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A drunken conversation at a party leads Fluttershy to reevaluate her feelings for Rainbow Dash. Unfortunately the reverse is not true.
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		Chapter 1



	“Buck me Fluttershy, you’ve got one sweet flank.”
Fluttershy blushed furiously as the blue pegasus with the prismatic mane stepped closer and continued
“Like, seriously, you could be on magazine covers!”
“I, uhm, was,” Fluttershy said quietly. At this range she could definitely smell the alcohol on Rainbow Dash’s breath. “I didn’t like it very much.”
Rainbow Dash waved a hoof excitedly. “No, I mean, like, magazines that ponies read. Big ones, like Cutie Marks Uncovered or Plotholes.”
Fluttershy flattened her ears and cringed backwards. She looked about frantically, hoping one of her friends would see her predicament and intervene, but it seemed that Pinkie Pie was leading the other partygoers in a game of “pin the tail on the pony” and that nopony else was paying them any mind. She was on her own. 
“Uhm, Rainbow Dash, I think you’ve had a little too much cider.”
“Nonsense!” Rainbow Dash said, slurring the word slightly. “I can handle way more than this. Hey, want to know a secret?”
“Sure?” Fluttershy said cautiously, not seeing any other options. 
“Okay. Close your eyes.”
Fluttershy didn’t like where this was going. “I don’t know if that’s such a good idea.”
“Oh come on Fluttershy,” Rainbow Dash said with a roll of her eyes. That seemed to make her dizzy. “You’re no fun.”
“I just really don’t want to, if that’s okay with you.”
“Fine,” Rainbow Dash said in an exasperated tone. Then she leaned forward and kissed Fluttershy square on the lips.
“Mmppff!” Fluttershy squealed as she felt her friend’s mouth on hers. She started to pull away, but Rainbow Dash followed her. Her tongue slipped into the yellow pegasus’s mouth and…
That actually felt quite nice. Fluttershy stopped struggling and relaxed. Her eyes went unfocused and she felt Rainbow Dash’s hoof gently wrap itself around the back of her head. They held the pose for what seemed like a long time before Rainbow Dash came up for air. She looked at Fluttershy blearily and continued.
“Have I ever mentioned how important you are to me, Fluttershy?” Rainbow Dash asked. “Like, we’ve been friends a long time, an—and I know I’m kind of a dick sometimes, but you’re always there for me and you make me so happy.” She winked, or at least tried to, but it came out more as a wink with one eye and a half blink with the other. “I love you.”
Fluttershy’s mouth hung open slightly. She stammered a reply. “Dash, I don’t know what to say. This is so sudden, I mean…”
Rainbow Dash shook her head, probably more vigorously than she had intended. “I’ve always felt this way! Just, didn’t know how to say it. You’re so awesome and pretty and sweet and awesome. Celestia I want to just buck you senseless.”
Fluttershy’s wings poofed up and her face darkened to a color resembling Sweet Apple Acre’s signature product. “I, uhm, well, Dash I…”
Fluttershy struggled to think of a way to turn down the sudden expression of romantic interest, but then she found herself wondering if she really wanted to. Rainbow Dash was a good friend and always had been. She’d been her protector against bullies and frightening things ever since they’d both been fillies. And, she thought as she found herself eyeing her athletic friend’s beautifully toned body, Rainbow Dash wasn’t bad looking herself. 
While all of that was rushing through Fluttershy’s head Applejack came trotting up. She took one look at Rainbow Dash and sighed. 
“Ah knew giving you all that cider was a bad idea. Come on sugarcube, it’s time to get you back home.”
So saying she grabbed Rainbow Dash’s tail in her mouth and began hauling her away. Rainbow Dash struggled, or tried to at least, but all she managed to accomplish was tripping and falling flat on her face. She complained noisily.
“Hey, I’m a grown mare and I can drink as much as I want! Let go of me!”
Applejack sighed and ignored her. More desultory resistance ensued, followed by Rainbow Dash looking back at Fluttershy and shouting, “Call me!”
And then she was gone. Fluttershy stood stock-still. What the hay had just happened?
--
Fluttershy watched as Rainbow Dash went through a series of warm-up moves in the sky above the field. A warm-up for Rainbow Dash anyway; Fluttershy was pretty sure she would have hurt herself trying to do any of those maneuvers herself. As she watched Rainbow Dash stopped and hovered about ten feet above her, still trying to get her blood pumping enough to banish the hangover from the night before. Fluttershy blushed slightly as she caught herself staring at the fascinating view of her friend’s body from this angle. Finally Rainbow Dash decided that she was warmed up enough and called out to the pink maned pegasus.
“You ready to do your part?”
“Yes ma’am!” Fluttershy said in an unusually chipper voice, even going so far as to give a mock salute. Rainbow Dash gave her an odd look, then shrugged and jetted upward to begin a series of highly acrobatic moves. Fluttershy failed to notice the look and felt herself fighting the urge to dance excitedly in place. Her best friend since she was a filly was interested in her! She gave a giddy squeal as Rainbow Dash started her routine. 
It was good performance all in all, especially given that Rainbow Dash spent the night before snoring in Applejack’s barn because she’d been too drunk to fly home. As Rainbow Dash reached the finale of the show Fluttershy tensed her legs and sprung up in the air shouting, “Yay!”
Rainbow Dash landed not far away. She grabbed a towel to wipe the sweat off her coat as Fluttershy pranced up, practically humming with joy. Rainbow Dash gave her a cocky smile.
“Looks like I’m not the only one who’s been practicing. That was some great cheering, Fluttershy!”
Fluttershy beamed. “Only the best for my best friend,” she said, giving Rainbow Dash a quick peck on the cheek. She drew back smiling, expecting Rainbow Dash to do the same, but instead the prismatic maned pony gave her a confused look. 
“Uhm, what was that?” Rainbow Dash asked.
Fluttershy found herself stammering, her newfound confidence evaporating like morning dew. “Uhm, well I just thought, you know, since we’re, uhm, I…you look great today!”
Rainbow Dash continued to stare. “Well thanks, but why the…oh.” Comprehension dawned on her face. She took a deep breath, suddenly feeling awkward. “Look Fluttershy, I’m really flattered, but you know I’m not into mares.”
Fluttershy felt the bottom fall out of her stomach. “But you said, I thought, I mean—“
Rainbow Dash sighed. “Look, how many times do I have to say it? This is my natural mane color. It’s not a statement and it doesn’t mean anything.”
Fluttershy felt herself shrinking back. Her gaze was drawn irresistibly downward. “But I—“
Rainbow Dash shook her head and tossed the towel over her back. “Honestly Fluttershy, I expected better from you of all ponies,” she said in annoyance. “Look, let’s just forget this happened and move on. No hard feelings.”
“Oh, I’m sorry.” Fluttershy whispered, eyes downcast. Rainbow Dash took off and flew away towards home and a nice shower. Fluttershy was left alone, eyes burning. 
“But…I thought you wanted to be with me?”

