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		Description

Throw up those horns, bang your head, and open up the pit! It's Death Metal's night out, and what better place for her than a loud, non-compromising metal show! On top of that, a backstage pass gets her up close and personal with one of the most brutal extreme metal acts that Ranchtown has to offer. With her help, this might become a performance worthy of the hall of fame.
Part of Calico64's Ranchtown series.
Content Warning: Story contains explicit sexual material. NSFW
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		From The Cradle



To certain ponies, socialising could be such an exhausting drag. In a world where it was socially encouraged to go out and meet new people, the more introverted individuals would slump their shoulders and exasperate, approaching such situations with a reluctant attitude of ‘okay, if I really have to.’ This was a boat that Death Metal found herself in quite often. All the fancy dinners and receptions that she attended would drain her by the end of the night to the point where she got so fed up and irate that she could hardly feign a smile anymore. Granted, she was there for Pearl, but all the important business ponies or rich asshats her girlfriend had to talk to made her feel like a third wheel from time to time, just standing by and looking pretty, something she had always wanted to avoid.
Rich and powerful or not, these were not the kind of people she wanted to become friends with, so she didn’t have a whole lot to say to them. After all, what was she going to talk about? Her interests? Her days in the arena, or that time she crushed some stallion’s nuts under her foot? Guaranteed they’d drop their expensive champagne on the floor in shock if she told them about herself in any real detail.
Yes, Death had a tough time making friends, she always did ever since she was a filly. School didn’t do her many favours in that regard since she had a hard shell surrounding her, even in her early days. That shell began to crack when she eventually met Pearl Necklace and, against all odds, they fell in love with each other. This was the beginning of the end of her second dark period, and she was finally opening up to the world again. She had met several new ponies in the wake of this, some of them even starting to become friends, and she was even getting married to Pearl soon! It was still hard to believe.
But even then, there was something missing. Even though deep inside she was happier than she’d been for a long time, she had never forgotten about the most influential pony she had ever met, and her first true friend. Her name was Amaranth, and not a day went by where she didn’t think about her. She was beautiful, her mane black as night and her kind eyes the same green hue as Death’s. Her strength helped her to become stronger, and a lot of her interests as well as her appearance were largely thanks to her. To put it simply, if it weren’t for Amaranth, Death Metal may still have been just Daisy Meadow. But the cruelty of life rears its head at the worst times. Amaranth passed away several years ago, and it hit Death so hard it plunged her life into darkness again, until recently. It was a sad and painful memory, one that she cried over many times, but one she would never ever forget, lest she would never forgive herself.
But that was it, the thing that was missing. Her new friends were nice, but there were very few common interests. Metal music was something that shaped her into the mare she was today, but she had no one to talk to about it. They either didn’t like it, hardly knew about it or thought they knew but completely misunderstood it. Even Pearl, who was subjected to it regularly, just considered a lot of it horrible noise. This was not due to a lack of trying, she simply had different tastes, so Death never held it against her.
That being said, Pearl wouldn’t be herself if she didn’t try to fix this situation. Her being the head of Crystal Ball Inc. and her practically owning half of town now, she had a lot of strings she could pull. That was why Death was sitting in the passenger’s seat of the hot rod this friday evening as Pearl drove along the road.
“Not that I’m complaining,” Death said, gazing out the window at the buildings flashing by with her arms crossed, “but why are you playing taxi for me? I could’ve just drove myself.”
“Because I’m not letting you drive back home drunk, duh!” Pearl answered cheerfully.
A small chortle passed Death’s lips and she shook her head. “I go out one night and you immediately assume I’m gonna get drunk?”
“Yes, I do,” she said smiling. “Don’t overdo it though! If you throw up in my car on the way back, I’m rubbing your nose in it.”
“Yes, mom,” she scoffed. “Fuck, that’s what it feels like. Like I’m a kid being dropped off by her mom.”
Pearl started laughing, and since they were waiting at a red light, she leaned closer to Death Metal and pinched her cheek, much to her chagrin. “And what’s wrong with that? I think that’s a cute idea!”
“Urgh,” Death slapped her hand away and rolled her eyes. “Don’t start with that shit, bitch.”
“Now that’s no way to talk to your mother,” Pearl winked, before planting a kiss on her cheek and accelerating again. “Besides, you said you weren’t gonna complain.”
“I’m gonna body slam you.”
They continued their drive as the sun was beginning to set. It wasn’t a very long drive since the destination was on the other side of Ranchtown, so they were only a couple of blocks away now. “Pearl, there’s still something I don’t get,” Death said to break the silence, making her girlfriend hum. “Why aren’t you coming with me? We always go to your events, and trust me, they ain’t always fun for me, so I figured you’d give this a try for a change.”
“Oh?” Pearl replied with a lilt of surprise in her voice. “I didn’t think you wanted me to. You wanna show me what your world looks like?”
“Ehm… My world? I mean... I guess…”
“Or maybe you just can’t miss me for that long?” she smirked as she shot her a quick glance, in which she caught an angry glare and a small blush. “Sure, next time I’ll come see one of your crazy loud music concerts and stand in the crowd with a bunch of rowdy, drunk hooligans. For now though, the point is that you’re going to mingle with ponies of your kin, without me so you don’t have to hold anything back. It’ll do you good, honey!”
Death let her implications slide and gazed out of the window again. While Pearl did have a point, she still kinda wanted to see what her reaction would be. The look on her face would have to have been priceless. “You’re not nervous, are you?” Pearl asked as they were only a street away. Death only answered with a groan. She kind of was, but didn’t care to admit it out loud.
Finally they arrived at a place known as The Cradle. It was a music venue that could hold about 800 ponies, so it wasn’t particularly huge, and it was situated right next to a pretty busy road. They specialised in alternative music, but were mostly known for metal shows, as the many posters stuck to the walls made clear. There were already several ponies standing outside in small clusters, smoking and/or drinking beer from a plastic cup. A lot of them wore band shirts, and considering the acts that were playing tonight, some of them were quite explicit.
Pearl pulled over when she found an empty spot near the road and put the car in park. “Right, here we are! You’ve got your ticket?” she asked, to which Death nodded as she undid her seat belt. “And your pass?” Another nod. “And you know where to go after the show, right?”
“Yeah, yeah! I got it!”
“Great! I’ll come pick you up later tonight then!”
“Do I wait for you somewhere?” she asked.
“Nah, don’t worry about that. I’ll come looking for you. You just have fun in there, and try not to beat anyone up without a good reason,” she laughed.
Death Metal gave her a small grin, and they shared a kiss on the lips for a good five seconds before she opened the door and stepped outside. “Love you,” Pearl chanted sweetly and blew her a kiss. Death pretended to catch it and put it in her pocket.
“Later Pearl,” she said before she shut the door. She gave one more wave as Pearl drove off, then dug into her pocket, taking out a cigarette and lighting it. Not being allowed to smoke in the car was a pain, so the craving was big. Next she reached into the cargo pockets of her camo pants and pulled out one ticket for tonight’s show and one very special card. It was a backstage pass. Must not have been hard for Pearl to get, but she always did these kinds of things behind her back. She actually went out of her way to arrange a meet and greet with the headlining band for her.
The band’s name was Mutagenic Discharge, and Death didn’t know much about them. What she did know was that they played brutal death metal, fairly obvious by their hardly decipherable logo, and that they supposedly originated from Ranchtown. Maybe that was why Pearl got a hold of them so easily. Death would have done a bit more research, listened to some songs, but it was all in such short notice she didn’t really have the time. Oh well, she was about to see them live and talk to them anyway.
While smoking, she walked inside the building, handing over the printed ticket at the counter and getting a stamp on her hand in return. The atmosphere of the The Cradle really took her back. It had been so long since she last attended one of these shows, far too long. The place was dimly lit by overhead lights and there were several ponies hanging around the bar, drinking and talking, while loud metal played through the speakers non stop. The black walls were absolutely covered with promotional posters for tours and new album releases, and already there were several empty cups and cigarette butts on the floor.
The crowd consisted mostly of stallions with the odd mare sprinkled in here and there, a lot of them dressed in black shirts, and guys with long hair were not uncommon at all. Leather, metal studs, chains, bullet belts, heavy boots and jackets decorated with band patches. All of it was commonplace here. When walking around in public looking the way she did, she sometimes did feel singled out, but here Death felt like a fish in the water.
As she headed for the bar to get a beer, one of the guys standing in a group noticed her. They made eye contact, and he nodded and gave a small smile before minding his own business again. Death blinked a few times, confused. Did she know him? She racked her brain trying to figure it out when it hit her. She was now something of a celebrity around these parts, so it wasn’t unthinkable a lot of ponies here recognised her. But him leaving it at a small acknowledgement was a big difference from some other folks, who wanted to take a picture of her or felt the need to talk to her. The answer to that was always a resolute no!
