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Wearing a diaper is good, using one is great, but what if a pony could go beyond that? What if a pony could, in fact,  be a diaper? Twilight Sparkle never seriously considered the answer to this question until an old friend's obsession proved that with sufficient determination, or sexual frustration, anything is possible. 
Contains:  the standard from me, diaper wearing, use, and messy diaper sex. Later chapters will contain diaper transformation. 
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		Chapter 1: A Diapered Morning



	So far this morning there was no good reason Twilight Sparkle had come up with as to why she should bother to open her eyes. The heavy rain, -yet more unscheduled weather it seemed- pattering against the thick glass of the small square window on her left sounded so much like how it had all thoes years ago when she still lived in the Golden Oaks Library that her drowsy mind could almost imagine she was still there on her narrow but cozy bed, and that Spike would soon be coming up the stairs to ask her what kind of berries she wanted on her pancakes. It was just all too comforting and peaceful for her to want to do anything other than lay there quietly and listen. The damp scent of the rain made the room around her even smell cozier. If she could just keep her eyes shut a little while longer, then that was all the more time she could enjoy the comfort of the past. 
Even after all these years, the only thing that kept her tears from trickling out at the thought of what had happened that awful day was knowing that growing in the very center of the wide shallow depression that had once been the charred blast crater marking the place her home of many years had stood, was a lively young oak tree sapling now three ponies high. Applejack, Faust bless her, had grown the thing from an acorn off the original library tree itself. It would still be a few decades until it was as high as the original. Unfortunately, height was only one consideration, for the trunk to be wide enough to build a new library inside…that would take centuries. She could, technically, use a large quantity of magic to force the tree to grow to full size within minutes, but that would result in something a bit artificial looking, it would lack the gnarled structural majesty of a tree grown naturally, and would not be entirely trustworthy from a safety oriented standpoint. Magically derived structures were notoriously unpredictable. And besides, it was unbecoming of an Alicorn to inhabit a ‘new’ home. Canterlot Castle was a millennium old, and the Chrystal Palace, well, that might be a hundred times older still for all ponies these days knew. 
‘And as I’m an Alicorn now, I suppose I can wait.’ Twilight thought to herself, eyes still closed. Patience was after all, at least in this instance, a virtue. 
A slight movement, a shuffling, and now a gentle nuzzling, brought Twilight out from her considerations on the issue of appropriately grown housing. Incidentally the movement, that of another pony, finally gave her reason to open a single eye. The small bedroom was suffused with a dim light that seemed to trickle in the window much like the raindrops running down the glass. But the light brown wall paneling and timber frame supports lent it a coziness that many a pony would pay some designer handsomely to replicate, probably imperfectly, in their Canterlot townhouse. 
Why was it, Twilight wondered idly, that the majority of ponies, her friends included, had manes and tails of a single color or pair of colors, which either nearly matched or in some other way complemented their fur color, but then, once in a great while, a pony would come along with a color pattern that defied convention so blatantly? Both Cadance, Celestia, and herself had three colors in their manes, which was unusual enough, but the pony whose head was pressed up against her right hip –now how had that happened? Had six. 
She considered, not for the first time, how many mares, along with most of the stallions, living across the continent of Equestria, lusted after the rainbow maned pony she was laying on the bed with right this moment. 
Twilight was not usually a pony to be smug…but that thought, well, that often did it. 
Rainbow Dash had a strong, sleek, and youthful body that was always kept in great shape. It had taken Twilight years to figure out that Rainbow didn't just stay healthy for the sake of her goal to become a member of the Wonderbolts, a goal achieved years ago, or as a generally good life style choice, but because there were few things the Pegasus enjoyed more than to be the one who could outlast, outplay, and generally defeat any opponent in any game or event she came across. Her competitive streak was a kilometer wide. This determination to be the victor was rarely more apparent than when it came to sex. 
She wasn’t necessarily the dominant partner in her relationships, a fact that had initially surprised Twilight early on in their friendship. She could be unquestionably submissive when she wanted to be, but nothing made her more insufferably pleased with herself than making whichever mare she was with that night cum before she did. Her body, and the shape it was in, allowed her to achieve victory quite often. For a decade Twilight had worked to keep up with Rainbow several times a week. Only after her ascension, a year ago now, had her new and improved physiology allowed her to keep up with, and some nights even win out against, her partner. Perhaps that's why Dash was spending even more time with her recently, she did love a challenge that one. 
Twilight considered turning onto her side, she had slept the whole night through on her back, an unusual thing for a pony, and the ache developing between her shoulders was a reminder of that fact. But doing so would disturb Dash, and besides, laying on her side would put pressure on the crotch of her diaper from whichever leg was on top. If it had been dry, that wouldn’t be a problem. However, it was anything but. 
The diaper had already been rather wet when she had gone to sleep, completely exhausted by her eventually successful attempt at making Rainbow cum first, an accomplishment swiftly followed by promises of retribution. Now, since having woken up twice during the night to use the bathroom but simply letting it flow into the waiting diaper, it was quite soaked, and her bladder was beginning to ache anew. Her diaper would soon be at its limit and laying on her side was a guaranteed way to make it leak somewhere. What was the point of wearing one of the things if it was just going to do that? 
Rarity made wonderful diapers, and they would expand to twice their original thickness when fully wet, but even they couldn’t go on forever. But as long as she didn't do anything too drastic she could stay in this one for a while yet. 
‘Might as well get on with it.’ Twilight thought as the rain continued to pour outside. 
It was really quite cozy, being in this warm bed in one of the naturally rustic bedrooms on the small second floor of Fluttershy’s cottage. Thank goodness it had a plastic sheet. Fortunately for the pair of them the cottage’s shy owner was typically a well prepared pony. Twilight knew that she would need to eventually get herself up and out for her business in Canterlot today, but first she was just going to remain lying here, wet herself some more, and enjoy how the addition of more pee flowing down and into the back of her diaper would make it even more enjoyable to lie in. Perhaps Rainbow would eventually wake up and relieve Twilight of the possible guilt of disturbing her. 
No longer caring what her bladder did now, Twilight simply relaxed herself completely. It was a funny thing, Twilight knew that the spray of urine now flowing freely into her diaper was at precisely her body temperature, yet, it felt so warm, as though it must be a dozen degrees higher still. Perhaps because she knew her pee was warm, her mind made it feel that way more than it otherwise would have. It was something to consider. 
Twilight was surprised when a light blue furred leg rose up and pressed its hoof gently down on the front of her diaper just over the gushing warm pee. Twilight smirked to herself, ‘how long had the little devil been awake?’ She wondered. 
‘Well, no reason to pretend I am either.’ She realized, spreading her legs just a bit further, letting Rainbow know that she was well aware and approved of where the Pegasus’s hoof was.  
The hoof began to rub around in small circles as Twilight continued to wet. In response she began to lift her butt up to press herself into the roaming hoof. Twilight knew that this escalation in her response would only ever end one way and that doing so would bring to a certain end any sense of a calm, drowsy start to her morning. 
She didn’t give a damn.
Twilight’s diaper did an admirable job of absorbing yet another full bladder’s worth of stored urine into its thick padding, the dark stain nearly spreading into every corner of the diaper. However, it had long ago given up on being able to absorb the moisture enough to pull it away from her sensitive skin and lavender fur, giving her most enjoyable parts an all-but-literal bath underneath all the hot wet padding. 
Twilight was disappointed when having finally finished her morning wetting, and the pee trickling to a stop, that so too did the hoof rub. Twilight opened her eyes more fully this time, and using her foreleg’s knees, raised her upper body off the pillows and bed so she could look down to see what might be done to get the hoof to resume its work. 
Twilight’s diaper, one of a type designed by Rarity, had a good quality smooth plastic surface, one that wouldn’t tear when the tapes were pulled, that was a medium lavender around the waist and leg holes and a very light lavender everywhere else. Small purple five-pointed stars decorated the sides of the diaper and the tapes themselves were a light soft green color that Twilight wouldn’t normally have thought would go well with her coat but seemed to complement it anyway. The diaper certainly had swelled up nicely, the light lavender coloration of the plastic now seemed a bit off due to the mild yellow of the liquid it contained. The subtle yet obvious smell of a hot pee once again began to mix with the pleasant early-morning rain scent that had been so relaxing before. This new smell was another nail in the coffin of her morning drowsiness. 
Right next to her thick and warm diaper was the upside-down face of a smiling pegasus who knew exactly what it was she had started. 
Rainbow Dash quickly turned over and stood up from where she had been laying with her cheek against Twilights diapered hip upon seeing that the alicorn was now very much awake.
Rainbow stretched luxuriantly, showing off her own diaper. The diaper itself was a bit more streamlined than what Twilight had on, the plastic surface was thicker than a standard diaper, a functional choice Rarity had insisted on when designing it so that it would keep its shape better and stay smooth and sleek no matter how much walking, running, flying, or…other activities the pegasus got up to while wearing it. The waist of the diaper came up a little further on Rainbow than it did on Twilight, helping to keep the diaper’s image as one appropriate for an active pony due to making the diaper look even more streamlined. Most of the diaper was a light grey blue but with three wide parallel navy blue strips running from the top of the front all the way around to the tail hole in back. On top of the blue strips, front and center on the diaper was a large print of Dash’s cutie mark. 
As much as Twilight loved seeing Rainbow in her diapers and how good she made them look, it took some effort to not immediately roll her eyes at the blatant example of vanity. Even if it was very cute vanity. 
Looking up at the underside of Rainbow Dash from her position she could easily tell the diaper was soaked to bursting despite the diaper’s color not being one that indicated wetness as well as plain white plastic would have. That diaper had been completely dry when Rainbow had gone to sleep so far as Twilight could remember. Perhaps there actually was something to that vulgar joke about having to pee like a race h**se.
“So….ya’ like what you see?” Rainbow Dash asked, classic smirk fixed firmly in place. 
“You know you don't need to ask that, not after what we did last night anyway.” Twilight responded, again trying not to roll her eyes. 
“Hmm… about that, I seem to recall you…winning… that round.” Rainbow said the word as though it she was being forced to eat hoof tacks. 
“I think it’s time for a little payback, and I’m not goanna let you leave here without settling the score, and from the way that diapers’ looking I won’t have to try too hard.” The six-colored pony said. 
Twilight had to admit to herself that Dash was probably correct, bathing her pussy in hot pee while watching Rainbow in her own diaper had excited her to quite a degree. And frankly her desire to ‘win’ at, well, anything really, appeared to have departed her sometime during the night. Simply laying back and letting the pegasus get to work seemed quite alright with her. 
“Ok Dashi, do whatever you want. I can tell when I’m not going to win.” Twilight said as she let herself fall back onto the smooth clear plastic of the bed sheet and spread her legs a bit wider in invitation.
Rainbow actually managed to look almost disappointed at the lack of any resistance from Twilight. Probably because getting Twilight to cum first didn't mean as much when the mare wasn’t going to do anything to try and resist her orgasm. 
‘A hollow victory’ Twilight thought to herself with a private smirk that she made absolutely sure Rainbow didn't catch. This annoyance will only make Rainbow try harder to correct for next time they really went at it. It was rather devious, using Rainbow Dash’s psychology against her to ensure even better sex in the future this way, but then, any princess, even Celestia- actually, especially Celestia, needed to be able to be subtly devious from time to time. 
A cool breeze began to blow between Twilight’s legs as the tapes were pulled back on her diaper. Rainbow did this job one tape at a time using her teeth. Not so much because she had to, but because it drew out the process, increasing the anticipation. Rainbow then pulled the front of the soaked diaper off Twilight and let it flop gently down between her spread legs, exposing a lot of pee soaked fur and a glistening slit at the center of it all. 
“Huh.” Rainbow muttered.
“I’m surprised you haven’t messed at all since last night, you know, since you like to so much and all.” 
Twilight tried her best to shrug while lying on her back. 
“Haven’t had too I guess, and anyway, you know I don’t like to mess right before going to bed.” Twilight replied
Rainbow snorted.
“Yah, because it makes you too horny to sleep, all that poop in your diaper, you know, smearing itself all over your slick pussy…” 
“Yes, yes, alright! Just get on with it Rainbow!” Twilight said in exasperation. 
Some mares like Rarity would have then taken the opportunity to further tease Twilight by slowly drawing out her pleasure with a thousand little practiced tequnique designed specifically to make a mare ‘almost’ cum for hours. 
Rainbow Dash, on the other hoof, having realized that verbal teasing time was at an end, dove muzzle first into Twilight’s pussy like a starving pony into a bowl of blueberries. 
Dash was perfectly happy with eating out any good looking mare under normal circumstances but the smell and taste of piss along with the fresh plastic scent of the disposable diaper that held so much of the yellow liquid, was more than she could resist. 
Twilight’s smooth cum-slicked lips were an utter delight beneath the pressure of her tongue, and knowing that they had spent the night being held protected and warm under all the soaked padding of Twilight’s diaper made this probably the best clit in all of Equestria Rainbow could have her tongue inside of right this moment. She made sure that not a single millimeter of the delicate flower under her muzzle escaped her attention and was rewarded with Twilight arching her back and groaning loudly at nearly everything she did. 
Twilight for her part, once again found herself completely at the mercy of Rainbow’s abilities and with no desire to do anything about it aside form letting it go on as long as possible. She was still dimly aware of feeling the wet diaper under her butt adding its own pleasure to the experience. 
When Rainbow opened her jaws wide enough to hold on to her whole pussy at once between her lips and jam her tongue into her clit, Twilight came into Dashi’s mouth as though she had released a quick hard burst of pee. She could actually hear it splatter across Rainbow’s teeth. 
Suddenly feeling drained of strength, Twilight flopped back onto the bed with a loud sigh as Rainbow licked her lips and leaned in for a kiss. Twilight happily accepted and as their tongues intertwined Twilight was able to enjoy the taste of herself mixed with a faint bit of urine, which she enjoyed in small quantities such as this.  
After a few seconds, which somehow seemed rather longer than that, they broke away and Twilight again levered herself up to a sitting position and from there onto all fours by half turning, half sliding out of the bed.
