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R63 Derpy has fallen for his human lover, finally securing his dream boyfriend after years of confusion. Almost immediately however, their relationship becomes a fixation for the gossiping Ponyville.
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CW: Insensitive depictions of male homosexuality, dirty talk, feminization, human/stallion relations, voyeurism and horrible comedy.
Cover art belongs to JedaySkayVoker on deviant art. Used without permission, will be removed upon request.
	
		Table of Contents

		
					Part 1.

					Part 2.

		

	
		Part 1.



The Most Curious Case.
Part 1. 
Peaceful Equestrian sunlight washed over the cool landscape of Ponyville early this morning, the rising sun shining bright over the far off mountains hidden by royal castles. Its warmth banished the chill of Autumn night, dispersing it into a thick and foggy haze that hid in the dark spaces between houses and underneath stone foundations. The smell of wet pine and dying leaves filled the nose, shifting through houses and letting all know that Winter’s brunette sister had made her entry. 
All of this natural beauty and relaxing calm meant nothing to Derpy. He couldn’t care less if the crisp winds blew with just the right amount of relaxing cold. It never occurred to him that the special fall-time cider bubbled and steamed at the market, begging for its concoction of cinnamon, clove and alcoholic zing to be indulged. And he most certainly didn’t mind the crunch of crisp leaves scattered on the cobblestone. His silly mind was troubled only by the taste of human, the heat of contact and the softness of flesh.
Tucked under your blankets and holding close to your body atop a rather small bed, the stallion amused himself with a bit of exploration. His snout burrowed between the folds of your alien mass, absorbing the masculine bite of your scent. He sniffed gently and continuously like an excited pup discovering a delicious treat. Flaring nostrils pulled in the warm and stagnant air about you, its flavor toxically washing over his brain and sapping away any ability for complex thought. He bathed in your scent for the last several nights, but it still wasn’t nearly enough to satiate his addiction. 
Your chest was firm and stable to lay on, carrying a mild flavor of you in tiny little whiffs to catch a pony’s attention. Your belly was smooth and soft to the touch, but never so fatty that Derpy found it off putting. Hips covered by boxers were fun to press his face against, indulging in the dirty thrill of sniffing your underwear after certain fluids had stained the plaid pattern and darkened it somewhat. 
Shimmying down your snoozing body as the morning light illuminated the sleepy world, Derpy couldn’t stop himself from taking in the hedonistic delight of such an act. He was drowning in the heat of two bodies sharing a bed, the heavy cotton blankets on his head trapping it all together in a dervish of salty, testosterone-rich funk that set off sparks at the base of his brain. His wings shivered and pushed against the squeezing cocoon of sheets and comforters keeping out the cold that leeched into your modest little home, a perfect restraint for the very unrestrained thing he was about to do.
“Hmmmm… you smell so good, Anon. You smell just like a stallion.” He hummed into your package as his snout rested against the pert and bugly mound. His chin nestled comfortably between your thighs as his nostrils huffed concentrated whiffs of your manhood, bathing in your unique mix of hormones and aromas until he could recognize it like a familiar face. One sniff was never satisfactory, no matter how deep and hard and flavorful it might’ve been. The stallion whimpered and hummed as he buried his snout into your groin, resting your limp shaft across his snout and kissing at the warm material separating him from your fertile and churning sack. 
“Mmph… you’re full again? My boyfriend’s big, juicy nuts get so full of cum so fast~. You need babygirl to drain these so often!” He whispered into your gonads and licked at the rounded shape hidden just beneath the surface. They were indeed precious jewels to him, for they were not only part of you but the sensitive organ that contained your warm batter. A hot cocktail Derpy had grown deeply addicted to, whether it was squirt into the back of his throat, across his face or injected deep inside his jiggly rump. The memory of the last month formed together into one climax after another, load after load on a near-nightly basis delivered inside his belly and left there to stew and breed his submissive doughnut. Had the pegasus known earlier that there was little in life that could compare to the raw satisfaction of having a stallion orgasm inside his raw asshole, he would’ve been a desperate and girly slut long before this.
Not to say you two hadn’t made up for lost time. Even now the mail stallion could feel the slight pangs of soreness in his bowels, a clenching rectum of strengthening muscles gripping at the painful void inside and silently begging for something to fill it. The act was demanding to practice and it was intensely difficult to master. You never once pressed him to do it either, since it was simply beyond you to force such an adorable and loyal little thing to debase himself if he had no desire to. A pounding was only enjoyable if the clapping mountain of equine twink below moaned just as much as you did.
But with his lips mouthing at your cock and playfully bringing it to erection yet again this morning, “force” was never required. Derpy wanted nothing more than to be a bottom. Your bottom. He loved to be complimented, to be loved, to be cared for and desired so much that a stallion would drop everything he was doing just to lavish him with attention. Before he was just a simple silly-headed stallion hoisting packages here and there all day everyday. But now, he was whistled to in the streets. He was spanked on his way out the door. And he had a human ready and willing to be with him any time the lonliness might strike. He hadn’t even slept in his own house for the past few days, choosing instead to bunk with you for however long you would host. There was no expectation of ever needing to pay for the privelge, sexual or otherwise. But he took sizable pride in repaying your hospitality by submitting himself to your bottomless hunger for passionate, noisey and sticky sex with the fruity stud.
Whenever you pressed your groin against him, fondled his growing buttocks or kissed him, it was more fuel for his raging fire. He saw nothing but profit in this venture, a constant feedback loop of pleasing and being pleased. Somehow this humble stallion had every fantasy that might’ve crossed his mind fulfilled in the space of a month. Somehow he had been given a stallion that would treasure him and love him and praise him until he was a panting mess on the floor with his succulent ass aimed upwards for another savage fucking. His physical needs were satisfied on your spear of manhood, his emotional needs met every night on your couch. He simply wanted to be with you and wanted you to be with him, sex or no. 
But of course, sex was never turned down.
“Mmrrrrhnnn… you’re so hard already. Are you dreaming about your marefriend again? Are you thinking about pumping my rump with your cum again? I hope so… I’d let you pump me right now if you were awake. My pussy was made for you~.” He mumbled to himself as the memories of a particular night came flooding back to him, one where he felt nothing short of utter pride in himself. You were dead asleep after a hard day at work, extending an invitation for him to come over, make pizza and "chill." Derpy gladly obliged you, snuggling his sizable cheeks against your groin and acting as a vital sleep aid. 
It wasn’t two hours later when he found himself getting dry humped in the night, your erection straining your boxers and squirting thick lines of excitement without you ever realizing. It was such an intense night, laying there and pressing back against you, squeezing with his cheeks whenever you dared stop.
“Ah~... A- Anon? Are you- MMPH~?! Oooooh… you wanna stick it inside me? Please… go ahead. I like it when you hold me down like this~.” He coaxed you quietly to keep going, to keep using him however you pleased and hump to your heart’s content. He knew you were asleep, he knew you would do the same thing when you were awake, but the idea of your subconscious mind lusting for him struck reverberating chords deep in his heart. It took every last piece of his restraint not to wake you up and take a sleepy pounding in the night.
“Hrrrn… Derpy… my babygirl…” You drooled in your sleep, holding him about the chest and rythmically sliding your cock across his ass. The very memory made him shutter and flap his erection against his belly, begging to be held lovingly molested like that again.
“Anon~ I could worship you. I love you. I love this dick. I love your cock. Your fat cock~...” Derpy’s newly expanded vocabulary had come in handy when talking dirty to himself. Words such as dick and cock and boy pussy were delightfully dirty on the tongue, leaving his lips feeling like they were soaked with a unique, adult sludge. Pungent and harsh words that perfectly matched his feelings for you, especially when those words turned against him. Having his rump called your pussy, your cock-sleeve, your womb made butterflies tingle inside the stallion’s chest, then set them alight with blazing arousal. He never imagined someone could want him like this, let alone his round, bulbous and musky behind. But you had proven him wrong with great effort, licking and fingering and kissing and holding and worshipping his plush seat whenever the opportunity so presented itself. He absentmindedly pushed it up into the air when he smelled your familiar musk, his hole clenching and relaxing in time with your thumping and hardening shaft.
“Anon’s penis… smells so good~. I love having it inside me. My pussy loves Anon’s dick. I love making Anon’s cock cum with my pussy~.” He repeated the mantras again and again and again, preaching them like dogma. There was no room for doubt or distrust here, as any void within Derpy was now stuffed with cock, cum and thoughts thereof. He adored his new life, half spent living like any normal pony whilst the other half he spent as a goddess of fertility and affection and sex. It was all so dirty, yet so natural and wholesome. Sometimes it was difficult to believe the same human that slobbered on his asshole, ejaculated hot ropes of sperm down his throat and made him cum buckets of excitement was the same man that took him to dinner and held his hoof by the lake and kissed him goodnight every evening without fail.
“Mmmmh… perfect cock. Perfect for my fat pony pussy.” A rush of light broke his concentration. The shroud of blankets pulled up in a fluffy rush of air, illuminating the naughty stallion mid-way through mouthing your manhood. His eyes shot open and his drool pooled around your penis, soaking into your boxers and answering the mystery of what on Earth was so wetting your undercarriage so. You and him met eyes in the moment, sparking a wry grin on your face and a deep blush on his.
“Pfft… thought I was going nuts for a sec.” You grumbled tiredly, peeking Derpy’s attention with the mention of ”nut.” He wriggled bashfully and concealed himself somewhat behind your growing erection, averting his good eye away from your prying gaze.
“Mmh… g- good morning.” He answered with his lips still formed about your shaft. His ears pinned back against his skull, this being the first time he was caught toying with you in the morning.
“Good morning to you too, ya little pervert.” Assuaging his fears of reprisal you reached down and grabbed hold of the pudgy stallion. Strong hands gripped beneath his arms and pried him out of the grotto of musk and heat, forcing him upwards and into your grasp. The pegasus was remiss to be parted from your genitals’ company, but a kiss right on the lips and a broad chest to lay on weren’t bad susbtitutes.
“Sorry about that, Mr. Anon. I was-” You hushed him with a kiss on the snout, your grip about him tightening like a snake trying to crush its prey. 
“No worries, Babygirl. Ain’t no harm in exploring.” He giggled at your gruff voice as it tingled within his skull, the inviting warmth of a reclined man pulling him in until his head rested against your shoulder. Consequently his erection lay across your belly, running all the way from your ribs to your pubis in a veiny, ebony pillar of pleasure. You adored feeling the contrast of warm fur and hot flesh on you, especially since Derpy had no intention to control himself. His morning wood was somehow worse than your own. Every single night you spent together he woke up not only stiff as a board but horny as a college bachelor. 
Not that you were complaining, of course. It just made it rather difficult to get up, make your coffee and take your shower when a desperate pony was pressing his asshole against you and smearing his boner across your body. Ponies around town had already noticed your modified “aroma,” as the predatory primate pheramones were slowly painted over by peaceful equine cocktails. Derpy’s smell was both masculine and feminine, a soft fur flavor mixed with the sugary notes of a woman’s body. A maddenly delightful scent that you found soaked into your covers, your mattress and many of your clothes. The pony’s ass was the most potent of all these scents, combining it all into a far more complex and raunchy aroma that shut off your brain until only the horny and primal thoughts remained. The moment he discovered you enjoyed that smell, he took to scrubbing his bare hole against you when he was needy, leaving a sign of his claim over you.
Even now, he was invasively nuzzling against you and gently rocking his hips, signalling that he was in need again. It was a full time job to keep up with the stallion’s sex drive, but you figured that’s what a lifetime of never being taken care of did to a pony. He was in need of medicine and you were the doctor dolling out daily doses of cock and cum and affection, slowly but surely curing him of this insatiable itch. If anything else, it was adorable to see him so rapidly expand from an ignorant little thing into a sex-crazed pervert constantly molesting you and spouting off his newfound favorite words whenever he could. 
“Hrrmph… you smell good this morning.” He added into your chest with a baritone hum, his ears twitching as you stroked his head and combed through his mane. 
“You sleep okay, Babygirl? I didn’t keep you up, did I?” You asked cautiously, as sometimes the stallion seemed just as exhausted in the morning as he did the night before. It wasn’t really your fault, as he enjoyed his night-time humping and sucking, but it was still something you felt concerned about. He simply nodded and adjusted himself against you, smooching your cheek and whispering hushed words into your ear.
“Can we… do it again? Please? Can you put your thick cock inside my pussy, Anon?” He whined more than spoke, grinding himself against you and flexing his back to show off his bubbly ass. The words instantly dulled your senses and sent spirals of energy toward your manhood, one that bumped and throttled against Derpy’s far larger heft.
“Someone’s excited this morning.” You said with a smile, quickly finding that Derpy licked up your neck in a desperate plea for attention. He was so adorably addicted, but that was to be expected from a freshly minted boy-wife. This was far from your first rodeo.
“I promise I’ll be real quick. You can cum inside my pussy if you want. You can squirt it in my face again too. B- but I really just need you inside me right now, Anon. Please, please, please? Nut in your marefriend again?” He ended his sentence with another lick across your jaw, the horny little creature shivering at the incredible prospect of getting pounded once again.
“Hm… you make a pretty tempting offer there, Babygirl.” You huffed and pinned him in place against you, holding his chin with a free hand and making him look you in the face.
“But… if I do this, you have to do something for me. Okay?” He nodded instantly, completely indoctrinated into this role of submissive meat for human males to drill. His stray eyes watered with anticipatipation and affection, staring at you as peasents stared up at royalty.
“You have to moan real loud for me. Okay? I want to hear how much you love it. And then I want a big fat nut out of you. No more of this not cumming thing.” His teeth sunk into his lip as you subtly pressed into his belly, smushing your cocks together in a heated sandwhich of man and stallion.
“Y- yes. Yes please. Anything for you.” He whimpered and kissed your hand, licking at your fingers as if they were your pumping girth.
“Good girl. You know your boyfriend loves it when you cum too. Good girls do what they’re told. Isn’t that right?” He nodded dumbly as you sat up in the bed and shifted the gravity of the mattress. Derpy’s body went soft and limp as a boiled noodle in that moment, his form yours to manipulate however best suited your pleasure. He shuddered and whimpered when your strong hands took hold of his legs and his barrel, adjusting this and bending that until he felt wonderfully exposed. 
“Anything you say, Anon! I- I’ll do anything you want! I’m your sexy mare! I’m all yours!” He blubbered with a growing smile as you laid him across a pillow. The cushion supported his hips and lifted them up just enough to accent his naturally beautiful ass, the same cushion guiding his cock down and inbetween his legs like a pulsing arrow pointing toward his goal. For being such a bottom he had a gorgeous shaft, fat and tightly wrapped balls sitting just below his smooth taint like dark colored fruits. They could breed a hundred mares and still have enough spunk left over for you, yet they were tamed into this hopeless Queen of a pony that bent over at the slightest command. The platter of ass and cock was open to you without question, Derpy casting his eyes back in favor of watching you.
“Mmmh, a- anything for you. Anything for my handsome, sexy, big dick boyfriend~~~.” Derpy cooed in a sing-song manner as you stroked and kissed his buttocks, praising him for the obedience he so eagerly displayed. The feel and weight and heat of his backside never ceased to amaze you, especially when it was pressed against your face and molding into your fingers. Grabbing him and playing with his buttocks proved infintiely entertaining, from spreading his ass and making him squeal to squeezing the hocks of fat tight and making him moan. Dirty and raunchy delight came in watching his overworked and wrinkled hole pucker and suckle for you, the desperate sleeve always ready and willing to be stretched by your shaft. You could spread it wide enough to see pink with his cheeks alone, molding and mashing them about so his fat doughnut-shaped pussy would bend and pinch and flex for you as if begging for another load of hot cum inside it. 
