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Velvet never had trouble getting along with the other ponies in her class. She had the charm, the smarts and the looks to propel herself to the top of her class, in both grades and popularity. However, even when she's the class favorite, not all ponies can appreciate it. In fact, some ponies might even become so bitter that they devise a scheme to not only take her out of the number one slot, but to humiliate her so completely that she'll never want to show your face in public again... The question is, will they succeed?
This story contains bondage and anthropomorphized ponies, and is based off of a series of pics drawn by carnifex, found here: http://carnisclopcorner.tumblr.com/image/31154687607 (WARNING: NSFW!)
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		Chapter 1



He despised her, everything about her. Her smile, her laugh, the way she dressed, her girlish charm, everything. He hated her the moment she was first introduced as a transfer student, and that hate only grew as the weeks passed. He used to be the teacher’s favorite student, always willing to answer the difficult questions and acquire a heart-stealing smile in return. But that was not the case anymore. Ever since she arrived, she had become the teacher’s favorite. She brought an apple in every day for the teacher, and every time she would receive that special smile that rightfully belonged to him! It wasn’t fair! It wasn’t just the teacher either, the class loved her too. The male students would constantly flirt with her, lavishing her with attention, which she returned in-kind. Such a whore.

She was the better student too, as much as he loathed admitting it. He used to be the best student in class, but now she was stealing all the glory! If he would get a B, she would get an A. If he were to get an A, she would get an A+! It was infuriating!
But he had a plan to change all that; something he had spent months (and a good chunk of his wallet) preparing for. He was confident that once he was finished with her, she’d want to do nothing more than crawl back into the hole she came from. Then the classroom would forget all about her, allowing him to rise to the top once more. All he had to do now was set his plan in motion…

-------------
The school bell rang, and he was quick to pack up his stuff and hurry out the door, eager to get to his locker before she got to hers. He had to keep her busy, ensure that she would be the last to leave.
Opening his locker, he glanced down at a small brown box on the floor; covered loosely by his gym clothes to keep it safe from prying eyes. He glanced around momentarily to ensure he was alone, and rather disappointed when he discovered that he was - no one cared about him anymore. It was all about her, her, her! Gritting his teeth in frustration, he leaned down and opened the box, mentally checking off everything he had obtained thus far. It was all there, every last necessary tool he would need to enact his revenge. With a knowing grin, he pulled out two of the objects he would need for the time being: A handkerchief and a small bottle of chloroform. He stuffed them in his jacket and closed his locker behind him. He then glanced over at his target’s locker. She had since appeared there, chatting it up with the many boys from the class. Normally, this would be the catalyst upon which most of his anger resided, but today he was grateful, for it would make stalling her all the easier.
He waited until the other boys had cleared out before finally making his move. He crept up next to her locker while she was occupied within it so that when she closed her locker door, he was the first thing she saw. It startled her at first, causing her to almost drop her books, but she caught herself just in time. Wouldn’t it have been tragic, he thought with bitter amusement if she were to drop her books all over the floor...  His thoughts were interrupted by the mare’s gratingly-pleasant voice as she asked him, “Hello there, may I help you with something?”
Clearing his head, he began his charade as he smiled at her, as much as it pained him to do so, and asked with eagerness,  “Hello Velvet, I was wondering if you could help me with some of my homework?”
The girl, Velvet, blinked in surprise. She wasn’t expecting such a request from such a smart colt. It flattered her a bit. “Well, I suppose I could... What day would be good for you?”
He shook his head. “No no, what I have in mind cannot wait. Can you hang around for a bit? I promise you it won’t take long.”
Velvet pressed a finger to her chin as she pondered. “Alright, I suppose I could do that.”
He felt himself smiling for real now as he guided her into one of the vacant classrooms nearby, holding the door open for her. “In here, if you don’t mind.”
She followed him in, thanking him kindly for being such a gentlecolt. The door was closed behind her, and she saw him motion towards one of the chairs as he spoke, “Please, have a seat.”
Velvet took a seat as requested, placing her stack of books in front of her. “So, what did you need help on?”
“Oh, it’s nothing too difficult. I just want to get your opinion on something,” he explained, stepping off to the side a little bit. “I have a rough draft stashed in my desk here…” He lifted up one of the nearby desk lids and began rifling through it.
Velvet watched him curiously as he pulled out a small stack of papers and let the lip drop. He stepped up next to her and dropped the papers in a neat pile in front of her. “Please read through this real quick and tell me what you think.” She gave him an agreeable nod as she picked up the pile and started to read over it.
