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		Description

Because do you really need a reason to not write Blitz/Dash clop?
Rainbow Dash is horny, and her brother just happens to be visiting.
Blitz, Dash's older brother, is recently back from his concert tour. Deciding to catch up with his sister, he's chilling at her place, bringing up old times and new news. There's a problem though: Dash is really, really, horny, and what was once a casual afternoon nap is about to turn into something a whole lot messier.
So if you are horny and haven't had any recently, why not just give head to your brother to fix that? After all, it's just a blowjob...
Eventually, napping daydreams turn into things much, much better than just daydreams. 
And a lot muskier.
Sexual ethics run in the Rainbow family.
Because Daring Wakeup inspired me
Love you, Bob.
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		Dashing through Blitz



	Rainbow Dash needed a penis inside of her.
It wasn't that she was straight: She loved vagina quite a bit, and the mare rump just had... something that a stallion plot couldn't quite fully deliver. Not that she didn't mind checking out colt balls either. But she needed something warm, alive, pulsating, and emptying inside of her. And if her memory recalled, stallionhood happened to be pretty good at doing that.
Doing. Olympus did she want to be done in. She wanted some colt who wasn't a prick or using her just for her body to fill her. A decent guy who was really funny and pretty good looking. He didn't need to be an athlete. As long as he could accept for the fact that he would never, ever watch or read pornography without her approval.
Pornography. She couldn't nap anymore with that thought in her head, and yet she knew it nor her sex toys weren't going to be enough to sedate her loins.
Damn it, she was getting wet and waking up from a good nap.
Rainbow Dash opened her eyes slowly to scan over the horizon. The splattering of the rainbow waterfalls around her villa filled her ears, as did the stream that rolled off of her lawn and melted into the heavens filled her eyes. She had taken a nap against her brother's frame after talking, laughing, and joking for hours about how much the last few years had changed their lives. 
She had become a Wonderbolt trainee, a local hero, calmed her more bitchy side, and saved Equestria more times than she could remember. Blitz had kicked off his metal band Rolling Thunder, done pretty well, toured most of Equestria, and had plenty of stories and sight seeing recommendations that she added to her to-do list.
Doing. Son of a bitch.
Dash rolled herself over onto her back with a faint groan. She sat up, staring down at her marehood and the liquids she could feel bubbling inside of her. As if she needed to check herself, her left forehoof pulled gently on a labia lip, pulling back the blue fold to expose her pink insides.
Yep. She was getting wet. She wasn't shocked.
"Damn it," she whispered to herself, tracing the edge of her forehoof up the side of her fold, "I need to clop before I freakin' get wetter near Blitz. Because that's what I want him to see."
Or... did she?
The simple thought of wanting Blitz to see her aroused was purged by her idly massaging her left lip with her forehoof, pressing and releasing on the flesh. She let the gentle rolling motion of her hoof kneading into her sex fill her mind, and for a moment, it worked. 
Dash let out the faintest of sighs at the spreading and releasing of her labia, pressing the very tip of her dark blue hoof inside of her marehood, letting it nip at the liquid building inside of her. Her eyes closed to embrace that calm, rubbing her hoof in a slow semi-circle between her vagina, stimulating the release of her nectar. Her tail flicked contently behind herself as she reached down with her right forehoof to join in the casual masturbation, using both of her hooves to press together and pull open her navy lips, letting her pink insides expose themselves to the world.
For some reason, this current session of masturbation was working a lot better than her last ones, and by the time she removed her forehooves from her groin, she could see a steady trickle of cum from her sex leak onto the cloud that helped form her lawn.
Buck did that little getaway work. And to top it all off, she brought her left forehoof to her muzzle like she nearly always did, licking at the hardened tip to taste her own slightly sweet secretions. She had asked - although not shown, but very tempted too - Twilight why her mare nectar might taste slightly of sugar, and Twilight's response was that a small percentage of ponies had a bit of 'unique' flavor to their cum.
Dash was cool with her honey being a pinch of liquid candy for somepony to drink.
She pulled herself up onto her four hooves, shaking herself off with a soft nicker as if she had dunked herself in cold water.
