A Hearthswarming Carol
by Jeff Mango

Once upon a time, of all the good days of the year, on Hearthswarming Eve, Suri Polomare sat busy at her sewing machine.  Suri was covetous, conniving, power-hungry, wicked young woman, with a heart as hard and lifeless as a diamond, yet lacking all of its shine.  She was cruel, callous, and conceited, the kind of person no one would choose to be around unless they absolutely had to.


Suri gritted her teeth as her machine whirred and hummed beneath her hands, spinning a pattern of green fir trees and roaring fireplaces into her latest dress.  Above all things, she hated Hearthswarming.  The frigid weather made her hands ache, the decorations were gaudy in the extreme, and that godawful Hearthswarming Pageant...


“What a bunch of humbug... 'mkay?” she muttered under her breath.  A small knock sounded at her door, and Suri's timid little assistant, Coco Pommel, entered.


“Um... Ms. Suri?” she asked, clearly terrified to be interrupting her boss on her least favorite day of the year.


“What do you want, Coco?  Can't you see I'm busy?”


“I'm really sorry to interrupt, Ms. Suri, but, well, it's Hearthwarming Eve, and...”


“And?  Oh.”


Coco gave Suri a small, hopeful smile


“I suppose you're expecting the rest of the day off?”


“I mean, only if it's convenient.”


“It's not convenient!  Hearthswarming is one of our busiest days, and I need extra stock just in case our supply runs out!  And on top of that, it's hardly fair to me, 'mkay?  You really expect me to pay you an entire day's wages for no work?”


Coco hung her head, ashamed.


“I understand, Ms. Suri.  But my parents really want to see me, and--”


“Ugh, fine!  Take your stupid day off!  But if you're not here two hours early the next morning, consider yourself fired!”


Coco stood straight up, giving Suri a comical salute


“Y-yes ma'am!  Three hours early, even!  Thank you, ma'am!”


Before Suri could change her mind, Coco turned on her heels, heading out of the room.  For a moment, Suri's self-control faltered, and her eyes flicked down Coco's legs to her little feet.  As usual, her assistant had removed her shoes once the customers had left, leaving her feet bare except for a pair of cream pantyhose.  Suri gulped, forcing her gaze back onto her sewing machine.  With a soft click, the door was closed, leaving her alone, with only the dim sound of Hearthswarming carols in the background.  Oh, how she hated this day. 


Outside, the wind howled and moaned like some unearthly specter, sending wave after wave of snow splashing against Suri's window.  She gritted her teeth, dreading having to walk through the frigid maelstrom.  And she'd probably have to listen to the awful carols too, as if the cold wasn't enough.  Suddenly sick to her stomach, Suri stood up from her desk, walking to the window and staring out at the street below her.  Though it was well into the evening, the street was lit by all manner of festive lamps and lights, casting a multi-colored, flickering glow over everything.


Suri averted her eyes from the street, the cheer already making her stomach churn.  Instead, she stared out at the snow-covered rooftops, grimacing.  


“Suri Polomare...”


“Oh, what now Coc-- oh?”


There was no one else in the room.  Suri opened her office door to check the hallway, and again found nobody.  As far as she could tell, she was the only one in the building.


“Heh.  Must've been my imagination.  All this Hearthswarming nonsense is messing with my head.”


She returned to the window, leaning her forehead against the glass.  Perhaps it was just the swirling patterns of snow playing tricks on her vision, but she could swear she saw a familiar figure looming in the distance, standing amidst the flurry.  Only they weren't standing on anything, they were just... floating there.  


Suri blinked twice, and the figure disappeared.  She chuckled softly to herself.  All this Hearthswarming nonsense really was getting to her, wasn't it?  “Humbug...” she muttered to herself, turning to grab her coat.


As Suri walked home, she was assaulted on all sides by the worst of the Hearthswarming rabble.  Gaggles of carolers, bands of street performers, bakers desperately trying to peddle their high-calorie snacks, and – worst of all – amateur seamstresses selling gaudy, terrible holiday garments surrounded her on all sides.  Suri made sure to give each one a venomous scowl, relishing the looks of hurt as they recoiled from her. 


“Happy Hearthswarming Eve, ma'am!”


