
		Relatively Straightforward Business

		Written by Shrinky Frod

		
					My Little Pony: Friendship is Magic

					Prince Blueblood

					DJ P0N-3

					Sex

					Anthro

					Slice of Life

					Fetish

					Porn

					Profanity

		

		Description

Prince Blueblood and the Royal Guard were well aware that Shining Armor’s bachelor’s party had been entrusted to Twilight’s baby dragon. They were well aware why that had been done. But considering the attempted invasion and the hectic few days between while a real wedding was prepared, they had no particular intention of letting their friend and Captain be subjected to what a toddler considered suitable for a bachelor’s party.
Not without making sure he got the real thing first, at any rate.
But then Blueblood realized that he knew one of the dancers… very, very well.
CW: Anthro, stripping, pole dancing, prostitution, incest, thoroughly dysfunctional family relationships, catching up between long-separated siblings, cervical penetration, nigh-on paranoid levels of dedication to contraception, cum drinking, PiV, oral (69).
Written for the Striptember 2021 contest! Takes place during the montage at the end of A Canterlot Wedding, Part 2
My apologies; putting this up unedited, so feel free to tear apart any errors to teach me a lesson about procrastination. Cover art non-existent, because you would be (completely not) shocked to know how hard it is to find pictures of Vinyl and Blueblood - especially clean ones.
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			Author's Notes: 
For anybody curious about Vinyl's setlist during the show....
Spotify is useful!



