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		Description

Here is a collection of Beanis related ideas, scenes rendered pointless and non-canon by the ever present march of time and other authors beating me to the punch.
These would have fit in somewhere in Phases 2 or 3, but I'll leave it up to you to imagine where it would have gone in actual continuity.  All of these ideas were unfortunate victims of my waning interest in writing, in general, and my inability to get three consecutive minutes at a keyboard without interruption for several long months.
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		I feel like this is a set up for a video on Pornhub



“Mom!”
“In the kitchen, sweetie!”  Windy Whistles whistled sharply, turning back to the dirty dishes she was busy stuffing into the washer.  Before she could find space for her casserole dish, her amazing daughter whizzed into the room, looking flush and a little green around the gills.  Windy sighed and let the crusty casserole dish sink back into the dirty pre-wash water-filled sink before turning to address Rainbow and hip check the washer’s door closed at the same time.  “What can I do ya for, hon?”
Rainbow pointed a finger at her mother, narrowed her eyes and hissed.  
“If you wanted the last the creamsicle, you should have said something.”  Windy wiped her palms down her denim pants before clapping them together and smiling.  “I picked up some frozen juice pops earlier though!  Those are better for you anyway.  Can’t have my awesome Dashie girl eating too much junk, now can I?”
Dash kept hissing until she ran out of breath.  Then she started coughing.
“What was it you wanted, Dashie dear?  I could really use your help with some chores if you aren’t too busy.”  Windy put her fists on her hips and looked around the kitchen.  “How do you feel about plowing my ass?”
“Wha-what?”  Dash gagged, her coughing fit ratcheting up a notch until she was bent over, hands on her knees and wheezing.
“Jeez, hon, I was just curious how you felt about mowing the grass.  Not even your father reacts that badly when I ask him to do that!”