	
		Chapter 2



	“Fluttershy! You’re naked!”
“Uhm, yes?” Fluttershy said cautiously, wondering why that was important.
Rainbow Dash waved her right hoof excitedly. “Hello? You can’t go around like that in public! Everypony will see you!”
Fluttershy looked at her fellow pegasus in confusion. “Uhm, I always go around like this.”
Rainbow Dash facehoofed. “Fluttershy, what am I going to do with you. Let’s get out of here before somepony sees you.”
So saying Rainbow Dash swept the weakly protesting Fluttershy up off her hooves and flew towards the nearest door, which happened to lead to the kitchen. Pinkie Pie’s “We Didn’t Drink All The Cider At Applejack’s Cider Party” party was in full swing and the front part of the store was currently serving as a dance floor for their friends. Rainbow Dash shut the door behind them, muting the sound from the booming stereo system. She turned back towards Fluttershy. 
“Whew, that was close. I had no idea you were such an exhibitionist, Fluttershy.”
Rainbow Dash was, of course, three sheets to the wind.
“Rainbow Dash, you do know that we don’t normally wear clothes…right?”
Rainbow Dash sighed. “Fluttershy, everypony’s got to wear clothes. And if you don’t, you can get arrested.”
Fluttershy started to respond, but Rainbow Dash continued. “But that doesn’t mean you have to let some fashion designer in Canterlot decide what you wear. Do Rarity and Hoity Toity wear clothes with your name on them? No! So why should you wear clothes with theirs?” Rainbow Dash paused as if waiting for a response.
“Uhm, Rarity isn’t from Canterlot?” Fluttershy said meekly.
“That’s right,” Rainbow Dash said, sounding satisfied. “So table the label, and wear your own name.”
With that she stumbled forward drunkenly as her balance deserted her. Fluttershy caught her and held her steady. 
“You’re, uhm, you’re starting to scare me,” she said. Rainbow Dash turned her head to look at her friend. Their faces were inches apart. 
“Besides,” Rainbow Dash said with a wink. “I want you all to myself.”
With that she wrapped her hooves around the back of Fluttershy’s head and began to kiss her, hard. Fluttershy, now thoroughly confused, felt her mouth open in shock. Rainbow Dash was quick to stick her tongue in it. She tasted like cider, but it was good cider, so Fluttershy found herself relaxing and returning the kiss. A subjective eternity later Rainbow Dash came up for air. She grinned brashly at Fluttershy.
“You like that, don’t you?”
Fluttershy struggled for words. “I, uhm, but you said earlier, wait!” she said, that last bit as Rainbow Dash came in for another kiss. Rainbow Dash let go of Fluttershy and pulled back, looking hurt. 
“You don’t like it?” she said, suddenly sounding sad. “I’m sorry Fluttershy, I just got caught up in the moment and thought we could, well, you know.” Tears began to fall down her cheeks. “I love you.”
Fluttershy automatically reached up to wipe the tears from her friend’s face. “No, it’s not that!” she said hurriedly. “It’s just that you said you weren’t interested in mares and I thought, uhm, I thought it made you uncomfortable.”
Rainbow Dash blinked the tears away. “Fluttershy, how could I possibly not be interested in you? You’re like the sweetest, most beautiful pony I’ve ever met!”
“B-but you said this morning—“
“I was an idiot! I’m was just, urggh,” she growled, clearly frustrated. “It’s just hard for me to talk about these things! I love you Fluttershy!”
Fluttershy felt her wings buzzing of their own accord as an electric thrill shot through her. “Do you really mean it?”
“More than I’ve ever meant anything else,” Rainbow Dash promised. 
Fluttershy felt her own eyes tearing up. “Oh Rainbow, that means so much to me.” She threw up her hooves and wrapped them around her friend. She felt Rainbow Dash hiccup and pat her back comfortingly. They held the pose for a long moment. Finally Rainbow Dash pulled her head back far enough to look Fluttershy in the eye. 
“So, want to be my special somepony?” Rainbow Dash said hopefully.
“Yes!” Fluttershy shouted, as much as she ever shouted anything. Rainbow Dash smiled. The expression turned devilish a moment later. “So, want to make out?”
