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Lunch was almost over. Somewhere deep in the back of his head Snails knew that. He looked down at the single apple he’d grabbed from the tray and the two half-hearted dents he’d put in it over the whole period.


Normally he’d be eating with snips. The two had been best friends so far back, and not hanging out was always just a touch unnerving for the young colt. It was all the empty seats that lunch. The nagging feeling in the lanky boys gut that something very wrong was going on.


The feeling did ease a bit when he saw his friend wandering up to him from the lunch counter. Snips hauled his overfull backpack on his shoulder and pulled up next to snails. The blue unicorn boy glancing up a moment with a look of utter exasperation before popping open a pint of milk and downing the whole thing in three good gulps.


“That rough, eh?” Snails sighed.


“Yeah, pretty much.” Snips kicked one of his cheap sneakers against the wall and went in on one of the foul tasting mushroom burgers that were usually left over at the end of each lunch period. He grimaced at the taste but choked it down anyways looking relieved to have some of the gnawing in his gut eased.


“I told you he wasn’t gonna say anything.” Snails began softly.


“Yeah, well, I wish someone would.” Snips muttered with his usual aggravated whine. “I mean I get it, he’s the sub and everything. But I just know if Miss Cheeralee heard me out she’d let me do-over the science experiment. I mean it’s not my fault it failed.”

“It kinda is though.” Snails protested. “I mean, you did kinda mess up the gym.”

“How was I supposed to know you can’t set off a model volcano with an M-80? That’s how real volcanoes work, right? Explosions? Besides, the whole ‘baking powder and vinegar’ thing wasn’t working. Sometimes a guy just has to improvise.”

“Mr. Straight Ruler Said Ms. Cheeralee won’t be back for another week. I donno if she’ll let you make up something that late after the fact.” There was no real energy in the statement. No real energy at all with Snails’ movements. He took another hard bite of his apple, then another, mowing as much has he could with all the passion of a rock. Then tossed the remainder into the nearby trash bin.


“Hey, uh… shouldn’t you have finished that, Snails?” Snips protested softly. “I thought you had buck ball practice today.


“I do.” Snails nodded “I just don’t feel hungry.”

“Oh Celestia, don’t tell me you’re getting that stupid bug too.” Snips muttered “Well, I guess I have it now. May as well call mom and ask if I can go home. Nothing but Whinnie-up soda and the price is right on the couch until it all passes by!” He faked a few dry coughs and glanced up at Snails. The other colt utterly unimpressed by the small display.


“Snips, you think something’s wrong?” The taller colt added as he pulled open his own backpack and rummaged around, fiddling with the neatly washed jersey and shorts more for something to do than anything. “I mean Miss Cheeralee is one thing, but first it was Sweetie, and Applebloom, and Scootaloo. Then Twist. Diamond and Silver Spoon. Now Shady Daze and Pip. All in the same week or so.”

Snips bristled a bit, then quickly slumped back and shook his head as he shot his best friend a reassuring smile. “Nah, man. I get it. So many people getting sick at once is kinda scary. But it can’t be that bad. If it was they’d close the school or something. Right?”

“I guess.” Snails nodded noncommittally.


“Exactly! Look. We can talk to Mr. Straight Ruler after class. I’m sure he knows what’s going on. And maybe while we’re at it, we can ask about a do-over on the whole volcano thing?”

The pair looked at each other for a moment and then noded their resolute agreement. Shouldering their bags and heading back in for the rest of the school day.

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


Straight Ruler Really wasn’t a teacher. At least, he never really did any classroom teaching outside of his TA days back in college. The Stallion always preferred to tutor. Preferred the chance to impart knowledge tailored to a colt or foal that would help them find their way in life, rather than dispensing boiler plate to a crowded room.


Not that there was anything wrong with the teaching vocation. Far from it. He had tremendous respect for those willing to shoulder thirty pupils while he often struggled with more than two or three. But to each their own, as his father would say.


That deep seeded distaste welled in the back of his throat like bile when once again he saw two of the more verbose and less diligent students wander into the classroom. The boys striding in with a look that simply screamed they had something to discuss and that his return back to the motel would be delayed yet again. 


“Ah, Snips. And Snails if I remember correctly, yes?” Straight Ruler cooed the words breezily. The faintest hint of his marabian accent causing the question to lilt musically. “It seems you boys caught me just in time. Though with that said, I don’t have much time. I have quite a few papers to grade tonight. Oh, and Mr. Snips. I do hope you aren’t here to ask me yet again about redoing your project. I can appreciate your passion for the cause of science, but I simply do not have the time right now for every student to amend every mistake they make. I’m sure you can understand, dear boy. Yes?”

The blue colt looked like the wind had just gotten knocked out of him. That caused Straight Ruler to smirk just a bit wider.


“Um, actually, sir. We were just kinda wondering if you had any more to tell us about Miss Cheeralee and everyone else who was out sick. Everyone’s kinda worried that we might get sick too.”