“Huh? You’re not going to put your diaper back on?” Rainbow asked looking mildly surprised. Probably taping Twilight back up into her already thoroughly soaked diaper had been the next thing on Rainbow’s list of fun and sexy things to do with her this morning. 
“I’m sorry Rainbow.” Twilight said catching the sound of disappointment in her voice. 
“I need to take a shower and get myself to Canterlot soon. I might take the diaper with me to put on later, but it won’t do to be seen wearing the thing all about in public. 
“Well, I don’t mind seeing you wear one in public.” Rainbow said in her version of a reasonable attempt at earnest seriousness. 
“I know you don’t, Dash.” Twilight said smiling.
“But there are some… interests that ponies enjoy that really don't fit well with their public lives. As you well know.” Twilight replied, almost taunting. 
“The other ‘bolts know I wear diapers under my flight suit, Spitfire certainly does…” Rainbow couldn’t help adding. 
“Maybe they do, but they are your friends and you all know quite a lot about each other’s private lives. How well would it go over if you performed at some large public event in just a diaper and no flight suit?” Twilight asked. 
Rainbow quickly glanced down at her diaper and cringed at the thought. 
“Ok, ok, point taken. A princess can’t show off thoes strong leadership qualities if she goes about everywhere in a diaper.” Rainbow said with a slight huff. 
“Exactly.  There is a time and place for engaging in one’s sexual fetishes and a time and place for good governance. Unfortunately, the two don’t often overlap.” Twilight said, knowing as she spoke that she was falling into the role of guest lecturer at the university. 
Rainbow simply looked at her with a bemused expression while sitting on the edge of the bed in a way reminiscent of a certain mint green and white pony who could always be found in the same position on Ponyville park benches with her marefriend. 
“Right, yes, well, time for my shower.” Twilight decided out loud, unsure of the best way to smoothly disentangle herself from this conversation.
As she trotted across the room the faint sounds of a giggling Rainbow dash followed her as she went towards the bathroom door. Not that Rainbow would ever admit to having ‘giggled’ about anything. 


****

As a gentle spray of warm water from the little shower in the single upstairs bathroom washed the last of the night’s pee from her fur and the lightly basil scented shampoo made said fur shine again with a luster which had been lacking of late, Twilight considered Rainbow’s diaper and the way it looked on her athletic body. How its thick plastic surface always glistened with reflected light, looking almost wet, even when the diaper itself was dry. A bit ironic that. Also, how Rarity’s design managed to give the diaper a strong sense of thickness and bulk between the legs and over the butt without actually looking so bulky in the way a baby diaper often did. Twilight figured, not for the first time, that it had to do with Rarity’s expert knowledge of proportions. It was almost like the diaper was emulating the form of its wearer. Which, Twilight knew, was exactly the effect Rarity had in mind when she had made it, and all the others like it, for Rainbow. Some other athletic ponies, or so Rainbow had told her, made due with pullups. Not that pullups themselves were bad per-se, but Rainbow had insisted, and Rarity agreed, that the pegasus deserved true diapers, and the best possible at that. The pony tended to pee quite a lot and had never shied away from pushing a large squishy mess into her diaper whenever the need arose. Pullups simply were not designed to deal with all day, and sometimes all day and night use without a change. Also, no matter how much Rainbow managed to wet them they never seemed to swell up quite as much as Twilight’s diapers did. As though the absorbent material in them was slightly different. She really ought to ask Rarity about that at some point.  
Twilight became aware that she was beginning to feel quite excited again just by thinking about diapers so much. Which was funny because a pony would think that having just been licked to orgasm by a mare like Rainbow Dash might have more to do with her present arousal. Well, in a way it had, Twilight supposed, but diapers were what made the whole situation too sexy to ignore. 
Just as she turned the little metal handle with a hoof tip to turn off the water while concurrently fetching her towel with her horn to work on getting dry as quickly as possible, she had been thinking idly in the shower longer than was necessary after all, she became aware of a growing need to use the bathroom. The pressure sort of snuck up on her like Pinkie Pie was known to do when in one of her prankster moods. One moment she didn't feel anything, and by the next she knew that whatever she did it would involve having to poop in just a few minutes. There was no way to keep a feeling this strong contained for long. 
“For the love of Cadance!” Twilight growled to herself with teeth clenched. 
‘I’ve just spent the last twelve, no, fourteen hours wearing a diaper, and as soon as I take it off I have to go like this?’ Twilight thought to herself in annoyance. 
“Ugh! How typical.”
“Although…”
Twilight suddenly realized that unless Dash was planning on going somewhere today that there was no reason she could see that the rainbow pony would have reason to take off her diaper while she had been cleaning herself up in the shower. 
This meant that in a way there was still a diaper she could use where all this nice poop her body had been storing up wouldn’t go to waste. 
Twilight emerged from the shower accompanied by a cloud of the warm steam that had built up to near sauna like levels in the small poorly ventilated bathroom. As soon as it made contact with the glass in the small windows of the bedroom beyond they immediately fogged up, obscuring the outside view completely. 
To Twilight’s puzzlement Rainbow was sitting upright on her bed, her back to the wall and with her diaper untapped so the front was laying open between her legs. The once bright white padding was a light yellow color, and had been so since the previous evening. The new addition was a brown smear coating the inside of the diaper immediately under the cyan pony’s butt. Dash had a hoof pressed against herself near the top of her narrow pink slit. Its bottom half was coated in the same stuff that was under herself. 
However, instead of being in the midst of pleasuring herself like Twilight had immediately thought, Rainbow seemed to simply be contemplating the situation between her legs with slight disappointment. 
Seeing Twilight standing there with a questioning look on her face, Rainbow ‘s expression changed from disappointment to slight annoyance. 
“I thought I felt like I had to go enough that I would make a poop that would be worth enjoying in diapers like this, but I didn't wind up going as much as I thought I would…”
Twilight could only smile broadly, thinking how this was turning out to be an even better situation than she had planned for. 
“…What?” Rainbow asked with a suspicious look on her face, seeing how Twilight’s reaction was not the one she had been expecting at all. 
Twilight didn’t say anything at first, simply removed the large fluffy green towels wrapped about her midsection and tail and stepped up onto the bed. With a burst of telekinetic power, she lifted Rainbow Dash, open diaper and all, away from the wall she had been leaning against, and laid her back down so that her head was resting on the pillow Twilight had been using when she had woken up. 
“What are you up to Twilight? Rainbow asked, surprised at her sudden relocation. It was generally considered rude for a unicorn to touch another pony magically, to say nothing of lifting them up into the air, without at least asking permission first. Even when having sex, that was not something Twilight did much of. So doing it now, implied a certain level of impatience or arousal on Twilight’s part. Briefly Rainbow had time to consider that perhaps it was both. 
“I’m simply assisting you with your current problem.” Twilight said.
“Now, scoot back a bit.” 
Rainbow did so, shuffling her butt several centimeters back from where it had been resting on the diaper and revealing a modest mess. Certainly more than a skidmark, but rather less than enough to result in a properly filled diaper. Twilight understood her friend’s annoyance, it was the perfect amount of poop to feel just good enough in a diaper to leave a pony desperately wanting more. 
Twilight was proud of herself for not rushing the procedure too much up till now, but she was a hair away from losing containment – so to speak, and doing so anywhere but her planned location would be a criminal waste. It was all she could do to keep her anus closed while getting Rainbow to adjust herself into the proper position. 
As soon as Twilight was satisfied, she immediately stepped over to put two legs on either side of her on-again, off-again marefriend, positioned her butt just over a spot on the diaper that she calculated would be halfway between where the diaper would cover Dash’s anus and clit and relaxed all the muscles in her butt. 
A huge load of soft squishy poop burst out of her rectum and flowed, glistening in the dim morning light, right down onto the exact spot Twilight had chosen. The consistency of the poop began to change from creamy at first to more liquid and runny towards the end, almost splattering out of her. The result was a large pile of soft light brown poop, slowly spreading outwards. Twilight couldn’t resist a sigh of relief as the pressure in her butt suddenly disappeared. 
“There! What do you think of that?” Twilight asked Rainbow, who was trying to get a good look at the pile that was now pressing up against her butt as she lay there. The position was a bit of an awkward one for any pony because it required her to have her tail bent backwards underneath herself. Pony tails were very flexible, but they could only take so much for so long. 
"Sweet Celestia Twilight! this is so nasty...and hot... mmmm..." Rainbow moaned as she slid her butt forwards in the diaper just a bit, pressing her pussy into the mound of squishy poop that was slowly spreading outwards. 
"I think I should tape up this diaper before you just cum right as you are." Twilight suggested.
"Would that really be so bad?" Asked Rainbow.
"What are your plans with Fluttershy?" Asked Twilight with an eyebrow raised. 
“Ah, right, well, uh, I guess you did solve my problem at any rate... Rainbow Dash said, a grin growing on her face. 
Twilight simply smiled.
"Yah, well, help me get this thing taped on so I can get up then.”
“Ok, but the only way to make sure this works without anything squishing out the leg holes is to properly allocate the poop to as much of the inside of the diaper as you can.” Twilight responded. 
Rainbow Dash smirked.
“You mean smear it around a bunch.” Rainbow said dryly. 
“Yah… Twi, this isn’t my first messy diaper, ya know.” 
“Ok, ok.” Twilight said, a little abashed. Though she felt that the pegasus could show a bit more appreciation to the young alicorn who had just filled her friend’s diaper with enough poop to be worth at least two good regular messings.  
“But you do realize that this diaper isn’t so much ‘your’ messy diaper anymore is it?” Twilight couldn't help responding. 
“Ha, ha. Ok, you’re right, thanks Twilight. Now, can you tape this up please, it…I want to feel it better.” 
Smiling down at her friend Twilight again lifted Rainbow’s butt up a few centimeters above the diaper, and using her magic, -she was tempted to use her hoof directly for this task, but she had just gotten out of the shower after all- she began to smear the huge pile of warm gooey shit all over the inside of the diaper from the top of the front to half way up the back. It was oddly similar to the way she had seen Pinkie Pie use a knife to spread icing on a cake.  
Having quickly completed this task she levitated the open shit smeared diaper, and in one swift motion folded it around and over the waiting pony’s butt and crotch, taping the four tapes tightly over the front and instantly coating everything inside the diaper in her gooey, runny poop. 
Rainbow Dash let out a quite un-characteristic whimper of pleasure as she was lowered back down onto the bed and its protective clear plastic sheet. Her fore hooves immediately pressed themselves into the front of the diaper and her whimper became a groan. With Twilight’s mess so evenly spread out, no one place had enough of the stuff to easily squish out the leg holes or the top or back of the diaper no matter how Rainbow sat or laid or squished around. Even a good diaper humping wouldn’t produce much in the way of escaped mess. However, there was sufficient quantity that the areas around the leg holes would quickly, if they were not already, beginning to show an obvious spreading brown stain. An effect Twilight found rather sexy. At first glance all this effort of spreading her mess around evenly might seem like a peculiar manifestation of OCD, but in fact it had a quite practical purpose.  
“So, it seems I’ve done my job to make up for your own body’s lack of results for this morning. I hope you enjoy my mess as much as you know how. It and your diaper deserve that much I think.” Twilight said, an edge of playfulness entering her voice. 
“I guess this means I owe you one, doesn’t it.” Rainbow said, not really saying it as a question. 
“Damn straight, you sexy mare.” Twilight said in a way that Cadance would be surprised by, but very proud of. 
Dash’s eyes widened a bit but she broke out into laughter. 
“I guess I’ll be seeing you again soon then won’t I.” She said, still smiling broadly up at the lavender alicorn. 
“You bet!” Twilight said, smiling back. 

****

Having packed her saddle bags to her satisfaction, a process that included the addition of the soaked diaper she has spent the night wearing, Twilight walked from the living room to the kitchen through a narrow door to find that the cottage’s owner had finally emerged, a bit drowsily, from her own downstairs bedroom, and that Rainbow Dash had apparently found her first. 
Fluttershy was standing at the kitchen counter, in the process of fixing herself a small bowl of cereal. Her light pink mane and tail were a tad frizzy with strands sticking out a bit haphazardly here and there. Obviously the pony had only just gotten herself up out of bed. Twilight wondered if that had been all Fluttershy’s idea or if Rainbow Dash had come barging in on the poor pony and forced the issue. If the latter, she would have to give Dash a good lecturing about it. Fluttershy’s bed mane only served to add to her innocent appeal to Twilight’s eyes. Always the vulnerable seeming one, Fluttershy was. Though that appearance could be, Twilight had found on occasion, an uncommonly deceptive one. 
Twilight’s eyes were quickly drawn to the sleepy mare’s appropriately adorable disposable diaper. It was extra thick, more so than either Rainbow’s or even Twilight’s. The diaper, bulky even when dry, positively bulged in all sorts of wonderful ways as it was absolutely drenched with pee. Very little of the originally bright white plastic surface of the diaper remained pristine. A double row of pink butterflies was printed on the slick surface, running from the top in front, around the tail hole, to the top in back. Now, an off white, slightly yellow color completely dominated. The diaper was very well made and taped on tightly, so despite being so heavy with pee, it hardly sagged at all. Twilight could imagine how so much warm urine being held so close against Fluttershy’s body must feel. The pony must have been wetting the diaper for over a full day to achieve this effect, it was not often Twilight had approached such an extreme state of total saturation. 
That was probably why Fluttershy kept the thing on so long, Twilight thought, it must be a very comfortable and pleasurable sensation to be walking around or sleeping in such a thick, bulky mass of warm soaking wet plastic. Coming nearer, Twilight could see little droplets of pee trickling down Fluttershy’s back legs, leaving a trail of little spots on the hardwood floor wherever she walked. The pony seemed utterly unconcerned by the slight leaking, paying no attention to it. Twilight herself didn't enjoy a leaky diaper as it usually meant the diaper itself was of lower quality, and even if that was not the case, it still produced a mess to clean up wherever she had been. But on Fluttershy, the urine trickling down the mare’s hind legs was somehow…enticing. 