That was his prefered manner of praise, having his most treasured part slobbered over by his boyfriend and made useful with pounding sex until it hung open like a busted screen door. But the rest of him was equally worthy of praise, in your opinion. Invasively your lips fell to his nuts and placed gentle kisses on their surface, making him hump and squeeze his thighs together self-consciously. 
“Oh! Mmph! Anon- nnngh~!” He resisted at first but fell prey to his own inclincations. If his boyfriend wanted to play with his balls, then so be it. It didn’t matter if he was insanely craving another batch of baby batter inside his pussy, that could wait. His human couldn’t, his needs always came first in his mind. He lay there dutifully as you licked and suckled and fondled his fat coin purse, marveling at just how full and taut it felt in the hand.
“You have such pretty balls, Sugar. Always so full for your boyfriend. You like it when I kiss on your sexy nuts, babygirl?” He yipped when you nibbled ever so slightly at the tight flesh, dragging your tongue up and over their radius to savor that subdued and delicious flavor. 
“Yes! Oh goodness yes! I love it when you lick me, Anon!” He gasped into his bundle of blankets and pillows as your insidious hand stroked up and down his throbbing cock, squeezing at the base so his broad head would pump and flare in need.
“And such a big, long cock too. You know I love your giant, musky pony dick, don’t you?” You accented that with a long and wet lick up the bottom of his shaft, turning him into a quivering mess of tensing muscles and backward thrusts.
“Y- yes~... please oh please pound my pussy, Anon~. I’m so ready for you! I want you to make me gape and pump me full!” He squealed with genuine need as you toyed with his pride, mouthing his head and giving it a harsh suck. A squirt of pre-cum was your reward, his uniquely earthy and salty flavor staining your mouth and lingering like the flavor of wine. As much as you would’ve loved to keep teasing him, playing with everything until he painted your ceiling with another volley of his orgasm, there was work to do. It might’ve been Saturday but that didn’t mean you wanted to spend it all tormenting Derpy… again. You had plans for him beyond carnal release, thus this had to be quick and satisfying.
“Always so needy. You’re such a good girl, begging for dick like that.” You growled and moved toward his steamy, gripping, musky hole. The throbbing doughnut stared back with a winking grip of black wrinkles pulling in on themselves, guiding your eye to the puckered center where your cock would drill right inside and be once again bathed in his body’s warmth. You snarled at the aroma hitting your senses, a noise that made Derpy prop up even further and spread his cheeks.
“I- I love getting bred by my boyfriend. Your cum belongs in my pussy. I was made to be your cock sleeve. I want to be the best marefriend in the world and get fucked by your hard dick whenever you want!” He was starting to speak out of turn now, his senses falling apart in anticipation of the big moment. That was a sign to get moving, to start doing your work and let him release. 
Diving face first into his butt, your mouth and nose squished into his hole and savaged it with stimulation. His entire body went into shock at the touch, his most sensitive spot lavished with attention and once again allowed to serve its purpose in life.
“OOH~! Aaaaaaaugh~~~ A- Anon~! Lick my pussy, lick my butthole~! Mmph, my butthole belongs to you! All yours to play with it!” He cried out loud enough for passing ponies in the street to hear, though they thankfully didn’t pay much mind to the muffled holler of pleasure. You couldn’t care less if they noticed anyway, for you were enjoying your sloppy, warm and dripping breakfast in bed. 
Lapping and slurping on his flower pulled the loose flesh about and expressed all its hidden flavor, the delicious and intense taste of pony ass flooding your mouth and nostrils like smoke. He wasn’t dirty or unwashed, but intensely musky from the testosterone naturally running through his body. His muscular pussy tasted just as he smelled, albeit with an undeniably raw flavor added in for effect. It was never unpleasent, quite the opposite. Surprisingly you found eating his hole to be a sweet and complicated experience, one for an adjusted and mature palette that could exmaine every layer of taste and flavor he had to offer. One watching might’ve seen it as far too much, as your lips and tongue could dissappear behind the cloak of his stretching entrance, but that’s the only way you could enjoy yourself. Pressed up against his ass so tight you almost burrowed into it was the best way to relax his inner ring. The cover of doughy pucker belied how tight and tense his muscles could be, thus when your tongue pressed past them and into his rectum, it was quite a long and involved journey.
“Nnmmmmmph~~~ eat my pussy, Anon~. Your tongue feels so good inside me~! Fuck me with your tongue all you like~! I love it!” He more or less groaned his words rather than spoke them, his throat becoming much like his ass in terms of slop and slack. You happily obliged his demands and tongued his hole, tasting his familiar insides and finding the flavors so wonderfully familiar. The same pussy that had taken your cock, that had milked your balls dry and had gaped open after you were finished ruining him. His walls were squeezing and working around your tongue, suckling inwards as if to draw out all the dick it could. 
One could stay like this for hours, as you had before. His butt was so soft and encompassing that it could be a wonderful a pillow. His fleshlight of an asshole welcomed kissing and slurping and licking for hours on end, his orgasms coming one after the other when you mindfully added stroking his beefy cock into the mix. His flavor, his smell, his feel were all so alluring and addicting that your mind rapidly morphed into the same mold as his, a loyal machine that was programmed to lust and satisfy and love without question. 
Thus it wasn’t long before your cock was hard and dripping onto the sheets for him, desperate to feel the wet and soupy grip of a pony’s butthole again. Derpy’s pussy always got you tuned and excited, just the sight alone enough to charge you with energy on a dreary day. The way he flaunted and presented for you was so deliciously sick, his buxom booty hanging out free for you to pound and fuck and breed however hard you wish and simply spank whenever you were done. A man’s fantasy by any other name, to have a quivering and warm pile of wet fuckmeat on hand whenever the hormones and urges grew too distracting. But Derpy proved better than fantasy, as he was a loving and kind soul that volunteered eagerly to be that sopping wet pussy like it was his predestined duty. 
“Ooooooh shit~. I love your ass so much, Babygirl. This pussy is so tight and tasty~.” He shivered and clenched for you, making a thick tear-drop of spittle roll down his pucker and dribble across his soaked taint.
“A- all for you~. All for my handsome, sexy, big dick boyfriend~. My boy-pussy’s always wet and ready for you, Anon~.” Derpy cooed and watched you mount him, feeling more feminine and beautiful than ever. The grip of fingers around his barrel, the weight of burly hips settling against him and the looming darkness of a larger, dominant body encompassing him. If there was a way he could be bound to you for the rest of time, forced to stay just like this and mate with you until the end of time, he would do it. He would be bred and fucked and pounded and creamed for eons and never get tired of it, for you.
“You ready, Babygirl?” You hummed into his ear, mindfully smearing across his loosened and relax hole. Derpy tensed at first, his excitement getting the better of him with your rounded and broad head knocking at his back door.
“All good and relaxed, sweet girl?” He nodded weakly and bit the blankets between his flat teeth, the initial slide of man into stallion always his absolute favorite moment in making love.
“You just chill out. Let your boyfriend take care of that juicy boy-pussy~.” You kissed his cheek adoringly and let the weight of your hips begin the plunge, one that was made easy and slick by spittle and Derpy’s own unique lubrication. He was never dry down there, somehow mantaining a layer of slickness that made popping a finger or a cock inside him rather easy. A welcoming grease to the already slick and syrupy action of pounding a hole consistently looser than a human’s, one that would fluctuate rapidly between gripping for dear life and letting you fall inside his warm guts.
“OoooooaaaaAAAUGH~!!! Oh my goodness! MMP!!!” Derpy shuddered as the entire world around him rattled and fell away into pieces. Muscles still accustomed to staying put and never relaxing were once again wedged open, spread further and further apart around the most devastating pillar known to ponykind. His simpering voice disappeared into the blankets and bounced about your skull as your hips easily glided down, down, down into his backside, the plush buttocks of your submissive and breedable lover so thick and rotund they mushed against your hips long before you were settled at your base. His asshole moved in one fluid motion around you, spreading all at once and never daring to tense up against your wishes. A single, gentle and considerate slide into a training hole was quite the rush of sensations, both comfortable and less so. But you could tell from experience that Derpy really quite prefered the shocking fulness of a hard dick plunging inside his bowels rather than anything so tentative and careful as poking and jabbing prods.
“Haaaahhhnnnn~~~ Fffffffucking god, Baby…” You sighed in utter relief as he took you again, diligently spreading his legs and gyrating his fat ass against your hips in needy grinds and horny bumps. Your body rested against his and pressed him forcefully into the bed, crushing your cock right to the base inside his succulent and soft guts with the tiniest noise escaping from the melee. He exhaled a long and throaty moan into his bundle of blankets, helping to relax his tender insides around your hard cock so nothing could interrupt the raw pleasure of unprotected and masculine love. 
“Mmmnnnnnph~~~! MNH! Hah~!” The tiny noises and gasps and moans he made were more amusing than your favorite record. His body writhing and struggling to accommodate your relatively unobtrusive mass floored your drive to breed and ruin soft and submissive holes. And best of all, the subtle push he made against your hips burrowed your cock just that little bit deeper inside, grinding your throbbing and pulsing head across the width of his stiff prostate.
“Aaaaannnnonnnnnn~~~...” Your sweet girl moaned as a smile spread across her muzzle, bumping little gasps and squeaks erupting from his throat as you got started. 
“Hm- mph- ooh- nnm! S- so good~! A- non’s c- ock ins- i- ide meeeeee~~~” Thrusting against him turned his slurred and guttural speech into a messy staccato of back and forth, back and forth. Beating into his soft and plush ass let airy claps of motion fill the air and drown out the squeaky grunts of your bed frame struggling to hold the both of you. His rubbery and thick butthole flexed and suckled and slurped along your cock as it pistoned at such a steady and practiced pace, flexing in and out with your shaft so its wrinkles would stretch out to follow and collapse inwards to cradle. Your shaft glistened with the slick spittle and internal slickness of a warm equine’s body, every indulgent sound mirroring the pulse of two heart beats meeting in such an intimate manner.
“So warm and soft~. You’re so good, Babygirl~. You’re doing such a good job making me feel good, Sugar~!” You hissed and growled into his ear as you rewarded his submissive and queer behavior, kissing his cheek and watching as his dopey smile grew yet gooier and sloppier.
“I’m a- a- a gooooo- ooood girlfri- end~~~...” He moaned, still bouncing on your cock like a toy ball. His cheeks spread with relaxation as he settled into the familiar sensation of a dick drilling his butt, the discomfort of his guts shifting settling into their feminine and prefered positions around you. Relaxed innards were simply there for your benefit, stretched and bent and flowing around your dick until they could extract the sweet nectar from it. Swinging glands responsible for producing such immense quantities of orgasm beat against one another in the dripping rain of sex and musk, heavy orbs of masculinity kissing again and again and again as the combined heat of two aroused bodies made them hang lower and lower in loosened flesh.
“Yes you are~. You’re my precious, pretty buttslut~. Say it, Babygirl~. Say it for me~.”
“I- I- I‘m you’re buttslut~! Oooo- oooh An- non~!!! I’m your buttslut!” He whined with an audible rise in the pitch of his voice. Each thrust inside him made for a more feminine voice, another step in the right direction that would free Derpy of this profound confusion between soul and body. Each pounding halt of your cock burying inside his asshole was another argument for why he was born to be your one and only loving wife rather than a stallion.
“Aaaaaammph~~~!!!” He squealed and pushed his head into the covers as his body reacted accordingly, such fulfillment flicking the twitchy and fiery switch in his body. His guts contracted and pulsed and pulled about, firing off his satisfied and now somewhat useless load of seed into the sheets. You adored how his balls would visibly contract and surge with production upon each mighty pump of his fertile cream, helpless fruit before the rushing tidal wave of anal orgasm. He never really needed a hand around his shaft to finish, for the radical increase in his grip around your dick always sent him over the edge.
“RRF~! F- fuck~! Ah- Derpy~!” Gritting your teeth, it was apparent he was cumming again just from the feel inside him. Fleshy walls clamped around your cock with a vacuum seal. Each and every fiber of his being outlined your manhood, drawing around the shield-shaped head and bending around each flaring blood vessel running along your shaft. He could count the beats of your heart one after the other with his flaring and pounding nerves, each tiny twitch of your life setting fires in his mind. His musky, loose and hot hole was the protector, the lover and the keeper of your most sacred part. He was entrusted to hold your shaft, to pleasure and worship and care for it. And by the gods above and below he would do everything in his power to make you cum with it. 
He adored how you bolted upright upon orgasm, straightening your back and grabbing his belly like a wrestler for all the leverage you could get. The way you vainly pounded his plush ass just a few more times before the flow started and you ground to a startling halt. Even you, in all your glory, had your limitations it seemed. Looking back at you with a hooded eye, watching as you struggled and submitted to his newly minted boy-pussy, it was clear just how intense the satisfaction was.
“Mmmh~~~ Daddy~~~...” He hummed as your eyes met, the first rope of breeding seed latching tightly to his insides. Squeezing depths suckled your seed deeper and deeper as it was delivered, each jet of hot alabaster release greedily snatched up for sewing barren fields. Derpy’s hole would’ve been perfect for breeding, had it been attached to a mare rather than something as fertile as his deliciously fat testes. You unloaded inside him with repeated volleys of throbbing cum, twitching and pulsing and grinding against his prostate as it engorged and fought back with equal tenacity. He locked you in place, forcing you to deliver your hot jets of pleasure into his most sensitive and needy depths until each and every drop was his to covet and treasure. He adored seeing the fire drain from your face, the most astronomical height of bliss suddenly falling back to Earth as you relaxed and exhaled every last bit of your drive. 
“Hah… hnng… shit…” You grunted and gasped before laying back across his back, praising him with kisses and pets and the presence of your body. He took it all on with squeaks and mumbles of welcome, subtly shaking his butt against your hips to further torment an already spent cock.
“Nnnnnnnnh~~~... All full~! All full of Daddy’s cum again~! Mmmph, you made me pregnant~!” He hissed as you pulled free of his needy pucker, leaving it to gape somewhat before his guts squeezed in to hold his milky prize. The pony bit his lip and let his eyes roll in utter release, smacking lips and a curling tongue quickly thirsting for yet more.
“Can I clean it again, Anon? I can make you all sparkly clean if you bring hot, messy cock over here~!” He giggled as you smiled and kissed his cheek, that quickly turning into a dirty smooch on the lips. The stallion tasted his own earthy hole on your tongue, moaning sweetly and gripping for you with his curling forelimbs.
“Sheesh, you don’t ever stop. Do ya?” It was half joking half not, as Derpy had indeed become quite the thirsty predator since all this had come together. Every offer he made was totally genuine, one word from your lips all it took for him to throat your dirty prick for however long you wanted him to. It had become implicitly known that he was a free-use kind of girl, for it was just as thrilling for him when you inexplicably slipped a finger in his musky pussy out of nowhere as it was for you. Given his eagerness and his sheer drive to be used however, it took quite some effort to keep him focused. The poor stallion would forgo food in favor of human cock by this point. 
“Noooo~!” He squeaked, earning a hearty pat on the head and fingers combing through his mane. The pegasus quivered and leaned heavily into your hand, humming his thanks and oozing a thick teardrop of human jizz down his taint.
“Well stop it. You need some chow this morning, babygirl. And I need some coffee.” He wriggled himself into a somewhat standing position in the bed, inadvertently scrubbing his cum-splattered ass and penis across the sheets. Daily laundry was something you were entirely equipped to deal with, at least. An eternally dick-hungry and clingy stallion required much more out of you.
