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		Description

A snow leopard travels abroad in search of magic that can allow her to gain the insane amounts of weight she dreams of! Falling in love with a unicorn wasn't part of the plan though...
This story occurs in a Friendship is Magic AU that only contains 3 canon characters: Queen Celestia, Princess Luna, and Discord. Luna's banishment either never happened or is so far in the past that it has for all intents and purposes been forgotten.
There exists a large network of portals and space-ferries connecting many different worlds and times. It can be very easy to get lost without a guide...
Content warnings: Stuffing/weight gain; paw appreciation; flirty marital banter
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		Domestic Friction


			Author's Notes: 
Oh wow, I haven't been around the Pony fandom in so long! I've missed this place! I'm sure many of you are most familiar with my "Cupcakes Redux" lighthearted stuffing story! I do still intend to finish it, but I'm really not sure where to take it next. However, I've recently been inspired for a much more narrative-driven story involving my first furry OC Widget the snow leopard and my main pony OC Chip the unicorn! It's DEFINITELY going to involve some serious(ly adorable) stuffing and weight-gain content, but at least at first it's going to have a bunch of expository setup. If you're just here for the "Chip levitated a wedding cake over to Widget and crammed the entire thing down her throat, making her belly visibly bulge out nearly a foot" kind of stuff, you'll have to wait a few chapters! But I promise you it's coming~



I rested my elbow on the windowsill, rested my cheek on my paw, and gazed out at the rolling hillside. I took a deep breath and tried to focus on the trees and occasional birds flitting between them -- but quickly got bored again and returned my focus to my computer's screen. So much more potential here, so much more content! So much culture! But only on this small bright rectangle. Why couldn't the whole world be this colorful and rich with entertainment?
My parents describe the sprawling open country as "peaceful." I mean, that's definitely a positive word! I certainly wouldn't want to be in the middle of a war or something. However, I have much more experience with the word being used to mean "boring" by people who like boring things.
"Widget! Why are you still in your room? Get out here!" I grunted before switching off my computer, folding it up and slipping it into my saddlebag. "Ok Mom, coming!" I padded over to the door. I can walk on two legs and use my paws to hold things when I need to, but walking on all fours is more comfortable. I nosed the door open and saw my mother standing at the kitchen counter and looking at me with a furrowed brow. "Hon, I wish you wouldn't spend so much time locked up staring at that... /machine/. It's going to rot your brains out! You should be playing outside with nature!"
I closed my eyes tightly and resisted the urge to rub my temple, lest I appear condescending. I know Mom means well, but she really doesn't understand. But last time I tried to tell her she didn't understand, she launched into a lecture about adults having more experience than cubs.
"Ok, Mom. I'll go out!" I turned towards the outside door, but I barely took a step before she grabbed the strap of my bag.
"What do you have in here?"
"My stuff! Stuff I like having with me. Please let go."
She unzipped the bag and pulled out my art folder. "Are you still just drawing these..." she sighed as she flipped through my pages of sketches. "Widget..."
"Mom, put those back!" I couldn't help but blush slightly.
"Why are all your drawings of fat people! I mean, like, REALLY fat people! Look at this one, she's as big as a house! She's just a big blob with a head, paws, and a tail! Why would you want to draw something so disgusting?"
Blushing harder, I snatched my papers away and stuffed them back into my folder. "They say to draw what you see, right? Well, when I let my imagination wander... that's what I see. It just seems so... so cozy! Being smothered in a big soft ball of blubber~" I hugged my arms around myself, closed my eyes, and sighed softly.
My mother looked at me for a moment, then looked to the floor. She put one paw to her head and ran her claws through her fur. "I just worry about you, dear. The things you do... they're not... not normal."
"Well, what is 'normal,' Mom? Where's the book that lists what is normal and demands that everybody be like that?"
She gazed at me with her mouth partially open, as if she wanted to say something but couldn't find the words. Her eyes darted around for a few seconds. "I... I just don't understand--"
"Aha! AHA!" I pointed a pink bean-finger at her, claw extended. "So you admit it! You acknowledge that there's something about me that you don't understand! Implying that YOU'RE the one with the problem, not me!"
She groaned, clenched her eyes shut, and -- sure enough -- rubbed BOTH of her temples. I took the opportunity to zip my bag back up and sneak out the door. I'm glad that I'm a cat and not a deer or something; these soft paws are wonderful stealth tools.
I ran across the field of tall grass towards the woods. Ok, yeah, Mom did have a point about going outdoors. Stretching my muscles did feel good and worked to relieve some stress. I guess I tend to get lost in my mind and forget that my body has needs, too.
Once I reached the treeline, I stopped and sat back on my haunches. After waiting for my breathing to slow, I reached back into my bag and pulled out my map and compass. The town is about 5 miles to the north. It's mainly just a big farmer's market, a brick clock tower with a bunch of wooden gears inside, and a few arts & crafts shops. However, there is one place truly worth my while.
The library.