Fluttershy responded by tackling Rainbow Dash. The blue pegasus landed on her back. Fluttershy was on top of her a second later, showering her with kisses. She stopped suddenly and smiled down at her new marefriend.
“This is the happiest moment of my life!”
She shrieked gleefully as Rainbow Dash rolled her onto her back. And then they had the best night ever.
--
Fluttershy woke up slowly, relishing every sensation as she returned to consciousness. Rainbow Dash was a warm presence beside her, and she snuggled closer before lifting her head to stare lovingly at her friend. The other pegasus yawned, smacked her lips and opened her eyes. 
“Gah!”
Rainbow Dash jerked away from Fluttershy. The startled yellow pegasus slumped to the hard floor below as their limbs disentangled. She looked up to see Rainbow Dash glaring down at her.
“What the hay, Fluttershy?” she demanded. 
“Dashie?” Fluttershy said tentatively as she rose to her hooves. 
“Don’t call me that,” Rainbow Dash snapped. “Fluttershy, what the hay is this? We talked about this yesterday.”
“Well, it’s just, you had a lot to drink last night and—”
“And what, you thought you’d come and spoon with me? That’s really creepy Fluttershy.”
Fluttershy made a sound somewhere between a sob and a whimper. Rainbow Dash relented and laid a comforting hoof over her shoulder. She took a deep breath.
“Look, Fluttershy, I get that you have a crush on me and I’m sorry I don’t feel the same way. But you really need to get past it or it’s going to start affecting our friendship.”
Before Fluttershy could answer Rainbow Dash turned and walked towards the door to the front of the store. “Look, let’s just spend some time apart, okay? I think we both need our space right now.”
Fluttershy watched her go, raising one hoof in mute protest. As the door swung shut she began to cry. She just didn’t know what had gone wrong.

	
		Chapter 3



	Fluttershy was not having a good day.
She had spent most of it in her cottage. A good deal of that time had been dedicated to sobbing uncontrollably, as the large puddle of tears surrounding the sofa testified. Now however she had switched to curling up under a blanket whimpering and sniffling. Her animal friends were gathered in a semicircle on the edges of the puddle, keeping a cautious distance for fear that any stimulus might set the waterworks off again. They looked to their lagomorph leader for guidance. Angel screwed up his courage and waded through the puddle towards the sofa. He started to reach up to pat her comfortingly but then he had a flash of inspiration. He reared up on his hind legs and fell backwards into the puddle with an audible splash, then feigned a low moan of agony. 
The ruse had its desired effect. Fluttershy’s head instantly shot out from under the blanket, grief replaced by sudden concern. When she saw her bunny friend laying on the floor she shucked the blanket off with a quick flap of her wings and swooped down to pick him up. She held him cradled in her forelegs as she turned around and deposited him carefully on the sofa. 
“Oh, are you okay, Angel bunny?”
Angel nodded, covertly giving the other animals a thumbs up when she looked away. 
Fluttershy sat down beside Angel and stroked the back of his head with her hoof, a gesture that did more to comfort her than the bunny. The usually quarrelsome bunny looked up at her and gave her a hug. Fluttershy blushed slightly.
“Oh Angel, I just don’t know what to do. It’s like she becomes a different pony when she’s drinking, but the next day she doesn’t seem to remember a thing!”
Angel frowned, then bounded off to the closet. Fluttershy watched as he jumped up and came back down with a flask of medicinal alcohol. He looked up at her hopefully.
“Oh, I couldn’t do that. It would be wrong.”
Angel stomped his feet and pointed at the flask again. Fluttershy hesitated.
“Well, I mean, I suppose it wouldn’t hurt to relax her just a bit so we could talk. Maybe that way she would remember afterwards…”
Angel hopped back over to the couch and gestured for Fluttershy to lay down. She did, and some birds swept in to pull a blanket over her. “Okay Angel, you win. I’ll think about it in the morning. For now I’m just going to…” She fell asleep midway through the sentence.
Angel frowned thoughtfully. Clearly the quiet one needed his help if anything was going to be done.
†

