Rarity picked up her glass of wine, swirling it with a bead of her bright blue magic. She took in the sight of the luxurious fluid before she helped herself to a sip, enjoying the way that the dry flavours coated her tongue. There was something about wine which really helped get her into the proper mindset for these sorts of affairs.
“Don’t you think this dress is a little short?” Fluttershy asked.
Rarity did. She did think it was a little short, seeing the way that the bright pink material conformed to her lover so tightly. But she would never admit that this was her ulterior motive. No, that would be uncouth and unladylike. And she certainly couldn’t seem to be either of those things.
Deflect… it’s what she did best.
“I think it looks very nice on you,” Rarity said, placing her wine aside. She moved over to a spot beside her dearest lover. “The material goes well with your soft coat and it matches the hue of your hair quite nicely.” She hummed and walked up behind her. “And it is still long enough to hide anything else that might be lingering underneath.”
She reached out with a foreleg and tapped the hard hoof wall against the equally hard metal which lingered against Fluttershy’s crotch. 
Fluttershy sucked in a breath as this wonderful shade of red flooded her cheeks. “I guess that’s a good point.”
“We can wear it out clubbing or something,” Rarity said, sliding away and taking a very small amount of mercy on her. “I promise that we’ll pick something a bit more conservative to help you through your day-to-day activities.”
“Thank you…” Fluttershy whispered.
Rarity looked at her in the mirror, lifting a brow as she saw Fluttershy recognize the mild aggravation in her reflection.
“Thank you, Mistress,” Fluttershy corrected, rubbing at her foreleg with a hoof. “These dresses do look really nice. They really do! I just… I’m worried that ponies will…” Her sentence faltered, drifting to a dreadful silence. Like so many of them usually did.
Rarity moved over to a position in front of her, looking her right in the eye. She reached up and toyed with a collar around her throat, brushing a hoof across the material of it. The nasty thing about this collar was that it really did limit what designs she could get away with. Curse her for picking something so flashy in the first place.
“We’ll also need to figure out an outfit that will go well with my current wardrobe,” Rarity said.
She could feel her own firm belt underneath her attire, sensing that especially heavy metal as it pressed against her crotch. It had been so woefully long since she’d been allowed free of this confounded accessory and given the ability to court her carnal destiny.
Curse you Sparkle and the horse you rode on…
…
Though I could really go for riding a horse right about now, in all honesty.
Rarity shook her head. Head out of the gutter, dear, head out of the gutter.
“Anyways, would you like to move onto the next of the designs that I’ve prepared for you?” Rarity asked.
She grabbed two glasses of wine, sipping from hers while offering the other to Fluttershy. Fluttershy seemed pleased to try it out as she helped herself to a tiny sip, doing her best to pretend to actually enjoy the flavour of it.
It was honestly kind of adorable to witness.
Rarity wasn’t that cruel, however, as she simply dumped Fluttershy’s wine into her own. She’d have to remember to pick up a sweeter white the next time that she had her marefriend over. It was rude not to accommodate a guest.
“I’d like that,” Fluttershy said.
Rarity nodded and got started on helping her out of this fresh attire. She pulled down the zipper in the back, easing it slowly along her spine. Another thing that she loved about this design was that it required a unicorn’s assistance in order to remove it; her assistance in particular. Just another little thing to help further display her own power and influence in this relationship.
As the dress fell away, Fluttershy was left in the buff. Normally, this wouldn’t be an issue but that heavy accessory still lingered there. It was made of a hearty iron metal with a sturdy leather belt holding it firmly in place. There were a pair of hearty steel locks which kept it affixed to her body, clamped shut using a pair of keys which only she had access to.
Rarity formed a bead of magic against the crotch of Fluttershy’s attire, pressing down upon it and vibrating something fierce. She doubted that much of the sensation bled through, maybe a more muted version of the real thing if anything at all.
Still, Fluttershy blushed bright red, looking up at the ceiling and biting her lip. The poor dear looked so woefully embarrassed right now.
“I suppose that this will serve as an excellent example of why you shouldn’t mess with me, darling,” Rarity teased.
Fluttershy nodded. “If I apologize, will you let me out early?”
Rarity paused at that question, answering it by simply lifting a brow. Was this Pegasus really so daft as to think that Rarity would be placated by a gesture like that? She scoffed. “No, not in the slightest. I am having far too much fun to dare ruin something like this.”
“Rarity,” Fluttershy whined.
Rarity ignored her and drew her magic aside, once more grabbing her wine and helping herself to a sip. She thought about twisting the blade, about really showing Fluttershy what she had just lost but sadly there was a distraction as a sharp knock rapped against the shop’s door.
Rarity felt a lump in her throat, her gaze darting towards it. Only a certain few ponies would dare come around at this hour and she had a feeling that they hadn’t come here to grant her free dominion over her prey.
Fluttershy smirked. “What’s the matter?”
“Shush you,” Rarity grumbled, peeling away and making her way towards the door. “Just because our dommes are here doesn’t mean that you’re suddenly equal to me.” She winked at her. “So don’t go getting any funny ideas, okay?”
She opened the door and smiled at the pair of ponies who waited outside. As she predicted, there was Twilight Sparkle herself, smiling at her. And there was also dearest Applejack waiting in the wings, lifting a hoof and tilting the brim of her hat towards her.
