The Fall of Easter

It had been a hard fight for the two bunnies trying to save Easter. Lire was the only one who seemed to be able to damage Bunny Carlos with his punches, while E.B. was moreso tickling him rather than fighting. Fed up with the cocky bunny’s weakness, E.B. was thrown into Lire, defeating the two bunnies with a single swing of the Egg of Destiny. Not letting up the pressure, he ran to them, jumping into the air and coming down on the two with his hefty rump, causing them to grunt...and moan a bit from the impact. He laughed triumphantly, wiggling his ass a bit before moving off them, seeing their now defeated bodies lying there. 
“Ha! You’re as weak as your father, E.B. Now you and your bunny friend will serve US! PHIL!”
The small chick holding orange batons walked over to the group, partially excited seeing the two bunnies down.
“Y-Yes, Boss?”
“Take your pick. One will have their head on your ass permanently!”
“Oooh! Sir, can I please have E.B.?” Phil asked, with his eyes beaming. 
Carlos laughed, nodding his head.
“Sure you can! I can’t stand weaklings that don’t know their place,” he said, levitating E.B. up with the magic from the scepter.
“Y...You won’t get...away with this...!” E.B. said, thinking to his father and all the others trapped, as well as the Pink Berets who were chocolate-covered statues now. “I...am the Easter...Bunny...”
“Oh? And who’s gonna stop me?” he said, looking to Lire, who was panting a bit, but barely able to stand. “Both of you are spent from fighting me, if you could call it that. At least that one managed to hit me a few times. Your attacks were like pillows! You’ve lost! Now accept it, Easter Fool!”
“N...Never...” E.B. said as Carlos frowned. 
“Then you deserve your punishment. Turn around, Phil!”
Phil giggled, turning around and bending over slightly. Carlos used the scepter to force E.B. onto his knees in front of Phil’s ass, pushing his face against his yellow-feathered rump easily. The small chick immediately let out a small fart, causing E.B. to moan, cumming instantly. He had been defeated, making Phil laugh, and Carlos shake his head, sticking E.B.’s head to Phil’s rump permanently.
“Tough talk from a chick fart-cushion. It only took one to make you cum, fool.  Now you see how pathetic you are,” he said as Phil happily skipped away, farting on E.B.’s face while showing the other chicks his new trophy.
Bunny Carlos’ eyes immediately turned to the lone, black-furred bunny wearing red pants. The look of triumph on his face was clear. He was far more interested in the one that had actually managed to damage him in the fight.
“And then there was you, tough bunny. You tried so hard to fight, but the other weakling held you back the entire time. Now that you’re defeated...what are you going to do? Fight me?” he said, floating around Lire triumphantly. “I assure you...submission has much better...rewards...”
“Submission...?” Lire asked.
“Weaklings like E.B. mean nothing more than an easy win. Had you not been here, he likely would have lost to Phil himself. But you were much more formidable. Someone worthy to be my sleigh-cushion,” he said, grinning while levitating Lire up with the magic from the scepter. “You’ll cushion the new king of Easter as he delivers worms and seeds to all the happy Easter children! HAHA!”
He floated in front of Lire, holding the orange scepter in front of his face. The calming orange light... It flowed into the bunny, relaxing his mind and body. He was confused at first, but the good feelings he felt massaging his body were taking his mind off things.
“I... N...No...”
“Come now...bunny. You know you crave the treatment. You know there’s no point in standing against me... It’s useless... Look into the scepter, and it will tell you the same...”
Lire curiously looked into the egg, seeing images of Bunny Carlos defeating a solo fighting Lire with ease, tossing him around and physically dominating him until he surrenders, then disappearing into a pile of smaller chicks as Carlos walked away, victorious. The image formed in his mind while his pupils turned slightly orange. Carlos grinned, knowing that he was putting the bunny under a spell.
“Do you see? Fighting back is pointless,” he said calmly.
“F...Fighting back...is...pointless...”
“Submitting would be so much better... Look...” he said as a different image formed.