A little girl stood in front of Suri, holding a tray of little silver bells.  “Would you like to buy one?  The money goes to help support the Manehattan Community for Disadvantaged Children.”


“Why sure I wouldn't!”  Suri smacked the tree out of the girl's hands, sending the bells scattering into the snow.  The child dropped to her knees, horrified, as she tried to clean them up.  Suri cackled, not even bothering to slow down.


When she finally got home, she had begun ranting under her breath about each awful thing she saw.  “Who taught you how to sing?  You really think that sweater looks good?  Even as a joke, it's disgusting.  Those cookies look like dried mouse droppings...”  Each new joke brought a bigger smile to her face, but she never forgot to drop the smile just in time to scowl at anyone and everyone who dared to wish her a Happy Hearthswarming.


Inside her tiny apartment, Suri headed right for the fridge, pulling out a bottle of eggnog.  Even if she couldn't enjoy a single facet of this awful holiday, at least she could get wasted enough to completely forget it.  Unscrewing the cap, she took a long drink from the cartoon, the sugary, milky, bubblegum taste of the eggnog washing down her throat and settling in her stomach.  


Only... it didn't quite settle.  Suri bent over the counter, suddenly woozy.  She smacked her lips, noting that something tasted off about the eggnog.  Flipping the carton over, she checked the expiration date.


Turns out, she forgot to buy eggnog since last Hearthswarming.  


The last thing Suri realized before she blacked out was that she was in for a very, very rough Hearthswarming.


She woke up what seemed like only minutes later, lying in her bed.  Immediately, she sat up, glancing around her.  How had she gotten there?  Had she managed to crawl into it before passing out?  Or did someone carry her here?


Suri began to shiver, and she could feel a presence creeping closer towards her.  The temperature in the room began to drop and an unnatural, shimmering light filled the tiny space.  Suri shielded her eyes, drawing the blankets closer around her.  From out of the darkness, a grim, rattling, and above-all fabulous voice seemed to echo all around her, calling her name.


“Suri Polomare!”


Suri let out a squeak of terror, ducking beneath her covers.  Even though the fabric, she could see the ghostly light glowing around her, and the temperature dropped so low she could see her breath.  Steeling herself against horror, Suri peeked out from underneath the blanket, expecting all manner of grim specters to confront her.  Instead, however, she discovered something – someone, really – quite different.


“R-Rarity?”


Suri's former childhood friend stood before her, bedecked in a radiant silver-and-purple robe.  Silvery chains, each bedecked in tassels and ribbons, were fastened along her body, their ends floating weightless in the air.


“Yes, Suri.  I have come to you tonight... with a message.”


Rarity swept her hand over her head, posing dramatically in midair.  The glimmer around her rose and fell with her motions, as if she were swimming in pure light.


“Are you... you're a ghost, aren't you?”


“Ghost?  Well, I suppose.  But I really prefer the term “spirit,” darling.”


“Oh no... Rarity, I'm sorry for you, I really am.  When did this happen?”


“When did what happen, dear?”


“Your... you know, when you died.”


“Died?  Oh, darling, you misunderstand.  I am very much alive.  This is just a part-time job, you know how it is.  Business at the boutique has been slow, and it helps pay the bills, you know?”


Suri most certainly did not know.  This had to be some sort of bizarre dream, she thought to herself.  That eggnog was bad, and now she was in the throes of the worst fever dream of her life.  As if sensing her former friend's doubt, Rarity spoke again.


“You doubt your senses, Suri?”


“Wh-what?  No!  I mean... I have no idea what's going on here, honestly.”


“It will be made clear to you, darling.  I've come to you with a warning.  Tonight, you will be haunted by three spirits.”


“Three?  Oh God, you're going to show me the error of my ways, aren't you?  And how, if I don't change, I'll end up dead and alone?”


“Dead and alone?  Good heavens, darling!  I'm just here because you're extremely sexually repressed, and it's turning you into a downright cunt, if you'll pardon my language.”


“You're... wait... what?  I'm not repressed!”


Rarity rolled her eyes.  “Sure you're not, dear.  And the reason you stare at your cute little assistant's feet all day is...?”


“I... I do not stare!”


Rarity clicked her tongue.  “Darling, we roomed together in college, remember?  You have no secrets from me.”