He couldn’t keep himself from grinning as he watched her expression turn into one of disgust. He knew he had little time, so he quickly pulled out the bottle of chloroform, uncorked it, and soaked the handkerchief with it, having it ready to go just as the infuriated Velvet sat up and exclaimed, “What is the meaning of this!?”
He lunged forward, wrapping the handkerchief around her lips. She released a muffled scream and tried to fight him off, but he held her tight, keeping the handkerchief securely in place. He could see her horn start to glow, but he had a plan for that too, and he quickly reached into his pocket, pulled out a gold ring, and reached up to slide it over the base of her horn, immediately causing her magic to fizzle.
Her eyes widened with gasp as her spell suddenly failed her, but she had no time to figure out why as the effect of the chloroform was already wearing on her. Before long, her struggling began to falter, until the drugs finally took hold completely. Her eyes rolled back into her head as she finally collapsed, slamming against her desk in the process and causing her books, along with the papers, to tumble to the floor with her. As the papers fluttered to the ground on top of the unconscious mare, the words that were repeated over and over again upon the pages were clearly visible: Go back to where you came from, whore!

-------------

Velvet awoke with a start. The first thing she noticed in her panicked state was that dusk was looming on the horizon over a view of the playground. Knowing (much to her relief) that she was still on school property, she visibly relaxed. Her relief was short lived however, as her panic came back with a vengeance once she realized that she couldn’t move her limbs. They were there, but seemingly tied together behind her back, as she could feel the rope’s tight knots through the fabric of her sleeves. Her legs were just as unresponsive, and she glanced down to notice (find) that they too were also tied together. Furthermore, she noticed that the rope was in fact tied to one of the many, tiny trees that happened to line the outside of the schoolyard. Although, as tiny as they may be, they were more than sturdy enough to keep her from pulling the tree out by the roots by brute force alone. Thankfully, strength was unnecessary to free herself, considering that she was a unicorn, she began to focus her magic to conjure up a very simple spell that would free her from her bonds. When her magic failed to form however, she suddenly remembered why: Her assailant had put something over her horn to suppress her magic! She looked up to try and see what the device was, and noticed a gold ring with mysterious runes etched on it placed at the base of her horn. With no other options, she began to scream out for help, but it came out soft and muffled. She crossed her eyes forward to glance over her snout to see what the cause was, and noticed the tips of some duct tape at the corners of her vision. With no escape possible, full-fledged terror overcame her, and she began to squirm with all her might against the ropes that bound her securely to the tree trunk as she screamed in desperation; despite the fact that all it did was hurt her bound limbs and sap her strength.
“Ah, finally awake I see,” The words came from beside her left ear. She immediately perked up as she glanced around for the source. She mumbled out a plea towards its owner, only to suddenly freeze up as she realized that she recognized that the voice: It belonged to him!

As if on queue, he revealed himself from behind the tree she was bound to, wearing an expression of smug superiority. She did not hesitate to accost him with verbal, albeit muffled, profanities.
Chuckling with amusement at her feeble attempts to speak, he placed a hand over her taped lips, holding her in place as he stared into her eyes. “You know, I never expected this to be so easy, but you fell for it hook, line, and sinker,” he explained, pulling his hand away and opting to grope her breasts through her clothing instead.  “Which means I can now take my sweet time having my way with you.”
“Mmhh fffmm!” She protested, trying to pull away as he groped her, but the ropes held her firmly in place and unable to stop his advances.
He chuckled with amusement as she squirmed against his touch, feeling a rush of excitement. This was the opportunity he had been waiting for! Without delay, he reached into his pants pocket and pulled out a pair of scissors, snipping them a few times in the air. “Now let’s get you undressed, shall we?”
Upon hearing his intent, Velvet’s eyes went wide with horror. She redoubled her efforts to escape, but though the tree and the ropes creaked in protest, neither wavered as the lecherous male reached forward, lifted her school tie up, and placed the knot between the blades. Then, with a mere snip, the tie was severed. She might have cared more about losing such a precious heirloom if she wasn’t in full panic mode right now.
He threw the severed tie piece on the ground and stomped on it, grinding it into the grass with a hoof. He seemed to seethe with anger as he did so.
She didn’t understand what she did to anger him so, but seeing the unadulterated rage in his eyes terrified her to the core, making her fear for her life and causing her tears to start to flow as her her entire body trembled. Her mind even began to race with all the dreadful possibilities of what he might do to her once he got her out of her clothes.
