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		Description

Having found Princess Twilight's trove of hoof-written smutfics, Trixie decides to read through as many of them as she can stomach, to see just how good or bad they are. 
And how cruel she should make her inevitable revenge.
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		Tales of Trixie Vol 1: How to F**k a Fraud


			Author's Notes: 
Here we are! The long-awaited (not really) sequel to Trixie's Infiltration!
May put any particular kinks or warnings in the A/N of each chapter, unless people would rather be surprised? 
Either way, enjoy!



The door to Twilight’s study was slammed open as Trixie stomped back inside. She had reconsidered her plan to hide a cheese-filled party cannon in Twilight’s bed, though only because it wouldn’t have taken long for the princess to discover the culprit. Instead, Trixie had opted for a more creative variety of revenge, the details of which she would figure out over the next few nights before the Princess Summit concluded. 
The problem of what to do with the cannon loaded with cheese had been easily resolved by stuffing it into Starlight’s bed instead. 
With that out of the way, Trixie had decided to give Twilight’s porn another read to see if it got any worse. Or, at least, to make another attempt to read it. If she was honest with herself, there was every chance that Trixie was going to lose her temper and start replacing party cannons with fireworks and assorted high explosives.
Stomping back up to the desk, Trixie saw that the first volume of the Tales of Trixie was still sat where she’d left it. Parking herself behind the desk, she took a deep breath to calm herself, and opened it up once again.

The basement echoes as I, Twilight Sparkle, mighty unicorn wizard, stride purposefully down the stairs, levitating a large box in my magic. I have dismissed Spike for the night, allowing him to read his comics upstairs in peace, for neither his skills nor his tender age are suitable for what is about to occur. 
As I reach the bottom of the stairs, I glare imperiously at the terrible fraudster who is manacled to the wall. The evil unicorn raises her head. Her defiant expression would be intimidating if her ridiculous hat didn’t flap around so much. “How dare you incarcerate the Great and Powerful Trrrixie!” she cries, putting an obscenely overstated trill on the r in her name.
“… I forgot about that bit. Bitch.”
I slowly arch my eyebrow, my expression turning contemptuous as I imitate the snobby Canterlot nobles I saw so often before I came to Ponyville, “I see that the previous lesson in humility I gave you still hasn’t quite taken yet. No matter, I’ll just have to give you some more rigorous instruction this time around.”
I concentrate for a moment, and there comes a flash of magic as Trixie is teleported into the middle of the room, her restraints coming with her and securing themselves to the floor. She tries to raise herself up, but the manacles keep her forelegs held securely down, keeping her head against the floor while her backside sticks up in the air. She glares indignantly up at me, “The Great and Powerful Triximph!”
“You talk too much.” The evil little cheat is silenced as I snap her mouth shut using my magic. The crack of another teleportation spell fills the air, then Trixie’s eyes bulge as she sees what I am holding in my aura. It’s big, it’s thick, it’s purple, and it has some very interesting bumps and nubs all over its shaft. I can’t help but smirk at my captive’s expression, “Yes, it is quite unique, isn’t it. I enchanted it myself. Y’know, because I’m actually good at real magic.”
“Yeah, yeah, I’m still going to get you back for that one.”
Trixie’s lip quivered, both at the words I threw at her and the terrible realization of what exactly was about to happen down in this basement. 
“Oh, that’s right, you’re about to get exactly what you deserve,” I tell her as I casually stroll around her. Her whole body starts to tremble as I move out of her line of sight. Positioning myself directly behind her, I slowly and deliberately don the strap-on. There’s a loud snap as I pull the belt tight, causing my captive to flinch quite satisfyingly. 
Trixie flinches again as I lay a hoof on her rump, “There, there, I’m not a complete monster. I’ll give you a way to get out of this at any time, if you’d like. Does that sound fair?”
“Hmph, the Great and Powerful Trixie doesn’t need your pity!” Trixie snapped. “Do your worst, Sparkle!”
Oh? A spark of defiance? It seems this mare isn’t entirely a bag of hot air. Good. “Alright, have it your way.” Trixie’s trembling increases exponentially as I rear up and mount her, settling a hoof on her shoulder and placing the other on her rump to hold my weight. 

