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		Description

Every once and a while, I write something sexual that isn't a real 'story' as such. Mostly, I do this to blow off steam. I also do it because, to be honest, I've have no freaking idea what I'm doing. And, thus, I've created 'And Then They Blanked!' Any one-shot thing that I make that I can't fit anywhere else, I'll put it here.
Please note that these all have mature content. These are all deliberately trashy in the 'Pamela-Anderson-in-latex-shot-by-a-firehose-while-dancing-about-a-stripper-swing' sense. The initial creation date of every story as well as the exact paring info are in the story titles. Thanks for reading. This will be incomplete forever (or almost forever) by design.
An audio version of this fic (Luna and Lyra sections) is: here, read by me.
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		Lyra's Human (Lyra-x-Human, m/f) [5/14]



Note that this story was made in response to this image:
I'm about to get filled up... my marehood left all creamy and wet... by a... a human! Lyra's face scrunched as she trotted up onto the bed. She looked back at her suitor, a flash of sheer tenderness going over her face, and she slid over her tail to show off her slit. She felt so happy as the strong, muscular human stood up and lined up behind her on the bed. 
Lyra pressed her head down on the pillows, mouth open in anticipation. She felt herself getting dripping wet between her legs. The human propped his manhood right atop her flanks, just the slight touch sending ripples of pleasure through her sides, and Lyra closed her eyes.
A slight throbbing pushed up against the tip of her marehood. She made a low, feminine whine. "Hurry up, please, sweetie," she murmured. She felt his nice, slender fingers nudging up alongside her back, the contrast of fur on skin giving such great sensations. 
He slid down, making little circles in her fur. He finally brushed up against her clit, touching it in a gentle, non-teasing way. She shivered a little at the pleasure. He made a huge smile, and Lyra new that she was about to enter paradise. 
He thrust forwards. Lyra dug her face into the pillow, feeling her teeth biting against the sides. Glorious inch by glorious inch, he drove himself inside of her wet, snug marehood. She knew that she had welcomed him inside so perfectly, and she could hardly stand it. His smooth moves along her clit coupled with his move inside, going all the way to the base, brought explosions of pleasure bursting off inside her mind. 
"Oh, we're just getting started, Lyra," he muttered, his hot breath pouring onto her back. He slid backwards, shooting even more bliss through Lyra's insides, and he prepared to rut her completely. She felt herself breaking down, her body twisting. 
He pounded her again and again. Lyra let out a torrent of half-screams, her brains seeming to boil from the endless joy. He moaned. She moaned even louder. Yes! Use your wonderful human thing... keep going... oh, Celestia...
As his fingers played with her clit, knowing exactly how to keep her right on the edge, Lyra rattled her hooves against the sheets. His hard manhood smacked into her again and again. Each pump felt like a solid wall of pleasure crashing down upon her senses. 
He went on, his sack bouncing up against her flanks. She bit down hard against her pillow. She felt the human's other hand, his right still focused on her clit, moving up and pulling her tail. 
Lyra clenched her marehood, feeling totally ready to go. He tugged her tail hard, flicking the frizzy, fluffy ends against his face. Lyra let out a long whimper, almost like a defeated animal. 
His thrusts became even faster, going mechanical as a metronome. She bit so hard that she tore into the pillow. She couldn't believe how the pleasure had multipled. She slid her head to the side and watched as her own brightly glowing horn seemed to burn into the other pile of pillows. 
The human grunted. Before Lyra could even think, he shot his free hand up against her horn. She hollered. His fingers curled up and down, stroking her horn. She felt her magical residue dripping out of the tip of her horn and soaking his fingers. He seemed to rub her even harder, all the while still ramming her wet marehood.
She felt the waves of bliss building up and up. She couldn't take it anymore. He couldn't either. He let out a deep groan, almost like a roaring lion, as he pounded into her, pressed as far as he could go. He clutched her horn, and she clenched her marehood as much as she possibly could. 
Her mind seemed to rocket up into the clouds, overwhelmed by such amazing joy. The human simply melted inside of her, pouring his seed without restraint. She couldn't think at all anymore. Totally numb, she felt her body collapsing, and she tried to shift herself to the right. 
The human hopped over and laid down besides her. His talented hands went across her sides and started to stroke her belly, his face looking so satisfied and so tender. She could hardly manage to breathe. 