	
		Jackin' the Beanstalk



Sunset Shimmer smirked at her reflection in the chrome coated doors when the elevator dinged for the second floor.  She felt good.  Really good, actually.  She was still a little blown away by the fact that Beanis Inc. had its own legitimate HQ (questionably legal zoning status notwithstanding) now, instead of running out of Twilight’s house.  She had a corner office.  She did!  In a few just a day or two, she’d be on a flight to Fiji for a week long sojourn away from the madness that was Beanis Inc.  The little pony from Hollow Shades was moving up in the world.  Literally, as the elevator dinged for the third floor (where her office actually was!) administration wing of the building.  It kept climbing, straight to the roof and the ‘Beangineering’ department-slash-greenhouse.  
Which, admittedly, was an unusual choice for clandestine talks about industrial espionage.  Sunset shot a glance at her cell phone, scanning the text message from Twilight again.  She was definitely headed to the right place, so she took a deep, calming, breath and let it out through her nose when the elevator chimed a final time and the doors slid open.
The roof of Beanis HQ, ironically, had another—smaller—transparent roof over it and was surrounded on every side by walls of glass panels, creating a massive greenhouse where the source beans where grown for the company’s Beanis products.  Twilight had hired Applejack to oversee the whole operation, refining the bean crops to maximize quality.  Sunset stepped out into this little slice of green space four stories above the cracked pavement of Canterlot City’s lower East Side and sighed contently.  She hadn’t told anyone, but Beangineering was her favorite part of the building apart from her office.  It was the farthest space away from the registered ‘historic and/or religious artifact’ in the basement.  The smell of dirt and growing things struck some primal chord deep inside her.  Plus, the greenhouse was run by Applejack, the most sensible and down-to-earth member of their circle of friends and least interested in the actual products the company produced.  A trait Sunset admired in Applejack.
So she was a little taken aback a second after stepping off the elevator and finding Twilight Sparkle taking notes next to a newly constructed interior wall outfitted with a half dozen waist-high open windows.  Out of which leaned Applejack, Rainbow Dash, and their newest beta tester, Rarity.  Twilight was in her usual lab coat attire, but the rest of the girls were all topless, crosseyed—and in Dash’s case—sweaty.
Sunset rolled her eyes, her stride barely broken as she walked over to Twilight.  “You’d think I’d have learned to just not answer your texts anymore.”
“And risk me showing up at the Sweet Apple Acres barn, drunk on market research and dark rage?”
“How…?”  Sunset blinked.  Then she squinted accusingly at Applejack.  “I thought we had an agreement, AJ?”
“That was...huh...that was before Twi let me...me play with that there CRISPR/Cas9.”  Applejack was breathing in short pants as she leaned forward through the kiosk-like opening, resting on her elbows and rocking gently back and forth.  The back side of the wall as well as Applejack’s backside were obscured by an opaque privacy curtain.  “Plus...huh...it’s in the employee contract...mmmph...that Ah can’t hide yer location if asked.”
“It’s in the contract?”  Sunset turned her squint on Twilight, who had the good graces to  flinch.
“You’re my primary sounding board, Sunset!”  Twilight grinned, adjusting her glasses unnecessarily.  “I need you around to work through my thoughts...and stuff.  Li-like when I go a bit off the deep end when someone steals my designs or I need a little help absorbing e-Jaculate data!”
“That was one time, Twilight.”
“Actually,” Twilight tucked a loose strand of hair back behind one ear and looked away, “I recorded that call.  I’ve used it for...let’s call it ‘training purposes’... a few times since.”
“Okay!”  Sunset shook her head and held up a hand.  “Shelving that topic for now!  We’ll come back to this contract thing later too, Sparkle.  But for now...how about we go over whatever the heck this is?”  She gestured at the wall and their faintly moaning friends.  “And why you called me up from my office the first place, hmm?”
Twilight cleared her throat dramatically, gesturing at Rarity with her clipboard.  “Yes, well...so recall that I had all research and testing put on hold until we figured out who was behind the Tofussy?  Now that we know what we do, thanks to Rarity, I’ve lifted the ban.  Wallflower then came to me about her pet project, codenamed ‘Giant-filler.’  She was ready to move to beta level tests.  So here we are.  Beta testing.”
“And it’s mmmng going well, darling!”  Rarity chirped, quick little gasps escaping from her as she twisted at the waist.  Her nails dug tiny ruts into the frame of her window, the curtains hiding her from view rustling as something pushed and rolled against them.  “I knew I made a good choice to hhnnngk get in on the ground level with Beanis Inc.  This is almost as good as when I get to make use of hwooof the Couch!”
“Speak for yourself, Rarity.”  Rainbow Dash grunted, her cheeks puffing out and dripping with sweat.  She was braced hard against the wall, arms taut and pushing back against each rhythmic thrust forward.  “Couch time is way better than this.”  She hissed and flexed like a cat, cut abs scrubbing the edge of her window, pointing her mosquito bites at Twilight and Sunset.  Color flooded her face and Rainbow moaned girlishly.
“Oh please, Dashie!”  Rarity rolled her eyes.  “I said almost, and besides, you are clearly nnnnnfffk enjoying it too!”
Sunset rubbed her temples, eyes bouncing back and forth from Rainbow to Rarity, Applejack to Twilight.  Watching the girls...do whatever it was they were doing...was making her temperature—and blood pressure—rise.  It wasn’t, however, providing her with answers that she still wanted despite previous experience advising her that she really didn’t want them.  She was going to have to ask a follow-up question and that presented two problems.  Namely, Twilight loved to answer follow-up questions, and secondly, she would once again be digging her own grave in the TMI cemetery.
“Alright, I’ll bite.  What are they beta testing?  And why are Dash and Applejack involved?  I thought Tempest was our other product tester?”
Twilight nodded absently, back at her clipboard and making some quick notes.  “Oh, I had Tempest take Fluttershy home.  Poor girl started vomiting again this morning.  Given what we’re testing, I had the tests moved up here to Beangineering.  Started out it was just Rar—”
“Wait,” Sunset snapped her fingers at Twilight, “you’re back to testing Wallflower’s hands-free Beanis model, right?  The weird bean caterpillar thing!”
“Er...you’re not exactly incorrect.”  Twilight smirked wildly, telegraphing the incoming pun.  “This certainly is hands free,” her smirk grew into truly Pinkie Pie levels of mirth, “and this certainly has its roots in the same base idea.”
Sunset blinked again.  She was doing a lot of that recently.  Her departure time couldn’t get here fast enough.  “Excuse me?  What is that supposed to mea—?!”  Sunset shrieked, falling back as an enormous, hideously thick, beanstalk reared up and over the makeshift kiosks like a fibrous python.  Its bulk arced toward the greenhouse ceiling before crashing down again with a thud that rattled the entire building.  All the Beanis employees, except Sunset, paid it little attention.
“What in the name of Celestia and Nightmare Moon is that thing!?”  Sunset scrambled away from the plant tentacle, crabwalking as fast as she could.