“Rares,” Applejack greeted.
“Rarity,” Twilight added.
“Applejack, Twilight,” Rarity offered back, lifting a hoof and bowing towards her. “Did you two have a nice date today?”
“It was pretty nice,” Twilight said, stepping forward and slipping into Rarity’s shop. “Got ourselves some hayburgers and fries, went for a walk through the nearby trails, talked about lesson plans at the school. All of that fun stuff.”
Applejack came in as well, looking Rarity over as she entered. “That’s a mighty fine dress, Rare.” Then she glanced towards Fluttershy. As she took her in, she smirked, obviously seeing that metal belt which clung to her hindquarters. “Nice accessory you got there, Shy. Hope it isn’t too heavy.”
Fluttershy blushed bright red. “It’s fine. Thank you, Applejack.”
“How is the wardrobe coming along?” Twilight asked, scooping up the bottle of wine and fixing herself a glass. She studied the two of them as she helped herself to a gingerly little sip. “Is Rarity being a big ole meanie to you?”
“I am not…” Rarity began.
Fluttershy nodded. “She won’t even let me have any long dresses.”
“That’s not true!” Rarity yelped, flushing. “I was simply getting our party attire out of the way early and was just about to move onto something a bit more conservative for her day-to-day affairs. A perfect outfit to do chores around the sanctuary and what not.”
Applejack snickered and brushed up alongside her, nuzzling into her neck. Her voice was a whisper as sweet as a bourbon old fashioned as it warmly curled against her ear. “You better not be lying to me, dear.”
“I would do no such thing…” Rarity began.
“No such thing?” Applejack asked, lifting a brow. “I think you forgot a word there, dear.”
Rarity sighed. “No such thing, Mistress.”
“Well, ain’t you a good little filly,” Applejack drawled, leaning over and giving her a kiss on the cheek. She then looked towards the alicorn. “What do you think, Twilight? Is she telling the truth?”
“I think that you’ve left me a little frustrated today and I would really like to do something about it,” Twilight replied.
Applejack scoffed, shaking her head. “You’re the one always asking me to be mean to you. Then the second I decide to try that out all I hear is you grousing about it.” She winked at Fluttershy. “Can you believe these two?”
Fluttershy snickered from behind a hoof. “Can dish it out but can’t take it?” She glanced at Rarity, grinning with a bratty glee. “I couldn’t imagine what that’s like.”
Rarity huffed and held her head up high. “I’ll have you know that I can handle it just fine.” She moved over to Fluttershy and grabbed a paddle within her magic. Without warning, she lashed out with it, snapping it across her bare bottom quite firmly. It made Fluttershy gasp, stopping just shy of drawing forth a genuine yelp of pain. “And I would suggest that you watch your mouth around your betters.”
Fluttershy whimpered, trying to ply a desperate pair of puppy dog eyes. It worked… a little, softening Rarity’s rowdy soul.
“Says the second lowest pony on the totem pole,” Twilight ribbed, taking a sip of wine. “So, what else do you have for Fluttershy?”
Rarity felt a little bit of her composure return, using her magic to place the paddle aside before wheeling over a cart which was filled with various articles of clothing. They were all of a green, pink, or soft blue colour palette, shades which worked well with the kind of pony that Fluttershy was.
She selected a nice green dress with blue and pink frills. It was of a utilitarian style, meant for a pony who wanted to wear something while they were working around the house.
“Like I said,” Rarity stated, opening the dress and nodding towards Fluttershy. The dear had the foresight to help her out, clambering into it. “Not all of my designs were meant to be so enticing at a glance. I thought that this would be a lovely dress to wear while tending to animals or dealing with the many little chores that might crop up throughout the day.”
“Are these pockets!” Fluttershy beamed.
Rarity nodded. “Perfect for holding bird seed and various other small tools that you might need. Plus…” She started to zip it closed in the back. “Would you please feel around the front?”
Fluttershy did just that, patting herself repeatedly. What she found made her eyes widen, practically glimmering with glee. “Is this Velcro?”
“Perfect for affixing light items in order to keep them on you at all times,” Rarity said, giving the back of the dress a tug as she looked at the assembled ponies of the room. “And as you can quite clearly see, this dress is especially long and also very loose, more than adequate for hiding away the pesky little belt underneath.”
Applejack whistled. “It’s so fine that even I want one.”
Rarity blinked. “Really?”
“The stuff you make is always so frou-frou,” Applejack said. “But that is a mighty practical dress you got there. Thinking about all the tools and tape measure I could squirrel away inside of it. This might be even more useful than working in the buff.” 
Twilight nodded. “I could also attach a lot of instruments and notepads to it as well.”
“Why is this the design that everyone likes?” Rarity huffed.
“Oh, it ain’t like that,” Applejack drawled. “I’m just saying that it’s a very useful design, is all. I love your frou-frou designs but a pony only has so many frou-frou days a year and I have more than enough dresses for those.”
Rarity nodded though she couldn’t possibly believe that anypony had enough dresses in their life. “Fair, fair.” She walked around Fluttershy, eying her up from every angle imaginable. “What do you think of it dear?”
“I really like it!” Fluttershy beamed.