	
		Foreigner



I trotted along the treeline to pace myself, instead of running. Wait, is "trotted" the right word? Cantered? Power-walked? Heck I don't remember.
I commuted along the treeline at faster than a walk and slower than a run, to pace myself so I wouldn't have to stop and nap. Yes I know, we cats do love our naps, but I have a mission today! As much as I love books, they aren't very space- or weight-efficient. However, modern technology to the rescue! The library also has large digital databanks I can plug my computer into and download stories and videos alike! No more lugging books and tapes back and forth!
As I continued across the countryside, I let my mind wander, and as usual I got the soothing images of large fluffy bellies! I imagined my own belly swollen into a beachball, swaying back and forth and gurgling softly. I closed my eyes and sighed at the image, blushing slightly. Oh if only, if only!
I popped back into reality when I saw the tips of the colorful market tents poke above the horizon. They're always a pretty sight! Creative designs of fabric fluttering in the breeze, some of the tents had flags on top to attract more attention! So much nicer on the eyes than the endless expanse of green.
I wonder if I could get a garment with colors like that! I'm sure it would cost way more bits than I could easily afford on my allowance, but I did manage to save enough to get a computer, so perhaps someday! I could get it in super-XXXL size so my belly can grow into it!
Nah Widget, keep dreaming! You can be a balloon on paper but not for real. Bodies don't work like that.
I reached the start of the gravel path and looked around at the tables. Nobody was selling today, but they were still interesting to look at! Each table and tent were totally unique from each other, unlike my family with our nearly-identical gray-white-with-rosettes coats! Not that rosettes aren't lovely, but some color variation would be awesome!
"Yo Widget! Shopping for some empty air today?"
I turned around. "Oh hey Devin! Naw, actually I was after a void vortex! You know if they have any?"
The yellow fox more bounced than walked over to me, wearing a sly sideways grin. "Oh, are you sure you can afford one of those after you spent your whole savings on that computer?"
"Hey, that just proves I'm capable of saving for a large purchase!" I poked a fingerbean into his fluffy chest defensively, though unable to keep a smile off my face as well. "That's totally a grown-up skill!"
"Whatever you say, flowers!" He walked past me and smacked his fluffy tail into my face.
We both giggled for a while, with him whispering "void vortex" a few times. I flopped over on my side. "So, what brings you here on the weekend?"
His face quickly switched from comical to serious/excited. "Oh! There's a horse here from one of the other worlds! He's checking markets for unique artifacts for his museum or something."
"Oh yeah? Not sure we would have anything museum-worthy out here! Unless Cornhole and Horseshoes are considered antique games."
"Oh oh oh, that's not the best part! He has a magic horn!"
"A magic horn? What does it do, summon an army of rams when you blow it?"
"No no no, not the musical kind of horn, the kind that sticks out of your head!" He tapped his forehead with a paw. "It glows and can pick stuff up without even touching it!"
I furrowed my brow and looked at him quizzically, trying to decide if he was being serious, or getting vengeance on my "void vortex" joke. He kept staring at me with wide eyes and erect ears instead of his usual foxish swagger, which definitely indicated /something/ unusual was going on.
"Ok, where is he? I rolled to my feet.
"Last I saw he was staying at the inn next to the library! Apparently he got the dates mixed up since his world uses a different calendar, so he's hanging out until the shops open on Monday."
Snooze Inn. I love that name. "Ok let's go! I gotta see this 'magic horn' you speak of." I left just enough skepticism in my voice to let that trickster know I was keeping in mind the possibility he was pulling one over on me. He didn't smile or laugh at all, but kept looking straight forward as we traversed the town square.
Devin acting completely serious during a prank? That was unlikely to a similar degree that this horse actually had a magical levitation horn. My eyes widened and I quickened my pace.