Damn she felt better, but she still needed to release herself, and her craving for penis still existed. Hay, it had grown even larger after she teased herself. But that option wasn't available to her. She'd have to deal with a dildo in her room for today, and her wings spread to take her from her lawn to her room.
Until she stopped.
She had trotted forward a few steps, and for some reason she couldn't rationally explain, her muzzle turned around to look at Blitz. Without her frame supporting him, he had fallen onto his side, and continued on with their two hour nap.
And exposed his sheath.
It wasn't like she hadn't seen it a thousand times before. Ponies were naked, he was her brother, and they had tackled each other as kids and, well, existed. A pony didn't think anything of nudity. Neither sex got publicly aroused easily at all, despite extensive flirting; it was 'genetic that ponies have evolved to nearly always only get aroused when they consciously want to' Twilight had said.
But Blitz's dark blue testicles and unaroused sheath looked... so... tasty.
Dash slowly licked her lips. A quiet, feral huff puffed out of her nose as she stared at his scrotum. A scrotum belonging to a cute, spiky haired, lean, funny guy. Exactly the kind of guy she was looking for.
To nearly all of ponykind the simple thought of having sexual flirtations with their siblings would have been considered a good suggestion to go to a psychologist. But Rainbow's hormone filled mind had a workaround.
She rationalized he was a childhood friend who she had decided to surprise for having had such a long trip and coming out of his way to visit her. Blitz had admitted that he wanted a girlfriend to her anyways. And like her, perhaps chasing a few tails was starting to get a bit old.
Dash was here to deliver on all fronts. A brother? She didn't have one! This wasn't her friend, this was her coltfriend who just happened to have been holding in his prostate for far too long.
She trotted forward quickly, laying down beside him to nose her snout right against his testicles. It was impossible for her nose not to flare at the scent of stallion blasting to the very rear of her mind, and any genetic barrier screaming for her to stop was muted by that wonderful scent.
Her thick tongue reached out to lap at his scrotum wetly, letting the faint flavor of stallion nip at her tongue and add rocket fuel to her sex drive. Her tongue caked his testicles in her spit as her muzzle moved forward, kissing gently along his orbs, her muzzle moving upward toward his penis tip.
Blitz was getting aroused, which was to be expected. He was mostly asleep, but stallions did get semi-hard from time to time asleep if her biology lessons - or past experiences giving surprise oral - were to be remembered.
There it was. The very tip of his flared, night ocean colored shaft pressed out of his sheath as he whickered quietly in his sleep.
It was Dash's now.
Her round snout pressed right into the head of his penis, and she lapped at it as if it was a large lollipop. Sticky strands of her saliva oozed down his sheath while her hot breath hovered over his groin. Dash's magenta eyes were barely open as she had been pulled into a sexual utopia. 
Finally, after so long... stallion.
Dash's lips sealed around the tip of his member with a soft pop, kissing on the taste of Blitz's dick nipping on the edge of her tongue. He was getting harder, and Dash's muzzle more than willingly accepted his shaft. She quietly suckled on the top of it as if it was a frozen popsicle, bobbing her head to let his warm penis throb in her snout. 
She was so wet. She could feel her cum stick to her inner thighs and it drove her nuts. The tips of her hindlegs tickled at her throbbing arousal. 
As her spittle drolled down his semi-hard stallionhood, her lips popped off and resealed around the head, her wide and thick tongue circling over his shaft. Her forehooves had begun to scoff at his lower stomach, perhaps in an instinctive need to get his attention.
His shaft was the perfect size. Not too small, large, thick, or thin. She wasn't exactly capable - or wanting - to take massive stallionhoods, preferring technique over raw girth. Like her family and herself, he was on the leaner side, and it was glorious.
"Mmm... another excited fan huh? Sleipnir, mare, you must love me."
Dash's ears perked up to Blitz's voice. 
It wasn't Blitz, it was some other lead singer to Rolling Thunder. Sure, they needed some work, but 'Ball of Lightning' was a catchy song.
"Hay yeah I am," Dash nickered seductively. Her brain was on autopilot. It needed his penis in her mouth. His cum in her stomach. "Really good for new guys. I think by album three, you'll be killer."