Rarity smirked. “Then I’ll have a couple of them made ready for you in the morning.” She looked at the others. “You two on other hand will have to buy your own and wait patiently for me to get around to your commissions.”
Twilight gasped. “Paying my friend? Who would dare do something like that?”
Applejack simply grinned.
Rarity drew forth a fabric tape measure and took a couple last moment measurements of Fluttershy’s attire, running minute calculations in her head. Always the perfectionist, she was already seeing where trims and alterations could be made to just make this design pop that much more.
Just because it was utilitarian didn’t mean it couldn’t also be stylish.
“Anyways,” Twilight interrupted, coming over and brushing up alongside Rarity. “Enough work, I want to play with you two.”
Rarity felt a dusting of red colour her cheeks. “Well, aren’t you forward?”
“I get that way around ponies that I like,” Twilight teased, bumping against her. “Plus, Applejack has wound me up all day and I really want to do something about that.”
Applejack whistled. “Not that it’s really that hard to do.”
Fluttershy snickered while Twilight spared a playful little glare in her direction.
Rarity drew the tape measure away and placed it off to the side. She instead focused her attention on the mare who lingered by her side. “And what exactly did you have in mind, dear?”
Twilight draped a wing across her back, leading her to the side of the room while nibbling at her ear. Her horn sparked and she soon produced a magical little key, made out of bright purple mana, holding it before her eyes. It was a familiar key, a perfect replica to the kind of key that would be able to unlock a certain belt attached to her person.
“I thought that I was to be restrained for ten more days,” Rarity teased.
Twilight smirked. “What can I say, I am a very reasonable princess who knows how to take mercy on her subjects.”
Applejack also came over though distracted herself with Fluttershy instead, stepping before her and locking lips with her. Their kiss was hungry, passionate, brimming with this latent desire. It made Rarity honestly feel a little envious to witness it.
“Well, I won’t say no to a little mercy,” Rarity teased.
Twilight grinned and bit her ear. Not too harshly, just giving the lobe a little nip to properly display her dominance. The sharpness of it made Rarity suck in a breath, feeling this shiver crawl up the length of her spine. She mewed, sounding so very pathetic.
“How about we take this to the bedroom then?” Applejack asked, seeming to have removed herself from Fluttershy’s face long enough to make the suggestion. Yet, her gaze was still locked on the mare, brimming with a need to go back in as she nipped at her.
This only made Fluttershy giggle.
“That’s a great idea,” Twilight said, drawing away from Rarity entirely. She kept a wing extended, however, brushing her soft feathers against the underside of her marefriend’s snout as she stepped away. “Wouldn’t want to make a mess of your store, right?”
Rarity blinked, feeling a little dazed. She simply nodded, conceding that point. It was always so bizarre to see Twilight like this, all of her awkwardness bleeding away in favour of this cocky and deeply confident persona. The princess held her head up high, looking so proud of herself
It took all of Rarity’s self-control not to try and derail this cockiness. There was an orgasm on the line after all and it wouldn’t be wise to jeopardize that.
She followed after her marefriend, heading into the backroom of the boutique and clambering up the stairs to the second floor. It was quiet without Sweetie around but Rarity was glad for it. They wouldn’t have been able to get away with nearly as much if she were still around.
Twilight slipped into the bedroom and Rarity was just behind her, taking a moment to glance back at the other two. Fluttershy and Applejack were exchanging words, giggling to one another. They were adorable and Rarity loved the way they shared these tender little dashes of affection with one another.
Twilight clambered upon the bed and used her magic to pull a familiar little chest out from Rarity’s closet. “Rarity… Fluttershy…” She opened the lid, lazily scanning the contents inside. “I want you both to turn away and present yourself to me. Am I understood?”
Fluttershy swallowed a lump in her throat but nodded, coming over and turning away from the bed. Rarity did the same, standing beside the mare. Together they both lifted their tails, exposing their steely belts to the room at large.
“Mighty fine sight,” Applejack chided.
“It really is,” Twilight said, her pride evident within her voice. “How did we get so lucky to have mares like this in our lives?”
Her horn sparked and Rarity felt that static bead of magic behind her. It zipped over and soon filled the crotch of her belt, causing her coat to stand on end as this energy painlessly surged through the material and into her hindquarters. There was an audible clicking sound and then the heavy garment slipped away, falling to the ground with a loud thud.
It was liberating to lose that much weight.
Another thud joined in as Fluttershy’s belt had also tumbled to the floor below.
“Keep your tails raised,” Twilight instructed. She then nodded towards Applejack. “Can you see if there were any signs of tampering?”
Applejack got closer and Rarity flushed bright red, knowing that her most sacred parts were being examined with those utilitarian eyes. And for some strange reason that made those lips between her legs that much hotter, pulsing with desire. She could already feel a sheen coating them as they eagerly winked.
“Fluttershy seems good,” Applejack commented, earning her a ‘eep’ from the Pegasus. Then she came up behind Rarity. As she did so, she let out this low whistle, obviously making a show of shaking her head. Though Rarity couldn’t see her from this angle. “Oh Rare, did you honestly think that I wouldn’t see you trying to tamper with the lock?”
Rarity’s eyes widened. “What?”
“I can see it as clear as day,” Applejack chided, tutting. “Can you believe her, Twi?”