“Well… maybe I could just sort of suck it while you’re making breakfast? Or- or- or you could squish my buns together and rub it all in my pussy? I’d even let you just wipe it off with my mane!” Shushing Derpy was the only way to pump the brakes. A single finger to his lips was contact enough to mellow him out, even if it meant he instantly fell into a blushy and suckling state.
“Huh-uh, Sugar. You gotta eat. You know Daddy likes it when you’re happy and fed. Right?” He nodded smoothly and languidly, his eyes falling near-closed as he smooched and licked your finger.
“That’s a good girl… now hit the shower. I’m gonna get some clothes on and we’ll get you fixed up with something to eat.” Painful as it was to let you go without chasing after, Derpy did relent under direct order. Hearts swirled in his rolling eyes as you turned and left for the closet across the room, bare buttocks and the barely visible peek of testes hanging between your legs hypnotizing Derpy into following your every word. 
The sun was strong this morning but the wind was somehow stronger. Blowing downwards from the snowy mountain peaks of Canterlot far above the village, icy winds cut through the town and reminded all throughout just what time of year it was. The apples had been harvested and stored, the leaves began to fall from the trees and the grass slowly lost its brilliant green luster. Ponies wrapped themselves in scarfs and covered their ears with muffs, constantly carrying about umbrellas or warm drinks in preparation for the sometimes dismal days of repeated overcast.
Twilight was doing much the same this morning, albeit with intentions far removed from the normal mare walking about. Her scarf was an unusual dark green splattered with patches of drab earth tones, matching the wooly toboggan covering her bright mane. Rather than clopping about the shops or staying in to engage in her usual, obsessive behavior, she was out in the brush where none could see her. Concealed behind the dying foliage of shrubs and the green needles of pine trees, the Princess sat on a blanket laid out and prepared an unusual contraption for this time of year.
Her tripod stuck into the ground with spiked feet, securing it surely to the ground for minimal disruption. Her telescope stood at an unnatural angle for its chassis, pointed so horizontally that the steel housing nearly made it fall over from a lack of balance. So often trained on the ever-changing and brilliant heavens above, there was surely some humiliation in having its fine construction and expensive lenses pointed at the mundane and distant scene of Sugarcube Corner’s morning rush, but such a concern didn’t cross her thoughts. The Princess wet her pencil against her rapidly moistening tongue, finally peering through the scope at the pair capturing her intrigue.
“So, this guy was seriously trying to tell me that I wasn’t equipped properly to apply for the job.” You started, sipping your third espresso as Derpy politely indulged in his sugary breakfast. 
“Whaaaat? But you’re so good with tools! Your shop has like, a hundred of ‘em!” Derpy replied, his body clearly gravitating toward yours in the cool and misty morning.
“Dude told me “no hooves.” Like I can’t use a hammer without hooves!” Twilight scratched down every word and mannerism in her own form of shorthand, carefully flicking her pencil about a parchment in her magic. The gentle scratching noises lulled her into a peaceful focus she so adored, for it was the most productive state for her mind. Listening through her voice amplification spell, settling onto her plush haunches and fixing her scrutinizing gaze onto her subject with freakish concentration, the mare was in her element. Such a fascinating and unique topic to cover as well, the relations of stallions across species of such opposing origins. There was only one human in all Equestria to study, but he somehow turned out to be an equally unique specimen socially. Simply for the act of study, for the satisfaction of observation and recording, the Princess diligently studied every single, solitary interaction between you and your stallion wife. 
Expressions of gratitude, dominance hierarchies, boundaries and discipline as opposed to privileges and relaxation. There was so much to go through, so much unique information to catalog. So many mares in higher education shared the same experience as her, studying through those lonely nights and finally falling back into romantic novels. The rarest, most precious prize always being the steamy stories of stallions falling to their carnal desires. Surrounded by a society that simply lacked the tools to understand their love, they were heros simply for being themselves and showing the utmost honesty in their love. Perhaps more stallions were like that then she imagined, but so few had the words to describe this attraction to the same sex. She theorized it could be anywhere from five to fifteen percent of all stallions in Equestria were struggling with this horrible ignorance at that very moment, crying out for the strong and burly embrace of their own kind but stuck in confused marriages. 
Such a compelling undertaking, but one that proved equally indulgent and dirty. Even now, watching as you two simply sat and talked and joked and smiled with one another in the most wholesome manner, her hoof could not help but slowly slide down her rounded little belly. Twitchy wings fluttered against her back as her eyes focused on Derpy’s exposed genitals, the tight package of soft flesh wrapped snugly around a sizable masculinity. Between notable actions she liked to focus back and forth between the familiar and the concealed unfamiliar, slight drops of drool pooling at the corners of her lips.
”Currently my theory for their current dynamic of intercourse is based around the differing muscular structure of Anonymous’ primate body compared to the native equine structure of a pony’s. It is well known that the design of a stallion’s penis is intended for reaching into mares’ bodies despite a disadvantageous or improper mount. Thus stallions with longer shafts and wider flares were selected by evolution due to an ease with entering the vagina and remaining in place for insemination.
Anonymous stands upright, however. Which implies that the musculature of his lower half is far stiffer than a pony's in order to support the increased weight on his spine, hips and thighs. He is able to enter a stallion’s anus quite easily and thrust with considerable force. As stated in this morning’s entry, the human penis is shaped such that sliding smoothly into a quivering, wet hole is quite easy. This might also imply that human females are more muscular in their hips, as the lack of a flare on the cock penis would make it much easier to enter a considerably tighter canal.
It would likely take great effort and care to enter Anon’s ass posterior with a stallion’s penis. I theorize that perhaps oral stimulation (Continued use of the tongue on the anus- see definition guide) would allow his muscles to better relax for easier penetration. Derpy has yet to try this, as he universally selects to take the passive role in sexual intercourse. I am.heavily considering subtle ways to subconsciously suggest they attempt such an act. I would be deeply dissappointed if I missed such a demonstration of human anatomy!
Anon’s penis shape makes it surprinsingly easy to engage in anal interourse (The act of inserting your cock the penis into the anus for sexual pleasure- see definition guide) with Derpy. Minimal stimulation is required before the initial penetration for Derpy to reach orgasm in a comfortable manner. I have sketched the basic shape of Anonymous’ penis entering Derpy’s anus in the selection below (Fig. 4) for perspective.”
The knowledge and the theories and the observations raced through her intricate mind like bullets passing through a paper target, endlessly stimulating her mentally and physically. The unicorn mindfully drew out the gooey, detailed, extensive act of male mating with male with her graphite instriment, gently riding her smooth hoof over her sex with delicate effort. She preferred to edge toward her goal rather than sprint after it, especially when she could find the perfect perch and watch you two “interact” naturally. Memories of Derpy’s pleasured expression mid-orgasm tormented her and sparked dangerous arcs of pleasure in her feminine sex, thick lines of sugary release already oozing from her purple lips.
”Side note: Anon continually displays typically masculine behavior with Derpy. Meanwhile, Derpy has assumed the feminine role in nearly every activity. He his submissive and receptive to affection and compliments from Anon, often leaning into his pats and pets whenever he is able to get them. As well, he smiles at Anonymous and maintains constant eye contact, a subtle indication in mares that they desire a stallion for his perceived sexual prowess. I have noted previously that Derpy has taken to calling his anus a “pussy,” in reference to the common terminology for a mare’s vagina. This indicates to me that he is fully committed to the role of being a receptive party in the relationship, submissive to the human’s desire to thrust into his round, soft, bubbly butt whenever he wants and-”
“Now what in the world are you doing?” A voice ripped Twilight from her concentration and portions of her soul from her body. She squealed internally and kicked her legs inward to cover her shame, the scrutiny of another’s gaze burning like hot irons pressed to her belly.
“GHK! NOTHING. NOTHING AT ALL.” The princess whimpered and whipped her eyes to the offending party, an overdressed and quite warm looking unicorn greeting her. Rarity stood on the dirt path running about the town in her purple assembly of scarf and hat and booties, showing off the latest piece from her coming winter line before it was available. Twilight knew the posh designer enjoyed testing her latest sets with small walks, but she was rather shocked to find her out in anything resembling the wilderness. Her friend stared at her with an utterly befuddled expression, a cocked eye brow leering down at the twitchy and scrunched-up alicorn below her. 
“Nothing… just bird watching. Making sure migrations are in order for Fluttershy. That’s what I’m doing.” Twilight huffed and quickly tucked her horny notes into a folder, sliding that folder into her saddle bags before they defensively buckled and sealed such knowledge away. Try as she might, this was simply the worst possible scenario for her little excursion to fall into. Rarity was neither silly enough to believe her, nor was she mindful enough to simply let such a thing go. 
“Well… I certainly suspected fluttershy. But you, Twilight? Now my entire perception is challenged.” Rarity spoke with a creeping grin, giggling to herself as Twilight took her turn looking puzzled.
“Enjoyable as the wild life can be for certain kinds of mares, I always had you pegged for a more… romantic type.” The Princess pouted at the nosy pony pressing into her business, turning stiffly away from her and peering through her telescope as if she was simply too occupied to talk. Rarity was only drawn in like a shark to fresh blood.
“Yep… I like… birds. So please give me some privacy. I need to keep watching birds and… rubbing one out. As I do.” The posh, cream-colored pony didn’t even suppress her giggle. Rarity stepped onto Twilight’s little picnic set-up and made herself at home, visibly upsetting her friend in the most amusing manner. 
“Ho-hum. Darling I understand. Every mare has her interests. Bizarre and unnatural as they might be.” Her smile was positively poisonous, reflecting just how unconvinced the mare was. Twilight continued to ignore it right until Rarity gently pushed on her telescope and directed it toward the rooftops.
“But your avian studs tend to come from up there, rather than the bakery.” The royal jerked back from the moving equipment as if it had bit her snout, signaling to Rarity that she was focusing on nothing but keeping her face straight. Another flurry of giggles drew the startling glare of her compatriot, an amusing glare that didn’t fit Twilight’s soft features.
“Oh don’t give me that nasty look, Dear. A coy mare is cute but a liar most certainly isn’t.” Twilight blushed hard and cast her bitter stare to the blanket, some rather dirty shame building up in her gut.
“And now that I’m aware? I simply must know. Which stallion has caught your eye, Darling?” 
“What?!” Twilight barked back, skittering on her hind legs as Rarity pushed forward and readjusted the scope.
“Hiding in the bushes? Pleasing yourself? Writing page upon page of notes? You have a pattern, Twilight!” Rarity hummed along with a sing-song and fascinated voice, replacing the long shaft of glass and steel to its original place. Twilight didn’t immediately protest, signaling to the snoopy mare that she could continue. 
“Frankly I find it adorable. It’s just like you to obsess and study a stallion like he were a literary work or something just as dower. So stop your little game and just tell old Rarity which one has finally brought little miss introvert out of her shell.” 
“I don’t obsess…” Twilight grumbled in response, carefully turning the dials and knobs and levers of her equipment until it focused on the pair of her interests again, catching you and the pegasus in the act of sneaky kisses over the table.
“Oh I remember how you did that poor young thing that complimented you, last summer. That migrant laborer had his every move surveyed until he left! I simply cannot imagine why you didn’t simply kidnap that young stud while you had the chance! He was so delightfully simple!” Twilight rolled her eyes and let Rarity look for herself. The devilish deva's amused and girlish smile almost immediately fizzled away when she drank in the strange sight before her.
“Oh… hmm… well… I do suppose… uh…” Rarity’s lips thinned from plush pads of perfection into a single line of confusion. She stared for several seconds longer, slowly pulling back and looking to her stoic friend for answers.
“Are you happy now? I really need to get back to my research.” 
“No. Not happy with it at all, Dear. In fact I’m really quite confused.” Rarity said with more curiosity than judgment, peering through the scope another time. 
“Derpy is perhaps the least compatible stallion in all Ponyville! Bless his heart he’s a good pony, but he’s so-... well he’s a…” She swished the words around for a moment, trying to imagine a lady-like way to explain it.
“He seems a bit silly, Darling. And for a mare such as you that strikes me as an issue.” Twilight huffed and sharpened her pencil, simultaneously removing a sheet of fresh parchment from her bag.
“It’s a mystery. Love has struck me. Oh what will I do? Can I please get back to my observations?” Rarity gave one last look out of disbelief, fixing her gaze on you two and prying for answers. Was it a new hairstyle? Was it some mannerism she hadn’t seen in the stallion before? Had he done something kind for her recently? She just couldn’t put together why Twilight would show any interest in the innocent young stud. Sure, he was hung like a dragon and flaunted the widest buns of any stallion in town. But she knew Twilight simply couldn't tolerate the company of any creature below a fourth-grade reading level. 
But slowly the pieces fell into place. Her mind snapped onto the plate in front of Derpy, one he ate off of with great care and restraint. She spied the beverage you sipped with proper posture, several identically minute mugs surrounding you. She picked apart the body language of your intent listening and the look of utter adoration in your eyes whenever Derpy made you snicker with his rambling stories.  
“Crepes? Espresso? Brunch? And is that… are they?” She swallowed dryly as you leaned over and whispered something into Derpy’s ear, a mad blush breaking out across his cheeks before he jerked back and hid behind his hooves. No pony paid such behavior any mind, but to the experienced eye of the fashionista there could be no other possibility.
“Oh my sweet sun…” Rarity said as she slowly rolled away from the eyepiece, meeting Twilight’s knowing and frustrated face.
“Yeah.” The princess answered, watching as Rarity unpacked it all bit by bit in her head.
“Oh goodness… so they? The two of them? Do they…?” Twilight simply nodded, sure that a pony as well-traveled and acquainted with higher society as Rarity would have an understanding.
“Oh yeah.” Rarity blushed and politely covered her gasp with a hoof, her brilliant azure eyes widening and sparkling with intrigue.
“Oh my… completely so? As in…?” She asked with a hushed tone and pressed the tips of her hooves together, bumping them in a suggestive manner. Twilight simply nodded, humming an affirmation much to the unicorn’s shock.
“With Anonymous? Anonymous… the human stallion?” 
“Yes. One-hundred percent. All the way. Totally. No doubt about it.” Rarity remained silent thinking on it for a moment, her eyes betraying her racing mind. She blankly stared ahead, redness seeping into the plush pillows of her cheeks just beneath the fur. Twilight watched as slight steam seemed to pour from her nostrils, like the gears and chains of her brain were simply straining far too hard in that moment. Rarity immediately went back to looking through the scope, nearly shoving the eyepiece into her socket to capture every last photon of light streaming through it. 
“Tell. Me. EVERYTHING~! Look at them, they’re positively adorable! How wonderfully unusual! Which one is the mare in the relationship? OH! Is it Anonymous? Has he finally shown his soft side to somepony?! Do they go on romantic walks together?! Do they write poems confessing their deepest love?! I simply must know Twilight!” Said Princess lept into action and clamped her hoof over the speeding designer’s mouth, pulling her away from the spyglass in a jerk of terrified motion.
“RARITY SHUSH! Somepony might hear!” She yipped and held the mare in place until her jaw stopped flapping in vain attempts to speak, her excitement still riding a wild line.
“Look, this is a delicate and personal matter! I don’t need everypony in town knowing all about this and getting involved!” 
“As if telling your dearest friend will do any harm! Besides, this matter requires an experienced handler! A mare familiar with the beautiful dance of romance and affection!”
