
Sitting impatiently at the Canterlot train station, a unicorn with a pale blonde coat fiddles with her ruby mane, streaked with 2 shades of purple.  Her hair droops past her thick glasses, obscuring the view of the empty train station in front of her as she reaches into her sweater's pocket.  She mutters to herself as she pulls out a beaded accessory to help keep her bangs out of her vision.


“Keep it together Moon Dancer, probably should've had my mane cut today.  Well... too late for that now, one of Twilight's friends is coming to visit, and I've got to put my best hoof forward!”


Finishing the knot atop her head, she tends to the stray strands of crooked hair that curl and twist from her tail to keep her occupied as she waits.  The distant whistle of a train alerts her to the impending pony, making her heart beat a touch faster.  As the breaks squeal to ease the locomotive into the station, Moon Dancer pats down her sweater as she reassures herself.


“Pinkie Pie said she was every bit as friendly as she is, so I'm sure we'll get along just fine!”


Steam billows out as the doors glide open, revealing a single mare standing at the entrance.  Clothed with a dull turquoise frock, a gray pony stands on all fours, her expression passive with baby blue irises.  She steps off the train, her eyes slowly trailing around until she sees the nervous unicorn waving to her.  Seeing as she's the only pony in the station, the indifferent mare steps slowly towards the beckoning equine as Moon Dancer calls out to her.


“Hey!  You're Maud right?  Welcome to Canterlot!”


With no increase in the pony's pace, Moon Dancer anxiously chuckles as she hops over to the seemingly mute mare.   Walking alongside the peculiar pony, the unicorn tries to spark a conversation.


“Thanks for coming over, I really appreciate it!  How was the ride here, not too bumpy I hope?”


In a flat, disinterested tone, Maud utters her first words to the pony.


“It was fine.”


The dull response from the mare was more than enough to fill the unicorn with glee; the stage set to get to know a completely different pony.  Silently thanking the party pony under her breath, she points towards the exit of the station.


 “I don't live too far from here, its just a nice walk before we get to my house.  You okay with that?”


Maud tips her head as a gentle nod as she follows the ecstatic pony.  Though the purpose of inviting the rock farmer is primarily for research, finally getting to know new friends is an experience she welcomed with an open heart.  Strolling through the paved streets of Canterlot, it occurs to Moon Dancer that the earth pony may not know the reason for her visit.  She faces the peculiar pony, the gray-coated mare still with a look of neutrality.


“By the way, did Pinkie or Twilight tell you why I needed you for a few days?”


Picking up on the gentle shake of Maud's head as a “no,” the unicorn takes a deep breath to brief the pony on her intentions.


“Well, one party ago, Pinkie showed me how she can seemingly eat an endless supply of sweets without it impacting her weight in the least!  Since she couldn't come down today, she said you can help me with that, so hope you don't mind if I... umm... 'test' you out?”


A mild shrug of the pony's shoulders grant Moon Dancer the needed permission to play with her new friend.  Suddenly, her hooves excitedly clamor against the sidewalk as they continue their journey home, some unicorns facing the couple to see the source of the unusual racket.  Still in plain sight of all the ponies around on this sunny day, the embarrassed unicorn clears her throat as she approaches her patched up door.  Reaching for the doorknob, she welcomes the pony in.


“Come on in!  It's a bit messy, but make yourself at home!”


Keeping to her slow pace of walking, Maud meanders in to see a long, organized table in the middle of the chaos and clutter of the room.  In contrast to the piles of books and dusty furniture that lined the inside of the house, the table before her had meals and snacks to last a week: sugar-crusted apple pies, lush green salads with crisp croutons, translucent crystal candies the size of a pony's hoof and more.  The haunting blue irises scan the buffet before her as Moon Dancer circles around the table, officially presenting the myriad of meals.


“Help yourself!  I can always order more if this isn't enough for you, so don't hold back.”


Somewhat taken aback by the huge amount of hospitality, Maud opens her mouth to speak once more.


