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"Glacè, this is Whirlpool," Sakura said, introducing a friendly-looking, blue earth-pony, "And Whirlpool, this 
is Glacè." 

Glacè shook hands with the earth-pony, feeling nervous and more than a little embarrassed. Was she out 
of her mind, agreeing to let her girlfriend hook her up with a guy? 

"Whirlpool was my best friend in college," Sakura continued, "and this pretty, blue-maned pegasus is my 
girlfriend. You take very good care of her, Mister!" she said, giving her friend a playful punch. "You two 
have fun!" 

With that, she turned and stepped out, closing the door behind her and going next door to her own 
apartment. Glacè was left alone with the stranger. 

"Um, would you like to sit down?" she asked nervously. 

"Sure," Whirlpool replied, taking a seat on the sofa nearest him. 

"I, um, I'm sorry," Glacè said. "I'm just…really nervous. My last experience with a guy was…" 

She trailed off, not wanting to think about it. 

Whirlpool nodded, his voice somber. "He was a creep, huh? I'm…sorry." 

Glacè snorted and nodded. "Yeah," she said, crossing her arms and standing a few feet away. 

"We—don't have to if you don't want to," Whirlpool said. "We can just talk, if that would be better." 

Glacè sighed and looked at the ground, nodding slowly. "Maybe," she said, sitting on the far end of the 
loveseat. 

"So, you and Sakura are girlfriends, huh?" Whirlpool asked. "You both did really well. Sakura is still the 
coolest person I know, and from what she's said about you, it sounds like you're really happy together!" 

Glacè couldn’t help but smile. That was true. 

"She says you're smart and really funny, but kinda shy," he continued. 

The pegasus smiled again and blushed a bit. "She said you were really good-looking, really gentle, and 
quite the smooth-talker," she chuckled. 

Whirlpool laughed. "I dunno about good-looking, but otherwise, she's got me pegged," he admitted. "But I 
only say things I mean," he added firmly, "So you can take it as the honest truth when I say you're really 
pretty." 

Glacè blushed even harder and bit her lip; she didn't know what to say. 

"May I join you?" Whirlpool asked, gesturing to the empty spot on the loveseat. 

Glacè hesitated but nodded. 

The stallion rose and sat beside her, keeping his hands to himself. 

"Thank you," he said, smiling sincerely. 

Glacè smiled and nodded. Whirlpool cocked his head thoughtfully. 

"What's your favorite Sakura story?" he asked. 

Glacè frowned. "What do you mean?" she asked. 

"Well, you know Sakura: she's always getting into stuff. When we were in college, she got the munchies 
and dragged me out of bed at 3:00 AM to go get cheesecake with her." He laughed. "It was the best 
cheesecake I've ever had." 

Glacè's eyes lit up. "I know what you mean!" she said, laughing. "We were at the coffee shop the other 
day, and all of a sudden, she just started belting out her favorite song! Everybody clapped, but I was 
mortified!" 

Whirlpool laughed. "Classic Sakura, huh?" he asked, his eyes shining with mirth. 
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Glacè nodded. "Like setting up her girlfriend and her college best friend on a sex-date," she said, shaking 
her head with a wry grin. 

"Yeah, that, too," Whirlpool chuckled sheepishly. 

Their laughter trailed off as they sat there thoughtfully. 

"May I kiss you?" Whirlpool asked suddenly. 

"Wha—?" Glacè asked, doing a double-take. 

Whirlpool put his hands up. "Nothing else, just kiss," he said. "Your lips are really cute when you laugh." 

Glacè reddened again. "You are a smooth-talker," she said. 

Whirlpool shrugged and grinned helplessly. 

"Okay," she conceded. "Just a kiss." 

"I promise," Whirlpool said, putting his hands behind his back. 

He leaned toward her, his lips pursing and his eyes closing. Summoning her courage, Glacè leaned 
forward to let her lips meet his. He responded almost instantly, sucking in a passionate breath and gently 
nuzzling her lips with his. She could feel his strength through the touch of his lips alone, yet she could 
also feel his gentleness. The feel of his unbridled strength kept in check just for her filled her with passion, 
and she wrapped her arms around his shoulders to kiss him deeply. He gasped at her intensity and 
quickly matched it. But his hands stayed behind his back. At first Glacè was taken aback, but then she 
understood: he was a stallion of his word. 

Breaking the kiss tenderly, she sat up, and they both opened their eyes. Though part of her was still 
nervous, she knew she could trust him. 

"You can, you know, use your hands," she mumbled nervously. "Just—go slow, okay?" 

The stallion smiled and brushed a bit of his white-streaked blue mane out of his face, nodding 
understanding. He brought his hands forward to cradle her chin and leaned forward to kiss her again. 

If the last kiss was passionate on her part, this one was twice as passionate on his. His thumbs stroked 
the sides of her face as he gently nibbled her lower lip, making her gasp in pleasure. As the two made 
out, his hands slowly made their way down her body, his fingers tenderly stroking her neck, eliciting 
another gasp and a shudder of anticipation. His head followed his fingers, moving down her to kiss and 
nuzzle her neck while his fingers moved up to stroke her sensitive ears. He had to hold her in his arms as 
she melted under his touch, and he took the cue to part the kiss and look at her questioningly. 

Neither had to speak a word; the look she gave him said it all, and if there was any doubt in his mind, she 
quickly put that to rest as she took his hands in hers and firmly put them on her large breasts. 