“Wha- I know about that stuff! I know all about it!” Twilight spoke but no one heard her, instead the silence of birds chirping and leaves falling answering her assertion. Rarity sat transfixed on the romantic pair as they chatted and ate, driving doubt into her purple pal’s heart.
“No offense Dear, really. But your idea of romance begs for some practical experience. A stallion is a simple creature but a lady cannot court them on theory alone.” Twilight’s utter indignance fell on Rarity’s deaf ears, especially when the older and supposedly wiser mare interrupted her before the Princess could speak.
“Ooooh I simply cannot believe what an appealing couple they make! Such a queer pair to come together! Tell, tell, tell Darling! Which is the mare in the relationship? I want to guess it’s Anonymous, but I just can’t be sure from this vantage!” Twilight sighed in defeat and rolled her eyes, likewise unrolling her notes from their buckled satchels and unfurling them in the sunlight.
“Ugh… Derpy has been the submissive party for the duration of my observation. He’s taken on the stereotypically passive position in the dynamic.” The snow-white unicorn didn’t reply for several seconds, making her studious companion scowl. 
“Derpy’s the mare.” She quipped, earning a flash of excitement from the posh pony.
“Dearie me, how fantastic! How absolutely fantastic! Now that you say it, it’s so apparent in how they act! I never knew Anonymous could be such a passionate and giving lover!”
“He’s certainly giving. I can tell you that.” Twilight grumbled, muscling into the telescope and pushing Rarity off the treasured gateway to titillation. 
“See, Anonymous is both taller and wider than Derpy. So it seems logical he would naturally be dominant.”
“Mh-hm~? Do go on!” Rarity hummed and bit her lip in pleased bliss, letting the delightful imagery wash over her thoughts. Strapping, young, fertile stallions reserved for one another, rejecting society’s demands of them in favor of the purest love. Powerful figures of action and capability dedicated to one another, satiating their need for control and domination in turns night after night in the most steamy, raunchy and depraved intercourse Equestria could imagine.
“He’s lifted him quite easily in the past. Both for sexual and nonsexual reasons. So it’s safe to say he’s much stronger than the average pony.”
“Ooh~! You don’t say?” 
“Derpy meanwhile has totally abandoned almost all his typically masculine traits around Anon. He smiles more, he flags more and he is always in contact with him when he can be.”
“Oh! Like newly weds! How traditional!” Rarity squealed with her a clap of her hooves.
“Tell me, do they make love just as I imagine it? Do they fall upon one another under the moonlight and kiss deeply? Do they intertwine like the strings of silk sheets and become one?” Twilight huffed at such unclear and vague vocabulary, gladly listing off her knowledge despite the rather strange obsession it implicated her in.
“Derpy almost always initiates it. There’s a ninety-five percent chance they’ll engage in penetrative intercourse if Derpy presents himself.” Technical jargon deflated the romantic equine somewhat, but that didn’t halt Twilight from continuing uninhibited.
“Anonymous is the more experienced partner. Derpy’s more of a… let’s say ‘free-form’ kind of pony. Lots of grinding and nuzzling. He's also rapidly acquired the slang terminology for male anatomy from Anonymous and often goads him into a mating session with such vocabulary.”
“He’s in love, Darling! Can you blame him for ravenously craving the flesh of his soul mate?” 
“Definitely affectionate.” Twilight answered somewhat disinterestedly, far more focused on zoning in on the two of you exchanging laughs. Rarity leaned in close to Twilight’s ear, radiating heat pouring off her face as the subtle arousal grew in her belly.
“Am I safe to assume that Derpy… stimulates Anonymous?” 
“Like you wouldn’t believe.” Twilight answered with a strange pride in her voice, leaning away from her equipment to shuffle through her notes.
“See, I was originally unclear as to why Derpy would find the act so enjoyable. While there’s no way to measure sexual satisfaction in a strictly quantifiable way, you can definitely… hear that he enjoys anal penetration quite a bit.” Rarity cringed somewhat as Twilight held up pages upon pages of notes, some stained with drool, others coffee. 
“Darling, don’t you think that… ’anal intercourse’ sounds a bit stuffy? I mean, surely they don’t call it that?” 
“That’s what it is. Look at this diagram, here.” Twilight pointed to a cut-away of a stallion’s internal anatomy, a rude drawing of a human’s shaft interpose on top of the relevant tubing and guts.
“See here? I had to do some guessing with Anon’s exact shape and length, but it seems that the human penis runs almost directly into a stallion’s prostate when penetrating him through the anal canal.” Rarity once again recoiled from such medical terminology, but she and Twilight both were still rather enraptured by the lurid, dirty analysis. Never had either one of them been a position to have such a frank discussion, their deep and obscure fantasies of madly mating stallions finally made real in the dirtiest manner possible.
“Which essentially means Anonymous hits Derpy’s most sensitive spot on every thrust. Especially if he’s particularly forceful, I’ve estimated that the sensation is very similar to vaginal intercourse! So really it’s no wonder that Derpy’s always asking for Anon to plug his juicy pussy, it probably feels fantastic!” Both of them felt a pang of need run through their bodies, opposing slits of alabaster and indigo gripping at the cool air surrounding their groins.
“Goodness… y- you think it would be the same for a mare? That he would also… strike her sensitive spots?” Twilight swallowed dryly and ran her eyes over the diagram once again, nearly leaning forward and licking it.
“I- in theory. I mean, the G-spot is in a similar area. And some mares have actually reported quite powerful stimulation from-”
“What’re you two doing?” Another voice cut through the haze surrounding the two, shocking them out of their skin and cutting off the arousing energy like a guillotine. 
“GAH! Fluttershy?!” Snapped Twilight as her document rolled back up into her magic, the sharp reply to the intrusion making the poor naturalist mare cower in terror. 
“OH! Sorry, sorry! Were you bird watching? Oh fooey! I- I knew I should’ve just kept walking!” The butter-colored sweetheart hid behind her mane and refused to be addressed, nearly passing out entirely when two ponies raised their voices at her simultaneously.
“What’re you doing here?! Why is everypony in town walking in the woods right now?!” Twilight cried to the heavens as Rarity snuck back into the telescope, satisfying herself with the alluring and romantic scene. Fluttershy was just barely able to regain some of her composure, keeping her eyes to the ground in a show of submission.
“Oh, me? I come out here to get away from everypony… but then you guys were here. So I thought I should… ask you to leave.” Fluttershy finished her sentence, but didn’t seem quite invested in the words coming out of her mouth. Quickly she found herself focused on the strange scene before her, the motley setup unusual as it was interesting. Especially when Twilight seemed to purposely tuck away her papers and pencils and Rarity was so unnaturally fixated on something. 
“Look, I don’t mean to be rude. But I’m doing some important research here, Fluttershy. I won’t be bothering you.” 
“I’m not.” Rarity added with a snickering grin, one that earned Twilight’s most intense glare. 
“So… is it bird watching? I’d like to see some birds? If that’s okay.” 
“Oh absolutely, Dear! Come, come! Look through here!” Rarity tugged the bashful pegasus forward with her gentle blue magic, the delicate little thing peering through the glass with a somewhat excited effort. Twilight simply sat back and waited for the party crasher to succumb to disappointment, her wetting nethers going unsullied by her hoof for the moment. 
“Hmmm… oh… did Anon have a bird on his shoulder? Are you guys… confused what a bird is?” Fluttershy pulled back in confusion, completely unsure what to make of Rarity’s tittering giggle.
“Fluttershy, don’t you know a pair of love birds when you see them?” Apparently she couldn’t discern this strange species Rarity described, for the poor mare couldn’t form an answer to such a strange question.
“Love birds?” Quickly the bird-loving mare ducked in to look again, searching behind, around and in front of the casual pair sat at the cafe. Her ears pinned back in exasperation after a few seconds of desperate searching.
“Is it behind Derpy somewhere? Did they already fly away? I was talking too loud, wasn’t I?” Fluttershy whispered, earning a giggle and a scowl from her cohorts.
“Oh Fluttershy! You’re so delightfully innocent.” Rarity tittered and tossed her mane, bathing in the superiority of having read such raunchy romance novels before. Twilight looked quite similar to Fluttershy in the moment, neither holding particularly amused expressions. 
“Anonymous and Derpy are in love, Darling! Why, they’re on a date right this instant!” The profound confusion settling over the buttery pegasus couldn’t be more visible if she had the word tattooed between her eyes.
“It’s not really a ’date’ for those two. They’ve had breakfast together four times this week.” 
“Why- why- w- why do you know that? Fluttershy stumbled, feeling the walls of this conversation close slowly about her.
“With all due respect, Twilight. But one has to be on more than three dates to know a date when they see one.” 
“Oh. Oh goodness.” Fluttershy shuffled backwards from the two as the tension rose.
“Look, when Anonymous takes Derpy out on a date? They go to the park, they go to the cinema, they go to his house and make dinner. Brunch is not a date. It’s too early in the morning!” 
“Wait, why is Anon taking Derpy on dates?” Fluttershy interrupted with an uncharacteristically intrusive hoof raised, though she very quickly snapped the offending digit back to the ground the moment she caught the mares’ attention.
“They’re in love! Just as I said!” 
“Ok? But… you said Anonymous is a stallion, right? Like… a male?” Twilight nodded, taking some subtle enjoyment watching the process of figuring it all out.
“Is he taking a bet? Oh no- is some awful pony playing a prank on him? I knew we should’ve kept a better eye on him! Oh he’s probably convinced poor Derpy’s a mare and he just doesn’t know any better!” The injection of inadvertent levity brought giggles out of both the snooping mares, for Derpy was indeed ‘the mare’ in some sense. 
“Nothing quite like that.” Rarity clarified.
“They’re-”
“What’re ya’ll doin’?” Applejack’s voice failed to shock the group anymore, as it seemed the entire town was assembled a few feet away and coming in their direction.
“Oh for Celestia’s sake- is everypony out for a walk right now?!” Twilight groaned in the face of her visiting companion, the tangerine colored apple hoarder cocking an eyebrow in offense.
“Well howdy to ya’ll too.” Brilliant green eyes scanned over the unusual scene before them, patching things together out of the myriad parts flying about the scene.
“We were just having a picnic, dear! A little bird watching!” Rarity pat the space next to her, inviting Applejack to sit if she so pleased. 
“Oh? A picnic? Are we still bird watching?” Fluttershy hummed as she took a seat, never one to turn down free food.
“Yeah. Bird watching. That’s what we’re doing.” Twilight grumbled into her hooves.
“The hay you are. Ya’ll spyin’ on poor Anonymous still!” Applejack scoffed and pushed the telescope upwards, restoring some of your private dignity.
“We are not! This is simply the most advantageous perch for catching the swallows and seaguls! And to be honest, I’m offended you would imply otherwise, Applejack.” Rarity’s answer made the frank farmer roll her eyes, a slight breath of frustration escaping her lips.
“Ya’ll only thirty feet from Sugarcube Corner and that thing’s pointed right at the colt. When’re ya’ll gonna leave the poor thing alone?” Suddenly Twilight and Rarity felt rather self-conscious of their hiding place, both of them peering over the slight brush and finding that Applejack was indeed correct. If anything, they were just as visible to you as you were to them whether they were camouflaged or not. 
“Feller’s already ugly an’ gettin’ stared at by every pony in town. Ain’t you learned enough ‘bout him?” Twilight sighed and began to pack in her notes, quickly finding that this wasn’t going her way any longer.
“Oh but Applejack, we just learned the most wonderful thing about him! And Derpy, as well!” Instantly the moisture left the friendship Princess’ throat. Her entire body locked like oil pouring from a running engine, the joints in her legs and spine grinding to a shrieking halt.
“Rarity-”
“They’re homosexuals!” Rarity proclaimed far too boldly, nearly alerting the cafe to their presence. Twilight’s eyes ran red with thick cords of veins bulging by her purple irises, a gaze that could kill if she so desired it to. Applejack and Fluttershy exchanged glances of indignant confusion, feeling they were perhaps being insulted in a manner they weren’t supposed to understand.
“A homo-what now?” 
“Rarity, we really need to go.” Twilight cautioned the prim and posh mare, but she pressed forward nonetheless.
“See how they share an invisible bond of romance, Applejack? Can’t you feel the love flowing between them, electrifying the air and radiating sweet affection? It’s like a fairy tale! They’re positively adorable together!” Again, Applejack and Fluttershy looked to one another for answers. Only to find still lips and scornful eyes. Unlike the relaxed and reclusive pegasus, the blunt and powerful orchard owner was one to speak her mind.
“Now this has to be the lowest I seen you go, Rarity. Spreadin’ rumors ‘bout Anon like that.” She shook her head in disdain, letting some of the air out of the mares’ ballooning excitement.
“He’s a hard workin’ stallion and a good human. He ain’t a bum and ya’ll oughta’ apologize to him for even sayin’ that!” 
“Not a hobo, Applejack! A homosexual!” Twilight corrected as the last of her things finally packed away and slid onto her withers, a rather drained tone overtaking her voice.
“Is a homosexual like a hobo? Is Anon still poor?” Fluttershy asked from behind the neon colored farmer, feeling her stern attitude was a proper shield for this confusing situation.
“He ain’t a hobo and he most certainly ain’t no ’hobo-sextant’ like ya’ll sayin’. The colt was on my farm yesterday with Big Mac all day! They was fixin’ up the cider distillary ‘till the sun come down! Now does that sound like a hobo to ya’ll?” Twilight suddenly felt the intense need for calming alcohol to run through her veins, the throbbing pathways in her brain far too encumbered by this long-winded lesson she was failing to teach. 
“A Homo-sexual. He is a stallion that is romantically attracted to other stallions! That’s what we mean!” Applejack laughed at the idea almost immediately, instantly dismissing it.
“Feh! Ain’t no such thing, Twilight!” She said with a grin, bopping the studious nerd on the chest.
“How in Equestria can you have a stallion and another stallion like that? That don’t make no sense at all!” She chortled and fixed her gaze on you, suddenly feeling the blood rush from her face. She quickly flashed back to the evening prior in the barn, her brother hung up in the sweltering piping and metal and heat of the distillery barn. She pushed the door open gently to check on the both of you, offering cool mugs of icy water to quench a working stallion’s infamous thirst. 
But you were there, alone, with her brother… shirtless. Sweating, half naked, alone, where not a soul could see or hear you two. And if you were a stallion that saw other stallions in a romantic light, perhaps that logic could extend to other things romantically inclined ponies might do. The very idea forced her to stop talking, forced her to break out into an uneasy sweat and drop a bowling ball in her gut. Before any of the mares could speak up, she was moving toward the two of you stiffly as a wind-up toy.
“For some reason, everypony always assumes I’m a bad singer.”
“Are you?” You asked the plush little stallion sitting across from you, long-since finished with your coffee and simply indulging in his company.
“Somepony said I had perfect pitch, once. I’m not really sure what that means, but it sounds good! I remember getting lots of prizes when I was singing in the Cloudsdale Choir. But I also got in a lot of trouble for blowing up the rec center we met at.”
“How in the hell did you do that, Honey?” 
“Well, you know how gas and gasoline are both just called gas? I got a little confused when they told me to start the gas heater at the Hearth’s Warming Eve party and-”
“ANON- howdy there how ya’ll doin’?!” Applejack snapped in your ear loud enough to make it ring, knocking all sense and concentration out of your skull with the force of a hammer. Jumping hard enough to nearly knock the table over, her presence stopped the conversation surely as a bullet to the leg. 