Though, Twilight noted that an additional reason the diaper may be beginning to leak had more than just a little to do with how much pee it contained, seeing as how Rainbow Dash, who was standing behind and just to the side of Fluttershy was pressing a hoof into the bulky soaked padding below Fluttershy’s tail. 
Grinning at Twilight as she entered the room, Rainbow Dash seemed to find the lavender alicorn a suitable audience to perform for, and escalated her activities by abandoning the hoof rub and mounting Fluttershy, diaper and all, like a stallion preparing to give the yellow mare a good rutting. 
Twilight watched from the entry to the kitchen with a growing feeling of arousal as Rainbow Dash curled her forelegs about the base of Fluttershy’s wings, which were beginning to stretch out from her own increasing excitement, in the way of any aroused pegasus. Fluttershy lifted her tail up and to the side removing the last obstacle that would prevent their diapers from coming into full contact. 
With a soft squeak of plastic on plastic the two ponies’ diapers pressed into one another, more drops of pee emerged from around the leg holes of Fluttershy’s diaper and the strong smell of Twilight’s own poop emerged even more powerfully from Rainbow Dash’s diaper. Twilight could see the cyan pony’s diaper was beginning to show signs of its mess-slicked insides as its color was changing from the light grey-yellow of a wet diaper to the grey brown of a very messy one. And the way that the wrinkles in the thick plastic surface of both ponies’ diapers around the tightly pulled tapes were shifting around as Rainbow Dash rhythmically humped Fluttershy’s diapered butt was really rather hypnotic. 
Fluttershy’s wings were hard and stiff now, sticking nearly straight out to either side of her, an effect now being mirrored by Dash’s own wings. Fluttershy, cereal bowl quite forgotten, was keeping her front legs up on the counter top and sticking her backside out as much as she could, bending in a delightfully arched way to give Rainbow Dash the best round diaper butt possible to grind against. Apparently now quite uncaring as to whatever manner had been used to awaken her in the first place. 
Twilight’s own pussy grew wet as she considered how her own slick poop was being smeared into every glistening fold and crevice of Rainbow’s pussy lips as the athletic pegasus slowly but firmly pressed her diapered crotch into Fluttershy’s padded butt. The continued slick rubbing sound of plastic on plastic of the diapers was wonderful all on its own. 
The two pegasi seemed utterly lost in their own mutual world of diapered pleasure, Rainbow in her sleek and slick yet still thickly padded diaper full of borrowed poop, and Fluttershy in her more round and puffy diaper, absolutely bulging with multiple wettings. 
‘What a perfect pair of friends.’ Twilight thought staring at the two of them. 
Resisting the urge to retrieve her own wet diaper, now neatly folded up in her saddle bags back in the living room, Twilight fought down her desire to join in the fun and got herself her own bowl of cereal from the cabinet next to the sink. Though by no means did she ignore the performance of the two mares as they continued to find new and entertaining variations on the theme of pressing crotch against butt. 
As Twilight progressed through her cereal, Rainbow became more and more insistent in her motions and as the last of the contents of Twilight’s bowl were eaten, Rainbow Dash came in her diapers with a judder and a groan, sliding her crotch up and down in long smooth movements over the roundness of the diapered butt she was bent over. 
Twilight couldn’t help the heat in her cheeks, a companion to the heat still located between her back legs, as the two diapered mares joined her at the small round wooden table. 
“Bet you liked that, didn't you Twi!” Rainbow said looking quite pleased with herself. 
“I couldn’t help but notice who came first that time, in fact I don't think Fluttershy came at all.”
“Did you?” Twilight asked turning her attention to the yellow pony who had just sat on her chair slowly, savoring how the pee saturated padding of her diaper pressed itself against her. 
“Um, no… not yet.” Fluttershy said looking down at the table top and not meeting Twilight’s gaze. Though the mare was smiling a bit as she spoke. 
Rainbow managed to look almost offended. 
“Fluttershy isn’t a pony I can really, I don't know, rush? I guess.” Rainbow said, trying to figure out how best to phrase her thoughts. 
“I’ll make her cum today, I don’t give up that easily, but she will only cum when she’s been really horny for a long time, you know.” 
“So in other words, you can never win with Fluttershy, she’ll always outlast you, so you don't even try.” Twilight said, smirking around a mouth full of cereal. 
Rainbow scowled back at her.
“Now hold on, that's not what I meant, I- “
Dash cut off her rebuttal upon realizing Fluttershy was quietly giggling to herself, still not looking up at either of them.
As she and Twilight both turned to regard the shy pegasus, Fluttershy got up off her chair and walked over to Rainbow who was regarding her with curiosity. 
“I just know you will try your best Dashi.” Fluttershy said quietly and gave the surprised pony a quick kiss on her cheek. 
As she walked away from the table and towards the living room where Twilight had been before coming to look for some breakfast, Fluttershy paused in the doorway between the two rooms and spread her back legs slightly. Twilight watched as the pink maned mare grunted softly and the back of her thick, soaked diaper expanded outwards right under her raised tail with a faint sound unique to only one bodily function. Twilight realized that for Fluttershy’s extra thick diaper to have expanded so obviously in back, the mess the pony made must have been quite considerable in quantity. 
“You know where to find me, Dashi” Fluttershy said turning her head to look back at Rainbow with a shy but surprisingly sultry smile. 
With that she walked off into the living room and around the corner out of sight. A few seconds later the two ponies still in the kitchen heard her bedroom door open, then close with a soft click. 
Rainbow looked at Twilight, grinning ear to ear. 
“I think there’s something I need to do.” Rainbow said standing up quickly. 
Briefly Twilight wondered if Rainbow’s pun had actually been intentional. 
“Enjoy yourself Dashi, I’ll be back to see both of you late tonight. It looks like you will have plenty to keep you busy while I’m away!”
Rainbow Dash was already halfway to Fluttershy’s bedroom before Twilight finished speaking.

	
		Chapter 1.5: A Diapered Diversion



	The problem with being turned on, Twilight decided, was that it rather acted like a fire in the mind. Even if it had mostly been put out, all that was needed to re-ignite a blaze was one single hot spot. And it was this issue that Twilight found herself facing barely a minute after departing from Fluttershy’s cottage. The idea that Rainbow and Fluttershy were having hot diapered sex this very moment while she was off to work in Canterlot was not only frustrating because she knew that if she had stayed she would never work up the desire to fly the distance to the castle for only a half day of planning and meetings, but it was doubly so since no matter how she thought of either Rainbow or Fluttershy, even when considering such pedestrian matters such as what Flutters would consider to be the best squirrel food, she was reminded that diapered sex was a thing. It was this concept that she found keeping the spark of arousal hot in her mind. 
As Twilight flew over Ponyville she came to a decision, either take drastic action now, or spend the rest of the day only being able to partially concentrate on what was going on around her due to a certain desire. 
As she had by now passed beyond the edge of town she banked hard around and descended. Aiming herself towards a fancy looking two-story circular structure perched on the edge of Ponyville.  If Rarity was in, and Twilight suspected she was as the pony had just spent several days in the capitol and was probably resting a bit, then there might be some relief for her yet. 
Landing with a soft ‘thump’ Twilight touched down in the knee- high grass besides a stone path located behind the Carousel Boutique and walked up to the back entrance, a door through which only delivery ponies and certain kinds of customers would head towards. 
Ascending the steps brought her near enough for a few gentle taps on the door with the tip of a hoof.  
Twilight’s sensitive hearing allowed her to catch a few mumbled comments about inconsiderate ponies and what time it was, which reminded Twilight, perhaps a bit late for preventing embarrassment, that it was indeed still rather early in the morning. 
A small slat slid open in the door and a single eye peered out at Twilight. 
“It’s simp- Oh… Um, good morning Twilight, um… I do… well I do suppose you may come in…”
Rarity unlatched the door and opened it just wide enough to allow Twilight to slip inside and into the back workshop. Whereupon Rarity swiftly closed and re-latched the door. 
As soon as Twilight turned around she immediately identified the reasons that her friend had for her hesitation in allowing Twilight inside. 
First of all, Rarity had apparently done nothing to keep her mane or tail in their usual perfect arrangement so that hair was sticking out at interesting angles and much of her coat looked like it had been petted backwards by a giant hand. The second reason, and assuredly the more obvious to anypony who did not know Rarity very well was the presence of a very thick disposable diaper hugging the mare’s butt and thighs. It was mostly white but was printed in several strategic locations with silver versions of the wearer’s cutie mark and instead of white was light pink around the leg openings and around the top of the diaper’s waist. However, the majority of the white plastic of the diaper was subtly tinted a light tan color. A shade Twilight recognized as the result of a lot of pee mixing with a big load of poop that had soaked completely though the padding. 
The smell permeating the workshop confirmed what Twilight’s eyes were telling her. 
Twilight had to pause for a moment to consider that as this was Rarity, if in fact she was more reluctant to let anypony see her in this state more because of her messed up hair and fur than because of the diaper. 
She decided that it might be a draw. 
“I’m so sorry Rarity, I didn't consider how early it still is, and you just got back last night didn't you?” Twilight said before Rarity could say anything. 
“Oh, um, yes…I did, but not to worry. I was already up and about, have been for a while, actually. It’s just that I wasn’t expecting any company… as you can see I suppose. So, what brings you by then?”
“Oh that.” Twilight started, now feeling a bit ashamed of herself, appearing unannounced at her friend’s back porch only an hour after sunrise looking for quick sex. It really was rather shallow of her now that she thought about it.  
But on the other hoof, she couldn’t just simply leave now that she had intruded this far. 
Though still feeling bad about it, Twilight couldn’t help explain herself truthfully. 
It’s just that, well, I’ve got to go to Canterlot today and I happen to know that Rainbow and Fluttershy are getting to spend a lot of um, quality time together today, and I was in too much of hurry to properly take care of my needs before I left from Fluttershy’s cottage and I can’t go back there now because if I do I’ll get involved in what they are doing too much and by the time we get that all over with half my day will be gone and I can’t have that happening so I need to do something about my situation and quickly and…”
Twilight trailed off, realizing she was rambling on at an ever-increasing rate of speed. And because she realized that the whole time she had been speaking she had been gazing fixedly at the big, thick, and very comfortable looking diaper Rarity had taped about herself. 
It was only after tearing her gaze from the diaper and back towards Rarity’s face that she saw her friend was smiling quite broadly. This was a much better result than the scowl she had been half expecting. 
“So Twilight dear, let me get this straight, you got yourself more horny than you realized this morning thanks to our two dear friends and now you need a quickie because if you don't do something you’ll be desperate for sex all day? And you came looking for me to help?”
“Hehe… yah…that, that's about it, yah. Twilight said awkwardly, absently rubbing one foreleg with the other. 
“Well, I suppose you've come to the right place then haven’t you.” Rarity said, still refusing to look annoyed. 
It took a second for Rarity’s reply to sink in, but when it did Twilight couldn’t help blushing deeply. She found herself thankful that most of her face was covered by fur to hide the color change. 
So, if that's what you’re hear for, get thoes saddle bags off and raise your tail. 
“I…yes, ok.” Twilight said. 
Caught off guard but the abruptness of Rarity’s request Twilight wondered if perhaps the pony did in fact just want to get back to sleep. 
But then the grin that Rarity was doing a poor job of concealing suggested otherwise. 
Twilight did as instructed and laid the saddlebags down by the wall and turned her butt towards the other mare and waited. Though she couldn’t help keeping an eye on Rarity to see what she did. 
Rarity held her diaper up with her horn as she began to untape it, obviously not wanting to let it just plop down onto the floor. Having undone only two of the four tapes rarity turned a sidewise glance at Twilight.
“You do realize my diaper is rather soiled in front right? So it's a bit you know…”
Twilight knew exactly what ‘it’ Rarity was referring to. 
“That’s exactly what I was hoping for you know.” Twilight said now smiling herself.
“I thought so.” Replied Rarity.
Having made sure the both of them were on the same page, Rarity continued with the removal of her diaper. Twilight shuddered a bit in anticipation as Rarity lowered her bulky diaper to the floor and neatly folded it over on itself and laid it on a chair.
Rarity’s thick black shaft was now fully exposed and rock hard. The same light brown goo that filled the rest of the diaper was smeared along its length, occasionally dripping from her large heavy balls. 
The smell that came from between Rarity’s legs made Twilight want to gag, but was oddly intoxicating all at the same time as though one part of her mind associated the stench with great pleasure but the other part was disturbed by this very association. Fortunately for the sake of sexual gratification, the association with pleasure won out and she lifted her tail and felt her wings spread out in growing anticipation.
“I’d just like to know Rarity, before we begin, how long you’ve been like that in your diaper?” 
“Oh, well let’s see now, I went quite a lot almost as soon as I got back last night. I of course made sure to squish it up into the front of the diaper, you know.”
“Of course.” Replied Twilight, grinning. 
“Anyway, I went to sleep soon after, too tired for anything else you see. Then this morning, less than an hour ago I messed and wet again. 
“Your penis has had a nice long time squishing around in your poop then hasn’t it.” Twilight observed dryly. 
“Its enjoyed a very long and pleasant poop bath, yes. Which is why I’m now quite pleased you so conveniently dropped by. I was getting increasingly horny in my diaper, and something was going to have to be done eventually.”
‘Was that a pun?’ Twilight wondered silently. 
“Then what would you have done if I hadn’t come along?”
‘Well if it wasn’t then it is now.’ Twilight decided. 
“Oh, Sweetie Belle’s asleep upstairs. I suppose I would have gotten around to asking her for a favor or two eventually… but this way she can sleep in a while longer.”
“I see.” Replied Twilight. 
The fact that Rarity’s only truly constant girlfriend was her own younger sister always managed to make Twilight feel a little less unusual in her own sexual preferences. Which was a feeling that she wasn’t sure she should communicate to Rarity. Though in the unicorn’s defense, if Shining had been a mare… Well, Twilight had Cadance which made for a good enough consolation prize. 
“So, you ready Twilight”
“Absolutely! Oh, and Rarity?”
“Yes Twilight?”
“Please don't be gentle.”
“Yes Princess.” Rarity replied as she pressed the poop smeared head of her thick black shaft against Twilight’s wet pussy.