Once she got her beer and walked to the stage, this cycle repeated itself. Someone would recognise her, nod or flash her the devil horns and go on with what they were doing. It was a little unreal, but after the second time, she started nodding back. She was getting attention, but nobody was being intrusive, so she couldn’t say she hated it.
On the stage, a couple of crew members were setting up for the opening act, soundchecking the guitar, bass, drums and mics. It didn’t take very long before they showed up, and Death raised her eyebrows a little when they did. Their band was called Manko, and they were extravagant to say the least. The guitarist was wearing a surgical suit slathered with fake blood, the bassist wore shorts that were way too short and nothing more, and his hair was dyed pink. The drummer had put on his nicest sunday dress and the singer wore a gimp suit with a huge dildo embedded on the front of the mask. They were a mish mash of nonsense and they played what was known as pornogrind. 
There was distortion on the mic to make the singer’s voice sound as deep and monstrous as possible, and the riffs and drum beats were heavy and very bouncy. As they played, a couple of goofballs in the crowd formed a pit and danced, throwing their hands up and hooking arms with each other. With such song titles as ‘Used Condom Balloon Animal’ and ‘Double Sausage Surprise’, they were hard to take seriously, as if their presentation didn’t do that enough already. They weren’t half bad. Lewd, over the top fun, but oh so weird. They also mentioned between songs that their band name was a in a different language and meant ‘cunt’, so that explained a lot.
They performed for about 30 minutes before they said their sayonaras and began to clear the stage. The crew had 15 minutes to set up for the main act, but luckily the drum set was ready to be rolled in so they didn’t have to assemble it. While the soundcheck was going on, Death Metal managed to work her way to the front, where she could lean against the railing and had a really good view of the stage. Being in the middle of the crowd was a pain in the ass for her with her height, because she couldn’t see jack with all those giants blocking her view. One of her pet peeves for sure. 
A big flag with the Mutagenic Discharge logo was raised against the back wall of the simple stage, and after the crew member was done yelling “check, one two” in the mic over and over, the lights began to dim and the crowd responded by cheering and roaring. As the stage went dark, a sound clip began playing over the speakers. It was the sound of gross bubbling, like gasses escaping from a tar pit. The bubbling got louder and deep growls began to rise from underneath, like a monster of some sort was emerging from it. As this was going on, the first member ran up the stage from the sidelines. He was a bat pony with a reddish grey body and dark brown hair and a stretcher in his ear. He wasn’t wearing a shirt and wore dark grey cargo shorts, sneakers and dog tags around his neck. He got behind the drum set and rose above it, holding his drumsticks and raising his horns high. The crowd ate it up, as they once again yelled and cheered, giving the metal salute right back.
A nuclear alarm siren was added on top of the noise, and the growling was becoming more ferocious. That was when two more members walked on stage, again with a lot of fanfare from the excited crowd. One of them was a huge, bearded pegasus, long hair and very dark in colours, though it was hard to tell which with the coloured lights behind him, possibly browns and blacks. His arms looked like they could lift a boulder and he was quite a ways past six feet tall. He picked up the bass and got into position on the left side of the stage.
The guitarist was a female earth pony mare wearing a gas mask. She had vibrant blue and black striped hair that hung over one eye and a lighter blue body. Her tail was cut rather short and she was dressed in black; a long band shirt and jeans that reached her thighs halfway with ripped leggings underneath. She stood on the right side of the stage and proceeded to rev up the crowd with her axe in hand.
Death Metal watched intently, because these were the ponies that she was going to meet later. As the sound clip was about reach the climax with more and more monsters rising from the muck, the lead singer emerged. He was an earth pony with a grey body and long, straight black hair with green highlights, dressed in a standard metal attire with dark jeans and heavy boots. He walked on stage with a brisk pace and immediately greeted the crowd with his index and pinky finger. He took the microphone from the stand and moved the stand behind him, preferring to just hold it. He rested one foot on the speakers at the front of the stage and leered over the stirring crowd in anticipation. Then the sound clip cut to a deep rumbling, and the drummer hit the cymbals to lead in the beat.
They did not start off slow. From the word go, the speakers blasted pure sonic mayhem across the venue. A bass sound so strong and crunchy it rattled the floor and the guitar tuned so low it oozed brutality. The kick drums went off at machine gun speeds and the bat pony laid down some nasty blast beats that were hard to keep up with. Meanwhile, the lead singer banged his head like a maniac, his mane whipping back and forth violently. When his cue came, he practically vomited his innards into the mic. They were deep, rumbling growls and harsh guttural burps, impossible to understand and hard to classify as singing.
They played fast and heavy, the powerful bass doing well to fill in for the fact that there was only one guitar, and she in turn delivered a full and brutal sound that made the crowd go nuts. She even squeezed in a couple of guitar squeals and set her frets on fire with some rapid technical shreds. They rolled right into their next song which started out with some relentless slamming riffs and a high pitched cry from the vocalist.
A mosh pit had formed in the middle of the room and Death Metal could tell by the increasing turbulence behind her. She didn’t really care, since even she was banging her head at this point. This kind of ruthless music was just what she craved to let loose with, and it was always more impressive in person. To a lot of people this would’ve been unlistenable noise that didn’t even count as music, but she loved it. The pure, unapologetic brutality and menacing energy coming out of the speakers was something to behold.
When the song ended, the devil horns rose from the crowd along with cheers. The singer took a drink from the water bottle by the drums, then turned back to his usual spot.
“RANCHTOOOOOOWN!!!” He roared. “How the fuck are you guys doing tonight?” The audience roared back at him and horns went up in the air. “In case you’re wondering who the fuck we are, we’re Mutagenic Discharge, and we’re glad to be home! We’ve been busy representing you guys on tour for the last two months and as awesome as it was, there’s nothing like playing in our hometown, on this stage right here where we played our first real gig so many years ago. Special thanks to those crazy bastards from Manko for opening up for us on such short notice. Now, we’ve got about an hour to fill with pure brutal death metal, so are you ready to have a good time with us?!” He threw up his hands and the audience followed. “Good, let’s do it then! This song is about growing a second head! Apperceptive Cephalic Excrescence!!!’”
After he bellowed the title into the mic, the music ruptured from the speakers again like a wall of sound that bulldozed through the room. The bat pony pounded on the drums with high speeds and precision while the bassist practically pleasured his strings with a three finger walk and banged his head, covering his face with his long mane. The blue earth pony, whose face was still obscured by the gas mask, used a guitar pick to bring forth sick and heavy riffs like it was nobody’s business, while the vocalist used his vocal chords like another instrument, pushing the limits of his sludgy gutturals until the sweat seeped down his face. It sounded like he was going to spew blood any second now, but even that probably wouldn’t have stopped him.
After about 3 minutes, the song ended rather abruptly, leaving the silence to get filled with cheers and yells. After drinking more water to alleviate his no doubt strained throat, the vocalist took off his shirt and poured some over himself to cool off. As he walked back to the front of the stage to face the audience, Death’s eyes were locked on him.
On his grey upper body, he had several tattoos of stitch lines, around his neck and waist, on his left shoulder and right upper arm. They made him look like he was taken apart and sewn back together again. He wasn’t especially ripped, nor was he very tall, but he still had a pretty nice physique with a flat stomach. Now that the water was running down his chest and abs, she had a hard time keeping her eyes off him. She found herself getting a little thirsty, and not the kind that a beer could solve. She snapped out of it when she noticed that his grey blue eyes were looking right back at her, and a look of recognition set in. He smiled and gave her the metal salute, and after taking a few seconds, being caught off guard like this, she nodded and returned it.
“Alright! Last year, we released our first full length album under GoreHound Records, how many of you have that fucking album?!” Several fists rose into the air. “That’s great! If you know what that album is called, then you know the title of this next song, because it’s the title track. This is Swallowing-” he rose his hand to let the audience members finish his sentence, then loudly growled the right answer. “Swallowing the Viral Load!!!”
This was a slower song, but no less heavy, with a lumbering tempo and ominous atmosphere until it picked up speed again in the second half, gaining in aggression while still keeping a catchy rhythm and interesting vocal patterns. It was obvious why this was the title track, because there were several layers to it. “Bestial Compulsions!!!” he announced a few minutes later, not letting the instruments die out so they could burst right into the next one; a bloodthirsty, enraged song with a lot of power behind it. The crowd gave that energy right back, headbanging, fist pumping and moshing like lunatics. Death was digging it too. She was windmilling her long black hair and pounding her fist to the beat of the drums.
The song ended with a guitar screech and the room was once again filled with cheering and hands in the air while the band turned their backs. The mysterious blue mare lifted her mask to get a drink, then said something to the vocalist, but Death couldn’t get a look at her face. 