“GHK! Heeeeey Applebutt! What’s up?!” The answer you gave was rather hostile from the start, allowing you and her to meet eyes. Immediately you were put on the backfoot by her appearance, several signals apart from her suddenness sticking out to you. The mare shook and trembled like she had just ran full speed from a ghost in the woods, her mane sticking out in wiry strands of freakish strain. Her powerful legs were locked stiff as tree trunks and quivering with strength, visibly prepared to kick or run or whatever was required to defend herself. Her eyes likewise stuck to you with an unmoving and uncomfortable quality about them, as if they were trying to bore through your skull and read your thoughts.
“Howdy Anon! Good to see ya! Havin’ that brunch thing I been hearin’ so much about? What’re ya havin’? Flapjacks an’ coffee! Well ain’t that somethin’! Can’t ya’ll make that at home?” Her teeth mashed together in the same manner as a meatgrinder’s crushing cogs would, an uncomfortable tremble creeping up your spine.
“Dude, you’re kinda freaking me out here.” Such a concern didn’t faze the orange beast in front of you, nor did it really calm her down. Instead, she simply mashed her jaws even tighter together and attempted to pass her words through the fencing of her mandibles.
“I just wanted to ask ya’ll a quick question! If ya’ll got the time! You ain’t busy, are ya?” Carefully looking to Derpy, it was apparent he wasn’t quite in on your concern. The stallion was still smiling and nibbling on his crepe, the chocolate sauce of his sugary breakfast sticking to the corners of his lips.
“Suuuure… I got the time.” Applejack regained just enough composure to speak, albeit without ever taking her prying gaze from your face. She searched each little twitch and configuration of your alien appearance, sniffing out any hint of deceit or dishonesty there might be. 
“Just a little somethin’ I heard through the grapevine. Nothin’ serious, but you know how some ponies are with rumors!” She said with a backward sneer toward the bushes.
“Alright?” You said with increasing anxiety about this whole thing.
“I was just wonderin’... well… if ya’ll… See? I heard you was a… hobo- nah. It was a… homo-sextant? A homosextant, they said.” The blood in your veins ran colder as she spoke, for this was something you prefered to keep rather discreet from the public. Especially this public of innocent and rather thick-headed equines. 
“Basically, there was some ponies out there that was sayin’ you like you some stallions… even though you also call yerself a stallion.” A single and heavy bullet of sweat ran down your neck, tightening your muscles like a noose slowly squeezing about your delicate pipes. 
“Ehm-”
“And that’s all fine an’ dandy. Don’t ya’ll let me get in the way of what makes you human fellers happy.” She chuckled and adjusted her expression to a terribly dark mask of penetrating stoicism. The face of an executioner ready and trained to kill for a higher power.
“But you ain’t tryin’ to fiddle with my brother when I ain’t lookin’. Right?” Suddenly the weight on your chest came off and let you suck in a breath of relief. It seems today you would be spared another community turning against you, instead only the normal creep of dirty rumors that flowed through every town in every nation.
“Who? Me? Oh no, no, no. Nothing with Big Mac.” You said with a hand wave and a genuine attempt to sound genuine. Truth be told you were ready and willing to bounce on that delicious stud the exact moment he expressed interest, but he was simple as a rock and straighter than an arrow at his most fruity. The gayest thing you had ever seen him do was scratch his fat sweaty balls and sniff his hoof afterwards.
“I actually got me a marefriend the other day. So this homo business you’ve been hearing about is a bunch of crap right off the bat.” Applejack continued to scan your features for a chink in your armor. Had she known about the dozens of times you had to talk your way out of awkward encounters with furious fathers, aghast brothers and all manner of narrow minded people, she might’ve suspected a lie. But instead the trusting mare blew a whistle of relief, removing her hat to wipe the sweat from her brow.
“Whoo-ee! Now that’s a relief there! Boy-howdy I can’t tell ya how much better I feel already!” You shared her small laugh of amusement, albeit with a rapidly souring frown taking over your face.
“I’ll be darned, Anon. I was really about to come over here and lay ya’ll out for fiddlin’ with my kin! Gracious, whose the lucky mare?” Derpy and you shared a look of bemused knowledge, the squirmy pegasus hiding behind his wings when you answered the curious and adorably sincere pony.
“She’s a real treasure, that one. But you’d never guess in a million years.”
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The Most Curious Case.
Part 2.
”Today Anon and Derpy are deciding to stay in and make an elaborate dinner. Derpy remains in his submissive and feminine role, astonishingly demonstrating talents I had personally never known him to have before this evening. Derpy has cooked and cleaned Anonymous’ house today. At the moment he is wearing his long mane down, unusual for a stallion in this modern fashion climate. I must also specifically note how happy he seems with his role, as he has continuously smiles and humms along to Anonymous’ unusual music. I have never been a fan of his records, personally. But Derpy seems to take great joy in delicately placing them on the turntable one after the other. I am thoroughly enraptured, though I detect-”
”Bing bong!” The chime of the human’s doorbell shook Twilight from her intense concentration, something so jarring and disruptive it could wake a fast asleep human piled beneath his adoring boyfriend. Her view through the window allowed her to spy you rising stiffly from the couch and maintain her perverted little safari. Her compatriot skittered back from the home and teleported herself back to their shared perch clad in fluffy green fleece to camouflage her ultra-visible white fur. 
"Packaged delivered, Darling. Now we wait~." Rarity chirped and raised her fancy opera binoculars to her snout, staring with bated breath for the show to begin. While she had only brought a pillow and her eager attention to the home, the Princess kept a stock of papers and quills and ink wells on hoof. This data proved so vital and engrossing that the neurotic young alicorn took to scrawling at least a page every single day of your fascinating dynamic with your handsome boyfriend. Though most of her notes had recently fallen into the habit of devolving into crude sketches of masculine spires wide stallion flanks, rendering them mildly amusing rather than educational. 
“Who on Earth dares knock on my door?” You demanded with a husky and grumpy heft to your voice. Derpy peered from behind the kitchen wall toward the intruding sound, a wooden spoon held between his teeth and brownie batter dripping onto the floor.
“Hm mmrph mhn?” He mumbled, both golden and brilliant eyes fixed to the unmoving barrier between you and the outside. 
“Not that I remember. Should just be you and me tonight.” You answered to his muffled question, unlatching the lock and pulling the door in to find a most curious sight. Rather than any chatty friend looking to interrupt your rare day off with your boy-wife, a dainty package instead waited on the wood of your stoop. Not a soul lingered about it, as if someone had come and tossed it at your door before making a hasty retreat. Unlike the parcels Derpy handled it was ametuer and bound by pretty ribbon rather than efficient tape, the papery and thin wrapper embracing the contents a delicate and immaculate white that would’ve surely turned brown after being handled for more than a few minutes. You cocked an eyebrow at it as the sweet aroma wafted up and tickled your otherwise content nostrils, filling them with the intense scent of femininity. The specific and tell-tale expression of a fancy mare saturated with perfume, consistently washed and perhaps overly groomed. The satin white paper and pinkish color to the ribbon whispered in not-so-subtle clues as to just who would pull such a stunt, filling your heart with some obscured dread. 
“Babygirl? Did you order something?” Taking the package in your weary grasp and feeling the contents through such thin covering, you could not fathom what would be inside. Such a soft and starchy feel, as if your secret provider had filled it with fresh-pressed linens straight out of the drier. Quickly pulling it into the home and shutting the door with a smart pull, your sweet wife trotted into the room with curiosity written across his silly face. 
“Not that I remember. I’m not supposed to take stuff from the sorting room, even if it’s for me. But I would remember something like that…” He added as you sat on the couch, following closely after and hopping up to meet you. His apron dragged some residual cocoa onto the cushions, but with such a plump and warm body depressing the cotton seat you could forgive him. The stallion felt his heart twist somewhat at your askew and skeptical expression, a look that said this package somehow offended you. 
“Hm… I don’t suppose you’ve been talking to Rarity at all?” Your boy-wife would have been more keen to answer had you not been such a mesmerizing thing to look at. Pulling the brass letter opener from the coffee table and deftly cutting the binding securing the little bundle, your easily distracted lover crossed his eyes and breathed deeper watching your unique musculature flex and work. 
“I talked to Applejack the other day. She said she wanted to meet your marefriend real soon! But I told her you guys broke up.” You shot him a wry glance as the paper unfolded itself with the slightest suggestion from gravity, revealing tightly folded and prepared clothing of the most odd composure.
“Oh yeah? Why’d you go telling her that?” Derpy shrugged and held onto the smallest little grin as he snuck closer to his warm and firm human husband.
“Well… I know you said it so she wouldn’t yell at you.” He said quietly, as if whispering to you in a crowded room. 
“But thinking about you with… a mare? I didn’t like it.” He admitted as you carefully unfolded the little parcel, each piece of fabric so compressed together the articles came apart like rigid puzzle pieces. He and you stared in awe as each little bundle painted increasingly clear pictures of Rarity’s intent, though your expression gradually soured instead of brightened. 
“She wasn’t real but… I don’t like it. You’re my husband. I don’t wanna… share...” The winged wife’s voice trailed off as you unveiled the newest additions to his increasingly feminine identity, each parcel more suggestive than the last.
A skimpy little shirt meant only to accent the curve of the chest, for it was far too small and thin to provide modesty. Likewise, the embroidered Kiss me~! suggested nothing wholesome would accompany it. Microscopic shorts came next, so thin you could see through them and tailored such that a filly would struggle to wear them modestly. All you could imagine them doing was outline Derpy’s marvelous and round backside, especially with a rather beguiling port stitched into the rear in the shape of a heart. Your stallion’s heart nearly stopped when you inspected them fully, his mind already latching onto the articles as perfect and pure pieces. Surely, when dressed in such suggestive clothing and properly parading himself around for you, there would be no way you could resist his will. Obedient and loyal and affectionate as his human husband was, it thrilled him to no end imagining how pretty and sexy and wild it would feel to be clothed so scandalously. 
“Jeez… who makes this crap?” You grunted in disbelief, a quartet of frilly white socks capping off this useless work-out dress so kindly provided to you. Were Derpy less versed in the dynamics of human arousal he might’ve truly believed you were offended by these contents. But the manner in which your groin tented upwards and tilted the other bundle of folded clothing clued the goofy little equine into your thoughts. Just as he was imagining being held down and made a squealing, moaning mare in these clothes, you were dreaming of doing much the same. Humans were tricksy things that never fully revealed their thoughts, but Derpy knew better than to trust your rational mind over your primal instincts.
“It’s cute! Don't you think I'd make a cutie-pie wife in that?” The gray pudge snatched the shorts from your hands before they could be thrown across the room, holding it tight to his chest like it were some precious treasure. Surprised by how quickly your stallion could move, you turned your head to better address his little question. By doing so, you quickly found your lips and his touching with a static zap of excitement that Derpy quickly took advantage of. He folded in on you, pressing his weight into your face and demanding you catch him with your mouth, lest he fall straight across your lap. It was certainly an effective tactic in throwing off your train of thought.
“Mmmh… I know you like a cute pony wife~. I'd wear anything that made you love me more...” Derpy hummed, kissing your cheek and staring into your eyes with a smoldering need and yearning bubbling up to the surface. He could see the levity of a casual evening melt from your expression and slowly replace itself with the serious and hyper-focused thoughts of a man ready to show his vulnerable affection.
“You’re distracting me, Babygirl. And who said I need some frilly clothes to love you?” You grunted, stroking his silky soft cheek and kissing his nose. Derpy whined in response and accepted each little molecule of your attention with ditzy glee. An expert in the art of beguiling human males into breeding him, Derpy gyrated his backside about to catch your attention, his heart soaring when he saw your pupils dilate and fixate on his needy rump. 
“Don’t you wanna see me in this, Anon? I mean, if cute little stallions make you excited? You'd probably pound my butt until all my brains came out with all this stuff on~!” Derpy spit such dirty words with a purity that drove you mad. A quick blush exploded across your face and sucked out any serious intent you could’ve had. The pegasus knew he had you in his hooves, but enjoyed the soft pliability of an eager male so much he simply had to toy with it.
“I’m just… worried that some people out there might get wise to this.” You added with a shaking voice that signaled how divided your attention had become. 
“You don’t want ponies to know how good you breed me? How well-behaved I am for my big, sexy human husband?” Derpy tittered and slinked away from you, his tail lifted and his wings spread wide like butter across toast.
“Not everybody out there is as… accepting as us, Derpy.” You tried to caution him with a genuine sense of reality, for it had been something constantly nagging you in your old life back on Earth. Things could always be different in Equestria, but given your less than amicable experiences with some past “friends” and family, the idea of going public with all this made you nervous. However much you loved Derpy, it wasn’t worth becoming a social outcast on top of being a sole member of a strange and alien species. 
Apparently, your boyfriend disagreed.
“You don't know that, silly!” He replied with a giggle, hopping off the couch and striking a playful stance with his new ensemble clenched in his wings. 
“Who cares what other ponies think? It's not like they can make it illegal for me to give you kisses all day and night. If I can make you happy that’s all that matters, right?” It proved argue with such a cute and confident little thing, especially when his chocolate-dusted apron slowly grew outwards with a veiny and dark shaft pressing against it. The stallion drank in the feeling of predator eyes tracking his every move, your gaze so lusty and hungry and revealing that Derpy knew without a doubt you were weak and suggestible.
“Derpy… I-” He cut you off by bolting for the upstairs bedroom, clopping aggressively and nearly smashing his face directly into the wooden steps. It surprised you to see him scrape his hooves across the floor with such vigor, as the sound was like a barrel full of nails rolling downhill. 
“I'm gonna go out and tell the whole town about us, then! With this pretty outfit they'll totally understand why you love my big butt so much!” He threatened you with such a good time that your mind was simply left befuddled and spinning in place. For reasons beyond your own knowledge that threat got you to stand and go after him, though not with any alarm or drive to your step. 
“What on Earth are you doing, Sugar?” You called after him shortly before the bedroom door slammed shut and several harsh knocking noises rang through the ceiling. He didn’t immediately respond whilst you climbed the stairs, leaving in confusion until you pulled at the bedroom door handle and found it vainly clicking against your palm. 
“Wha- hey! Derpy?!” You barked at the sealed door, the shuffle of clothing and the bouncing of hooves against the floor the only answer to your complaint.
“I’m getting dressed, Anon! Gimme just a minute!” He squeaked as he shimmied and wiggled and pushed into his new clothes, the grip of such soft and aromatic fabric turning his heart into a racing engine of excitement. You pulled at the lock with increasing alarm only for it to fruitlessly jiggle in its brass housing. 
“Derpy?! Whatever you’re thinking about doing, just hold on!” Derpy ignored your advice and the rattle of a human rabidly trying to jerk the door open, especially when the shorts so oddly tailored hugged his butt perfectly. Stretchy and permeable fabric wrapped about his buttocks in just such a way that his cheeks begged to get free, bulging out of every little fold and opening that was available. Examining himself in the mirror, Derpy marveled at how plump and health it made his legs appear, his belly and his hips looked perfect for grabbing, groping and pounding for hours on end so far as he could see. A special little pouch for his hefty gonads squeezed them gently so they wouldn’t jiggle and sculped his heavy sack into a pert little bundle perfect for kissing. It reminded him of mares that would dance in leotards back in his schooling days. The stallion remember their motions seeming so ghostly and ethereal, like something that no physical pony ought to be able to do. Now in his adult years the pegasus was finally reaching that same level of beauty and grace, but layered beneath a heavy overtone of goading a human into worshipping his plump, equine body.