Trixie paused and took a deep breath to pre-emptively calm herself, remembering full well the atrocity that was about to be committed against her catchphrase. Once she was suitably prepared; in other words, as soon as she was fairly certain that she could get through the next part without setting fire to something, Trixie read on.

Once I’ve got the strap-on nicely lined up, I use my magic to activate the auto-lubrication and lean forward to whisper in her ear, “If you do decide you can’t handle your punishment, here’s what you have to say. Twilight is better than me. Twilight is stronger than me. The Great and Powerful-” 
“Skank.”
“-Twilight is the most amazing.” Trixie hisses as I press against her entrance with the strap-on. “Incredible.” The hiss becomes a moan as the shaft pushes into her. “Fantastic unicorn I know.” Her breath hitches as our hips connect, the full length of the toy buried deep inside her. “Well? Are you going to give in?”
Trixie glares over her shoulder at me. I can’t help my own grin as I see the blush blazing across her muzzle. “Never!” she spits. 
Her determination stokes a fire in my core. “Have it your way.” I give her ear a quick nip and pull back slowly, dipping my hips so each and every bump of the shaft pings against her hood as I draw it out of her, then I raise myself back up and drive it back into her in one smooth motion. Trixie grits her teeth, but I can still hear the amorous moans she’s desperately trying to stifle as I repeat the process. 
I swiftly settle myself into a rhythm, angling the strap-on and dragging it out slowly before straightening up and thrusting it home, Trixie’s rump bouncing and her breath hitching every time our hips collide. It’s not long before, to my immense delight, my captive’s stoicism starts to crumble, the hapless mare clenching her thighs as I pull out then pushing back to meet each thrust. 
“…okay, I’ll admit, that is kinda hot.”
The sensation of the little deviant giving in to her own pleasure flips a switch in my mind. Unable to resist, I lean forward to whisper in her ear, “If I didn’t know any better, I’d say you were enjoying this.”
“Nnnff, you wish,” Trixie retorts, though her vain attempt at defying me is undermined by the passionate moan she elicits as I thrust with a little more force.
“Oh, it’s nothing to be ashamed of,” I assure her mockingly. “After all, you are being mounted by, what was it you said? The most magical unicorn in Equestria?” I feel Trixie start to shudder as I throw her own words back at her, and for a moment I fear I might have pushed her a little too far, but the reason for her shaking quickly becomes clear as her whole body tenses and she lets out a drawn-out cry of ecstasy. 
I feel a rush of excited glee as Trixie slowly comes down from her climax, her muscles relaxing and her whole body slumping. It’s probably only the fact that the strap-on is still buried inside her that’s preventing her from collapsing to the ground. 
“Th-there, you’ve had your f-fun,” Trixie huffs between deep breaths, her muzzle blazing a bright and vibrant red. “Now let me go.”
I arch an eyebrow slowly and use my magic to pull a loose strand of hair away from her sweat-stained forehead. “We’re not done yet.” I send a burst of magic into the strap-on, and both of us twitch in unison as it starts to vibrate; the shaft for her and a small button on the underside for me. Trixie’s eyes widen as I lean forward once more, my own breathing quickening from the pulse the little button is beating on my clitoris. “No, Trixie. My fun is only… just… beginning.” 

Trixie practically jumped out of her skin as she heard a door slam somewhere in the castle. She looked around wildly for a second, before her brain finally clicked into gear and she realized that it was simply the sound of Spike leaving for Sweet Apple Acres again. 
Taking several heaving breaths to try and calm her thundering heart, Trixie glared down at the book as it if were personally responsible for her alarm, then slammed it shut and used her magic to place it back in the hidden bookshelf. 
“Hm, not bad, Twilight. Trixie would say that it’s a passable attempt, I suppose.” 
Trixie sat in silence for a few moments, then huffed angrily and trotted over to the door, locked every single bolt and chain on there, then hurried back to the desk, shrugging her cloak off to stop it from getting dirty while at the same time using her magic to snatch the book back again. 
“Fine! I’ll keep reading! But this does not mean I’m letting you get away with writing porn about me, Princess!”
Opening the book back up, Trixie bit her lip as she used her magic to turn the pages, her fore-hoof suddenly finding itself busy elsewhere.

