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		Description

(Kink information and guide available in the full description.)
This is your warning~.

See through the eyes of Abana, a diamond dog who, during hard times, were smitten by a sight most taboo. However, are these feelings her lust, or hunger? 

I wrote this story as part of the Lustful Lent Vore Artpack.
This is the first story in the "Trapped in a Facet" series. 
The second entry can be found here:
Come back next Filthy Friday for the release.
1st: you are here.
Proofreader for this story was The Vermanator, on Eka's portal.

Blog for Weekly Updates.
Support on Patreon. Gain SepTia Silver in rewards over time, to purchase commissions with.
With your support, stories can keep coming, and more behind the scenes material posted.

(Character Quote: "Yeah, I wouldn't, worry about it." -Abana )

(Quick guide:
Poor situation going worse, heading off to dig, stumbling upon the seed of a desire.
After 1st: Growing more oblivious by the day, sneaking glances off the surface, diamond dog discussion. 
After 2nd: Fancy pony swayig her butt seductively. Regular life turning more grey. Desire building. 
After 3rd: Last glimmer of joy, feeling meaningless. Desire outweighing sense. Going past the breaking point...  )
(Legend:
Cent: Short term for centimetre.
Deci: Short term for decimetre.
Chronicle: A series of stories conneted but not sequential. Ongoing stories without regular updates. Rapacitor: A predator who eats for the sake of greed and gluttony.)




New uploads every Friday.
Available for writing Commissions.
<!~afilthysmutwriterseptia>

[Story preview:
Scores of upturned dirt flung asunder, pawfuls gouged from the walls, then packed back into the walls of the tunnel for support, claws elongating to gauge the solidity of the sediments, avoiding hard root networks of vegetation and mountains alike. Your path trended downwards, so as to cover more ground with Yutu handling top. It was similar to how the ancestors had built, each little scrape of Ziggy's claws matched by a platoon of diggers, carving out grand pathways past the depths of the earth. It must have taken a lot of effort to feed all those dogs, something the legends didn't go to deep into. Thoughts crept towards gems, sweet citrine crumbling to a candied powder in your jaws, jade filling out your gullet, amber melting to a syrup on your tongue. It took some doing shaking off those thoughts, especially when the whole reason you were digging was to find those succulent, crunchy… -Chwfrkkf- A crumble of soil ground above.

Continued in the story above.]
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Trapped in a Facet of Desire

Written by Septia.