Best of all was certainly the rear-end of the shorts, where his puckered and muscular opening showed through a port lined with reinforced stitching. It was wide enough to display the valley of his mountainous cheeks coming together, a heart-shape inviting wandering eyes to settle on his milking and squeezing hole. The elastic grip on his rear touched off the wiring in his mind you had been building up over the last month, pathways of submission, desire and lust racing through his simple little mind like rockets through the darkness. He curved his back and presented for the mirror, stiffening his meaty shaft further with his own depraved display.
“Ooooh wow… Ponyville will love seeing this~! They’ll be so jealous you get all this stallion to yourself, Anon!” Derpy giggled and slipped into his lacy little socks while you sweat and pulled at the door, already dreading what the goofy little wife might do if he got free. In the quickness of the situation, the otherwise sensible portions of your mind that could plan and reason were taken from their position at the forefront. Now you were operating on a barely-concealed desire to breed and a very obvious desire not to see him parade around town. Knowing how little logic or reason hampered Derpy and his silly mind, there stood a good chance that he would indeed publicly flaunt himself if it meant getting more of your attention.
“Gah! Derpy, just listen to me! Please don’t do anything stupid, alright? I just-” 
“Nuh-huh, Mr. Anon!” He interrupted, trotting closer to the door with his absolutely scandalous outfit, preparing for a wild chase.
“I love you and that’s that! I want the whole world to know I love you!” He said all this with pride and confidence in his voice, something so reflective of his unhindered personality that it made you blush. He was so demanding in this instance, like a mad emperor so convinced that their madness was just that no one could hope to reason with them. Hot as the idea of parading him around might have been, the potential backlash was so (potentially) vile it filled your heart with fear.
“Derpy? Look, I'm sorry if I came off the wrong way with what I said. Please, please, please don’t run into town with that on?!” Several moments of silence passed, only broken by the gentle and muffled sound of Derpy’s hurried breathing. He giggled behind his hoof and flexed his legs in preparation for the madness to begin. 
“If you can catch me, I won’t!” He said before bursting through the door and skittering down the hall. You fell back from the sudden explosion of motion and energy, though the sight of a bubbly pony bum bouncing down the stairs quickly revived your attention. Fighting to your feet and running after him, you saw the pudgy equine making for the door with a taunting trot that sent every one of his assets into motion. Fighting through your masculine urge to gawk at such a beautiful thing and rapidly descending the stairs, the chase started in earnest when Derpy felt the presence of a thundering frame behind him. 
“Oh no you don't!” You snapped with arms reaching toward him and the pillowy handles of his hips. You instantly became hyper-focused on said hips and how incredibly they filled out his new shorts. Mountainous, bulging, full, soft and fertile were the words that flashed across your thoughts when confronted with such a beautiful posterior. Pretty, prissy and smooth lines flowed so elegantly down his body and wrapped snuggly about the lewd curves of his balls for perfect contrast. Such a perfect mixing of the sexual and the beautiful, combining the dirty pleasure of a stallion’s ass with the refined delight in high art. Motivations for greedily snatching him in your arms were now confused and stirred up in your thoughts such that he easily dodged your first grapple and made a break-neck turn back toward the interior of the house. 
“Good try, handsome! But you gotta be quicker than that!” He giggled with a cheerleader’s absurd enthusiasm, watching as you tripped over yourself trying to stop dead and switch directions. Derpy sashayed more than he fled from you, taking the time to clench and relax his bountiful buttocks in their new garment. His tail whipped about to flash his needy and flexing hole, a puckered and silky soft beacon that he could feel you staring at. The stallion adored watching it completely disable his human lover, for each time you caught sight of his well-loved “pussy” your brain had to reset its entire operation. The pegasus disappeared behind a wall, thus allowing your more rational thoughts to take control.
“Rrrgh! When I get my hands on you I’m gonna spank the fire out of that butt!” You threatened as you went after the devious little creature. 
“Oooooh! I’m so scared! Help, everypony! Mr. Anon is gonna spank me~!” His voice led you toward the kitchen pantry, an otherwise uninteresting place now harboring a fugitive from justice. Sneaking on bare feet was easy enough, but throwing open the door and grabbing him surely was entirely up to luck. Yellow fluff and gray were expected sights, but the roundness of a presenting backside clad in plastic-wrap tight shorts surprised you quite a bit. Likewise the winking of an excited and musky pucker distracted your simple mind long enough the supple cheeks to sleep away unmolested.
“Butt attack!” Derpy called and knocked his prodigious cheeks into your knee the moment you ripped the door open, nearly collapsing your entire posture into the floor before bolting out of the kitchen.
“GAH! You squishy little demon!” For some reason, laughter was coloring your words. The undeniable thrill of playing with a lover, of enjoying time together with them and being teased so effectively was just what you needed in this time of seclusion. It had been so long since you just lived your life as it once was, revealing things long since buried by your own isolation in this foreign land. To have it all yanked out and forced to dance and giggle and relax struck a chord.
“I’m getting closer to the doooooor~! You better stop me!” Derpy called from his position behind the couch, the crouched stance showing off just how voluptuous and tempting his butt had become since someone took interest in it. He too was benefitting from the tremendous energy in the home, expressing himself in the most open sense. He needn’t filter his words or restrain his giddy actions- if anything the less he did so the more he was rewarded with your attention. His heart was booming in his chest, throbbing with the glorious sensations of freedom, affection and excitement. Never in his life had he felt pretty and desired and lusted after. He was an object of obsession, something bigger than just a simple pony that no one paid much attention to. He was your mare, the center of your love and desire and the victim of your sexual appetite. Just thinking about it all in the brief reprise of the chase made his needy shaft pulse and push against his restraint of spandex rapidly soaking with musty sweat.
“I’m gonna open it up~! I’m gonna show everypony my boyfriend-butt if you don’t catch me!” He taunted again and spelled his doom. Though you didn’t need to search too hard for a chubby pegasus in the simple living room, you did take your sweet time creeping up on him. Derpy had no idea that you had come so close so quickly, thus when the words left his mouth and you vaulted over the couch like a griffin swooping down on helpless prey the stallion found himself pinned.
“The hell you are!” You growled and fell upon the wiggly equine with a savagery never seen in that house. Both arms gripped about his barrel and braced like steel girders against his half-shirt, preventing any hope for breaking free. Curling your powerful hands up and behind his head locked the full nelson tightly about his upper half, allowing his wide bottom-half to kick and squirm and wiggle against you.
“Eee~! Oh no! You got me!” Your boy-wife giggled, thrashing and bucking and interjecting said resistance with unsubtle grinds against your groin.
“Please don’t punish me! I know I was bad, Daddy~!” He groaned it more than spoke it, leading your mind down a single and focused track. It was impossible to shake the energy and halt your momentum of thought from the dirty, raunchy place it was very apparently going. Holding your warm, soft lover in your arms, feeling his heft against your chest, breathing in the intoxicating aroma of his body curled the mental hooks into your mind with agonizing slowness. Derpy was working his magic with a surprising skill. As much as you could manipulate and control Derpy, he reflected that ability right back when it suited him. He knew well enough that talking dirty, begging for your attention and presenting so brazenly would instantly dissolve your will to resist. Any disobedience meant time away from your baby-girl, your cuddle-buddy, your handsome subby-hubby. 
And when he snapped his lips to yours and moaned softly, that confirmed he knew very well what he was doing.
“Mmmmmnh… nnnf… I love you~.” He hummed into your face as heavy and hurried breaths rushed from your mouths and mixed in the tight space between snout and nose. You could feel his racing heart against your forearms, his rising and falling chest rhythmically goading you to ease your grip and once again be gentle. Your little treasure could take being manhandled, but the relaxation you felt when loosening your grip was simply heavenly.
“I love you too… Baby-girl…” You answered huskily and pulled him into another kiss, morphing the stallion from his normal state right back into his female frame of mind. The most you should have done was be gentle, take things at their surface value and only breed for pleasure. If either of you had the strength to fight the unbearable attraction rushing between you two, that was an option. But when Derpy bit his lip and pressed his hole against your groin, wetly grabbing at your bulge like he was starved for your girth, it was inevitable that this would be a thorough, intense and comprehensive encounter that would consume the entire evening.
Meanwhile, the tree just before your house rustled and oozed with a duo-fold leak of sticky fluids. Passerby attributed it to either a very sick bird or some magic anomaly they wanted nothing to do with. The pair within were graced with the inattention from the village, but they were likewise graced with the most perverted, depraved and delicious show they could have ever asked for.
“Ooooooh my goodness~. Holy sun. This is so hot!” Twilight hissed as her legs pulled together and pinched at her engorged lips. Her binoculars had become so foggy that it was difficult to see the action through them, but her hyper-fixation had commanded her to never look away. The mares' diabolical plan had worked so flawlessly that some parts of them worried the subjects might’ve caught on and were only humoring them. Rarity was likewise utterly transfixed by what had unfolded, her own sex so excited and wet that she threatened to slip right off the rough bark of the branch she and the Royal shared.
“Nnf~! What romance! What a dynamic~! Oh it makes a lady swoon just at the thought of it! Oh if only I had known how passionate Derpy could be!” She said far too loud for Twilight’s taste, though neither had the wherewithal to stop for a single second during the encounter. Besides, the slipping croaks of hoofs gnashing at dripping vaginas blended all their noises together into a low din of chaos. While the considerate and detail-oriented mare kept her motions smooth and deep to edge her toward the peak, Rarity rapidly swiped at her clitoris and spread herself wide with aggressive plunges of sexual depravity. 
“Rrrph~! Kiss him again! Kiss him- therrrrrrrre we go~ Oh yeah, that’s some serious friendship right there! By the sun I love when Derpy grinds on Anon like that! He wants it so bad you can feel it!” Rarity let out a strained half-laugh between hurried strokes at her nethers. A particular squeak of pleasure followed a thin jet of release from her pulsating and pink lips that fell to the grass below with an audible tone.
“The accents, the lines, the fit- it’s all so marvelous! I could’ve never imagined my work sparking such feelings in me, but oh Celestia~! I almost wish I could pin that stallion down myself!” They huffed and stifled their noises with teeth wrapped tightly about their free hooves, shamelessly enjoying the show of two soul mates expressing their affection. 
“Why are you afraid?” Derpy hummed between deep and wet kisses, his eyes so hooded and obscured he seemed to have fallen into a dream-like state. You weren’t much more composed than your equine boy-wife, thus it was far easier to get the truth out of you.
“I… I don’t want them to take you away.” You admitted, stroking his long and silky mane with combing fingers. He cracked an amused smile and writhed against you, the grip of human strength far too secure and comfortable to desire freedom from.
“I don’t know what ponies think of… people like us. I don’t want them know and drive you away.” Derpy giggled despite your deathly serious tone, casually letting out the prettiest, sluttiest purr he could. 
“Anon… it'll take more than Ponyville being a bunch of fuddy-duddies to get me away from you~.” A hard and prolonged press into your undercarriage solidified his promise, likewise making several connections in your brain fire off like rockets in the night.
“I have a right to love. Even if I love a big, handsome human like you. And no matter what happens I will always be there for you. Whether you need a hoof to hold or a butt to nut in.” That such a silly stallion could be this coherent and this true with his words was nothing short of astonishing, especially given his utterly compromising position. You could only posit that perhaps girly, slutty clothes really did suit Derpy and make him feel right in his own skin, for he was so much more confident and outgoing with his intent than you had known him to be. A reward for bravery was in order then, at the very least. A kiss on the cheek, a deep nuzzle into his neck and a powerful grind into his all-encompassing rear.
"I don't know what I did to deserve you..." You confessed into his fur, earning his fluttering wings wrapping about your arms in a greedy bid to hold you close.
"You always deserved this." He said it with so much finality and such authority that you wondered how on Earth a man could ask such a stupid question. Of course you deserved him, just as much as he deserved you. There was no earning the love of another, there was having it and not having it. There was following the course nature programmed into your mind and denying what was good and right. You and him were bound by destiny to be together that reached across the vast expanses dividing Equestria from Earth and man from woman. In retrospect, your concerns were idiotic conjectures before the greatest truths. 
“And... I know something else you deserve. But you gotta let me go, first.” Derpy was gently allowed to break away, though not out of any desire to escape your influence. Hardly a second after getting to his hooves Derpy was pushing on you with his snout, directing his mountain of man into position for his evil plans. You were made to sit up, back to the front of the couch and legs spread wide as a freeway. Your boy-wife delighted in seeing his strong and stalwart human be the one trembling with excitement for once, such a promising platter of male flesh stirring up the thoughts in his mind until all he could think about was the thick, salty taste of his prize.
“What’s your plan, Babygirl?” You questioned breathlessly, feeling rather exposed as the pony pressed his snout ever so gently into your bulge. The mound between your thighs tented upwards with a distinct prominence to it, as if some creature was pressing with all their might to get free. Derpy never knew if it was true or not, but he always found that a hard human cock smelled exponentially better than a flaccid one. Not that your aroma was ever displeasing or even underwhelming, but the stellar heights he could reach with one sniff of your engorged and ready manhood outpaced even the most intense drugs Zecora could create.
“Snffffff… mmph~ I’m going to make you feel so good you won’t ever worry about silly stuff like that again.” He stated firmly and resolutely, his unfocused eyes attempting to zone in on the prize. Soft and dexterous lips pulled and squeezed on your clothed manhood, sending shockwaves of bliss through pants, boxers and flesh alike. The muffled strokes and suggested pressure was just subtle enough to make your body respond, a bucking reflex vainly trying to breed with the pony’s huffing face. His blush was so intense it could be seen through his fur, the clothing so accenting his body making it all the more dirty and raw. He was beautiful on his own, but dressed like a twink on a mission with his hole clenching out in the open, his chest concealed by such inviting words and black spandex hiding just enough of his body, Derpy threatened to turn every male in Equestria into his personal army of enamored stallion-chasers. 
“Show me~.” Trembling hands feverishly did as they were commanded, undoing the needless barriers between the stallion and his love. With jerking and quick motions you finally revealed your striped boxes stained with the overflowing energy produced by a stud like yourself.
“Wait, wait! That’s the best part!” Derpy interrupted and slid onto his belly before your hooked thumbs could remove this last cover. Obediently you pulled your fingers away and relaxed, knowing well enough that no matter what you would be taken care of. Derpy stared dumbly at the knob of flesh crying for freedom, just the tiniest bit of friction standing between his drooling and hungry maw and your masculinity sliding free. The slit had nearly parted around the peak of your shaft as it contorted inside the limited space, a spring-loaded force pressing so firmly Derpy wondered how it didn’t hurt you to be so cruelly imprisoned. 
“Oh wow… Poor Anon~. You’re so bent out of shape in there!” He giggled and ran his broad tongue over the apex of your genital's arch, drawing out the most brutal and husky noise he had heard yet come out of you.
“Rrrrrrrgh~! Baby-girl~!” You snarled and grit your teeth as the overwhelming urge to breed rushed through you. It had been so very long since you lost your cool like this. Once again Derpy’s skilled and soft and enraging mouth was the straw that broke the camel’s back. He so graciously held your sanity in his grasp.
“Aaaaw~... so needy. Do I make you that excited, Anon?” Adjusting himself on the floor such that you could see the curve of his backside, he treated you to the obscured few of his bare pucker squeezing at the thin air in desperate attempts to have something slide inside. You caught yourself staring at the dark ring of flesh, distracted long enough for Derpy to dip in and lace his tongue in between shaft and garment. His hot breath alone was threatening to break your will, such moist and muscular attention exactly what your angst-riddled mind needed to feel functional again. Looping his pink slug about your veiny and pulsing shaft, he pulled it free with a flip of motion that settled it right between his nostrils in a threatening spire. 