With a satisfied grunt Rarity mounted Twilight and plunged her messy shaft deep into Twilight’s tight vagina all in one smooth swift motion. 
The sensation of suddenly being so full between her legs and of the slick poop providing additional warm lubrication proved enough to cause her front legs to fail in supporting her body. As her front slumped to the floor her backside stayed high in the air providing Rarity plenty of opportunity to thrust herself as deep inside Twilight as she could get. 
She clenched herself around the long thick penis filling her and felt too the sticky, squishy feeling each time Rarity’s poop covered balls were pressed up just under Twilight’s dripping clit. 
With what was left of her ability to think Twilight decided that having hot messy poopy sex with a mare as capable as Rarity on a morning like this was one of the best ideas she had had in ages. 
Rarity thrust and thrust again, each time letting out a new type of moan or grunt along with plenty of squishes and squelches as the two pony’s organs pleasured each other. 
“Hey Twilight…I wonder, by the time I’m done, will I have filled you with more of my cum…or my shit?”
“I don’t really care, Rarity, as long as it’s a lot of both!” 
“Ohhh, just what I wanted to hear…” 
Conversation ended as Rarity’s thrusting became more insistent and less regular as she pressed in harder and held herself inside for longer. 
Twilight knew Rarity was about to cum when she leaned over Twilight and held her body tightly between her forelegs. 
As thick cum gushed deep inside of Twilight, Rarity made more a series of loud panting gasps than a real scream and she shuddered and trembled as the warm thick ejaculations mixed with the nearly liquid poop that had been accumulating inside Twilight with each intrusion of Rarity’s member. Such was the composition of the slimy fluid that now bathed Rarity as she held herself inside her alicorn partner. 
Twilight for her part was unpleasantly surprised, she was close, yes, but Rarity had come too quickly, a very armature move from a mare so supposedly experienced. 
“Uh, Rarity, I haven’t-“
“I’m not done yet Twilight, just hold on.” Rarity interjected. 
Almost as soon as Twilight wondered what Rarity’s plan was, she felt it.
A hot powerful flow of pee erupted out of Rarity’s still very hard penis and exploded deep inside Twilight’s vagina. Almost at once, Rarity resumed her powerful thrusting while continuing to urinate strongly. The previous squishing sounds were now replaced by splashing as with each deep and powerful thrust of Rarity’s hips a spray of glistening yellow pee was forced out under pressure around the unicorn’s shaft to splatter over her balls and back legs. 
This new and rather unique sensation and the feeling of having her body being so wonderfully violated by the waste of another mare was enough to make Twilight cum with a cry and a spray of clear fluid that mixed with Rarity’s yellow. 
Rarity made sure to hold on to Twilight’s hips to keep her penis in place as Twilight wiggled and pushed against her crotch while she came. Finally, with a moan Twilight slid herself off the penetrating organ and slumped to the floor breathing in gasps while an interesting mixture of fluids leaked out of her pussy. 
Rarity, managing to remain standing, watched Twilight with a mixture of love and prideful satisfaction at her ‘conquest’ while fetching her very messy diaper off the chair she had laid it on. With carefully practiced magical manipulation Rarity eased the poop smeared and pee filled disposable diaper up between her legs and back over her cock and balls, then up over her butt. Once secured firmly back into place she pulled the tapes tight and pressed them down, re-sealing all her sensitive parts back within the warm and slimy confines of her bulging diaper.
Getting back to her feet proved a bit of an effort, it was awfully nice down there on the cold floor, but the whole point of going out of her way to see Rarity was to have great sex and have it fast. Lazing around would only serve to negate her advantage. 
"Thank you so much Rarity, that was wonderful, just like I knew it would be.” Twilight said before giving Rarity a quick kiss on the lips. 
“Mmm, pleasure’s all mine, not every filly’s lucky enough to get to do that with a princess.”
“Not every princess is lucky enough to have a mare with a diaper full of poop so ready and willing.”
“That’s not true, actually.” Rarity said dryly.
“Right well, I’m still lucky…” Twilight said awkwardly. 
“I’m sorry Twilight, you’re just too much fun to catch off guard.” Rarity said leaning her head on Twilight’s shoulder.
Twilight couldn’t help but quite keenly feel Rarity’s diapered hip on her own bare one. 
“I guess since you already have your diaper back on it would be too much trouble to remove it again and let me suck you off or something… But I do wish I could do a little to repay you before I go.” Twilight said.
“Well, to be honest I was going to say that being able to cum inside a princess with a poopy dick was its own reward, but now that you mention it…”
“Here, if doing things quickly is the theme of the morning, then let’s try this.”
Rarity once again undid the tapes of her diaper, but she did so while remaining standing so that the front of the diaper, underneath her in this position, opened and hung down between her back legs. Twilight watched the glistening layer of poop spread around the inside of the diaper to see if it was going to immediately start dripping off onto the floor. The consistency was such, similar to slightly too wet peanut butter, that this did not happen, though Twilight figured that a few minutes in this position might prove sufficient. 
Rarity seemed to have come to the same conclusion.
“Well, better get a move on shouldn't you.” Rarity said, prodding her thick black cock at Twilight’s lips. 
Having been placed back in the diaper for a few minutes it was once again just as poop smeared as before Rarity had done her best to clean it off inside of Twilight. 
Twilight decided that hesitation would get her nowhere under these circumstances and so she opened her mouth wide and slid her head forward at such an angle that Rarity’s wide glistening length was lined up with her throat. 
She felt her gag reflex grow quickly stronger, but her experience and mental control over her body allowed her to overcome it just as fast. 
Rarity grunted with pleasure and began to throat-fuck Twilight, pumping her slimy shaft in and out as far as she could go, causing her open diaper to swing back and forth between her spread rear legs. 
The poop that had been on Rarity’s penis was now doing an equally good job of coating the inside of Twilight’s mouth. If Twilight was honest she’d say the taste was not great, mostly bland and a bit bitter. But taste was hardly the point. It was the feeling and the texture of everything in her mouth that she loved, and she swallowed as often as she could. 
All the subtle indicators, the more frantic breathing and pumping, the grunts and moans, and the taste of pre-cum all told Twilight that an eruption was eminent. 
As predicted, Rarity curled a foreleg behind Twilight’s head and pressed her forward so that her muzzle was pressed into Rarity’s shit-smeared balls as the unicorn came for a second time like a fire hose, straight down Twilight’s throat, where she could feel the hot cum splatter around inside her neck. 
Gaging slightly as Rarity removed herself, this time from Twilight’s other end, Twilight tried her best to steady her breathing as she swallowed anything left over in her mouth. 
“Thank you Twilight dear, I really did need that. Cumming once around you is never enough, I should have learned that by now.” Rarity said as once again, she taped the thick disposable diaper back over her erection, allowing the diaper to hold the shaft firmly in place so it could soak for hours yet to come in the warm squishy darkness inside Rarity’s discolored and bulging diaper.

	
		Chapter 2: The First Primitive Experiments
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When approaching Canterlot Castle on days like this one where thick banks of grey clouds hung low over the valley and obscured all but the foot of the great mountain range whose lower slopes play host to the tiered city of Canterlot, the sense of mystery and hidden grandeur of the ancient castle always managed to excite Twilight. No matter that she had practically grown up there and used it as nothing less than a second home for many years.
The choice to have the castle built on a wide ledge separated from the valley floor by high cliffs of hard granite stone five hundred meters high, and placed next to a powerful foaming cascade, had been one of the most daring architectural decisions made in Equestrian history. Yes, there were a multitude of ancient castles and keeps, many now little more than tumbled ruins, some still inhabited by the descendants of once powerful noble houses that occupied even higher mountain peaks than this Castle, but none of them held a perch that was quite so…dynamic in its character.
Flying in a wide downward curving arc, Twilight partially circled the castle’s highest towers, which appeared and disappeared behind veils of mist and occasional sheets of rain. For the inexperienced, a quite dangerous thing to do, but Twilight knew exactly where she was in relation to the pinnacles of finely crafted white stone with only a fleeting glance of a specific spire or window seen through the scuttling clouds to guide her.
As she spiraled in, a group of four pegasi guards on patrol swooped in quite close to her as she approached near the highest of the towers making sure that nothing dangerous was attempting to sneak towards thoes they were sworn to defend. Seeing it was Twilight who was soaring in and out of view they snapped sharp coordinated salutes and banked hard up into the clouds, disappearing again in their constant vigilance for invasion, be it obvious or subtle.
Twilight couldn’t suppress the stray thought that even had the guards wished to stop her, there was nothing they could have done. Ten times their number would have been unable to resist the power she could bring to bear.
“One princess is an army, and as such needs to behave with all the combined honor and responsibility of any thousand solders of the Royal Guard.”  Something that Luna had told Twilight in a private conversation a few years back. Twilight had thought it a slightly harsh bit of advice at the time. Though since Luna had lived most of her life during a time when the Royal Guard had been rather less ceremonial than it was today, Twilight supposed it was simply Luna’s version of good wisdom, and not meant to be overbearing.
Landing as lightly as possible on the semi-circular balcony perched near the top of one of the taller towers, Twilight folded her wings down and shook herself a bit to rid her fur of the water droplets clinging to it while walking below the awning of the conical roof.
The gilded glass doors were standing open, just wide enough in fact, to admit a Twilight sized pony, the sign of expert castle servants, Twilight knew.
She slipped in, hooves finding themselves on a plush and intricately woven rug of blue and bronze colored thread.
Nopony other than herself was to be found within the ornate stone chamber. Though somehow the room managed to appear quite cozy with its thick stone walls and large fireplace, despite being a good hundred fifty meters above the castle’s court yard below. Twilight never knew quite what to make of that, a cozy room should be near to the ground, not perched up here like some griffon nest. The dichotomy of impressions was simply odd.
Being careful that her saddlebags didn't knock into anything delectate or otherwise make a sound, Twilight trotted, unhurried, around behind the large, ancient wooden desk that had been set up for her. Its polished Rosewood paneling depicting carved scenes of various great events in Equestrian history.
Twilight had requisitioned this room, and the desk, among other various effects of state for her temporary office while the restoration of Everfree Castle was proceeding. If all went to plan she would be able to move in permanently in only a few years, quite a short time considering that the only original part of the castle to really be salvageable was the stone walls, and even those had suffered damage and collapse in a few places. Fortunately, Celesta had seen no problem in granting Twilight the use of this tower as her headquarters in the capitol for the time being. And the large bay windows across the room from her desk did have quite the magnificent view. When it wasn’t cloudy and drizzling rain that is.
Though sighing at the rivulets of rain water on the window glass, she nonetheless felt content. Her morning had, after all, hardly been without its pleasures, and despite the beginning of a new week of responsibilities, she was sure to work in more fun for herself and friends.
Placing her saddlebags to her right behind the desk she hopped up into the wide padded chair, another nice piece taken out of the storage rooms, its wood so dark it was nearly black.
Settling in to her work Twilight ran her eyes over the assortment of documents spread around the surface of the desk. Some had been there since last week while others had been delivered by the Head Butler since she had last been in this office, a delivery only a master servant had permission to carry out as only a pony with a lifetime’s loyal service could be allowed to enter the offices of royalty unwatched. There was a transfer of funds form that would approve the transfer of 3.6 million bits to the Everfree Castle restoration project from the Lunar Bank, enough for the next 6 months of work. A petition for further land grants to the Lord and Lady Trumpetvine in the north-central foothills of the Unicorn Range. Twilight scowled at this, judging from similar past petitions, they were hoping to build another summer lodge in the area and wanted it to be on as much property as possible. Twilight decided she would be pleased if she could find some way to deny them. The aristocracy should deserve what the crown provided by doing good works for the nation, not have gifts heaped upon them simply for existing. If that were not enough, the very fact this petition was on her desk and not Celestia’s indicated that the Lord and Lady knew Celestia would have none of it, and were hoping to bypass her authority by going to Twilight directly. An unfortunately common occurrence these days. Another letter buried near the middle of the stack though, made her smile when she saw the cream-colored envelope with red accent lines drawn about the edges.  Addressed to her from a certain Dr. Oldstone, it was sure to be his monthly update on the progress of the archeological digs in the Central plains north of the Unicorn range. She was tempted to open it immediately but forced herself to be patient, there were a few dozen more practical if boring documents to attend to first and it would not do to be distracted.
No sooner had she thought this though, then she looked at another letter, the last one in the stack, as the light lavender color of the envelope caught her eye.
It was addressed to her from Moondancer.
Not such a surprising thing as it may have been a few years ago, now that their friendship had been rekindled, yet hardly an everyday occurrence. This time Twilight had not a clue what it could be about, and decided that if Moondancer was experiencing some problem, it would not do to delay reading… whatever it might be.
A quick flick of power from her horn opened the envelope atop her desk and she unfolded a plain white sheet of paper upon which a short message was written is small but well-formed letters.
Twilight,
            
            I have a special project I’m working on, it involves both diapers and magical expertise, two things I know you have lots of. I’m sorry to bother you with this, I know you are a busy pony, but though there are ponies who enjoy diapers and ponies who are magical experts, aside from myself, you are the only other pony I know who is both. I don’t want to tell you what I am working on in this letter because my idea is a bit well… odd, and I want to run it by you in private. That, and I’m kind of stuck, I’m not sure how to make progress on my idea and I think you are the only pony who can get me, well, un-stuck. Could you come to my house as soon as you get the chance?
 
Thanks! 
 
-  ‘Dancer
Twilight couldn’t completely prevent herself from groaning.
Diapers. Why did it have to be diapers? Would this fetish consume her life? Sure, she loved diapers and her experiences with them, but she was supposed to be a responsible mare, and here they were intruding into her professional time. And now of course, she was thinking of them again, which began the stirrings of excitement in her body. After all, Rarity was more than likely wondering around her boutique in the same used diaper she had been in this morning knowing her. And Moondancer herself was probably in one too, after all, a mare who rarely left her house was not often required to not be in a diaper, and Celestia knew what Flutters and Dashi had gotten up to after Twilight had left this morning. Perhaps Applejack was- no! She would not think on it!