“Discharge! Discharge! Discharge! Discharge!” the crowd chanted. The drummer played along by laying down a beat to the chanting, and the guitarist clapped her hands above her head. The grey earth pony grinned proudly and bobbed his head until the chant eventually fell apart and turned into applause. “Fucking hell Ranchtown, thank you so much!!! This is why we love playing here, you guys go fucking nuts! Tell you what, because this is a special occasion, we have something cool just for you, a world premiere! We were on tour with our friends from Ruptured Globe, an awesome slamming brutal death band from Cloudsdale. By the way, the two best exports from Cloudsdale, as far as I’m concerned, are Amber Cat and motherfucking Slam, seriously!”
That statement got another cheer from the audience as well as some laughter. It put a small smile on Death Metal’s face too, because she knew all too well he wasn’t wrong. “Anyway,” he continued, “while we were touring, we may have been doing some talking, and we may have been writing a little, and we agreed that Mutagenic Discharge and Ruptured Globe are gonna be doing a split!” Next, he waited for the roars of the crowd to calm down before he went on. “We have for you a brand new song for that split that was written during our tour. It hasn’t been recorded yet and has never been played live, ever! Do you wanna hear it, Ranchtown?!”
He put his hand to his ear and the audience responded with a resolute “Yeah!!!”
“Are you sure?! Then here it is! This song is called Submerged In Lye! Let’s go!”
Their music remained brutal and relentless all throughout, and the band played off on the crowd quite well. The tall pegasus who played the bass had a fairly subdued stage presence, but his expression and stature had an intimidating air that fit the music well. The blue earth pony mare banged her head while she shredded and slammed on her guitar, looking badass and confident while doing it. The bat pony drummer was a ball of energy, and he had to be for the beats he had to lay down. Sometimes his face would be crumpled during the more intense parts, but he pulled them off very well regardless. The vocalist belched his lungs out of his body and kept the hype up between songs, quipping about titles and the fact that he sometimes forgot the lyrics to a specific song, but it didn’t matter because nobody could tell anyway. They kept going until they only had 5 minutes left of their set.
“Unfortunately, this is our last song of the night.” The crowd responded by howling and whistling in protest, but he shrugged his shoulders and shook his head. “I know, but we can’t keep doing this forever. I wanna thank every single one of you for hanging out with us tonight. We appreciate the support, and we promise you, we’re gonna be coming back again and again, we swear! Stay fucking brutal, Ranchtown! This is your last chance to go fucking crazy, and I wanna see a huge pit right here!” He pointed to the middle of the crowd, where a bunch of guys were already getting ready, raising their hands in the air. “I think you already know what song this is, don’t you?! Mutagenic!” He pointed the mic outwards and the crowd bellowed right back.
“Discharge!”
“Mutagenic!!!”
“Discharge!!!”
“MUTAGENIC DISCHAAAAAARGE!!!”
For the last time, the band played their hearts out and delivered one more blood dripping chunk of musical insanity. A song that crushed hard, made the pit go crazy and made for an excellent finale. Death Metal was impressed. Her neck would probably be a bit sore the the next day, but she didn’t care. This was the most exhilarating night she’d had in a while, and it left her feeling content. She almost forgot that it wasn’t over for her yet. When the show came to a close, the musicians dragged out the ending as the spotlights stopped flashing and shone down on them. They raised their devil horns in the air and the audience followed suit.
“Thank you, Ranchtown! Have a good night! See you next time!”
The drummer hit his snares a couple more times and the guitar shredded frantically, and with one more powerful bang, it was all over. The audience applauded and cheered, every fist in the room going skyward. The masked blue mare threw her pick into the crowd the moment she was done with it and held her guitar high. The drummer did the same thing, coming from behind his set and tossing the sticks away for two lucky people to catch. Then all four gathered at the front of the stage and lined up, throwing their arms around each other. They took a bow to an applause, then scattered and began to walk off stage.
As the lights came back on and people began to vacate the venue, Death Metal opted to stay where she was for a little while until the crowd thinned out. The music playing over the speakers now sounded like nothing after what she just heard in terms of loudness, and she was dying to have a smoke, so she promptly lit one, not caring if it was against the rules or not. While the crew was busy clearing out the stage, disassembling the drumset and taking down the flag, the lead singer suddenly ran back up the stage. He waved at Death Metal and she looked back at him, then he gestured towards the side of the stage, where the backstage entrance was. She nodded, and he gave her a thumbs up, and she fished the backstage pass from her pocket.
Security was quick to let her through, especially since the lead singer already met her before she could even show off the pass. “Hey! Death Metal, yeah?” he smiled as he extended his hand to her. He had put his black Mortician shirt back on, but his face was still wet with water and sweat. She returned a small smile and shook his hand. “Hehe, I’ve heard a lot about you, but then again, who hasn’t? My name’s Grave Rush. You enjoyed the show?”
“Yeah,” she responded. “You guys were pretty sick.”
“Thanks, and good to hear. Come on, this way. We’ve got a room all for ourselves tonight.”
Death followed Grave down the dimly lit corridor. Strangely enough, he was a lot more soft spoken and calm in person than he appeared on the stage. Either he was exhausted from busting his ass like that for a whole hour, or he had an onstage persona that served him well. Either way, he took her to a door deeper down in the backstage area and opened it, revealing a rather small room with a couple of couches and some mirrors, as well as a sound system through which music was playing. The black walls were plastered with many stickers and small posters of bands that probably performed there. It reminded Death a bit of her own bedroom back in her apartment.
“I don’t think it was sold out, maybe about six hundred ponies?” The blue and black haired mare said, then turned to the door as it opened. “Oh, hey Rav! Found her already?”
Death saw her face for the first time, and she had striking yellow eyes and a ring piercing in the left side of her lower lip. She was sitting on the couch with her legs crossed and had a cigarette between her fingers, of which only a few nails were painted black, namely her thumb, middle and pinky finger. Her voice sounded a little lazy, like she was already a bit drunk. She smiled big and waved at Death Metal. “Yo!”
“Yeah, she was still hanging out in front of the stage,” Grave said. “Guys, introduce yourselves to her while I get her a cold one. You do drink beer, don’t you?”
“You bet your ass I do.”
“Haha, I immediately like her,” the blue earth pony chuckled, making Death crack a smirk. “I’m Neon Blue, but I’d prefer it if you called me Shrapnel.”
“Shrapnel?” Death echoed. Damn if that wasn’t a cool name, but it sounded vaguely familiar to her, though she couldn’t recall from where.
“Because she shreds!” The bat pony sitting on the table by the mirrors said with a grin, flashing his elongated canines. “Hi, I’m Blast Beat, but you can call me Gristle. Everyone does. You know, you’re the first chick Rav managed to pick up in a long time,” he laughed, then turned to Grave who was crouching down by the fridge, and he flipped him the bird without looking.
There was laughter, and then everyone turned to the massive, dark brown pegasus sitting in a single seated couch, slouched back and holding a bottle of beer. He looked at Death with a stone faced expression, and he just nodded. He didn’t say a word. This took her aback a little, and she just looked back, blinking, as if they were in a staring contest.
“Ehm, yeah, that’s Tremor, real name Stone Ridge,” Grave said as he handed her a bottle of beer, keeping one for himself. “He hardly ever talks, but when he does, you feel it.” He brought a hand to his chest and tapped it. “That’s why we call him Tremor. Real nice guy though, wouldn’t hurt a fly.”
“Ah, I see... Hey,” she said to him, making him give another nod. “You all have nicknames?”
“That’s right,” Shrapnel said while Death sat down on the sofa next to her, taking a big chug from her beer. “We’ve all known each other for a pretty long time. It’s also pretty cool to have stage names that people can know us by, you know?”
Death nodded. She was no stranger to using a nickname herself, although in her case, it had almost completely swallowed her real one. Not many knew about it, save for Pearl of course. Her eyes followed her hand as it pointed to Grave, who had just plopped down on a single seated couch next to Tremor’s. “Grave’s nickname came from Ravenous, but it turned into Rav because it was too much of a mouthful. Not to mention, it’s in his name. We called him that because he’s a zombie,” she laughed.
Grave chortled and brushed his hair out of his eyes. “Yeah, a real walking corpse that feasts on flesh. These stitches are a hundred percent real, too.”
The white earth pony raised her pierced eyebrow at this, obviously not buying much of it, especially since Shrapnel started laughing right after. “Nah, he’s our zombie. He just consumes a lot of zombie movies and games. It started to rub off on him. He embraced it and so did we.”
“What about Gristle?” she asked, gaining the attention of the reddish bat pony.
“That’s from a username I used online when I was in highschool,” he explained. “Gristle Licker, it was. Eventually everyone started calling me Gristle, and it stuck. It’s a cool name, so I’m happy with it.”
As she was trying to think of something to talk about, Death noticed the gas mask that Shrapnel wore on stage lying on the table. She picked it up and looked into the red glass lenses. This thing looked legit, made of hard leather and very sturdy with a filter on either side of the mouth. “You always wear this on stage?” she asked.
“Not always, but I just love these kinds of masks. I have several of them at home. I like collecting them. You can try it on if you want.”