The crumble of topsoil, the twitch of an ear, a chorus of matching flicks; the pack is on high alert. The situation is the same as it was but a blink of an eye ago; the tunnel's ceiling humid and the floor coarse against dirt-encrusted fur, and yet, the tension is tactile enough to weigh down your tongue, clearing the path for the five pairs of nostrils to sharpen their senses. Eyes drew to the tunnel leading topside. The first patches of chalk coat faded in from the tunnel, and calm set back in. It was nothing, as always. There was no danger, just Izuza. 
“Izzy, you spooked us good, what's the word?” Of course Yutu takes the initiative, again. 
“Here I'd thought you slackers might actually be putting those claws to use. But I see you're all slacking off.” 
“We're hungry.” 
The gem lantern illuminated Izuza's fur as she entered, so pale her entrance brought its own luminance, a beacon of hope. “I've got bad news in that case, you're gonna stay hungry.” She heaved up the knapsack off of her back, dumping its contents on the ground. A few soft packages wrapped in leather, and a handful of unpolished quartz. It was enough to feed Izuza, perhaps, which meant it was still a quantity that two pups would tussle over. 
“Yield is low all over, veins running dry, we're not in the season for any majestic gems in any form.” 
The news was met with sloping expressions from the other diamond dogs. 
“All clans I've bumped up with are doing the same thing, cuttin' down on meals, rationing, fasting, top dogs know its best for there to be enough for all, so we'll hare and ration.” 
Yutu held up his paw. “Hold up, you come here saying you're not only, ehm… not showing up with food, but that we gotta give some our ours away?” Towards the end of the sentence he got a handle on things. 
Izuza towered over him in – voice if not lacking in stature. “Are we top dogs or not, chum?” 
This was met with silence, Yutu slumping back on his hind, his tail patting the ground. 
“Yes… we are.” 
“See, that's a good boy, rest of you should follow suit, we'll make it through this, but not without getting our paws dirty diggin', dig it?” 
At this point you had heard enough. It made more sense to contribute than just sitting along and listening. Following the tunnels excavated recently was a safer bet, there'd be something there, though it would require a fair amount of force and dedication. Same old, same old. Except, now you were working on an empty stomach, a stomach that had expected food for quite a while now. 
“Hey Abana.” 
Your ears twitched at hearing your name, though it was just Yutu, having the same thought as you. He came huffing as he rattled up in the route you'd carved around roots and rocks. 
“Izuza already done?” 
“Give Izzy a break, Abana dun think she get much more grub than we do.” 
This you could concede to. 
“Two two pairs of four paws digs faster than one pair of twos?” Yutu said. A moment passing before his brain caught up to what had just left his gruff fangs. 
“Aaah-rugh-…” 
“Yeah, sounds solid.” You cut him off, and showed him what directions mark unexplored soil. 
Scores of upturned dirt flung asunder, pawfuls gouged from the walls, then packed back into the walls of the tunnel for support, claws elongating to gauge the solidity of the sediments, avoiding hard root networks of vegetation and mountains alike. Your path trended downwards, so as to cover more ground with Yutu handling top. It was similar to how the ancestors had built, each little scrape of Ziggy's claws matched by a platoon of diggers, carving out grand pathways past the depths of the earth. It must have taken a lot of effort to feed all those dogs, something the legends didn't go to deep into. Thoughts crept towards gems, sweet citrine crumbling to a candied powder in your jaws, jade filling out your gullet, amber melting to a syrup on your tongue. It took some doing shaking off those thoughts, especially when the whole reason you were digging was to find those succulent, crunchy… -Chwfrkkf- A crumble of soil ground above. Yutu might've found something. That was a topic: Yutu. Any reason he'd joined you on this escapade? Better to work in pairs, sure, though was that it? Would he make a good mate? That cobalt coat of his was pretty. -Chhtckt- A chill burned through your arm as a paw retracted from the gouge in the ceiling. Specks of dust, the falling specks uncovering a shimmer of pearlescence, quartz, and a fairly good chunk of it at that. Dust trailed along in veins from the gemstone, and in its facets lay your charcoal grey coat reflected. The sight alone was distracting you from the fact you had a broken claw. That claw of your boss digit chipped and sanded by particulate coarse sediments. It gave pause. 
“Really have gone too long without gems in the diet, then…” Claws were the first to go, also the first to recover, Though give it enough time, and soon your bones would be just as brittle. Thoughts of being carried out on Yutu and the other's backs whizz by your eyes, trailing back to the quartz. Just a bite wouldn't upset anymole. If any of the mutts saw your claw's they'd be swayed to think what you did was warranted. A small enough chomp and no pup would even be the wise-… -Chhrcskt- -Cbrrsltks- Pebbles drummed onto your fur, displacing and showering down your back, slivers of daylight shining through from above. The crystal wedged and cracked, and creaking to and fro, displaced the ground. Were the tunnels actually stable? Had this been a load-bearing tunnel? Thoughts of digging yourself out of a cave-in flooded your head, the haunting image of your claws fragmenting as nought but chalk with each heave. Flee, get away from the collapse, warn Yutu, but not before the back exit was secured. It all depended on how far back the collapse would reach… ten meters, even five meters from the crystal, and already there was no disturbance in the ground to speak of. Turning back, the crystal wedged itself and shimmied… upwards? -Chrkrkptch- it left the ceiling, replaced by slivers of sunlight bouncing through the cave. Then it was covered once more. 
“Hang on.” A chipper voice called. A head poked down into the cave, a head with a muzzle, round and white as a pearl. The pony turned, eyes drilling into you. 
Your heartbeat thumped in your ears – which stood stiff. Tension grew palpable. 
“Ey Macy, any fin' interesting?” Came a voice muffled by distance. 
“That's a negative, just some critter tunnel's all.” The pony said and drew her head back. 
Right, ponies aren't as apt at seeing in the dark, are they? You scrambled forwards, shielding your eyes as you closed in towards the surface gap, and stuck your head through. A barren hill met you, dug out along the side of the landscape, further down was the pony, lugging the crystal and rock it was attached to on her back, strutting towards a cart of similar grey stones. She had not gotten far, but it was still an eternity away. An eternity of sunlight and a hoard of other horses from the same pack. The gem left you, and with it, the hope of relief. A desire tickled your core, holding the pale treasure, bundling it up, feeling it tumble onto your tongue and satiate you with a sweet, soft… 
“Abana?” 
You peered back, Yutu was behind you, again. 
“What's deats?” 
What had really just happened? “Pony folk thrifted our gems.” 
“Bah,” Yutu scoffed, “blasted goody two paws sticking their snoot in our business, whole lot really itching nerves.” 
You poked your head back out into the straining light, staring at the pale coated mare unloading rocks and tucking a green mane back under her a hardhat. Salivation burned in your cheeks... your teeth scalding with drool at the thought of filling your stomach. 
“Yeah, sure do.” You peered at your collar. Eight gemstones fitted into the leather, were the situation dire enough, they'd serve as a boost, a source of nourishment to keep your body in shape, were all else to fail. Then again, it'd take forever to find another matching charoite in the right size, and they were all so pretty… -Grhbbgs- Your stomach seemed situated in this decision. When the mare turned her head back towards the slope, however, you'd be gone, along with the traces of your tunnel. 
~ 1 ~

Steady crunches of dust and grime tore by your side, your locomotion kept in a pace by to survey the ground around before delving your paw in for the next scoop. 
-Ckkrh- A soft crunch, something solid. A few dust particles flying by your paw uncovered an emerald about five pebbles large, a piece of a balanced meal. It was stuffed in your coat pocket with the others. That makes five. 
Turns out the pony's digging spot was a great place to excavate, even if it had taken Izuza some convincing. As long as you were along and not rousing too much suspicion, it was beneficial to dig out the gems before the greedy ponies got their hooves all over them and shoved it in their manes or… whatever ponies needed precious stones for. Besides, without anymole else here who would notice if one gem went missing? So far though you'd abstained, the weight of the rocks was pleasant in your coat’s pouch, despite having gone through such an ordeal in securing the dig spot to yourself. So… why had the soil shifted above? You were prepared, delving into the softer soil on the side, which broke through to your prepared escape tunnels. Popping up your head through a molehill in the shroud of the forest, the digging site laid bare ahead. 
Where you'd just been stood a unicorn, who through the combined ways of might and magic hoisted a few stones into a cart at her rear. That wasn't the one. Further away stood a pony, blue coat, greener hair. Closer… but… There, you caught a glimpse of the emerald tail vanishing behind a carriage. Then… after a few… moments… she appeared on the other side. The mare who had stolen your catch, who had walked away with your quartz unpunished, uncaring for who it might hurt as all ponies were. Anger burned through your… maw? Drool… As their coat glistened in the sunlight, coat mimicking the gem she had stolen, both carrying the same lustre. There was nomole else who could have snatched it. The mane which shimmered with each strand as a molten stream of emeralds only further distinguishing the sneaky pony as nothing but a… but a… It was, becoming difficult to find the right words. Even in your head… was that drool on your chest? It was best to head back underground now, the unicorn had left the area above your tunnel, and you'd be out of their way before they had a chance to come back. … Unless they came back right as you dug down again, then you would… assuredly be detected, and ruin your reputation. Yeah… best stay topside for… just a bit longer, and… survey the enemy… the thief in particular, of course… 
“Abana. Are you even listening?” 
You were not. “Wha?” 
“Seven gems? That's all for today?” 
You nod. 
She points to your pocket. Feeling it, you realise this one wasn't emptied. 
“Oh and these.” you dump out eight more gemstones, getting some 'oos' from the rest of the pack. 
Izuza nodded. “You better not be keeping these for ya self. Though, you are handing in the most out of the rest of the pups…” 
She eyed the others, who took to whistling innocently. 
She tucked her paws back to her side. “Right, then we're eh whole gang's set to kick back for… Abana? Where're you heading?” 
You stopped at the entrance to the network you had been building the past few days. 
“Diggin'.” 
“More?” 
With an affirmative noise you took back into the caverns. 