Flying is an interesting experience for the habitually ground bound. Angel, despite his name, was one of that persuasion. He clung to the enormous eagle’s back as the mighty avian soared ever higher. Finally seeing his target below Angel let go, only to fall on a cushion of clouds. He opened his eyes to see Rainbow Dash’s cloud home in front of him. Good. It was as the shelled one had said. The clouds were specially treated to support non-pegasi. 
Angel hopped into the cloud home commando-style. He found the parlor empty save for a slowly hovering turtle. Tank turned to regard him lazily, blinking once to express his surprise. Angel threw himself into an elaborate series of pantomimes, explaining his purpose and postulating that Tank’s owner would benefit from what he was about to do as well. Tank frowned, picturing the probable fallout, and shook his head. Angel threw him the finger and proceeded to hop into the kitchen. He opened the refrigerator and found a large bottle full of a pale green liquid. Angel pulled the flask off of his back and grinned wickedly as he unscrewed the top on the sport’s bottle. He dodged to one side as Tank floated over and feebly attempted to stop him, then poured the clear liquid into the sport’s bottle, filling the half-full thing to the brim. That done, he twisted the bottle shut and put it back in the refrigerator. He turned to regard Tank, who was hovering there with a disapproving expression, and was about to make a rude gesture when both pets heard noises coming down the hallway from the bedroom. Angel froze, then scampered off to find a hiding place.
†

Rainbow Dash yawned as she made her way into the living area of her cloud home. She smacked her mouth hungrily and then sleep-walked over to into the kitchen and the refrigerator. A flying turtlecopter rose up to greet her. She waved absently.
“Heya Tank. What’s up?”
Tank nudged his head at the refrigerator, molasses slow. Rainbow Dash chuckled. “Alright dude, I’ll get your snack.”
Rainbow Dash proceeded to open the refrigerator and pulled out a turtle snack, which she tossed over her shoulder into Tank’s bowl across the room. That done, she pulled out a sports bottle and began to screw open the top. Tank hovered over and tried to nudge it out of her hooves. Rainbow Dash scowled.
“No Tank, your snack is over there. This is mine. It is not for turtles.” She turned and walked away, leaving the morose-looking turtle behind. She took a swig of the electrolyte rich fluid and started doing her stretches. She took another swig. “Hey, this stuff tastes better than usual.”
Rainbow Dash started towards the living room but found herself lurching forward suddenly. She giggled and took another gulp as she caught herself on the sofa, having just missed the table in front of it. She felt her wings poof up dramatically. She waved back in the general direction of Tank and the kitchen.
“Kay Tank, I’m gunna go fly now! Be good!”
With that she stumbled out the front door and took off.
Tank puttered into the living room and watched the door to the cloud home close behind his owner. He blinked once. This would not end well.
†

Fluttershy was awoken from her nap by the sound of a family of buffalo having their intestines ripped out.
That was what it sounded like anyway. Fluttershy flinched at first, but quickly worked up her nerve by reminding herself that some animal was clearly in need of her help. She opened the door and peered out cautiously. “Hello?”
“Fluttershy! Fluttershy! You have always been with me through thick and thin!
The pained screams resolved themselves into words. Rainbow Dash was standing on her front lawn, swaying on her hind legs with one foreleg held over her heart and singing. Loudly. Her volume increased as she saw her friend’s face.
“And your face is the one I want to wake up next though until the end! Fluttershy! Fluttershy!”
Fluttershy stood stock-still as Rainbow Dash continued her song, blushing as she heard the increasingly sappy and adoring lyrics. Finally the song reached its crescendo and Rainbow Dash stopped to give her a wink.
“Hey Fluttershy! I-I thought I’d drop by and tell you how much I…”
With that Rainbow Dash fell over face first, her skull making an audible thunk as it hit the ground. