Chapter One: Surrender

	A single mare ran across the fields of Unicorn Valley, moving as though her life had depended on it.  She panted, tears falling from her face as she tried to put as much distance as possible between herself and her pursuers.  She had heard of a sanctuary in the edge of the mountain range on the other side of the valley, a place the invaders had not found yet.  And soon, it came into sight, the Miraculous Horseshoe Research Center of Science and Magic.
	The ponies inside quickly and eagerly took her in, but vigorously questioned her.  Like the mare, they too were afraid, afraid of the new power that had risen in Equestria.  Its lust was insatiable and its corruptive power controlled and dominated the ponies, turning the males into colts of lust and power, claiming every female at their property, treating them like nothing more than broodmares.
	High above, in the observation deck of the facility, a handful of scientists, each wearing a lab coat with the facilities emblem stitched in the back, were discussing the recent turns of events.  A blue, female Pegasus, Sky Heart, was the first to speak.
	“The latest arrival states that Princess Twilight Sparkle has fallen, along with the last of any hope we have.”
	A green unicorn with a silver mane named Fauna pounded her fists into the desk.  “I will not submit to these sex obsessed monsters!”
	Another male, a red and yellow stallion named Current, shook his head.  “Then what do you suggest we do, Fauna?  It is only a matter of time before they find this place and anypony who stood up to them has fallen.  What hope do we have?”
	“We are the greatest minds in all of Equestria!”
	A new voice broke out again.  “So was Princess Twilight.”  A white unicorn with a black mane looked out the window, keeping watch.
	Flora shook her head.  “Mindstorm, Twilight was a poor excuse for a princess.  She had no military training, no concept of strategy, frankly I’m surprise she was the last Princess to fall to them.”
	“Enough, Fauna.”  Mindstorm turned to face her fellow scientists.  “Let’s look at the facts before us, just as we always have.  Every major city in Equestria has fallen, nearly every mare is now nothing more than a slave to their master’s lustful desires.  We do not have nearly enough food to feed everyone, and we have no idea how much of the world they have conquered.”  She shook her head.  “We are facing a battle we have no hope of winning.”
	Flora shook her head.  “Fuck that!  I will fight to the death against them!”
	Mindstorm didn’t answer.  Her eyes were fixated back on the valley before them.  “You may get your wish sooner than you expected.”  She took several steps back, her horn glowing as she cast the spell for enhanced vision, showing everyone in the room what she saw.  Out in the fields, the Caribou were closing in on the facility, holding the accursed Crystal Cock, poised to take over the facility.
	Fauna growled, steam coming out of her nostrils as she ran down to the lobby where the refugees were.  Mindstorm shook her head.  “I’m not going to run anymore.”  Sky Heart walked over, her wings wrapping around her friend and boss.  “You’re surrendering to them.”  “It’s the only thing left to do.”  “Tell that to Fauna.”
	Suddenly, a stallion ran up into the room.  “Fauna’s beating the new refugee to death!  She’s accusing her of leading the Caribou here!”
	“Not surprising.  We’ll be right down.”  She looked to the others.  “If you all still want to run, now is the time.”  With that, she walked down into the lobby where Fauna was punching and beating the poor pony, blood splattering around the place.
	“WHY DID YOU LEAD THEM HERE!?”
	“I DIDN’T HAVE A CHOICE!  THEY WERE GOING TO SEND ME TO THE DIRT PONY FARMS!   IF I LED THEM HERE, THEY PROMISED A RED COLLAR!”
	“YOU WON’T LIVE LONG ENOUGH FOR ONE OF THOSE!”  She picked up a large lead pipe that was lying next to her, but before she brought it down, it stopped in midair, unable to be moved.  Fauna looked up to see a single Caribou grasping it tightly.  “This is quite enough.”
	Fauna roared in defiance as she used everything in her power to fight while the entire refugee population watched, cowering in the corners.  It wasn’t much of a fight.  Every spell she could conjure seemed to simply bounce off of his armor.  Yet she persisted until the Caribou finally got bored of her pointless attacks.  He grabbed her by the neck, watching her struggle.  “Remove her horn please.  She’s giving me a headache.”
