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		Description

A fic based on the Zala the Zebra OC and her nascent greentexts on the MLP board.
A year ago, an Equestrian battalion had stormed through her tribe's lands as they spearheaded the counter-assault against the newly formed Zebrican Warlord's marauding zebra warrior squads. Instantly charmed and enchanted by the graceful, handsome, intelligent and kind guardsponies, Zala's heart had quickly been given over to the noble Equestrians as she danced and caroused with the platoon before they moved on.
A year later, Zala is coming of age. Faced with the choice between being wed off for her tribe's benefit or pursuing her dreams, Zala chooses the latter and decides to make her way to Equestria and the wondrous ponies and culture that she was so enthralled by.
She quickly comes upon one of the Equestrian Guard's forward combat outposts, populated by a small squad of hardy pony-veterans... and once again she finds herself swooning to their strength, intellect, technology... and masculinity.
Will the little filly be able to resist submitting to the physicality of the ponies she so desires?
No.
WARNING, CONTAINS: 18 y/o filly getting gangbanged, oral, anal, excessive cum, large endowments, ponies breeding a cute zebra, urination (but not in the context of sex-play or watersports-play).
Don't come here looking for drama about Zebras: in my book they are just cute, striped, tribal ponies!
Hope you enjoy!
REMINDER: ALL CHARACTERS ARE 18+
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		Zala Meets the Squad


			Author's Notes: 
Hey there!
I usually don't put A/N's at the START of my fics, but I wanted to do so in this case because this story involves a zebra-mare getting absolutely wrecked by some ponies.
For some reason, everything 'zebra x pony' or 'pony x zebra' can really offend some people.
Here's how I see it: I don't care about any of this BLACKED/STRIPED or COLONIZED/WHITED stuff... it's all just kinks of various degrees of depravity and... let's admit it, we're reading a clopfic here.
So YES, in this particular story I'm having a zebra-filly being bred by a 'superior' culture. But I think there's nothing wrong with doing the opposite if that's your kink. It's all just ridiculous sex-fantasy.
As I've said in many comment threads... can't we all just... clop along?
Anyway, enough spouting off... enjoy this absolutely ADORABLE filly getting fucked silly!



Zala watched the burning disk of the bright Zebrican sun slip into the sky. The small zebra filly had always loved the early morning before too many of the tribe began to rouse and raise a racket. Aside from a few plumes of smoke rising from the cooking hut, and the steady *thock* *thock* *thock* of the ever-present woodcutter, the brave young mare was alone to see that glorious Zebrican sunrise.
The amber disk burnt through the haze at the edge of the horizon, little waves and rivulets of light being compressed by tricks of the atmosphere - things which the zebras of her time had never understood, attributing it instead to the mystical and miraculous properties of the celestial body - an animus that had been worshipped since time immemorial by her tribe.
’The ponies worship the Sun, too. Zala remembered. They had told her that the sun was commanded by their ruler, a Princess in their far-away land. Zala was not so easily tricked, of course... many of the Zebrican ‘kings’... really just tribal warlords… had made similar claims - claims which would be spoiled when the great disk would erratically plummet from the sky, or suddenly interchange with the moon in rapid succession… revealing the mysterious celestial object it to be far beyond their control.
In any case, Zala took the opportunity to chant a small blessing to the ever-watching Sun. She even offered one to the pony Sun-princess… she would need all the help she could get.
Zala stood up, slinging her wicker-woven basket over her short stature. She was only 18 winters old, and was smaller than any of the other mares her age. Because of this, she was often put with the younger fillies and colts, to teach them and take care of them as the more stout Zebras would make their way out to the fields to harvest, or into the savannah for the hunt. But that wasn’t the only reason… Zala was also a legendary beauty.
Ever since the previous year’s summer dance festival, handsome and powerful zebra chiefs and princes had travelled from afar to marvel at her and make offers of lands, warriors, gold, and even slaves to her tribe’s elders in exchange for the right to claim her. Zala knew it wasn’t just her beauty that drew attention - she wasn’t so vain as to believe the stories already being woven about how the Sun itself had kissed her as a filly to make her so beautiful and desirable… she knew much of the allure came from the fact she had had a memorable experience with a young lieutenant from Equestria the previous summer… and every Zebra stud wished to claim the female that had caught the eye of an Equestrian.
Zala sighed.
Her elders had rejected many of the offers out of hoof to date. Those which included warriors or slaves were right out of the question of course. Their tribe didn’t have the resources to sustain the extra mouths of hungry and troublesome warrior-colts, nor to defend against the never-ending cycle of trying to defend themselves against attacks from the tribe-mates of enslaved ponies, who would look to free their brethren… and enslave their small tribe in turn.
But the gold, food and land would soon make her forced betrothal inevitable. What was one filly’s value compared against the needs of the tribe? It was only an ancient tradition that a filly not be bred before the first full-moon of her 18th winter that had saved her thus far… a full-moon which would be occurring later this week.
Already the village was filled with potential suitors. Zala had met them all. They were an eclectic mix of zebra stallions, each with interesting stripe markings and mane-styles, which belied the distances they had travelled to meet her. Though the majority were older, fatter, uglier… there were a few handsome young chiefs and studs in the mix (though their offers were pitifully short of the older tribe-chiefs)... but it was all for naught.
Zala had no interest in zebras males any more. How could she?
Her heart had been captured long ago by the Lieutenant of the 2nd Platoon, Bravo Company, Everfree Scouts Regiment… whatever that meant… Zala would chant the strange set of pony-words like an invocation - as if it might summon Lt. Lancer from her dreams. The wonderful night when they had danced, had kissed... when he had stolen her heart… could never be forgotten.
She had spent many a sunrise contemplating what she would do since that summer. And now she was resolved.
She shifted the wicker basket on her back, all of her possessions bouncing about inside. Her thick tail flicked back and forth, shooing the pesky horseflies that were beginning to rouse from the heat of the rising sun. Humming to herself the tune of a song of courage, trotted down the path she knew so well, a long game-trail that stretched miles and miles and miles… the same trail that the ponies had arrived… and left upon.
Zala paused for a moment wistfully, her heavy locks whisking over her shoulder as she looked back at her home… especially the rooftop of her family’s hut.
She wished that she could have said goodbye. Could have told them that she was leaving on the great adventure of her life. That she loved them…
But she knew what would happen. They would restrain her, stop her. Her father would do the right thing for the tribe. His daughter’s hoof would mean years of surety against flood and famine, and he had seen enough of both to know that binding his daughter and delivering her to a well-paying suitor was a fair, if difficult exchange.
She couldn’t even write them a note saying goodbye… she didn’t know how! Only one of the elders knew the ancient glyphs that adorned the clay walls of their tribal longhouse… only he could read the stories of the ancient heroes of their tribe. She wondered if she might make it onto some small corner of the tribe’s history: Zala… the filly who ran away.
Zala choked back a sob, and trotted over to a nearby tree. One she knew well. The fillies and colts of the village would often play in this tree and watch for the hunting parties to return from the savannah. Zala stepped forward with a stone she had chosen from the ground and carved into the soft bark of the old, dead acacia. She made a likeness of herself, as best she could, then an arrow pointing to a pony with wings… and a heart.
Zala considered for a moment her small pictorial… then added more. She drew one more arrow, showing the two of them returning to the village, which she represented with a few small huts.
She would return.

She’d been travelling for days on the dusty road. Always careful to hide her tracks and slide off the trail into the thickets and brush of the savannah’s highlands from time to time. She had already managed to dodge a few passing scouts from her tribe. Sprinting along the path, no doubt looking for her with keen eyes, eager to retrieve her for the tribe’s benefit.
But she had finally made it to her goal - a combat outpost (COP) of the Equestrians!
She could see the fortress of large, sand-filled blocks, their outsides covered in a mesh of metal netting to give them more support. From afar she could see a tall tower stretching up from the center of the camp. She had never seen any construction so tall before! She wondered briefly how ponies could build such a marvel, before remembering how the Equestrians had pegasi who could fly that high with ease.
Cautiously, she continued her approach toward the camp, quickly noticing the change in the surface of the trail from a small dirt path to a widened gravel and rock mixture, well trodden into the soft earth by the organized marching of the pony-soldiers. This was no uneven, ankle-twisting game path… this was… a road! She’d never seen such a thing, though the scribe-elder had described how the Zebrican kings of old had maintained a great road in the center of their country in ages past.
Zala crouched down and felt the crushed gravel suspiciously, as if she might sink into it like a quicksand trap or a bog, Easing her hoof-weight onto the road, she felt her confidence rise, and continued her trot down toward the camp. The crunch-crunch-crunch of the gravel under her hooves was incredible: she’d never heard anything like it! The road was so easy, so forgiving! She felt like she could run for days on it!
Her trot slowly picked up into a canter as she giggled. So much of the energy she was laying out with each hooffall was springing right back into her stride, propelling her at a faster and faster clip. She hardly noticed that the road she was on began to take strange ninety-degree turns near the camp, winding around strange pony-made rock barriers, as she galloped faster and faster toward the entrance to the camp, her laugh coming heartily now as she gasped with excitement.
“FREEZE!!!” A cacophony of voices burst from in front of her.
Zala’s hooves dug deeply into the ground as she finally noticed that there was an entire array of spears and arrows pointed toward her, each one manned by a fierce looking pony. The little filly ground to a halt, before tripping and falling to face, her wicker basket spilling out in front of her and rolling up against one of the HESCO barriers.
“STAY DOWN! STAY DOWN. DON’T MOVE!” Voices screamed all around her, from every side and above.
She tried to look up, as she felt a shadow fall over her, but only noticed a pegasus guards-pony above, wielding what looked to be a deadly set of steel claws attached to his hooves.
“FACE DOWN IN THE DIRT! FUCK!” A voice screamed. “We will fuckin’ END YOU! Don’t you FUCKING breathe!”
Zala was terrified. The power in the voices all around her was like nothing she could remember from the night of dancing a year prior. She could feel the violence in their voices. She knew in that moment that these guards could destroy her, kill her… pierce her with all of their deadly arrows and sharp spears in a moment… just snuff her from existence.
She started shivering. Pressing her muzzle as deep into the gravel she had been so fascinated by only minutes before. She did everything she could not to breathe, as the shouting guards had instructed. She felt her groin and thighs become soaked, as the pungent odor of her urine flooded the air near her.
She had wet herself.
She would be embarrassed… if she weren’t so terrified.
“Celestia! It’s just a kid!” One of the soldiers, closest to her grunted. “She’s buckin’ scared! Take it eas-”
“Quiet Tower Shield, stay right where you are! The stripers have sent young bombers in other regions - that basket could be chock full of poison joke extract, enough to put the whole damn COP out of commission.” The gruff gravely voice rumbled. “Where the BUCK is my EOD tech?”