Twilight gasped and held a hoof against her chest, grinning with a sadistic glee. This bitch knew that this wasn’t the truth. Yet, she just went along with it anyway. So much for the benevolent and just monarch. “Oh Rarity, how could you do something like that?” Her lips turned upwards, slightly. “I’m going to have to punish you for this.”
She moved back upon the bed, leaving the foot of it open for a few ponies if it were necessary. It was moments like these, when the polycule was assembled, that Rarity was happy that she had invested in such a large bed.
Rarity and Fluttershy both took the hint, coming over and clambering upon the sheets. They were about to pull their rumps upon it but Applejack loudly cleared her throat.
“None of that now,” she drawled. “Keep those butts right there and keep your tails raised. Can’t risk you trying to sneak any funny business when we ain’t looking.”
Twilight nodded. “They would so try that.”
These absolute villains!
Twilight continued to search through the chest, looking through the numerous items which Rarity owned. Her collection wasn’t as plentiful as her Mistress’ but it was still a decent amount of stuff. In the end, she settled for some rope and a pair of spreader bars.
Keep it simple, stupid. A productive motto.
“Same safewords as usual?” Twilight asked.
Fluttershy nodded.
Rarity held up her head, trying to seem tough. “I assure you that none of this is…”
Applejack lifted a hoof and clapped it against her backside, striking her flank nice and firm. The gesture was harsh, resulting in a loud clap which seemed to echo throughout the room. It was enough to make her gasp.
“You’ll speak when you’re spoken too,” Applejack demanded, seeming so very stern all of a sudden.
“Unless it’s our safeword?” Fluttershy asked.
Applejack nodded, her voice softening for her. “Unless it’s your safeword.” She drew away from behind them and moved over to a spot next to Twilight, taking off her hat and placing it upon one of the bedside tables. “What are you thinking?”
“Bondage, impact play,” Twilight listed off. “Then we overstim them and give them all the chances they’ll ever want to cum.”
Rarity perked up. That certainly didn’t sound like a bad deal at all. It was nearly enough to make her forget there was going to be a catch. Because, no matter what was said, there was always a catch whenever it came to Twilight Sparkle.
Her Mistress sparked her horn and used her mana to get started on the rope, untangling it and wrapping it around a focal point of bright purple mana. “Forelegs in front of you with your hooves placed tightly together.”
Rarity obeyed and so did Fluttershy, the two of them obediently following her orders.
Twilight started by winding the rope around both of their fetlocks, seeming to have the concentration and ability to bind both of them at the same time. Her ropework was expertly done, tight enough to restrain but nowhere near tight enough to dare cut off circulation. She then wound both sets of rope together and affixed them to one of the many bars which made up the bed’s headboard.
Rarity tested the binds and found that they were more than adequate for restraining her. She maybe had a little bit of room to pull back but not very much, enough to squirm but never enough to even think about getting away.
At the same time, Applejack came up behind them again. She apparently had the spreader bars as she started to affix them to Rarity’s legs. These were a lot firmer compared to the rope, made of actual unforgiving metal.
When they were successfully in place, her legs were forced apart, exposing herself and her holes. She tried to fight back against them but the gesture was completely futile. It was to be expected, honestly, she didn’t cheap out on her toys.
Applejack leaned forwards, helping herself to a little sample of her essence by giving her lower lips a nice juicy kiss. She even probed at them with the tip of her tongue, giving them just a little bit of the fancy treatment.
“Refreshing,” Applejack murmured, chuckling to herself. Though she still kept her voice low and sultry. “Like a glass of ice tea on a hot summer day.”
She kept it at that as she moved over to Fluttershy and replicated the bondage, binding her legs as well. And judging by the way that Fluttershy drew in a breath, her yellow cheeks growing as pink as her hair, she had apparently helped herself to a little sample of her essence as well.
A tease and nothing more. It would never be anything more than that when it came to these two. Especially this early on.
Rarity tested the entire bondage, finding that she was completely exposed. The spreader bars took away the option to even try and pull herself up upon the bed. Between the rope and this metal, she was trapped, effectively wedged between a rock and a hard place. 
The only real freedom afforded to her was the ability to lower her tail.
“So here is the one rule that I have for you,” Twilight said, smirking. “If either of you drop your tail at any point, without my permission, then I will not be giving you an orgasm tonight.” She reached forth and booped each on the tip of their respective snouts. “Do you understand me?”
Rarity flushed. So, there was the catch that came with that supposed little freedom. Of course there was a catch.
“Yes Mistress,” Fluttershy said.
Twilight looked through the box, clearly trying to find the next of her little tools. She selected a simple paddle with numerous little circles cut into the flat polished wood. It was one of the more middling impact toys which Rarity owned; a nice warm up.
“Do you want to take Fluttershy or Rarity?” Twilight asked.
Applejack scoffed. “Rarity.” She came up behind her, resting a hoof upon her bare backside. “I know that she can take far more than Fluttershy can.”
Rarity burned even brighter as she realized that her sex had winked at the threat. Why did it wink like that?
“We’ll start with ten lashes for a warm you up,” Twilight instructed, using her magic to move the paddle over to Fluttershy’s backside. “Rarity will receive an extra five for tampering with her belt.”
“I didn’t…” Rarity began.
“Sixteen for speaking out of turn,” Applejack quickly interjected.