	Fauna screamed and kicked, thrashing in his tight grip as she shouted obscenities at him.  Her horn sparked and sent waves of magical energy flying at him fruitlessly, each spell bouncing off his armor.  She throbbed and cried out, refusing to let down even for a second, but the Caribou’s grip was way too strong for her.  He quickly carried her by the neck to a bench several of the survivors were already familiar with.
	“NO!  NONONONO!”  Fauna screamed and wrestled so hard that finally a second Caribou grabbed her, shoving her onto the bench.  A highly decorated Caribou watched as she was pushed and held.  “This one giving you trouble?”  “Nothing we can’t handle, Alvis.”  The two Caribou slammed her onto the bench, forcing her horn through a hole.  Fauna kept screaming until a new voice rose above her.  “ENOUGH!”
	Mindstorm stepped forward, standing between the Caribou and the refugees.  Everyone around her paused as they watched what she would do.  “I’ve had enough of hiding and living in fear.”  Fauna shook her head angrily.  “Don’t you fucking surrender!  If you do, you are a traitor to Equestria and to Celestia, you bitch mare!”  Mindstorm ignored her for the moment.  “Refugees, if you still want to run, there are dozens of emergency exits you can use for whatever good they will do you.  Personally, I have had enough.”  She looked to the Caribou in front of her, taking a deep breath as she mentally convinced herself that this was the right choice.  “I surrender.”  She took off her lab coat, along with the rest of her clothes.
	The rest of the ponies were shocked at first, but one by one, each of them followed her example, taking off their clothes.  Only a select few took her offer to run, heading straight for the nearest exit.  The one called Alvis smiled.  “I think we can afford to let them run and accept what we have been offered.”  He looked to Fauna, nodding before the Caribou holding her pulled the handle, slicing her horn clean off.
Fauna was still screaming and swearing obscenities at the Caribou and at the ponies that were surrendering as her horn was finally removed.  Mindstorm casually walk up to where she was.  She had enough and Fauna needed to be silenced.  “Would you excuse me, sir?”  Alvis looked to Fauna, then to Mindstorm before nodding.  She reached out and backhanded Fauna, sending her off the bench and back several feet.  “Don’t ever call me a traitor!  I love Equestria and I love Princess Celestia, Princess Luna, Princess Cadence, and Princess Twilight Sparkle.  But look around you, Fauna! Open your eyes!  Equestria is gone, the princesses are slaves to our new lords’ wills and this great building which was once a beacon of knowledge and enlightenment to our home is now going to be another tool for their carnal, primitive desires.  All of Equestria is conquered and we have no reason to assume that our nation is the only nation they have conquered.  We have nowhere to run and no means to fight.”
	“But you said yourself you hated their lifestyle!”
	“And I always will.  And I will pray to whatever divine entity that is left to wake us up from this nightmare and free us.  Until then, what can we do?  Even our strongest warriors have fallen to them.  What good is there in resisting?”  She turned to the Alvis and got on her knees.  “I will take whatever form of mercy I can get.”
	Alvis smiled, getting up and walking over to Mindstorm, placing an almost reassuring hand on Mindstorm.  “You accept our rule?  Then let us get this silly thing off your head.”  He pointed to the bench Fauna was just on.  Mindstorm let a few tears fall, rubbing her horn.  The horn was everything to a unicorn.  It was there power and made them who they were.  To suddenly have it removed was to give up who they were.
	But Mindstorm accepted her fate.  She stepped on to the bench and lay down, pressing her horn in through the slot.  “Make it quick.”  The Caribou’s leader smiled and pulled out a bottle, popping the cork.  “This will numb the pain.”  He poured the potion onto his hands before rubbing it against her horn.
	Mindstorm felt numbness, then nothing.  Not a single nerve in her horn was active.  She waited, watching Alvis reach out and pull the lever, dropping the blade and slicing her horn clean off.  She couldn’t even tell it was gone until she saw it roll away.  “C-can I at least keep it as a necklace or something?”
	Alvis laughed heartily.  “Oh, trust me, it will be much more than a necklace.”  He picked up the horn.  “I can’t say I blame you for how you feel about us.  But you are right, Mindstorm, was it?”
	“Yes, Al-master.”  She quickly corrected herself, remembering her new place.
	“Mindstorm.  You are right that it is useless to fight someone better than you.”