“Right here sarge!” Another voice squawked. “Enchanted Object Disposal at your service…”
“Well… getcha horn out of ya’ tailhole and clear the civ!” 
Zala kept her eyes on the ground pushing against her nose, taking in little snuffles of air, hoping that the soldiers wouldn’t end her for doing so… when a blue haze of magic spread over the periphery of where she was looking, a soft glow that thrummed with power. She heard a kicking and clanking sound, the familiar jingle of her clay pottery and trinkets being sprinkled onto the ground.
“It’s just a bunch of junk! No magical signatures… She’s clear.” The blue glow yelled. Immediately a cacophony of hooves exploded all about her, heavy hooffalls rushing about and setting up all around her. She shivered with fear, sensing the grunting, menacing soldiers all around her.
Then she felt a light touch on her shoulder.
“Hey. It’s OK! Shhh shhh shh… don’t worry, it’s ok! You can look at me! We won’t hurt you!” The voice, now silky-sweet, cooed at her. “Come on now, look up give me your hoof!”
Zala didn’t want to trust the voice, every instinct in her screaming that she should stay as small as possible, and await the crushing bit of the predator’s death blow to her vitals. But a hoof reached down and put itself under her chin, lifting her head and forcing her to look up. Zala saw a white-furred earth-pony, with a shock of reddish-brown hair and a thick beard. He had a dirty, grimy face under his golden headguard, sweat pouring from his forehead in rivulets under the hot afternoon sun. Zala looked up with wonder, it was the first pony she had seen since that evening, now so long ago. She was once again awestruck by the amazing colors and softness of the pony’s fur.
She looked down at the proffered hoof, and blushed further. This pony was huge! His muscles bulged and throbbed, all upon a massive bone structure that seemed to connect the earth-pony’s very hooves into the  foundations of the earth. He was  massive - bigger than any zebra (or any of the few ponies she’d remembered) that she had ever seen… he looked as big as one of the water buffaloes that her tribe would need 6 stallions to take down.
“What’s going on Tower Shield? Is she hurt?” A voice shouted over at him, distracting him briefly from looking down at her.
“Dunno Sarge, I think she’s just a bit stunned.” He reached down and hooked his forehooves under Zala’s armpits, lifting her up into his arms without even blinking. “There we go sweetie. Upsy-daisy.” Zala was stunned, as the big burly soldier cradled her comfortable against his chest, carrying her into the camp as he walked in awkwardly, upright on his two legs.
Zala still couldn’t say anything, her mouth agape as she bounced against the sweaty, musky chest fur of the stallion. His chest floor was damp with sweat, a strong odor laced with the most potent and alluring mix of aromas that she had ever sniffed. This wasn’t like the acrid tang of the colts from her village, fresh from the fields or the hunt. No this was something…. more.
“Ah, had a little accident, did you?”  Zala looked down, seeing that her damp bottom was soaking the cradle formed by Tower Shield’s reasurring arms. 
“I-I-I….” Zala began to stammer out, mortified with embarrassment that she was soaking the soldier in her urine.
“Shh, it’s ok filly… truth be told I’m so grody right now it’s probably a net positive…” He set her down inside the camp on a small lounger. “Doc! Get over here won’t you!?”
“Yeah yeah. I’m here…” A light-blue unicorn mare in silver barding filled the filly’s field of vision. She was looking straight into Zala’s eyes, scanning them deeply for signs of concussion or other ailments. Zala was completely engrossed in the deep blue pools of the medic’s irises. 
“Hey there cutie-pie, how you doing? What’s your name?” The medic picked up one of Zala’s hooves, holding it briefly to take her pulse. “My name is Tourniquet, I’m just gonna make sure that everything is alright and you’re feeling OK.” 
The larger guard hovered nearby, watching carefully. “Don’t do any funny stuff, Tourniquet, she may be the first female a carpet-muncher like you has seen in months but you’ll scare the poor thing.” He chuckled, winking at the flabbergasted Zala.
‘Carpet?’ Zala thought. Did this pony chew on rugs?
“Shut the buck up you idiot.” Tourniquet growled over her shoulder as she flashed a pen-light in the filly’s left and right eyes, checking her pupillary response. “Don’t hate me just because you know my tongue-skills would make your wife leave you in less than 10 minutes.”
Tower stiffened, Tourniquet mentioning his wife was a low blow. “Fuckin’ slit-licker.” He laughed, playfully punching Tourniquets arm.
“Pftt...” She grinned. “You hit like a girl, Tower. You probably screw like one too.” She turned away from Zala to levitate out a canteen from her heavy pack, lifting it over to the shell-shocked zebra filly. “She’s fine, by the way… just a bit dehydrated, otherwise quite healthy… and cute.” She waggled her eyebrows at the filly.
Zala blushed slightly. Was this pony-mare flirting with her? And they were both so crude! So different from the officers who had first arrived in her village a year ago. Not… bad, just… different. Cocky, self-assured, powerful.
“Hey you buckin’ idiots! Show some Celestia-damned decorum you two parasprite-humpers!” A gruff, half-armored pony with a sword growled as he stepped over and rebuked the two soldiers attending to Zala. “This is some poor little filly, could be the daughter of a chieftain or sometin’ and here yew two are, yakkin’ like a pair of yaks!” The strange cajun accent landed harshly on Zala’s ears, making them flick left and right as she tried to decipher his strange patois.
“Yessir, Sarge.” Tower Shield snapped off a lazy salute.
“Aye-aye Sargeant Bayou.” Tourniquet nodded, keeping her eyes on Zala. “It’s ok sweetie, we’re all just playing around. Drink up now.” She urged Zala to take a drink from the strange plastic container.
Zala thirstily gulped down the liquid, a clear and cool water that tasted fresher than the mountain springs she had once hiked to with her family as a filly. It was delicious!
“There yew ga, little bijou…” The gruff half-unshaven sargeant grinned. “Take it naaaaise, ‘n easy now. Allow me tah welcom’ ya to the COP Silver Shield, last outpost a’ civilization in these here parts… but what brings a little bijou like yew so far away from her village?”
Zala blushed, slowly settling the canteen down and wiping her little snout as she looked about at the different sets of eyes staring at her. Aside from the mare unicorn, the giant earth-pony stallion, and the gruff earth-pony sargeant… another unicorn, a pair of pegasi, and what seemed like a… giant bat? were all looking at her.
Even more noticeable… Aside from Tourniquet… they were all male. Very male.
“Uhh…. I… I was…” Zala hadn’t really thought this through. In her dreams she had simply just walked out to Pony civilization, where Lancer was waiting for her, ready to sweep her up into his arms and whisk her away to a better life. “I was… looking for… Lieutenant… Lancer…”
The ponies all arched their eyebrows in unison, looking from one to another with surprise and confusion.
“An LT named Lancer? I don’t know of any Lancer in Echo company…” one of the pegasi noted, slowly landing and letting his brown wings stop flapping.
“Yeah, Pokes… I think there was one in Bravo, like… way back from the early days when the whole corps was doing the first invasion.” Tower Shield mulled, scratching his chin. “But… all of Bravo rotated back home months ago.”
“Hey… Feudal Feather, didn’t you know someone in Bravo? Weren’t you his bottom-bitch?” Tourniquet smirked up at the other pegasus, a dark grey, brooding fellow with silver hair.
“Buck you, Tourniquet, I’m not gay.” He stuck his tongue out at her rudely, before landing next to the other pegasus. Zala immediately noticed the huge crossbow holstered on his side. “...but YES I do remember a Lt. Lancer, he led a squad right at the bleeding edge in the first few weeks.”
“Yeah, you remember how sore your ass was after he-”
“Shut the BUCK up Tourniquet or I swear to Celest-”
“ZIP IT, Yew All! Line up, fall in!” Bayou barked.
Zala watched in awe as the troops snapped into what seemed to be rigid, muscular stances, quicky arranging themselves from left to right, in a perfect single line, heads held high. It was amazing. Each pony had so much power and grace, their armor, though dirty and grimy with the red dust of the area still showed the incredible technology and shine of their culture, protecting their most vulnerable body parts. Their weapons glistened and stood at the ready, poised to race out with deadly precision and vanquish their enemies.
But she could also see the softness in all of them. The thin and colorful manes. The smiling kindness in their features. The unique and pastel colored coats. Their perfectly maintained hooves and sparkling teeth. Their glittering and colorful eyes, filled with spirit. They were all so handsome, so perfect!
She blushed.
“Haw-lright 2nd Squad, 3rd Plah-toon, Echo Company, Everfree Scouts! Let’s give our little visitor an introduction! Sound off!” Bayou shouted. Nodding to the first and largest member of the file, Bayou shuffled back into line.
“Guardsman First Class, Tower Shield, shield-bearer!” The big stallion winked at Zala, who tried to return the strange eye gesture.
“Corpsmare Tourniquet, medic. Heart-throb and prettiest mare in the whole regiment, at your service.” She shot a grin at her squadmates as they all groaned from her self-stylization.
The previously silent tan unicorn, spoke up, his curly brown mane bobbing about. “Magic Specialist Det Cord. I blow stuff up.” Zala noticed that his voice seemed bubbly and unconstrained, like he was a natural comedian.
A white-coated pegasus with blue hair fluttered his wings and stamped a hoof. “Lance Guardsman, Kami Windbreaker - at your service.” 
Right next to him the grumpy dark-gray coated pegasus with silver hair rolled his eyes and sighed. “Feudal Feather. Archer.”
Finally, the last pony in the line spoke up. “Guardspony First Class. Radar. Intel.” Zala could tell he was the youngest, his voice seemed unsure and light. But he was still fascinating. He was more the size of the stallions from her home tribe, a bit smaller. Unlike them, his entire fur was an obsidian black, his leathery-batwings perched at his side. Zala was particularly fascinated by his wide, bright-yellow eyes… and his pupils which were still like… he even had fangs just like a bat! Perhaps the old legends of the animal-pony hybrids of the past were true?
Before Zala could think any further, the gruff sergeant stepped in front of her. “ ‘n ah’m sergeant Bayou. The leader ah’ this here cadre… welcome to our humble post, Miss…?” The dark green, black haired, middle-aged pony reached out a hoof.
Zala swallowed deeply, and stretched her own hoof out in return, bumping the proffered appendage in the greeting that she had learned so long ago, and which had quickly become very fashionable to perform in her village.
“Z-zala… daughter of Zairobi, from the Ihashi tribe.”
“Welcome, Zala… now let’s git you a showah!”

The next few days were interesting, to say the least. 
Zala had been a welcome distraction to the long monotony of the posting at COP Silver Shield. That first night had been such an eye-opener. Beside the fact that she was able to take a shower with fresh water, from a large tank of water up in the guard-tower which was refilled by the pegasi literally creating rain-clouds from nothing, she also got to use the most incredible soaps and shampoos. She felt like she’d just gone in the purifying hot springs of Mt. Kiliponjaro.
And then she’d gotten to eat!
The soldiers had broken out beautiful metal cookware:silver pots and pans that glistened under the sun. With the tiniest spark of her horn, Tourniquet had lit a pig-iron camp stove. Zala was still trying to wrap her head around the amazing ease with which the ponies had gotten the water in the pot to boil when another miracle of modern culture hovered past her face... canned food!
Tomatoes, potatoes, carrots… even meats for the bat-pony… all incredible delicacies that Zala had only seen at the odd feast from time to time… and all of them pre-cut and easily poured into the pot, right out of these miraculous little metal cans that were just thrown away!
Zala  couldn’t help but pick up one of the empty discarded cans, turning it over in her hoof in wonder, feeling just how light it was as she sniffed the delicious smell of tomato paste within. She was just about to lick the sweet interior of the can when she saw Tourniquet upturn a sack of rice into the stew-pot… so much rice! And precious grains were spilling onto the ground below! Zala squeaked in alarm and raced to the ground to scoop up the food, only to stop as she realised all the Equestrians were staring at her with odd glances  - it was with embarrassment and great reticence that she left the precious grains on the dirty ground.
She had assumed at first that the dinner was a gigantic feast, perhaps in honor of her arrival… or for some unknown pony holiday that had just happened to coincide with her arrival at their camp. Until she noticed there was no ceremony whatsoever with how the other soldiers slopped the rich, aromatic stew into their steel bowls, slurping the vegetables with loud belches and laughter. The huge pile of discarded metal cans in the corner of the base also suggested that there was little concern for scarcity… as did the giant stacks of of unopened cans next to them. Zala couldn’t believe how much stew had been prepared for their dinner either: it was more than enough to feed each soldier three times!
Zala quietly closed her eyes and uttered a prayer to the Sun above for the incredible blessing, before taking another spoonful of the wondrous food... the taste of the stew making her eyes water with joy.
After filling her belly so much that it bulged out like it belonged to a chubby chieftain’s daughter, Zala leaned back with a contented sigh.
“Hopefully that wasn’t TOO bad, Zala… I hate the tomato vegetable stew rations, but you can never tell which one you’re gonna get until you crack the can open.” Kami groaned, arching an eyebrow at her as he nudged the little zebra filly with an elbow. “We didn’t bake any bread tonight either, because Tourniquet is trying to put us all on a diet… all because she thinks her flanks are getting too fat.”
“Hey, you tailhole-licker,” Tourniquet growled from her seated perch against a bundle of spears, “I put us all on a diet because you’re ALL 2 pounds or more too heavy as of your last physicals! MY flank is perfectly apportioned!” She wiggled her bottom. “Isn’t it, kid?”
Zala gulped and looked at the unicorn’s rump, which did indeed look a bit chubby to her eyes, but she nodded, wanting to seem agreeable. “Wh-what is a diet?”
All the ponies began to laugh.

Later that evening, with the sun still starting to dip on the horizon, Zala stretched her arms and let out a little yawn. She’d spent the previous hour answering every sort of question from the pony soldiers, about her family, her life, her tribe… how she had met the lieutenant, details about the Zebrican country… Zala began to suspect that these guards-ponies were asking her so many questions more out of a sense of complete boredom than out of a general curiosity.
She also noticed that they all had a very lewd sense of humor.
They pressed her for details about her sexual history, whether she had a coltfriend, what she had done with the lieutenant, descriptions of her tribes-mates. Zala was no blushing bride-maiden, but even the coarsest colts of her tribe were not as ribald as these soldiers. She even overheard sidebars where they would talk about their latest bowel movements... soldiers were strange.
Zala steered away from those topics as much as she could, and the guards-ponies never pressed her, especially when their sergeant would clear his throat menacingly.
Zala yawn finished just a shadow fell over her… the huge Tower Shield was getting up to his hooves.
“Hey, Tower… where you headed?” Det Cord asked from his back, where he was sprawled out lazily staring at the evening sky.
“Gotta take a leak.” Tower grunted, stretching slightly as he trotted toward a set of pipes that been buried into the Zebrican earth in one corner, obviously placed there after the ponies had dug holes for them so that they protruded with one end from the ground. Zala had walked near them earlier, and the powerful scent of stallion urine had struck her nostrils. It was an ingenious way to create an outdoor latrine for urination. In her own tribe there was a field that they would simply go and squat in… a horrible experience, especially after a strong rain which would turn the toilet-ground into a cesspool… these ponies were so clever!
“Oooooh! Show’s on fellas! Tower’s gonna drop the SAUSAGE!” Tourniquet cheered, rolling over and getting a good viewpoint. All of her squadmates (except the Sergeant) did the same, whooping and hooting as Tower Shield shook his head angrily.
“Gimme a fuckin’ break guys, tonight too?” He blushed and nodded his head toward Zala. “Zala’s right there.”
Kami chuckled, resting his chin on his hooves. “So what? This is the best show in this damn savannah… We look forward to this spectacle all day!”
Tourniquet nodded, elbowing aside Radar and Feudal for a good vantage point on the tubes. “Yeah, don’t take away our only entertainment Tower… I’m sure Zala has seen plenty of big fella’s back home. Those pompous, bullshittin’ zebra ambassadors in Equestria are always telling all the newspapers and magazines about how huge and strong their warriors are.”
Radar chuckled. “Dude, Feudal, remember that time last month when Tower actually touched the ground? I wish we had some popcorn.”
Feudal Feather glared at the younger bat-pony. “Yeah I remember that, boot, quit crowding.”
Tower Shield simply sighed and straightened himself…. Zala couldn’t believe what she saw next.
From under his white stallion body she saw his penis begin to unfurl. Slinking slowly at first, it dropped faster and faster, growing in length and width almost terrifyingly. Zala’s mouth slipped open as the obsidian finger of flesh became a fat sausage, then a tube thicker than her leg. Her eyes traced over the arcing black penis, drooping down to almost drag against the earth. The flaccid cock had a hoof sized head, with a ridge with sharp contrasting bumps, that slid down to a cylindrical, throbbing shaft with thick veins… all leading to a positively huge medial ring before it disappeared behind the stallion’s thighs.
She’d never seen anything like that before. Forget about the colts and stallions who she’d seen around her village. Their stallionhoods were barely as long as her hoof-width. Even Zugabwe, the giant simpleton who was used to plow the fields and was famous for his… size… was not even half the stallion that Tower Shield was! How could a stallion even walk with such a… a… monster between his legs!?
Zala wiped a thread of drool from her still open mouth. 
The giant penis began to splatter a heavy stream of golden urine, a splattering sound of filling  being projected out the upright tube that Tower Shield was aiming his member toward.
Zala felt her marehood twitching and swelling, her arousal starting to rise at the pure sight of incredible male stallion before her. Her heart pounded with excitement, sending her hot blood coursing through her veins. She felt her body begin to heat and sweat as the earth-pony in front of her marked the insides of the tube with his stream of urine. She felt her clitoris begin to fatten in between her folds, making her shift her legs uncomfortably.
Simultaneously, both Tower Shield and Zala let out a sigh of satisfaction.
All the ponies who had been hooting and hollering at the embarrassed Tower Shield’s performance paused to look at Zala. Lance Corporal Kami immediately adopted a wry smile. “Ha! Tower, looks like you’ve got a new fan! Guess you DO measure up to the Zebras!”
Zala half-whispered in response, not letting her big purple eyes stray from the incredible sight before her, “...by the sun, I did not know that a stallion could be so large… no zebra is even half as large as him. He would tear any zebra-mare in two...”
All the watching soldiers began laughing and cheering, chanting: “E Q A! E Q A!” over and over. Zala could only blush in confusion.
Radar piped up, “She’s buckin’ right though… I don’t know how any mare could handle that… do you think that you could fit him Tournie?”
Tourniquet rolled her eyes and growled at the thestral. “Shut the buck up, boot.” She turned back toward the show, where Tower Shield was now shaking his member dry. “Yeah, shake it baby… shake it for momma.”
Det Cord asked Tourniquet the same question. Zala didn’t understand the social hierarchy of this group, but it was becoming clear to her that the bat-pony was some kind of excluded novice. “Seriously though, Tourniquet, have you taken that beast yet?”
Tower Shield trotted back to the group and fell back to his seat, to mild applause from all assembled, before answering for her. “No she HASN’T, because I have a damn WIFE, Det.”
Det rolled his eyes. “Dude I’ve read Kindknicker’s letters to you, she’s actually told you to get laid while abroad - she freakin’ WROTE that she’s cool with more mares if you want to make a harem… you have literally NO excuse here.”
Tower shoved the smaller unicorn into a heap. “You’ve been reading my letters, you damn stalker!?” He made a threatening gesture to the chuckling demolition specialist.
Tourniquet spoke up, looking to short-circuit a potential conflict. “Doesn’t matter anyway, no way I’m gonna lift my tail for THAT…” She nodded toward Tower Shield’s groin. “No offense Tower, but I’d like to be able to walk normal when I get back home… besides, momma Tourniquet can get whatever she needs from you other fellas.”
At this Zala’s ears perked up, and she tilted her head in interest and confusion. “I-I… am not sure I understand… I thought you were interested in other females?” The zebra-filly questioned, referencing many of the hints that the medic had dropped throughout the conversations that night.
Tourniquet laughed and nodded exuberantly. “Sure, sure. Yeah kid I’m only into mares… but when you’re in heat in the field you gotta scratch that itch y’know?” She nodded to the other soldiers about. “You know what they say, right? It’s not straight, if you’re in plate.”
All the other soldiers groaned at this.
Feudal Feather growled and shook his head. “That’s the dumbest freaking saying all these enlisted filly-foolers spout…” He paused to point at the unicorn mare, “...especially since YOU never lift your tail except when YOU’RE feeling horny.”
Tourniquet chuckled, running her tail under Feudal Feather’s snout playfully while he tried to swat it away. “Awww, poor little archer mad that he can’t put his arrow in a quiver? I just love blue-balling you tail-holes when I’m not in estrus… keeps you guys light on your hooves.”
“Bitch.”
“Evil dyke.”
“Cunt-sniffer.”
The growled slurs came from all the male soldiers in unified commiseration against the tyranny of the female medic.
Tourniquet just laughed louder, “Ha ha ha, I’ve got you all on a string! Beside, you colts smell so much better when you’re all a little horny - it just oozes through your pores… it’s like olfactory candy for a mare! Just ask Zala, I’m sure SHE can tell, too.”
Zala tightened up as she felt five pairs of male eyes lock on her. It was quite true: the incredible stallion musk hung about the camp like a fog. She’d already noticed the masculine stains and stenches around their sleeping areas, tents and bunks… had seen the strange marks on the plywood shower stall when she’d been showering earlier… and her nose loved it.