“Ah~! Mmph~!” Your wife’s face contorted into many versions of pleasure one after the other when your heft was so present. Smelling it, tasting it, feeling it- all of his senses were being barraged by dick. Human manhood was his world, his being and his insatiable desire. With his face split by the throbbing center of your sex, Derpy simply became beauty. He was gorgeous, sexy and deserving of all the attention that fell upon him. You stared like he was some fertility goddess of divine and perfect affection, a stare he returned to you and the heavy rod pressing him down. How any mare could live without feeling this submissive, this protected and controlled was a mystery to the silly gray pudge. That Derpy could hide in the shadow and the warmth of this strong male made him feel so secure and relaxed it manifested as an addiction. An intense and undeniably dirty craving for your cock to satisfy itself however it wanted with his body. Trembling lips were but one of the many options available, each hole or fold or surface of his body equally willing and equally pleasurable to molest. Huffing the sweaty scent of a man desperate to cum, churning balls brewing potent seed and his own raging hormones, Derpy naturally and peacefully slid back. Dragging your cock across his entire face and resting your head against his lips, his musical voice hummed a single tone of readiness into your shaft.
“Oooh fuck… that’s a good girl~.” The weak and utterly overwhelmed quality of your face filled Derpy with pride, a dangerous accelerant when mixed with his will to please. Your hand stroking against the side of his head, gently gripping him and combing through his mane intensified submission. Now he was being rewarded for debasing himself, the stallion was once again being conditioned to be as flaming and slutty and hungry as he possibly could. His soul was alight with the fires of purpose, nothing in all Equestria comparing to the joy he felt when spreading his lips slowly but surely around your hard and delicious meat.
“Mmmmnnnnnnh…” He hummed as he took you in, sending waves of dangerous vibrations through your shaft and exploding them in your brain. Soft heat encapsulated your most sensitive organ, flooding your poor nerves with the familiar sensation of lewd affection. His wet spittle bathed your cockhead in a broth of lubricating satisfaction that bubbled and flowed marvelously. It took everything in your power not to buck into his face, his languid and considered pace allowing his unfocused eyes to focus directly on yours whilst he worked.
“Aaaugh… Baby-girl you’re so pretty~.” His ears perked at that, the attentive and ultra-focused look in his rolling eyes brought to even greater attention. His descent was slow but methodical, each inch of additional human flesh tickled and licked and sucked before moving onto the next so he could appreciate each tiny detail of your body. The ridges, the veins, the shape and the weight of more and more intruding masculinity triggered the submissive receptors in the pony's brain to fire off, simultaneously making his gripping butthole squeeze and lube itself with steamy slickness. He could watch the primal urges take over your eyes. Flittering from his slurping, gurgling hole back toward his gripping and puckered hole, the sensation of being molested drove him to be yet sluttier. He was being hunted for his sweet flesh and his predator was so ripe to pounce.
“Mmmmnnnaaah~! Ommph!” Your breath hitched when he retracted back and rested your cock on his pink tongue, a jet of rushing pre-cum firing against the roof of his mouth before Derpy hungrily swallowed it again. Muscles tightened and relaxed independently of your own thoughts, the wiring in your brain was being jerked about by this pudgy little pervert. Sparkles clouded your vision whilst he pumped up and down on your rod, bathing the first half of it in the easy and concentrated suckling of an equine’s elongated snout. 
“Holy shit… Baby-girl that feels so incredible~.” Your wife smiled up at you with a beaming twinkle in his eye. Forcing himself down to reward such kind words, the bottleneck of his throat squeezed shapely glans down to size before they could enter. Though practiced, Derpy still wasn’t a master of throating a hulking human’s dick. Thus after a fraction of a second he faltered with a deep gag and slid back. However much you wanted to comfort him with a sweet word, the rush of flesh sliding over your shaft scrambled any coherent sentence into a jumbled language only lovers could understand. 
Your baby-girl knew it meant- ”Go again. Go deeper. Push harder for your husband. Daddy loves it when baby-girl swallows his fat rod.” Something else was repeating the mantra in his mind with the regularity of clockwork. A voice all his own but with an inflection of some other beast entirely. The reclusive slut within was once again put at the proverbial wheel, her ethereal twists and turns numbing Derpy’s discomfort until nothing but the satisfaction of fulfilling his duty remained. He pushed again to swallow your cock, fixated on your face as the bell-shaped end of your manhood slurped past his tonsils.
“GHK~! Haahng~!” You hissed and grit your teeth as if someone had branded your back, a reaction that threw gasoline onto Derpy’s fire. He held you there in his bulging throat, swallowing and slurping and suffocating himself with the most sensitive and intimate part of his husband. It was painful, it was impossible to maintain and it was rapidly bringing sparkles of waning consciousness to his vision. But the inner slut called the shots and would not slow down this wondrous show.
”Suck his cock. Please him, worship him, submit to him. Don’t think about the pain. Hold your breath. Be a good mare for Anon. Wiggle for Daddy. Make him happy, make him horny.” The rambling edict of depravity continued to play in Derpy’s mind again and again with only slight variations to its message, one that the pegasus took to heart. His lungs burned and his jaw ached from the strain of suddenly working himself up and down so carelessly. The clothes wrapped about him were feeding something in his soul, such simple additions magically charging him with the ability and the endurance to be Equestria’s most obedient boy-wife.
His shirt was so soft and loose about his body, amusingly bringing a sensation of utter freedom when he was so unused to being clothed. His socks were hugging tightly about his legs, compressing them and reminding him constantly of just where in life he stood. His position on the hierarchy was clear as day to him and so satisfying. Worst of all were his shorts. The tight and breathable fabric bent and flowed to his body without complaint, contorting and stretching and bringing the sensation of constant attention to his backside. He could feel it as if hands were constantly mushing his buttocks together, constantly kneading and praising them as your hands did every morning and every night. His package was squeezed tight but not restrained, a low hum of pleasure stroking his own masculinity as it grew and leaked through the fabric. Stretched so thin around his pumping and enormous girth one could see it through the elastic material clear as a shadow puppet. The tightening sensation added more and more stimuli that sent him over the edge, that actualized all the feelings that had been blossoming since you two had become an item. He fell to his rhythm with such comfort that he hardly noticed your pubis pressing into his snout. The singular drive to cram more dick into his throat was suddenly halted, bringing him back to a musky, hot and stuffed reality. He couldn’t see your face, but he could certainly feel the ecstasy exploding in your being. 
“Rrrrrgh! MMPH~! W- where did you learn to- hahn~! D- do that?!” You gasped as Derpy thoughtlessly swallowed your entire rod and held himself there for several seconds. For a moment you worried he had passed out sucking your dick, for he was simply so limp and loose and relaxed there hardly seemed to be any life left in him. You were about to say something, gesture toward perhaps calling a recess to the entire thing. But just as the thoughts jumbled together in your racing mind he came back to life and lurched back and forth.
“HAAHN~!!!” You huffed and grabbed hold of his head to try and tether to some form of reality as your soul was rocketed to space. In mechanical and noisy slides your wife’s throat suddenly became a sensationless toy that only lived to serve you. He croaked and gurgled and gagged and moaned around your shaft, pleasing and abusing it all at once without regard for restraint. His noises were so adorable, his insides so soft and the bulge of his throat so prominent that it broke your heart to climax so early. If this moment could last a lifetime it would be a thousand times too short for your liking. He dominated you, he owned you, he was submissive as could be yet he held your love in his spittle-splattered mouth with utter victory. You were helpless against this needy equine and thus fed into his crippling addiction.
“GLRK- Slrk- Sssssslrp~! Aaaaah~...” Derpy fired backward off your orgasming rod and quickly delivered himself a heavy, steaming face full of your love. Thick, creamy and musky batter blasted across his nose, painted his eye closed and soaked his blonde locks with the degrading weight of another man’s fertility. He stared with his un-sodden eye as your cock bulged and pumped out dose after dose of dirty, hot and wet affection for him. 
“Cummmmmm for me~~~ That’s it, Daddy~ You’re so perfect when you cum~!” He groaned and licked up your still bursting shaft, silencing the otherwise rattling noise that fought to get out of your throat. Derpy’s entire face had been splattered, leaving hardly a half inch between the fat and dripping ropes of sperm soaking into his fur. The satisfaction, the heat and the flavor of it all made his own rod fire off in bursts of excitement with watery volleys of pre-cum that soaked through his spandex. Were it any other tailor fashioning such shorts, they would have surely ripped around his mighty mare-breaker of a flare. To say you were drained would be a freakish understatement. Mentally, physically and sexually there was hardly anything left that wasn’t oozing off Derpy’s cheeks and onto his writhing tongue. Your testes felt as if some merciless machine had sucked every last sperm out, your dick so raw that the stallion's breath made it twitch. Your vision returned to normal only when you perceived Derpy standing on his shaky legs, for the waving of his half-hard and stubbornly contained shaft made the light dance in a delightfully eye-catching manner. 
“You alright, Anon?” A soothing and angelic voice cooed into your ear shortly before licking it. Your purpose in life called and you answered, though with some groggy difficulty.
‘Yeah… yeah I’ll live… holy crap.” You grunted and faced toward your warm and sticky wife, kissing him with an affection that only truly married couples could boast. Derpy moaned as your lips connected with his, alternating the once somewhat masculine tone of his voice into a much more submissive and feminine whimper. It wasn’t even a woman’s voice, for that at least carried with it some hints of grace and maturity and restraint. Your loving subby-hubby was nothing but pure sexuality condensed into one pony. Choosing his role, he abandoned any preconception of masculinity. In that moment, for that evening, he was your mare. He became she in an entirely mental sense in spite of the male for she inhabited.
“Babygirl, that was so awesome. I can’t even-” She silenced you with another kiss, stroking your cheek with a hoof as if you were delicate porcelain.
“Shhh… I do it for you, Anon~.” Your wife cooed in the most gentle and caring manner you had ever heard a pony take with you. That such a warm and soft being could be attracted to you, dedicated to you and submissive for you like this was nothing short of a divine experience. You smiled and held her head in your hands regardless of the alabaster glue matting her fur. Nothing a shower couldn’t fix… though there was no guarantee that more mess wouldn’t be added on when the two of you were secluded in a tight basin and sopping wet.  
“See? What’s there to worry about?” Derpy moaned as she smooched your forehead, dismantling every last bit of your sensible mind with her unending assault. You relaxed and nearly lost your grip on her, for everything was simply so wonderful and exhausting and orgasmic it was difficult to be anything but complacent. 
“If only Ponyville knew how hard you made me cum, Anon. Then they’d be begging to watch us~. I bet even old Applejack would wanna watch you put a foal in me~.” The notion did indeed light fires at the base of your mind. Dirty, rumbling fires that smoldered and popped aggressively when you tried to bury them under reason and logic. Even now, the idea of Applejack or Big Mac or any other terribly confused pony watching and being awakened to an entirely divergent love by your shaft pounding in and out of Derpy’s pussy made you hard again. Tired and raw and red from his journey, your meaty friend rapidly stood to his wet and musky call of duty with resolute firmness. Derpy hummed in pleasure at the sight, her muscles pulling instinctually to flex her flank and shake it for your judgment. 
“Oooh… was it something I said?” Your wife tittered and playfully aligned herself with your body, draping your reclined form in her upright dominance. You huffed as the scent of her soft fur and her delicate musk flooded your senses, her turgid and drooping cock pressing against your belly and kissing your lower head in the process.
“Guess you didn’t totally drain me on that one, Sugar.” You answered by licking the equine's nose, earning a giggle and a hump. Her cock pressed into your body and left an obvious, flare-shaped wet spot.
“You’ve got more for me? And you were just gonna keep it all for yourself? I thought you loved me, Anon~!” Derpy bulged her ass for you, holding it up and showing off the rotund mountains of silky fat.
“Jeez… damn right I do.” You answered, grasping onto your delicious and jiggly prize with both hands. The sound leaving Derpy’s sore and ragged throat was caught between a mewl and a gurgle of anticipation, instead sounding like some whorish utterance made by some shameless slut in the throes of passion. Then again, that’s just what it might’ve been. 
“You want a good pounding, Baby? You wanna get dicked down for being such a good mare?” The words rattled Derpy’s soul as much as it rattled her skull, shaking her thoughts about until only the simplest and strongest ideas could break free. She drooled onto your shoulder and let her wings spread wide as sails when the offer was made.
“Y- yes… yes please.” She answered with a whisper into your ear, one made into a loud squeak when you spanked that broad and clothed rump.
“Dressing like a slut and parading around will get you in trouble, Baby-girl.” You threatened with a vice-like grip on her buns, pulling them apart as if you were offering her puckered hole to the world. Derpy writhed and humped more fervently into your chest, begging for something hard and human to stretch her guts. 
“You know I can't help myself when you get like this... You know I won't stop until you're sore and tired and pumped full of my foals.” Your wife jolted and jittered as if someone had sent amps of current through her nerves, a fat blob of pre-cum staining your shirt the wet excitement.
”Yes! Yes Daddy! Please, please, please!” She begged with no hint of restraint, her backside jerking up and down in a lewd and shameless twerk of need.
“Put a foal in me! Nut inside me all you like! Oh please, oh please, oh please just stick it in and ruin me!” You groaned in reply, feeling harder than ever when she was so helpless.
“That’s what you want? You wanna be my little foal-factory wife? You want me to make an honest mare out of you?”
”Yes~! Pump me full! I'm all yours, Anon~! Put all the foals you want in me!” To deny a demand like that would just be rude in your opinion. So you felt no reason not to immediately oblige this little desire of hers. After all, your good wife had just about knocked herself out cold sucking your cock. It would be wise and constructive for a healthy relationship if you made her squirt sticky jets of batter too, just to be fair. She didn't need to worry from that moment forward, as your promise to her was motivation enough to drive a man any distance until his goal was met. You manipulated your wife into the proper position, adoring how when she stood on the couch cushions and leaned over the head of the furniture, her clothing perfectly guided the eye to the most scandalous and shameless parts of her. How her shirt rested across her little back, how her shorts pinched right at the perfect intersection between buttock and thigh and how the window in her spandex so shamelessly communicated her needs. 
Fuck me right here. And fuck me hard. Her heart-shaped window said as it circumscribed her beautiful, plush and winking hole. The sweet bud of puckered muscle and smooth flesh was maddeningly enticing. How it bulged from her smooth and ebony taint like a flower demanding your attention, fighting for attention between itself and her hefty sack below. Like a starving man to ripe and fresh fruit you felt every instinct in your brain spark and crackle with excitement at the prospect of tasting, huffing and feeling her wonderful body. Legs stiff and spine curved for you, Derpy looked back and watched as you gravitated toward her goods.
“So beautiful… Baby-girl, how someone else didn’t snatch you up with an ass like this just boggles the mind.” You accented the compliment with a firm squeeze on her compacted testes, adoring the soft and squishy feel of such a healthy mass. It was really a shame that they were so seldom used, as the mares of Equestria would surely enjoy the massive and delicious loads your wife could produce. But alas they were private property, they were the pressure point you fondled in the bed as she tried to sleep. They were the object of your attention in the shower when you needed something smooth and monolithic to kiss. Derpy squeaked and wriggled in response, burying the notion that any other creature in existence was worthy of her body. It was hers to give and she chose you, that was the long and the short of it. No negotiation, no doubt and no hesitation. Especially when you pulled forward and nestled your nose right against her needy entrance. 