The bell above the door ding-donged as we entered. "Hey Tia!" Devin waved. "Is the horse guy still here?"
The elderly raccoon behind the desk smiled benevolently down at the young fox, though her eyes carried a tinge of annoyance. "He's not a 'horse guy,' he's called a Unicorn, and his name is Ancient Treasure. Yes, he is here, but he is in his room and I'm sure he doesn't want to be disturbed."
"His NAME is Ancient Treasure? That's like... a legit name someone can have?" I blurted out. I regretted my phrasing shortly after receiving another subtle-yet-powerful disapproving glance from Tia.
"Yes. Beings from his world, collectively known as Ponies, are named after their career, once they choose one. They also receive some sort of fur-tattoo on their haunch as a symbol of their talents, as a sort of coming-of-age ritual."
"Hahaha... well, close enough I suppose!" A new voice came from the doorway beside the front desk.
"Oh, Mr. Treasure!" Tia jumped slightly. "Apologies if we disturbed you--"
"Quite all right, quite all right, I came here to learn of your culture after all!" He turned to Devin and me. "And who might you two be?"
I looked up at the unicorn. His fur was a pattern of lemon yellow and softer beige, but his mane and tail were stark-white. I leaned to the side to see his haunch, and sure enough, there was an image of a pile of gold coins and a fancy hat with colorful feathers sticking out of the top.
"Oh, hah, I see you noticed my cutie mark!"
"'Cute mark'?" Devin said incredulously. "That's just what they call it on girls right? Please tell me the dudes get a better name."
Ancient Treasure snorted and placed his hoof over his mouth as he chuckled. "No, that's what we call them on everypony!"
"But it sounds so GIRLY!"
I turned to him with deadpan eyes. "It sounds FIIIIIIINE." I bopped him gently on the back of his head. A moment later, I noticed something as my most recent memories quickly played back. "Wait, you said, 'everypony.' Is that what you say instead of 'everybody'?"
"Well yes, of course!" He hesitated. "Oh, I don't know why I said 'of course,' there's no reason it should be obvious to you!"
"Well it sounds sort of exclusionary!" I looked up at him again. "Like, what if you're with people who aren't ponies? Do you use different words?"
He looked up to the side and tapped his hoof to his chin. "I suppose we've been using these words since before we knew of other worlds! I guess they didn't consider that back then!"
Devin and I nodded thoughtfully at his answer.
"Though you know what... if 'everypony' is exclusionary to non-ponies, then is 'everybody' exclusionary to ghosts?"
Devin and I looked up sharply, then looked at each other and kind of snorted, then plopped down on our haunches and laughed heartily, soon joined by Ancient Treasure and even a chuckle from Tia.
I slapped my side. "Ok, that's the best joke I've heard in a while!"
Devin added, "Yeah!"
Ancient Treasure's laughter slowed to a chuckle. "Thanks kids, I'm here all week!" He then stretched and yawned, and only then did I notice the bags under his eyes.
"Oh, if you'll excuse me, the time difference between here and home is giving me some pretty bad portal-lag! I should retire for the... time. Nice to meet you kids! Hope to see you around."
"Yeah, us too!"
Then something amazing happened. I had completely forgotten about the real reason I was so eager to come see this foreigner, right up until his horn lit up bright yellow.
I gaped in amazement as a magazine on the shelf beside me was wrapped in a shimmering field of light the same color as the glow of his horn! My eyes got even wider as it lifted from the shelf and hung in the air, with nothing at all touching it!
"Miss Tia, may I bring a few of these to my room to read?"
"Oh, certainly! That stack is actually last months issues, so you can keep them!"
"Thank you."
He quickly returned to his room, the magazines floating beside him as if it were the most natural thing in the world.
I didn't even hear Devin chanting "See? I told ya I told ya!" because my mind was in the process of a slow-motion explosion. If there was magic, REAL magic in the world, then... then...
I gently placed my paw on my belly and squeezed my fur. I imagined a beach ball. I imagined a bean bag chair.
I imagined that pile of grain that was bigger than three tractors.
Anything... ANYTHING might be possible...

	