Blitz shuffled in place, moving a forehoof toward Dash's side to both pet her husky coat and stroke down her toned core. His eyes were barely open as he stroked Dash like a cat, which only gave her more incentive to pleasure his nearly completely hard shaft.
"You are both cute and hot," he said, scratching at the side of her stomach. "Unlike other lead singers, I please the rare mare who wants me for nothing. Come over here. You smell... different. Has to be that scented cum thing."
She looked back at him, pulling her drooling snout off his curved member. "Ya know, if you say a mare smells 'different' most of the time, you're gonna get your balls in your prostate. But yeah, I got that." 
Dash took half of his cock inside of her muzzle to his obvious, sighing delight, pulling on Blitz's dick with her hot air to the reward of his pre dripping on her tongue. His penis left her mouth with a rumble of content escaping from her throat, her tail smacking loudly on the ground in delight. 
"Oh buck yes. I've been craving colt cum for so long. And you'll eat me out? Totally go for it, hot shot."
Blitz didn't need to be told twice. Offered a free blowjob and a free pie to eat out of? He couldn't ask for much more than a good record deal.
Dash squeaked as she was dragged over and pulled on top of Blitz, now free with her forehooves and wings to do as she pleased. Her lips continued their succulent popping kisses of his flared tip, teasing every little nip of his pre from inside of him. 
She loved that sweet taste, and needed it. She lived for it right now, and would do anything to get more of it. Her tongue suckled around his tip as she bobbed her muzzle up and down the top third of his member, her forehooves stroking his exposed length to feel every little vein twitch in her grasp.
Blitz couldn't contain himself. His eyes shot open to take in the sight in front of his eyes as Dash seemed keen on making him lose himself. He saw nothing but Dash's wind trained, martial art built, fitness curved rump directly on his neck, and he would be lying to so many parts of himself if he didn't say it was the nicest rump he had ever seen.
His forehooves stroked up and down her lithe flanks, massaging the tender muscles underneath her tight withers. He couldn't stop looking at her rump, nor could he keep himself from pressing his nose right into her marehood. Her blue lips had opened to expose her pink insides, and her cum oozed onto his muzzle and tongue. She was practically on fire on the inside, and the only thing keeping her vagina for boiling over was the ample amount of drizzle that caked her pussy.
Dash's eyes were focused solely on Blitz's shaft. She was getting that teasing treat of his pre that dripped onto her tongue and melted over her taste buds, feeding her carnal need to feel his cum blast down her throat. 
But his pre wasn't enough. The feeling of her forehooves feeling every throb of his penis inside of her muzzle wasn't enough. Her drool pouring down his cock and the taste of stallion dick wasn't enough.
She needed his cum. Now. Damn her own orgasm. She needed to feed.
Dash removed her forehooves from around his base, her wings spreading loudly by her sides, only to wrap both of them completely around his length except for the tip. She gave his member a test squeeze with her famous wings, the curled, rounded tendons and feathers offering both a rigid, flexible, and extremely warm sheath for his penis to rest in. Soon, her muscles gently contracted and released around his shaft like a biological penis bump, squeezing in to let him feel her wings hug his shaft with her feathers sealing in the warmth. When she released, cool air and the tickling break away of her feathers tracing over Blitz's stallionhood shot pleasure up his spine.
All Dash had to do now was seal her lips around his head, and pull as hard as she could on his dick. She did exactly that, wanting her drink. Needing that life source. And she would get that colt cum.
Blitz came harder than he had in his entire life.
Blitz screamed at the top of his lungs as Dash abused every bit of her sexual experience, mating desire, and physical training to fry his brain completely. Dash could feel the rush of heat and blood from Blitz's penis as it turned as hard as steel, opening up to blast his sperm directly at the back of her throat.
Burning hot, thick gushes of stallion cum hammered the back of Dash's throat and dripped down her tongue and gums. The stout, thick, and then slightly bitter flavor of colt batter that plastered her mouth was that heroin high she had missed for so long, and she drank from Blitz's dick as if it was the fountain of youth. His cum rolled down her throat like she had never drank before, and she wanted to bask in it.
Bask. Yes. Bask in it!