Death turned the mask around and attached it to her face with the straps. The lenses turned everything red, and it was very comfy, but also pretty hot. She wondered how Shrapnel performed with this thing on her face in a hot room for an hour on end without dropping dead. She turned to the blue mare and she was grinning back at her.
“Oh yeah, that really suits you! It goes well with your hair and piercings and all.”
“You think so?” she asked from behind the mask with a muffled voice.
“Totally! You look so badass right now, I mean, even more than you already did.” Her eyes then lit up as she got an idea. “I totally gotta get you one of these!”
“She’s right, you wear it well,” Rav added. “You could replace Shrapnel in the band, no problem.” 
She shot a nasty glare at him and flipped him off, after which the both of them chuckled it out. “I have a really dope one at home, dark blue with red spike studs. It’s one of my favs, but I only wear it for my solo gigs.”
“Solo gigs?” Death asked as she took the mask off and looked at it again. The thought of owning one of these did get her a bit excited, because it looked really cool.
“Yeah, I’m a DJ and a producer. Drum & bass mixed with hardcore. I usually play at raves under the same stage name. It’s, like, a side project of mine,” she explained before she drank from her beer.
Suddenly, the pieces started falling into place. Death remembered where she heard her name before, but she thought about it for a few seconds before saying anything, just to be sure.
“Yeah, that dance music business,” Gristle interjected, dangling his legs over the table and flapping his wings. “Not really my cup of tea, but at least it sounds pretty dark and evil, not like that mainstream crap you hear on the radio.”
“Do you know Night Moon?” Death asked suddenly after digging into her memory for a bit. The surprised look she got from all the members spoke volumes.
“Yeah!” Shrapnel replied. “He was the one who got me into the EDM scene in the first place. Night Moon and I go way back!”
“Uhuh. He’s like a bro to us. We hang out regularly to play videogames or grab a few drinks and stuff. I think we even turned him into an honorary member of the band at one point,” Grave chimed in. “Kinda crazy that you know him.”
“Small world,” Gristle added, to which Tremor hummed and nodded. This made Death look up, since this was the first thing she had heard come out of him. Despite his size, she almost forgot she was in the same room as him. And she thought she could be a quiet one.
“I met him when he was still playing in the underground clubs. I saw him again in the Cloudstone Club recently,” she explained, lighting a cigarette and taking another drink. Before she knew it, she was leaning back in the couch, all relaxed like she was at home, a smoke and beer in hand. The metal music playing in the background put her in a familiar place, and it made her feel far more sociable and at ease than she ever did at those fancy gatherings or frat parties she sometimes found herself at for her bodyguarding job. Pearl was right. Meeting with like minded ponies was doing her good.
She learned about some of the ins and outs of the band. Everyone pulled their own weight, taking their responsibilities for their own parts. Grave, or Rav, wrote the lyrics and came up with song titles, as well as making some of the visual artwork. Based on the theme and words, Shrapnel wrote the music in collaboration with Tremor, preferring jamming sessions to come up with ideas. Gristle had a good feel for how the drums should go to compliment the guitar and bass, so he filled that in afterwards. Once that was done, they’d come together and the lyrics would be fit onto the music, figuring out vocal patterns and applying corrections where needed. Then they’d do some practice sessions together before the songs were finalised. This was how they always did it and it worked for them.
The band name was a collaborative effort that took a couple of days of brainstorming, where they wrote down a whole bunch of words and terms and see what fit together. After some deliberation, and making sure the name wasn’t already taken, they settled on Mutagenic Discharge.
“It’s a pretty awesome band name,” Shrapnel commented on this. “Makes me think of a cumshot that creates mutant babies or something.”
Their music was not very marketable and got virtually no air time, save for the odd specialised internet streaming radio. It wasn’t making them rich by any means, but none of that mattered. They were making the music they wanted to make, and as long as there were a bunch of ponies who liked it enough to buy their records, shirts or tickets to see them perform, it was all good. They were rising in popularity in the scene recently, especially after their tour through Equestria as one of the opening acts for Killproof. It got them a lot of exposure, and the small and humble extreme metal scene in Ranchtown rejoiced at that. Hence why they did the homecoming show earlier.
They spent a long time talking and drinking, Death getting more and more inebriated as the night went on, removing her inhibitions more and more. As they talked about music, what bands they liked and so much more, she placed the fifth empty beer bottle by the side of the couch and smoked her sixth cigarette since she got here. Maybe she was overdoing it a little, but she literally didn’t care one bit. Everything was just a pleasant haze, and it’s not like the others weren’t doing it. Grave had her matched in the beer department and that left him in a very similar state, smoking one cigarette after the other.
Speaking of Grave, she’d catch him staring at her every now and again from the corner of her eye. Whenever she looked back and their gazes met, he’d smile faintly and look away like nothing was wrong. They weren’t leers, like he was checking her out or something. It looked more like he was trying to place her. She subconsciously ended up doing the same thing. There was something about him, but she couldn’t put her finger on it.
“I swear,” Shrapnel laughed, getting quite tipsy herself by this point. “Rav and Gristle are like two big kids. You should see how they get on each other’s asses when they’re playing video games.”
“Yeah, because Gristle always plays dirty!” Rav said.
“Git gud, scrub,” Gristle mumbled while looking off the side.
“Oh, fuck right off!” he bit back playfully.
“Not my fault you can’t take a loss, Rav,” the bat pony smiled. “Maybe I’m just the better one!”
“Or maybe you spamming the same cheap attack over and over has something to do with it!”
“Maybe, but I still won, didn’t I?”
Shrapnel then turned to Death and shook her head. “See?” They both snickered softly.
“Well, I should be going before things get heated,” Gristle announced as he hopped down from the table. “Still need to feed the dog before she starts freaking out and eats the carpet again. You coming, Tremor?” The big guy silently nodded and rose from his chair, finishing the rest of his beer with a fast chug and putting the empty bottle on the table. “Yo, Death Metal, it was good to meet ya! If you ever wanna chill, just hit me up, okay?” He extended his fist and Death bumped it with her own.
“Later, Gristle,” she said, then Tremor nodded and flashed her some very firm devil horns, a sign of respect for ponies like them. Death returned them and nodded back.
“Take it easy, guys. Good show tonight!” Grave said, yawning a little afterwards.
“G’night guys!” Gristle said as he exited the room.
“Night! See you tomorrow!” Shrapnel finally said. Tremor closed the door behind him, and then there were only three. Death did wonder why they both left at the same time. Maybe they were roommates or something. She checked her phone and saw that it was now 2:17 AM, and nobody had showed up to ask them to leave so far. Not to mention, she had no idea when Pearl was going to come get her, but it didn’t look like Rav and Shrapnel were going anywhere just yet.
“So, Death. Your girlfriend, Pearl Necklace,” The blue earth pony asked, “what’s she like?”
“Well, I said yes to her proposal, so I obviously like her a lot,” she answered dryly as she took a drag from her cigarette. As a big plume of smoke poured from her mouth and nose, she continued. “She was a spoiled bitch when I first met her. Flaunting her fortune all over the place, I couldn’t stand her. We had one big shitshow of a fight, then one thing led to another and we got wasted in a VIP room and fucked. Weird, isn’t it?”
“And then you got into a relationship with one of the richest ponies in Equestria, who pretty much owns the town now. That is kinda crazy,” said Grave. “She talked to me before to set up this meet and greet. She didn’t strike me as a bitch. If anything, she was nice and very adamant to do this for you.”
Death hummed in agreement and shut her eyes, the alcohol making her head buzz as she took another quick swig. “She got better, I know that. But sometimes…” she bit her lower lip slightly. “I like it when her bitchy side comes out again.”
Rav and Shrapnel raised their eyebrows a little when they noticed the faint blush on her face as she was leaning back into the soft armrest, her eyes closed. Maybe she was just dozing off from the alcohol, but in that moment it looked like she was fantasizing. They looked at each other a little puzzled.
“You mean, like, in bed?” Shrapnel asked, more than a little intrigued now. Death hummed in affirmation. “Oooooh, go on!”
“Ehhhhh, Shrapnel,” Grave interjected, raising his hand a little. “Is that really something you should be digging for? Those sound like private matters to me.”
“Oh come on, don’t be a hypocrite, Rav! You and Gristle are always talking about tits and ass when I’m around. ‘Dude, did you see the one with the big juggs in the front row. I wouldn’t mind having her as a groupie,’” she said in as low a voice she could, doing a mock impression of him.
Grave squinted and glared at her. “How is that the same? That’s just guy talk, we don’t mean anything by it.”
“Heh, sure. Plus, don’t think I didn’t notice how you’ve been eyeballing her all night.”
The black and green haired stallion went a little flustered now, then scoffed and turned his head. “So? At least I’m not the one fishing for bedroom secrets.” When he turned back, he saw Death Metal’s emerald eyes gazing back at him. He couldn’t tell if it was an angry glare or not at first, but then she leered down, and her blush was drawn out further. Just like that, the sexual tension in the air was palpable.