She simply looked up, seeing that her magic had burned part of the pillows into ash and opened up a hole in the wall, and she blushed. She panted hard as she looked down. She watched as thick white film flowed from her warm slit, dripping all into the sheets. She smiled.
"Humans... are... so amazing."
The End

	
		Your Princess (Luna-x-Human, m/f) [6/24]



Note that this story was made in response to this image.
Princess Luna shook a bit from side to side as you finished up with the ropes around her legs. She glanced all around her empty bedroom, eyes hopping from expensive royal knickknack to the other. You knew that she felt so incredibly naughty at being put into such a state by a mere human— especially by a simple court assistant such as yourself. If her subjects could have only seen her…
Of course, that all simply brought her even more into the mood. She flexed her wings, held somewhat loosely behind yet another, thicker set of ropes. You stepped over right in front of her and prepared to get started. The pitched tent in your shorts clearly told you to hurry up. You still took a spare moment to marvel at the fact that, just a mere three weeks after your horrible trip through time and space into Equestria, she of all ponies had rescued you right in the nick of time as you fell through the night sky.
Insisting that she’d care for your injuries herself, you had spent night upon night in her private chambers. The tender care of a nurse melted into romantic love sooner than you both could had expected, and your new life then exposed you to so many wonders. One such wonder eventually ended up sitting totally bound and gagged— and loving every second of it— before your feet.
You ran your fingers through her mane as you pressed your head against her neck, letting her feel your hot breath dripping down her shoulder. The restrains looked nice and tight, bringing a smile across your face. Your hands slid down onto her full, perky breasts. 
As your fingers tenderly massaged them, bringing a soft coo behind Luna's ball-gag, you felt your badly neglected manhood screaming at your from under your shorts. You took a moment to slide them down, aiming your throbbing hard member straight at her glorious rack. 
You slid forwards ever so gently and nestled your manhood right between her breasts. Your hands gripping the sides, she let out yet another feminine whine. You watched with smug satisfaction as you pumped your thing upwards. 
The ripples of sheer pleasure burst through your sides. Her wonderful mane flipped over from side to side, finally rubbing up against your face. As your thrusts went on, you closed your eyes and took her amazing, girly scent. She seemed like a late night’s breeze going across a field of wildflowers. 
Luna looked up at you as she flicked her ears back. You gazed into her enormous blue eyes, seeming like two endless pools that you could wander into forever. Your manhood stuck right in between her beautiful breasts. 
You nudged her breasts closer together as you calmly but surely pumped yourself in. The pure joy just seemed to build and build, taking you to a place that you could never have dreamed before. You had a goddess underneath your fingertips, looking up at you with sheer love in her eyes, and nothing could make you happier. 
The pumps grew faster and faster. You listened intently as she groaned again and again, having such a dainty touch to her sounds from the ball-gag. Her tail curled up along your legs, the mere contrast between her smooth, pretty mane and your bare skin blowing your mind. 
The pleasure quickly became too much. Your senses overwhelmed, you half-collapsed to the side. You could barely think, but you knew by instinct that you just had to have her right how you wanted her— cumming in one place and one place only. 
And you seemed to just melt. You watched with wide open eyes, your hands softly rubbing against her huge mane along the sides of her head, as your own thick cream dripped down along her amazing features. No pony could ever compare. 
Her wings flapped vainly against the restraints. You could tell immediately that she loved it almost as much as you, her eyebrows fluttering slightly. You let out a deep, satisfied moan as you felt your last spurt. 
She locked eyes with you. You smiled, sighing happily, and you leaned over towards her right cheek-- her only spot not coated in your warm, sticky love. She giggled as you gave her a wet, tender kiss. 
"Yes," you whispered to yourself, "Celestia can eat her heart out." The white alicorn, pretty as she always looked, couldn’t even pretend to compare with her sister.
You clearly couldn't stop there. You didn't feel satisfied— not by a long shot—and you knew that she didn't either. So, your face shifted into a hungry, wanting-sort of expression as you shifted her body around. 
You sat down upon the carpet, your back lined up against the wall. Her body nudged up along your knee, and let her soft, fluffy wings ripple all over your chest and belly. 
You reached over, rubbing your face on the back of her neck for a moment, and you gently moved her over. She hovered just a little bit into the air over your lap. You saw her shiver with anticipation, making you smile even wider. 
Princess Luna's plot could do no wrong. Your still throbbing hard manhood sticking out in the air right below it, you curled your hands down and massed her shapely flanks. A playful spank upon her cutie marks brought a nice, deep groan. 