She pulled her muzzle off of his penis, rewarded with pulsating shots of his cream shooting up nearly three feet into the air until it curved down to splatter on her face. 
"Buck yes, coat me!" Dash cried, her eyes shutting as his cream splashed across her muzzle like the thickest of raindrops. Her once blue snout was painted with Blitz's jizz, ruining her famously colored bangs and scalp, coating it cloud white in sticky, dense colt slop. It dripped down her long ears and bangs, rolled down her cheeks and eyelids, and landed back on his own groin as Rainbow accepted her white baptism by fire. 
All she could taste was cum. All she could smell was cum. All she could be was Blitz's cum that her wings squeezed out of him with every cry of euphoric Tartarus that Blitz was forced to endure.
But eventually, his member could give no more, and Dash knew all too well as the shots only landed on her nose tip, ending with his penis twitching with what it couldn't give.
Blitz barely sounded alive with the amount of choking, wheezing, and panting that echoed from behind Dash. He had given up trying to sample her sweet mareness, instead keen on screaming himself raw with the amount of pleasure that Dash had forced him to feel without his full consent. Instead, he had to simply accept that her sticky dew had completely soaked his neck, and that he wasn't quite sure if he was part of the realm of the living anymore.
Dash's vagina vodka had explosively discharged pretty much over his entire snout like a chemical weapon. Dash hadn't even felt her own orgasm. She was so consumed with her vampiric hunger for his liquids that she didn't even realize she had came herself.
Although... that would explain why she suddenly felt like her vaginal walls had just open up and dumped her juice on him like a cup of watered down honey tossed at someponies face. And she was usually a squirter.
Dash was as happy as a kitten with string regardless of how she didn't feel her own orgasm actively until the post-orgasmic high pranced in her brain like Pinkie did everywhere. She nipped playfully at his softening member and wore his spooge like war paint, licking her lips of one last taste of the goo that had been so evasive for so long.
And then it hit her like a train.
She had just drank a cup of her brother's cum and wore another cup of it.
And she had pretty much pseudo-raped him.
"Dash... if... if you think... I didn't know what you did..."
Dash swallowed down several strings of his sperm lodged in her vocal chords at the voice of Blitz in her ears. 
She couldn't open her eyes, even if she wanted to. The shame had crushed her. What she had done, was unforgivable.
"Because... it was... amazing, mare. And when... when I'm not dying... I'm gonna get you back."
And then the shame melted away. Replaced by the most perverted part of her mind squealing up and down.
Apparently, that part of her mind ran in the family.

	
		Blitzing through Dash



	Rainbow Blitz needed vagina.
Okay, he didn't need it, but it would be very nice right now.
The trip to Dash's crib - as calling it a house would have been an insult - was formerly one of an innocent nature. He missed his younger sister, as they had been best friends in their youth until he left to explore the world of music and metal. They got along extremely well as foals, and time hadn't changed that in the least.
It had however changed Dash's sex drive, because boy had she grown hornier since she had finished puberty, and she didn't shut up about sex as a young teenager either. At least back then she kept it to that yellow girl who was shy. Now though...
Now she had grown so bad that she had given him a blowjob to end all blowjobs, and she bathed in his cum like it was the Wonderbolt's compliments.
Not that... he was complaining.
The extended family was part of a long lineage of Scandineighvian pegasi. It only made the famous pegasi hotheadedness even stronger thanks to their inability to plunder and stab things violently. If they couldn't stab enemies, they stabbed each other violently. If they couldn't stab each other violently, then they stabbed each other with sexual objects. If it happened to be a relative every blue moon, then that's why mead had been invented.
Was that why Dash was so close to this Applejack she kept on mentioning in letters and recently? Some attraction to another pony who most likely bucked kin but denied it? Had that subconscious seed been planted in the back of her mind?
He wasn't meant to think of this. He was meant to think of guitar solos and power ballads.
Blitz would however, ask if Applejack was interested in doing both Dash and Blitz at the same time through slowly manipulating Dash in revenge. If Applejack wanted to bring her brother or cousin along, Blitz was happy with it. He'd suck off a dude and bang his sister at the same time. He wasn't picky after what Dash had unlocked inside of him.