The patch-up work for the hole was decent. After filling in the tunnel with soft soil in the escape, it was a sinch to dig it back out, seeing the contours the rock had gem had left above, plucked right out of your clutches… where the mare had… more drool… The seat of dirt sculpted around your hind. It needed to be reinforced, again. Such a shoddy structure would only take your weight for so long, or that many times sitting… 
“Abana.” 
It was getting tiresome to hear your name. Always shouted… always from behind… 
“You're droolin’ like a pup.” 
“What?” you said, brushing under your chin, “about it?” 
“Think we don't see how much ya contributing to the pack? You've been clobberin through dirt and nabbing crystals right under these mangy ponies muzzles.” 
“Mm…” this wasn't, untrue, per se. 
“So, thought I’d smuggle this… right under the nose of that Izuza.” 
He was holding a pair of sapphires, two pebble sizes each, at the most. He held out one for you. 
“Keeps ya motivated to taste some o’ da spoils.” 
You didn't respond. 
“Wha's the matter?” 
“Aren't we fasting?” 
“Yeah that doesn't mean we can't eat.” 
False. Though you let up. He held up your paw and placed the gem on your pad, to which no resistance was given. “Just between us, its sapphires,” leaning in closer, you could smell musk building from the spurt after catching up with you, and he looked uncertain… “Sapphires are my favourite snack”. 
“Ah.” 
“Can't help it, the crunch's just so satisfying, bit like opals but without the salt.” He tossed the tossing the sapphire into his gob, the first -Chhrrlllcsh c- crunch rippled through the air, diminishing with each chomp still the pup smiled with his cheeks full, savouring the strengthening satiation by way of calcified gemstone. 
Your ears laid back. You turned the sapphire in your grasp. The facets were polished… smoothened, cared for. Bringing it closer, the hairs on your back stood on end, the aura of the crustal seeping through your veins… Then… it stopped. You closed your lips, and snuck a glance at Yutu's collar. It was missing a sapphire… He was attempting to hide it, just like Izuza had tucked her claws in when she gathered in today's haul. Another lie, everything was the same. The gem slotted right into the socket on Yutu's collar. The air of mature musk replaced by nervous sweat. 
“Was I that obvious?” 
“I don't want your charity.” Standing up, eyes trailing towards the ceiling again, you hesitated. 
“Thanks.” Then wandered back through the tunnel, calling back “Every mole shares, that's how we remain top dog.” 
“Top dog, y-yeha.” Yutu called back. 

-BGrlrlpghshts- Your stomach rustled in your core, a paw clutching it to tame the rumbling. The hunger hadn't disappeared, instead it was biting, chilling… a desire spreading through your veins, laying claim to your nerves and jabbing numbness into your down to your pads… so… why? Did you n… did you not eat? The answer was close, but something you wanted to keep out of the way, silenced, as to not have it become a bother for yourself, or for that matter, the pack. Yet, with each day that passed, more and more thoughts circled back to that very same topic. So, if it threatened the stability of the pack… Maybe it should be dealt with, at its source? 
~ 2 ~