Electronic music boomed through the noisy main room of the Royal Hardhouse as the dancer on Blueblood’s lap ground herself against him. The orange-brown furred earth pony shot a smoldering look back at him over her shoulder as he slapped a five-bit coin onto the table. She spun around in his lap, snatching his whiskey up off the table and tucking it between her tits as she faced him.
“Thirsty, handsome?”
“Parched,” he grinned, leaning his head down to close his teeth around the rim of the glass, knocking it back before glancing over at the guest of honor, Captain Shining Armor. He frowned a bit as he passed the glass back to the mare, shaking his head.
“If you can bring back a fresh bottle, I’ve got an extra fifty bits in it for you,” he told her with a half-drunken grin on his face that was only half-faked. “Hundred if you can get the condemned to stop looking like he’d rather be executed? You know my tab’s good for it, uhm….”
“Apple Cobbler, cutie,” she smiled, suppressing the urge to roll her eyes as she slid off of his lap and sauntered off towards the bar.
“You know, you don’t have to actually pay for any attention you want tonight,” Blueblood chuckled as he turned towards the Captain. “It’s your last night of freedom! Enjoy yourself, it’s on the Platinum family fortunes. Your subordinates have the right idea.” He nodded towards the off-duty guards who were drinking, dancing, or getting personal dances of their own. Some of them were flirting with the performers and waitstaff, others with each other, but everypony was clearly enjoying themselves and the show, getting into the mindset for a right proper bacchanal.
Everypony except the one pony who should have been enjoying it the most.
“I’ve got enough to deal with, without having to worry about Cadance finding out I was fooling around tonight,” Shining Armor countered. “I should just head back to the castle before she starts wondering where I am.”
“So tell her we foalnapped you,” Blueblood shrugged. “Close enough to what we had to do already - at least if we’d stuffed you in a burlap sack, maybe you’d let us get you some fun!”
“I have ‘fun’ back at the castle, Blueblood,” Shining laughed, rolling his eyes and taking a sip from the drink he’d reluctantly taken. “And in case you’ve forgotten, repairs to oversee and reports to get filed?”
“Uhp! No work talk tonight!” Blueblood wagged a finger at him. “As for the bride-to-be, she personally authorized making sure you came along on our little ‘morale boosting celebration,’ so no excuses there either! The paperwork will be there in the morning, and the repairs that matter are already completed. Just a few impact craters in the roads yet, and I pay enough in taxes to make sure we have other ponies to do that!”
“And that is why I haven’t stomped out of here on you,” Shining smirked. His expression slipped a moment later as he looked down into the amber liquid in his highball glass. 
“I remember pieces of it, you know. Moments, here and there, when I was starting to come out of it enough to think something was wrong, but didn’t know what. I don’t know how much of the last few weeks was real, and how much was put in my head by that thing, but I know… I know that ‘attention’ is the last thing I want right now. Not from anypony here, at any rate.”
Blueblood reached up and put his hand on his friend’s shoulder, squeezing it lightly.
“If you need to get out of here, I’ll have a carriage outside in five minutes to take you back to the palace. Or to your place, to mine, wherever you’d feel better. But them?” He pointed out at the guards celebrating throughout the club. “They’ve got the right idea. They’re all hurting and scared, Shining. The dancers, the bartenders, the waitresses - everypony here knows things could be much worse. And they know they’ve got you, and your future missus, to thank for it not being that way. Nopony blames you, Captain. We won, and in the end, you are the reason why.”
“That’s not the only reason, Blue. It’s… complicated, okay? But I’ll try and lighten up, for them.”
“All I can ask, I guess.” Blueblood shrugged as Apple Cobbler came back with another bottle of twenty-year Glenfiddhock. He took the bottle from her, swapping it for a gleaming fifty-bit coin.
“Thank you, dear! Afraid the groom is dedicated to being a good colt tonight, so I’ll have to suggest you go find one of our other stallions in uniform to entertain. He’ll certainly be a lucky fellow!”
“You want me back over here, just give a holler, hon!” Apple Cobbler slipped the coin into the skimpy outfit she wore and sashayed off to look for another customer while Blueblood settled back to watch the next main performer coming up onto the stage and get comfortably numb.
“Once again, ladies and  gentlecolts,” the emcee finished announcing before the lights went down, “Miss Record Spinner!”
Music started pounding in the background as the white-furred unicorn strutted out onto the stage, dressed in a loose black top that covered her breasts and a matching leather skirt that emphasized the curves of her thighs and electric-blue tail. She was absolutely confident in her movements, her heels making the muscles of her calves stand out as she entered to melodic keyboard. As she reached the pole and struck a pose, the rhythm track cut in, and she started tapping along with the beat, keeping the focus on her legs until the vocals began.
Then, as the singer began to weave a story about calling up a dark, sensual figure in the night, Spinner took control of the stage. Even without a single stitch coming off, she owned the stage, the glow of her magic slowly lowering the zipper of her skirt occasionally catching the audience’s eye as she stretched and twirled. 
She froze as the first verse ended with a quarter-beat of silence, posing with her skirt slit up the side, waiting to fall off as soon as she let it. Then, as the chorus began, she grabbed the pole and spun herself around, the skirt flying off to the side as she showed why they called her Spinner and the audience cheered.
Except for Blueblood, though. His eyes were darting between the linked eighth-notes on Spinner’s flank, and the face he’d ignored until spotting that cutie mark.
“Favorite of yours?” Shining asked him, leaning close to be heard over the pounding synthetic beat that dictated Spinner’s pace on the stage.
Blueblood shook his head briefly, leaning back over to answer.
“Can’t be sure, but I think her mother was one of the staff; might’ve grown up with her.”
“Well, it could be worse,” Shining offered. “Could be Twilight up there.”
“Could be Auntie up there,” Blueblood countered, settling back in to enjoy the show and decide whether or not he was right about who ‘Record Spinner’ really was.
As more of her clothes came off, and the songs in her set progressed, her routine became more complicated. Once she was down to her lacy black bra and barely-there panties, she made her way around the stage and made eye contact with each of the audience members. A couple of the guards got an extra wink or a blown kiss as she unhooked her bra, back to the audience. She was just about to remove the garment when her purple eyes locked with Blueblood’s blue ones, and for an instant he saw panic flash through her gaze.
His horn sparked as he covered for her momentary hesitation by undoing the last hook on her bra, and she quickly moved on. She tossed the garment out to hook around Shining Armor’s horn as the party cheered, coyly covering her breasts with her hands as the second song began. Blueblood recognized it as a popular piece from a few years back, almost tailor-made for the hypocrites in the Court who wanted establishments like this shut down - except, of course, for the ones they owned or attended. It was a remixed version that he hadn’t heard before though, putting more emphasis on the defiant vocals that gave Spinner the excuse to move her hands, revealing almost all of herself to the audience as she threw her body around with abandon.
When the song dropped into a low bridge, the undulating hum of a didgeridoo accompanied only by the drum line, Spinner dropped to the stage itself, writhing in time with the music. Any pause in the bridge was an excuse to freeze, her thong a little bit further down her hips, her legs spread towards one group in the audience or another to entice them with glimpses behind the tail tucked between her legs, the only thing still providing any modesty for her. 
Finally, the bridge came to an end, and Spinner twisted herself up around the pole, spinning around it and twirling her thong on one finger, her free leg kicked out to carry her around in a spin that bared all to her cat-calling audience as the vocals cut back in to declare how much she ‘loved the way you hate me.’ 
Naked now, Spinner gave up all pretense of tease, practically making love to the pole as she locked eyes with various guards in the front row. Tips jingled as they landed on the stage, drowned out by the music as Canterlot’s finest started a silent bidding war for attention, and Spinner was up to give it out. One stallion had his muzzle stuffed between her C-cup tits, another a front-row seat to a brief twerking demonstration, and one particularly lucky mare was pulled up for a deep lip lock that got the entire club going. As she moved into her final songs, Spinner was on fire, playing the audience and handling the beat like she’d written it herself.
What is she doing at a typical Guard dive like this? Blueblood wondered. Well, there was only one way to find out, wasn’t there?
He flagged down the waitress coming by, and sent her off to make arrangements for him with a decent tip for her trouble.
Once Spinner’s set was done, she strutted off the stage, pausing at the edge for a moment to blow a kiss back in the direction of any of a dozen customers convinced it was meant for them. Then she disappeared behind the curtain, and slumped against the wall, breathing heavily.
“They loved you out there,” Straight Shot told her. The chestnut-brown stallion tossed her bra over as she pulled her thong back on. “You got three private room requests, four marriage proposals, and the phone number of that mare you made out on the stage with!”
“Yeah, well, let’s hope they paid like they loved it,” Spinner chuckled. “And hang on to that number, she’s got that cute baby-gay vibe my girl loves.”
“You’re not gonna have to worry about the tips if you head back to room 3. He isn’t one of our regulars, but he’s a hard-core whale. He’s the guy who set up this whole thing, so he might be looking to get his money’s worth out of it - he makes any trouble, and -”
“And if it’s who I think it is, I can kick his ass myself.” Spinner chuckled grimly. “What about the other rooms? Think I know that guy, and I don’t think it’ll pan out for me.”
“Might want to try anyway; whole thing’s on him tonight. ‘Morale boosting exercise’ officially.”
“Eh, might as well - keep the whales happy. Maybe it’s for the groom,” she mused, turning to head back to the private rooms. She ran her hands through her mane on the way back, shaking it out and getting back into character. She paused at the door, which had the notice flipped to indicate it was indeed occupied, and took a deep breath before opening it.
“Hello handso… hey bro,” Record Spinner sighed as she recognized the very pony she’d hoped wouldn’t be here.
“Hello, Record Spinner,” Blueblood greeted her casually. He gestured towards a spot next to him on the room’s couch with his glass, inviting her to take a seat. “Or is it DJ-P0N3 these days?”
“Vinyl Scratch,” ‘Spinner’ said flatly, stepping in and closing the door behind her. “And if you tell anypony back home -”
“Wouldn’t dream of it, dear. Come on, have a seat - you know I don’t bite unless asked. And I do plan to pay you for your time.”