Twilight nodded. “Agreed.”
Rarity shut up, keeping her mouth shut. She wasn’t about to play right into their sick little games. She was a lady and she had the decency to act as such as she held her head up high.
Twilight drew the paddle back and Applejack did the same with her hoof. Both felt like an executioner’s axe, waiting to fall. Rarity looked at Fluttershy and saw her apprehension as well, the way that her brow furrowed with unease.
Then that axe came down, hitting with lethal intent. There was a hefty clap as the paddle finally made contact with Fluttershy’s ass; the first of the blows.
A split second later and a hoof connected with Rarity’s rump as well. There was this loud thud and she gasped so loudly. The pain was manageable, actually quite pleasurable, with this smouldering heat which lingered upon her flank. It was soon followed by a second strike, delivered to the other cheek, mirroring this sensation.
Impact play always had a way of focusing Rarity’s attention. She was lost to the rhythm of it, melting against the shower of blows that was soon to follow. She closed her eyes as each landed upon her coat, all of them connecting with a comparable strength and warmth. It was like some sort of deeply sinful drumbeat, music to her masochistic ears.
Each was like a stroke from a paintbrush, transforming her pristine white coat into a more storied collage of pinks and blues. There was this heat festering away within her flesh, coursing through her muscles. The ache was nice, tickling at a sinful little voice inside of her and making her lower lips that much hotter to the touch.
Applejack then started to go a little harder, smacking with a bit more of that classic earthpony strength. Her blows connected loudly, the harsh wall of her hoof leaving bright red marks behind. 
Rarity bit her lip, feeling stars sparkle within the edges of her vision.
It was clear that Fluttershy’s punishment had reached an end as the dear looked over with this half-lidded expression. She seemed intrigued by what she saw, impressed perhaps. She really was too beautiful for her own good.
Soon enough the blows reached a fearful din and Rarity’s lips parted with a shocked gasp droning forth from the back of her throat. Her eyes bulged and she felt genuine agony. Not a bad agony but no less real in its intensity.
Why oh why had she been blessed with this sort of response to abuse?
“And sixteen!” Applejack grunted as she smacked her hoof down one final time. The blow connected with enough force that Rarity’s thick flank rippled against the impact.
There was an inferno throughout her muscles, this pleasant burn. It was like she had just endured a heavy workout, giving her this odd sense of accomplishment. How was anypony supposed to pull themself together after something like that.
“I suppose it’s time to talk about your reward.” Twilight said, drawing out two matching white wands from Rarity’s collection. And these were not of the magic variety. “Who’s ready to cum?”
Fluttershy nodded quickly. “Me! Me! Me! I am! I am!”
Twilight chuckled. There was something about her demeanour which Rarity didn’t like. The way she looked made her feel like there were strings attached, concessions that would need to be made. But she also couldn’t deny the wand either nor how badly she really needed it.
“Me,” Rarity added, smirking. “Thank you, darling.”
Twilight used her magic to move both of the wands behind them, hovering them in place just beyond their rumps. The one behind Rarity was so very close, the vibrations in the air nearly touching her dripping wet lips.
Rarity tensed, waiting for it. Any second now. Any second and it would come.
“Oh!” Twilight abruptly pulled the wands back. “Nearly forgot something!”
There it was.
Fluttershy whined, trying desperately to push back in her bondage. Though the motions were utterly hopeless in accomplishing much of anything. She was trapped, just as much as Rarity, wedged so effectively between a rock and a hard place.
Rarity tried her best to keep her composure. She watched as Twilight used her magic to pull something else out of the box. It was a large metal ring with a strange runic writing around its circumference and gemstones affixed to its design. 
A magic inhibitor, perfect for a mare of her calibre.
Twilight slipped it over her horn and let go, allowing it to slide into place against her skull. In an instant, Rarity’s connection to the aethereal world was utterly snuffed out, reduced to nothing more than a mere muted white noise.
“Can’t have you trying to interfere with the game,” Twilight teased.
Applejack came up behind her, kissing her cutie mark and then leaving another little peck upon one of the numerous bruises she had just left behind. “Wouldn’t want that now.”
“You two have such a low opinion of me,” Rarity muttered, holding her head up high and huffing with all the theatrics that she could possibly muster. “I have no idea where that could possibly come from.”
“I can think of several perfectly good places,” Applejack teased, drawing away and moving over to Fluttershy.
She was up to something over there though it was impossible to tell what as Rarity was unable to crane her neck to such an angle. Though she had a pretty good idea as she saw Fluttershy’s eyes light up and a faint moan slip free from her lips. This sudden change in her disposition was paired with a wet slurping sound from directly behind her, betraying what that depravity may have been.
Rarity looked at Twilight, seeing the wolfish smile that she now offered. She barely seemed like a pony at this point as no equine would ever be this brutish with their care.
Yet, Twilight apparently held onto enough kindness, as she eased one of the wands back down. This time she didn’t tease her as she instead pushed the foamed tip right against her lower lips. She even turned it on, pushing it to a relatively mild setting.
It was a start, something to make Rarity shudder. She gripped the ropes and moaned, so happy for this sort of blissful sensation. She tried to get greedy, to rock back against it. But it seemed that Twilight wasn’t having any of this as she pulled the wand back.
“Stay still, dear,” Twilight instructed.