Suri hung her head, feeling the blood rush to her face.  She hated this day enough already, and now Rarity's ghost was going to berate her for maybe, just maybe, enjoying a few unusual things?  “Okay, maybe I do sort of get off on that.  What's it to you?”


“To me?  Darling, it hasn't been anything to me since that night in the Manehattan University West Dorms.  But you haven't let yourself enjoy what you enjoy in years, and it's turning you into a frigid, ornery, horny curmudgeon!” 


“I... I...”


Suri's face felt like it was on fire now.  “I don't care!  Get out of my house!  I hate this holiday enough without you invading my room and laughing at me!”


“I never laughed, darling.”


“I don't care!  Out!”


Suri grabbed a pillow and chucked it at Rarity's head.  It sailed right through her ghostly form, flopping to the floor.  Rarity shook her head.  “Expect the first ghost within the hour, Suri.  She'll show you the light.  Or, at least, she'll show you something.”

And with that, Rarity's ghost disappeared into the mist, leaving only a brief puff of glittery light behind.  Suri fell back onto her pillow, suddenly exhausted, and ready for this horrible dream to end.


She awoke what felt like only moments later.  It was still dark outside, but silent now.  The carolers had all retired, and most houses had switched off their decorations for the night.  The snow continued to swirl outside, filling the room with a low, mournful howl.


“Suri Polomare?”


Suri bolted upright in bed, frantically scanning the room.  The voice was nothing like Rarity's; it was  nothing like a ghost at all, really.  It was a child's voiced, lightly colored by southern accent.


“Y-yes?” Suri stammered, pulling the blankets around her.  


From out of the darkness, a short, slender figure approached, their bare feet making gentle slapping sounds against the hardwood floors.  Suri backed herself up against the headboard, shivering.


“Why are you so scared?”


The figure stepped into the dim rays of light that passed through Suri's window.  She was a young girl, probably not older than ten or eleven.  Her hair was a shocking cherry red, tied back by a pink bow, and she wore ratty, worn overalls over a t-shirt several sizes too big for her.


“Are y-you... are you...”


“Hiya.  I'm Applebloom.  I'm the first ghost that's gonna visit you tonight.”


“Oh.  Right, yes.  First ghost.”  Suri wiped her hand across her forehead, still shivering, but starting to calm.  The fact that the ghost was a little girl had calmed her some.  “So... I guess you've got a lesson you're supposed to teach me, then?”


Applebloom shrugged.  Suri could detect only the faintest hint of a ghostly aura around her.  She looked so corporeal, it was hard to believe she was a spirit at all.  “I dunno if it's much of a lesson.”

The girl fished through the pocket of her overalls, withdrawing a scrap of parchment.  “Apparently I'm supposed to help you relive a memory?  Apparently the higher-ups think it'll help you be less of a bitch.”


Suri blinked at the young girl's use of language, her tongue taking a few seconds to catch up to her brain.  “A memory?” she asked.  “What memory.”  


“Dunno.  It just gives the date.  Looks like it was this day, six years ago.  Ring any bells?”


Six years ago would have put Suri back in college, in her first year, back when she was roommates with Rarity.  And on that Christmas, she had...


“Oh no.”


“What's wrong?”


“You're not going to, um... you're not going to be able to see the memory we visit... right?”


“'fraid I am.  Why?”


“Um... uh...”


Suri scratched the back of her head, hoping the darkness of the room was enough to hide her embarrassment.  “Let's just say it was a little, um... intimate.  I don't think it's something a kid should see.”


Applebloom rolled her eyes.  “Oh, please.  If you think there's anything you can show me that I haven't already seen, then you're crazy.  Now come on, I haven't got all night,” she said, before leaping onto Suri's bed, sitting cross-legged across from her.


“Alright, fine.  If it'll get this over with any faster, then fine.”


“Great!” Applebloom answered.  She stuck one bare foot out towards Suri.  “Now kiss my heel!”


“Wh-what?”


“That's how the magic works!  You have to kiss my foot for me to take you back in time!”


“I... that seems really arbitrary...”


“Completely, now hurry up!”


Suri gulped and bent her face level with Applebloom's sole.  It was smeared with a thin layer of dirt, as if she'd spent the day walking outside shoeless, and smelled vaguely of earth and sweat.  Gently, Suri placed a small peck against the girl's heel.  