You grit your teeth. Her shapely plot would give you the ride of your life, you knew that with absoute certainty, and you nudged her body down. The tip of your manhood stroked against her pretty pink slit in between her flanks. 
She felt soaking wet. And that already brought pops of pleasure along your insides. You slid your hands up along her flanks and shoved her down. 
Pressed inch after inch into her heavenly plot, you couldn't help but growl like an animal. She shivered from pure joy as well. Thrust after thrust followed. She wanted you to rut her without restraint. You, of course, could never say 'no' to your goddess. 
After what felt like an eternity, pleasures no mortal man was prepared for blasting through your senses, you flew right past the line. One last thrust brought her all the way down, her wings shoot up against your face. And you simply unloaded yourself. 
Spurt after spurt flowed into her flanks. She smacked herself against your thighs, tears streaming down her cheeks. Finally, she popped her body to the right. You watched as filmy whiteness dripped down her marehood, making you moan from the pretty sight. 
A warm embrace followed. Hooves brushing up against hands, thighs locked together, and souls almost intertwined, you could never dream of anything more. She would always be your goddess— your whole world.
The End

	
		Good Morning, Applejack (Appleack-x-Human, m/f) [10/1]



So, I wrote this in response to all of those 4chan /mlp/ threads about which pony anons would most like to marry and have kids with, threads that Applejack usually wins or comes a close second in. It's sort of a present to those anons, I guess. Thanks for reading.
The wisps of light popping out of the bottom of the fancy yet functional peach curtains run across your face, stirring you ever so slightly. You bring your right hand to your face and give it a scratch for a moment as you make a small yawn. Your hazy eyes open up and drink in your surroundings, moving from the curtains to the various homely knickknacks on your dresser and nightstand to the country-style accouterments on the walls (the steel salamander and five pointed iron star your only input) over to the treasure in your arms.
Applejack wakes up just seconds after you do, her beautiful green eyes turning right over to your face. You know that you've gotten lost in those eyes countless times. You nudge your legs off of her bottom hooves, giving her a little more space, as the blanket starts to slide off of both your bodies. She lets out a teasing noise as she moves herself over onto the pillows to your left, getting completely out of the clasping, total embrace that you both had slept in. Her long, flowing yellow mane caresses all along your neck and chest.
You had good dreams, pleasant memories of your life back on Earth, but nothing ever feels as good as waking up to this. You flash back for a second to your wedding night, a crazy moment for sure that surprised a lot of Ponyville residents both equine and human. Life had felt so amazing before that night, being welcomed so openly as well as realizing to your shock that human encounters had almost become routine for ponies, but from the moment of that celebration of your love onward somehow dreams have become pointless.
Applejack's front hooves brush against your left arm, moving down over to your hand before your fingers grasp her tightly. Your sleepy feelings almost cleaned out of your system, you smile and make a happy grunt. She smiles back. Her features seem so perfect, from her pretty freckles to her cute cheeks and everywhere else. You glance down at the huge bump beneath her chest, and you feel even happier.
"I was gonna get you a 'good mornin' breakfast', sugarcube," Applejack murmurs, finally kicking off the blanket totally off of you both, "but it's lookin' like you can't even wait 'till we get to the kitchen." She makes a half-blush as her body nudges against yours, your bare chest rubbing against her bright orange back.
"Can't wait," you repeat, not quite putting two and two together. She doesn't reply. She merely rolls halfway over, moving your attention downwards from her wonderful face onto your own body.
A tinge of pleasure goes off through you as you feel the area between your legs being nudged ever so gently. You blink, trying to sit up a bit straighter in the bed. Your eyes reflexively blink from the happy sensations, but you can still make out Applejack poising with her baby bump against your own belly.
"My, my, more than ready?" she teasingly asks, ears perking forwards. Your morning wood juts out underneath your grey striped shorts, rubbing against every inch of Applejack's baby bump as she slides up and down your side.
You can hardly think. You merely grunt in approval as your shorts seem to almost flop off by themselves. Applejack twists her body around your left leg, bringing herself halfway on top of you, and her belly presses down hard against your manhood. Pleasures amp up across your body. Your hands shift down and begin caressing her neck and shoulders. She's already flopped her brilliant mane along your cheeks, making you bask in her apple-tinged, savory scent.