“Everyone?” Straight Ruler Chuckled gently


“Well ok maybe not everyone. But we are.” Snails insisted “My mom didn’t even know anything about a bug going around until yesterday. And that’s kinda only cause I told her.”

Straight Ruler offered them a knowing grin and chuckled softly “Oh my, let me guess… One of the absent girls is your little mare friend, Mr. Snails?” He laughed


Snips laugh-snorted and shook his head only stopping at the hurt look from his blushing best friend. 


“no.” Snails muttered “My mare friend is in the Crystal Empire. But I go visit her on break. B-but I guess it probably wasn’t polite to bug you, huh Mr. Straight Ruler.”

“It wasn’t really impolite.” he smiled “but you have to understand I’m simply a substitute. I’m sure Ms. Cheeralee will be back and better than ever very soon.” he nodded firmly, his long mane of platinum white hair flowing like water from the simple motion.


“Oh wow.” Snips chuckled “Anyone ever tell you that you have hair like that new Neigh-RPG that just came out? The guy with the huge katana?”

“You do realize, boys, that game isn’t exactly new. Not that I’ve ever been one for such distractions I confess.” Straight Ruler smirked. Still, the compliment was nice enough. Especially coming from the cute colt.


“Say, Snips. Maybe we should go to Ms. Cheeralee’s house then. I mean we could probably bring her something too, right? Help her feel better?”

“Say yeah! That’s a great idea Snails!” Snips chimed in. He nearly opened his mouth once more to mention the school project but thankfully let the words die in his muzzle.


Straight Ruler’s face darkened. He leaned over the broad desk and looked down at the two colts, his violet eyes flaring, a golden aura starting to grow around his horn. “Ah boys. Before you go I do think I have one more thing I should probably tell you.

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


Snips felt funny. The pudgy pony boy tried to lull his heavy head up only to feel his stomach lurch and dance from the simple effort.


The one familiar feeling that did come to his hazy mind was the hard school chairs. It was unmistakable considering how much time he was forced to spend in them each day. It was never comfortable, and the fact that his body felt so heavy and his head so hazy only made the whole situation worse. The colt did his best to blink his eyes open, and winged at what he saw.


Color. Color was part of it. A swirling cascade of color that made his head spin even more than the sounds he was now dimly aware assailed him. He was also aware of his hand His left hand, free of the crushing fatigue which kept the others hanging down and moving on its own. This horror the colt realized that the movements were the all to familiar piston of masturbation. A slow torturous stroke far less satisfying than his quick and frantic dry-blasting.


The word ‘goon’ came to mind when the realization of what he was doing hit him. It seemed to spring out of the sounds piped into his ears from a set of heavy headphones. Repeating though the jumble of sounds every time his fist made its way up to his tip. A short journey, he found himself thinking… and in thinking that snips was unable to suppress a high pitched, girlish moan from leaving his muzzle.


“Good, you’re up.” Mr. Straight Ruler Cooed “Or at least as up as you’re going to be. You know I was more than happy to let you two wander off, before you started talking about digging around. And here I thought you were just a pair of silly unimportant colts too dense and distracted to tell what’s going on.” Straight Ruler moved like silk on the wind. His paw slipping under Snips’ chin and titling it up. His violet eyes flashing as he looked down at the boy.


Snips groaned softly and tried to look away. He couldn’t. his body didn’t want to. Trapped in the mans visage though the odd flickering lenses and the almost-images they showed him.


“You see, Lady Luna has charged many of us around Equestria with helping… fix… some things since her return. The details are long and tedious, I doubt you’d much care for them. Especially as you are now. Would you boy?”

Snips found himself shaking his head. Mr. Straight Ruler was right. Mr. Straight Ruler was always right. A strange idea but one he absolutely couldn’t shake as being anything but the truth.


“Good” Mr. Straight Ruler chuckled “I must say you’re putting up less of a fight than your friend over there. I’m a little surprised. Here I pegged him as the follower if any of you were. But then maybe it’s just a natural result of having this to work with.” The stallion smiled and ran a finger along the rim of Snips’s shaft. The finger felt bigger than it should. Everything felt bigger than it should. Far worse, it teased him in a way his own hand had never managed. The one simple sensual gesture was enough to nearly force the poor boy into the throws of an undesired, yet very desired orgasm.


The voices stopped him. Words he couldn’t’ quite understand screaming into his head from the devices on it. Screaming at him. Stoking his arousal even as his hand stepped.


“C-can’t cum.” Snips whined and h realized just how good it felt to say that. They weren’t his words or his thoughts, or they hadn’t been… but they were now.


Straight Ruler smiled, pleased at the response and bent down to look Snips mostly in the eye. He still had a bit of height on the boy and suddenly the hansom, bishonen looking stallion man made Snips feel utterly minute and powerless. It also made him wonder how he knew what bishonen meant.


“Careful now little one, you’ve been at that for a few hours now, and it may be a while before you get to cum.” The man laughed


“Can’t cum.” Snips replied


“Goonie Faggot” Another familiar voice moaned form behind the man.