Nothing happened.



“Come on, it has to be better than that!  You have to really mean it!” she barked.  Applebloom wriggled her toes impatiently.  “Now hurry up, okay?”


Suri pressed her mouth against the girl's sole, opening it slightly and letting her tongue poke against the bottom of Applebloom's foot.  It tasted of dirt, sweat, and long days in the sun.


Immediately, the world around her dissolved into mist, and Suri felt as if she was falling.  And then as quickly as it began, the sensation stopped, leaving her in a cramped room, sitting cross-legged on the bottom of a set of bunk beds.  Posters of male models and boy bands covered every inch of the wall, and two rickety desks were crammed into the corner, each overflowing with books, papers, and various, glittery pens.


She was in her old dorm room.  And next to her, on the same bed, sprawled across the mattress, barefoot and sloppy drunk, was her old roommate.


“Quit staring!” Rarity giggled, hiccuping.


Suri backed up, confused, before glancing down at her hands.  She was herself, but... herself of the past?  Suri recognized the old short, tight, scandalous shorts she used to wear, even in the winter, along with a tank top a size too big for her.  All-in-all, the two of them were the picture of trashy.


Rarity grabbed ahold of Suri's arm, staring into her face with a big, drunken smile on her face.  “I said quit staring, you fucking...”


The sentence trailed off before she could find an insult.  A bottle of champagne sat between them, almost gone.  Though Suri had drank almost the entirety of it in the past, she now felt as sober as could be.


“Staring?  I'm not staring!”


“Liar,” Rarity said, grinning deviously.  “You keep staring at my feet.  Why?  You like my new nail polish?”


Rarity held up her right foot, placing it only inches from Suri's face.  The smell of her roommate's perfumed, immaculately-clean feet wafted up to Suri's nose, and the tingling thrum of desire began to pulse in her chest.


“I... I do...”


Even though she knew it wasn't real, Suri couldn't help but allow herself to give into her baser desires.  This was her chance to relive the time – the only time – she'd ever been able to truly experience her deepest, most unorthodox fantasy.


“Yeah?”


Rarity let out a playful, drunken peal of laughter, swaying backwards before catching herself.  “Then why don't you kiss it?”


Both of them were blushing hard now, Rarity from drunkenness and Suri from mixed arousal and embarrassment.  Unable to control herself, she bent in and placed a little kiss on Rarity's toe, taking a deep, throaty breath of her roommate's foot aroma.  Rarity threw her head back, howling with laughter.


“Oh my... you actually did it!  You're crazy!”


She shoved her foot into Suri's face, her sole mashing against her cheek.  Suri let out a sudden, unbidden groan of pleasure as Rarity forced her face against the wall, mashing her foot against her face.  Suri could feel a wet spot forming between her legs, and hoped against hope that Rarity wouldn't notice.


“Come on, Suri... you like my feet so much... you should love this!”


Suri did – oh how she did – and it was all she could do to pretend she didn't.


“G-get off!”


Summoning all she could of her strength, Rarity shoved her roomate's foot out of her face, but not before taking one long, final sniff of her it, letting the mixed foot musk and lilac perfume fill her lungs.  Suri was positively dripping now, continuing to stare at Rarity's feet even as she tucked them under the sheets.


Rarity opened her mouth to speak, but Suri couldn't hear her.  The scene dissolved, and Suri was spinning again.  When the world righted itself, she was in her own bed, once again dressed in her pajamas and sprawled across the mattress.  The girl, Applebloom, sat on the edge of the bed, frowning.


“Well, that sure was somethin'.”


Suri hung her head.  “I'm really sorry you had to see that.”


Applebloom shrugged.  “Don't worry, that was far from the worse I've seen.  I had to visit Moondancer once, and that girl--” She let out an involuntary shudder.  “She's into some weird stuff, if you catch my drift.”


Suri nodded, still incredibly confused.  “What was that?”


“I let you re-experience the past.  Nothing's changed in the present, you just got to live that memory again, if it makes any sense.  I dunno if there's a lesson there, or what.  That's for the next spirits to help you with.”


“But... why that memory?  Why any of this?”