Vinyl did some mental math in her head; depending on how long this took, it could make or break the night for her. But if she could convince him to tip decently on it… and he did have a reputation at the clubs in town to live up to.
“You’d better. I don’t do this for fun, you know.” Still, she sat down next to him, letting him put an arm around her shoulders. Normally she’d have slapped him for doing it without checking, but this was a special case.
She’d save up her slaps for when he really earned it, and give him all of them at once.
“I imagine not,” he agreed, floating over a clean tumbler from the bar. “Though you’re damned good at it; better than I would have expected. You still prefer your whiskey straight?”
“Watering down what you’re drinking is a crime, so yes.” Vinyl finally allowed herself to relax a little as she took the tumbler and two fingers of rich amber liquor. “And… thanks. It’s not what I want to keep doing, I’d rather get into the DJ’s booth, but I need a few more ponies who’ll vouch for me first. And not you,” she added, glaring up at him.
“You’re still adorable when you’re angry,” Blueblood smirked down at her. “But fine! Though, if you’re willing to let me pay you for services rendered, I’ve got some events coming up that might use a little fresh music. Did you do the remixes you used?”
“Of course!” Vinyl snorted and took a sip of her drink. “The songs are good, but it’s better when I can tweak them so they’re perfect for me. And… I’ll consider it, if things work out.”
“Come on… Vinyl, you said?” She nodded slightly. “Tell me what’s wrong. I can hear there’s something wrong, but if you won’t tell me, I can’t help with it!”
“Did it ever occur to you that I don’t want your help? And especially not his?” She growled deep in her throat, closing her eyes to keep from tearing up. “I’m not a charity case, and I’m not one of his side pieces!”
Blueblood sat quietly, sipping his drink and pulling Vinyl up to his side in a gentle hug. He stared at the wall across from them, trying to come up with something to say that wouldn’t drive a deeper wedge in between them. As it turned out, it was Vinyl who spoke up first.
“How’s your Mom?” She asked quietly. Blueblood laughed, rolling his eyes.
“Sozzled, as always, but she’s healthy otherwise. Making herself a dreadful party guest, but one everypony still feels obligated to invite. Hooray for the old Platinum family fortune! Father-”
“I don’t care about him,” Vinyl cut him off, scowling into her drink. “And we both know he returns the sentiment.”
“Fair enough. If you think you ever may change your mind though… you might want to do it soon, while you still can. There’s a reason mother and I are the party guests of choice these days, not him. One hoof in the grave some days, as it were.”
“Maybe I should bring Tavi around some time.” Vinyl smirked grimly. “Push him the rest of the way in.”
“Oh, please, the homophobic old prick is keeping the double standard alive and well on that front!” Blueblood snorted. “And likely will until the syphilis eats up what’s left of his mind. No, if I brought home some stallion, he’d just worry about whether or not I was still going to give him another generation ‘Rules for thee, but not for we.’”
“Yeah, that sounds like Dad,” Vinyl sighed. “Surprised to see you out there tonight. Thought you stuck to the classier clubs.”
“Oh, I normally do, but since this was more a party for a friend? I figured it would be best to go where he and his buddies usually did. Besides, keeping nearly fifty royal guards in booze, food, and attention? That would tax even my allowance at my usual rates. So that’s why you’re dancing here? Figured it was safe from running into family?”
“I mean, part of it. Guards tip pretty decently too, especially after something big. And I kind of need to make bank tonight,” she pointed out, “so if you’re just looking to chat, maybe we can figure something out after tomorrow?”
“Why aft… you’re booked for the wedding, aren’t you?” Blueblood finished his drink, refilling it blindly. “As DJ-P0N3, of course?”
“Yeah. It’s my chance to actually get those ponies I mentioned to vouch for me, start getting gigs that pay well instead of always being an opener. Maybe get out of these clubs all together and focus on the music. But that only happens if I put on a good impression tomorrow instead of looking like a damned amateur. Otherwise, it’s back to one-mare fashion shows and the party-pony circuit.”
“And dancing to make ends meet,” Blueblood guessed. “So… how much?”
“How- I told you, Blue, I don’t want-”
“I’m not offering charity, Bluebell.” He tried to ignore the flinch at her birth name. “How much do you need to not ‘look like a damned amateur’?”
“Fifteen hundred,” she whispered. “Had to hock my deck… Tavi’s had trouble getting gigs, and then the attack happened, and-”
“And you have ponies who want to see you spite the old bastard as much as you want to do it,” Blueblood smiled. “But that’s pretty steep odds for one night, even with the Captain’s bachelor’s party.”
“It was a chance, especially if anypony liked the show enough to pay for extras,” she muttered.
“Didn’t know what the policy was on that here,” Blueblood mused. “Makes this an easier sales pitch though. Not sure what your rates are, but you’d still be trying to get a train run on you to make that much, and I very specifically did not include that in the budget for the party. So they’re paying themselves for that sort of attention.”
“Yeah, which is kind of why I need to get back out on the floor and shake my ass a bit more,” Vinyl pointed out. “Maybe I can work something out with the guy at the shop tomorrow to work off the balance, I don’t know. I’ll work something out, always do.”