Rarity groaned but did as she was told. It was so hard to be patient when it felt like she’d been denied pleasure for so very long already.
Yet, Twilight proved to hold onto a little kindness. She bumped up the vibrator, pushing it a little harder than before. It soon buzzed with some genuine strength, rumbling against Rarity’s sex. It sent sharp bolts of euphoric energy crawling throughout her body.
If she didn’t know any better, it almost seemed like Twilight wanted her to climax.
The pressure continued to mount, becoming so much greater than before. It honestly felt like she was about to be escorted right to the brink, given everything that she could possibly want from a sordid affair like this.
“Twilight!” Rarity gasped.
As she looked at her Mistress, she saw the playful devil within her gaze. It was like that demon pranced about to the music of her misery. Something was amiss and Rarity had a feeling that she wasn’t going to like what it was.
She was so close, so very very close to the brink.
And just as she teetered upon the edge, mere moments away from climax, Twilight yanked the wand away without warning. In an instance, a split second, the pleasure was gone, fading away to nothing. There was this coolness against her sex, this chilled quality of the room dancing across her folds. It was like the temperature was mocking how abandoned she’d become.
Rarity whimpered, wanting nothing more than to grovel and sob. “Twilight!”
“Be patient, dear,” Twilight teased, instead pressing the wand down against Fluttershy’s crotch. The dear gasped, going wide eyed. “Doesn’t Fluttershy deserve a moment with the toy as well?”
Rarity whimpered. “You cruel bitch.” She buried her face into the sheets. “You have two of them!”
Twilight tutted, shaking her head. “Well, if you’re going to speak to me like that then I shall not be returning this wand to you anytime soon.” She looked at a figure behind Rarity. “Can you believe this mare?”
“What a foul mouth?” Applejack drawled, lifting a hoof and smacking her on the bottom with it. The impact radiated something fierce, driving this warmth across the entire surface of Rarity’s flesh. It made her groan and writhe upon the sheet. “I really should just wash your mouth out with soap, huh?”
Rarity’s eyes widened. “You wouldn’t dare.”
“Wouldn’t dare?” Applejack asked, shaking her head. “Twi, would you dare question me like that?”
“Absolutely not,” Twilight teased, wincing. “I can still taste the Marish Mist on my breath sometimes.” She shuddered. “It’s not a pleasant taste.”
She turned the wand from side-to-side, moving the instrument around as if conducting some sort of orchestral performance. It seemed that she had skill with this craft, channeling Fluttershy’s voice into this lovely song which floated forth and filled the room with these lovely euphoric notes. 
They sounded so dainty, so divine. Yet, each of them was just rubbing Rarity’s nose in the fact that she wasn’t getting stimulated herself. That she wasn’t the one making those noises in the first place. It was torture, plain and simple.
Twilight soon moved the wand back over. And judging by the way that Fluttershy whimpered, it seemed that she hadn’t been allowed to experience that final pleasure either. Yet, she kept her mouth shut, not whimpering but looking very much like a wounded animal.
Rarity felt her composure crack, her lips quiver. She steeled herself and tried not to give Twilight the satisfaction of seeing how badly she wanted this.
Yet, these vibrations felt too good, balancing her right on the edge in short order. Any second now and she’d climax. All she had to do was pretend that she wasn’t enjoying this for a little while longer and she’d be able to edge out an orgasm.
Twilight drew the wand away without warning. “Well, if you aren’t enjoying it, I might as well give it back to Fluttershy.”
“Yay!” Fluttershy whispered. She was soon moaning as the wand was returned to her.
Rarity’s eyes widened. “What!?”
“I mean we’re here for your pleasure, sugar cube,” Applejack drawled, leaning in and kissing her marehood. It was some stimulation but not much. “If you aren’t getting pleasure, we might as well focus on the other mare, right?”
“And you certainly wouldn’t just be putting on a strong show just to trick us into giving you an orgasm,” Twilight teased, winking at her. “Now, would you?”
Read like a fucking book.
She had to sit there, squirming in her bondage and watching as Fluttershy groaned and moaned, practically melting into a puddle beside her. Her desperation continued to mount, growing to a point where she even tried to push a spell through the tip of her horn. All this managed to accomplish, however, was to spark pathetically as the runic ring contained every last drop of her errant mana.
Twilight saw this, grinning with a bastard’s glee.
“Close,” Fluttershy whimpered.
Applejack came up beside her, tenderly running a hoof through her hair. “I think you more than deserve an orgasm. What do you think, Twilight?”
Twilight nodded. “She has been so patient with us.” She looked right at Rarity as she said as much, obviously getting ready to twist the knife and rub her nose in it. “And unlike somepony else, she’s actually willing to tolerate our games.”
Rarity growled. 
This only seemed to amuse Twilight as she threw back her head, letting out this dastardly laugh. She could apparently sound like quite the villain when she wanted to. “Cute…”
Fluttershy huffed and puffed, so obviously being pushed towards the brink. She squirmed upon the bed, rolling from side-to-side to the small degree which her restrictive bondage allowed. It wouldn’t be much longer now. It couldn’t be much longer now.
All Rarity could do was watch, biting her lip as she did so. Her brow furrowed as she focused on the cool wetness against her own crotch. The fires of euphoria had been totally snuffed out and she was left with this longing ache between her haunches.