Zala simply blushed, and nodded.

That evening she slept on a fabric cot with a gray, woven wool blanket inside the plywood constructed barracks. Although Tower Shield had apologised to her about how threadbare the accomodations were, Zala couldn’t believe just how heavenly the  bedding was. It was far more comfortable than anything she had ever slept on.
She slept easy, comforted by the ponies around her, who rotated their watches to ensure that the small outpost was completely secure. The sergeant had informed her that she would be brought back to the pony headquarters for further debriefing, but they wouldn’t be leaving the outpost for a few more days.
She was in no great rush to leave - she loved spending time with the wonderful Equestrians. As much as she wanted to go find her true love, Lieutenant Lancer, she felt like she was making progress toward her goal, and learning more about this fascinating culture before she found him again was no punishment.
She was hanging out in the barracks, flipping through one of the magazines that Tower Shield had given her, marvelling at the incredible and impossible pictures of giant cities with massive structures reaching up into the stars, filled with thousands of pony-made lights. She’d seen old photographs brought by other wise-zebras of her tribe, but they were nothing compared to these full color spreads.
The door to the barracks creaked open and Radar, the young bat-pony trotted in with a sigh, pulling off his golden helmet and tossing it onto his cot. “Det, sarge said he wants us to rotate watches, you need to head out now and I’ll take the late shift.”
Det Cord groaned, tossing the beat up paperback he’d been reading over his shoulder, against the wall behind his cot where he had been reclining. “Luna’s teats, boot! What the buck did you screw up so bad that sarge is making me swap with you.” He groaned and grunted as he pulled his armor onto his shoulders. “You buckin’ owe me for this… buckin’ boot…” Det grumbled as he walked out of the barracks.
Radar let out a sigh, before slinking onto his cot and stretching out. He reached under his bed and grabbed a very particular magazine.
“That’s unbelievable boot…” Feather shook his head from the other side of the barracks, “not even one minute since you bucked over Det and you’re going to ‘adjust your antenna’... ice-cold man…”
“I can’t help it, I’ve been posted behind Tourniquet all damn morning... “ He flipped open the magazine. “I can’t wait any more!”
Zala paid only a little attention to the exchange: she’d gotten used to the fact that the soldiers had quickly become accustomed to her presence, treating her as if she were a piece of furniture in the corner. It was fun, being a fly on the wall and getting a glimpse into the soldier’s lives. For the most part it seemed to Zala that they were bored.
She flipped the page on the magazine she was reading, a silent exclamation escaping her lips at the wondrous marvels she saw there. A strange repeating sound made her ears flick back and forth... a soft, fleshy, tapping coming at a consistent tempo. She ignored it as she studied the picture, which showed happy, smiling ponies in front of a city which seemed to be perched in the clouds… with rainbow waterfalls and racing pegasi! It was incredible!
She had trouble focusing, as the soft slapping sound became louder and more rapid. Her ears flicked slightly in annoyance… what was that?
Radar groaned out, suddenly, making Zala look up from her magazine across the barracks at him.
Her eyes widened and she froze. The young bat pony was laid back against the wall, his hooves rushing up and down his erect cock as he held out a magazine with a picture of a pretty pegasus on the cover in one of his outstretched wings. While nowhere near as large as Tower Shield’s display the previous evening, Radar would certainly have put any of her tribe to shame. The thestral’s dark gray stallionhood was fully rigid, the pole reaching up to his belly and releasing a small trickle of clear liquid that ran down the underside, over his inflated flare’s ridge, down over the veins of his shaft and becoming lost in the blur of his pumping hooves as they work up and down his dick.
Zala twitched, feeling her heart-rate begin to skyrocket. Radar was mastrubating! Right in front of her!
Her nostrils flared and she drew a deep breath as she tried to calm herself… but she only caught a heavy whiff of the young bat’s aroma. She swallowed nervously, blushing slightly… was she supposed to be seeing this? She looked over toward Feudal Feather, who seemed to not care at all that the other soldier in the barracks was pleasuring himself.
Zala looked back at Radar, tilting her head to get a better view around the magazine he was holding… Radar noticed immediately.
His slit-eyes locked onto her face, and he paused mid-stroke. For a moment, Zala felt like she’d been caught by her mother stealing extra berries from the pantry. She scrunched her face and folded her ears back, worried that she might be berated by the bat for peeping on him.
Instead, Radar grinned slightly, and slowly lowered the magazine, no longer looking at it. Zala’s face was blushing bright red, the full length of the colt now visible to her, right down to the two orb-shaped testicles between his legs.
A moment passed where the grinning thestral’s vision simply held hers…
Then he started to stroke himself again, still looking directly at her.
Zala felt the blood rush to her head, a rush of adrenaline washing over her. Her thoughts were starting to race: was this Equestrian stallion pleasuring himself… to her? Did he truly find her, a zebra-filly, attractive?
Her heart thumped in her chest as she watched Radar’s hooves race up and down his pre-cum burbling shaft. She imagined what it might smell like… taste like… feel like?
Zala bit her lip slightly as she considered the masculine specimen before her. Radar noticed immediately and laughed.
Zala felt her tail began to lift involuntarily, as her fillyhood fattened between her thighs. The wonderful ‘delightful soreness’ of her loins as they heated up made her rub her legs against one another… the stimulation making her clitoris fatten in between her tight pussylips.
“Belt fed little thing, ain’cha?” Radar grunted before shutting his eyes and beginning to shudder.
Zala watched with wonder as the throbbing pony-cock’s head flared out, immediately thickening and angling upward as the ridge fanned out and became knobby and frighteningly wide. Then it began to shoot.
Zala couldn’t believe how much essence the bat-pony released, stream after stream of heavy ropes slinging out in arcing S-shaped strands that fell onto the barracks floor, landing with pitters and patters of stallion-cum splattering to the ground.. 
“Celestia, boot! The hay is wrong with you!? Use a damn sock you moron!” Feudal Feather shouted. “You better clean that shit up before Tourniquet gets back or she’s gonna kick your buckin’ ass.”
Radar moaned as his orgasm subsided, his eyes rolling slightly as he regained full consciousness. “H-hope… hope you enjoyed the show, Zala…” He grinned, before grabbing one of Det Cord’s shirts from his bunk and starting to mop up the sticky mess he had made.
“Ice cold, boot… yer a buckin’ bad one, man…”

Later that same day, Zala decided to go out into the outpost courtyard. She’d spent most of the morning with Tower Shield, happily chatting with him about his homeland. Apparently he came from a vast village called Las Pegasus. She had been quite interested to hear that the environment of Las Pegasus was not dissimilar to her own homeland, an arid savannah-like terrain. Unlike the small villages her tribe had created though, it appeared the Equestrians had made a vast and sprawling kingdom of sky-towers with giant lights and magical storytellers everywhere.
Zala chuckled as Tower Shield spoke about his home life. The gentle giant had told the zebra-filly all about his wife and foal. Apparently she was older than him, a much smaller mare who had once been his teacher. Tower seemed embarrassed to admit these facts to Zala - she wondered if perhaps he was admitting some taboo to her… from her own perspective the idea that a teacher and student might marry or mate was extremely common… though perhaps an older mare managing to bed a younger colt not as much. This mare, Kindknicker, must have been either a chieftain’s daughter or a legendary beauty to have landed a younger, giant warrior-stallion like Tower Shield, Zala thought.
Even more incredible to her was the idea that this mare would be so gregarious as to let her stallion search and seek out other mares to add to Tower Shield’s family harem! The giant earth-pony was bashful and tried to avoid talking about it, but Zala’s eager questioning eventually pried out from the shy soldier that Kindknicker had made it clear to him that she would have no problem with Tower making their marriage a polygamous one.
In Zala’s tribe, alpha-males and warriors would take as many wives as they pleased (they quickly learned that more mares zebra-mares wasn’t always better), often to the chagrin of their existing spouses. Yet here were the ponies, and everything seemed to be completely flipped!
She had just started asking the large guards-pony about his sex life (to his blushing and adorably bashful response) when a piercing cry rang through the outpost.
“FRONT AND CENTER GUARDS-PONIES! FALL IN!” The sergeant barked, With a clatter of plate armor and hooves, all six of the unit lined up shoulder to shoulder in front of Sgt. Bayou. Zala stood off to one side, once again completely enthralled by how rock solid and stoic they could stand.
“Thank you, guards-ponies. It’s dat special time a’ month agin’, boys! Time for ya medical inspections!” The entire line of ponies except Tourniquet groaned. “OK OK, thas’ enough grousin’! I hafta go through it too, so no complainin’ ya’ sissies! Corpsman, take over!” Sgt. Bayou stepped into line as Tourniquet stepped forward and took over.
“Ok gents, you know the drill! Hooves and teeth first!” All along the line, Zala watched as the stallions lifted their left forearms and grinned their mouths wide into forced smiles. Although the well-shod hooves were interesting - she was even more amazed by how white and well-kept the pony’s dentition was. Certainly most of her friends and family all had one or two teeth missing, and no-pony would have such a fantastic shade of pearly-whites.
Tourniquet made her way down the line, pausing to look into each guards-pony’s mouth and at their hooves, using her magic to inspect for cracks or imperfections. Every once in a while she would point out a spot on a hoof and shake her head at the stoic pony being inspected. Zala couldn’t see anything, but Tourniquet had an incredible look of seriousness etched into her features.
“OK boys… lift those tails now!” A new chorus of grumbles echoed down the line.
“STOW that complainin’ guards-ponies!” The sergeant barked, as he lifted his tail up.
Tourniquet walked behind the row of ponies, inspecting their backsides. Zala was doing everything she could to stifle a gut-busting laugh that she felt building up within her: a mare had a whole bunch of warrior-stallions hiking up their tails for her! She trotted around to get a view of what Tourniquet was doing, and also to catch a glimpse of all the soldiers tail-holes.
She covered her mouth with a hoof to hide her mirth as Tourniquet worked her way down the line, carefully looking at each stallion’s nethers, sometimes slipping a magical tendril into a soldier’s bottom, sometimes balancing or lightly pressing into a stallion’s tasticles and asking them to cough.
When she got to Feudal Feather and slipped a small sliver of magic into his asshole, the pegasus squeaked and ruffled his feathers a bit. A perfect opportunity for Tourniquet. “Easy there, I know you love taking it in the ass Feudal, but this is just an inspection.”
Feudal growled. “I’m not buckin’ GAY, dammit!”
“SHUT IT YOU TWO, no yakkin’ during inspections or I will NJP-your asses!” Sgt. Bayou barked once again.
Tourniquet chuckled, and finished her probe, giving Feudal a little pat on the rump as she finished. She worked her way down to the Sergeant’s end, carefully finishing her inspection and letting the older stallion know that he could come see her later for an ointment that would help with something that Zala couldn’t see.