	“I honestly expected Fauna of all of us to understand.  Her field of study was wildlife.  She of all ponies should have understood that one should never challenge a superior opponent.”
	Fauna was about to open her mouth, only to have one of her new masters grab her.  “Shall I put her in her place, Alvis?”
	“Please do.”
	Mindstorm shook her head at Fauna.  “You brought this on yourself, my friend.”
	Fauna glared angrily until she saw the massive cock of her captor.  She shook her head as he yanked her mouth open and shoved himself deep down her throat.  Mindstorm could only watch as a second Caribou ripped off her clothes, groping and feeling her ass before pressing his cock to her tight cunt.  The black mare looked away, finding it difficult to see her friend like this, only to find her assistant, Sky Heart, undergoing her own processing.
	Mindstorm watched as feather by feather was plucked from her body.  She cried, not from the pain because Mindstorm saw a similar bottle to the one Alvis used on her, but from her stripped pride.  A Pegasus’ wings were much like a unicorn’s horn, it made them who they were.  To suddenly have them plucked off broke her heart.
	Mindstorm didn’t have the time nor the ability to lament though.  A brilliant flash of light suddenly shone across the room.  She turned to see Alvis holding the Crystal Cock in his hand.  She turned back to see the stallions she had been friends with for so long changed, turned into sex addicted patriarchs like the rest of the male population.  She blushed and watched as the females submitted to them, offering their bodies, which the males graciously took.
	Mindstorm was forced back to her new master, Alvis.  “Watch, my pet.  Learn the new order of your nation.”  The mare blushed as clothes flew off across the room.  The ponies she had taken care of for what little time they had turned on each other and the whole room became one massive orgy.  Some colts went straight to it, plunging their throbbing erection deep into their bodies.  Some decided to play around with each other, fondling and groping their mare-slave’s sensitive bodies as the females did the same to their new masters.  Soon, the remaining members of the hunting party joined in, picking out their choice slaves.
	Mindstorm blushed, grinding her legs together as her arousal increased from the sight.  This wasn’t right, but it still was so…hot.  The Caribou behind her laughed, reaching around and feeling up her soft, tender breasts.  “You want this.  You need it.”
	She looked up to him, her hands reaching over her face as she cried softly.  “I don’t want it….but you’re right…I need it.”  She turned back to him, a hint of lust shone in her eyes despite her look of despair.  “P-Please, be gentle.  I...well….it’s has been so long since….since I…”  She kept stammering, but couldn’t bring herself to finish her sentence.  She wasn’t a virgin, but it hadn’t been since her crazy years in college since she had experienced her first sex.
	“I always am to those who are willing.”  He gently grabbed her, pulling her down to the floor as he handled her body, feeling up every square inch of his prize.  “I want to savor you like sweet candy.”  Mindstorm blushed and shuddered under his gentle touch.  She had prepared herself for a sex-obsessed monster, but this one was a gentleman.  She panted, her delicate sex dripping with natural lubricant.  She tilted her head against the floor in pleasure, finding herself looking back at Fauna.
	Fauna was being stuffed in every hole the Caribou could fill.  Her eyes burned with rage as she still tried to wrestle them off.  One Caribou started holding her down by her breasts, roughly squeezing them to the point where Mindstorm could see slight some bruising on her.  “This one’s got the biggest jugs out of all of them.”  He laughed, tweaking her nipples.  As Mindstorm watched, she became fixated on one thing: The juices dripping from Fauna’s vagina.  It hit her what exactly the Crystal Cock did.  It embedded a constant feeling of lust into every pony it shined its light on.
	But she didn’t have much time to revel in her discovery as she normally did.  She suddenly found something massive pressing on her cheeks.  She looked back up to see Alvin, offering his cervine cock.  She blushed, embarrassed as she reached for it.  She gently touched the cock before stroking it in her hands.  It felt warm to the touch.  Her face was bright red as she continued stroking it.
	“Oh, stop being so bashful.  You can either embrace your new life, or it will embrace you like your friend, Fauna, over there.”  He grabbed her head and pressed it against his cock.  She panted, breathing in the musky scent.  It smelled….wonderful.  She slowly pressed her face to it, sniffing the sweet organ before slowly opening her mouth for him.  Alvis took the cue and pressed the tip slowly into her, not so deep as to gag her, but deep enough to satisfy himself. He gave her head several reassuring pets and rubs as he thrust back and forth into her.