Twilight pushed the opened letter under the nearest stack of papers and vowed she would not so much as think on it until she had taken care of everything of legitimate importance on her desk even if it took until after sunset. This thought, of course, prompted one of the master servants to knock on her door, announcing the delivery of a new set of documents and letters.
*   *   *   *   *

The sun was indeed setting behind the pointed rooftops and spires of the homes, inns, and shops to the west. Its golden light casting long shadows across Twilight’s office as she yawned and picked herself up off the chair. Fortunately, documents had not truly been the only thing to look forward to that day, a few journeys down to the throne room, to three of the greeting halls, and a walk in the north garden with the mayor of Baltimare had added some spice to her day, and a bit of exercise as a bonus. But despite being extra productive, even by her own standards, Twilight was happy to be done. At least for now.
Well, done with responsibilities that is. Tucking Moondancer’s letter into her saddlebags, incidentally next to her folded up morning diaper, Twilight trotted out of her office and onto the balcony. She was pleased the rain had cleared up by the early afternoon so she would not arrive at Moondancer’s house dripping wet. She supposed she could teleport, but Celestia had long ago told Twilight not to overdo it with that ability, as it was not always as practical as a pony might first think, not to mention potentially quite dangerous if the intended destination was not directly in sight.
A leap, and wings spread wide, sent Twilight soaring down among the lower spires and out over the ornate mansions and luxury hotels tucked up as close to the Castle’s walls as they could get. The closer to the seat of government a pony lived the more expensive it was to reside there. But this circle of great wealth was not Twilight’s intended destination. Moondancer was not the wealthiest of ponies, and would be hard pressed to live near Canterlot Castle even if she wished, but she seemed quite content with a modest older house near a public park on the north side of the city, an area with plenty of open green spaces and not nearly so cramped as the inner districts. Even if the surrounding buildings were often still larger than Moondancer’s home. The neighborhood was quiet and peaceful, well suited to a pony who preferred to go undisturbed for as long as possible. This was probably why Moondancer remained less financially well-to-do when compared with many of the ponies Twilight had spent her fillyhood around in the center of the Capitol. Any position of great authority and responsibility, specifically thoes which Twilight herself had offered Moondancer would inevitably lead to Moondancer being, in her words, “Endlessly bothered by ponies who have no respect for my own peace of mind.” The pony was a brilliant scientist and magician but remained determinably uninterested in much outside of her own research, the thought of holding high government office, which Twilight knew she would be good at, disgusted her.
Twilight spotted the familiar residence from the air, its peaked red tile roof and dark stone chimney still illuminated in the setting sun. Spiraling down, she landed within the low stone wall surrounding the front garden with enough grace to make Rainbow proud and trotted to the door wondering just what it was she was getting herself into this time. The previous summons from this mare had resulted in an incident involving a standing energy matrix which had enlarged a pile of blueberries and raspberries to the size of beach balls whereupon they had promptly dissolved into a fine dry powder coating everything within the house. Cleanup had taken hours, and dissuaded Moondancer from applying the energy construct to a living subject.
The deep violet stained door set in a dark yellow frame and surrounded by white washed plaster walls was something of an odd combination, but at least the exterior had been repaired and cleaned since Twilight had brought the mare out of seclusion a few years back.
As Twilight was near to tapping her hoof on the door it unlocked and swung inwards, with suspiciously perfect timing and apparently of its own accord. Twilight smirked to herself, considering the effect unnecessarily dramatic. Couldn’t the mare just come to the door like a normal pony? Then again, hoping Moondancer would do something simply because most other ponies would do it that way was a good way to waste time.
A voice called to her from somewhere further back in the house.
“Hey there Twilight, come on in, glad you could make it. I’ll be there, just a sec…”
The interior of the structure always seemed to be a little too large with perhaps a few too many rooms to be accounted for by the exterior size of the house. Twilight suspected that if Moondancer had in fact perfected metric expansion or dimensional folding to this degree, she could use it to become the wealthiest pony in Equestria, but again doing so would interrupt her continued research and so would probably never happen. Smiling, Twilight again found herself thankful to know a pony who was so honest about what she wanted out of life and had no care for money and power. Quite the opposite of many Twilight was forced to deal with in her daily existence. Herding angry deceitful cats simply wasn’t in it.
True to her word the mare in question soon came through to the narrow entry hall from further back in the house after Twilight had pushed the door closed and set down her saddlebags, happy to be temporarily rid of the burden.
Moondancer’s characteristic shy smile only ever seemed to be emphasized in Twilight’s eyes by her thick eyebrows and glasses. A combination that for some reason left the young alicorn always feeling more relaxed, as if no pony who looked like Moondancer could possibly cause Twilight any stress. A rare feeling indeed, and odd considering the process of renewing their friendship a few years back had not exactly been the smoothest of affairs to begin with. But, there it was, and Twilight was not about to complain.
“So, I assume you got my letter, I’m glad you got here when you did, I’m not sure I could have waited patiently even one more day for you.” Moondancer said while hugging Twilight and giving her a quick kiss on one cheek.　
“If you were that impatient about it, you could have gone straight to the castle. They know you there and would have let you come right to me, no delays.”
“Ugh, and deal with the guards, and the clerks, and a master servant or three? No thanks, this way, I never had to step out my door!” Moondancer replied.
Again, Twilight was amazed at the lengths this mare would go to if it meant avoiding contact with the rest of ponykind.
“I see.” Was Twilight’s simple reply, delivered with a touch of her long-suffering patience for the quirks of her friends.
At least Moondancer had the sense to look slightly abashed.
“So, you’re doing something that involves diapers then? Something you want my input on?” Twilight said getting to the point. Twilight hoped her somewhat deadpan tone was enough to hide the fact that she was beginning to feel some excitement over whatever it was Moondancer was cooking up this time.
Twilight also used her inquiry as an excuse to openly acknowledge the disposable diaper Moondancer was wearing with a pointed stare, though nothing in Twilight’s look held surprise. She had figured Moondancer would be diapered from the start of their meeting, owing to both the subject of the letter and the fact that Twilight suspected Moondancer rarely spent any great amount of time out of a diaper. The only major exception to this was the library, as that was a place that frowned deeply upon any form of distraction to its patrons, up to and including bad smells.
The same kind of smell, incidentally, that had greeted Twilight upon entering the house.
“Oh yes! I’m sure you’ll find what I have to show you to be very interesting…” Moondancer said in a slightly mysterious manner, turning to the side and nodding her head towards the back of her house.
As she turned, her diaper came more into view for Twilight, first exposing the side, so that Twilight could see it was both thick and well made, there was even decent padding over the hips.
The plastic backed disposable diaper was mostly white but was randomly and liberally speckled with light lavender six pointed stars. Twilight’s eyes narrowed a fraction as she considered that thoes stars seemed suspiciously like the ones comprising her cutie mark, even if the color was a bit off. She had always thought diapers printed with a pony’s cutie mark was a good idea, and somehow, she was not surprised to see Moondancer attempting something similar. Always was one for experimentation, that mare.
Completing her turn and walking off down the hall, Moondancer kept her tail raised, providing Twilight with an un obstructed view of the back of the diaper. The diaper was not as white as it once had been however, the entire back and as much of the crotch as she could see was stained darker than the padding over the mare’s hips. And too dark to be accounted for by pee alone. That diaper was full of a big squishy mess and it was beginning to make Twilight a little envious. Though she steadfastly kept her mouth shut as she followed the pony in front of her to the top of an old wooden stairway leading down near the back of the house. If Moondancer wanted a reaction out of Twilight over her choice of underwear, she was going to have to work harder than that.
Her insistence on remaining silent did little to reduce Twilight’s enjoyment of watching Moondancer’s butt and hips move inside her diaper as they made their way to the bottom of the stairway with old boards creaking under every light hoof fall. Ponies often seemed to think wearing a used thick diaper would result in a humorous waddling walk, but it was Twilight’s experience that this effect only ever occurred the first time a pony wore a diaper as an adult if even then. Anypony with even a modicum of experience with diapers tended to walk quite normally, no matter how full their diapers became. Of course, waddling could be forced by more extreme measures such as wearing multiple diapers at a time. But Twilight had no interest in doing so. Twilight had decided long ago that the cause for this was two-fold. On one hoof, if the pony in diapers was so used to being in them that she was no longer paying attention to it being on her, she tended to revert to a natural walking movements.  The other extreme seemed to be that when ponies, herself included, became turned on by wearing and using a thick diaper, she preferred consciously walking normally as that forced the diaper to press and rub even more strongly against her inner thighs, and caused the diaper’s contents to squish around in the most wonderful ways as she walked. In her opinion, The true test of a high quality disposable diaper was that one at a time was enough. If a pony wore a good quality diaper in the first place no regular days’ worth of wetting and messing should be able to make the diaper leak badly enough to warrant a second diaper to be put on over the first.
Twilight enjoyed her musings on diapered pony behavior at just about any time, but even more so when a cute diapered mare stood just in front of her.
Having reached the bottom of the stairs, Moondancer continued her steady pace across a clean floor made of irregularly shaped, but flat slabs of dark grey slate fitted crudely together and with aged, crumbling mortar filling the many gaps where the stones did not mesh well. The floor combined with the rounded river stone walls made the clopping of their hooves sound louder than they had upstairs when surrounded by so much old wood and even older rugs and wall hangings.
Moondancer stopped in front of a low but long wooden table set up against the far wall of the dimly lit room. With a quick flash from her horn two bare lightbulbs on chains glowed to life above them.
Twilight was familiar with the room itself, she had stood in it on several occasions over the last few years, and while she could recognize many of its contents, more than several items were new and what was familiar was now in un-familiar locations. Moondancer did seem to enjoy a seemingly constant process of shuffling things around as if playing a never-ending game of maximizing the usefulness of a room and its contents through careful positioning.
Twilight found herself somehow unsurprised to see a series of disposable diapers laid out on the table, more a workbench she decided after a moment’s consideration.
“So, uh, before I tell you about anything here, would you like to be in one yourself? Moondancer asked.
Twilight had no need to ask what it was she might want to be in.
“Oh, why not, I think I will. I was in one this morning, might as well be in one for the evening too.”
Twilight did her best to not let her excitement show. She had not wanted to come right out and ask to be diapered herself, and didn’t want Moondancer to think of her as nothing but a horny filly waiting on the smallest excuse to jump into a diaper. But now that Moondancer had asked, she could finely be diapered without appearing to lack all self-control.
This was also the reason why Twilight didn't bother to mention the wet diaper tucked into her saddle bag from her morning activities, if she admitted to having that and then went back up the stairs to put it on, it would look like she had planned the whole thing out. No, Twilight wanted her acceptance of the diaper to appear as casual and spontaneous as possible. Within certain circles, Twilight was already known to have a diaper fetish, she saw no reason to add a reputation for being desperate to engage in that fetish. She was, after all, trying to work on her image of being a proper princess, even if a good book made her forget herself all too often.
“Cool!, well then, here you go.” Moondancer said, levitating a still folded but obviously thick disposable diaper over to Twilight from a stack of them in a dusty wooden box near her side of the bench.
Despite the state of the box it came out of, the diaper itself looked pristine, no dust at all, and the plastic outer layer and padding was in perfect condition, no creases, lumps, or tears. The diaper was mostly white except for pink accents around the leg guards and small tail hole, a single wide pink stripe running down the middle of the diaper from the top of the front to the top of the back, and four pink tapes. These tapes Twilight pulled on tightly while pressing them firmly down in place onto the thick plastic of the front of the-, her diaper.
She sighed a little to herself as the warm, thick tightness of the diaper settled around her. Even unused it felt nice and comfortable on her body and it pressed against her crotch and butt in so many wonderful ways. She was a little disappointed that she didn’t have to go potty right there and then, but not even a princess’s timing could be consistently that good.
Her attention returning to the present, Twilight blushed a little as she caught Moondancer’s knowing smile, a smile that told how Moondancer knew exactly what Twilight had just been feeling as she had taped on her new diaper.
“These are nice diapers Moondancer, where’d you get them from?”
“Oh, well, there’s this pony named Rarity who owns a successful clothing company, which has a not so well known division specializing in diapers…” Moondancer trailed off grinning.
“Ah, of course, Rarity does rather dominate in that market segment around here doesn’t she.” Twilight replied.
“Seems like it, you know, her diaper store is not that far from here, we should visit sometime, you and me. I go there every now and again to buy a box or two of various diapers. I like to try out different styles. The one you are wearing is a little on the plain side compared to some of the styles I have seen there, but they are made very well and I think a simple design is often best, besides, it's the mare that makes the diapers look good more than the other way around.”
A short awkward silence followed that statement as Moondancer realized how her words betrayed her thoughts on Twilight’s diapers and the mare herself.
Turning back to the workbench and the diapers laid out on it, Twilight gestured with a hoof to them, attempting to rescue her friend from embarrassment by bringing Moondancer back to the original reason they were both still down in the basement.
“So, about these…?” Twilight began.
“Ah, right!” Yes, well…” Moondancer took a deep breath and adjusted her glasses.
“That diaper in front of you, that was one of 48 I bought as a custom order from Rarity a few weeks ago, I had seen Rarity wear diapers based on herself like that, and thought it would be fun to do the same.”
The disposable diaper laying in front of Twilight that Moondancer was discussing, though still folded up like it had just come out of its package, was obviously quite thick and made with good strong but soft and smooth plastic. The unique thing though, was that its color was a light tan, that perfectly matched Moondancer’s coat color and, if that was not hint enough, the mare’s cutie mark was printed boldly in the center of the diaper. Twilight had noticed this, as soon as she had gotten close enough to see the diaper, but had wanted to wait to hear Moondancer’s explanation when she chose to give it.
“So, I wore thoes, for a while, and enjoyed them quite a lot. Being in a diaper based on my own body was rather, um, exciting.”  Moondancer giggled a little at this, but went on.
“But that got me thinking, if wearing a diaper that looked like me was fun, wearing a diaper that looked like another pony, that might be even more fun.”