Aided by the booze, Death’s thoughts started to run amok. The memories of her sexy times with her girlfriend began to flood back, as well as her one time escapades with Fable and Winter, and the foursome she had recently with Pearl, Splinter and Cloud. She clenched her legs, but that just made her squirm in such an obvious way. She was so bad at hiding her arousal. Just now she wondered what Grave had buried in those jeans of his, and it made her breath flutter for a moment. She did her best to keep her body under control, but the futility was evident by the way Shrapnel looked back at her.
“Does Pearl give it to you rough?” she asked, her rubber bracelets bunching up as she crawled closer to her.
“Yeah. Really, really rough,” she panted now.
“How often do you fuck?”
“Whenever we can~”
Grave was staring in awe from the single seated couch, watching as Shrapnel was now on top of Death, looking into each other’s eyes, drunk with both alcohol and lust. He swallowed hard. He knew where this was going and it was not something he wanted to miss.
“You’re so fucking hot,” Shrapnel whispered against her muzzle.
“You want a fucking piece of me?”
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Fueled by an aggressive thirst, Death scowled at Shrapnel and pushed their mouths together to engage in a frenzied tongue kiss. She grasped the taller earth pony’s shirt and pulled at it while the other hand clawed at the back of her head. The exchange of fluids was paired with moaning and gasping, and they even reached so deep that a couple of slurps escaped. Death then pulled at the back of Shrapnel’s mane, and her head cocked backwards, her tongue lolling out of her mouth. The white mare licked her cheek and sucked on her tongue. 
Shrapnel struck back when she slapped Death Metal’s hip and grabbed hold of her thigh firmly, dragging her further underneath her. Death hissed and threw her head back, leaving an opening that Shrapnel took to give her neck a wet lick. The short earth pony dug her black nails into Shrapnel’s back and pushed her whole body against hers, wrapping her legs around her hips to push their crotches together. The amount of heat coming from the two entangled mares was scorching, and the temperature in that small backstage room was quickly starting to rise.
Grave watched from his seat with absolute focus, biting his thumb and with a growing chub in his jeans. He was oblivious to his leg bouncing up and down as he observed this incredible spectacle unfolding from the sidelines.
The blue mare on top scooted a little lower, then kissed Death’s toned abs up and down before lifting her shirt, revealing her black bra underneath. She buried her face between her tits, and Death gave a harsh cry, her body thrashing as her voluptuous breasts were licked all over. She grabbed the edges of her shirt and took it off, then did the same for Shrapnel. Her chest was only slightly smaller than Death’s and contained by a purple lace bra, and she had a piercing in her bellybutton. Death reached out and squeezed her boob, making her moan and reach behind her back to undo their constraints.
Once Shrapnel’s tits came in full view, Death tackled her and pushed her on her back, her mouth immediately attacking her light blue nipple. Belts were unbuckled and clothes were removed until their bare tits were squashed together as they made out in their lustful rage. Shrapnel grabbed Death’s ass and squeezed, making the young mare groan against her tongue. She hooked her fingers around Shrapnel’s panties and pulled them down, the fabric sticking to her very wet snatch. The juice trail sparkled in the light and she spread her legs wider, giving Death room to dive down and feast on the blue mare’s dripping cunt.
The heat was now really rising to Grave’s face. He watched in silence, entranced while his member throbbed in his pants. Despite what the clichés may claim, this kind of thing had never happened before. This was the first time he had even seen Shrapnel naked, let alone get dirty with another girl. He watched her body wriggle, her hands reaching for her own tits and her toes curl, and listened to her passionate moans while Death Metal’s tongue went to town on her labia and lapped up her honey.
“Ooooh, fuck yeah, Death~” she panted. “You’re so fucking good at this.”
Death reeled back and spat on her pussy, rubbing and tapping it before shoving her fingers up her hole. She didn’t answer, instead she just slobbered all over Shrapnel’s stomach while she finger fucked her, making her pour onto the sofa. Her fingertips jabbed at her G-spot, making her entire body lurch up. Continuing just like that, it didn’t take long for Shrapnel to cum, making her cry out hoarsely in pleasure. Her quivering pussy ejected a small amount of warm viscous liquid that splattered over Death’s hand. She pulled her fingers out and forced them down Shrapnel’s mouth, which she accepted by gleefully licking them clean.
Still gasping for air, the blue earth pony leaned forward and met Death Metal to suck her face. Their tongues wrapped together until the drool dripped down their chins, and she snuck her hand down Death’s black panties. She rubbed her wet slit, getting her warm sex juice all over her fingers. Impatient to strip the sexy white earth pony butt naked, she pulled them down from the front. She pushed her back and looked between her legs, and she began to drool a little.
The fact that Grave had been watching them closely was not lost on her, even though she was really getting into it. Shrapnel turned her head to him and gave a mischievous, suggestive smile. “Are you just gonna sit there and watch the whole thing, Rav?” He was a little bit surprised hearing this, so his eyebrows raised and he stopped biting his thumb, taking a shaky drag from his cigarette.
“Well, you girls look like you’re having fun, and you’re putting up a good show. Wouldn’t wanna come in between that.”
Both of them were looking at him now, practically steaming, and that put him on edge even more. ”Don’t get all coy now,” she snickered, then locked eyes with his crotch. “Here, look at this!” She got beside Death Metal and turned her on the couch to face him, spreading her legs wide. Rav’s eyes almost popped out of their sockets, gawking at that cute little pussy on full display, all slick with excitement and dribbling with desire. “Is the zombie a little hungry~?” she hinted.
Her outer labia had such an alluring shape, with just her excited clit poking through. Shrapnel spread one side with her fingers, revealing more of the marvelous pink flesh inside. It looked so good his mouth began to water to the point of having to gulp hard. He expected Death to be looking away in embarrassment, but she was looking right at him, eyebrows furrowed to a scowl and her mouth open, panting. Her big breasts heaved along with her chest. Shrapnel beckoned him with her finger right above Death’s succulent honey pot.
“You’re the only one in the room with a dick, so stop sitting on your ass and come help out.”
He looked back at Death, gauging from her if this was an okay thing to do. She didn’t protest, but she did have a very deep blush on her face. Mixed with that scowl and that stare she was giving him, it made her so tantalising. “Well,” he shrugged and rose from his chair, “If I have to.”
He approached them, stumbling slightly from the alcohol in his brain. Their eyes followed him as he got down on the ground, placing his hands on Death’s inner thighs. Without any more of a fuss, he put his mouth on her private parts and began to lick. Death let out a moan when his whole tongue pushed against her cooch and drove her lips apart.
“There we go,” Shrapnel said while ruffling his mane. “I always knew you were a pussy lover.”
“Well, I always did prefer cats,” he said as he snacked on Death’s lady bits, flicking his tongue against her clit. Everything from her scent to her softness, from her taste to the way her pussy fluttered was intoxicating. He ate her out with great care, giving every square inch the attention it needed.
Death looked down at him between her legs, his lower face hidden behind her mound. She panted heavily as their eyes met. That strange feeling started to come back, that sense of familiarity that she didn’t know what to do with. She told herself it was just déjà vu, but that would have been the third or so time of the night. She brushed it off to focus on the sensation of his tongue and lips playing with her vag, a feeling that made her want to clench her legs around his head and hump his face to oblivion. She gritted her teeth and hissed, grabbing his head and pulling him harder against her sopping cunt. Just like that, he pushed into her and lifted her legs up, penetrating her with his mouth muscle and slurping her up like a soda on a thirsty summer day.
“Fuck...” she growled through her clenched jaw. “Deeper!”
Shrapnel was loving this. She bit her lower lip as she watched her band member go down on the raven haired mare. She was pooling like a leaking dam again, and she couldn’t help but touch herself at the sight. While he was busy, she climbed off the couch and kneeled behind Grave, reaching around to grab that bulge in his pants. His eyes went wide in surprise and his body shocked for a moment, looking down and back in quick succession. “Don’t mind me, Rav. Keep going,” she purred as she leaned onto his back. Before he knew it, she had undone his pants and reached inside.
She couldn’t see it, but she sure felt it. That rock hard piece of meat that she felt pulsing with blood when closing her fingers around it. She took it with both hands, one clenched around the base and the other massaging the tip. She licked her lips when she felt the warm pre cum pour on her digits, and she smeared it all over the head to get it nice and lubed up. Grave stifled a moan with a face full of poon and his eyes clenched when she began to jerk off his entire length.
All the oral sex eventually caused Death Metal’s voice to rise in volume and pitch, and her body began to squirm. Then her legs trembled and she let out a long, strained moan as she reached orgasm. Her very tight vagina squeezed even tighter around Rav’s tongue and she came into his mouth. Her face was flushed, and her eyes opened wide at the intensity of it. Grave pulled back with Death’s cum dripping from his chin, and his teeth gritted. Behind him, Shrapnel had him in a tight embrace and was wanking him off faster and faster.