“Mmmmnnnh… love meeeeee~~~...” She begged as you worshiped and debased yourself for her backside. The intense aroma of her sugary and sweet ass made your mind falter like it was about to cut out. Stars popped in your vision as the musky and complex scent flooded your nostrils and exploded in your skull, nearly taking out any logic or control in the concentrated assault. She was so delicious, so aromatic and so addictive. She was your obsession and your goddess rolled into one destructive little body. Licking her, pulling at her spongey hole and stretching it with your fingers was only the most restrained thing you could do in that drunken stupor.
“Oooooh goodnessss~~~! That feels so good~! You're so good at- MMH~! a- at that, Anon~!” She chirped and smeared herself across your face, coating your features in the run-off spittle of your broad licks. Her cheeks squeezed at your nose and stroked your jawline gently as a lamb all the while, their valley shape directing your mouth right where it needed to go. Pressing hard at times buried her grasping pucker in your mouth, suckles and plunging licks exposing the satin pink insides to your attention. At other times you pulled back and spread her with a pair of thumbs, watching as the wrinkle of sealing sphincter opened obediently and showed you her slick depths. She was so delicious and soft it was nearly impossible to stop yourself, but feasting on her pussy would only take her so far. She could cum from this, that much you had tested many times over. But that orgasm would be a drop before the ocean of bliss your manhood could bring her. It was your perversion being satisfied her, not hers. Indulging in your hunger would never fully satisfy the winged matron you had fallen for.
“Aaahn~ Mmmph~ Get in there~. My pussy loves your tongue so much, An-aaaaaahhnnnn~!!!” Derpy quivered and bit her lip as her love button was suddenly pressed. Your fingers had more or less fallen inside her guts and found their mark. She was already so primed to cum, so giddy to get messy and destroy the casual atmosphere of this evening. She pressed back into your knuckles and nearly sank your fist inside her relaxed butthole, simultaneously bringing herself dangerously close to firing off a sticky volley into her shorts.
"Oh Sun! Oh Moon, right there! P- push right there, Daddy~! Oh goodness that feels so good~! NNF! I- I can feel you in my belly~!" She barked and drooled into the couch with a suddenness that made you retreat from her depths. 
“Whoa now, Babygirl! You just hold on there.” The scolding and authoritative words of her husband brought some clarity back to her struggling mind. The boy-wife caught her breath and suppressed her orgasm enough so that only meager little squirts left her pulsing and flexing cock. 
“You know how hot I get watching you cum around me. You know how much you love being stuffed when you squirt~.” You reminded her with hushed whispers, preparing yourself to fill her waiting and infertile womb.
“Y- yes~...” She answered breathlessly as her wings faltered and her leg twitched. So much spittle, sweat and pre-cum had soaked into her shorts that they became even less opaque than before and welded themselves to her cheeks like a second skin, shining with a gorgeous light that would make any male that was honest with himself desire nothing but to drill her into the dirt.
“Don’t ruin it with a little squirt here, Derpy~. I want a mess to clean up when I'm done with you.” You snickered and hooked your sodden fingers in her mouth, pulling at the helpless and quivering pony's cheek and pressing down on her tongue. Derpy snapped to attention as she tasted the sweet and raunchy flavor of her own guts, quickly obliging your little stunt with firm, needy suckles on your fingers. 
“Thaaaaat’s it… it’s all fun and games ‘til a needy mare like you gets too big for their panties.” You scoffed playfully, pressing your sticky, glossy and pumping head against her gaping pussy. Immediately the sensation of cock to butt made her sputter and gasp, her pussy visibly ratcheting open just that little bit further for you. Half your head slurped right inside without the slightest effort, for she was simply wide and wet for you to plow that spire of love right back where it belonged.
“You earned this, Derpy. Just relax and let me enjoy putting my foal in your wide ass, alright?” She nodded and whimpered pathetically for you, swaying her buns side to side and kneading your cock further into her hole. It was impossible to hold off for one more painful second then. With a singular motion you sank forward and found that her guts opened with alarming readiness. It wasn’t like when you first made love to her, when her insides would respond with an involuntary flex that would snap around your cock and pin it in place. As if she had been practicing or had made a deal with some demon for the ability, she had gained near god-like control of her canal.
“Rrrrph~... that’s a good mare~! So relaxed and soft for your husband~!” Your free hand patted her cheeks in praise of her ability, though she couldn't answer your praise with anything other than a guttural and animalistic groan. Derpy stiffened as her body was filled with human meat, her bowels stretching and kneading and expanding around your girth with pleased readiness. She adored how full and heavy and stiff it all made her feel, the iron-strength of your cock making her back straighten and her entire world shift to accommodate it. The discomfort was something she had long since accepted, as it was simply a mark of pride in fulfilling her duty as a wife. Submit to her husband, take his pulsing and turgid cock deep inside your pussy and let him destroy you. Let him pound and plunge and grind however much he wanted until he was satisfied. Then her reward of a gooey, sticky, loving creampie would make all that effort seem like a trivial matter. Derpy had timed herself and boasted a record for holding fresh spunk inside her, a solid thirty minutes and ten seconds standing as her ultimate achievement. 
“Haaahng~ Hnnmph~...” Her eyes rolled in her head and searched about the room for something to lock onto, but it was a fruitless affair each time your dick plowed inside her. Her body was made to focus entirely on you, the presence of your authority inside her vulnerable and soft pussy. Leaking rivers of musky lubricant ran down her pert balls and dripped onto the long-suffering couch below, another feather in its storied cap of human and pony relations. 
“How’s that, Babygirl? You ready for me to go deeper?” You snarled into her ear with half your cock in and half not, her gripping and kneading hole pulling you in like it had some mind of its own. It was difficult not to just stare at such a lurid and fascinating sight, her asshole visibly working and undulating to try and cram itself with more and more cock. You had never seen a hole that refused to be passive and instead actively tried to breed itself. However much you wanted to leave her pussy gaping, steaming and completely destroyed beyond recovery, that was no way to treat a loyal wife. Sinking one millimeter deeper brought squeaks and moans of adjustment from her sore throat, her prickling fur and extending wings telling you she needed just a moment to accommodate.
“Gh- MMMPH~~~!!! Y- yesh! Fill meh uh-, -addy~!” Pulling your finger from her mouth let poor Derpy talk with some bit of clarity, but slowly easing your girth further inside her steaming hot body took it right away.
“Nnnng~... M- my husband~... I love my husband’s dick~...” She huffed and pressed back into your groin, burying the entirety of your shaft inside her. You wanted to indulge in the moment of your unity with her, that tethering between bodies that let souls touch in the most intimate way. You loved feeling her organs shift about you, her little g-spot thumping like a metronome against the belly of your beast and the shudders rocketing up her spine. But something had possessed your mare- perhaps the clothing on her back- and made her more cock-hungry than usual. She was sliding back and forth on several inches of your dick, desperate to feel you slamming it in her stomach. Staring down at her, gently cupping the cushion cheeks that slapped into your groin proved a pleasure to behold. Just as a good wife ought to, Derpy would go to any lengths to please her hunky husband.
“God damn, Sugar~ You want it so bad, don’t you?” Interjecting between her little slaps and jiggling cheeks proved exceptionally difficult. Making words and then forming them into sentences that made any sort of sense was a chore when all your primal lizard brain wanted to focus on was the sweltering bussy wrapped about your prick.
“I waaaaaaant it yessss~... I'm aaaaaaall youuuuurs...” She was moaning her words, turning her speech into a song of pleasure and release and sexual filth. Powerful human hands gripped at the base of her wings, holding her  gently but with a definite reinforcement of her place. She was rocked back and forth to her own rhythm, any injection of your effort only assisting in bringing her back against your hips with more force.
“You feel so good, Babygirl~. Unf, hard to believe I got such a sexy, beautiful wife all to myself~.” The words rumbled out of your chest like a growl, pumping testosterone turning your otherwise intricate mind into a very simple and robust machine. It had one purpose divined to it by the most gorgeous creature to yet cross your vision. Impregnate Derpy, make her full and wobbly and unable to speak. Regardless of whether or not your seed would actually accomplish anything, it was the principal of the matter that most concerned you. She wanted it, she needed it. Thus it was your divine mission in life to deliver that hot load inside her come Hell or high water.
“Ooooooh~ Breeeeed me~! Hold me tight, Daddy~!” She whimpered particularly hard when you planted your shaft as deep as it would go, jostling her hips and spine and skull all at once with one slap of force. She was struggling so badly, feeling nothing but orgasmic bliss and utter satisfaction. She felt so sexy, so loved and so full. It was if the entire world existed somewhere beyond this moment and an entire other dimension had been creature just for this sensation. This feeling of being used and treasured and dominated. Her insides jerked and spasmed around your cock, intricate and delicate mechanisms beaten until you could feel her love-button turn hard as a rock against your head. Sliding back and forth with more rigid and stiff thrusts, it brought you no small amount of pride to hear her audible orgasm squirt and bubble through her spandex.
“Nnnf~!!! Make me pregnant, make me pregnant Anon~!!! Y- you're making me- mmh~!” Her guts always turned so stiff and greedy when she reached her climax. The scent of her orgasm was already flooding your nose as her thick and struggling rod blasted into her shorts. They pulled tighter and tighter against her ass whilst they filled with her seed, the gushing white forcing its way through the spandex before absolutely saturating it. Such a thin filter nonetheless trapped much of the thick fluid and only allowed it to drip free when gravity had finally guided it out of the woven shorts. Five, six and then seven healthy gushes flooded the revealing garment and kept cum rushing over your wife’s lovely cock. She was utterly nonverbal in that moment, the soul leaving her body for a few seconds as you too found yourself reaching a violent peak. Your insides jerked and trembled with the energy of a coming burst, your swinging gonads churning and contracting with rapid production. Looking down at her, holding her firmly by outstretched wings, you rocked back and forth stiffly and brought your bliss to its final conclusion.
“GHRK! Hah~! Ffffuck, Derpy I’m gonna-!!!” The words were impossible to get out as you slammed home inside her and nearly knocked her hips out of place. The force of a horny male claiming her body rattled her bones and sent quivers through her muscles as if a titanic deity had struck her, a surge of heat inside her belly creeping into every fiber of her being. Had you not been completely buried inside her, you could watch your shaft inflate and pump each heavy rope of cum into her womb. Throbbing pressure gushed inside her suffocating pussy and pushed your swimmers deep inside her, planting your seed deep inside her waiting and barren guts. She could feel each little ounce of hot release inside her, the growing weight of your release in her honey pot making Derpy’s legs useless. She nearly collapsed, supporting her weight against your hips as your balls unloaded inside her blasted, round butthole. She gasped and smiled ear to ear as the post-orgasm funk cleared around her, your loosening grip and hurried breaths indicating that she had done it once again. She had satisfied her handsome human husband, been bred harder than any mare in Equestria and lived to tell about it. She knew well enough that the bun in her oven wouldn’t amount to much, but the worming and twisting sensation of having a tight fuck-hole filled with masculine spirit made her instantly hard again. It was beyond a sexual thrill, it was a near-spiritual satisfaction with herself.
“Haahn… aaahn~... Holy shit, Babygirl~.” You fell across her back and took her cheeks in your hands, unwilling to pull out of her battered and loose hole just yet. You wanted to bask in the feeling just a little longer, just that little bit of extra time of being worshiped by a wrecked, grasping and sore canal. She met your presence with a knowing kiss shared with little fanfare. No tongue, no moaning, no intense expression of affection that might be thrown out there to prove something. Just a knowing peck between lovers that fell into a heaving, breathless nuzzle against one another’s faces.
“You’re my world…” You hummed to her, looking into her gilded eyes. She returned the sentiment with more passion than words could ever attempt to match, simply burying her face in yours and wanting to be with you. 
The heat of her body, the warmth of her womb, the smell of her smokey fur-
“Smokey?” You grunted in surprise as the acrid and bitter smell flooded your senses. Immediately your back straightened and Derpy’s head bounced up, both of you looking toward the kitchen.
“OH SHIT!” You snapped as the slightest flames danced from the oven’s door, a thick haze of blackness swirling about the room.
“My brownies!” Derpy belted as well, scampering over the couch with you to address the suddenly very dire situation. In the scramble neither of you remembered how exhausting a breeding like this was, the clumsy pegasus falling straight over the couch and flipping onto his back. 
“Wah- URGH!” He squeaked as he flopped helplessly to the floor. 
"BLRRPT!" The excess pressure forced a jet of syrupy spunk out of his loosened and open hole. You had more luck trying to get to your feet, but quickly your balance was compromised by a trip-wire of your own seed. Falling back and bashing your head into the floorboards crippled you for several seconds, allowing the flames to lick further up the oven as your boyfriend kicked and wriggled helplessly.
“Can’t feel my legs! Anon, pull the brownies out before they burn!” Derpy cried uselessly, the rude and wet noises of his gaping asshole breaking the concentration you might have otherwise had. 
“Baby-girl, it's on fire! I’m pretty sure they're pretty burnt already!” You retorted, holding your head and finally finding your feet. Had you not slipped on another line of alabaster danger, perhaps the pastries could’ve been saved.
The slapstick left something to be desired for your audience, thus they teleported from their arboreal perch and instantly collapsed. Useless legs already suffering from the uncomfortable seating refused to support their weight, several orgasms also annihilating any strength out that they might’ve had. Rarity gasped when the cool autumn air blew across her engorged labia, the sodden opening of her sex now freezing from the wetness rapidly cooling there. Twilight grunted and nearly pressed out the plug seated so firmly in her tail-hole, her magic causing it to buzz until only a few seconds ago. The Princess gathered her thoughts much quicker than the designer, for she had only edged herself to climax thrice during that escapade. With how rapidly and fervently Rarity had been digging at her gash, Twilight worried she might’ve rubbed down to the bone. 
“Oh- dearie me~! Goodness gracious~! I- I- I thought they might never stop!” Rarity whined as she fanned herself with a hoof, her fur so soaked with orgasm and her cheeks blushing so deeply it looked as if someone had sprayed her down with a firehose. Twilight wasn’t much more composed, though she was better at hiding her overwhelming soreness.
“Y- yeah… they were at it much longer than usual… Those new clothes really brings out the energy in those two.” Twilight whimpered, trying to check her notes in the quivering, exhausted afterglow of their voyeurism. Counter to the exhaustive, microscopic and detailed text of her normal notes, there was hardly anything on the pages before her but drawings of dicks, affirmations of lust and drool marks. At one point Twilight had written down Human cock makes good mares cum!!! and Sloppy Stallion slut-holes get big human dick! but nothing else struck her as too informative. This study session proved fruitless then, all she could do was tuck her papers into her saddle bags and limp back home. Of course there would be another day, that much she was already assured of by the dozens of spirited breedings you two had given her up unto that point.
“Let’s get a- unf~! Drink, Darling! I think I lost half my fluids up there.” Rarity tittered breathlessly, her thighs scraping together in a bid to protect her overstimulated sex. Twilight followed with a huff and pressed her tail down against her backside to conceal the lurid sight of her dripping and winking gash.
“I could seriously go for a cider right now. We need to find a way to keep them focused, there was hardly enough ass eating for my taste. Sloppy anal is very nice but Anon is seriously wasting potential here.” The alicorn grumbled to her alabaster compatriot, earning quite a chiding giggle. 
“Oh Twilight. Sloppy is just how I like it~.” Rarity replied with some veil of authority, making Twilight’s eyes roll.
“I guess… let's rendezvous tonight at nine. I've got to catch up on my notes concerning their cuddling dynamics. Derpy's edging toward being big spoon one of these nights and I don't want to miss that when it finally happens!” Twilight added before the thought left her mind, both mares releasing a slight squirt of excitement at the prospect.
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