	
		Tales of Trixie Volume 2: Waking A Dragon


			Author's Notes: 
Welcome to our second volume of: the Tales of Trixie!
This chapter is more of a comedy piece involving one small mare and one massive cock. 
A more detailed version of a similar scenario may come up in a later chapter...



Trixie let out a sigh as she closed the first volume. It had started out terrible and offensive but, loathe as she was to admit it, the sexy times themselves had actually been more than a little stimulating. 
Still, she wasn’t about to let Twilight off the hook just yet.
Picking the book up in her magic, Trixie tottered over to the hidden bookcase and slotted the volume back where it belonged before pulling out the second in the series. “Waking a Dragon? That sounds… ominous. I swear, if I get incinerated or impaled on a cock that’s twenty times my size in this book, I’m burning this whole fucking castle to the ground.”
Resuming her place at the desk, Trixie opened up the book and took a deep breath, mentally preparing herself for the depravity ahead.

The mountain towers high above us as I, Twilight Sparkle, lead my captive to her newest punishment.
“You enjoy introducing yourself in writing don’t you, Twilight Sparkle?
… not that Trixie can really say anything.”
“Where exactly do you think you are taking the Great and Powerful Trixie?”
I look back at Trixie, trailing along behind me. She’s still wearing her usual ridiculous hat and cape, but the thick leather collar she’s wearing, complete with attached leash, is a new addition. I give it a quick yank just to remind her who is in charge here. “I’ll take you wherever, and whenever, I please.”
Trixie blushes, both at the double entendre and the reminder of her previous 'punishment'. Satisfied that she knows her place, I turn back to the mountain. "If you must know, I'm taking you to see a dragon."
"What?!" Trixie tries to pull away from me, panic written clear on her face. 
"Yes, a dragon." A powerful tug on the leash brings her back to heel. "This is the dragon that's been causing problems for Ponyville with his snoring. Fluttershy managed to convince him to leave, but first, I offered your services as an apology for Rainbow Dash kicking him in the face."
"My…" Trixie gulps, "...services?"
"Yes!" I say brightly. "You'll be putting your body to use in helping the dragon relieve himself!"
"Bullshit!" Trixie yells and tries to pull away again.
I try dragging her again, but she's pulling too strenuously. If she keeps struggling she's going to end up making us late, so, with an irritated sigh, I use my magic to simply lift her off the floor and levitate her alongside me.
"Hey! Let me go! The Great and Powerful Trixie demands that you put her down!"
Ignoring Trixie's protests is surprisingly easy as I pull her along. All I have to do is hum a little tune while imagining all of the punishment she's going to receive later, and her annoying whining fades to mere background noise.
"…That's a little harsh."
The trip up the mountain is just as strenuous as it was earlier, but at least I don't have my friends arguing the whole way this time around. Soon enough, I'm once again standing outside the dragon's cave.
Trixie attempts to struggle when she sees the cave opening, but it's a pointless endeavor against my magic. "Just give it up, Trixie." Trotting into the cave, I call out to the occupant, "Good afternoon! Are you still in here?"
"I'm here," the dragon replies.
"Good!" I say brightly. "I've brought a little relief for you, as promised." 
The floor rumbles and metal clinks as the dragon shifts atop his hoard and looks down at us. He is truly a magnificent specimen; a colossal beast of scale and claw, whose vast muscles ripple with each movement.
"You're kidding, right? If he's that big then how in Tartarus am I supposed to diddle him? His dick is probably bigger than I am!"
The dragon eyes Trixie critically. "This is the one you say I can play with?"
Trixie balks at the sight of the dragon. "You're kidding, right? How in Tartarus is Trixie meant to diddle this guy?! His dick is probably bigger than Trixie!"

Trixie paused and huffed at the book, not sure whether she should be impressed or annoyed that Twilight had apparently gotten her characterisation right.