The image in the egg now showed a backview of Bunny Carlos, with Lire bound by his wrists and ankles to his backside, to the cheering group of chicks as Carlos slammed down on the bunny’s body. He knew what came next, even if he couldn’t hear it. But he swore he could hear triumphant laughter from Carlos and the other chicks. The image then showed Carlos loading himself into the sleigh, taking care to sit perfectly in the seat to smother the bunny with his rump. 
Carlos, while showing him all this, had lowered the bunny’s pants, seeing his shaft pulse and even leak a bit of pre. He chuckled as other chicks, including Phil, gathered around. 
“See? Submission would end better for you. Why not accept your defeat and your place...bunny? You were helping the Easter Bunny, no? Well, I’m right here in the flesh... The other is simply a pretender.”
The Egg of Destiny’s power had finally brainwashed the bunny’s mind, making him see Carlos as the true Easter Bunny. His willpower slowly flowed into the Egg of Destiny, sapped straight from his body. He thought nothing more of resisting Carlos’ rule. He had one job: Be a good bunny. And what would a good bunny be without submitting to the King of Easter? A smile slowly came over his face as he nodded softly.
“Y...Yes... I...need to surrender to...the Easter Bunny... It’s my...duty...” he said as other chicks giggled and chuckled, while Carlos grinned.
“Exactly. It’s your duty to serve the Easter Bunny. And you have the most important job of all,” he said, levitating him behind his yellow-feathered rump. “Being the cushion for his powerful backside.”
“I...will be your cushion, Easter Bunny...” Lire said, fully under Carlos’ power.
The bunny-chick hybrid laughed, pressing Lire’s smaller body against his backside, using magic to summon chains binding his body to his hefty ass. No resistance oozed out of the brainwashed bunny’s body. He simply began huffing the Easter Bunny’s scent, appreciating his strong musk and soft cheeks.
“Haha... You’ve made the right decision. Now you get to serve the Easter Bunny...forever! HAHA!” Carlos said, slamming down on the ground powerfully and farting massively on the bunny’s face, causing an orgasm to shoot out of his cock submissively. “You belong to the EASTER CHICK!”
The chicks cheered as Phil farted once more on E.B.’s face, causing him to cum again.
“Excellent! Now that the ‘resistance’ has been taken care of, it’s time to fly! Hahahaha!” Carlos said.
The chicks loaded the sleigh with their ‘gifts’ to the people below, acting as the sleigh’s reindeer while Phil manned the fly zone, using the batons to direct the chicks when to take off. He happily shook his butt as the sleigh was being prepared, tapping his batons against each side of E.B.’s head triumphantly while gassing him once more. Bunny Carlos climbed into the sleigh, sitting in the seat comfortably, pinning Lire’s head under his weight. He felt the small bunny’s licks and sniffs of his backside, chuckling to himself as he grabbed the reigns, ready to take off.
“All hail the EASTER CHICK! HAHAHA!” Carlos said as he farted massively on Lire’s face, feeling the chicks flutter with newfound confidence while Phil directed them up with his batons. 
The exit door opened, and the sleigh took off with the sound of another fart from Carlos slowly disappearing into the distance. Phil gassed E.B. again, chuckling while shaking his butt dominantly.
Easter was never the same again. The once candy-filled holiday was now filled with worms, bird-seed, and an odd scent of chick-musk in the air. Kids and adults alike lost faith in Easter and the Easter Bunny, which was a delight to Carlos’ ears. At the Easter Factory, bunnies had been repurposed, acting solely as chick-cushions. E.B.’s father, the Pink Berets, all of them. Their titles didn’t matter. They were simply relegated to a chick’s backside, becoming more of a casual act. Candy was now a commodity that was produced for the chick’s enjoyment, while worms and seed were harvested for distribution to the masses once a year. Carlos had a golden throne room, with statues of himself in his bunny-form made out of gold. The sight of the two, black-furred bunny legs under him said it all though. The Egg of Destiny showed all the bunny’s adventures and thoughts that he had, but Carlos reshaped them to his design, giving Lire a permanent infatuation with chicks and their scent, especially his. A fart from him would cause the bunny to shoot, regardless of if he was hard or not. Awake or asleep. It was the perfect form of humiliation...for the bunny that once stood against him... 