“Well, I-”


A sharp slam from Moon Dancer's door interrupts Maud's train of thought as a blue pony appears in the doorway.  The energetic unicorn tosses aside a backpack full of climbing gear, clattering as it hits the wooden floor.  Standing on her hind hooves, she announces to the two ponies.


“Hey Moon Dancer!  Ready to go spelunking at the old ruins near the castle- oh hey there, don't believe we met!  I'm Minuette, you coming with us?”


The studious pony's heart drops as she glances at her calendar, seeing today's date occupied with an hourglass cutie mark.  Before she can stammer out an apology, Maud replies to the lively mare.


“My sister and I used to go spelunking a lot, want to go?”


Confused by the returned invitation, Minuette gives a grin with an eager nod.  Maud turns back to the home's host to quote her.


“ 'Don't hold back,' right?”


Moon Dancer takes a moment to think before giving a reluctant nod.  Unsure what her guest will do, Maud swings her head back to meet the blue unicorn.  Settling down on all four of her hooves, Minuette levels with the earth pony as Maud drapes her foreleg behind the base of the unicorn's neck.  Before the pony can react to the sudden contact, the farmer's mouth stretches wide, closing in onto Minuette's head as her protests are cut short.


“Wait, wha-”


A wet slurp drowned out the muffled yelling as Maud swings her other foreleg to give the flailing mare a bear hug to prevent the pony from slipping from her grip.  Moon Dancer's glasses slip down her nose, her bare eyes trained on watching her new friend consume her childhood classmate with barely a fuss.  With practiced form, the powerful pony draws Minuette deeper into her body, each overwhelming gulp causing her hind legs to freeze from kicking about from the sheer suction from Maud.


Vague bulges crawl down the mare's neck as the sapphire blue pony slowly disappears from the outside world, the striped tail dangling from between Maud's jaws the only real evidence of Minuette's presence.  Though the earth pony's middle seemed bulkier than normal, her dull frock looks no worse for wear; the black belt strapped around her middle barely straining with the new weight inside.  Though her body continued to distend slightly to the unicorn's struggles for escape, Maud stood before Moon Dancer as if nothing happened.  Mixture of curiosity and worry crawled over the bystanding unicorn as she rushes over the Maud, pushing up her glasses as she questions the plump pony.


“How did... where did... is she okay?!... Can I touch?”


Maud gives a nod as she lies on her back, slipping her belt passed her hind legs and lifting up her dress, exposing her engorged middle.  Though its size can barely house a filly, the occasional hoof-shaped lump and rounded protrusion rising from the gray sea of her coat proves otherwise.  Moon Dancer gives the packed paunch a ginger touch with her front hoof, feeling her friend's body compressed deep into the pony's digestive system.  


With childish curiosity, she presses her hoof into the shivering belly, forcing the pony within to increase in her squirms, the swollen middle taking a life of its own as it thrashes around erratically.  It swerves left, right and center, the sharp protests of Minuette barely drowned out by the thundering groans and squeals of Maud's bodily functions.  Looking back to Maud, her expression is as stoic as always, despite the struggles of a full-grown mare begging to be released from the cramped organ.  With a glitter in her eye, the satisfied unicorn turns her back to the pony, muttering to herself as Maud slips her clothes back onto herself.


“Earth pony magic is so fascinating!  This is definitely something I'd love to witness first-hand...”


Overhearing the pony's wishes, Maud gives yet another shrug as she gets up from the floor.  Not about to hold back on anypony's account, she motions to grab Moon Dancer's hind legs.


“Now if only- eep!”


Feeling her hind hooves enveloped by suffocating warmth, she looks back to see Maud, eager to help with her research as she feels the forceful strength of a single swallow pull her flank straight to the pony's teeth.  Paralyzed with confusion, the unicorn yelps as she is consumed out of her sweater, the wooly garment creeping over Maud's head with each gulp.  The raw, constricting power of the pony's throat muscles knocked the air out of Moon Dancer's body, only managing a lame whimper as she sees the tongue creep its way across her cheek and over her head.  