“Mistress!” Fluttershy cried out, panting and gasping as she worked through the motions.
Rarity could see her pleasure painted as clear as day. Her eyes practically sparkled and there was this pleased little smile lingering upon her lips. This was a mare who had been allowed to enjoy bliss and nothing would ever take that away from her.
“Very good,” Applejack said. “You look so cute when you’re cumming.”
Twilight turned off the wand and brought it towards her lips, making a show of dragging her tongue along the fluid-drenched toy. She made eye contact with Rarity as she did so, grinning and smacking her lips together for effect.
“I am not going to beg,” Rarity grumbled.
Twilight snorted. “Well then…” 
Slowly, oh so slowly, she started to move the wand somewhere else, drawing it away from the bed entirely. Any second now and she would change course and bring it back over. Rarity wasn’t about to fall for her bluff.  Yet, further and further the wand travelled, until it hovered right over an opened drawer in her dresser.
Twilight wouldn’t do that, right? She wouldn’t leave the job half finished. 
Rarity growled, burying her muzzle into the sheets. “Mistress.”
Twilight perked up. “Yes, dear?”
“Please… please use that on me,” Rarity said, glancing up. “I’m horny.”
“I thought you weren’t going to beg?” Twilight asked as she tilted her head to the side.
Rarity closed her eyes. “Please… I need this.” She felt her teeth clench together so tightly. It was never nice to eat crow. “You know that I need this.”
“I suppose it would be rude to leave the job unfinished,” Twilight said.
She drew the wand back over and held the foamed tip back against Rarity’s lower lips. In an instant, she flicked it on, causing it to rumble back to life. Like before it was set to a mild setting, something to tease her and nothing more.
Yet, Rarity moaned for effect, wanting her appreciation to be known even if she had to ham it up a little. The heat started to return to her haunches, slowly, growing little by little. Her core smouldered with the embers reigniting this fresh kindling. She tried her best to press back against the wand but there was no doing so as Twilight kept it like that, refusing to give her so much as a single inch of wiggle room.
“Doesn’t she look cute when she’s like this?” Applejack asked.
Rarity looked to the side and saw that Fluttershy was looking right at her, smiling. She did in fact look very cute. “Yeah…”
They’re trying to mock you…
Rarity flushed and threw back her head, allowing her voice to rise even higher. If this was her destiny then she would follow it full-heartedly. She wanted nothing more than to be a good little toy, perfect for their use. Maybe that would get them to keep using her until she had actually gotten off.
The fires in her stomach quickly rebuilt, growing to a fretful din. It wouldn’t be much time now, just a little longer, just a tiny bit more.
How long had it been since her last orgasm? Her memory was far too fuzzy to even recall.
So close, so very…
Twilight suddenly pulled the wand away, seeming to time her denial just right. A second longer, a mere heartbeat of stimulation, and she would be pushed right over the edge. Now, Rarity was just laying there, wide-eyed and desperate. Her heart was hammering and her eyes were wide, wild and desperate as she whined something fierce; like an animal who had just been struck.
“Twilight!” Rarity yelped.
Twilight grinned and reached out, booping her on the nose with a hoof. “What?”
“I was so close,” Rarity groaned.
“Oh…” Twilight leaned back against the pillow, instead spreading her legs and stroking at her own mound with the other vibrating wand. She was so wet, obviously enjoying the intensity of this torture to its fullest. “I know!”
The second went by, heavy and frantic. The heat slowly died down, leaving this pronounced ache behind. It was so terrible… so frustrating. And there was nothing that she could do about it.
Yet, just as she was removed from the brink, Twilight pressed down with the first wand, yet again. She held it there, pushing those harsh vibrations back against her hole. And just as quickly, the fires returned, so terrible in their intensity.
But Rarity was smart now, she knew this game, she knew how badly it was stacked against her. Her core was shuddering, desperate for even a semblance of relief. But she knew that it wasn’t about to come. No, it would never come.
Still, her body wasn’t her brain, her body adored this. She moaned, instinctively, closing her eyes. Her pulse hammered within her skull and there was that burning warmth which threatened to engulf her so utterly.
“Mistress,” Rarity groaned. “Please.”
Twilight yanked the wand away, confirming her fears. “No…”
“What do you mean no?” Rarity yelped.
“No, I’m not giving it to you just yet,” Twilight said, grinning. “It’s way more fun to deny you like this.”
She held the wand right in front of Rarity’s mouth, mere centimetres away from her lips. The smell of her lust was heavy upon the air, this spicy essence which only accented how desperate and needy she felt at this moment.
What exactly did Twilight hope to gain from this?
“Lick it clean,” Twilight ordered, smirking.
Rarity drew in a breath and opened her mouth, dragging her tongue along the toy. She not only tasted her own pleasure but also Fluttershy’s as well, picking up on the accents of her own beauty products mingled with her juices. Her cheeks warmed as a bright flush brimmed within her complexion, burning something fierce. She knew that she was being degraded like this.
“Please,” she groaned.
Twilight drew the wand away and instead moved it behind Rarity again. Like before, she pressed that foamed tip against her sex, roughly grinding into her folds. Her anatomy had barely been given time to come down and she was right back on the brink.