Taking a deep breath, Moondancer moved over a bit allowing Twilight to stand in front of the second diaper laying on top of the workbench. This one she smiled at even more.
“So, I ah, had these ones made, I hope you like them. I sure do…”
Twilight stared down at another diaper that was made identical to the first but the color was now lavender, and the cutie mark printed boldly on the front was her own. She was even more sure now that the used diaper Moondancer was currently in was based off her cutie mark, if not in quite so direct a way.
Twilight raised an eyebrow, but seeing the nervousness on Moondancer’s face, she softened her expression.
“I’m flattered Moondancer, I really am. I’m glad you like me enough to have had these made.”
Twilight gave Moondancer a quick hug to show she really did mean it, and enjoyed how her diapers felt and sounded as she moved herself.  She also got a fresh whiff of the smell coming from inside Moondancer’s diaper and privately enjoyed that as well.
“Anyway, um, wearing diapers based on how my friends look… well, I started to daydream about how it would feel to ah-“
Moondancer paused, and adjusted her glasses again looking at the floor.
“Well, I thought it would be an interesting experiment to-“
She paused again.
“What I’m saying is that instead of just wearing a diaper that looks like me, what if I, well, was that diaper… or at least could feel what that diaper felt, if well, it could feel anything at all!” Moondancer finished in a rush looking more embarrassed by the word.
In the following silence, Twilight blushed but spoke comfortingly.
“Don’t feel strange about it. I think I might have had that fantasy once or twice myself. Probably many ponies in diapers 	have had such a notion cross their minds at least once.”
“I- thank you, yes, well about that. See, I thought, well, I thought I might actually be able to make my daydream come true, at least to an extent…”
Moondancer said gesturing to the third diaper in the row.
Twilight’s earlier feelings of pleasant amusement and slight arousal were suddenly being replaced with curiosity and a vague sense of unease.
The third diaper in the row was more standard than the previous two, it was in fact the same design at the one Twilight was now wearing, but instead of pink accents, the leg guards and stripe were light green. Another difference was that this diaper was quite soaked.
“When I wore this diaper two days ago, I attempted a standard psychosomatic transference spell, but modified so that only my interpretation of sensation was translated to the diaper without the usual accompanying physical or visual manifestation occurring in the object being projected into.
Leave it to Moondancer to describe a PT spell as ‘standard’ when thoes sorts of things were only performed by Unicorns with a minimum of a decade of magical training behind them. To say nothing of custom, on the fly modifications.
Moondancer continued her story though, and Twilight listened with interest.
“The experience was certainly unique, I could feel myself as the diaper I was wearing, but not completely, it was like a secondary alien sensation overlaid on top of my natural body image. In of itself not surprising, given that this is common for such spells, but as this type of magic is typically used where the object being manifested into is already pony shaped, a doll, or figurine, or as an image of a pony on a page, thanks for that idea by the way, the… discrepancy between the pony’s true body image and the object or image being projected into is usually minor. But projecting to a random object like a diaper that shares no resemblance to the physical form of a pony… well, I had a headache for several hours afterwards and had to lie down for a while to recover. But the other problem is that these sorts of spells do not allow for a pony to operate her own body throughout the casting. It’s generally advised to be laying down when performing a spell like this as the mind can only concentrate on existing within the object being projected into. In this case, it meant that as soon as I was projected into the diaper, I couldn’t do anything anymore, not so much as twitch an ear. Interesting at first, especially, when I uh, wet myself, in an oddly literal sense, as I no longer had any bladder control. But I couldn’t feel my own body very well, and I couldn’t move. Interesting at first, but it got boring quite quickly.”
Twilight, was reminded again that this pony could have become a respectable lecturer at Canterlot University, if she wasn’t so determined to keep to herself as much.
“Well, that certainly is interesting, a little dangerous to try on one’s own perhaps. Though truthfully, I almost wish I had attempted that sort of thing myself.”
Twilight hadn’t done so because she had guessed that the sort of unpleasantness Moondancer had suffered might result from her own attempt, but she said none of this to Moondancer. At least the pony had been persistent enough to have gone and tried it.
“Yes, I agree, but you see, I realized that there was no need to stop the experiment there. I may be limited in what I can do myself, but with a second pony helping me, who knows what we might be able to do!”
Ah, Twilight thought, I think I know why she went out of her way to ask me to come here.
The unabashed enthusiasm on Moondancer’s face seemed a little at odds with her usual attitudes of either being shy or in lecture mode. What it meant to Twilight, was that there would be no easy escape from Moondancer’s plans, whatever they were, and Twilight was not sure she even wanted to escape in the first place. Diapers were involved after all, and that was a big attraction for her, in more than one way.
“I see, Twilight said a little cautiously, I assume you have an idea of what to try next? I hope it’s nothing too dangerous.”
“No no, nothing too weird.” Moondancer paused for an instant and Twilight could almost feel the unspoken “yet” in there, but she kept silent again.
“I want to go up to my bedroom so we both have something to lie down on.”
Twilight raised her eyebrow again, and Moondancer blushed but hurried on.
“I want for us to take turns projecting our consciousness into each other’s diapers but not at the same time. That way I can experience how it feels to be a diaper on you as you wear and um, perhaps use me. Then after a while, you can do the same with my diaper while I wear it. This way we can both experience being a diaper on an active mare, and not on one incapable of moving. Also, hopefully, being a diaper on another pony instead of one on yourself will help to reduce the weird mental feedback issues so the headache will be less. If not, this time I am prepared with a healing potion so we won’t suffer for long.”
Twilight was not sure of this proposal, but Moondancer had obviously tried it with little trouble and frankly, the idea was beginning to turn her on, even if the experience was sure to be rather odd.
“I, well sure, I wouldn’t be much of a scientist if I refused to experiment. Let’s try this out.” Twilight said doing her best to not be nervous.
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Moondancer grinned in her shy way, and managed to look rather relieved as well.
“You won’t regret it! If we can make this work, we can go on to more advanced stages. There’s no way any other research group will ever be able to match our rate of progress.” Moondancer said, her expression transforming into one of fierce determination.
“…Other research…? Moondancer, are you saying there are other ponies doing this sort of thing? And we’re competing?
Moondancer blushed. “Ah, no, not that I know of…but one can never risk the assumption that there is not!
Twilight sighed.
“Well, let’s not get too ahead of ourselves, we need to make the first experiments work, and then go on from there.” Twilight replied.
“Yes, ok, ok, point taken, but let’s make sure to have fun anyway!” Moondancer said, again smiling a bit too broadly for Twilight’s peace of mind. Something about diapers seemed to insert a little bit of Pinkie Pie into the otherwise steadfastly serious Moondancer. It was at times, frankly unnerving.
“And record all experimental data!” Twilight said loudly to Moondancer’s diapered backside as the mare turned towards the stairs.
“And record all experimental data.” The unicorn replied, not turning around, and already halfway to the stairs.
A small part of Twilight was surprised at herself for being the voice of reason in this situation, as the following activities were sure to involve diapers and much scientific experimentation. Two of her most favorite things. But apparently spending over a decade as an Equestrian regional governor had helped her think a little more logically, even in situations such as this.
Hurrying from where she had been standing, Twilight caught up with the enthusiastic mare ahead of her and they trotted together up the creaky wooden staircase a little more swiftly than they had come down not so long ago.
And yet again, Twilight found for herself a particularly enjoyable view of the fully used diaper on the mare in front and above her on the stairs. The thick plastic backed disposable with its suspicious star prints squished and bulged in all kinds of pleasant ways as it was pressed and squeezed between Moondancer’s inner thighs as she trotted up the stairs. This movement also made the strong odor of the squishy poop covering Moondancer’s backside considerably more noticeable. Twilight couldn’t bring herself to dislike the smell, in fact, she thought, it might be making her a bit wet. The discoloration of the otherwise white plastic below her tail and between her legs only served to enhance the experience and made Twilight all the more aware of her own thick disposable diaper, tightly taped so as to hug her butt and hips. Even dry as she was, Twilight could not help being aroused by her own diaper, so thick between her legs, while she watched the diapered backside ahead of her.
As they wound their way up through the house to Moondancer’s bedroom, Twilight made a few attempts at small talk, hoping to glean some more details out of the reclusive pony regarding the current state of her social life, assuming such currently existed, or other avenues of research she had been pursuing.Unfortunately, Twilight was already aware of what little information Moondancer did share. She wasn’t surprised that the pony seemed uninterested in relating her social interactions, she never really had been, though usually Twilight could get Moondancer’s mouth running by bringing up current experimental theories. But it seemed that for the moment at least, Moondancer had only diapers on her mind, and she was not about to be distracted.
The stairway from the ground floor up to the clutch of rooms nestled under the steeply slanting roof, was, oddly, a spiral, and even more narrow than the one leading to the basement. It also creaked constantly as the weight of pony hooves pressed down. At least the stairway and every other surface had been clean, nopony liked to sneeze all the time from dust after all. Though there had been a few large spider webs in corners. All of them inhabited.
Coming around the last bend and emerging onto the landing, Twilight followed the diapered pony to the right and through an open door to a narrow yet long room, which was nearly filled at the far end by a bed and bookcase. This was apparently doing double duty as a nightstand. All the furniture in the room, and in most of the rest of the house for that matter, looked antique. As though every last bit of it had been inherited from some elderly relative, with no newer pieces to balance out the aged feel.Twilight felt that she was in some old county lodge, instead of on the outskirts of the capitol city itself. But, Twilight had to admit, there was a cozy charm about the room nonetheless.
The image was spoilt just a bit by the tidy collection of scientific instrumentation crowded together on the top shelf of the bookcase by the bed. Equipment for monitoring magical energy form and output, and brain activity scanners as well, Twilight was sure, as she recognized some of the devices.
Twilight realized that Moondancer had been silently staring at the bed without moving towards it for a few seconds. Before Twilight had the time to ask why, Moondancer whipped around and headed for a door near the other end of the bedroom, disappearing through it without a word.
“Just a sec!” Moondancer called from inside the room, her personal study, Twilight knew.
A moment later, the pony emerged with what appeared to be a dark blue rubber sheet being carried along in her magical field, which glowed with a shade of violet lighter than Twilight’s own.
“Sorry, forgot to put this down earlier…” Said Moondancer as she hurried back across the room in front of Twilight to spread the protective layer out over her bed.
Twilight stood there in the doorway feeling a tad awkward as she watched her friend fuss around with the equipment and organize various piles of books and papers so as to make more extra space should the need arise. Finely the mare seemed satisfied with her efforts and beckoned Twilight over to the bed.
“Ok, so how about you lie down here next to me here…” Moondancer said, patting the bed next to her while she turned on some of the devices sitting next to her. They lit up with small flashing lights and the screen on the neural-electrical activity monitor began to display complex sine-wave patterns.
Twilight hopped up onto the bed, enjoying the way the smooth rubber sheet felt on her hooves as she carefully walked across it and then sat down next to Moondancer, who also sat down a second later. The blissful look on her face told Twilight that her friend had just been reminded of the full state of her diaper as her weight had pressed down in it.
“Enjoying yourself?” Twilight asked with a fake innocent smile, as Moondancer began sliding her butt backward and forward, and action which produced a faint squishing sound.
“Ah, yah, just a little. She replied not even looking embarrassed at all.
“Well anyway, might as well get started, now that I have you here and all. Just lie back on the pillows next to me. I think the best thing to do is for me to try to project my mind into your diaper first, since I have at least a little experience with this process, and if it works the way I want it to, I’ll… wake up, is the best way to describe it, and then you can try doing the same with my diaper. How does that sound?”
“Um, sure, whatever you think is best. How will I know if it’s working or not? Will I feel anything?” Twilight asked.
“I’m… not sure, these sorts of spells are typically pretty unobtrusive, but if we get into actual diaper transformation… who knows. Well, never mind that, let’s just concentrate on the immediate project.
Twilight had a single eyebrow raised at this, but forced it down, deciding this was not the time to continue that discussion.
“Oh uh, by the way Twilight, you wouldn’t by chance have to use your diaper, would you?” Moondancer asked, as though this was a random aside.
“I do have to pee, I’ve been holding it for a little bit. Figured it might be useful to have to go.”
“Oh wonderful! Um, so, if I’m still unconscious after about five minutes, would you please wet your diaper? That way I’m sure to feel it.
Twilight hesitated for a second, recognizing how absurd that statement would be without context, but then smiled and nodded her agreement.
“Ok, good. Well, here goes I guess.” Moondancer said closing her eyes and laying her head back onto the old, but fluffy pillows. The soft rustling of her full diaper sounded even better when combined with the other sounds it made when pressing against the rubber sheet under her.
Moondancer lay straight out, face towards the ceiling, and screwed up in concentration. Within a few seconds the air around her horn began to glow a pale violet color and her breathing slowed, becoming deeper as though she were simply asleep for the night. At first Twilight couldn’t help but enjoy the sight of her friend’s cute body, and the thick disposable diaper taped tightly about her waist. The pee saturated absorbent gel under the glossy plastic outer layer of the diaper stained the front a light creamy yellow color which transitioned to a definite brown around the leg holes. Twilight smiled at seeing this, as she knew full well how good that must feel to wear.
Suddenly however, Twilight reminded herself exactly what it was that Moondancer was attempting to do, and so she tore her eyes away from the diapered pony next to her, and laid down in an identical position, eyes closed so she could concentrate on every sensation coming from her own thick, but still quite clean diaper. So far, everything felt normal, or at least normal for a pony used to being diapered. The diaper was taped tight and thick, and very well made so that the gel filling it was packed in tightly giving the diaper an assuringly dense feel to it. And of course, like any other thick item of clothing, like a hoodie or good sweater, her diaper naturally did a fine job as an insulator, keeping everything under it nice and warm at all times, regardless of having been used or not. All this ran through Twilight’s mind as she recorded every sensation she could, trying to detect any change in the diaper, no matter how small. She was afraid of using her own horn to detect magical changes due to the possibility of disrupting Moondancer’s work, and so was limited to just how her body felt.