Seeing the last bits of daylight through the weaves of her ratty sweater, Moon Dancer gives a meek squeak as Maud's teeth close around her vision.  The pony feels her hind hooves slowly ease into the stomach, pressing into a soft, familiar coat as she hears the dull complaints of her friend through the muscular walls.  She feels her glasses slowly leave her face, caught by the ribbed throat.  With no ability to move to retrieve them, she can only experience her body slowly being compacted into the powerful pony's paunch.  She feels her entire body shift and contort as Maud's body bullies her into the stomach, the ridged gullet refusing to give her room as saliva and other thick fluids splash and coat her entire being.  She gasps as she feels her pulverized body slink into the occupied stomach, Minuette groaning and complaining as the little room she had was filled with another pony.  The two squished bodies twist and intertwine with each other, forced to take on the shape that the stomach gave them.  As they slowly settled into their places, Minuette mutters out through clenched teeth.


“Was THIS your idea?!”


With Moon Dancer's face half submerged in sticky fluids, she retorts through the side of her mouth.


“'Course not!  I just wanted to see how much she can eat, but...”


“Whatever, she can't just keep us here, right?”


“Well, you heard her... she does this with her sister Pinkie do this a lot!”


“She's Pinkie's sister?!  No wonder she-”


The entire organ shifts and swings around, interrupting the ponies' conversation.  


Outside of the chaos that brewed within the cramped belly, Maud stares at the banquet before her.  Stroking her belly through her dress, she feels her belt strain slightly at the newest addition to her body.  Though she can feel the two ponies squirm beneath her skin in protest to their fleshy accommodations, her stomach growls in hunger for real sustenance.  Knowing her body still needs food, she takes a seat at the table as she reaches out for some apple pie.


Before she can pop the pie whole from its tin, a rumbling belch makes its way down from her deepest depths and through her throat, propelling a pair of bandaged glasses from her mouth and onto the table.  Taking the glasses in her hoof, she cleans it off with her coat's sleeve and pockets it for later.  With pangs of hunger on her mind, she helps herself to the generous buffet.


As she indiscriminately piles food into her mouth, the two mares in the pit of Maud's belly wonder at the new sounds.  Thunderous gulps and muddy chewing reverberate through the pony's body, prompting a response from the blue unicorn.


“What the hay is that?  She can't possibly be...”


Food rains and sprays down onto the two ponies, coating them in lukewarm mush and scented slop.  The two ponies try to move and struggle against the assault of soften meals and juice that threatened to mix with the sour solution that sat at the bottom of the stomach.  Their struggles only stimulated the organ further as a pungent odor wafts over the tangled unicorns, acrid sludge leak through the wrinkled walls and onto the live mixture of food and ponies.  The complaints once again fall onto deaf ears as the stomach's vigorous churns smother their movements.


Sitting at the table, Maud looks over the table, devoid of any foodstuffs.  Plates were licked clean, tins were expertly polished and even the utensils looked untouched aside from a few stray globs of saliva.  Patting her distended belly in satisfaction, she looks outside to see the sun still high in the sky.  Though her dress did its best to keep her body in check, the massive amount of food and ponies that sat and coursed through her gut were more than she anticipated.  Planting all four hooves onto the ground, her belly hung just above ground level, shivering and shaking with its resident's movements.  Her dress strained a bit as her belt stretched to keep the pony able to walk without dragging the extra weight on the floor.


Walking over to the house's entrance, she goes to close the door behind her as she feels another pocket of gas vibrate through her body.  Covering her mouth in preparation with a hoof, a long, resounding belch parts her lips as a small, beaded accessory plops into her hoof with a wet smack.  Shrugging to herself, she dries it off as it joins the rogue pair of glasses in her dress.  Making sure the door is still open, Maud steadies herself for a gentle trot around the city.


Despite the cargo that Maud carried with her, years of work on the rock farm gave her an unreal amount of stamina, allowing her to trot from one corner of the city to the next.  She ventures to the Canterlot castle where the two sisters reside, jogs by the School for Gifted Unicorns and circles back to visit the hedge maze that sat in the castle gardens.  