The surface had always carried in itself a manner of uncertainty. A manner which gummed to the back of the spine and latched up your neck… 
Breaking through the surface topsoil, you set to survey the dig site. The light dipped low in the sky, shadows of ponies gathering equipment and parking carts elongated over the barren ground. Four of seven were already in place, the unicorn being last to leave as usual, The blue land pony made his round to pick up the other's lost equipment, staying away from the forest edge you surfaced in, as usual. Then, there she was… she stuck around chucking rocks into her cart. She took the whistle ending the labour for the day to mean one last ride was in order. This she shared with the horned one, though her magic pansy couldn't measure up with the pale mare. In strength, posture, and diligence, she stood superior, Taking two boulders while the other struggled with one, each time her cart’s wheel was stuck in a ditch, she would reel it up with just a jut of her haunches. Due to the uneven ground this was common… was she stuck again? Yes. Only for a moment, her rump bobbing to rebound off of her thighs as the cart got rolling once more, but she was too vain to keep herself from celebrating the small victories, and now you saw how she swung her rear side to side in satisfaction. Pale globes surfacing by the side of the cart, crowned by the emerald tail lagging just behind the… swings of… the supple… 
The discomfort associated with the surface faded, the reaction subsiding over the past few days. It was ensuring you could stay topside and… keep a good eye on… everything. With the drool wiped off on your jacket collar you took to the depth. Your tunnels were kept bare-bones, as with less reinforcement you could fill in your path when needed, wiping away your tracks. One more round through your tunnels, there should be some gems still hiding in one of the tunnels, one you missed, it would be a shame to seal off all your work, after all. Petting your pocket, there came the chime of a few pebble's worth of gems. Was that it for the day? Perhaps the mission was accomplished, all the gems snatched right under their muzzles… which would mean, it was time to… take the excavation elsewhere. 
-Ckkrthc- A rock fell from a clump of sandstone, and more was coming. A claw's length from your forehead the ground was divoted, growing to a bulb of dirt and gravel ready to, once it bloomed, burst into a cascade of earth. Both paws caught the bump, ears stiffened, force pouring into supporting the girth up, back into position, and halt the looming cave in… 
“Whooaa.” 
“Macy? You doin' ok?” 
“That's just fine, just stepped in some loose dirt, ain't like I smudged up my hooficure or nuthing.” 
With twitching ears the realization came. It was her voice… she was… standing… right above… This didn't make sense, she'd been on the last carting. 
“Hah, ha, right you are. You wanna head over to the town nearby? Heard they're wrapping up the cold season today.” 
“Already?” 
“Course, and with the new crops coming in you know what that means…” 
“Gosh sure, I'd love to, but I'm, ah, they won't be cleaning up winter in my town for another week, I've been saving masself to enjoy the feast back home.” 
“Ah come now Tails, you've been working your flank flat on this project.” 
This was false, if anything she had it curve out over the past days. The sand shifted and you kept your focus on holding the unstable ground again. 
“Its kinds, but they'd know if I came home and couldn't finish four plates of my ma's pancakes…” 
“Suit yourself, I wouldn't wanna skip out on something so delicious myself, so I gotcha. Have a nice evening then Macy, get some sleep tonight, ok?” 
“Always do, don't eat too much now.” 
Each step shook the ground, dust falling from the ceilings as the ponies took off. Your ears sloped back, calm. Scooping up dirt to strengthen the wall, but your paws kept shaking. They'd stood still for a while, so nerves might be getting to you. There was drool on your chest again. Eyes sharpened, you spat out spittle into the dirt cloud, and masoned it to the ceiling, patting it stable. If you left things alone for too long, they'd begin to crumble. Filling the path behind you, you made your way trailing behind the footfalls topside. Just, to ensure she wouldn't break more of your handywork… that was a lie… 

Along the ridge of the dig site opposite the pack pit laid the tents. Three of them, big enough to house a couple and pups with room to spare, though only one pony ever slept in each one, unless one went in during the night and left before morning, though so far you hadn't noticed… The centre tent was … hers: A cone rivalling your stature. A zippered flap locked from the inside was the one entrance. She was in there, as were the first chills of night already. You made out their silhouette, partially patched in by imagination, and partially the scent of honey and soap she emanated. She laid flat as a plate on the ground, tail flicking… A creak -Chhrskths- of breaking the dirt crust burrowed through your head with a slip down the tunnels and turning towards the visitor. 
“Hey Yutu, heard you coming this time, and I could use another while before-.” But it wasn't him… it was… her. 
“What are you doing here?” 
How was she here? 
“Think I didn't know you'd be sneaking around here?” 
But she was… your heart raced, hammering through your chest, primal notions scaling through your thoughts and dragging you towards fleeing, but keeping you because if she found out, she'd find the pack, and then you'd have… have… 
-Sttmmcsh- The swatch echoing through your chin. Turning your head back, you saw the pale, white coat of Izuza, as the fellow diamond dog clutched your shoulders. 
“What's up with you…” 
Her concern laid heavy in her voice. An answer had to be given, something that would erase all suspicion. “H-hungry.” 
She smirked “Why didn't you say so? We got just the thing to cure that.”
“Wh-what?” 
“You would have already heard had you not been a straggler mole. The wait's over.” 
“… what?” 
~ 3 ~

It was true. Gemstones were becoming plentiful once more, new crystals growing through the caverns. Izuza had the proof with her, unfolding her sack to dump out a banquet of gems and meal packages shared from the other packs she'd met on the last day's journey. 
“After over a week ah starving, the top dogs are eating their fill tonight.” 
“Whooo.” “Hooo.” 
They stemmed in howls, divvying up or scrounging to get their shares. The crunch and milling of gemstones filled the pack pit as they gorged themselves in the spoils of hard work. Shards of carnelian, topaz and malachite flung through the cavern, and a chorus of wagging tails bludgeoning the ground drummed joy into the air. 
You looked down. Holding, staring at the pile of precious gems by your feet. The wait was over… You could dig in. It was maybe just tough knowing what to start with… This sapphire looked… perhaps a malachite… or, oh there was a topaz here which… looked… Each one put back in the pile. 
“Abana?” 
Yutu again… 
“Hey, dogs, listen up,” Izuza said, standing tall, “you've all shown you're top dogs, and this pack rocks.” 
“Hah.” 
“I know what I said,” she turned towards you. “And you're all top dogs who worked your claws down to the paw this past while.” 
You clenched your fist. 
“But we got one dog who left us all in the dirt, our main mole, Abana.” 
Eyelids swinging open, suddenly the gazes were all pointing to you, still cheering. 
“And she deserves a treat, right pups?” 
They all howled in agreement, except… Yutu. Izuza placed aced a gem the width of her forearm into my lap. 
“You deserve it, big al.” she whispered. 
You peered down… White, glistening, pearlescent, marbled opal, shimmering in the light of your gem lantern, casting streams of jade along its form. 
“Abana!” 
“Abana!” “Abana!” 
“Abana!” 
They chanted your name, eyes delving into the sheen of the gem, It was beautiful, polished… desalinating… The chant continued, tearing into your ears, swirling through your mind. Shapes appeared on the surface, forming patterns and lanes of quicksilver, intermingling with the green streaks, gaining definition. 
“Abana.” “Abana.” 
Forming into… the back of a mare's head. 
“Abana?” 
The head turned to face you, -Ckktpthw- then cracked. 