Clothes for which he did not share the same attachment, as he didn’t hesitate to grip her jacket with both hands and yank it open with enough force to send the buttons flying. He then pulled the jacket back along her bound arms until it was nestled against the tree trunk and well out of the way of her white blouse. He further tormented her by once again rubbing both of his hands over her clothed breasts, forcing another protest from her lips. She glanced around desperately, hoping to see somepony who might be able to help, but as expected, the parking lot was empty, as was the playground and even the sections of the classrooms that were visible through the windows. It didn’t surprise her, of course,  as nopony really hung out after school at this late hour; not even the teachers!
After a short (although it felt so much longer) groping session, her culprit made her fancy black shoes his next target. He unlaced them and pulled them off with relative ease, despite her attempts to stop him. He placed them next to the tree with a surprising amount of care and then worked on her white cotton socks, which proved more of a challenge since the ropes were tied around them. However, he didn’t seem to be in any rush, as he took his sweet time working the socks down one centimeter at a time until they finally slid free of the knots. Then, he pulled them off completely, leaving her feet fully exposed. The socks were then placed next to her shoes.
She watched in horror as her skirt came next, slowly pulled down to the ropes at her feet, which exposed her pink panties beneath. The skirt, unable to bypass the ropes, was cruelly cut away using the colt’s scissors; destroying yet another one of her family heirlooms.
He placed her now-torn skirt next to her shoes and socks before reaching for her blouse. However, unlike with her jacket, he didn’t tear it open, instead choosing to unbutton it starting from the bottom up. His reasons for doing so were known only to him, for she expected him to rip it open like he had her jacket. Perhaps he was just toying with her? Regardless, the moment the last button slipped free, he roughly pulled the blouse back towards the jacket, revealing her bare stomach and the pink bra that kept her breasts nice and firm, much to the colt’s disdain.  “Even your breasts are perfect!” He spat at the ground in disgust before before reaching out and groping across her quivering stomach.
She shivered as his cold, rough hand rubbed against her belly. The way he was touching her caused all sorts of alarms to go off in her head. The last time she was touched like this, the pony had ill intentions. That time however, she was able to fight the culprit off thanks to her unicorn magic, but now, all avenues of self-defense were closed to her, leaving her helpless against his advances. Fresh tears rolled down her cheeks as she sobbed.
He circled her belly button a few times before inching his hands up her stomach. They crept up slowly, drawing invisible lines across her flesh, until they finally reached her breasts. She gasped suddenly as she felt him cup them between his fingers; groping the supple orbs that were now only protected by the flimsy silk pattern of her bra. She could feel his fingers through the fabric as he caressed her breasts, giving them a momentary, painful squeeze before moving his hands towards her back and grabbing the straps of her bra. He fumbled with the clamps holding the bra together, a tell-tale sign that he had never handled a bra before, but considering that Velvet couldn’t stop him, it was inevitable that he eventually got the clamps loose, causing the last bit of protection her breasts had to fall away; at last exposing her nipples to both the cool evening air and the wanton look in his eyes. He stuffed the bra in his coat pocket before giving one of the nipples a hard enough pinch to elicit a squeal of pain from behind Velvet’s taped lips as he said, “We’ll come back to these later, but first…” He released his grip, moving his hands slowly down her body.
It was morbid curiosity that kept her eyes peeled on the colt’s grimy hands, even as he gripped her panties and proceeded to pull them down. Only once her cleanly-shaven groin was exposed did she finally force herself to look away; no longer able to watch as the last protection of her modesty had was finally stripped away.
He pulled the panties all the way down to the ropes before taking out his scissors and cutting them loose. Just like with her bra, he stuffed it in his pocket, only this time opting to explain why, “I’m going to hold onto these, as a souvenir.”
Velvet didn’t seem to care, as her mind was focused on trying to contain the growing terror in the pit of her stomach. She was completely naked now, and that, coupled with her bondage, meant that there was nothing to impede him from taking advantage of her sexually; which is what she feared the most.
Mere moments later, her suspicions rang true, becoming reality as she felt two of the colt’s fingers press against her slit. She became hysterical, screaming in protest and shaking her head furiously. Oh goddess, please don’t let him do this to me! She pleaded in her mind.
His fingers began to prod at the opening to her sex, yet despite all her expectations, he never slid them in. He seemed strangely content with simply teasing her with the possibility rather than actually penetrating her labia.