Tourniquet walked to the front of the line again, with Zala trotting around on the periphery, following the action.
“OK guys, last step, up on your hind-legs, and let ‘em drop.” She nodded to the squad insistently. “I’ll even give you a little help if you need it.”
Zala watched with wonder as all six of the stallions stood up onto their hind-legs, balancing easily on their rear hooves. Simultaneously, Tourniquet turned around so that her rear was facing the line of stallions, flicking her lime green tail up and over her lower back while pushing her ass out. Zala could see the medic’s plump bottom frame her marehood and ponut. She didn’t appear to be particularly aroused or interested… but it still had an effect on the stallions.
She watched as all of the stallions began to spill from their sheaths. Zala’s eyes went wide with desire as the objects of her attention slipped into view. Different colored stallionhoods flopped out of furry bulges from each guards-pony’s lower abdomens. Zala swallowed the saliva building up in her mouth as she drooled over the beautiful pony-cocks now filling her vision.
She noticed that they were all BIG. Obviously, Tower Shield was in a whole other category… but all of the pony guards would put the blush to the warriors of her zebra tribe… and they weren’t even hard! Tourniquet had quickly turned around before the various stallion-ly staves went from being floppy socks of flesh into rigid, proud, Equestrian flagpoles.
“I swear to Celestia, guys… if ANY of you have been neglecting ‘cleaning your spears’... if any of you have build-up or, Tartarus-forbid, a bean… I will make you freakin’ EAT it.” Tourniquet growled as she began to inspect Kami’s flaccid penis, turning it over in her magical field, swabbing under the coronal ridge and tracing her energy under his shaft. She pulled on it slightly, testing that the suspensory ligaments were all in good shape before she moved on.
Zala felt that same arousal starting to build in her loins again. Her eyes darted from the stallions’ faces, searching for little tics and reactions but finding almost none, then racing back to where the action was happening… her arousal as the fleshy pipes of masculine studliness hung and bounced in her field of vision.
Zala felt her little dock began to wag and stiffen, lifting itself up and away from her backside, revealing her tight, zebra plot… letting the heat of her loins dissipate into the atmosphere. She could feel her body tingling with excitement and arousal, little sparks of electricity bursting along her body.
She felt that same telltale stickiness starting to connect her fattening mare-lips, little strands of lubrication connecting her folds…
“What the hay, boot…” Tourniquet growled, poking the young bat… up until that point he had seemed almost overly proud of his performance in the medical inspection, puffing his chest out, a cocky grin on his face. “What’s with these damn abrasions!? You’re beating your meat raw again, aren’t you!?” Tourniquet angrily slapped the bat’s phallus away. “Use some damn lube, or you’re gonna end up with rot and us having to haul your boot-ass outta here on a stretcher!”
Zala bit her lip, glad that she wasn’t facing away from the Equestrians at this moment. Whether it was the sight of a strong mare berating a younger stallion… or just the sigh of so much delectable pony-guard meat in front of her… Zala’s little clitoris was winking in and out of her beautiful black marehood. She quickly clenched her legs together, feeling a small dribble of filly-cum trickle down her thighs instead of splashing to the ground: she had no idea how these ponies might react to her arousal.
“Allllllright… fall out!” Sergeant Bayou grunted, after receiving a nod from Tourniquet. All the soldiers let out a little sigh of relief as they slipped back to all fours.
Zala was doing her best not to sigh herself… as she watched six beautiful, bouncing treats slowly retract back up into their hiding places. Her body was aching, BURNING…. she was bathing in a soup of pony-soldier musk… and being taunted by an assault of beautiful pony-physiology.
She didn’t no how much longer she could last.
…
A few minutes late she trotted over to the latrine area, choosing one of the funnel shaped wider tubes that had been put in place for Tourniquet. Quickly squatting and arranging herself, she let out a small sigh as she released a steady stream of urine into the hole.
“It’s nice to let it out, huh?” Tourniquet asked, from Zala’s left side.
The zebra-filly squeaked, her stream spattering slightly as she briefly clenched at the surprise of the mare who had suddenly appeared next to her.
“Scooch over a bit, I really gotta go.” Tourniquet pushed her way forward, squatting next to Zala before letting out her own sigh as her marehood let loose a golden stream into the funnel of the latrine.
Zala was blushing, the sound of the toilet, the touch of the other mare’s leg against hers, the feel of her tail hairs whisking against hers as they both did such a private, taboo act.
“Mmmm…. I can smell it, you know?” Tourniquet grinned, staring at the blushing filly as she continued to relieve herself.
Zala tried to focus on a point on the earth, avoiding the piercing gaze of the dominating corpsmare.
“You’re horny. Horny as hades.” Tourniquet grinned, looking back at their streams for a moment before staring back at Zala. “You just gotta ask, y’know…” She flashed a smile at the beet red filly. “Anypony here would be happy to help… and I’d LOVE to teach you about the ways of a truly experienced Equestrian ma-”
“Tourniquet! Where the BUCK did you go!?” A voice boomed from the other side of the COP.
“Shit!” Tourniquet’s stream tapered and she shook her bottom quickly before giving Zala a wink and trotting off with a parting quip. “Call me!”
Zala finished her business in silence, her heart pounding with nervous excitement.


	
		The Squad Meats Zala



Zala had a miserable evening, doing her best to hide her lusty, panting, sweating demeanour from her pony hosts. After a hurried dinner where Zala did her best to hurriedly nod and grunt whenever she was asked questions, avoiding making any eye contact or taking in too much of the various scents and atmosphere of the stallions all around her… trying simply to manage her building attraction.
She quickly rushed back into the barracks, hoping that some isolation and sleep would help her to relieve some of her tension. She was relying on some memories from her time as a filly when an erotic dream would provide her with sweet release… and a wonderful morning… once she cleaned her bedding, that is.
As she scrambled onto her small cot, she buried her muzzle into the soft pillow, hoping to bury her troubles and fall into a fitful sleep. But instead she found that it wasn’t just a soft pillow waiting for her, but a cloth garment, idly discarded there by one of the careless grunts… a pair of boxer shorts.
She sat up quickly, the shorts trapped on her snout. She reached up to quickly snatch the shorts from her face… but paused once she actually grabbed them.
The scent… it was…. intoxicating.
She couldn’t help but take another quick sniff… perhaps, just one more wouldn’t be too damaging. She took another whiff... the rich aroma of spicy musk bursting in her olfactory organ. She felt her body shudder and tremble, her heart start to pound and throb once again, her fur raise in little hackles of lust.
There was no stopping herself now: she buried her wet nostrils in the crotch of the boxers and wheezed in, drinking in the stench with her nose greedily, letting a hoof reach between her legs to touch her engorged filly-parts. After a few more whiffs, Zala started to put the fabric into her mouth, tasting the essence left over by the nameless stallion. Her hoof-tip pressed into her folds, rubbing against her clitoris and she moaned into the soft cloth of the guard-issued underwear, her passion rising… peaking… she was about t-
The door to the barracks burst open and Tower Shield and Kami trotted in, chatting with each other about the best method to tie one’s breastplate without magic. Zala squeaked and twisted away on her bed, rigidly snapping her hooves to her sides and throwing the soaked pair of boxers to the floor beside her, praying to the Sun that the two guards-ponies had not noticed her dirty actions…
With a pounding heart, a miserable Zala buried her head against the cot… it seemed it would be hard to sleep indeed…
Still… she tried.
The hours seemed to drag on, punctuated only by the odd opening and closing of the barracks doors as the watches switched, one guards-pony switching for another as the hours dragged on. All Zala could think of were the images of throbbing pony-flesh, and the burning need in her loins, begging to be quenched as she twisted and turned in a state of half-sleep.
It was some un-Celestial time in the darkest midnight hours, when Zala could take it no more. Her sweaty body craved sustenance, touch, closeness with another. She arose, still in that hazy state of consciousness between sleep and the waking world, her body acting out partially out of instinct and partially out of her own will, a biological missile of lusty desire, unstoppable.
Zala slunk across the barracks floor, her tails swishing left and right as she left small patters of her arousal, the drippings from her marehood, drawing a path from her cot to Kami’s. The zebra’s tongue traced over her lips in anticipation of the tastes and textures she couldn’t wait to experience.
She ducked her head under the edge of the grey-green blanket instantly hit with a wave of the white pegasus’s smell.  With the most careful of movements, she gingerly put her weight onto Kami’s bunk, sliding up against his softly snoring and unaware body. She was hit with a sudden feeling of comfort, of rightness the proximity to the strong, handsome pony reassuring her.
Snuggling into his chest, Zala sighed, the warmth of the big pony spreading into her striped fur. She began to play with the wispy hairs of his body, the fine fur and colored mane fascinating to her, a wondrous toy for her playful hooves… but it wasn’t long before she decided she had waited long enough, and her exploratory hooves went southward.
Almost instantly she found the nub of protruding male flesh, partially exposed from Kami’s own nocturnal fantasies, and began to squeeze and marvel at the shape, the feel, the weight of the grunt’s stallionhood. He was beginning to stir now, his ears flicking left and right and his eyelids beginning to flutter. There would be no escaping being revealed… but Zala was beyond caring, she needed this!
“Mmmm… why don’t you suck it, little Zebra?” A sleepy voice smiled from above her head, and Zala felt the press of the pegasus’s hoof as he guided her down under the covers towards his stiffening cock.
Zala didn’t resist, sliding her own body down the supine soldier, dragging her own chest against his, pulling her sweaty body along his as she slid down, beginning to feel the quickly hardening cock against her belly as she slid between Kami’s legs.
“That’s it, Zala… open wide now…” He whispered, stroking her heavy zebra mane.
Zala lifted the heavy penis, now almost completely stiff, looking up from it at the guards-pony she had accosted, with a dreamy look on her face she opened her muzzle slightly, leaned forward, and took a long lick across the diamond shaped head of the stallion’s cockhead.
“Mmm! Yeah… that’s it…. Take it in!” Kami groaned, pushing the back of Zala’s head more insistently, smushing his flare against her nose, not quite forcing his fat knob into her mouth, but certainly making a very strong suggestion. Not that he had to ‘suggest’ very hard - Zala’s first taste of Equestrian guard-pony cock would not nearly sate her. She opened her jaw wide and let the stallionhood slide into her muzzle, as it strained her muzzle to permit such a wide organ without scraping her teeth against him.
She wasn’t sure how she knew what to do… but what she did know was that she had to get more of the incredible juice slowly seeping from his cockslit onto her tongue, she lashed back and forth, trying to absorb more and more of his essence. And she could tell it was working: the groans and thankful rubbing of the back of her head were evidence enough of that.