And so here he was, two days after having had his sister half rape him and using his face as a cum bucket, thinking about marehood. Dash's marehood.
Not that... he was complaining. 
Dash had set the bar really, really high. He just needed to call an ambulance for water once he got to the top of that bar.
The sticky make out session afterwards helped give him the water he needed to not die on the spot. And the half gallon of water he drank afterwards too.
All of this thinking was making him hard. So was the thought of having his member buried inside of her vagina and feeling her cum explode on his groin. If she was that messy without something in her...
Blitz rolled over onto his back, turning off the television in her living room and left to stare at his curved, semi-hard stallionhood. He gave his blue cock a casual stroke with his left wing, feeling the warm penis twitch and drip a line of pre down its length.
They were supposed to have gone to Ponyville to meet her friends two days ago instead of... what they had did instead. They had decided for the better to not go to Ponyville afterwards; recuperate instead, and give each other some room and wonder if they should entirely forget what happened. Sometimes sisters tasted each other, so this was just slightly different!
Yesterday they had returned home to Cloudsdale to talk to their parents about life and what they had been up too. Minus their recent adventure of course.
Their parents had noticed they were nervous, and it was thanks to Dash making up the excuse that they had got plastered last night and went to a club together, only for them to have both slept with a random pony and wake up with little memory of what had happened.
Surprisingly enough, both Firefly and Chromatic Flash laughed off their nervousness, saying they were both impulsive, young, and had high stress lives. They didn't need to worry about it.
Blitz was worrying that if he didn't explode on something of his sister's to simply mark his scent he was going to murder somepony.
His wing tendons curled and stroked up and down the length of his penis with nowhere near the trained technique that Dash had. It wasn't that he couldn't and didn't stroke himself off with his wings: It was just that he couldn't replicate the pulsing pull she had done on him. He needed that badly again right now.
His wing moved up and down his entire length slowly, smearing his cock in the dripping pre that escaped from his stallionhood at the thought of her sucking him off again, or burying himself inside of her and filling her to the brim. He reached down with his right forehoof to idly squeeze his warm blue testicles, applying more pressure on his crotch.
Blitz's wing didn't stop its movement along his sleek blue pole, letting his tickling feathers dance over his shaft, the rounded nubs that ended at the tips of his wings tracing over the growing veins of his dick.
That was it. He needed Dash on him. Now. He wouldn't ask. He wouldn't plead. He'd-
He'd be Soarin', and he'd make her wetter than she had ever been in her entire life.
Blitz rolled himself up onto his hooves and crept silently up the spiral staircase toward her room.
Yes. He'd make her plead to be filled by him. And get some sweet revenge. Literally.
Dash was sleeping on her bed and on her stomach, her muzzle resting on two pillows with a blanket around the front half of her body. She was taking a quick power nap before they were going to go to Ponyville. She had done an intense workout to burn off some steam, and the shower made her a pinch sleepy.
And sleeping like she did exposed her beautiful, tight hindquarters.
His wings spread by the sides of his frame as he did his best to hover quietly in the air, moving his body forward toward her. 
He knew she beat him physically on all fronts thanks to the years of martial arts, acrobatics, and high-speed flying that she did. Her hearing and eyesight were legendary. He had to be as stealthy as possible if he was to pull this off.
Oh he'd pull it off alright. And then bury it inside of her until his tight little sister screamed in his eardrum like a fan girl.
And pull it off he did. She didn't detect him as the faintest flutter of his wings carried him directly behind her. He placed his forehoof on her wild, untamed tail and moved it to the side as slowly as possible.
He could see why nearly every mare in Equestria got annoyed when Dash flirted or mentioned her fitness level. They couldn't compete. 
Her training had shaved off a good amount of the mare fat on her rump and replaced it with a sickle like firmness that would have deflected most hooves if they punched her there. Despite being on the smaller side of pegasi, her lean withers showed incredible strength and stamina. He knew full well she could kick harder than him, and knew that her fit plot truly did deserve the head turns that it got when she decided to flaunt it.
And it was his now.
With her tail free, his eyes focused right on her marehood, and his tongue got the better of him, reaching out to drag his drooling, wet spittle up her blue outer lips.