“Or, and I’m just suggesting this, you could consider cashing out for the night and taking advantage of the stupid, half-drunk whale who doesn’t realize this place isn’t exactly where you expect to pay three-hundred-an-hour for ‘private company.’
Vinyl snorted and rolled her eyes, taking a refill on her own drink after emptying it.
“Yeah, sure, go home with my half-brother and spend the night banging him, that’s so much better than trying to get the Royal Guard to act more like the drunken fratboys they used to be. Besides, you know damned well this ass would be worth twice that if I were your type of girl.”
“I mean, there was a time you didn’t let that stop you,” Blueblood smirked as he took a drink.
That was when Vinyl decided to cash in her slaps, her horn glowing and hitting him across the face so hard she heard glass break. Blueblood hacked, spitting out the broken rim of his highball as Vinyl looked on in horror.
“Oh Celestia, I didn’t mean to hit you that hard!”
“It’s okay,” he coughed, banging his chest a couple times and shaking his head, putting the glass down. “More the shock than the slap.”
“All right - well in that case, that was before we knew we shared a parent, you bastard!”
“I know that! I also know we didn’t grow up brother and sister, and even if we had... well, it’s not like I’m suggesting we start a family! If all you’re comfortable with is spending the night and maybe the two of us being friends again, I’d be fine with that! I just suspect you’d consider that charity again.”
“You’re willing to pay me at least fifteen hundred bits, just to be friends again,” she repeated with a raised eyebrow. Blueblood chuckled ruefully.
“Blueb- Vinyl, you know full damned well that I’ve paid more for less. Besides, at least when I’m paying for friends I know what they want out of me.”
“Yeah… and I guess I’ve done worse for less over the years,” she admitted. “Even if this does go all the way. But if we do go there, and anything happens, you are not getting out of it! Celestia, I have enough trouble keeping things together with me and a marefriend, we do not need a foal right now.”
“Vinyl, who do you take me for, father?” Blueblood asked her dryly. “If anything happens, I intend to make absolutely certain there are no ah… long-term consequences, we’ll say. You can hardly have my type of social life without a ready supply of the necessities.”
“I guess that was something I could always count on you to do. Even the first time,” she laughed weakly. “Okay, so I’ve got a date with the whale. Your friends out there don’t know anything, right?”
“Not in the least,” Blueblood smiled, standing and offering Vinyl his arm. “Shining Armor only knows that I thought I recognized you as a maid’s daughter. So, let’s go show off my latest arm candy and we’ll take it from there, hmm?”
"And try not to make me want to smack you again, okay?'
"My gum line wouldn't have it any other way."
As soon as the door opened, Vinyl was back in character, pressed up to Blueblood’s side like she wouldn't want to be anywhere else. A few minutes mingling with the rest of the party, and a trip backstage for 'Spinner' to take care of business for the night and put her street clothes back on, and they were on their way out.
"Welcoming back to the stage, for one night only," the emcee announced as they left, "Miss Sparkling Velvet!"
Blueblood bit his lip, waiting until the doors were closed behind them before he started laughing. He was still at it when a carriage pulled over to pick them up, though he'd at least calmed down enough not to draw attention. 
"What bit your tail?" Vinyl asked him.
"Unless I'm very mistaken, that's the groom's mother's old stage name."
"Okay, I think it's a good thing I got you out of there before she came up." Vinyl rolled her eyes. "I saw her backstage; she's not near old enough to be his mother."
"Pity, I almost want to go back and see Shining's face. Cady said she had a surprise for him, but I didn't think it would be that! Of course, I could just have pickled the memories by now.
"So," he continued after a moment to collect himself, "who's this Tavi you've mentioned? Marefriend?"
"Roommate… it's complicated," Vinyl shrugged. "Kind of marefriend, but she knows what I do. She's mostly okay with it."
"Part of why you want to get out?" Blueblood guessed.
"She's a classical musician," Vinyl pointed out. "Dating a sex worker isn't exactly approved of among the ponies who might hire her, and she's got enough trouble with that after the gala."
"Oh Celestia, she was one of the musicians there?" Blueblood groaned and put his face in his hands. "Vinyl, seriously, let her know to put in a word with the palace on how I can reach her. I owe her that much for my part in that fiasco."
"Your part?"
"My 'scare off the goldbrick' routine ended up turning into a chain reaction of property damage she had nothing to do with. I had no idea the musicians were catching trouble from that - her, the rest of her quartet, I'll hire them on the spot for some of the next charity events. They were probably the least disastrous part of the whole thing!"
"Well, that's high praise!" Vinyl snorted. "I'll have to get her to let me put that on her next album. 'Least disastrous part of the whole thing!'"
"If you'd been there, you'd know what high praise it really is. So, you’re a couple, but not really admitting it?"
"Not really. I'll already be a problem just based on my music, let alone how I pay for studio time and speaker replacements. How about you though? Anypony on the short list of 'unpaid companions' lately? I've heard some rumors about you and Fleur Dis Lee."
"Please, Vinyl! Fancy Pants is about the closest thing I have to a real friend outside of work, and I'd never dream of doing that to him. I may be a libertine and a scoundrel, but I'm not a cad. To answer your question, not really, and I'm sure if there was it would be in all the papers before I knew. But it keeps them from obsessing over everything Auntie does, so it's a small enough sacrifice."