Your heart calmed. The pit silenced under a blanket of tension. Working through the haze, you saw the halves of the opal held in each of your palms. Shards of the gemstone shattered against the ground, a fleeting memory of taut muscles, breaking through the crystal. 
Everymole's ears stood on end, the silence broken by the occasional fragment of the once pristine gem falling into the dirt. You dropped the opal to the ground, standing. Moments of breathing pass. Instinctly you turned to your tunnel, to put distance to the ruins of celebration in your wake. 

“Abana, hang back.” 
A thrust of scoff heats your nostrils. “What, scamper back to the others Yutu.” 
“We know you're not much of a top dog right now. Thought you needed to eat something.” 
“Did you?” 
“You don't like opals or what? We got a huge haul and-.” 
“It is not about that.” 
“Oh yeah, so you're just gonna go back and drown yourself in diggin? Instead of dealing with your problem head-on?” 
“That's not what this is.” 
“Then what are you doing?” 
Hesitation bred anger. “It just not what it's about.” It wasn't. Why would it be? 
“Abana… we don't haffta sit with the others, I'll bring you something, anything ya want here. Maybe some sapphire orhg-?” 
Digits clasped around his neck. “It's not… what this… is about.” The tunnel quaked. An imprint of Yutu formed of softened soils contorting around him in the wall, sounds muffled by his wheezes, scrambling to catch and pry up your grasp. Yutu was large, you were larger. He wasn't going to keep treating you like this any longer… like… like what…? He wasn’t the one wheezing, you were. Breath washed through his fur, and drool dribbled down your chin… the animosity drained, gone with the speed of a squirrel scampering away in the trees. Letting him go, Yutu… he was coughing, clutching his neck, curled up on the ground. The connection between you was marred, the air left sour. First a stumble, now a sprint, anything to escape the rotten air. It lingered: infesting, searing. it only dug deeper and grew. Ignoring it was difficult, despite how fast you ran. Yet, there is was something else weighing down with the same pressure. Something Yutu was right about: you had to feast. 

~ ~ ~

Continued in part 2
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Trapped in a Facet of Instinct

Written by Septia.

It was her fault. Dirt flew past you as scoops of cotton, crunches of gravel and rocks tumbling from the wall path you forged. The earth itself was bending to your whims, cleaved by your claw and rent asunder by your paws. There was a pause. A scent piercing through your nostrils. Claws slowed, drawn down the wall to well-carved deep gorges, fracturing around your talons: honey. The earth here was redolent of honey and soap, her tent must be right above. It had to be. Behind an arm of dirt, she'd be there, sleeping… You sent a glance to your paw, you hadn’t retracted your claws, yet they barely showed, filed till numb, cracked, torn… It doesn't matter. -Bhhgrllrpgbbghss- Your gut growled in a series of putting gurgles, and saliva dressed the sides of your jaws. It had been too long. With claws clattering and paws clotted in dirt the distance between you shrank. Layer after layer of soil washed down your sides as breath stuck in your throat, resorting to huffing through your nostrils for air, inhaling the clouds of sediments and minerals matting the surface of your insides to chalk. Reeling back, paw clenched to a fist, your crown claws brushed into your fur, you strike through the ceiling.