Dash wasn't a virgin nor a whorse, but she could very well attempt to pass off as the former, and she'd succeed. 
Her blue labia lips were a trim, rigid line that curved between her thigh tendons like a racetrack. Biology and the gym had pressed her muscles together and made them the smoothest looking vagina that Blitz had ever seen. The lick of his tongue straight up the middle of them made them faintly twitch, only confirming to his mind that it wasn't an illusion. 
There was no doubt ten percent of stallions would not fit in her at all, and another fifteen percent would be downright agony for her. Luckily, he fell smack dab just above the average of pegasi colts. And even more luckily for her - as she had found out - he was on the higher end of the sperm count.
Sperm. Sleipnir he was going to bucking fill her with it.
His tongue moved from the top of her marehood straight down her folds to just above her clit, licking her like a salt lick over and over. His saliva stuck to her flexing muscles as he tasted her sex, and was soon enough rewarded with her pink insides beginning to expose themselves.
And her delicious nectar.
Two days before, after he had recovered enough to breathe, they had decided the least they could do was start with the steps that usually preceded sex. He had no qualms licking up his own jizzum, much like she had no issues with suckling on his neck and cheeks to lap back down her slightly sweet cum.
Getting it straight from the source was heaven.
Blitz had to control himself with all of his might not to grope her rump as his lips tilted to seal around her vagina, pulling on Dash's winking folds to feel them curve toward his snout. His thick tongue flickered across them more rapidly to feel the heat of her opening insides ooze her Skittle hinted honey on his tongue and snout tip. It melted on his tongue, caking it in a soul relaxing flavor that was sinful.
"Mmm... Soarin'. Keep... keep on doing that. Eat as much as you want, stud."
Blitz smiled as his sister rumbled in her sedated half sleep. It seemed that she already thought he was her number one idol and clop icon. It was fine by him. It also gave him permission to fondle her.
He landed on the bed and laid himself down on his side, secretly delighting that his hard shaft was making a tiny puddle of pre that stained her mattress. Good. It would only make his scent known and make her beg for him to continue.
Blitz's forehooves squeezed Dash's rump cheeks and he was rewarded with exactly what he had expected. Dash nickered contently as he began to dig his hooves into the tight muscles and curved form of her withers, his snout fully pressing to her vagina to drink from her body as she showed her approval.
His muzzle and lips pulled and pushed on her open marehood, suckling around the curves of her labia only to kiss her inner pink lips now exposed to him. His snout moved slowly in a circle as he worked, ending with his muzzle directly between her dripping walls that caked his tongue in her cum.
"Buck yes," Dash huffed, her forehooves squeezing her pillow tightly as she arched her back into the pleasure. Her tail lifted straight up into the air at the curling arousal budding through her body. "You have any idea how long I've wanted you inside of me, Soarin'?"
Blitz pulled his snout away from Dash's nethers to lick his lips loudly. He might as well attempt to play the part.
"I just want a little taste of our future star," he smiled, squeezing her rump once more. His lips and tongue slithered down her slit, lapping up the cum she offered him. "And I need to see if you can... uhh... 'handle' what might happen in the after parties."
Dash's wings spread by the sides of her body with a loud pomf of her feathers spreading, her mind reeling at the thought of wild parties with her idol. "Oh man," she panted, "I'm sure you have wicked parties when tours end and stuff. Mmmph. They have to make up for the boring formal ones."
Blitz grinned widely to himself as his lips sealed around her aroused clitoris, giving it a soft suckle. He just had to show her how fun those parties were, and what better party could Dash have than her idol caking her clit in hot saliva and his thick tongue?
By the howling moan that escaped from Dash's muzzle, not much.
Blitz continued to rotate his tongue around her exposed marebell, his eyes watching her sticky fluids pour out of her vagina to the point that it broke his ability to concentrate.
He was going inside of her. Now. Dash was his mare.
Grabbing hold of her rump once again, Blitz sat up on his hindquarters, his pre covered cock erect and needing Dash's soaked pussy squeezing his member for his cum. Digging into her plot as if it was the only thing that was keeping him from falling off of a cliff, he lifted up her rump and pulled her toward him, sliding himself into her.
It felt like his crotch had entered paradise.