The carriage pulled up outside a reasonably understated three story manor on the edge of the Spires, Canterlot's latest attempt to replace the courtiers and tycoons who had fled for ground closer to the palace with five times as many tenants paying half the rent.
Of course, "reasonable" was a relative matter, and the Spires offered ten and twenty story towers of alabaster and marble, so Blueblood’s 'townhouse' still probably cost in a month what Vinyl made in most of a year. She tried not to dwell on that as they entered, and Blueblood passed his coat to a middle aged unicorn with a drab brown coat and slightly darker mane.
"A new 'friend,' your Highness?"
"One of the DJs from the party, Chester. Your daughter might know some of her work, DJ-P0N3? See if she does, we might be able to work something out for a surprise," Blueblood smiled. "But yes, if I can manage an evening without making an ass of myself, she might be around more often. Outside of professional events, of course."
"Of course, your Highness." Chester stepped back out of the way with a stiff bow.
"If any of the staff make an offer, feel free to slap them for it," Blueblood warned her as they made their way in through the almost-cavernous first floor to an elevator. "Unless you want to take them up on it, but they should all know you're not for sale by morning."
The elevator opened up and they stepped inside before Vinyl responded.
"Except that I am, and it's the whole reason I'm here."
“And?” Blueblood shrugged. “I don’t care how you pay the bills, if it’s spinning records or tassels. Unfortunately, I’ve found that some of my staff don’t always have quite the same respect for ponies who are honest about the whole trade of fiscal affection for physical. I want you to be treated decently, sister or not, not like a walking, talking fleshlight for hire. Besides, we never did agree on anything actually happening once we get up to my rooms on the third floor.” He winked at her as the elevator reached the top level and opened almost silently to let them out.
Vinyl could hear the sounds of other ponies beneath them, though not many. As for the third floor, it was almost desolate. The decorations said the rooms were used fairly often - bookshelves, the occasional report that had been left out mid-read, paintings on the walls. But for a space that had its own kitchenette and bedrooms, it was deathly silent, even considering the late (or, rather, early) hour.
“Make yourself at home,” Blueblood told her as he wandered over to the minibar. “Care for a drink?”
“I’d rather keep my head clear.” Vinyl took a seat on the long leather couch and reached out with her magic to hook Blueblood’s collar and playfully drag him back towards her. “And if you could too. How you’re this sober with everything you put down at the bar, I have no idea.”
“That would be because I, unlike mother, have a working relationship with the line between ‘fun’ and ‘frustrating.’ Though we do go through the occasional trial separation. A decent meal beforehand and pacing myself means I usually get away with acting much worse off than I really am.” Blueblood let her pull him over, taking a seat next to her. He turned towards her, kissing her cheek gently.
“I’ve missed you. I’ve seen posters for some of your shows, but never really had the nerve to try finding you.”
“Probably wouldn’t have taken it well if you did,” Vinyl admitted. “I was pissed when you were the one in that room. Last thing I need is Dad finding out I’ve been shaking my ass and turning tricks between gigs, especially after how he treated Mom.”
“How’s she doing?” Blueblood asked gently, squeezing Vinyl’s arm.
“Good days and bad. Past the point where I can take care of her though. She lives at the Ponyville Retirement Village… honestly, if you paid her a visit, she’d probably love it. Her mind’s still sharp, thank Celestia. She just can’t get around and needs help taking care of herself.”
“I’ll see what I can do some time; glad to hear it hasn’t played out like Father’s. A little justice I suppose.”
“Okay, now that was dark, even for him.” Vinyl looked around the empty apartment as one of the servants came up to turn out some of the lights. “Anypony else up here?”
“Not at the moment. Mother stays when she’s in town, of course, and I have an open offer of guest rooms for anypony who needs one after an event downstairs. First floor for business, second floor for the staff, and I take the third. Easier access for pegasi.”
“You still have a thing for feathers, huh?” Vinyl snickered. “I remember when you had that crush on Princess Cadance. It was adorable, really.”
“That was years ago,” Blueblood groaned. “Seriously, I haven’t thought about that since she started dating Shining Armor.”
“You also haven’t tried ever actually dating anypony since then, have you?”
“Well, I found one filly I was interested in,” he mused, “but Father was dead set against it. ‘Below my station.’ We still fooled around a bit, but then things got complicated, she took off with her mother when she got fired, haven’t seen her for years.”
Vinyl was quiet for a long time after that, before Blueblood decided to break the increasingly awkward silence.
“I didn’t mean to put any pressure on you.”
“Once upon a time, I’d have been flattered. I was flattered,” Vinyl admitted. “When we found out, I didn’t want to believe it at first, but Mom confirmed it when I asked her. She felt ashamed of it,” she snorted. “That she’d never told me, and that she was still in love with the fucker. You know I wasn’t angry at you, right?”
“Oh, you’d have had the right to be.” Blueblood shrugged. “Our positions could have been switched easily, and it’s not like I followed you. Part of me wishes I had, but I don’t think it would have helped anything. We’d still be family, and it sounds like you have a similar taste in partners that I do when you’re not being paid.”