Coming to enjoy these sensations Twilight pressed a hoof into the front of her diaper to enjoy the pressure, and froze. Was the front of the diaper warm? Too warm? It’s outer plastic felt exactly as if she had just wet it, but she had done nothing of the sort. Not yet anyway. She made sure to check, no, she was still quite dry, and yet the outside of the diaper was quite warm. Quickly she moved her hooves to her hips, then to the top of the diaper over her waist. Both of thoes places were warm as well. Too warm, to be accounted for by simple body heat. The smooth plastic should be slightly cool to the touch, that had always been her experience at least. But now, well, something strange was happening, she turned her head to look over at Moondancer. The mare’s face was no longer a mask of concentration but was nearly expressionless, with perhaps the hint of a smile. In other words, basically what Twilight would expect to see if the pony was just in regular sleep.
After a few more seconds of watching Moondancer carefully for any indication of… anything, Twilight turned to face the ceiling again, but noticed nothing about it. Her heart was beginning to beat faster, was Moondancer’s mind, at this very moment, being extended, or projected, or whatever, into the physical matter of her diaper? What in Equestria was Moondancer feeling at this very moment then? If she was, if she had succeeded, then perhaps now was the time to relieve herself into her diaper? Twilight considered this, and decided that she had given Moondancer her requested amount of time, or near enough. And besides, Twilight needed to go rather badly by now anyway.
Twilight tried to relax herself so she could begin to pee, but found to her surprise, that her body was hesitant despite the pressure in her bladder. It seemed to be wanting extra reassurance that it really was ok to release its hold under the present, rather unique circumstances. Twilight tried to relax the other parts of her body, her legs, her neck and back, in an attempt to settle herself down enough so she could wet her diaper as desired. It was a frustrating 30 seconds or so before the first warm trickles leaked out from beneath her clit. These first had no real effect on the state or overall feeling of her diaper, but, seeming to convince itself that all was indeed well, her bladder opened up and wonderfully warm urine began to poor out of her and into the waiting diaper.
Twilight was pleased with the amount she wet her diaper as the last drops were absorbed into its now even thicker, swollen front and crotch. Even so, she only had so much capacity inside herself and the diaper was very absorbent, so while her front and crotch felt wonderfully hot and damp from the diaper, her butt was still mostly dry. It would take another full wetting or two before her diaper was completely soaked.
Again, Twilight ran her hooves all over every part of the smooth plastic of her disposable diaper in an attempt to see if she could discern if the diaper felt any different than she would expect it to at this point. Having wet so much, it was harder to tell if the warmth at the diaper’s surface was simply from being full of all her pee, or if something rather more unnatural was causing it to be so. But either way, she knew that what she had felt before her wetting had not been a trick of her imagination. She turned again to look over at her friend lying next to her and noticed that Moondancer’s breathing had become shallower, and came more often. Perhaps this process had much the same effect on a pony’s body as a very vivid dream? Twilight was very curious to know.
Twilight wasn’t exactly sure what to do next. Moondancer hadn’t simply woken up, or perhaps returned to her own body, would be a better way to think about it, as soon as Twilight had finished wetting. And Moondancer hadn’t told Twilight what to do after she had wet her diaper. Not wanting to force Moondancer to do anything, Twilight decided that if she got off the bed without too much fuss, she could simply walk around a bit. After all, if Moondancer was really experiencing being her diaper right this moment, having Twilight walk around in her diaper, in Moondancer, she supposed, would, should, be a pleasurable thing for the mare still lying unconscious on the bed to experience.
Rolling over, and climbing out at the end of the bed as gently as Twilight could manage, she stood up on all fours. With a small bit of power from her horn, she gently tugged at the top of the waist of her diaper to pull the diaper straight and bring the warm wet gel inside back into contact with her damp pussy lips. Enjoying being back in a wet diaper again for the first time since early in the morning, Twilight trotted about the bedroom, poking her muzzle into various stacks of dusty books, and cabinets full of odd items. Some she recognized, like the miniature carved stone figure of an ancient Unicornia princess with most of the horn broken off. Judging from the worn carving of the headdress, the figure dated to the middle kingdoms period, at least 4,600 years ago. It was something to see a piece like this outside of a museum, but Twilight supposed Moondancer was a better pony for taking care of such things than most. Quite a number of old spell books she recognized too, but other things like a collection of jars full of oddly shaped bones, she could not place.
Despite the temptation, Twilight never let her curiosity with Moondancer’s eclectic collection of items fully distract her from the warm weight of the thick disposable diaper fitted tightly around herself. She enjoyed simply walking around the room and back and forth for a while, feeling the thick soaked padding being squeezed between her inner thighs. She even left the room just to walk down the narrow, twisty stairway and back up it again, enjoying the diapered sensations all the more. Her only regret, was that she didn’t have to poop her diaper as well. But she consoled herself with the thought that there would be plenty of opportunity for that in the future.
Just as Twilight was wondering what to do with herself next, perhaps rub her diaper some more? Moondancer seemed to return with a faint moan and a fluttering of eyelids. Twilight hurried over and hopped up onto the bed, where she bent down over Moondancer, watching her carefully. With another groan, Moondancer opened her eyes fully and raised a hoof to her head.
“Ugh… the lights are so bright… Wow, that was…different, but sweet Celestia, I think I’ve really discovered something here. I think that went really well. I feel slightly nauseous, but rather better than after the last time, and, and…
“And you… you peed in your… in…me? Yah, I know you did, I felt it, I felt… and your diaper is soaked…”
“…Just wow.”
She plopped her head back down on the pillow and put a foreleg over her eyes.
“Until you do this for yourself Twilight, you will have no idea how…fucking weird it is. But after you get over the initial panic… its quite, um, exciting…”
As she said the word “exciting” Moondancer trailed the hoof not covering her eyes down to her diaper and pressed it down in the center of its budging crotch and moaned.
Twilight watched in interest as her friend rubbed her hoof up and down over the front of her diaper, which made interesting little squishing sounds as pressure was applied in various places.
But, to Twilight’s slight surprise, Moondancer stopped after less than a minute of this activity and moved her leg away from her eyes.
“I think now is not the best time for that, we can wait until after you have done the same thing.”
“You do want to try it, now don’t you?” Moondancer asked Twilight, a hint of uncertainty in her voice.
Twilight hesitated, but only for a second.
“Yah, I do, I really mean it, I want to!”
“You really won’t regret it, I promise! …unless I do it wrong that is.” Moondancer added as an apparent afterthought.
Feeling slightly less sure, Twilight allowed Moondancer to press her back down onto the bed so that she lay in the same spot Moondancer had occupied previously. Then Moondancer herself lay where Twilight had been.
“Ok, I’m going to guide your magic field, Twilight. I know it will make you feel like you are in your first year with Celestia again, but bear with me, its’ going to be a bit of an odd ride, and I think I’m probably the only pony on Equestria right now with any experience in this.
“Don’t worry about it, Moondancer.” Twilight said smiling at her diapered friend.
“I’m not so stuck up that I won’t accept a little guidance from someone who knows more than I do.”
“I’m not sure anypony knows more than you Twilight, well, accept Celestia and Luna perhaps.”
“I think you’d be surprised Moondancer, it’s amazing the things ponies can become expert in.” Twilight replied with affection in her voice.
“Like diapered magic?” Moondancer asked with a grin.
“Haha, yes, like diapered magic.”
“Well, here’s hoping for more good luck in our research. And, Twilight, if this works, I’m going to let you experience being my diaper for longer than I was yours. I think it’s better, easier, on our brains, if we spend fewer, but longer periods experiencing each other’s diapers. It takes a little while to become, uh, acclimated to the situation, and the longer you stay that way, the more you are able to process the new input stimulus set. At least, that’s been my experience.”
“Ok, good to know, I promise to do my best!”
Moondancer snorted.
“You always were a good student. Anyway, let’s get on with it. Close your eyes, Twilight, if you please.”
Twilight did so, and tried her best to relax, a process made easier by her warm wet diaper holding her butt and crotch comfortingly.
Barely two seconds later, she felt a directed flow of power from Moondancer’s horn touch her own and twine up along its length. The presence of the magical flow so near made her own horn come to life without any conscious thought. Horns tended to be sensitive in that way. Twilight didn’t stop the flow of power out of her own horn, but instead increased it, giving Moondancer more energy to manipulate.
The following period of time, how long exactly, Twilight didn’t know, was probably the strangest in her life.
At first Moondancer’s magic flow continued to wind up and curl around Twilight’s horn like thick vines about the trunk of an ancient tree. Then Twilight could feel the flows within her Horn’s energy field begin to branch and re-branch. They bifurcated again and again, becoming smaller with each division. Suddenly Twilight felt Moondancer’s magic take hold of her own horn’s power matrix so completely and precisely, it was as though Spike had reached out with his clawed hand and gripped her horn physically.
Twilight was sure this was the part where Moondancer now had complete control over Twilight’s power, and could, theoretically make her do anything. There was a great deal of illegal magic which could be performed with these sorts of controlling spells as a starting point, but Moondancer was not that sort of pony.
There followed a series of expanding folds in the power matrix, or what might be more accurately described as multiplications, where Twilight was not sure which energy flow belonged to what pony, and that seemed to multiply the insanely complex weave of energy strands so that the magical web expanded in physical volume from the space just above the surface of Twilight’s own horn backwards into her skull. The magical formation was now so complex that Twilight could no more describe its structure than she could describe the exact arrangement of every snowflake covering a farmer’s field in winter. This framework of power, that glittered in Twilight’s mind’s eye like a cloud of the finest titanium fiber, seemed to settle into her brain, and Twilight understood then, that Moondancer had crafted a weave that was designed to detect and align itself perfectly to every single neuron and synapse of her brain. Generally considered a very advanced and risky thing to attempt due to the fact that the only practical way of doing so was to have conscious control over the behavior of only the first few dozen magical energy strands, and hope that the automatic duplication and arrangement functions were performed flawlessly across the hundreds of trillions of such energy strands required.
For a second, all seemed still. The energy patterns seemed to dissolve away like cotton candy in water as they merged with every cell in Twilight’s brain.
Then, Twilight felt her mind pulled upwards out of her own head so fast, she had no chance to recognize what was happening until the procedure was complete. She felt like she had been viciously compressed, like she had been stuffed backwards through an iron tube, and forced out the other end like so much sausage. Panic washed over her and for a moment she wondered wildly if she had just died. Was this the sort of out-of-body experience some ponies spoke of, having narrowly escaped death themselves?
But no. She could still feel her body, albeit dimly, distantly, as though across a great chasm of empty echoing space. None of her senses were really working either, everything she could see, feel, hear, taste, or smell came across that same tenuous connection. Though somehow, she knew, without really knowing how, that she, that is her mind, had really not gone that far. Probably she was floating only a foot or two from her own body, likely between herself and Moondancer.
But before she had any more time to come to grips with this inordinately odd predicament, she felt herself move again, and not just move, but even more oddly, deform.
Somehow, and she felt this was an experience worth conducting research on simply by itself, her mind was used to being in the same shape as her physical brain. That was, after all, the only place it had ever truly resided until now. And she, her thoughts, were so accustomed to being in the shape of a rough sphere, that she was strangely aware of that shape changing.
In a moment of insane humor, she thought of one or two topologists she knew who worked in The Canterlot University Division of Advanced Mathematics who would be fascinated with this process.
Her mind seemed to stretch and inflate outward with several indentations beginning to form. These turned into large concavities which then connected, forming tunnels through her mental image of herself.And suddenly she knew exactly what was happening, the shape of her mind itself was being contorted to assume the same physical shape as Moondancer’s diaper. Twilight felt the urge to giggle, to laugh, half with mirth, and half with hysteria. What were the two of them doing? Performing tremendously complex magic, several levels beyond what even Twilight considered advanced, all for the sake of finding a new option by which to push the boundaries on ways of engaging in a diaper fetish?
Twilight wasn’t sure what Celestia would think if she knew what her precious student was getting up to at this moment.
But Twilight had no choice in the matter, she was simply a passenger on this incomprehensible ride.
Twilight realized with a disembodied start that her transformation had ended and that her senses were coming back, but very strangely.
She still seemed to be connected tenuously to her real body, but it felt even more distant if that were possible. She was becoming aware of new feelings, much more present and immediate feelings. She saw, but weirdly, distortedly, as though she was peering through a large soap bubble, or more than one, and everything was monochrome, without any color apparent anywhere. She tried to close her eyes, but could not, as she had no eyes to close. In desperation, she fixed her thoughts onto a single spot, and tried to ignore everything else. It was not an easy thing to do, not at all. It was as though she had no specific eyes, but was seeing everything around her as though every part of the exterior surface of Moondancer’s diaper was an eye. Twilight wasn’t sure how that worked, but decided that there was some way in which she was being made aware of any ambient light shining on the surface of the diaper. Large sections of her highly distorted visual field were black, and Twilight realized these areas were the rear of the diaper, which was pressed into the bed since Moondancer was laying on her back.
No wonder Moondancer had received a splitting headache the first time she had tried this, it was a wonder the mare hadn’t gone insane. There was nothing in pony psychology that was designed to handle these sorts of sensory inputs. Twilight began to suspect that the only reason she wasn’t losing her mind completely was that Moondancer had designed some sort of awareness buffer into her manipulation of Twilight’s stimulus processing centers. All she could think was that she was thankful for the foresight.
By carefully concentrating on specific areas of what she could see, Twilight was able to tune out the rest of what was visible as though she had wildly extended peripheral vision. She concentrated in one direction and made out the far wall of the bedroom and the several bookcases shoved side by side located there. Concentrating in another direction showed her the ceiling, another showed the inside of Moondancer’s left leg, it seemed only an inch from her face, which, Twilight considered, in a way it was. And in another direction, she could see, disconcertingly, her own limp body, laying as though in deep sleep, yet Twilight had rarely felt more awake in her life. But that brought home the oddness of her vision again, how could she at once see the inside of Moondancer’s leg and her own body which was on the other side of said leg without looking around or through the leg. It was like partially existing in the 4th dimension, where all the 3 dimensional angles and sides no longer connected properly, and too much seemed to happen in not enough space. Not unlike the rooms of this house, Twilight noted. What kept her from losing it though, was realizing that logically, if she was seeing from every outer surface of the diaper simultaneously, then when she was looking at Moondancer’s leg, she was seeing from the front or crotch of her diaper, but when she gazed on her own body, she was looking from the side of the diaper that wrapped around Moondancer’s thigh which was on the outside of the same leg.