Zala fell into a trance, drunk on the taste of pony-cock, the satisfaction of knowing this strong, intelligent pony was trapped in a web of pleasure she had woven. She reveled in the throbbing feel of his flesh inside her, his stiffening ridge against the roof of her mouth. She grunted at the pleasurable waves flowing through her, the winking throbs that wracked her pleasure center, her fillyhood, with each beat of her heart…
She wasn’t sure how much time was passing… she felt she suck this stallion forever… but she was interrupted.
A rush of shock and adrenaline stiffened her for a moment as she felt the blanket covering her torn from her back, and a sudden press against her exposed obsidian-colored marehood, as it throbbed beneath her flagged, zebra tail.
“Buck… she’s buckin’ horny, dude…” Det Cord whispered from behind her as he pressed his long and slender stallionhood against Zala’s winking cunt. “She is definitely DTF!”
Zala mewled, wiggling her bottom and pressing backward. Some primal instinct demanded that she try to impale her burning ache on the organic rod of steel pressing into her soft folds. The unicorn-stallion’s pushed forward, his cock starting to agonizingly spread the zebra-filly’s pussy.
“MMMmmngh!” Zala moaned into Kami’s cock, unable to get her words out from around the thick pole. She felt her tight cunt spreading, stretching, wider and wider… to an extent that she didn’t think possible… as her body tried to accept the new invading member. And then, he slid in.
“Fuuuuck… this filly is tight!” Det groaned, putting his hoof on the small of her back as he wasted almost no time in pumping in and out of her.
Zala’s eyes rolled back in her head - she swooned ever so slightly before regaining her composure. Just moments before she had suffering in silence on her cot - rubbing at herself in futility… now she had so suddenly been stuffed with two pony-stallionhoods in her mouth and in her marehood.
Both of the guards-ponies began to pleasure themselves: the pegasus humping into her mouth softly and the unicorn pushing deeper into her. All she could do was be washed away by the waves of pleasure exploding through her, as the dark brown cock opened up her marehood and plumbed her depths. The stallion would press forward until her clenching resistance became too much, then pull back ever so slightly to a chorus of wet, squelching squeaks from her sucking lower-lips.
“L-luna… f-fuck! I’m going to… ugh!!!” Zala’s focus was pulled away from her pussy and back to her mouth. The already thick flare buried at the back of her throat suddenly throbbed larger and larger… blocking her ability to breathe for a terrifying moment as she tried to pull it out of her mouth, but was prevented by the hoof on the back of her head. The larger flare tilted upward and spasmed, releasing a huge jet of thick spunk that filled her mouth with it’s first ejaculation.
“Fuuuck! T-take it, you little slut!” Kami groaned, his head tilting toward the ceiling as his hips pumped up off the cot beneath him.
Zala felt the massive load spill from the sides of her mouth: she wasn’t able to swallow fast enough to ingest all the wonderful fluids, and each subsequent splash of heavy stallion juice escaped her mouth and trickled over her chest fur. She felt the pressure on the back of her head subside as Kami pulled his still-cumming black shaft from her muzzle. Zala groaned, lifting her head in reaction to the thrusts from the unicorn behind her  - only to receive the last ropes of Kami’s orgasm across her nose and into her mane.
“Mmf! Y-yes… thank you! Thank you!” Zala moaned, each syllable in time with the increasing pace of thrustsfucking her from behind. Her head now up she saw that it wasn’t just the two stallions in front and behind her: in front of her. Standing off to one side of Kami was Feudal Feather… also stroking his dark grey shaft. Behind him was the younger bat, Radar, awkwardly standing and trying to determine just where he should go, his black erection bobbing underneath him. Finally, on the other side of the barracks, watching with interest was Tower Shield… Zala could see that his huge stallionhood was slowly starting to lengthen and flop against the ground.
“Shift over, Kami…” Feudal grunted, putting a hoof on Zala’s shoulder and twisting her awkwardly on the cot so that she would turn to face his hips.
Zala squeaked and did her best to accommodate, though the deeper and more insistent pounding coming from behind her made that difficult. Det Cord had grabbed hold of her hips and was starting to leverage some serious force, his long cock now knocking against Zala’s cervix with each thrust, even though he still had inches to spare. 
This new bumping action against such a sensitive inner-spot thrust her forward, grinding her into Feudal Feather’s groin, pressing her snout into his hot balls and grinding his shaft against her sweaty face.
“Suck it, Zala.” Feudal grunted, pulling his cock down across her muzzle and pressing it into her panting mouth.
She took a deep breath with her mouth, a final gasp of cock-scented oxygen before engulfing as much of Feudal’s penis as she could. His shaft was not as thick and large as Kami, nor as long as Det Cord’s vagina-drilling pipe, but a happy medium between the two.
She was barely rational enough to consider the different taste of the other pegasus’s stallionhood, his precum seemed more watery, less sticky than Kami’s. She licked at the flare, once again marvelling at the heat and size of pony-stallions compared. Just as she went for a particularly deep lick of the head in her cheeks, Det Cord slapped her flanks with a particularly vicious thrust.
She felt his flare partially push into her cervix, which had slowly been yielding to the constant bumping thrusts. Zala tightened and clenched, straightening up slightly, which made her impale herself on the cock in her gullet, driving it with a choking gasp into the back of her throat.
Feudal Feather groaned and gripped Zala’s mane, pulling her face toward his crotch, eager to drive more of his shaft into her hot little mouth - pushing the bump of his flare past the back of her mouth, and beginning to truly throat swab the little filly.
Zala’s body was in a state of complete confusion. She was being assaulted with so many different sensations. Her loins, sopping, burning and clenching around a stud inside her womb. Her heart, throbbing and pounding to pump blood to all her extremities. Her lungs, burning for air as she choked on the fatter penis in her mouth. Her throat, aching and clenching against the swabbing her esophagus was receiving. Her face - eyes and nose running with a mixture of drool and stallion juices, cheeks puffing out in a desperate attempt to handle the face-fucking she was receiving… and her brain - awash in a crazy sea of endorphins, panic-inducing adrenaline… and a huge surge of dopamine from the pure sensation of being well and truly bred by her pony-hosts.
It was too much!
Zala felt something in her trigger, like a breaking dam - a shaking series of wracking spasms that made her powerful zebra hips gyrate and hump back against the pony fucking her from behind, slamming her filly-hips against his groin as she bucked back against him. One eye rolled back and she began to chokingly gasp for air, making sickening little throat sounds as she struggled for oxygen: her body heaving in its demand for enough fuel for her body to process her massive, overwhelming orgasm.
“Holy fuck dude - this little slut is cumming!” Det cord groaned, as the tight zebra-ass ground demandingly against him. He winced and clenched his teeth while bending over her, the milking vice-like tightness of her clamping cunt almost painful to him.
“Holy sh-shit!” Feudal Feather breathed out, as he hilted against the filly’s mouth, a spattering waterfall of drool coating his swinging balls. Kami, now recovered from his orgasm, grumpily tried to move off the cot, to escape the stallion-bits swinging near his face.
Zala was shuddering, convulsing, as she began to release all that terrible tension that had been building up for the past two days in such close proximity to her ultimate desires. Mare-juice started spraying from Zala’s winking cunt, tremendous splatters of clear liquid spattering to the barracks floor and over Det Cord’s hooves.
“F-fuck” Det Cord groaned, grasping with his hooves as hard as he could, pulling up a fold of Zala’s tight flesh, before leaning forward to nuzzle his face against the zebra’s sweaty, humid back. “She’s so… f-fuck!” He opened his mouth and nipped Zala’s neck instinctively as his own orgasm overcame him, induced by the milking muscles of the orgasming zebra-filly under him.
Zala felt the cock in her womb throb larger and larger, pressing against the sides of her womb and embedding itself in her, wedging itself in her uterus before exploding it’s hot, sticky load. She rumbled out a low groan around the stallionflesh stuffed down her esophagus, the incredible feel of boiling, steamy, satisfying stallion-batter pumping into her - filling her - breeding her! Her eyes rolled left and right wildly in blissful agony, her fillyhood clenching in milking spasms to coax every drop of hot ejaculate from the unicorning biting the tender nape of her neck.
“Sh-shit!”
Zala suddenly felt a sharp pain from her scalp: Feudal Feather’s hooves pulling wildly at the thick strands of her mane. Her rumbling moans and tight throat muscles had pushed this stallion over the edge as well. The sharp pain was lost in the cacophony of other feeling though: she only dimly noticed it against the sense of the pegasus’s flare throbbing out into her esophagus and beginning to pump its gooey, spurting shots directly into her stomach.
There she was, a little zebra-filly, barely eighteen years of age, spit-roasted between two guards-ponies, both simultaneously pumping her full of their virile, potent cum: she was in heaven!
What felt like an eternity of ecstatic rumination later (thought it was only a few heartbeats), Kami, still trapped under the well-fucked zebra, shoved his flying soldier-buddy away from his cot. “Buck off, Feudal… I want a second round!” Kami also kicked out with a left hoof against the thigh of the panting, tongue-lolled out body of Det Cord.
Both stallions slunk back, filling the barracks with the loud sound of schlorping, wet withdrawal of flaccid, fleshy-tubes from tight, sopping zebra-holes. There was not too much mess from either end though, both stallions having been so deep that they had injected their precious genetic payloads directly into their targets, leaving only a foamy froth as evidence of the heated filly-fuck session they had just culminated.
“That’s it Zala, hop up here, filly.” Kami coaxed, lifting the groggy endorphin-drunk zebra under her armpits and pulling her up his supine body, so that her hips moved up to his belly button - aligning her still spasming folds to be penetrated by his own cock, now eager for its second foray deep into zebra territory.
Zala pushed bolt upright, her eyes going from being unfocused and lazy to wide and alert in shock: the thick knob of Kami’s cockhead was pressing into her cunt. The slick froth of her well-stirred marejuice helped ease her lips, which had to unroll and spread almost painfully, stretching wider and wider to permit him to slip inside her. Kami used the new upright, ‘cow-girl’ style zebra’s position to grab two hoof-fuls of her zebra-filly ass and pull her down against him, instantly driving his thick stallionhood halfway into her, causing Zala’s back to arch as a lightning bolt of pleasure throbbed through her. The thick cock was spreading her so wide that the shaft was grinding against her fat, winking clit… making her lose her breath with pleasure.
“D-dude… I was w-waiting my turn… not cool.” Radar groaned.
“Celestia Radar, don’t be such a little filly… she doesn’t just have one hole dude.” Kami grunted, annoyed that he couldn’t focus on the incredible sensation of rippling, pink zebra-flesh gripping and massaging his member because of this whiny colt.
Radar grunted and stepped forward, intending to have the zebra filly suck his dick as well… unfortunately this put his balls right over Kami’s groaning face… something he was NOT happy about.
“Shit! Get the fuck outta my face you idiot!”