Snails struggled to call out to his friend. Choking on his voice. The sounds and sights not letting him. Not allowing him. Yet he wanted to. Every second that passed and every stroke he completed, he wanted to. Just to make sure poor Snails was ok. To make sure whatever the man was doing he wasn’t hurting his best friend.


That had t be it. Snips was sure of it. Terribly, worriedly sure.


“Now now my new little dolly don’t get too worked up.” Straight Ruler sighed. “As I was saying, I have a ob to do here. I am a loyal follower of Lady Luna and I need to make sure things run smoothly while she ‘fixes’ your teacher. I have been focusing quite hard on that duty, and on ensuring Equestria has a bright and glorious future under its proper princesses. But…” 


He sighed and straightened up, looming over Snips now. The simple teachers vest and khaki pants he‘d sported were gone. A smooth yet toned body of dusky brown fur in its place along with a cock that utterly dwarfed anything Snips could ever dream of sporting. Once again the thought caused a girlish groan to slip from Snips‘ throat. His cheeks growing hot with shame while phantom images danced around his fixated gaze on that shaft.


“To fulfill my part in this grand plan I need to ensure nobody will get in the way. Fortunately all the known trouble makers were among those spoken for by the favored of Lady Twilight and Lady Luna. By the time I got here the local worshipers had gathered them up and set them on the path to their new lives. Cheeralee is proving a bit harder I understand. However the most she could ever hope to accomplish is delaying the inevitable. Still when I se two cute little sissies-in-denial like the pair of you it is something of a temptation for a man like me. Especially considering how close I am to fulfilling my mission and moving on from this ghastly little school of second rate students.”

The stallion smirked and leaned in close to the colt, his hot breath braking over Snips’ ear as he whispered loud enough to be heard over the cacophony of bad, sexy words and thoughts. “I was going too let you both go. But I can’t risk it. So I guess Iv’ already started my own little Harem here. And you two will be such cute little gems in my collection.”

Snips shut his eyes tightly to drown out those cruel violet eyes. The sounds becoming horrifyingly clear as he did.


“No colt want’s to be a faggot. That’s why it’s so hot.”

“You’re a bad boy”

“Failure”

“Gooner Geek”

“Anti-straight justifies my rape”

“Quit peeking at cocks.”

“Can’t help staring at cocks”

“Wanna read Yaoi all day”

“Can’t get stiff for mares”

“Real Colts fuck mares. You get fucked. You’re a mare.”

Snips sobbed and moaned and struggled fruitlessly not to repeat the words said into his head. Not to feel the smearing into his brain. That the devices were more true, more ‘right’ about what he thought than h was. Indeed he could feel so much information flooding him that it was impossible to keep up. And yet though it all he couldn’t help but stroke harder. To moan and whine struggling to find words to plead for his lust to be sated.


“Keep trying to get back in the closet”

“Master is so beautiful”

“You don’t get a choice.”

“You’re just a sex doll”

“Cosplay is hot. Crossdrssing is hot.”

When his eyes finally opened again Snips saw the man… saw his Master… stroking that massive shaft. His body draw in a deep breath of the musky cockflesh and shuddered in delight. If he wasn’t a sad little gooner boi he might have even cum to that. Some small part of Snips tried to remind himself that this wasn’t him though. Tried so hard to insist that this was all being implanted, that he didn’t’ felt this way. Tried too imagine smelling a mare, maybe even Miss Cheeralee.


The idea made him go instantly soft, and Snips slumped while rubbing the useless mound of sissy flesh that screamed for more contact but refused to give satisfaction in return.


“Oh my.” Straight Ruler Chuckled to himself “If things keep up like this I may finally have something more interesting to occupy my time than reading those silly books the local cultists sent me as a welcome gift. Whatever an ‘Isis Mareacy’ is the books about it are quite silly. But I’m sure my two little dweeb toys will be able to tell me all about it between worshiping my cock and ass. And we’ll have so much time together to fix things won’t we little one? But first…”

Straight Ruler stepped away. Snips saw him. Saw Snails. His best friend looked about two years younger, and worse.. He looked cute. So cute. The lanky pony boy had been stripped down, placed in a pair of knee high socks and a thick leather collar around his neck. His face girly, yet still boyish. Androgynous, the word came to the blue colt as he thought it. His friends soft, warm lips mouthing such dirty, horrible things. Begging for masculinity and to be straight again, even as he confessed that he never was they never were, and that he was not a person. Just a dweeby boy toy for Master.


Once again terror and elation filled Snips as his body sprang up. Snails doing the same. The two boys clumsily fumbling to each other and falling against each other. Their muzzles pushed into an unwanted yet oh so needed kiss. Their cute flaccid shafts grinding and rubbing against each other. Neither one getting hard, but both slicking the flesh and fur with pre. Their hips grinding and bucking while they pressed their lips tight and began to roll their tongues against each other. Snips even felt himself tracing what he was sure were braces, something Snails absolutely hadn’t had before. 


Straight Ruler sighed with contended frustration and sat back, stroking himself while he watched the two boys forced to make out. Suddenly, his week was going to be far more interesting.