Applebloom shrugged


“No idea.  But my time's up now, so... good luck, I guess?”


“Wait--!”


But the spirit didn't wait.  Applebloom dissolved into a pink mist, leaving only a vague smell of Golden Delicious behind.  Suri collapsed back against her bed, exhausted once more.


When she awoke, it was not to the sound of gentle footsteps, but to the pulsing of electronic music coming from her kitchen.  The entire building seemed to rattle under the force of the blasting bass, to the point where she was surprised the apartment hadn't collapsed.  Suri bolted out of her bed, heading to the kitchen to tell whoever – or whatever – was making the noise to turn it the fuck down.


Instead of her kitchen, however, she found that the rest of her apartment had been converted into a miniature nightclub, complete with a DJ booth and a crowd of dancers.  All of whom were barefoot.


As soon as Suri entered the room, the crowd parted, revealing a girl with impossibly poofy bright-pink hair.  She was clad only in a bikini top and shorts so minimalistic that Suri wondered why she bothered wearing them at all.  The pink-haired girl turned, gesturing towards Suri.


“Ladies and gentlemen... Suri Polomare!”


The crowd grabbed Suri, forcing her towards the pink-haired girl.  Suri gasped and stammered, trying to find the right words.  “Are you... are you the second spirit?” she stuttered?”


“That's me!  Pinkamena Diane Pie!  But you can just call me Pinkie!”


“Oh.  Okay?  What are you gonna show me?”


“Me?  I'm gonna show you a PARTY!”


Immediately, the music resumed, the crowd around her erupting into frenzied dancing, undulating along to the beat of the DJ's music.  Pinkie grabbed her by the hand, dragging her towards the DJ booth.


“You've been stuck up for too long, Suri!  You need to learn how to have a good time again!”


She began to dance wildly, her bare feet slapping against Suri's floor, her butt wriggling as if it had a mind of its own.  “Come on, dance!” Pinkie demanded.  She grabbed Suri's hands in hers, forcing her into an awkward rendition of the Twist.  Suri tried to keep up, beginning to sweat from the oppressive heat and the exertion.  


“Come on, you can do better than that!  If you surprise, me, I'll give you a reward,” Pinkie said, a playful chime in her voice.  Suri tried her best to mimic Pinkie's moves, but her own butt didn't seem to want to cooperate, and she ended up looking more like a monkey's mating dance than anything.


Pinkie doubled over, giggling.  “You're doing great!  Now come on!”


She grabbed Suri by the hand, pulling her around to the other side of the DJ booth.  The two sat on the ledge together, both their feet dangling to the floor.


“See?  Isn't this fun?”


“I... I guess.”


“This is what you could be enjoying right now, if you weren't such a grump!”


“Who says this is what I want to do with my time?  I'm a busy woman!  I don't have time for dancing and... and whatever else this is.”


“Oh?”


Pinkie smirked, batting her eyelids at Suri.  She leaned back against one of the speakers, holding her foot up to Suri's face.  “And I guess you don't have time for these either?” she asked.  


Dancing had left Pinkie's feet drenched in sweat and grime, but aside from that, they were perfect.  Shapely arches, cute, round little toes, a rosy shade of nail polish that matched her hair...


Suri gulped.


“It's okay, Suri, go ahead.  Enjoy yourself for once!”


That was all Suri needed to hear.  She grabbed Pinkie's foot in both hands, sticking the girl's toes into her mouth.  Her tongue lashed greedily against them, as if trying to wring every drop of sweat, every molecule of dirt, and every single scruple of the delicious taste of her foot away from her.  Sputtering slurps escaped Suri's lips as she tried to fit as much of Pinkie's foot into her mouth as she could.  Gagging, she withdrew her foot and instead licked along her sole, dragging her tongue from Pinkie's heel up to her toes.


Pinkie giggled, her toes wriggling in delight as Suri's tongue tickled her.


“You're pretty good at this, you know?  Hey, Vinyl!  Come try this!”


Footsteps sounded behind Suri as another girl joined them.  The DJ's hair was an electric blue, and a pair of shades hid her eyes.  Like the rest of the club, she was barefoot, and stuck her foot into Suri's face after sitting next to Pinkie.