“Wh-what? You said to use her othe-”
“Her asshole you moron! Shit!” Kami snarled, as the whimpering zebra began to softly bounce on his fat cock.
“Her t-tailhole? Th-that’s dirty though isn’t i-”
“BOOT! GO FUCK HER ASS OR SHUT YOUR FUCKIN’ HOLE” Kami screamed, starting to meet Zala’s plaintive bouncing  with his own gentle hip thrusts, slowly driving more and more of his girthy black shaft into her squelching cunt.
Radar grumbled as he nervously walked around the cot and approached from behind, the incredible sight of the zebra filly sliding up and down Kami’s thick pole, right to the stop of his thick medial ring. Her tight flanks perfectly proportioned, a cute and athletically proportioned set of asscheeks that clenched with muscular power as they bounced up and down. Her thick zebra tail was flagged up high, whisking all about randomly in the throes of passion, revealing a tight black pucker beneath the dock, her slender wrinkle of a ponut that looked so impossibly tight… and yet so inviting.
He stepped forward and pressed his wet cockhead, slick from the burble of pre-cum that he had generated after masturbating in his role as spectator of the previous rounds of the orgy. He hiked up her tail, gripping it in one hoof, making Zala stop her humping for a moment and giving the thestral a chance to aim his cock.
Radar hesitated for a moment as he pressed his cockslit against her pucker. The heat coming from the orifice was astounding. “I-is th-this OK?”
“Boot! You FUCK that filly-ass!” Shouted Kami, annoyed that he was waiting on the meek novice yet again.
Zala looked over her shoulder, half-lidded eyes and differently sized, heart-shaped irises lost in the throes of her sexual high… her tongue hanging out of one corner of her mouth, drool falling down that she had to slurp back into her before going on. 
“Y-yeshh…. Pw-pwease f-fuck…. Me…” She groaned.
Radar pushed forward, wrapping his hooves around the filly’s belly in a hug to find purchase.
Zala screamed out, an incredible stinging tightness from her tailhole momentarily overwhelming all her other senses as the right ring of muscle around her ponut unclenched and was pressed out wide by the bat-pony’s flare. Radar may have been the smallest of all the guard-stallions, but he was still bigger than any zebra she had ever seen… and now he was pushing that log of stallionflesh into her tiny, vise-like, asshole!
The pucker yielded inevitably, slowly but surely, aided by the spreading force from the thick pegasus cock widening the skin of her nethers, and the slickness and lubrication present everywhere down below. The stinging tightness became a burning throb as the thestrals head ‘popped’ into her anus.
“H-holy Celestia!” Radar squeaked out, “I-it feels better than I’d ever imagined, I never thought a zebra would be my first…”
Zala groaned, falling forward out of the thestral’s grasp, her chest fur swealily slapping against Kami’s ribcage as she lay against him. The bat scooched forward, and she writhed with a mixture of pain and pleasure with the thestral-flesh pressing deeper into her asshole. The incredible feeling of fullness, of being completely STUFFED with pony-cock, the two large shafts cramming into both of her plot-holes, shifting her interior organs, her tender walls, her muscles, pushing her hip bones wide… she was being completely dominated by the Equestrians…
She loved it.
“Hey. Hey cutie… back to work now…” Kami whispered at the half-coherent Zala, before starting to softly pump his hips again.
Zala tried. She tried to move her hips to drive more pegasus-cock into her body, but as she moved down, the bat would either be starting or stopping a thrust, awkwardly making her flinch or falter, preventing her from working up a good rhythm and short-circuiting any control she had over her muscles. There was nothing she could do: she was now just along for the ride, only able to nuzzle the underside of Kami’s snout while writhing in pleasure.
“Dude… I can feel your dick with MY dick!” Radar groaned.
“Shut the FUCK up, boot.” Kami snarled.
Zala moaned and thrashed, feeling a ne wave of buildup crescendoing inside her. It was true that she could feel the two rock hard cocks in her pinching the thin membranes of her pussy and asshole’s inner walls, squeezing remarkably sensitive nerve endings between the haphazardly pistoning stallionhoods.
She twisted her face up, in a small spasm… only for her nose to bump against something new… and wet.
“What the fuck, Tourniquet? Where’d you come from?” Kami groaned, looking up at the silver-plate clad body of the unicorn medic, who had straddled his face, pressing her small teats against his snout so that her marehood would be positioned in front of Zala’s muzzle.
“Sarge thinks I’m taking a leak, I could hear you buckin’ queue-jumpers having a good-time without me from outside, you asses.”
“Get the fuck offa m-nghh!” Kami’s groan was cut-off as the medic let her weight fall onto his face, smothering him with her tits.
Zala looked lazily, half-consciously up at the plot in front of her, a strange mix of blue fur and pink, winking, mare-flesh beneath a flagged green tail and sparkling silver plate. She felt a hoof on the back of her head, Tourniquet was reaching over her shoulder, looking down at the filly with a wolfish smile and guiding her toward her throbbing unicorn-clit.
“That’s it little filly… come to momma…”
Zala’s nose pressed into the sticky folds of Tourniquet’s marehood, drowning in the gooey, mint-smelling lubcirnat-juice that was stickily connecting the medic’s folds. She felt a throbbing heat shoot in and out of her lips as Tourniquet’s love bud throbbed into her. With the mare grinding her hips back into her face to pleasure herself, and the two stallions inside her thrusting her forward, Zala had no choice in taking the clit into her mouth and burying her snout deep into Equestrian snatch.
“Ohhhh yeah honey… suck my fuckin’ clit, babe!” Tourniquet moaned, making little thrusts backward into the zebra-filly.
Zala was lost again. Stuffed in every hole. Her womb and stomach filled with thick stallion batter. Her nose only able to inhale the humid fog of Tourniquet’s arousal. Her tongue only able to taste the slick mare-cum strands off of the large clitoral bulb in her mouth. She thrashed, gasped… and came.
Her ass and pussy clenched up, milking in impossibly rapid convulsion as they wracked and stirred with pleasure. Her chest lifted and writhed against Kami beneath her as she tried to lift herself through involuntary muscular action, only to be pinned back against the pony by Radar as he pressed down against her, sandwiching her. Zala tried to wrench her face left and right, away from the marehood in front of her, only for it to become more deeply buried in unicorn-cunt. Her pussy began to platter and splash once again, soaking the balls slapping against her plot randomly soaking everything. Her winking pussy flapped open and shut with alternating milking loosenings and subsequent vise-like tightenings, driven by her throbbing clitoris. On one of those milks spread her just wide enough that Kami’s cock suddenly slid all the way into her, driving the medial ring into her vagina and hilting her immediately.
“Mnnnghhh… hnggnnhhh… !” Zala groaned out, directly into Tourniquet’s sopping pussy.
“F-fuck!” A unison chorus of exhortation came from both Radar and Tourniquet.
Zala felt her ass suddenly get even more full, as the thestral’s cock flared out and began to jerk and spasm. At the same time, she felt a huge gush of copous sticky liquid splatter across her face. Then her ass was suddenly warm… hot! A burning liquid fullness was pouring into her bottom, cumming in squirt after squirt as Radar crammed himself as deep as he could fit into her tight little ass, each ejaculation coming with a powerful hump forward.
The fattened cock in her ass seemed to press against her vaginal wall, making her even tighter against the fat pegasus stallionhood, now completely filling her, all the way into her womb, crushing her squishy, membranous walls with its girth. Then even that began to expand. Zala’s vision exploded in stars as Kami also flared inside her, making her feel like she was about to break, before he too started to squirt and shoot into her, stuffing her womb full with even more cum, making her belly expand obscenely.
“HMNNNNNGHH!” Kami groaned, directly into the orgasming Tourniquet’s teats.
And so they all writhed and came, juices and ejaculates squirting everywhere. Shafts and gashes throbbing and spasming, as they all cried out in a glorious climax.
...
It took some time for them all to catch their breaths.
Zala lay there, sandwiched between much larger ponies, her entire body shaking with sweat and exertion, her insides completely stuffed with cum, her brain completely flooded with oxycontin, her heart entirely enslaved to the ponies around her.
Radar withdrew first, then Tourniquet.
Then Zala felt herself being lifted by huge arms, her tight pussy holding onto Kami’s flaccid cock as she was pulled off of him, separating with a loud ‘POP’ and releasing a huge glob of pouring white cum onto the cot below as she was whisked into the air.
“Hey there… there we go, filly… easy, easy!” Tower Shield’s voice filled her ears, comforting her and soothing her as he cradled her sweaty body. “Good girl… you did a great job, Zala.” Tower Shield hummed, setting her down on the barracks floor gingerly.
Zala felt her heart swelling… they were so kind! So loving! She had already completely submitted to them as a brood-mare, to be used however she wanted… but still they gave her so much love and comfort! Treating her like a beloved wife or daughter!
Zala wanted more of their love, their strength, their lust… she wanted them!
Weakly she stumbled to her hooves, leaning forward onto a nearby cot to take the weight of of her unsteady front hooves. She looked back over her shoulder at the huge earth-pony stallion behind her… and flicked her tail up with the last bit of her strength.
“Wh-what are you doing?” Tower chuckled, bemused.
“She’s asking for you, Tower!” “Let’s go Tower!” “C’mon you pussy!” A chorus of shouts from the other members of the squad came from all around.
“Shut it!” Tower Shield growled, his eyes focused on the little filly presenting herself to him, perched on the edge of the cot.
Zala watched as the huge white stallion, stood up on his hind legs, revealing that gargantuan cock in all of its glory, now completely stiff and erect, even larger than she’d seen it the day before. The huge obsidian cock was as big as two of her forelegs put together, easily the size of a small tree branch. It sported a THICK and terrifying cockhead, as wide as a saucer plate, and throbbing with a slick, dripping stream of stallion pre-cum. Huge and pulsating veins carried the massive amount of blood needed to fill this monster, tracing up the full 17 inch shaft, their winding paths only broken by the horrifyingly thick medial ring near the base… which was almost twice as large again as the head.
How could such a thing exist on a pony!? This looked like something she had seen under one of the elephants she’d seen as a child! It was like some demon-stallion’s penis: a truly frightening tool….
Her tail wagged slightly and her legs spread wider: she wanted it. She needed it! She wanted to be bred, fucked… destroyed by these wonderful ponies.
Tower Shield stepped forward, his heavy hooves landing on either side of her head on the cot with heavy thuds. Just the weight of his huge hooves could have crushed her. He was easily able to mount her without even coming in contact with any part of her body: only her tail was able to brush the underside of his belly as he positioned himself over top of her. She shivered with fear and excitement.
A heavy THUMP, landed on her back, and she felt the cot creak under her hooves as she took on more weight. At first she thought that Tower Shield had put his weight onto her back, but she noticed that his arms were still holding him away from her… this was just the weight of his cock!