I roll my eyes and glare back at the annoying mare. "Use your imagination, Trixie. There's more ways to pleasure a creature than just humping them."
"If that's the case, then why don't you do it?!" Trixie hisses.
"Because I'm not the one who needs to make amends." I use my magic to dump her unceremoniously in front of the dragon and take a few steps back to get out of the way. "Here you go, sir. She's all yours."
The dragon hums and looks down at Trixie, examining her with a critical eye. "Hmmm. She's not my usual type, but she'll get the job done." He shifts himself around until he's leaning backwards, displaying his pride to the two of us.
"Pfft, his pride?!"
His penis is indeed bigger than Trixie, much bigger; a quivering tower of bright pink flesh twice her length and almost half again her width.
"...urge to burn the castle down, rising."
Trixie shrinks back at the sight of it, and even I feel slightly intimidated by the sheer mass of it. "I… how am I supposed to do this? It's way too big!"
The dragon smirks at her. "Yeah, I'm huge."
My annoying little slave is still wavering, so I give her a nudge with my magic. "Go on, use your imagination."
Trixie throws me a scorching glare. "You use your imagination. Even if Trixie uses her entire body it won't be enough to get something that big off!"
Her insolent whining gives me an idea. I ignite my horn and grab the annoying twit in my magic once again, then use it to press her bodily against the dragon's member.
"...what?"
With Trixie too stunned to protest, I use my magic to rub her body up and down the length of-

Trixie blinked dumbly as she stared down at the book. She reread the line a few different times, then closed the book and opened it again, making sure that she was reading it correctly.
"I use my magic to rub her b-" Trixie snapped the book closed then ripped it back open. "I use my magic to rub her body up and down the- what the fuck, Sparkle?!"
Trixie huffed and slammed the book shut. "For fuck's sake, if that's your fetish, at least write it well! Some oil or lube on there would make it much more… uh… hm… crap…" Trixie blushed furiously and slapped a hoof to her face. "Damn it, Twilight, stop opening weird doors in my mind." Glancing over to make sure that the door was still locked, she opened the book back up and flicked through until she found her spot. "I use my magic to-"

	
		Tales of Trixie Volume 3: Truth or Dare



Trixie grumbled under her breath as she shoved the second volume back where it came from. That had been a challenge in more ways than one. She hesitated as she reached for the third volume; Twilight was proving to be far more deviant than she had ever expected, and Trixie wasn't certain that she even wanted to know what was in the rest of the books.
After a few moments Trixie just sighed and pulled out the third volume. There were plenty of fun revengy sorts of things she could do if it was too awful. Settling herself back behind the desk, Trixie opened the book and began reading.

The wind and rain are howling outside, but inside the Golden Oak Library all is quiet and warm. I, Twilight Sparkle, have been waiting for another day like this ever since the sleepover with Rarity and Applejack. The escapades they got up to gave me an idea for something to do with my new 'housemate'.
I open the door to the basement and trot downstairs, humming cheerfully. "I hope you're awake!" I call out. Silence greets me. When I reach the bottom of the stairs I look over at the bed I've set up in the corner.
My new 'housemate' is curled up under the blanket, apparently sleeping. As I trot towards her, though, the blanket shifts and she glares out at me from under it. "What do you want?"
I give her a cheery grin as I answer brightly, "I want to play Truth or Dare!"
Trixie's expression shifts through surprise and confusion before settling on annoyance. "What the heck are you going on about?"
"Truth or Dare," I repeat. "I played it with Applejack and Rarity, and I figured it would be fun for us to give it a go."
A flat glare is the only response I get before she pulls the blanket back up over her head.
"Come on, Trixie, don't be like that." I try to use my magic to peel the blanket off her, but the stubborn mare has it gripped tightly. "Come on, it'll be fun!"
"I doubt it," came the reply.
"Of course it will!" I tell her. "You've enjoyed what we've done over the last few nights."
Trixie flips back the blanket to snarl at me. "Enjoyed it?! Trixie admits that maybe she had some fun at first, but that was until you used me as a fap tissue for that oversized dragon cock! Now you want to play Truth or Dare? Screw off. You're just going to make me do a bunch of weird shit again!"
"Meh, points for realism, Trixie supposes."
I just roll my eyes at her. "Probably, that is the point of this game, after all. Of course, I'll be playing too, so it's not like you'd be the only one doing strange things." I sigh theatrically and go to turn away. "Still, if you're too chicken…"
The words work like a charm, as I expected. "Chicken?! The Great and Powerful Trixie will show you exactly which of us is the chicken!"
I try not to grin at her sudden change of heart. It's just like wrangling a foal.
"Bitch."