	
		The Talk



“How’er you holding up?”
Rainbow Dash hit the pause button on her GameColt, the Hero of Hayrule freezing mid pot smash.  She grunted.  She adjusted her seat belt.  She grunted again.  She adjusted her shorts for the millionth time, giving herself some breathing room.  Things were kinda tight at the moment, her junk still swollen in a totally not good way and fighting for room with the ice pack in there.  “M’good.”
“We should see the turn off pretty soon.”  Sunset Shimmer sat in the driver’s seat, her hair blowing in the breeze through the open windows coming off the open road.  Sunset tapped at her phone, refreshing the GPS.  The little blue line they were following flashed, showing a sharp left hand turn coming up in a few miles.  All around them, nature was aggressively green and overgrown, fields full of flowers and tall grasses inter-spaced with grove after grove of trees with full canopies.  Between it all, marching steadily ahead and behind Sunset’s car, was a cracked ribbon asphalt baking in the midday sun.
There wasn’t a soul around.  No buildings or signs lined the road, there was only the occasional power pole.  They hadn’t even seen another car in almost an hour.  Which was like boring frosting on the boring cake, to Dash.  It was a good thing she’d brought her old GameColt, or she’d be stuck sweating with nothing to do but discover new ways to go insane while not checking out her friend’s deep, shiny with sweat, cleavage.  “You ever think about what it’d be like to be gay, Sunset?”
“Excuse me?!”
“I was thinking about that the other day.  It’d be kinda neat...but also kinda gay.”
“Dash...you are gay.”
“Hell no I’m not!”
“You have a girlfriend!”
“What’s that supposed to mean?”
“But...you are a girl…”
“Still not following.”
“Of for the love of god...Rainbow, you are in a gay relationship with another girl.  Plus...like...what, all the other girls at HQ and an unknown number of other girls in and around town?”
“That’s not gay, Sunset.  You’re confused.”
“No, YOU are confused, Dash.  You are definitely gay!”

	
		Like that one scene from the movie Ghost (you know the one) except every detail is differnt and incomplete



Twilight Sparkle sighed in frustration.  Her hands were covered in bean paste, several cans of the stuff empty and dropped haphazardly on the floor by her feet.  One foot worked the pedal of her personal pottery wheel, the paste spinning as her fingers pressed and molded the pliant material into the shape she wanted.  This was how she created a business, with her own hands and imagination.  This was how she created the first beanis.  This was how she designed her first farm-to-bedroom, all organic, non-GMO, vegetarian-friendly marital aids.
This was how Twilight Sparkle relaxed these days when she was alone and no one, especially not her parents, was anywhere nearby.  She sculpted dicks by hand.  By feel.  Of course, after the first few models, the product had moved to laser cut molds that were perfect replicas within the acceptable range of nanometers that made them addictive without being overwhelmingly desirable on sight.  The magic of Dash’s penis was an odd thing, even for magic.  It had to fit into very specific metrics.  Too much one way and anyone that saw it would be compelled to shove it as deep as possible into their nearest orifice.  Too much the other and it fell into an equally strange and perplexing uncanny valley of dick-like things.  Seeing how close she could get on her own—eyeballing it—proceeding by tactile biofeedback alone was its own sort of pleasing frustration that led to a state of relaxation.
“I don’t feel very relaxed.”  Twilight mumbled to herself.  She gently squeezed the bean paste, the stuff spiralling upward like a magnificent erection.  “In fact, I feel downright stressed!”  She kept squeezing, and the shaft of beans spun out of control, the top heavy knob wobbling until it tipped over and centrifugal force threw it all over the sculpting room.  The splatter hit her in the face, knocking her glasses sideways while the rest hit the plain plaster walls and smooth tile floor.
The pottery wheel started to slow down, the pedal still, throwing a tiny spray of loose bean paste in another wide arc across Twilight’s sculpting room.
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