	Mindstorm could smell all the sex in the air.  The fragrant aromas of genitals reaching their orgasms over and over again, both inside and out.  Sounds of pleasure filled the air, both male and female, like a beautiful symphony from Canterlot.  Mindstorm realized how much the Crystal tainted her, but as disgusted as she was, she had no choice but to accept what she was given.  This was her life now.
	She bobbed her head back and forth, pushing the Caribou’s cock deeper into her mouth.  She gagged slightly, but it wasn’t enough to restrict her breathing.  She watch as he kept petting her, giving her a very reassuring smile.  “You are a very obedient slave, aren’t you?”  He smiled, pushng her back and forth.
	Soon, his precum dripped from his tip and Mindstorm got a full taste of his cum.  It was definitely different from the sugary taste of pony cum, but it was still sweet enough to want more.  She continued bobbing back and forth.  The sex was becoming a drug, and she, an addict.  It disgusted her mind, but for the first time in what seemed to be forever, her body was acting with no regard to her mind.
	 Alvis thrust harder and faster, moaning softly.  “mmh, mmh, you hunger for my cum, don’t you?”  He smiled and reached down, rubbing her cheek as he continued moving back and forth.  Mindstorm just gagged and gulped, saliva dripping from her mouth and onto his cock.  She rolled her eyes back, lost in the new sensation of ecstasy.  She hated and loved it at the same time.  A whirlwind of thought blew across her mind, questions she couldn’t answer.  All she had was the moment her and now.
	Alvis accelerated his thrusts as more precum dripped into her.  “mmmh, you love the taste of my dick, don’t you, slave?  Well, get ready for a whole load.”  He pushed harder and faster, pushing more and more of his penis down her throat.  Mindstorm was lost in the moment, unable to focus on anything else.  All she could do was suck on Caribou cock until he rewarded her with his seed, which wasn’t long at all.  Seconds later, he came, ropes of sweet white nectar pouring down her throat.  He moaned and snorted, satisfied with her as he held that position for several seconds, emptying himself out.
	Mindstorm waited until he slowly pulled himself off.  “Good bitch.”  He rubbed her head gently before pulling her up.  “It seems someone else wants your offerings.”  He turned her around, putting her face to face with Current.  She blushed bright red as he reached out to her tender breasts, feeling them up.  “mmmh, I never told you, but I really wanted to play with your hot body.”  Mindstorm squealed from the sensations, unable to hold back the dripping juices of her eager pussy.  She looked up at him, lust glowing in her eyes.  “Take me, Current, but please, be gentle…”  Current smiled.  “For you, Mindstorm, I will.”
	Current pushed her down to the floor, still groping and playing with her breasts as his stallionhood pressed against her legs.  She blushed brighter as she followed her newfound instincts, closing her thighs together around his member and grinding them up and down.  Her friend found it quite pleasurable, murring and neighing softly as he lowered his head, licking and slurping the nipples.
	“Oooh, oh Current!  Nyaha!  Ohh this feels so good!”  She spread her legs wide, wanting nothing more than to finally be stuffed with that thick stallion cock.  Current pulled his head away from her breasts and smiled.  He braced his hand on either side of her and slowly thrust inside, spreading apart her vagina with his thick horse cock.
	Mindstorm let out a loud scream of pleasure, feeling the massice cock splitting her insides.  She panted and thrashed around from the sensations, unable to hold still.  Current smiled at her body like this.  “In all my years knowing you, you never were this big a slut.”  “Just shut up and fuck me, Current!  Oh!”  “That’s master now.”  He pushed back and forth into her body.
	Mindstorm squealed and moaned.  Her mind was gone, lost to pleasure.  She would undoubtedly return to her curious and knowledge-craving self, but it would be forever tainted, lust touching and clinging to her like a tumor.
[bookmark: _GoBack]	Alvis looked down at the orgy and smiled.  “I believe a celebration is in order.  I shall ready a parade in Canterlot.  Congratulations, researchers, you will be welcomed in your new kingdom.”