All the while, her paunch slowly shrank as she sweated out the weight.  The fleshy globe slowly losing its jiggling consistency as it recedes back to a more firm structure.  A familiar pressure presses itself against her digestive exit, prompting the pony to walk over to the nearest toilet.  Encountering a particularly fancy restroom on the street, she makes her way in to see it empty.  She makes her way to a stall, the door lined with gold as she shuts it closed.


Lifting her dress up to place her bare rear against the pristine toilet, she spreads her cheeks to allow waste to fall freely from her tightened sphincter.  Relaxing the muscular valve, her exit dilates widely to accommodate the compacted material that fermented in her lower tract.  A single sigh of relief from the indomitable pony signaled the first of many brown excretions from her colon, snaking out to hit the water below.  Her excrement coiled neatly at the bottom of the porcelain throne, piling up until Maud reached over to flush the toilet.  Despite the rush of water, she continued to expel her earlier meals, the steady stream of brown continuing to pour into the watery bowl.  


Around the third flush, the pony's firm rear sputters out and hisses out the excessive gas.  Feeling the used food finally leave her body, she relaxes once more to let loose a gentle patter of urine from her loins, marking the end of her release.  As the erratic stream stopped, she gives herself a clean wipe of her bottom before giving a final flush, exiting the restroom.  With the sun slowly setting, Maud makes her way back to Moon Dancer's abode.


Making her way through the town, she feels her body still slightly rounded by her occupants, but little evidence shows their existence aside from a rounder belly.  Her dress hung naturally from her body as the belt around her middle was taut against her.  She feels some mild squirming from within her intestines, the ponies probably dead asleep from bouncing around within her all day.  


Approaching the lone home, she makes her way in to find the place just as she left it.  Maud's eyes trace the home to find the unicorn's bedroom.  Though a bit messy, the pony steps around the discarded books and takes care to not bump into the bedside table that carried a glass of water.  Finding her way to the bed, Maud organizes the pillows to lay down and settles beneath the patchwork sheets of the studious pony.  Putting a hoof to her swollen belly, she slumbers to the bookish pony's musky smell that permeated throughout the room.


Naturally waking up to the crack of dawn, despite the absence of sunlight pouring through the window, Maud rises to stretch out her limbs.  Giving herself a brief scratch, she feels her way around the room to find the bathroom.  Lifting up her dress to relieve her bladder, she stands up on her hind hooves to sit down.  Before she can plant her bottom on the toilet, her lower belly squirms with activity.  Still not fully awake, she feels something pointy wedge itself through her anus, a cream-colored horn pokes out from between her firm cheeks.  It gives a faint glow as Moon Dancer forces her way through the small passageway, only having her head come out and pop back into shape, free of the powerful grip of Maud's guts.  Panting for fresh air, she exclaims to the farmer, the rest of her body still lodge deep within.


“Maud!  What was that about?!”


Still with no emotion, Maud replies back.


“Well... you wanted to 'test' me out, so I just did what you asked.  Why?”


“Why?!  You ate Minuette and me and the food and we were being crushed and...”


A sudden feeling of refreshment overcame Moon Dancer's head; a tingly feeling of every bit of stress leaving her upper body.  Despite experiencing the body-warping abilities of the pony, she felt strangely relaxed.  Recognizing the glazed-over look in the unicorn's eyes, Maud pipes up in her dull tone.


“Yeah, my sister and I found out its kinda relaxing, so if you don't mind, I'm not done yet.”


Reaching over to Moon Dancer's head, she presses a mighty hoof against her forehead.


“Huh?”


In one smooth motion, Maud shoves the unicorn's head back into the depths of her colon.  Her torso balloons out at the sudden invasion of the bulbous shape, but the earthy body shifts and throbs to have the bulge disappear back beneath her belly.  She clutches her dress to let loose a small wisp of gas from her bottom that found its way in during that short ordeal.  Seeing her body back in form, sits down onto the toilet to resume her business.