The arousal was unwelcome, making Velvet squirm. Eventually though, he pulled his fingers away, eliciting a sigh of relief from her nostrils. She noticed him rifling through his pockets next, retrieving something unexpected: a wooden clothespin. He pinched it open a few times before grinning at her. “You know what I’m going to do with this, don’t you?”
She honestly had no clue. She had only ever used them for doing laundry, nothing more. However, when the menacing wooden clamp started to ascend towards one of her nipples, she started to get a sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach. No...!

“Mmff-mnnh!” She screamed past her gag, redoubling her efforts to try and escape. Unfortunately the ropes, along with the tree trunk, proved as resilient as ever, and by the time the clothespin was looming ominously over her left nipple, she had made no progress in freeing herself. All she could do was try and plead with him and shake her head frantically in protest.
Although all he had to do was release the clothespin to begin her torture, he hesitated. There was nothing quite like the feeling of dominance he had in this moment, and he wanted to revel in it for a moment longer. He glanced up at her, staring at that pathetic, pleading expression of hers, and grinned. It was realising just how miserable she would be that drove him on to finally releasing the clothespin; causing the wooden jaws to clamp painfully shut.
Velvet squealed out in pain from the clothespin's stinging bite. It hurt so much, causing her tears to escalate as she desperately tried to escape her bondage.
“Not quite done yet, my dear,” he explained as he reached into his other pocket and pulled out yet another clothespin. This one he didn’t hesitate on, quickly clamping it down over her other nipple. He knew her torture was just beginning, but he wasn’t in any rush, so he proceeded to flick the clothespins with his fingers just so he could enjoy watching her squirm some more.
She gave him quite a show too. She let out a deep whine as the pain she felt suddenly doubled, causing her chest to heave outward in a desperate attempt to dislodge the clothespins, yet to no avail. She was struggling so fervently that the ropes holding her in place even began to strain, the tree trunk creaking in protest, yet neither ever faltered. She was so distracted with her own misery that she didn’t even notice the latest ‘accessory’ he pulled out until it was shoved directly in her face. The object blurred in her tear-stained eyes, but she was still able to make it out well enough: It was smooth and cylinder-shaped, not much thicker than a highlighter marker, and with a tapered tip. It was also awfully pink with exception to a black nozzle at its base. She had never seen such a device before, and considered it with a quizzical look.
“Don’t know what this is?” He asked, reading her expression quite clearly. “It’s a vibrator; A pleasure device for the mares. I bought the most effective one on the market, just for you!”
Velvet’s pain was momentarily forgotten as her eyes widened at the slender object. Although she had heard of a vibrator before through the gossip around school, she had never used one, nor did she have any desire to. However, it seemed fate had other plans for her. The colt proceeded to trail the device down her body; sliding it between her breasts before lowering it towards her belly button and circling it along her heaving belly a few times. Then, he lowered it even further south, and despite the fact that she knew what was coming, when she actually felt the cold, hard metal of device press against her folds, she couldn’t help but reactively tense up; her legs pressing even tighter together in an effort to dissuade the invader. Unfortunately, the male still had no trouble squeezing the device into the thin crevice formed by her outer folds, leaving the vibrator nestled snugly against her slit.
He whirled the device a bit, teasing her labia with the cold steel as he spoke, “Don’t worry,; I’m not going to stick it inside you or anything. I don’t really need to. You see, this one is state-of-the-art, and it will do its job just fine without having to penetrate you at all. Allow me to demonstrate!” With that, he gently twisted the knob at the base of the dildo, causing the entire device to whirr to life.
“MMMMM!!!” She screamed into her gag as she felt a surge of pleasure unlike any she had ever experienced before rocket up her spine; causing her hands to clench into tight fists. Despite herself, she couldn’t stop the moans that escaped her taped lips even as she sobbed miserably.
The colt proceeded to thrust the vibrator back and forth between her legs as he smirked with satisfaction. “Look at you, even when it’s forced, it still arouses you. Proof of the filthy whore that you are!”
Velvet shook her head in disagreement. She was not a whore! She was still a virgin, in fact! She didn’t understand where this was coming from. They never spoke to one another; in fact, their meeting in the hallway was the first time he had spoken to her directly. It didn’t make any sense in her frazzled state-of-mind.