"Great!" I reply cheerfully. "In that case, Truth or Dare?"
Trixie instantly goes back on the defensive and takes a step back. After a moment she warily says, "Truth."
I nod and tap a hoof on my chin as I think. I finally settle on a simple question to start, nothing too crazy. "Okay, what made you want to become a magician?"
"My dad is a stage magician with his own show in Las Pegasus, I wanted to be just like him," Trixie answered instantly. "Truth or Dare?"
"That's… actually true. Good guess, Sparkle."
Oh? Maybe that one was too easy? "Truth," I reply.
Trixie frowns at me. "Why did you imprison me here?"
"Because you were a fraud and you needed to be punished," I tell her flatly. "Truth or Dare?"
"Truth," Trixie spits.
I consider pressing her with this, but decide to keep things light for now. "What is your favourite food?"
Trixie raises an eyebrow incredulously. "Ice cream," she replies slowly, as if suspecting a trick. "Truth or dare?"
I allow myself a small smile. It's time to start the ball rolling. "Dare."
As I predicted, Trixie just blinks at me in surprise. I can see the thoughts whirring in her head, and for a moment I'm afraid that she's going to come out with something horrible, but then she stammers out, "B-bring the Great and Powerful Trixie some ice cream! Immediately!"
I have to bite back a snigger at her sad attempt at a dare, but nevertheless I nod and head back upstairs, returning shortly with two bowls held in my magic. "I didn't know what flavor you wanted so I've brought one strawberry and one mint choc chip."
Trixie hums as she thinks, before finally saying, "Strawberry."
I smile and pass over the bowl as I settle down with my own. "So, Truth or dare?" I raise a hoof as Trixie opens her mouth to reply. "By the way, you can't keep choosing truth, you know."
"Trixie knows how to play!" Trixie snaps. She closes her eyes in an obvious attempt at stalling as she enjoys a mouthful of ice cream, before finally saying, "Dare."
Got you. I try to hold back my grin as I tell her, "You have to let me clean that ice cream off your face, in any way I choose."
Trixie raises an eyebrow. "What ice cream?"
I quickly use my spoon to splash some mint ice cream around her lips. "That ice cream." Trixie splutters and tries to wipe it away but I stop her with a hoof. "Ah ah ah! You have to let me clean it off."
Trixie freezes in place, her eyes wide as I lean towards her. Gently, almost tenderly, I plant my lips over hers, starting at one side and slowly moving to the other, alternating between kisses and deftly flicking my tongue out to remove the minty goodness.
"... Trixie can't decide if she's more turned on or disgusted."