“You had this big toy all along? Not bad for such a shorty~” she whispered into his ear, sending a shiver down his spine that jolted his cock in her hands. “So fucking eager, too. Get up and show it to her.”
When he rose to his feet, Death saw it. That long, dark grey shaft with its bloated head and veins running all along it. It stood full mast as Shrapnel jerked the head with a loose hand, and it was all glistening with his sticky precum. It wasn’t the biggest thing she’d ever seen, but it certainly didn’t fail in whetting her appetite. While Death was staring at it in silent appreciation, the other mare stroked up and squeezed his tip with her thumb and forefinger, forcing the muscles in his body to tighten and making him give a sudden moan. The way they were positioned now, with him standing over Death between her open legs, it looked like Shrapnel was jacking him off over her. That was, until she helped him out of his shirt and sat down on the couch, his prick still in her hands. Without any pause, she shoved it into her mouth.
Grave’s complexion grew a deeper red and his eyes widened in surprise as his long time friend suddenly began to gorge on his cock with great gusto. She even hummed and moaned in delight as her lips took him deeper and she proceeded to stroke him. With all the alcohol sedating his brain, he just breathed deeply and closed his eyes. His head spun a little and his consciousness wandered, but the sensation on his pleasure center was so incredible like this. Grave’s hand rested on Shrapnel’s shoulder, and her slippery tongue played around with his glans, slurping and sucking him to paradise.
Suddenly, he felt Death come in, her hands grasping his sides, startling him a little. When he opened his eyes, he saw her leaning in and licking his abdomen. She ran her tongue in circles along his upper body, nibbling, kissing, even chomping at him, from his pelvis to just below his chest. Grave felt her teeth on his skin, sometimes harshly even, but it didn’t matter because it was all equally pleasurable. Deeply ecstatic, he gazed at her and put his other hand on the hungry mare’s lower back. If it was possible for him to get even harder, he would’ve unhinged Shrapnel’s jaw at this point, because she was still going down on him without stopping.
This whole situation was turning into one hell of a wet dream, because now he had a mare working on either side of his shaft. They were almost in synch with how they went up and down with their lips and tongues, making out with his cock between them. Death separated from Shrapnel and delicately kissed the tip, first in the center, then moving to the edges. She closed her eyes halfway when she danced her tongue around his erogenous glans, and then her soft lips closed around it while she ran her fingertips over the shaft. She looked up at him, a deep shade of red on her beautiful face as her oral cavity welcomed him deep inside. Meanwhile, Shrapnel moved down, never relinquishing contact until she reached his scrotum. She closed her mouth around one of his balls and suckled it.
The complete absence of a gag reflex allowed Death Metal to slide his cock into her gullet past his medial ring. The penetration of her warm throat pussy sent a rush through Grave’s body and his grip on her tightened. “Wow, holy fuck!” he gasped when her head bobbed back and forth and she fucked him with her face. He had never been deepthroated before, and this sudden revelation of skill left him more amazed than anything. “Death Metal, that’s incredible!”
Shrapnel looked up and saw the fantastic display of this small mare swallowing Rav’s member whole like a champion. What was more, her eyes fixed on the moving bulge in her throat, and her heart began to pound. She got down underneath the two and nipped at the protrusion, putting her lips around Death’s throat and licking it. She felt Grave’s hard on thrust in and out of her esophagus and attempted to fellate him through the flesh of her neck.
Death Metal gasped deeply for air when she pulled her head back and removed him from her mouth, leaving a thick trail of saliva and a dripping wet dick in her wake. Her head cocked down and she went mouth to mouth with Shrapnel. They made out sloppily, embracing one another while tugging on Grave’s well lubed horse cock.
“So hot,” Shrapnel said. “I wanna see you two fuck!”
Shrapnel moved aside a little to make room. When Death got down on her back, she established eye contact with the dark shaded stallion. Her legs were open and her pussy was tingling for attention, but deep inside of her, there was a small spark of apprehension. He approached her slowly, putting his hands on her hips to pull her in, and she got something of a worried look on her face, looking at his penis and back up at him. Her breathing grew immensely laboured, seeing that thing pointed at her opening, poised to slip inside. Right as his glans rested and pushed against her labia, her heart began to pound and her eyes went wide. She couldn’t stay silent anymore.
She was going to tell him to stop, reach out to him and ask him to wait a few moments, but she didn’t have to. Before she could say anything, and her hand was halfway to his chest, he halted. She looked up to him, and he had a similar look on his face, as if some realisation hit him, but he couldn’t exactly figure out what he realised. They remained frozen like that for what felt like forever, silently staring into each others eyes. Puzzled, Shrapnel sat by, looking back and forth between the two.
“What? What’s wrong?” she asked, but her question remained largely unanswered.
“I feel like…” Death said softly after several more moments of silence, still staring at him, “...I’ve known you for a long time…”
At this, Grave blinked a few times and his mouth opened ever so slightly. Shrapnel didn’t know what was going on, but the silence felt so poignant she didn’t dare to throw another word in there. Eventually, Death Metal shook her head at the absurdity of her esoteric statement and cast her gaze down to the side, blushing. “N-nevermind…”
Grave leaned in, placing his hand on Death Metal’s warm cheek, gently turning her head to face him again, and their gazes once again locked. In any other case, this kind of touch would have made her scowl, and she would have told him to keep his hands to himself, but not this time. She let it happen, didn’t even flinch, even when he brushed his fingers down her cheek to her jaw. Her face relaxed, an expression of deep serenity far removed from her usual resting bitch face. Then his mouth slowly curved to a smile.
“I think I know what you mean…”
Death Metal’s eyes grew bigger, her lips coming apart so delicately in absolute wonder. She took him by the wrist before he could take it away, then slid her hand into his, and their fingers interlocked. They shared a moment that was so strange and abstruse. It all made sense, but at the same time it didn’t at all.
All doubt evaporated, and they both moved into each other. With very little effort, Grave began to fill her, and Death enveloped him. Like synergy, they both moaned at the sensation of one another. There was no cringing, no uncomfortable feelings, they fit each other perfectly. She was snug around him, and he stretched her just enough not to cause any pain, only pleasure. Carefully, he began to smoothly thrust in and out of her. Lubricated by her warm love fluids, it made the most incredible sound and brought the most erotic pleasure, especially once her hips started to rock along with his motions. Just like that, they were whisked away to a world of passion and bliss, him cradling her by the hips and her legs wrapping around him.
Questions piled up in Shrapnel’s head, but she didn’t say a word. She just marveled at the sight of those two getting it on together. This was not a normal straightforward fuck, that much was for sure. Neither of them were dominant or submissive. It wasn’t romantic love making persay, more like they were using sex as a bonding opportunity. It was kind of sweet, and that’s why she couldn’t look away and didn’t try to interfere.
Their pace gradually picked up. Death Metal had her eyes closed, and cute moans escaped her lips repeatedly. Halfway in, she put her hands on his shoulders, and then her arms went around his neck. He lifted her up from the couch and pressed their lower bodies closer together. He went so very deep inside her, he groaned at the tight squeeze her walls were providing, and he felt the heat rise from deep inside his body, as well as hers. He knew that it was okay to start screwing her harder, but by the pressing sensation in his groin, he probably wasn’t gonna last all that much longer at this rate.
As their throbbing hearts beat, Grave looked into those emerald green eyes staring back at him. He wanted to say something profound, something appropriate to express himself, but words came short. There was no need for any of them. Death Metal rested her head into his neck and nuzzled close. The small pony straddled him, moaning and gasping from her approaching climax, and she said the only thing that was needed. It was a soft whimper; one simple syllable that brought a warmth deep within his restless chest.
“Rav~” 
He was the first to reach orgasm, but Death quickly followed when she felt his hot substance release deep inside her, and he wheezed and moaned close to her ear. There was so much of it, and it flowed into her lower belly with powerful gushes and filled her with an incredible warmth. She bit her lip and clutched him tighter. As she came alongside him, their bodies trembled against each other. She let out one more cry, and his arms wrapped around her hips tightly before they gradually came down. His head rested on her shoulder and hers nestled onto his. Grave could feel her warm breath on his neck, and he could feel the beating of her heart against his chest. In that moment he knew; this was what getting intimate with someone was all about.
They stayed in this silent embrace for nearly a full minute, breathing deeply with their long, straight hair sticking to one another. They broke away, and he carefully laid her back down on the couch and pulled out of her. Grave smiled and chuckled after a few moments, and Death gave him a small, content smile back.
“Well well, I should’ve known~”
All heads jerked toward the entrance to see the pink earth pony with the red hair standing in the doorway, leaning against the frame and smirking. Grave’s heart nearly ejected from his throat and he instantly shot up straight. He looked down and tried to cover his junk with his hands. This was not quite as simple, since his dick hadn’t gone down much yet. It probably would’ve been better to put it back into his pants. Pearl giggled and walked into the room, closing the door behind her.