The burst of ground earth shown from on high, the bubble blooming to pelt your coat in dust around the cavity your fist had punctured. You have it. Your paw wrapped around the hoof… it was plush, the fur intermingling with your coat with the fluff of a bunny's tummy. You tore her down… Pale legs filling out and carving into the pit in the ceiling, twitching and kicking. Your maw opens, and with a heave the hooves delve through what was no longer a tunnel, into your awaiting maw. -Chrlrlpsths- Smears of a damp dress trawled through a swamp reverberating from your maw as hooves and a heaving of gravel tumbled down your gullet, neck engorging with the distended shape of the pony's legs. It was there. It stung. The flails of her limbs warped your throat, abiding your muscles, and injecting your pores with scalding heat… Showers of drool drained along with the mare's legs, soaking your gullet, cold… The contrast made it clear. You were stale, cold, frail, she was strong, she was warmth… she slotted into your body, supplying it with the strength it craved, the sustenance for mind, body and spirit: you needed her flesh. 
“Some pony helfmpfwhp-.” 
A paw was lifted to silence her, pad smothering her muzzle, completely, with nought but her ear sticking up as she writhed. You drew her down, hearing the scrape of her hooves grasping, straddling the ground as chalk on granite. She is yours, she must be. Her hooves struck and clambered for the edge of the pit in the confines of your tunnel as you tilted your head back. -Chbgblrpgms- With a strong swallow, your lips curved and slathered up her thighs, drenching the bottom of her haunches in your saliva. -Chmrogpsh- -Ghoompgh- Harder. More. Her flavours set in as her flank bunched up over your lips, sinking down your muzzle and bloating out your jaw, neck muscles undulating and straining to grasp and haul it down. Her flavours… Memories of hunting as a pup, the warmth of childhood condensed to a satisfying chill surging through your muscles with each gulp. It is potent, more so than opal, lapis or even diamond. -Bhhrvlrlprshs- Your stomach roared, tantalised and impatient. You lean back with a clutch around your neck massaging and easing the path down, gut twisting in desire. -Bfhrrlflsmgpshs- With tongue drawn up her gut, the mare's hind -Chhdlpths- slot into your maw, tail twitching and flapping, as the emerald brush draped over you, from your hair up to your nose, rolling with the mare as her torso sank into your maw. -Chhgbbgjs- A grumble ballooned through your abdomen, the hooves moulding under the layer of your fur, sculpting and swelling around the bales of supple meat, your body stuck in a state of confusion in how to treat this feast. 
“Hngnahwhahwc-.” 
You pick up on her growl when her teeth have already sunken into your pad. It was desperation. Her molars were flat, compressing, rather than piercing. You rammed your pad down her face, squeezing if over her head and growling around her abdomen as it -Chhglrlprstbsk- sunk past your jaw, gullet engorging with her frame, a bloated sack of flesh dipping down the sculpt of the mare's stomach, forming a second belly in your neck whilst the meal was drained into your depths. -Chglrphsg- -KRhhrglptsh- A smattering of spilt ichor curdled over you around your jaw, spittle smattering the mare's coat black and slippery. 
A chill crept down your abdomen, through your spine. It came from her. The shock of her bite leaving no impact, perhaps? Or just the fear engulfing her faster than you could? What did it matter? It was her fault. And she was yours…She struggled, wriggling forwards, following her motions with the smoothness of a fish dashing up a waterfall, you keeping her in check as her frame drew past the crinkling abyss. An orchestra of growls, creaks and rippling meat consumed the cavern -Chrlgpths- Biggish- Chhbhchts-. She was strong, but it didn't matter. She struggled, but it didn't matter. You wished there was an eternity to savour the flavour of meat as sweet as honey basted emeralds, but it didn't matter. You were chowing down on all of her, and not a bit of her was escaping the clutches of your powerful jaw. -CHGbrlrlpths- With an arching lean her head whipped past your lips, hooves flailing, lips straining against her slams. 
“MFM pg wmgphrs.” Her grunts muffled. 
Sitting back onto the ground and keeping the paw locked in your mouth, your lips clasped around her, muting her struggles through the gate of your lips… then just waiting… The struggles faded, as the mare tuckered herself out, hooves hanging down the jaw. -Chrlrpthts- Lips parted, arm withdrawing with a streak of stretched saliva. Drool tethers coated the mare's face, webbing her against the roof of your maw, to your fangs, out to your torn claws. Her chest swelled and deflated in your neck, her breathing haggard. 
“H-hang on…” 
You bunched up her hooves in your clutches, gaping wide and stuffing her deeper. The framing nozzle of flesh around her head constricting to hug her down the depths, your cheeks inflating with the slack hooves, folded in with the graze of the folding petals of a tulip. -Chglrlpgh- -hgglmproghgsp- The swallow wormed its way down your neck, chills creeping over the outlines of the mare's face, a ghastly pantomime of her distress entombed and smothered by your bulging gullet, and entombing past your neck into your chest… -Chgltpsh- The hooves followed suit. Gradually your stomach swelled, as more of the land pony wormed her way through your frame, bundling up your abdomen over your thighs, sprawling over your knees with the sack of flesh tented by bulges of hooves and knees. -Cbgbgltlsts- The stomach strained, tautened by the bulk you stuffed it with. At least your gut had stopped complaining… With your paw still clutching your neck, the last hooves passed your grasp, bulge deflating, flat over the strains of her mane struggling after her… 
“Pha… huha…” -Bhuruaaaahrrlrlpw- A gust of guttural air broiled up your neck and flooded past your lips, the heaves of displaced fumes warping and trembling your lips to match the force humidity rolling through. A trickle of satisfaction worked through your feet, consuming your shins, and pruning their way into your nerves, further surges of satisfaction billowing through your whole body, roused by the rippling scramble of the mare -Chbrhrhgs- curling up in your lap. This… this was it… What it had all been for. The feast you had been waiting for, payback for… her, doing her job… 
All that was needed to fuel the inkling of doubt, was one question: was this it?