All too soon I've run out of ice cream. With one last peck on the corner of her mouth I pull away and sit back down opposite her. Trixie just sits and stares at me, thunderstruck and blushing. "What in Tartarus was that?!" Trixie shouts when she finally regains the capacity for speech.
"My turn," I reply evenly. "Now it's yours."
Trixie's expression is still dazed as she automatically says, "Truth or Dare?"
"Dare," I say challengingly.
"Hmph, you're not a coward, I'll give you that." Trixie narrows her eyes dangerously. "Alright, Sparkle, I dare you to bring me that special 'toy' that you assaulted me with the first night I was here."
I expected something similar, but even so I can't help blushing as I trot over to a chest of drawers and use magic to extract the special strapon that I had used on her previously. Trixie pats the floor beside her and, with a moment's hesitation, I place it down where she indicated. To my surprise, Trixie simply nods and says, "Your turn."
"Wha-?" I stare at her in surprise, but, despite all reason, simply fetching the strapon had apparently been the extent of the dare.
"Is there a problem?" Trixie asks. 
I shake my head, gathering my wits once again. "No, no problem. Truth or Dare?"
"Dare," Trixie replies evenly.
Now, as I consider what to dare her, I see what Trixie is doing. By having me fetch the toy without actually using it, she has managed to raise the stakes without actually committing to anything; a flash of cunning I hadn't expected of her.
"Rude! The Great and Powerful Trixie is always cunning and devious!"
"Okay… I dare you to…" I cast about for an idea, when my gaze falls on the gaudy hat and cloak Trixie is always wearing. I grin as an idea takes root in my mind. "Hoof over your outfit."
Trixie's eyes narrow dangerously, and for a moment I worry that I might have pushed her too far already, but after a few seconds she calmly pulls off her hat and cloak and passes them over in her magic. I accept them with a nod and quickly pull them on.
"Let me guess, at some point in this volume I'll end up porking her with the strapon while she wears my outfit… that actually sounds kinda hot..."
Trixie's eyes twitch as I fluff the collar, but she keeps her mouth shut for a change.
"There's the bitchiness."
"Your turn, Trixie.'
Trixie nods. "Truth or dare?"
"Truth," I reply quickly, not quite willing to see what she's planning with that toy just yet.
"Which of your little group of friends would you rather use this thing on?" Trixie asked, patting the strapon beside her.
I can't help but blush at that question. Unfortunately, rules are rules; I offered truth, and now I must tell it. "Well… if I'm using it on them, I'd say Rarity."
"Oh? Does little miss bookworm like the thought of plowing a marshmallow?"
"Which one's that one?" Trixie asks.
"Huh? Oh, right, I didn't know her back then."

"She's the white one with the purple hair, the fashionista," I reply. 
Trixie grins widely. "Oh? Does the nerd like the idea of plowing a marshmallow?"
"..."
"I've already given my answer, now it's your turn," I counter. "Truth or dare?"
Trixie scowls, but acquiesces. 
"Acqui-whats?"
"Truth."
I'm momentarily stumped as I try to come up with a question. "Who would you want to use that thing on?"
I realize my mistake the moment I say it.
Trixie's grin is almost unbearably smug. "Oh, I have a certain pony in mind. In fact, I think I'm going to be using it on that exact pony very soon." That sent a shiver down my spine. "So, Sparkle, truth or dare?"
The moment of truth has arrived, and despite my planning I'm the one facing it. Still, the only way past this is through it. "Dare."
As expected, Trixie picks up the strapon with her magic and slips it on. "Alright, Sparkle, I dare you to use your mouth and tongue to pleasure this little tool, exactly as if it was a real stallion's pride."
That isn't quite as bad as I expected, but it's still more than enough to cause a blush to spread across my cheeks. "I… um…"
Trixie grins evilly. "What? Going to quit already?"
"Not on your life!" Unwilling to let Trixie win, I swallow my pride and step over to Trixie, who leans back to present the strapon. 
I hesitate for just a second, then lay down in front of her. I lower my head to the strapon and wrap my lips around the top, bobbing up and down slowly. Trixie lays a hoof on my head as I work. "Since your mouth is busy, the Great and Powerful Trixie thinks she should probably ask the question for you. Truth or dare?" The annoying mare makes a great show of deciding what she'll pick. "You know, Trixie thinks she's going to go for a dare."
Got you. Pulling my mouth off the strapon, I grin and tell her, "I dare you to repay the favour."
"Uh, should I be reading between the lines here, or...?"
Trixie's eyes widen, and for a moment I think she's going to back down, but after hesitating briefly she shifts and lies flat on her back. "Fine, but you're not to stop what you're doing there until your next dare!"
I'd smirk at her if I didn't have a plastic penis in my mouth. Shifting around, I clamber on top of her so we can both work at the same time. 
"It's called a 69 you dork, and I am seriously starting to wonder if you're actually secretly after my plot!"

Turning my attention back to the strapon, I resume my work on the inanimate object, lowering my rear as I do so, so Trixie has no excuse for not completing her dare.
The first touch of her tongue sends an electric shock through my body.

Trixie had to turn away from the book. She took a deep breath to calm herself, idly wondering how she could ever look Twilight in the eye again, then turned back to continue reading, using her magic to flip the pages, as her hooves suddenly found themselves otherwise occupied.

	images/cover.jpg