“I already saw it,” she said. He gave a nervous titter and looked at Shrapnel, who was butt naked with a busted smile on her face. Pearl looked over at Death Metal and the white goop draining from between her legs, and she stopped right in front of Grave, putting her hands on her hips. “You were fucking my future wife! What do you have to say for yourself?”
“Ehm… Sorry?”
Death didn’t say anything, but she rolled her eyes and shook her head. Shrapnel got up from the sofa and stood next to Grave when Pearl approached and got on top of her girlfriend. Her ass was barely covered by the short red dress she wore.
“Hi honey, did you have a good time?” she smiled.
“Do you even have to ask?” Death retorted, and locked her arms around her, going for a deep and passionate kiss that just kept going and going. Something about Pearl’s scent and the familiar feel of her body fueled her fire even further. It drove her to the point of wanting to eat her. With how their tongues were going at it, and how they were wrestling with each other, Pearl’s lust rose to high levels very quickly. Death’s hands traveled to her ass and pulled up her skirt, showing the hot pink thong that disappeared between her ass cheeks. She was already showing signs of arousal; a small, wet spot on her undies.
Shrapnel and Grave stood and watched as the pink earth pony, who just barged in a few minutes ago, was already getting involved with the activities. Death was not taking it slow with her, smacking her ass and pulling her thong down, while Pearl wiggled her rump in response and nommed on Death’s nips. The young metalhead really got the show started when her fingers pulled Pearl’s labia apart, opening up her moist, fleshy entrance, the glistening pink walls contracting and secreting thick pussy lube. Pearl moaned at the sudden breeze on her internals, and she looked back at the other two who were staring right inside her. She took note of Grave’s phallus standing at full attention and she bit her lip playfully.
Shrapnel raised her eyebrow and smirked, turning to Grave and nudging his side with her elbow. “She’s looking at you, kid!” The black and green haired stallion looked at her, then down at his hard on, then back to Pearl’s gaping pussy.
“Grave,” Death said, licking her lover’s neck and pushing two fingers inside to make sure she was wet enough. “Come here and fuck her!”
“Whoa, wait a second!” Pearl said, turning back to Death. “I just got here and you’re already presenting me to your new friends? What kind of hussy do you take me fo-OH!” Her quips were interrupted when she felt Grave’s hands pull her in by the thighs and the entirety of his shaft slid up her tunnel. Her body arched up at the sensation of her socket getting stuffed with meat, and her tail flicked to the side. “Ooooh! Fuck yeah!” she exclaimed, looking back over her shoulder with a bit of drool hanging from her lips.
“You were saying, hussy?” Death said as she latched onto Pearls lips and fucked her mouth with her tongue. While the lovely couple was making out, Grave let the pink pony have it by rapidly pistoning in and out of her exquisite honey pot. He displaced her squishy walls and they slipped all over his swollen head, embracing his length with an onslaught of warmth and moisture all over again. He made her body shock with every thrust and her mouth break out in moans. Sweat started to run down her ass and she ground her body down on Death’s, who pulled the straps of her dress down over her shoulders and jerked it down, letting her big tits out to play.
There was nothing like being this close to the one she loved, pushing their naked, sweaty bodies together and letting their lust run its course. Having a cock up her pussy on top of it all added a whole new layer that made Pearl melt and break out in hives. She straddled Death, pressing their tits tightly together and cuddling up to her while Grave’s hard prick plowed her into orgasmic bliss. Once his hard fucking and all the grasping and caressing pushed her to that moment, she moaned loudly and came all over the stallion’s thighs and balls in a few small and rhythmic bursts.
Much to her surprise, Grave suddenly pulled out of her, letting her spill down on Death’s crotch. Before she could figure out what he was doing, she felt his tongue against her fucked open cunt, worming its way inside and lapping up the freshly squeezed juice from her lips. He then switched to Death Metal, suckling on her twitching little clit for a while, then back up to give Pearl’s cherry a good wet lick. He worked double time to eat both pussies at once, and such tenacity was well received because the girls rolled their hips and whined in response.
When Pearl looked up at the movement in her peripheral vision, she saw Shrapnel perched on top of the backrest of the couch, leaning against the wall with her legs spread, not wanting to be left out. The blue mare with the neon blue and black mane and the lip piercing grinned down at her, rubbing her juicy lesbo bait a mere inch from her face. “Hi Pearl. I’ve heard so much about you,” she said with her usual lazy, laid back inflection. “Were you the one who taught your girlfriend to eat pussy so well?”
Pearl’s scarlet eyes grinned back at her and without so much as another word, she pushed her muzzle into her groin, slobbering all over Shrapnel’s cute little gash. She applied suction to the groaning mare’s button and tongue kissed her twitchy labia. Meanwhile, Death pushed Pearl’s hips down to firmly lodge Grave’s rod between their pussies. This was his idea to pleasure everyone at the same time without having to switch holes, and it worked incredibly well. He constantly rubbed against Death and Pearl’s clits, and he felt the softness of their pussy lips to great extent with them being pushed this close to each other. They formed a self lubing sex toy for him, one that would make him cum rather quickly if he wasn’t careful.
However, someone had a different idea. At the bottom of the pile, Death sucked on Pearl’s boobs, then looked down at Grave’s bulging knob going in and out of the gap between their mounds. The friction from this heavy grinding and the thought of that thing exploding with cum any moment now drove her up the wall. She wanted more. Her eyebrows downturned and her mouth clamped shut, and she put her hand on the tip, following it back outside. She then pushed it down and angled him to penetrate her, getting that full feeling she was looking for. Now it was time for him to fuck her like a beast. He delivered powerful jabs into her narrow depths, and it turned her into a yipping puddle that was about ready to run over.
“Hey, what the fuck!? You greedy bitch!” Pearl snarled down at her. The raven haired mare didn’t respond. She was far too busy focusing on this incoming climax, one that she just needed every inch of him inside her for. Several sweat drops ran down her face and her ears went flat on her head. Pearl didn’t get much time to complain, because Shrapnel redirected her face right back to her mewling box.
“Keep going, princess. I’m about to cum~” She bit her lip and her pupils turned to hearts while Pearl continued to devour her cunt. “Ohhhh, yeah… Just like that~”
Death pushed and squeezed her boob upward and she cried out loud when the constant rutting up her tube finally made her cum. Her back arched and her toes spread wide, and her quivering sheath squeezed and relaxed around his sword, splashing his lap with her sex juices. Grave let his head slump down, his long hair covering most of his face, and stopped moving to give himself some time to breathe. He was getting so close to busting his nut and if it took any longer, he would’ve fired inside Death Metal again. He slowly pulled out of her dripping orifice and rested his length on her groin. Death placed her hand on it and pushed it down to squeeze the last ripples of pleasure out. He then looked at Pearl, who had her tongue lodged up Shrapnels twat. The blue mare rubbed her clit with three fingers and she looked about ready to pop too.
She gasped and moaned like a porn star when she began to overflow, putting her hand over her crotch only to have the fluids burst out from between her fingers. Pearl opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue to catch her reward. When her hand moved up, a quick but powerful burst hit the pink pony right in the face, after which her body began to vibrate and she patted her aching pussy. She never thought she’d ever give THE Pearl Necklace a facial, but she was happy that she got the opportunity.
With Shrapnel’s hot sex dripping from her muzzle, Pearl put one foot on the couch and spread her needy cavity open with one hand while looking back over her shoulder. She licked her lips and wiggled her ass side to side. “My turn again!” An obvious invitation, so Rav approached her and stuffed her with his love muscle. Pearl Necklace howled in beautiful agony as the grey bodied vocalist took her doggy style without mercy. He grabbed her ass and she pushed back against him.
“Hahhh~ So good! Fuck me, you long haired savage!” she spat. “Fuck me with your meat until you shoot your big, sticky load all over me!”
His hips slapped hard against her asscheeks, making them bounce and shudder as he pounded her relentlessly. He even leaned over her and reached around for her big natural juggs, grabbing firmly and squeezing them together. This only added to her euphoria, and it was piling up so fast. Before long, she orgasmed all over his package, and he in turn splashed her insides with a fresh new coat of creamy sperm. Pearl couldn’t contain her elation at the feeling of it, the sensation of her cervix getting blasted with hot cum, but after the first two bursts, he suddenly pulled out of her. The next big spurt hit Pearl’s belly and her tits, and that was when Death grabbed his head and began to wank it, sending the next one her way. Not one, but two big, juicy wads hit her across the face from a distance, painting white lines over her tits and stomach until he gushed, then finally dribbled. There was a sizeable pool of jizz on Death Metal’s body that began to spread out and run down her sides. Still squeezing the tip of his cock, she milked the last few drops out, feeling the thing twitch in her grip.