“Hu- oh, Tavi. It’s not like I’m just into mares. I love who the pony is, fuck what they are. Otherwise, it’d be a lot harder to make a living shaking my ass for ponies I don’t like, let alone doing the extras for them. Gotta keep business separate from pleasure, even when pleasure’s the business.”
“So, if I did suggest that we relive old times, instead of just catching up…?”
“The sex would be… huh." Vinyl tilted her head like she was considering something, and then stripped off her top.
"Uhm-"
"If you want your money’s worth tonight, I'd suggest going with the flow." Vinyl smirked and pulled her half-brother in for a kiss, long and lingering. "It’s just a kink.."
Blueblood started to reach up with his hands, but hesitated before he grabbed her, not entirely sure at the sudden shift. Vinyl grabbed his wrists, pulling his hands up to her lace-clad bosom and giving him her best bedroom eyes.
"It’s okay - not that much difference between calling you brother or Daddy, and I've been asked to call johns a lot weirder things than those."
"How about what you used to call me?"
"BB it is. Just stick with Vinyl, okay?"
"Deal," Blueblood agreed, pressing into another kiss and squeezing Vinyl’s breasts.
His memory went back to the last time they'd done this, barely more than a pair of fumbling virgins sloppily pawing at each other. Now, over a decade of experience (bitter and otherwise) had honed their skills, even as it dulled the early passions. There wasn’t the sense of urgency that he’d felt in the past, but he was pretty sure that would just make things better for both of them.
"Bedroom?" He undid her bra with his magic, letting it drop between them.
"As long as you get that shirt off by the time we're there - fair's fair, after all!"
Blueblood stripped off his button-down shirt easily as they stood, not in the least shy about his looks. He led the way into the master bedroom, flipping off the lights in the main room.
"Bathroom’s in the en suite, if you need it for anything, but I’ve got the essentials in the nightstand.” He opened up the top drawer, floating a blue potion over to her. “Contraception potion, I imagine you have a spell you prefer to use, and rubbers.”
“Geeze BB - if I didn’t know better, I’d think you were the one who charged by the hour,” Vinyl snickered. She took the potion though, ignoring the bitter taste as she bolted it down and followed it up with her usual spell.
“I’ve had a scare or two over the years,” he admitted as he took his own potion. “Between that and Father, I’d really rather not end up catching or spreading anything, particularly not parenthood. So, where were we?”
“Getting these off.” Vinyl grinned, undoing his belt and pulling it loose, swinging it around the back of his neck to pull him in for a kiss. “Feel free to get close and handle the goods, I’m all yours until morning.”
“The invitation is appreciated.” He picked her up in his arms, tossing her onto the bed and shucking his pants before he straddled her hips.
“Is that for me?” Vinyl asked, reaching out with her magic to stroke the ample bulge in his black briefs.
“If you’re going to be that cheesy, I can think of better uses for your mouth,” Blueblood said dryly. “But yes,” he added, pulling her skirt out from between them with his magic before he slid down to take one nipple between his lips.
Vinyl moaned as Blueblood bit down on the hard nub, pulling back to tug at her breast while his fingers kneaded the other, switching between them every few moments. She ran her fingers through his golden mane, pressing up into the attention. She mentally adjusted her usual script for the fact that he’d be familiar with the usual faking - but, fortunately, he was good enough that she didn’t have to fake as much as usual. Instead, the whimper she let out when his blue aura slipped under her panties to stroke her labia, it was as real as her gasp in response to him biting her breast.
“You - fuck - you still remember what I like?”
“No offense Vinyl, but you’re not that hard to figure out,” Blueblood smirked up at her, coming up to kiss her lips while he magically toyed with her marehood.
“Oh I’m not, am I?” She pressed her tongue into his mouth, wrapping her arms around him - then they both glowed purple as she picked them up and flipped them over in the bed, leaving her on top. She rose above him, brushing back her hair with her fingers and stretching back to show off her lithe figure.
Blueblood suddenly found himself licking his lips to wet them, reaching up to take her hips in his hands and grinding up against her as he started to roll her thong down. She slapped his hand playfully, rising up to her knees and taking over herself. She worked them off slowly, slipping into the champagne room act he’d originally paid for. She gyrated her hips, slipping her thong down a few millimeters at a time, teasing him with glimpses as she felt him getting harder beneath her, a dark spot visible even against the black fabric of his briefs as he started leaking pre. Vinyl leaned down, licking the edge of his ear before she whispered.
“You’re not that complicated yourself, BB.”
“I never claimed to be,” he countered. “Bring that ass up here, I’m getting thirsty.”
“I’ll show you mine if….” She winked, raising her hips to pull her thong down entirely, shifting on the bed to give Blueblood a perfect view of her slit, already wet with arousal from his earlier attention.
Blueblood raised his own hips, pulling his briefs off and letting his mottled cock pop out. He was reasonably certain Vinyl was mostly faking the gasp she let out, but her hands wrapping around it - and not even covering everything beneath the ring - was a bit of an ego boost all the same.
“I do not remember you being this big,” she admitted before leaning forward, running her tongue around the flared head.