She trembled again with trepidation. Looking back to see the huge black log of stallion-dick resting between her asscheeks, the medial ring over her dock, the massive shaft stretching up past her lower back, and the thick coronal ridge and dome of his flare reaching to just between her shoulder blades, where it was drooling a slick burbling line of stallion pre-cum.
Tower Shield leaned down to the trembling little zebra, smiling and whispering to her. “See little filly? I don’t think you can handle this… it’s ok… don’t strain yourse-”
“Fuck me.”
Tower Shield’s attempt to dissuade her was cut off by Zala’s insistent demand.
“Wh-what?” 
“She said, FUCK HER, Tower!” Det hollered from his position across from them.
“Yeah, c’mon you little filly-bitch!” Tourniquet hooted.
Tower stumbled backwards,  hemming and hawing “G-guys… I… I’m m-married… and she’s so... “
Zala looked back with pleading and watery eyes, her breath gasping as she begged: “P-please, m-mister…” Her wet, juice and soat sweat tail flopped from being flagged over her left side to being flagged over her right side, desperately trying to grab her attention.
Tourniquet and Det Cord’s horns ignited and shoved the stunned Tower Shield forward. “No excuses now, pussy! Even your wife would want you to fuck this poor little filly!”
Tower Shield carefully steadied himself against Zala’s ass, his huge hoof able to ‘palm’ her whole flank. He took one hoof to grip and hike up her tail, accidentally lifting her rear hooves off the ground as he stallion-handled her like the much smaller creature she was. Setting her back down, Tower kicked her rear hood wider, making sure that her hips were splayed as wide apart as possible, her ihps facing downward and her pussy gaping open and shut as she winked repeatedly.
Zala released a small torrent of filly-cum involuntarily, her body reacting instinctively to the imminent stud-fucking she was about to receive. She felt Tower awkwardly positioning himself behind her, trying to align his huge knob against her tiny, juice-spurting slit.
“Celestia forgive me…” Tower mumbled, before starting to press forward.
Zala felt the huge knob press against her. The ridges of his flare were almost touching the insides of her thighs. The difference in size was ridiculous. Not even the tip of the dome of his shaft was able to push into her tiny, tight little cunt! Instead she was simply being pinned against the cot by the huge stallion, the press of his huge dick against her unyielding pussy smushing his throbbing cockhead painfully.
“B-buck… y-you’re… you’re too big!” Zala mewled, her mind racing to try to comprehend how she could ever fit this gigantic sausage of pure stallion-meat into her tiny rump.
“Shhhh… my wife is about your size… and she always ends up loving it…” Tower cooed, palming Zala’s left flank as he continued to grind and push against her.
“What’s the hold-up!? Sarge is gonna kick my ass if I take any longer!” Tourniquet whined.
“Shut it!” Tower snarled at her.
Tourniquet humphed and ignited her horn, a small field of magical energy gripping at Zala’s pussy lips, straining to pull them apart as much as she could, the bright pink flesh peeking out, starkly contrasted against Zala’s night-black filly-cunt. Still, even with the assistance, Tower could only struggle against her pussy.
“Fuck it! Get ready Tower!” Tourniquet grunted. Her horn brightening even more.
“Huh? AghhhH!!!” Tower yelped, as his flare was enveloped in Tourniquet’s field and compressed, squeezed painfully with all of her magical force.
But it work.
With a sickening and obscene, squelching pop, the huge cock thrust into Zala’s tiny pussy. Instinctively, Zala bucked out, her hooves kicking at air before coming back to rest under her. She felt like she was tearing! The other ponies were big, but this was something completely different! It felt like her entire insides were being shifted out of the way of this huge, hot knob of stallion-cock pushing into her. She felt fuller than when she’d had Radar’s cock in her asshole and Kami’s cock in her vagina!
A huge chorus of cheers and claps broke out around the room… a whooping and hollering raucous set of shouts and applause. A chant started among the encouraging squadmates: “Tower! Tower! Tower!”
Zala had never felt like this before… she was being completely stuffed by this HUGE stud. She tentatively began to wiggle her bottom backward,  straining and spasming her stretched fillyhood, the impossibly tight cunt ever so slowly devouring more of the huge stallionhood. She felt Tower begin to press forward as well, his huge size agonizingly expanding the depths of her tight little filly-vagina, widening it inch by agonizing inch as his huge, knobby flare scraped along her inner walls.
He was barely even a third of the way into her when his swollen cock-slit kissed up against the stretched-out hole of her cervix, kissing it and pressing the arch of his flare’s dome into her already-cum stuffed womb. There was no way he was going any further: the raw physics of her hip’s bone structure wouldn’t permit it!
“F-f-fuck!” Tower Shield moaned out, his small, relatively constrained pistons slowly squelching his huge shaft in and out of the much smaller filly under him.
Zala groaned, writhing under the huge pony mounting her, fucking her… pistoning in and out of her with slow, devastating strokes. The Equestrian was conquering her… destroying her… breaking her entire mind and committing her spirit to the superior pony-male. Her mouth fell open as she began to shiver and cum, her clitoris winking in and out constantly, her body spraying a trickle of filly-juice for the third time that night, coating Tower Shield’s lower shaft in her hot, natural lube…
But she didn’t stop.
She was broken.

Zala’s orgasm never tailed off, her pleasure center pumping more and more oxycontin, adrenaline and endorphins into her small body. Her heart-shaped eyes rolling up in her head.
“Holy shit! Tower, ya’ fuckin’ destroyed her!” Feudal hooted, pumping a hoof in the air. 
“Shit!” Tourniquet swore. “I wanna see him pump that Zebra full of spunk...  but Sarge is gonna kick my tail if I take any longer…” She looked nervously at the door, then back to the grunting and straining Tower Shield, as he slowly fucked the delirious little Zebra-filly into oblivion. “Fuck it!” Tourniquet walked forward and gripped the two thirds of exposed earth-pony cock still outside of Zala and began to softly pump and stroke the stallionhood with her soft underhooves.
“You guy’s fuckin’ OWE me!” She grumbled, her armor making little clinking sounds as she began to give her squadmate a hoofjob while he fucked their zebra guest.
“Wooo! Go Tourney!” “Get ‘at it, filly!” “So much for bein’ a filly-fooler!” The guys cheered her on.
Tourniquet spat on her hooes, pumping harder and faster, encouraging Tower Shield to also start fucking Zala harder.
“E-easy! Th-that’s too… ungh!” Tower Shield groaned out, his head craning back as he began to involuntarily hump forward, his base and medial ring pumped by Tourniquet’s hooves, and his upper shaft and head being milked by Zala’s spasming, orgasmic cunt.
“Fuck that noise, Tower, I want you to blow!” Tourniquet growled, igniting her horn. A warm magic field shifted down and gripped Tower’s heavy balls, surrounding them with a buzzing, massaging, electric energy.
“Oh Celestia! Oh Celestia! Oh Celestia!” Tower began to gasp, over and over, as the impossibly overwhelming feelings coursed through him in crashing waves of feeling.
Tourniquet was jacking the huge stallion meat at a blur of a pace now, a small sweat building up under her silver helmet, her tongue bit between her teeth in concentration.
Zala was just constantly screaming now, mindlessly, rising and falling in squeaking yells as the huge stud-cock slammed into her at the same blurring pace encouraged by Tourniquet. Her womb was throbbing, her cunt was throbbing, her clit was throbbing. Everything was on fire! Her neurons were swimming in a sea of potent neurochemical aphrodisiac as she came over and over and over. Her zebra body was milking and pleading at the huge stallion fucking her, begging to receive his hot load.
“Stop…. Fuckin’.... Resisting!” Tourniquet huffed, running out of breath. She bit down on her tongue even harder, and summoning one more huge rush of magical energy, extending the field that was surrounding Tower’s balls to spread over his large tailhole, sliding inside and prodding his delicate and swollen membrane which rested against his prostate, milking it with the last ounce of her strength.
It was too much for Tower.
He reared up in a whinny onto his hind legs, lifting the entire filly impaled on his huge cock off the ground, suspended only by his spasming shaft. It was a good thing that Zala was completely incoherent to anything but the pleasure she could feel, as the huge cock expanded even larger, flaring out as the earth-pony stud began to cum.
“Yes! That’s it! Gooooood boy… let it alllll out for momma…!” Tourniquet coaxed, softly milking the clenching and unclenching shaft and balls while she gently caressed his releasing prostate.
“HOLY SHIT!” “LOOK AT HER BELLY!” “SHE’S GETTING FUCKING HUGE!” The squad shouted and cheered, pointing and laughing.
Zala’s belly was indeed inflating out, a high-pressure stream of rope after rope of fertile Equestrian, earth-pony cum joining the brew of unicorn and pegasus batter already in her. Tower Shield slowly lowered back down to all fours, letting out a tight breath as his clenched face slowly unwound. His huge cock tensed and untensed, each throb growing the filly’s belly with more hot cum, each flexing pump powerful enough to lift her slightly off the ground.
“We fuckin’ did it boys!” Tourniquet cheered, unlighting her horn and turning to high-five her comrades, whooping it up…
Then the door burst open.
“What in da FUCK is goin’ on in here, devil-diamond-dawgs?” Sergeant Bayou screamed as the plywood door ricocheted off the wall with the force of the kick he had laid on it.
The entire squad froze in mid high-fives and looked over at their team leader… a moment passed… then a sickening schlorp broken the tension, as Zala’s overfilled womb finally began to spurt thick, white semen out from around the tight seal of Tower Sheild’s still ejaculating cock.
“I’ve bin’ out there on post solo for thiry fuckin’ minutes CORPSMARE!” Bayou screamed, pointing at the sweaty unicorn. “A zebe warria couldah’ cut my dam’ head off ten fuckin’ minutes ago and yew’d all still be in here doin’ FUCK ALL! Now git the buck back on post!” He pointed outside, waiting for Tourniquet to trot by him, her tail tucked beneath her legs.
He turned and looked back at the rest of the team, half of them covered in obscene juices, half of them with semi-flaccid cocks hanging in the wind… and one of them with a leaking zebra filly impaled on his huge stallionhood.
“As you were, Guardsponies.” He turned to leave, and all of the squad began to sigh… before he turned back and added something more, making everyone tighten up again. “But don’ yew tail-holes think yer’ gonna make it, 4 days fuckin’ that there filly when ya’ should be sleepin’... doin’ that shit right up, until we head back to the CP.” He pulled a cigarette from his saddle bag before continuing. “Yew’ll wear yerselve’s out, on that little spitfire...” He chuckled and shook his head, then turned to follow after tourniquet.
All the stallions looked at one another in wonder and awed silence… then looked to the little Zebra-filly… who was just waking from being passed out, her body looking half-way pregnant from the amount of stallion cum pumped into her.
“M-m..m-more… Please.”
End
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