Suri alternated between both, not even bothering to close her mouth.  She just left her tongue out, dragging it between both Pinkie's and Vinyl's feet.  Each had their own distinct taste: Pinkie's were sweat and musky, while Vinyl's were harsh and sweaty.  When combined, some sort of gestalt process combined their tastes into a level of deliciousness that sent Suri's brain into a frenzy.  She was like an animal, slurping, kissing, licking, tasting.  Time ceased to matter, there was nothing but her, the music, and the wondrous taste of the girls' feet.


And then, suddenly, it was gone.  Suri was lying on a bed again, only she was no longer in her pajamas.  She had been stripped down to her underwear, and was freezing.  The bed wasn't hers; it was an uncomfortable, blocky thing far too big for just one person, in the middle of a creaky, drafty, bare-bones room.  Outside, snow swirled against the window, flakes ricocheting off the glass and pinwheeling through the gray sky.  


The door to the room opened, and Pinkie appeared again.  The devious smirk was back on her face as she sprinted to Suri's bedside.


“So?  Did you have fun?”


“Y-yeah...”


Suri was still out of breath, and could still taste Pinkie's feet on her tongue


“Great!  Now it's time for round two!”


“R-round two?”


“Yep!  Are you ready?”


“Ready for what?”


“To meet my sisters!  Come on, girls!”


The door creaked again, three other girls shuffled in after pinkie.  The first, her mauve hair cropped short, seemed the complete opposite of Pinkie.  Her face was blank, and she carried herself stiffly, almost robotic in her movements.  The next one's hair was gelled into spikes that seemed to start, swoop, and stop with no pattern or reason to their movements.  She scowled at Suri the moment she entered the room, but her scowl quickly broke into a vicious smile.  Behind her, she dragged a third girl, whose granite-gray hair covered one eye.  She was unable to meet Suri's gaze, hiding behind her sisters.


Suri tried to cover herself, but found the bed was bereft of blankets, and her underwear didn't provide much modesty.  Pinkie and her sisters lined up alongside the bed, and Suri could feel their eyes running along her body.


“So?” Pinkie asked, “who wants to go first!?”


“Fuck going first.  I just wanna go!”


The girl with the spiked hair threw herself onto the bed, sitting next to Suri.  She pulled her socks off and shoved her feet into Suri's face.  The smell was so powerful that she nearly fainted, the odor of unwashed feet filling her nostrils.  Suri gasped, feeling momentarily sick, before the powerful currents of desire overtook her.  She risked a lick of the girl's foot.  The taste was just as acrid as the smell.


And Suri wanted more.


“Yeah!  Go Limestone!” Pinkie shouted, clapping in excitement.  Suri lapped at the soles of Limestone's feet again, their taste heavy on her tongue.  They were far from the sweetness of Pinkie's; she could practically taste the days of work and sweat and the weeks without washing that had gone into the condition of Limestone's soles.


“You're gonna have to try harder than that, bitch.”


Limestone pressed her feet into Suri's face, rubbing her rough soles against her cheeks and nose until Suri could smell nothing but the overwhelming aroma of Limestone's poor hygiene.  But that wasn't enough for the other girl.  Limestone snarled in rage, grabbing her shy sister.  “Do something, you idiot!”


“Hey!  Be nice to Marble!” Pinkie cut in.


Limestone didn't respond.  Instead, she simply pushed Marble to her knees, keeping her feet firmly planted on Suri's face.  Marble obediently knelt at Suri's feet as Limestone pushed her sister's face against Suri's soles.  The shy girl placed a few small licks along Suri's heel, each of them making the fashionista squirm in pleasure.  


The licks came faster and faster as Marble began to enjoy the taste of Suri's feet.  She took one of Suri's toes into her mouth, sucking happily at it as her hands massaged Suri's other foot.


Pinkie and her remaining sister watched the brewing orgy, Pinkie with a delighted smile and her sister with a blank, uncaring stare.


“Well, Maud?” Pinkie side, elbowing her sister.  “You going to do your thing?”


Maud shrugged, taking a position on the bed.  “I guess.”


She removed her shoes, running a bare foot across Suri's equally-bare stomach, making her shiver.  Her soles were rough, but the touch of her foot was far more delicate than that of Limestone, and she seemed to caress Suri with her toes.  Slowly, her foot made its way down to Suri's crotch, adroit toes prying back Suri's panties, revealing her vagina, soaked with arousal.