Twilight tried very hard to keep in mind the physical form of the diaper so that she could logically explain to her own satisfaction every oddity about what she was seeing.
It took some time, but between that process and getting better at concentrating on specific points of her extended visual field, she was able to turn her attention to the other sensations which had been slower in becoming available to her much over stimulated mind.
Twilight later decided that it was probably the unusual feeling of warmth that provided the next big shock. The best way she could describe it, the only way really, that made any sense at least, was that it was not too dissimilar to the feeling of drinking a large quantity of hot wine plus lots of hot food very fast, but without the stomach discomfort. In other words, she felt rather warmer on the inside than on the outside. Twilight would have thought it was simply Moondancer’s body heat, but then she suddenly became very, very aware of the fact that Moondancer had wet and filled her diaper quite thoroughly some time ago, and that meant, in an unnervingly real way now, that Twilight herself was full of Moondancer’s pee and poop.
As it happened, that warmth was just the first bit of feeling to return to her mind, and she soon felt a strong sensation of having her inside part, which was now a real concept, coated with a thick layer of something at once wet, slimy, slippery, and gooey. And beneath that, which was to say inside herself, was that sensation of being full of warm wetness. At first these sensations were so strange and unique that Twilight had no sense of sexual excitement at them, simply bewilderment. And to make it all the stranger, Twilight also became aware of the weight of Moondancer’s body pressing down on half of her own adopted diaper body, she supposed that this ‘half’ was in fact the rear of the diaper and that when Moondancer stood up, this feeling would go away.What she knew wouldn’t go away, was an interesting, not unpleasant feeling of tightness, all about herself, as though she was giving another pony a really big hug. She realized that this sensation was a direct result of being taped around Moondancer quite tightly, and as such was something to be enjoyed.
This thought, that she could enjoy a feeling in this state, made her able to concentrate more fully on the experience, and as she did so, she began to realize how quite nice it was to be able to feel, truly feel all over herself, Moondancer’s soft round butt, her warm crotch, and the press on either side of her diaper body of Moondancer’s inner thighs. This then made Twilight all the more aware of being full of so much pee and soft warm poop, which now that Twilight considered the matter, explained why she could not distinguish the feeling of Moondancer’s pussy or anus very well, as this was due to the thick layer of poop coating both areas.Twilight was beginning to appreciate just how good this diaper must have felt for Moondancer this whole time, yet the pony had not let on much about it.
Twilight was beginning to calm down enough from the initial manic fever of experiencing a mountain of unnatural sensations, to appreciate not just the fascinating feeling of discovery this presented, but also its limitations. She could not, for instance, truly block out portions of her nearly all-around vision, she couldn’t control a single physical thing, as her mind was disconnected from her body, a disquieting thought to be sure, and related to this, she realized, there was no way for her to experience true sexual pleasure for the same reason. It was as simple as always to think of something as sexy, but these thoughts were somehow muted by their disconnect from any physical reaction in her body to such thoughts.
However, Twilight decided that all these issues and more could be discussed later, after she had returned to herself, and not to dwell on any niggling downsides while being provided with such a stunning opportunity for investigation and discovery.
Twilight had barely come to this conclusion when a new, and yet again, momentarily shocking sensation entered into her diaper body. At first all Twilight could do was identify a new source of warmth, but she quickly realized it was pee. A strong hot stream of it was issuing from somewhere under, or within, what Twilight could best describe as being her middle. She even felt the pressure of the flow as it splattered against her own thick padding and quickly soaked inwards, spreading outwards and adding to the already warm, soggy, and heavy feeling she was full of. She also realized much of this new wetness was draining downwards and toward the part of herself she couldn’t see from, or the back of Moondancer’s diaper in a more normal context.
Twilight had been peed in before, sex with Rarity who now always possessed a penis, and Cadance who did on occasion, often involved this particularly naughty act after first coating her insides with cum. But being filled with pee as a diaper itself, was on an entirely different level. Twilight couldn’t call it a better feeling per se, as she had no body which could react sexually, but the sensation of being wet as a diaper was so much more… all-encompassing. Like she was a container that had just had lots of warm liquid poured into it. Not really so far from the truth come to that, Twilight thought.
No sooner had the flow of pee died away, when Twilight saw, from what seemed many angles simultaneously, a hoof descend towards her center, and press firmly into her diaper form just above where Moondancer’s tail stuck out through a hole in the part of her she currently could see well from. And not so incidentally, the same place from which the pee had just been issuing. The pressure of the hoof was strong, but again not unpleasant, and as it glided up and down Twilight’s smooth plastic surface, and pressed in further, Twilight could feel the slimy urine saturated poop coating her insides and provide lubrication to Moondancer’s pussy lips. Twilight felt herself slide against them whenever the hoof came near, which it did with increasing frequency. Not only did the hoof speed up, but Twilight realized that Moondancer was now also arching her back and pressing her crotch upwards into Twilight’s poopy insides.
Twilight’s next experience was to have a pony cum inside of her in a way she had never really imagined before, which was saying something as she had imagined quite a lot over the years since Cadance had begun to “babysit” her as a filly.The warm fluid erupted out of Moondancer in a way noticeably different from the urine of just minutes before. More of a sharp spray, than a steady stream, and even as a diaper, Twilight could tell a difference in the texture of the fluid. It was stickier, though less so than true stallion cum, and It didn’t mix with the runny poop filling Twilight as easily as had her pee. The whole experience was certainly quite simulating, or as stimulating as possible to a physical form with no sex organs, but to Twilight, perhaps the best part was how enlightening the whole process was. In a way, it brought her much closer to understanding exactly how Moondancer felt as she pleasured herself, since Twilight, and what she contained, was now the primary object making such pleasure possible.
Twilight considered that there was a surprising amount of otherwise hard to acquire knowledge to be gained while existing, at least in mind, as a diaper, that would help immensely in learning just what specific mares, or stallions, precisely wanted to feel when they wore their diapers.
A sudden apparent jolt of movement and rotation struck Twilight’s already stressed senses. At first it was hard for her to understand what was going on, as she no longer possessed a stable notion of direction, but she came to realize that Moondancer must be getting up off the bed and thus, Twilight, as her diaper was being carried with her movements. The disorientation lessened somewhat and Twilight was able to concentrate enough downwards to watch as the floor appeared to move along beneath her, and a rhythmic squishing feeling came from both sides of her, further confirmation that Moondancer was now walking across the bedroom. Twilight decided that she was not a fan of having to spend whole seconds trying to understand such basic concepts as getting out of bed and walking forwards. If she was going to make this work, she was going to have to make an effort to think like a diaper and not as a pony, otherwise her state of persistent confusion would be rather more difficult to overcome.
With this in mind, she concentrated on watching and feeling Moondancer descend the stairs, pass by the entry way of the house, turn a corner to go down a hall, then enter the kitchen. Twilight was proud of herself when she was able to examine her surroundings with enough of her normal presence of mind to realize that night had fallen outside, judging from the inky blackness on the other side of the windows above the wash basin.
It appeared that now Moondancer had experienced some measure of release into her diapers, into Twilight, that she was able to concentrate on more mundane activities such as dish washing. This didn’t take much time as, from what Twilight was able to tell from her position below the level of the counter top, Moondancer liked to wash about a dozen dishes at once. Moving on from there, Moondancer relocated herself to a sitting room and unceremoniously plopped herself down in an old, wide, overstuffed chair and began to look through a few stacks of old books, apparently sorting through them. Twilight figured that Moondancer was attempting to simply do the same sort of things she normally would have done had Twilight not been involved at all. Twilight understood this reasoning and agreed with it, how best to understand the ‘life of a diaper’ so to speak, than to experience what it did for the majority of the time while being used. Certainly not ever moment was going to be taken up with sexual activities.
Twilight decided then, that if Moondancer was going to take things slow and steady, then she, herself, would take full advantage of the gesture and use the provided time to relax her mind as best as she was able, and simply learn what it was like to be a full diaper, not just act like one.
In an odd way, she began to feel proud of her form, how perfectly designed she now was to hold in so much warm and squishy poop and urine soaked gel against the body of the mare wearing her. She decided that being so wet and messy, and taped so tightly around Moondancer’s soft slender waist, was every bit as enjoyable from the diaper’s point of view as the wearer’s. If not rather more so.
But at the same time Twilight began to feel frustrated. She loved feeling how damp and slimy her insides were, and how good it felt to have the weight of a mare sitting inside of her, but there was, in her current state, no way of reciprocating any of these sensations, no way of really giving back. Oh, of course Moondancer felt good in her used diaper, it didn't take an alicorn to know that, but Twilight felt that having a living pony’s mind inhabiting the diaper being worn ought to provide something special, something above and beyond the standard pleasure of a well-used diaper.
But it was hard for her to concentrate on any specific answers to this problem. Trying to think on and devise plans and hypothesis in her current state was still rather like trying to study for a test while somepony repeatedly beat her over the head with a cheese grater.
In short, distracting.
It was far less insistent now, but there was still the tiny voice in the back of her mind that was screaming that something was terribly, terribly wrong with her.
Growling silently in frustration, Twilight decided that the only real thing to do was shut up and enjoy herself and this unique situation, until Moondancer went back upstairs and released her.
This seemed to Twilight to take some time, though she was not altogether ungrateful for the delay in action on Moondancer’s part due to the continual pleasurable sensations. And anyway, Moondancer had warned her at the outset that she was planning on giving Twilight plenty of time in which to fully experience the results of their experimentation.
Eventually though, Twilight again felt the uniquely disorienting sensation of movement while being able to see in nearly all directions at once. However, this time she was much better prepared to understand what was happening and realized immediately that Moondancer was getting up off the chair. Twilight again was able to enjoy the now almost fun sensation of being a diaper on a mare who was climbing the stairs as Moondancer returned herself to the bedroom.After several rather dizzying movements she settled back down next to Twilight’s all but motionless form with a soft plop. Twilight could now see the beginnings of a glowing aura form around Moondancer’s horn and knew her first foray outside of her body was near to ending.
Twilight began to feel something of a lifting sensation, as though strong arms were scooping her out of a warm bed, it was a forceful feeling, but nothing like as abrupt as when her mind had first been yanked out of her skull earlier. And much to her relief, the crazy vision of seeing from all external surfaces of the diaper at once vanished, and blackness surrounded her as though she simply had her eyes closed tightly shut. Her mind was also undergoing the reverse transformation back into the same volumetric state as her physical brain, and she again became aware of the presence of her true body’s sensations as though they were the light from a distant star in the sky. And now she felt a giddy sensation of rushing towards that light at incredible speed, whereupon she felt for an instant as though she was going to collide with that lump of sensation, but instead found herself settling into it, becoming one with it…
…and her eyes blinked open.
And she shut them again quickly, groaning.
Everything was so damn bright! And loud too, why had Moondancer not mentioned the noise! Her breathing, her heart pumping, the rustling of her own diaper as she shifted on the bed, it was such a cacophony! It seemed similar to what others had described to her as some of the effects of a bad hangover, though Twilight had never been stupid enough to drink enough to experience that for herself. She had never simply felt this much. Like every one of her senses had been pushed beyond their safety limits.
But even as she wondered how much longer she could stand this before she detonated like so many fireworks, she realized that everything was slowly returning back to normal. Nothing was tuned to quite the same excruciating level as it had been the second she had regained her own body. She decided that all she could really do was wait it out in the same way as one had no choice but to suffer in tingling, spiky, silence for a while after a limb had fallen asleep. Unfortunately, though, the lessening of her hyper-active senses was being replaced with an aching and throbbing in the back of her head.
Twilight, groaned and rolled over onto her side, trying again to open her eyes to the still unnaturally brilliant room.
“Ooohhhh… Celestia’s tits! That’s… too much…”
“Twilight winced as Moondancer barked a laugh right next to her.
“Celestia’s… tits? Never thought I’d hear that one from you.”
“So… how was it”
Twilight lay quietly for a while trying not to move any part of herself.
“…Twilight?”
“I feel… I feel like somepony just hit me in the back of my head with an iron skillet is how I feel.” Twilight finally responded, knowing she had to say something to address the worried tone in Moondancer’s voice.
“How can you stand the transition?” She asked after another moment.
‘Well, I admit it’s no fun, but it wasn’t so bad for me this last time. But you sound like you feel similar to how I felt the very first time I tried this on myself. I think most of the trouble is with the visual cortex, its located in the back of the brain after all which explains the source of the pain, and that all-around vision can’t be easy on it to try and process… I guess we really ought to work on doing something to make that more manageable. Perhaps we were a little too hasty, and should have waited until we could solve more of the difficulties… I’m sorry Twilight, I-.”
“No…no, it’s fine, all fine.” Twilight said weakly, waving a hoof limply in Moondancer’s general direction.
“I signed up for this myself, remember? And anyway, science is not always easy on either the mind or the body. I think know that I understand exactly what that feels like, as you do to, that we can both make some real progress in making our next attempt much more, ah, accommodating to our senses. And beyond that, I think… well, I think as you probably also do too now, that if we can make this process work, there should be a way to succeed with a true physical transformation into a diaper. But there is no way I’m going to risk that until we can transfer our minds into our diapers with no ill effects at all, and that, I think, is going to take quite a bit of trial and error.”
Moondancer looked a little surprised at Twilight’s apparent strong commitment to what had at first been her own rather off-the-wall project. Twilight saw this expression and smiled.
“Do you really think, Moondancer, that you could demonstrate an idea to me of this nature and not expect me to understand the magnitude of the fun we could have if this process is perfected? Honestly, it’s me, Twilight. I don’t see why you are all surprised.”
Moondancer simply laughed and rolled over onto Twilight, their diapers squishing together warmly, whereupon Moondancer hugged her friend as tightly as she could.
“Oh yes, Twilight, you and I are going to have lots of fun, I think.”

	