“Oh wow, Rav! That’s a lot!” Shrapnel said, still lightly massaging her pussy. “The more mares you get, the more cum you make, huh?”
“Hehehe…” Grave chuckled, then winced, because now Pearl was rubbing his sensitive glans as well. Even he was amazed how much came out of him. “Phew… It’s… Hnnn~ It’s hard work taking care of… Hah jeez- two at the same time!”
“Mhmm, only one dick after all,” she laughed.
Pearl plopped down on Death Metal, squashing the puddle of sperm and smearing it all over them. She looked down at her lover, who had thick strings of cum across her muzzle and forehead that were beginning to run out. “That looks good on you,” she purred. “Really hot~”
Death didn’t give much of a response, just a small twitch of her eyebrow and a very tiny sneer, but then Pearl began to lick and slurp Grave’s foal batter from her face, making her groan a little in surprise. She scooted down and collected some from her tits as well until she had a good mouthful stored up, then held the white pony’s mouth open with her fingers and fed it to her. Death cringed a little at the bitter taste, but then she swirled the load around with her tongue and infused it with her drool. She grabbed Pearl by the face and did the same to her, though instead of simply letting it fall, she violently spat the mixture back into her mouth. This caused Pearl to nearly choke on it, and she countered by spitting the jizz loogie right back in her face. Death flinched and growled, holding one eye shut, but Pearl was quick to voraciously lick the mess off her face. Once it was all in one place again, they passionately french kissed with it, passing the lewd concoction back and forth.
Grave and Shrapnel stared in amazement, eyes big and heads tilted. “Dude, that’s lewd~” she said, and he nodded in agreement.
---------------------------------------
The time was now almost 5 in the morning, and the four earth ponies were cleaned up and dressed. It had been quite an adventure, but it was getting very late.
“Okay, so, before we go, I still have some business to go over with you,” Pearl said, making sure her dress was on straight. All three looked at her a little puzzled. “Death? I take it you enjoyed their performance? Their concert, I mean.”
Death looked at her and nodded. She had no idea where she was going with this, but that was about to become very clear.
“Great! Well then, we may have found an act for you!” Before Death could ask what the fuck she was going on about, Pearl turned to Grave and Shrapnel and smiled. “Do you guys do weddings?”
At that question, she got three perplexed stares back. They thought she was joking at first, but she was still smiling and waiting for an answer. “W-what?” Shrapnel stammered.
“Well, we’re getting married, you know that, right? I’m looking for entertainment acts to perform at the wedding reception, and since you have a band, and you’re already good friends with Death Metal…”
Grave and Shrapnel looked at eachother, then turned back to her. “Are you sure about that? You do know what kind of music we play, right?” Grave asked.
“It’s loud, it’s violent, it’s disturbing, your singing sounds more like belching, yeah, I’ve done my research,” Pearl said. “But this is gonna be Death Metal’s big day too. Can’t exactly show up with a jazz band for her, can I?
“I guess not, but I don’t know if we’re appropriate for--” Grave was interrupted when Pearl raised her hand and softly shook her head.
“I don’t give a rat’s ass how inappropriate your music is for a wedding. I wanna secure an act for her that she likes, something that works for her and makes her happy. As long as you’re good at what you do, it’s all fine by me. Of course, you won’t go uncompensated for your performance.”
Death didn’t know what to say. Pearl was planning this all along, no doubt, she knew her well enough to know that. But the lengths that mare would go to just for her still astounded her. If she was a more sappy natured pony, she would’ve hugged her right there and then. Instead, her mouth curved to a small, genuine smile.
“It would be good publicity,” Shrapnel said to Grave. “A brutal death metal band playing at a wedding, and such a high profile one at that. I wonder if that’s ever happened before. It’ll turn some heads for sure.”
“Hmm, true,” Grave nodded, then turned back to Pearl. “We’ll have to ask Gristle and Tremor, but I don’t think they’d object. I’d say sure, we’ll do it, but on one condition. We play the way we always play. No censorship, no up tuning or clearer vocals, no holding anything back. We get explicit and we might scare some ponies, but since you’ve apparently already heard us, you probably know that already.”
“Of course,” she laughed. “I wouldn’t have asked you to hold back.”
“Then we’d love to,” Shrapnel smiled, then turned back to Rav and they grinned at each other in excitement.
Before Pearl and Death went home, they had to say their goodbyes. Shrapnel gave Death a great big hug. “It’s been totally cool to meet you, DM. I hope we get to hang out again sometime.”
“Yeah, likewise,” Death said. After they broke the hug, the blue mare picked up something from the table and held it out to her. Death looked at it, then at her insistence, she slowly took the object from her. “This is…”
“A gift, for you! To commemorate!” she shone.
“But…” She looked back up at her beaming face. “I can’t accept this, it’s yours.”
“Nah, not anymore. I want you to have it. Don’t worry about it, I told you there’s more where that came from.”
“If you’re sure…” she said, to which Shrapnel nodded confidently. Another smile grew on Death’s face and she hugged her one more time. “Thanks Shrapnel. I love it.”
Seeing this, Grave Rush pondered for a moment, then jogged to the door. “Hang on, could you wait here for a sec?” He ran out of the room, and a couple of minutes later he returned holding two items. One of them was a vinyl record of Mutagenic Discharge’s first full length album, Swallowing the Viral Load, sporting some very messed up album art. It was brand new and still in its protective plastic packaging. The other was a black girl shirt with the band logo in bright green on the front, and a scratched and chipped biohazard symbol with the words ‘Conceived From Sordid Sludge’ on top of it printed on the back. He handed both of them to her.
“Here, sending you home with some free loot. Hope the shirt’s the right size, but it should be.”
Death took them in her hands and stared at them, then she blushed a little and looked off to the side. “But… For free?”
“Hahahaha!” Pearl laughed. “I think you’re overwhelming her a bit with all these gifts.”
“Oh, no no, it’s the least I can do,” he explained. “You’ve given us such a big opportunity! Plus, after all that we’ve… You know… Anyway, just take it! We’re happy enough to have you as a fan.”
Turning her head to him again, she nodded. “Thanks, Rav.” There was that eye contact again, and it made Grave a little bit flustered. His bewilderment only grew when she moved closer, got on her toes and swiftly kissed him on the cheek. “I’ll see you again soon?”
“Hehe... Yeah, of course!”
Death walked past Pearl and nodded at her that she was ready to go. The pink pony watched as she walked out, then turned to Grave with a puzzled look on her face. After eying him for a few moments, she smiled broadly, waved and then followed her out. Once the door fell shut, Grave was just standing there, blinking and staring at it blankly, deeply contemplating. While smoking a cigarette, Shrapnel crossed her arms and tilted her head to the side.
“So what was that all about?”
“Hmm?” he responded. “What do you mean?” He began to collect the empty bottles from the floor.
“You know what I mean. That little moment you had with Death Metal. It just came out of nowhere.”
“Well, I didn’t expect to be having sex with her, if that’s what you mean,” he said as he walked to the crate with the bottles in hand.
“No, not that! You just kinda stopped what you were doing and got all weird, and then you got all lovey dovey with her. Don’t act like that didn’t happen.”
Grave chortled and shrugged his shoulders. “I have no idea, and even if I did, I wouldn’t tell you.”
“Ohhh?” She snickered and smirked back at him. “I think you have a little bit of a crush on her. I can’t blame you, she is a cutie, but she’s taken, Rav. Let it go.”
“Stop saying stupid shit and help me clean this place up a bit,” he snarked back.
“Fine, whatever!” She ashed her cigarette in the tray. “Bit of a bummer we didn’t get to fuck tonight. All those other sexy mares taking all of your attention away from me~” 
Grave raised his eyebrows and blinked at her. “Huh? Well, I mean, we could-”
“Well, I’d love to, really, but I’m just soooooo exhausted! It’s been one hell of a night and I should really be off to beddy-byes soon, so yeah, I’m gonna have to pass.” She stretched herself and yawned when she said it, then picked up some more bottles from the table and put them in the crate that Grave was standing by. “But now that I know what you’re packing, maybe soon?” she winked.
-----------------------------
“Wheeew, wow, that was a productive night!” Pearl cheered as she drove home through the early morning. “You made new friends, I arranged for an act for the wedding and we both got a good dicking!”
“Mhmmm,” Death replied from the passenger seat.
“Seriously, I missed going out and having fun like this. We should do it more often, don’t you think?”
“Yeah,” her muffled response sounded.
Pearl let out a great big sigh and furrowed her brows. “Alright, look, I’m happy for you and all, and I’m not saying you shouldn’t make good use of your gift, but…” She turned to Death Metal, who rested her head in her palm and leaned her elbow on the armrest, with Shrapnel’s gas mask fastened to her face. She looked back at her through the red coloured lenses. “Could you maybe take that thing off before someone on the road sees you and gets a heart attack?”
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