Suri tried to say something, but Limestone forced her toes into her mouth the second it opened.  Maud's foot gently slid along Suri's genitals, making her groan in pleasure, before beginning to gently rub her heel against Suri's pussy.  Suri gasped, sucking even harder on Limestone's foot as a result.  She'd been fingered only once before, but this was a hundred times better.


Maud stared at her, uncaring, as her skillful foot slowly brought Suri closer and closer to orgasm.  It was all too much for the poor fashionista.  The overpowering taste of Limestone's messy feet, the feeling of having her own feet worshipped, and the sweet, sweet feeling of Maud's sole against her vagina...


Suri could feel the orgasm coming and threw her head back, ready for the wondrous release it would bring.


And then, as quickly as it began, the orgy was over, and Suri was spinning again.


She landed in her own bed, dressed again, with no Pinkie around.  Suri was somewhat surprised to find that she missed her.  Or, rather, she missed all those wonderful feet.  


But Pinkie was only the second spirit.  Which meant--


“Woooooooo...”


Mist began to descend from the ceiling, and the sound of someone doing a really bad, really cheesy ghost wail filled the room.


“Wooooooooo...”


“Alright, I know the deal.  Can we just get going?”


Out from the darkness stepped a figure, shrouded and cloaked, with mist seeping from their robes.


“Woooooooo...”


“Okay, seriously, this is stupid.  Come on, you're the third spirit, what do you have to show me?”


Silently, Suri prayed for another foot orgy. 


The spirit stepped closer, removing its hood.  The girl beneath had flowing, waist-length pink hair, and stared timidly at Suri, not speaking.  “So... you're the third ghost, right?” Suri asked, growing impatient.


“Y-yes.  I'm F-Fluttershy, the um... final spirit.”


“Alright.”


An awkward silence stretched between them.  Suri could hear the wind howling ever louder outside her window.


“Are... you going to do anything?”


“Oh, um, right!  I need to, uh...”


The spirit began fumbling in her robes, finally withdrawing a scrap of parchment, much like Applebloom's.  She squinted at it in the darkness, reading in a wavering, timid little voice.  “I need to, um, uh... show you the shadows of.. uh... what you're missing out on, I guess?  I dunno, it's kind of vague...”


Suri rolled her eyes.  “I already know what I'm missing out on!  Come on, just give me some action, or something!”


“O-okay... in order for me to transport you to the future, you have to, uh... kiss the top of my foot.  If that's okay with you...”


“Of course it's okay!  Come here!”


Suri practically threw herself onto the ground, pushing Fluttershy's robes up to expose her feet, planting kiss after kiss atop them.  Immediately the scene dissolved into mist, and Suri was spinning again.


When she came to a standstill, both her and Fluttershy were inside Coco's apartment.  Her assistant sat in a ratty-looking armchair, staring at the fire.  Her heels were off, discarded near the door, and Coco was slowly massaging her own feet.  


“I hate wearing these...” she muttered under her breath, her palms kneading along her sole.  “Stupid Suri, doesn't she realize how bad it hurts to wear them all day?  Ugh...”


Suri tried to call out to Coco, but her voice didn't even carry an inch past her face.  She looked at Fluttershy for an explanation, but the ghost simply shook her head.  All Suri could do was stare at Coco's feet, salivating and filled with longing.  Coco massaged them for what felt like hours, letting out occasional squeaks of relief as her thumbs hit a particularly sensitive spot.


When Suri could bear no more of the teasing, she turned, and the scene dissolved again.  She reappeared in her bedroom, with Fluttershy at her side.


“Well?  D-did you, um... learn anything?”


“I think I did?  I honestly don't know.”


Fluttershy just shrugged, and Suri lay down in her bed, pulling the blankets up over her shoulders.  The spirit turned on her heels, padding away from her with the smooth smacking of bare feet on wood flooring.


“Well, um... I'm going to go now.  Happy Hearthswarming.”


“Yeah.  You too.”


And with that, Suri collapsed back into the darkness of sleep.


She awoke in the middle of the floor, with a carton of eggnog spilled next to her.  Her head ached, and it felt like something was trying to claw its way out of her stomach.  