Blueblood groaned and reached up for her hips, parting her pussy lips and surreptitiously checking her out before pulling her down to his face. His tongue slid from her clit back to her perineum, slowly savoring the sour-sweet taste he remembered.
Vinyl stifled a groan of her own, kissing the head of her half-brother’s shaft before stretching her jaw to accommodate his flare, pressing forward to take him greedily into her muzzle. She stroked him with her hands as she worked more of him into her mouth, slowly working him back to her throat. She started bobbing her head up and down as his tongue slipped inside of her to explore her inner reaches. Suddenly, she pulled back until his flare pressed up against the backs of her teeth, then dove down, swallowing his cock and taking him into her throat until her lips were kissing his sheath, her nose buried in his pubic fur and drinking in his musky, male scent. After the club, it was fairly potent, but not overpowering - a pleasant change from what the norm could be when she was servicing guards who’d spent hours marching around in a tin can before a night out.
Blueblood gripped her ass, squeezing the firm globes and redoubling his efforts. When her thighs tightened around his head, he’d make a note to go back to that move later before trying something new, trying out all his tricks to try and get her off before she did the same to him.
Unfortunately, his tongue was no match for the tight warmth of his half-sister’s throat massaging his shaft. Moaning into her pussy, he shot thick strands of seed straight down her throat. She pulled back, suckling at the tip until he’d finished before turning to face him and making a show of swallowing the heavy load, her throat flexing as she took him inside of her.
“You are entirely too good at that,” he panted. “But I am going to make sure you enjoy yourself too - I have a reputation to live up to.”
“Sorry, BB - your good with your tongue, but I’ve got the best back home.” She let him pull her down for a kiss, tasting his own seed on her breath as the drawer in the nightstand slid open and a strip of condoms floated out.
“Well, this round’s for you - what would you like to do?” He asked her, surreptitiously casting a brief spell to bypass his usual ‘down time.’
“Hmm….” Vinyl tapped her chin, making a show of thinking about it as she ripped a condom off the end of the offered strip. The foil ripped down the middle, releasing the smell of latex and lubricant before the contents floated over and started rolling down Blueblood’s sizeable shaft.
“How about you give me something I can’t get at home,” she purred. She shifted off his hips, pressing her head down to the pillow next to Blueblood’s with her ass up in the air, her tail flicking behind her.
“Let’s test those precautions of yours, hmm?”
Blueblood was up and behind her so quickly she’d have thought he teleported if not for the lack of a magical flash.
“Rut me, stud!” Vinyl grinned back at him.
Blueblood lined himself up with her soaked entrance, and pressed into her warmth slowly. He bit his lip, grateful that he’d already gotten one round in before this so that he could enjoy it. He started to thrust, working up to a steady pace that let his balls slap against her thighs, then slid his hands up from her hips to her breasts, kneading them roughly as he started fucking her in earnest.
Vinyl’s fists clenched down around the sheets as she rocked back into his thrusts. She moaned and panted, squeezing around him when he was pulling out before letting him slam back into her. Blueblood growled low in his throat, then slammed his hips forward, making Vinyl squeak as he hit her cervix.
“Don’t need to fake it,” he rumbled into her ear. “Not for me.”
“Not… really… faking!” Vinyl panted, though she did town down the moans a little bit. “Do that again, BB - use me like a broodmare!”
Blueblood shifted his grip back to her hips, straightening up so he could put his all into it, and started pounding Vinyl’s pussy hard and fast. She whimpered as he started pummeling her cervix, breathing short and shallow until Blueblood slammed himself forward one last time, forcing his latex-clad flare past her cervix. Vinyl dissolved into a flurry of profanity, her body clenching down hard around the intruder with the strength of her orgasm. Blueblood grunted, pumping the condom full of his seed before slumping down on top of Vinyl.
Panting, he pulled out of her, careful to make sure the condom came out without any chance to spill. Vinyl straightened out on the bed, snuggling up to his side and kissing his cheek. Her horn glowed as she stripped the condom off of his shaft, then brought it up between them so she could shake the seed inside down to the bottom.
“No sense wasting this,” she grinned down at him before upending the sheath, taking the opening in her mouth and squeezing every drop out and into her mouth. Blueblood watched, his cock twitching slightly at the sight.
“I think I found a new kink tonight.”
“Mmm… well, glad I could help,” Vinyl giggled, snuggling in close again. Blueblood wrapped an arm around her automatically, holding her close as he turned out the last of the lights in the room. “Maybe we’ll see if it still appeals in the morning.”
“Staying for breakfast?” He asked lazily.
“You paid for the whole night, bro. You get the whole night.” She kissed him on the cheek and closed her eyes. “If you want some attention, just go ahead and wake me up first.”
“I’ll let you know,” he chuckled. He did, however, pause to mentally write a note and pin it to the door so the staff knew to make breakfast for two. Finally, as he rolled onto his side and cuddled close to his first lover, he sat out a heavy coin pouch for her to check whenever she felt like it.
Though he did take the liberty of putting a few gems at the bottom. She’d been absolutely right.
She was definitely worth twice what they’d agreed on. That, and much more.

	