He was thankful she had burst his load two days ago, otherwise he would have came immediately with her walls hugging his tower like he dug into her rump cheeks. Deep, loud hisses escaped from his muzzle as his shaft was bombarded by a flood of her warmth and her contracting marehood pleading for his cream. By the content grunts that came out of Dash's snout, she clearly was enjoying it as much as he was.
"Buck you are tight," Blitz huffed, his body shivering as her juices lathered his already soaked shaft in her quam. "Oh buck, can you stop pulling on me like that! I want to feel you without going just yet!"
Dash whickered in sedation, her tail slapping the side of his frame. She was awake, and having the greatest day of her life.
"Mmm. Am I too much for ya, Soarin'? You're grabbing my butt like a friggin life jacket. Man, you must be getting old, or just haven't had the hottest mare in Equestria yet."
That touched a nerve on Blitz. So his mare wanted a fight huh?
Blitz moved his left forehoof from her rump to directly under her frame, using the advantage of having her rear end lifted several inches off of the ground. He did what any angry but loving colt would to his stable mare: He pressed his forehoof right against her clitoris and rubbed. He rubbed her fast and firmly, using her own lube against her.
"Rainbow Dash, don't you want to be on the team?" Blitz purred, his grin growing at the quick scream Dash made in overloading pleasure. "And insulting me? What do you say?"
Dash's tail smacked against his side as she gasped for air. Blitz pulled his forehoof away to give her a few seconds to breathe, only to return to rubbing her marehood tip off to another feminine howl of sexual delight.
"What do you say?" Blitz said, slapping his groin into her rump as the soft squish of their soaked crotches colliding echoed in the air. He pushed his member through her loosening walls, grunting in brute pleasure as his pre squirted inside of her.
"Buck me, Soarin'!" Dash wailed, her eyes wide open as saliva dripped from her mouth. "I'm yours! I'm sorry! I'll be good! Or bad! Whatever you want!"
Blitz pulled himself out of Dash's slit to rub his crotch across her right cheek, staining it with her own juices and his pre leaking down her tight behind. He felt like he had just performed in front of tens of thousands of ponies, and felt like he had made it to the big leagues.
"Good stable mare," Blitz rumbled, pushing and pulling Dash's rump cheeks together as if he was kneading bread. He sat there to regain his own composure, now keen on torturing Dash instead of dumping his cum into her womb. Simply hearing her purr like a cat and pant like a dog at the same time was a treat that he would savor until the day he died.
"Do you want to kiss me?" Blitz asked, sliding his forehooves over her cutie mark. "And will you try to at least not milk my dick like a machine?"
"Anything to kiss you, Soarin'," Dash said, incoherent words of bliss echoing out of her muzzle afterwards. "I'll be a good mare. Just don't tell anypony outside of the Wonderbolts."
Blitz smiled as he pressed his forehooves into Dash's sides, turning her around to stare down at her with a happy, proud grin. "I won't tell anypony."
Before Dash could respond to his words Blitz pulled Dash up and into his lap, content to listen to her squeak once again at being moved without her consent. Feeling her thick and fluffy coat on his own was divine, and now face to face with her, he lifted her up once again to slide his curved shaft inside of her marehood. The wet suckling sound of their drenched sexes connecting was just an added bonus to her loosening up to let him feel her raw heat radiate over his own throbbing dick, returning the favor in kind.
Dash spoke drooling gibberish as her magenta eyes looked into Blitz's own. Her inner walls relaxed to let him breathe inside of her, but the messy slop of both of their lubrication rubbing together between their groins was ecstasy for her. She rubbed herself into his crotch on instinct, Blitz returning the favor with his wings curling forward to wrap around her rump, giving her already slightly ruby behind a dense squeeze.
She tried to speak again, her forehooves stroking down his sides as she looked at him, attempting to restart her brain. She dripped spittle down her chin as her own wings were rigid behind her back, lost to his slow thrusting inside of her sex.
"You're... you're not Soarin'," she sighed, her eyes rolling toward the back of her muzzle as she rocked her hips into his smooth and gentle humping of her frame.
"And you won't care by the end of this," Blitz hissed between his teeth, his wing tips latching onto her rump to reinforce his statement.