“Oh God...”


She grabbed a rag, beginning to clean up the mess of spilled eggnog.  Had it all been a dream?  Just some fucked up dream caused by the nasty eggnog?  


Yeah, probably.


A chilly breeze wafted through the room, slithering across Suri's ears, carrying with it a soft female voice which seemed to whisper in her ear.  


“It's not a fucking dream, you idiot...”


Suri's eyes widened, as several waves of realization crashed over her.  If it wasn't a dream, then that meant...


Coco...


Suri jumped into the air, shouting for joy, all pain forgotten.  “I haven't learned a thing, and I'm really horny!  Merry day after Hearthswarming, everybody!”


She sprinted into her office, ready to catch Coco coming in late.  Unfortunately, the aftereffects of the eggnog had caused her to sleep in far later than normal, so she'd completely missed that chance.  Her assistant froze in fear when she saw Suri enter.


“G-good morning, Ms. Suri!”


“Coco Pommel!  In my office, right now!”  


Her assistant cowered, nodding meekly.  “Yes, Ms. Suri... right away.”


Coco stood and followed Suri into her office, closing the door behind her.  Suri gestured for her to take a seat, and Coco obliged, crossing her legs tightly.


“You know Coco, I've been thinking.  About money, and this company, and how much I can afford to pay my employees.  You know what I mean?”


“You're... going to cut my pay?”


“Cut?  Ha!”


Suri was particularly proud of how cold she was able to make her laughter.  Coco jumped slightly when she heard it, crossing her legs even tighter.


“Coco Pommel, I've decided... you deserve a raise.  Twenty percent, at least, if not more!”


“R-really?”


“Of course!  And, second order of business, those shoes.  They're just... so last whatever, 'mkay?  From now on, there's going to be a strict no-shoes policy around this office!”


“That... seems mildly unsanitary...”


“I don't care!  No more uncomfortable shoes, and you get more money!  All I need... is for you to do something for me.  'Mkay?”


“Okay?”


“Great!  Put your feet up on this table!”


Coco raised an eyebrow, then glanced around the room, as if expecting to find herself on Candid Camera.  Eventually, however, she submitted, propping her feet up on Suri's desk.  With delicate, trembling fingers, Suri removed Coco's heels, finding that her assistant had neglected to wear pantyhose.  Coco's bare feet faced Suri in all their glory, beyond inviting.


“Ms. Suri?  Why are you staring at my feet like-- o-oh my...”


Without warning, Suri attacked Coco's feet with a barrage of long, hungry licks and little, dainty kisses, filling her mouth with their taste.  Coco white-knuckle gripped the arms of her chair, her back arching as she groaned in pleasure.


“Wh-what are you... that feels so... g-good...”


Her toes curled in delight as Suri's tongue moved along her foot, making long passes up her soles and little circles around her toes, melting the tension out of her.  All the pain that hadn't left her feet in years just seemed to fade away, drawn out by Suri's worship.


To Coco, it was amazing, but for Suri it was pure bliss.  She couldn't resist shoving a hand up her skirt and down her panties, stroking herself as she lapped at Coco's soles.  The taste was beyond Rarity's, beyond Pinkie's or Limestone's, beyond anything.  Shades of sweet, of chemical-tinged perfume, of sweat, of musk, all blended together into a flavor that defied words.  Suri felt herself climax almost immediately, but couldn't stop.  She buried her face in Coco's feet, her tongue lashing ravenously across her assistant's feet, slurping up every scruple of the taste she could.


By the time they finished, Coco's feet were drenched in her boss's saliva, and Suri was a shivering wreck, her hand and thighs a mess of her own vaginal juices.  


“You know...” Suri panted, wiping the fluids on her hand on the front of her shirt.  “I think I'll give you thirty percent, at least.  You've... you've earned it.”


Coco nodded, pure bliss shining on her face.  Her feet felt better than they had in years, and she could finally decent apartment.  And, above all, her cunt boss had decided to stop being a cunt.  Coco wasn't entirely sure what had happened, but whatever it was, she was definitely a fan,


“[Non-denominational religious figure] bless us, every one...” she muttered to herself, letting her feet rest on Suri's face.