Whatever the motives were that drove him, they were clearly fueled by hatred, for he was relentless. He continued to roughly grope over her entire body even as the vibrator mercilessly buzzed away inside her, relishing in the misery it caused to his captive. Everything was happening exactly as he imagined it, and it pleased him to no ends.  There was no greater joy to be had than this moment. Well, except for…
He twisted the knob again, escalating the intensity of the vibrations, and causing Velvet’s entire body to tense up once again as she was completely consumed by pleasure. To make matters worse, the clamps on her nipples that were just moments before a beacon of pain only seemed to intensify the sensations she was feeling. Before long, the pleasure that was being forced upon her became too much for her poor body to handle, and her weakening opposition finally melted away completely, causing her to give in fully to her desires.
Her will finally broken, he knew what would soon follow, and held on tightly to the vibrator as he waited for the inevitable.
Her orgasm came rather quickly, being her first time, and it caused her to moan out in ecstasy as pleasure wracked her body to the core.  It was far too intense for the poor unicorn to handle, causing her eyes to roll into the back of her head and her eyelids to shut tight as the vibrator became soaked in her fluids.  It may have lasted for only a few seconds, but they were the longest seconds of her life, and when it was all over, she felt completely spent and exhausted; her entire body going slack.
The male felt a wetness against his fingers and looked down, noticing that Velvet’s legs and the vibrator were now soaked in her fluids. Her humiliation now visible, he smirked victoriously as he turned the vibrator off and removed it from her drenched crevice. “Was that as good for you as it was for me?” He jeered.
She weakly shook her head in response, but she knew deep down inside that the opposite was true, and felt quite ashamed about it.
He merely scoffed as he reached up and wrapped his hands around her pain-wracked breasts, giving them a little squeeze. “Well, that orgasm you had and the mess it left behind says differently...”
“Mmhh…” She protested weakly as she was groped once again; the pain in her nipples returning to the forefront of her mind.
His hands slowly worked their way down her body, until they found themselves wrapped tightly around her ass, squeezing both cheeks between his fingers as he brought himself in close; close enough that she could feel his breath on her tear-soaked face.  “This was most fun, Velvet, but now I must depart. There’s a big test tomorrow, as you are fully aware, and I have to study. You, on the other hand, will have more pressing matters to attend to, “He whispered to her, suddenly removing his hands from her buttocks and reaching for something in his pocket.
Velvet paid him little heed, as she was still trying to recover from her ordeal. At least until she felt that cold (albeit slick) steel against her nethers once more. Oh goddess, not again! She thought with a start.
There was the sound of tape tearing, and Velvet looked down to see him place one strip of duct tape after another along her groin, sealing the vibrator in place but leaving the knob exposed. After a few more strips of tape were added to secure it in place, he reached out and turned the vibrator up as high as it would go.
Velvet’s body reacted to the intense vibrations just as it did before, only this time it elicited a desperate scream from her lips; although it ended up coming as a throaty moan in transition. She looking pleadingly at him, wondering why he was doing this to her again.
He didn’t hesitate to explain his intentions to her: “I’m going to leave you here until the morning, where the entire class will find you completely nude and utterly soaked in your very own fluids. Won’t that be fun?”
Her eyes widened in horror as she spoke. All the pleasure wracking her loins was momentarily pushed to the side as a more dominant emotion enveloped her: Unadulterated terror. “MMMFFF FHH FFMMM! MMMFFF FHH FFMMM!” She screamed as loudly and desperately as she could.
Her screams were like music to his ears, causing him to laugh mirthfully. He gave each of her breasts one final, painful smack before turning away and saying, “See ya around. Or, with any luck, never see you again!” He announced, heading off down the street. As he walked, he couldn’t help but skip a little. Tomorrow was going to be a glorious day!
For once, she didn’t want him to leave, as he was now her only salvation from the humiliation that would come tomorrow. She screamed desperately at him as he walked away, hoping to Celestia that this was all just some cruel joke, but once he disappeared from view, she knew in her heart that he was never going to return, and she felt it sink in her chest. There was no hope for her now, and her only option left was to sob profusely. Yet, even in her despair, she could still feel that encroaching orgasm quickly barreling down on her, and she knew she wouldn’t be able to resist it for long. That was when she realized that the bastard that did this to her was going to get exactly what he wanted, for there was no way she was ever going to be able show her face in public again once she was caught quite literally with her pants down and soaking wet in more than just her own sweat. Her last thought was of everypony laughing at her just before she was overwhelmed by yet another all-consuming orgasm.
THE END
------------
If the amount of spelling/grammar errors in this work is tolerable and you would like a similar level of proofreading/logic checking for your fapfiction feel free to contact me at http://www.furaffinity.net/user/lazyness/  there isn’t much I won’t do. - Cepheus
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