Whirlpool grinned and nodded understanding, stroking her nipples with his thumbs through the fabric of 
her shirt. She shuddered and smiled, giving him a mischievous look before reaching down to strip off her 
shirt. As she tossed it on the floor, Whirlpool kissed her again passionately, his fingers teasing the skin on 
her breasts not covered by her bra. 

That had to go, too, and soon she was bare-chested. But before Whirlpool could begin to pleasure her 
now-exposed breasts, she gave him a look that made him sheepishly take his own shirt off. As he undid 
the buttons—was he a stripper or something?—Glacè's eyes widened in appreciation; hidden discreetly 
under his shirt were a set of beautifully sculpted abs sitting beneath a well-defined chest. Her hands 
reached forward involuntarily to touch Adonis-like body, and it was his turn to gasp and shudder in 
pleasure. 

They began making out again, but his lips quickly made it to her breast to lick, suckle, and nibble on her 
sensitive nipples, making her squeeze her legs together in arousal. It wasn't long before she couldn't 
stand it anymore. 

"Come on," she said hoarsely, taking him by the hand and leading him to her bedroom. 
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Once there, they quickly doffed the rest of their clothes and pressed their bodies close together. His 
hands explored her body, and she reached down to squeeze his quickly-emerging, blue member. He 
sucked in a breath at the contact and blew it out forcefully, ending in an aroused nicker as he grinned 
ruefully and kissed her. She grinned right back and squeezed him, making his eyes roll back in his head 
and his body twitch with anticipation. 

Thoughts of her last experience flashed into her mind, making her gasp in shock, but Whirlpool's worried 
look instantly soothed her fears: this would not be like last time.  

She smiled reassuringly and took his hand to lead him to the bed. As she lay on her back, his hand slowly 
trailed from her breast down her belly to graze her vulva. She shuddered a little bit, taking a quivering 
breath as her body responded to the touch. 

Whirlpool could feel how wet she was and nickered excitedly in spite of himself. Climbing up on the bed 
next to her, he brought his tongue to her sex, inhaled the sweet scent deeply, and gave a tentative lick, 
eliciting a squeal of pleasure from her. He was about to go down on her in earnest when she patted the 
bed next to her. He grinned and flipped around to bring his own genitalia within her reach. 

He stretched out his tongue to begin pleasuring her once again, but the feel of her mouth on the tip of his 
cock made him groan blissfully instead. For a few moments, he let himself lie there, his mind growing 
hazy in pleasure as lust-induced fog clouded his brain, but suddenly remembering himself, he shook his 
head and gave a long, slow lap between Glacè's thighs. The sensation around his cock stopped as she 
groaned sharply and Whirlpool caught the scent of her orgasm: the thrill of being with a gentle male and 
the slow buildup pushed her to the edge, and his tongue sent her over. Now both nickered in excitement, 
and he buried his tongue inside of her, making her writhe against him as his expert tongue quickly drew 
out another orgasm. 

"No fair!" she panted. "I want to at least get to feel you inside of me before I'm too worn out!" 

Whirlpool laughed. "I'd like that," he said hoarsely. "Here,"—he lay on his back—"Since it's your first time, 
how about you ride me?" 

"Ride a horse, screw the cowboy!" Glacè joked. 

"No!" Whirlpool protested. "Screw the horse! Please, screw the horse!" 

They both laughed as she straddled him. He pointed himself up towards her. 

"Like you said," he said encouragingly, "Just take it slow." 

Glacè nodded and lowered herself down. Whirlpool gasped and bucked slightly as her wet lips pressed 
down against his head, and he bucked again when they parted to let him inside. 

"Oh, wow," she breathed, her voice barely a whisper. "It's so big…" 

Whirlpool snorted out an embarrassed laugh as she pressed herself down a little further, both of them 
groaning and quivering in pleasure. It took everything Whirlpool had to keep from thrusting blindly into 
her. He gritted his teeth and grasped the sheets tightly, willing himself to her set the pace. 

But at last, she finally bottomed out on him, and both shuddered and moaned in pleasure. 

"Doing okay?" Whirlpool asked. "Mind if I drive?" 

Glacè frowned, but Whirlpool grinned and gestured for her to turn around and lean forward. Soon she 
was on all fours with is body draped over her back, his cock still buried inside of her. 

"Oh!" she exclaimed, suddenly understanding. 

"If I get too rough, let me know, okay?" Whirlpool said. 

Glacè nodded, and Whirlpool slowly pulled out, his cock rubbing against her G-spot and making her gasp 
in surprise and pleasure. Then he pressed back in, his cock playing her insides like a bow across violin 
strings. As he slowly sped up, her body began to undulate in time to him, and she felt another orgasm 
building inside of her. These feelings were just so wonderful! She needed more! 
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"Harder!" she cried, bracing herself against him. 

Whirlpool grinned and began to really rut hard against her, his blue prick moving like a jackhammer into 
her. 

"Oh!" she cried. "I'm gonna—" 

"Me, too!" Whirlpool snorted. 

Another few thrusts, and Glacè screamed, squeezing her legs tightly together as the most intense orgasm 
she'd ever had ripped through her body. Her sex squeezing around Whirlpool's member sent him over the 
edge, and he whinnied in ecstasy as he flooded her insides, his cock throbbing against her contracting 
vaginal walls, their lusts ping-ponging against each other and prolonging the intense feeling. 

As the two collapsed to the bed, Whirlpool chuckled. "Ready to give guys another chance?" he asked. 

Glacè snorted out a laugh. "Yeah," she said. "I didn't know what I was missing!" 