She grinds your manhood against her precious bump as a huge, satisfied smile rips across her face. She looks absolutely radiant, the sunlight now scattering across her features. Sparkles of magical love seem to go off all across her head and shoulders.
"Oh, gosh," you mutter as she nudges herself completely on top of you, ready to ride like a cowgirl on a wild mustang. She leans over and buries one of her hooves on your chest, your fingers instinctively clutching along the tip. Another hoof holds back your throbbing hard manhood against her baby bump. She rubs your thing all around in amazing spiral motions-- going left and right as well as up and down, making you moan at the waves of bliss going through you.
Your pre-cum has already left a thin white trail of love across Applejack's swollen belly. You sense something warm and wet against your right thigh, and you know that she's loving this just as well. "You've, ah, you've," she murmurs, leaning down with your face less than an inch away from hers, "been nudgin' me there already, sugarcube. Been like that almost all night."
It's your turn to blush. Yet Applejack doesn't hesitate for another second. She presses forwards and gives you a wonderfully sloppy kiss, her lips moving all around yours. You feel her tongue playing around the inside of your mouth, giving you such a brilliant taste like fresh apple piles boiling with a magical energy.
And your hands seem to have lives of your own as they dance all along Applejack's perfect orange body. Her hooves do the same, finally coming to a rest against your chest. The kiss goes on, leading you both into a temporary trance of sheer pleasure. Your thigh already feels soaking wet, and both of you know that the play won't go on for much longer. Still, you keep on making out with her, playing a little game of who'll hold out the longest.
You lose, her bump suddenly sliding across the tip of your manhood in a way that shifts the pleasure into high gear and sets off alarm bells. Breaking the kiss, you sit up even straighter in the bed, leading Applejack to stand her body right over the area between your legs. Both her front hooves press against your palms as your fingers grip them tightly.
"Ain't no way 'round it, then," she goes on, arching her eyebrows and lowering her voice, "since I'm so happy that you think I'm more beautiful now than ever before."
You can't count how many times you've said that over these past several weeks. Getting a good look at your wife's whole body in all its majesty, you feel your heart start to melt. The sunlight seems to disregard the shut blinds entirely, and something like an aura of love shines from the tip of her mane along to the end of her tail. Applejack looked like a perfect ten before as you spent night after night in romantic pursuit, trying every last corny trick in the book from poetry to chocolates. However, her upcoming motherhood unlocked something extraordinary. Every single orange curve, every shapely spot on her body seems to set you ever aflame with desire.
It all feels like a chain of pure miracles in the first place. Twilight had just showed up unannounced one fateful day months ago at your Ponyville ranch, newly built a ways out of Ponyville where Applebloom had accidentally planted some very lush pear trees, and brought a funky looking pink serum that Twilight had "extracted" from Pinkie Pie's "essence" somehow, claiming that it's law's-of-physics-breaking abilities could make your insides "accomidate" the "non-human subatomic background" of planet Equestria.
You and your then-mere-marefriend had laughed in Twilight's face. Then, it somehow had worked, making you just the second human that Twilight said could safely stay in Equestria "forever". Pinkie threw a party in celebration, of course, joking that if you transformed into another Pinkie after a serum overdose than she could always adopt you. And at some point during that party, you had knelt with something in your hands, and Applejack had started to cry.
And then Applejack had said that, although things had changed so much in her life, she still kind of, sort of, in the back of mind... wanted to have foals someday.
And then Twilight had wondered about the projected effects if a pony were to take a dosage of "extract of Pinkie". 
And then Applejack had come out of Nurse Redheart's office with a look of sheer bewilderment mixed with total joy on her face.
"Ready!" Applejack calls out in a suddenly strong voice, snapping you back to full attention. You simply nod as you help her lock her back hooves against your sides and her front hooves in your hands. Mindful of the precious cargo inside of her, you brace for taking things as slow and easy as possible. Her mane rolls across her chest as her lip quivers in anticipation.
And she presses herself upon you. Your wife tilts her head back in total bliss, shooting out a hot breath as she shifts herself down inch by inch even closer. Your fingers rub up her hooves as pleasure explodes all through your senses. In what feels like hours, she's finally taken herself all the way to the base.
You can hardly take the insanely hot, tight sensations. She's already gripped you like a vice between her legs, and she bobs her body left and right against your thighs. Sweat just pours all through her mane and tail, slipping down her sides, and she starts to moan repeatedly. You can barely think as she takes full control, though she hardly had been passive to being with, by slapping her hooves against your skin and pounding your body into the bed-sheets. You feel ready to go at any second from the bliss-soaked wet burn inside her flanks, but you hold on for the ride as her moans turn almost into roars.