Your throat ached. With the rush of adrenaline draining out of your system the pain grew, a vice clasping onto sore brawn. The thrums of strained musculature jolted up through your spine, drumming a nest into your brain, but, the taste had been worth it. -Bhgrlrpgghs- A curl of gasses wrung up through your abdomen, crawling along the back of your throat. 
-Bhraaup-. Detergent stained your breath as if you had bitten into a bar of soap. The belch crawled out of your maw like an obese slug of redolent lard. Your stomach laid bloated, convulsing as a boil straddling the edge of bursting and unleashing its bile… 
Shaking your head cleared your mind somewhat. Although, escaping back to the raw satisfaction from moments ago laid beyond your reach. Perhaps, it was a side effect of being bereft of food for so long. Even though this evoked a sense of sickness rather than recovery. A though a whole pony was a lot of meat… 
Your stomach laid still. 
A paw cradled the side. -Chglprths- “Hey, Macy?” 
Silence. 
“Macy Tails? You in there?” 
A prolonged silence. But then… “You know ma name?” 
The voice took a moment to parse through the -Chbrgs- tugging of liquids and tissue separating you. 
“Picked it up past days, I… just wanted to ensure I, got the right one.” This, seemed plausible. 
“Ah. I see. Congratulations then, ya did. Macy Tails. Stoneworker, bricklayer, dabbling in rockcuttin'.” The blanket of silence constricted. 
“What's yours?” 
“My, what?” your reinventions? Desires? Reasons? 
“Your name, I told ya mine, I'm entitled to that, right? Don't honestly know how these, ah… situations work.” 
“Oh. Right.” There was no way she'd know. 
“It's… it's Abana.” Saying your own name… the word tasted, peculiar. 
“Really? That sounds like a girl's name?” 
“What?” 
“Don't mind of course, I think it's cute but I'd you asked me I'd pin that name on a gal.” 
“… I am a 'gal'.” 
It was the mare's turn to be surprised. “You pull my tail? Oh sorry for real?” 
“Yeah, what made you-.” 
“Well fair's fair, I didn't get a good look at ya, and you're quite, huge. What even are ya? Some sort of cave bear?” 
“I… Diamond Dog, actually.” 
“Diamond dog,” the mare repeated, the stomach stirred around them, “Thought you lot subsided on gems and such.” 
“For the most part, we do,” you said, taking a break to scratch your ear, “makes up most of the grub, for good reasons.” 
“Huh… So I'am an, exception?” 
“You could say so, you're a gem.” Several revolutions of consciousness passed by. You reviewed what you'd just said… 
“Aaha, ahs…” mumbling, searching, grasping for reasons, where did that even come from? “Wh-… Ywohoa woa k-keep still pl-please.” 
“Oh…” you saw how your abdomen heaved and bobbed from your moment of duress, clutching it in your paws to buffer it to a halt. 
“I wouldn't have taken you for the… sentimental…,” the mare began, “so how come you eat crystals? Can't imagine they'd be good for ya chompers.” 
“My chompers are just fine, if anything they're as sharp and durable because of the gems, without it we start to…” A glance to your claws… a chill crawled from one vertebra to the next… the sight of the shattered, fractured and filed nubs. 
“Really? Fascinating. I, appreciate you not using em on me... Guess you're pretty keen on digging em out in-…” Then she paused, gasping, scrambling so the gut tented with the mare seated straight, “are we disturbing your mining? Is that what this is about?” 
“Oh that is not, you got the wrong idea.” Wait… did she? Wasn't that why… 
“I don't know if it'll help but I'm sorry, and I could speak to ma boss about it, we got permits and paperwork and everything, whole ordeal to find a spot to gather materials outsides from proper rock farms, but if its an issue we could start importing-.” 
“It's not that,” you shook your gut. A memory struck you as a bolt of lightning. Yutu was against the wall, choking… You took a deep breath. “We could dig elsewhere, most of my pack is, but I've been around here, and gathering up what I could get.” 
“Huh, when?” 
“Past week, bit more.” 
“Right under our muzzles?” 
“Right under your muzzles.” 
“Golly, gotta admit that's pretty impressive, how'd you do it?” 
“Huh?” 
“The diggin part, you wait for night or just know where we haven't excavated yet?.” 
She was really curious. Even through the buffer of your stomach, the enthusiasm was on full display. 
“Really? It’s, all kinda basic, everymutt learns it, and its nothing to measure up to our ancestors?”
“Yer what now?” 
“Iggy, Ziggy, Starduster, Star hunter…” 
“Ain't ringing' any bells.” 
Right, pony, she wouldn't know. “You really wa-.” 
“Don't hold out on me now, come on, tell me how ya did it.” 
The coat around your neck warmed, thoughts drifting back to find the best ways to explain it. 

You told her of how you cleaved through the soil like butter, reinforcing paths as they were formed, leaving trails of batted dirt with your tail. Every detail had her hooked. So… you told her more. About history, grand project, cities, Diamondia, Smaragdina, of explorations and adventures, of legends and beasts. Then… about you. The conversation steered towards your pack. Yutu with his hounding, but also of how much he cared for others and worked to ensure the pack was together, and about Izuza, as annoying as she could be, she had her positive qualities too.