Dash opened her mouth to protest, but was silenced when his lips connected with her own, forcing Dash to feel Blitz's tongue merge with hers as he thrusted himself inside of her marehood. It was only made worse for Dash when Blitz readjusted his grip on her rump, pressing and pushing the longest nub on his right wing into her tailhole.
Blitz opened his eyes once the kiss was broken to listen to Dash neigh in lust as he sank his wing tip into her pucker, using it as a feathered anal dildo for Dash to press her weight down on.
"Oh, Blitz, buck yes!" Dash yelled, wrapping her forehooves around his upper back. She tenderly massaged her hoof tips into the base of his wings as her muzzle pressed into his neck, her stomach deep exhales blowing down his chest. "I just... I just... oh my gosh!"
He tried to respond verbally himself, but he couldn't. His wing tip wiggled gently inside of her tailhole as he held onto her rump for dear life, feeling her bear her weight down on his wing. The loud slaps of their fluid covered crotches slamming together filled the air while they exchanged lube. His thrusts inside of her picked up speed on a will far more base than his lust while Dash dug into his shoulders, his need to explode inside of her reaching a breaking point.
Dash broke. Hard.
She let out a sharp cry of pleasure as she simply hugged Blitz, wrapping her lean thighs around his waist to squeeze him inside of her. The feeling of his wing inside of her behind and his shaft sliding inside of her was too much.
Thick, sticky gushes of her Skittle sugar poured down his shaft like a waterfall parting across a rock. She soaked his shaft, testicles, crotch, and their inner thighs in her mare gunk as she tugged on his penis internally as hard as she could. She wanted his cum in her womb, and he delivered.
Blitz groaned in release, emptying himself inside of Dash in an orgasm even better than the one he had before. His hips rolled up and down to slide his rigid member across her grabbing folds, feeding on their mutual desire and longing for a soul purging orgasm.
Hot, pulsating, spurting gushes of his sperm rocketed out of his body and into Dash's own, caking her womb and insides with his foal batter as they moved their hips together to milk each other dry. His penis did everything it could to feel one more contraction of Dash's sex. One more pull on his flared head that gushed his gooey jizzum.
But eventually, neither of them had anything more to give. They breathed, moaned, and whimpered as their soaked waists squished together with the dense, gurgling churns of their cum turning their lower bodies into a pony spooge swamp. Blitz felt bits of his cum roll down his length and onto his testicles, while Dash's nectar had ruined their thighs, crotches, and the sheet underneath them.
Slowly, they lifted up their muzzles to look at each other, breathing and huffing into each other's mouths. Magenta eyes stared back into their own reflection, their noses flaring in unison, tasting and smelling their own mutual coupling.
Dash stroked Blitz's mane with a forehoof, squeezing the back of his head as she cracked a tiny, knowing smile.
Blitz chuckled nervously back, a shy grin and a large blush going across his blue snout quickly.
He opened his muzzle to say something, only to feel Dash seal her lips on his, giving him a proper kiss.
Blitz kept his wing and member inside of her, stroking through her own wild mane as his snout tilted to the side, letting the two siblings suckle onto each other's tongues. They swapped saliva as the crackle of their snouts breaking apart and resealing filled their ears, their eyes closed to enjoy the intimacy.
They stroked each others bodies, moving their forehooves through their sibling's fur. Their crotches peacefully and teasingly rubbed together, their tails swaying rapidly behind themselves, happy that their urges were purged, and perhaps a secret little game that the two siblings could enjoy from time to time had suddenly been invented.
All was well for the two Rainbows, and maybe, just maybe, they could have a secret little relationship and family fun together.
Except for Soarin', whose muzzle hung over Rainbow Dash's bedroom window, his eyes dots of shock as his wings were solid titanium behind him. If it wasn't for him gripping onto her ledge with his arms, he would have fallen off.
He was going to tell her about how he might have convinced Daring Do to meet her favorite fan with a little bit of wonder from his bolt. Instead, he got to see... this.
He might have to explain to Rainbow Dash why the side of her house smelled slightly of...
Him.
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Remember, remember, the fifth of Neighvember, the Rainbow treason and plot.
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