Your mind drifts in and out of consciousness as your wife works you, trying to pace her pumps as she remains mindful of her baby bump. You flash from the past to the present, shifting second by second. Twilight had warned you once upon a time about those powerful hormones. Twilight had talked about the sharpened desires and sheer heat, physical and emotional, that would result from having a chemically-enhanced, hormone drenched pregnancy, from pushing up to almost unsafe levels the internal transfiguration that had made Applejack compatible with you in the first place. The cocktails of drugs taste so sweet for both of you, putting you both on edge day after day whether you find relief or not.
"Oh, Celestia, please," Applejack cries out, half-collapsing upon your right side. You hold her up and carefully hold her baby bump still, her flanks pulling almost completely out of you for a second. She shivers, total bliss rippling along every inch of her body, as she buries your face with her mane.
Yet she slides herself back down upon you hardly a second later, letting out a torrent of "oohs" as her hooves clamor against your chest and belly. You grimace in one part pain and four parts joy as her marehood grips you snugly between your legs once again. Her mouth hangs open as she gazes over at your face, eyes looking wide as hubcaps. You wonder exactly how many multiple climaxes she can stand, maximum doses of motherly hormones boiling through her senses.
Just a few months ago, you woke up to Applejack knocking you completely out of bed and shoving you onto the wall, thrusting her backside upon you as if you were merely a wall-mounted toy. And you returned the favor on the kitchen table, picking her up and prostrating her upon the piles of flower, sugar, milk, and everything else and rutting her without restraint while licking breakfast off of her. She half-joking called them her wife-ly duties. But then she had gotten the happy news that he crazy scheme had actually worked. 
At this late stage, sensual moments together have gotten far more erratic, albiet far more passionate. Now, she's straining to pace her moves upon your manhood, ever mindful of the special cargo in her belly as she twists on top of you. You probably should think about thanking Mrs. Cake for giving Applejack advice yesterday, especially as awkwardly as Applejack had put the questions. But you can't think much anymore. Your only world is Applejack herself, sitting right on top of you right at this moment. Her mane. Her face. Her moans. Her moves. 
"Celestia! I can feel-- feel, oh, gosh!" Applejack suddenly barks out, grabbing your hands and pulling them to her sides. Your fingers press against her fur. "Oh, Celestia, he's kickin'. He's kickin'."
You sense the little moves inside her bump, and you just let out a breath before nodding. Well past the point of being able to talk, you feel ready to erupt at any moment. Her flanks keep on grinding your manhood; the powerful pleasures keep on overwhelming your senses.
"He's kickin'," Applejack murmurs, and she shifts her head down, meeting you eye to eye. Her hooves keep your fingers locked tight against her bump. "He always kicks when you're right beside me. He always knows you're around." She grits her teeth as tears well up beneath her eyes. Her voice shifts into some kind of stricken, half-scream. "He loves you! He loves you so much!"
You just release a loud growl in response, about to totally lose it.
"Loves-- so-- much!" Applejack hollers. And you empty yourself. Ecstasy surges through your senses and just seems to bring your whole world to a halt. You can hardly seem to breathe, the powerful feelings just stacking up one upon the other. Her whole body quakes upon yours, her hooves crashing against your legs. She seems to nearly fall off the bed, tossed over to the right across you upon the hunk of pillows.
She pants hard as she rolls over further onto the pillows. You swallow, arching your back for a second with your wife's weight finally off you, and slowly but surely climb down. Pleasure still coursing through your body, you slid your legs over and gently put them down upon the carpet. You still have your eyes on Applejack the whole time, loving her sensual noises that she can't help but make with every move.
She scoots over besides you, her bottom hooves stepping down besides yours, and she taps her belly with pride. You watch as she rubs the sticky white film off of her bump with one front hoof and off of her marehood with another. You hesitate, not sure what she has in mind, but she simply licks it all up with those talented lips of hers before pressing against you for another kiss.
"It's going to be a good day," you declare for no particular reason. She stands up, hints of another blush creeping along her cheeks, and opens up the blinds completely. You watch her seductive twists with each step.
"Shower?" she asks.
"Shower," you reply.
She heads on over to the bathroom, her tail swishing playfully.
"It's going to be a very good day," you mutter, smiling brightly.
The End
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