“Wow, so pretty pompous calling ya self Izzy after your ancestors, I'd watch out near that  'Izuza' she sounds like she's got a head big enough it could topple and smash ya flat.” 
An amused huff. “To be fair, others started it, but she did lean into it like a pop on a droptunnel.” 
“Aha, yeah, what you said. Still, gotta say, they sound real nice.” 
They did, didn't they? “Sure do.” 
“So, why're you here?” 
Reality crashed through your thoughts. “Huh?” 
“Alone. Why're you here alone? Thought you said you diamond dog lot work in packs, dig in groups, but it’s just us here.” 
Accurate. And still… “…” 
“Something happen, big pup?” 
Had something happened? “I…” 
“Look, don't have to talk about it if-.” 
“You happened.” 
“Me? What, I do?” 
The confusion was shared. “You were just… there. I was diggin' with Yutu, scored a huge gem, and you took it out of right out of my claws.” 
“Oh, so… I knew it was about that…” 
“It… isn't.” 
“It's not?” 
Wasn't it? You seemed so certain. “It was, just, you. That's why I stuck around, every day, right here, digging for gemstones right under your clumsy hooves.” 
“Because, you thought I looked, tasty?” The mound in your belly asked. A curl of -Cbhrlrpghs-, a gurgle bouncing within. 
“… That, sounds about right.” That was what made the most sense, considering the situation you ended up in. 
“Because 'm a gem?” 
“Yeah…” 
A shared moment of silence, the blanket loosened. 
“It’s is a nice feelin' being liked so much.” 
“What about those other horses? The ones you talked with, bout that celebration deal?” 
“Oh, him,” judging by the tone of voice, this pony sounded like a Yutu. 
“He's kind, but he's like that with every pony, just being decent pony folk. 
“It's gonna sound weird… but I'd prefer this over that, celebration…” 
Silence. 
“Yeah I should be, scared. I think I am? But, it’s been nice chatting, and I've learned a lot more in one day than I have in moons… And I appreciate that. I really do.” 
-Gbbrglls-. 
“It's getting late, think I've worked out most of my excitement, was thinkin I could, try and rest, before…” 
Discomfort pulsed in your gullet trailing down your neck like a river of venom. You rose, stomach lagging behind to dip into a -Bbenngs- jostle, caught in your grasp, clutching the bottom of your abdomen. 
“Whaos wha-fhs did I say soemmgmpgwh.” The mare was muffled. You clutched your arms to the gut, paws weaved together to chunk into your torso. -Cbhrlrpths- -Cbrbhthgs- The convolutions and jostling of slick tissue reverberated through your ears, tension freezing into your fur … but, the bulge was moving. Convulsions forced through your oesophagus, tearing into the ache inflicted earlier as a searing spread through the limber flesh encapsulating the mare. Your clutches drew up along with the wriggling lump, leaving your lower torso, the hump sailing up the coat, bulldozed by your grasp to ensure the motion remained steady. Instinct yelled to swallow, as the mare funnelled into the gullet, your neck distending in broad dunes and canyons of squirming limbs. But you stayed focused. -Chrlrlpths- A crinkling of fluids plyed out of the way around Macy as she ruptured along your throat. With gyrations of your neck you felt her crawl upwards, as the wedging a cork out of a bottle… jaws extending, gaping wide, -Chshprtwwph- as her head popped up in the back of your neck. 
“Phaa ahha mfmsg. It’s too tight.” she cried. 
You sealed your lips, cheeks engorging to accommodate for the head siphoned through your depths, drool pooling up at your puckered lips and dribbling in a gossamer pile. When you opened your mouth again, her chin was resting on your tongue. Just a bit further… her frame congesting your windpipe… 
-Ckrkrptshc- A sound which had no right to exist rung out. One that couldn't be. So artificial, barely the snap of stepping on a twig… and yet you felt it from every angle. The sudden give in your throat, the reverberations sprawling out into your nerves… Macy's pained shriek. It wasn't true. You had come so far, not now… it couldn't… It wouldn't. Reeling your arms forwards, you catapulted them into your gut. -Chttwtmpgsh- The slam rung out with the impact of battered ham, undulations rousing to a crescendo, and the bulges along your neck flushed forwards. Macy's frame hurled out from your lips, mane first to hit the ground and soak up the dirt into the drool laced strands. -Chhststpsh- The aftershock hit your knees, leaving you tumbled onto all four, -Churalgpshs- hurling up the pony back through where you'd sent her. The pristine, slick coat was glimmering like diamonds in the slivers of light reaching the tunnel. She billowed over your lips, slumping down slack as a batch of bread dough, -Cmdmpths- hooves spreading out in reflex from being lodged into the cramped confinement. 
-Chhrug- -Cpwhaawgh- You spat out her tail, watching as it toppled in a haphazard heap under her spread flank and soaking form… 
Breathing… long. Deep. Your airway was cleared of obstructions, light… Your neck burned, sinew stretched to filaments so thin they became nails embedded in your flesh, but this didn't matter. You stared, shuffling around her, scrutinizing every cent of the land pony. Where… the crack, what was it, how deep, she had to know.
“H-hehhy…” 
Her voice… she looked at you, clad in gauzy filaments of throat ichor. 
“Easy now… easy, big pup, ok?” 
You positioned yourself over her, then… shifted to the side to not smother her, taking in every motion. 
“Where?” 
“I'll break if you… are too… hasty… just relax, aight?” 
Delusional. She was delirious from pain. 
Her hoof graced your cheek. “Ooh… yeah… you are definitely a gal.” 
“P-please…” 
“Shh… its mma leg. Don't think it’s broken, just sprained, I'll be fine… I just, have t’ get some rest… but…” she paused, “I thought… you…” 
“It wasn't about that… well, it might have been, for a bit, but, more complicated than just… you.” 
“Complicated like, when Ziggy separated from their pack, and dug the into new lands alone?” 
Impressive. She really had listed. “Yeah, what you said.” 
~ 1 ~

“Abana? Is that yo-.” 
You held up a paw. “Before… you start barking…” 
The pack pit was crowded, it seemed the festivities were brushed aside, every mole staring at your return… 
“I'm sorry. Things haven't been right with me lately. Been keeping it to myself instead of, bringing it up with my pack. That's… that's not very big dog of me. That's puppy puss… I'll share now, like a real big dog would.” 
Izuza crossed her arms, though the mangy expression held a lot of care, the pack mates gently nodding in response. 
“… starting in a few days…” 
“What? Don't we get an explanation? You owe Yutu a real-.” 
“You… will have everything explained, down to the last facet, but, it's gonna take me some time, I realise that. And I hope my pack'll understand, too. You're the best pals a mutt could ask for.” You turned to Izuza. “Do you, have a bandage, I could borrow?” 

~ 2 ~

You could start to make out the slivers of light ahead. The sack of stones was bumping against your back as you neared. There sat the hatch. You knocked twice on the wooden latch, and covered your eyes from the streams of sunlight peering down through the top of the tent. 
“You're early, mutt~.” 
You smiled, scaling the wall up into Macy's tent. 
“Tried to get smaller ones this time, any of these pass inspection?” 
She peered from stone to rock, knocking on them with her good hoof, the other still resting on a pillow, wrapped in white rags. As long as she was laying down, one could barely notice it distinguished from the other. 
“These will be fine. I think I'm not a stonecutter~.” 
You nodded. “Does any… pony know I…?” 
“Far as they know, I just needed some space to myself, delivering rocks in the off hours. Don't think they'd mind your help though.” 
“Fat chance.”
“I mean it, you can be stubborn, but I know I'll get to you, I already did once.” 
“What…'s… that supposed to mean?” 
“It means,” the mare said with a smirk and whipped her mane back,” I know you inside and out, little onyx.” 
“Oh stop…” 
“What? I thought we were, a tight fit.” 
“I swear to Ziggy…” 
“By ziggy's tail… I'm gonna…” 
“Alright, alright. I get the picture. And… thanks for all the assistance…” 
“Its nothing big… think how's your leg?” 
She glanced down. “Getting there, will be at least another few days. You've already helped a lot though.” 
“You aren't getting rid of me that easy,” You crawled towards the hatch, climbing down the tunnel, “I'll get some more, roughly that size.” 
Macy peered down, her head centred in the hatch, enveloped in an orange glow. “I'm glad to hear it… good luck, Abana.” 
The hatch shut… And I stood, staring contemplating. Many of my emotions remained a mystery, but, over the past days I had come to accept that. To accept me. I peeked a my claws, still nubby, though sturdy, growing again. I think some opal would be tasty for today, if Yutu had still had some left.
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