At this point, it felt like a curse, being at this point. It made the fall all the more terrible to experience. The edge felt hellish. What she wouldn’t give to be allowed to teeter over it and into the cosmos of bliss, falling into the depths of the supernova which was rapidly coming to completion within her stomach.
And just like before, right as the brink seemed so very close, Twilight stole it from her, yanking the wand away.
“Twilight!” Rarity roared, almost sobbing in frustration. “Please.”
Yet, Twilight just smiled, grinning like an utter witch. 
Rarity hated her so very much right now. Her hole was leaking and she was desperate for a climax. Why couldn’t she just give it to her?
And just as Rarity started to ease back, Twilight pressed the wand back down. There was little time to recover which might have proven useful. Only, just as Rarity started to surrender herself to the sensation, yet again, Twilight yanked the wand back.
Her technique was perfect, able to time these brief intermissions and always keep her right on edge with no hope of reaching completion. There was no chance to edge away, no opportunity to get off. Rarity was effectively stuck between a rock and a hard place, balancing right on the very precipice of outright bliss.
Her world was reduced to sensations and this raw sense of frustration, desperate for any form of relief. But none came, there was no mercy, no kindness, just this constant song and dance of keeping Rarity right on edge with no hope of relief.
“Twilight!” Rarity hollered. “You fucking…” She groaned. “Bitch.”
The wand left her hole one more time. For a moment, it seemed that Twilight was just easing back to torment her, like all the other times before. But it was different this time around with the wand actually turning off completely, leaving this deafening silence in its wake.
As Rarity looked up, she saw the playful smirk that her Mistress offered.
“Can you believe her tongue?” Twilight asked.
Applejack shook her head. “She cusses like a sailor.”
“I don’t think a mare like that deserves to cum,” Twilight said, nodding. “In fact, I don’t think she should get to cum for a good long while.”
Rarity lifted her face away from the sheets, looking between them. “Now hold on a second.”
Twilight used her magic to clamp her snout shut, denying her a chance to interfere with their conversation.
“Another week?” Twilight asked.
Applejack scoffed. “I was thinking a whole gosh darn month for an outburst like that.”
Rarity’s eyes widened.
They couldn’t do that! They couldn’t do this to her! She had followed the rules, she had behaved herself. It had been so long since she last climaxed.
“You rogues!” Rarity slurred. Her growl was still audible over that aetheric grasp. “Villains, the lot of you.”
Fluttershy smirked. “I don’t know, Rarity, I think they’re pretty nice.”
“Don’t you dare take their side, you little brownnoser. Don’t forget that your punishment is tied to mine.” Rarity growled, huffing as Twilight finally released her snout. She knew that her Mistress was just letting her dig her grave but she didn’t care. Her name was Rarity Belle and she would make her opinions known. “This is extremely unfair.”
Applejack lumbered over and picked up a certain heavy metal belt off of the floor. She carefully slid it into place, settling it against her lover’s crotch. Rarity hated its presence, hated the harsh cold material against her still tender lips.
Rarity sniffled. “I hate you so much.”
“What colour?” Twilight asked.
Rarity flushed, realizing she’d been caught red handed. “G-green.”
“Well, that sounds like a perfectly lovely colour,” Applejack said. “And last I checked, it sure as shit wasn’t red.”
The locks on the belt soon clicked into place, leaving Rarity perfectly restrained. 
She closed her eyes and waited, feeling her core cry out. So close, she had been brought so very close to the brink. And what did she have to show for it? Nothing… absolutely nothing. Not even one morsel of an orgasm. She’d take a ruined climax over this terrible sensation.
There was the sound of a few more locks clicking into place and Rarity knew that Fluttershy was being locked up as well.
With that finished, Twilight sparked her horn and got started on their ropework, picking apart the bondage which kept them pinned in place. She was efficient and they were both freed in quick order with the ropes and spreader bars put away.
If nothing else, Twilight Sparkle was a very efficient mare, cleaning her messes up far quicker than most.
“I am very proud of you two,” she said, coming forward and kissing Fluttershy on the forehead. Then she did the same for Rarity, scoffing as she spoke. “Sorry for being a bitch.”
“Unfortunately, that’s what I love about you,” Rarity grumbled.
She crawled upon the bed, cuddling up to her Mistress. Fluttershy also came over and occupied her other foreleg, boxing her in between two bodies. Applejack just kind of hovered there, chewing on her lip and looking a little out of place.
Rarity rolled her eyes and scooched a bit closer to her Mistress, making room for her other marefriend to join them. “Stop acting like a cowboy and get your ass over here already.”
“Yes, ma’am,” Applejack said, tilting the phantom brim of a hat that was no longer on her head.
She joined in on the cuddle pile, pinning Rarity between two equally warm bodies. Yet, their warmth could only do so much about the cold belt still cradling her crotch.
“So…” Rarity began.
“Another week on top of your current punishment,” Twilight said, smirking. “I can’t let you get away with using that sort of language around me.”
“So disrespectful,” Applejack bemoaned.
Fluttershy snickered. “I love you three.”
“I love you too, darling,” Rarity said before looking at the others. “And I tolerate you two with all of my heart.”
“Tolerate.” Twilight gasped, holding a hoof to her chest. “You wound me!”
Applejack scoffed. “I accept your tolerance.”
