going on next to them. Next to a half-eaten pie, two pegasi were playing the same game. The soft blue one in the pink sailor outfit moved a miniature dragon in front of his yellow opponent’s Die Master. Another dragon was already to the right of it.

“Both my dragons attack. Sorry Spity, I win.” Soarin lisped between his braces. He gave a v for victory gesture with his hand along with a dopey ass smile.

“Good job pet!” Fluttershy beamed.

“Thank you, Mistress!”
Both pegasi stood up. The skirt on Soarin’s pink sailor outfit ruffled as he dashed around the table to stand next to Spitfire. He flattened it out and both of them readjusted their glasses. Adjacent, the two bowed before their owner. Spitfire winced as bowing worsened her wing wedgie. The leg holes of her tighty whities had been stretched up far enough where her wings had been threaded through them.

“M-mistress?” Spitfire stammered passed her tight braces.

“Yes pet?”
“Can I please rub it?”
Spitfire was referring to the massive bulge in the front of her briefs.

“Hmm…” Fluttershy stroked her chin. She stood up and spun her finger. Both former Wonderbolts turned around. Fluttershy reached down Soarin’s skirt and yanked his pink panties straight up and over his head. She then slipped Spitfire’s wings out of her brief’s leg holes and pulled them down around the nerd’s ankles over top the pair of vintage black high-tops with crusty white stains she wore. Fluttershy reached around Spitfire and grasped each of her hands in her own. She drifted them down right above Spitfire’s massive erection.

“Wrap them around the base.” Fluttershy ordered.

Spitfire obeyed without hesitation. She squeezed her dick lightly and moaned. Fluttershy cupped Spitfire’s balls in one hand as the other’s fingers walked up the shaft’s length to its tip. She circled her pointer finger around the flared head and flicked the ring sticking out of Spitfire’s urethra. Spitfire’s knees knocked together and she groaned in frustrated pleasure. Fluttershy slipped her finger through the ring and pulled. An attached string that carried one orb exited the tip of spitfire’s dick, followed by another, and another. Spitfire sweated bullets. The ninth orb was on the cusp of exiting her cock. Fast as lightning, Fluttershy rammed her finger back down reinserting all the orbs in a flash. Spitfire fell down on the ground. She broke her fall with one hand while the other remained glued around her member.

“You may hold it, but you’re not allowed to stroke. Understood?”
“Yes Mistress, thank you Mistress!” Spitfire sat on her knees and squeezed the base of her new cock again and again, losing herself in the forbidden pleasure.

 “Hot!” Dark Secrets snickered. “And it’s awesome that the beta Futa Function worked!”
Fluttershy nodded.

“Also sorry about my pet’s screw up with the edging protocol. I’ll make sure she’s properly punished.” Dark Secrets glared at a locked chest on the side of the room. It rumbled in fear.

“Give her some extra swats for me! Maybe we can also have a pet play date at the park. Oh goodness, I have so many now they’re fighting for space in my cottage with all my animal friends.”
“Sounds like a good problem to have.” Dark Secrets laughed.

Fluttershy clipped leashes to Spitfire and Soarin’s collars. “Rematch same time next week?”
“You’re on! Princess Twi said she and Dashie can make it too so maybe we can get a big game going?”
“That sounds lovely.”
The two shared a hug and Fluttershy led her two pets out of the bookstore’s back room. After hearing the bell on the front door Dark Secrets walked up to the shaking chest. She placed her foot on top of it and stared with a wicked grin.

“Now, how should I punish you…?”
The End


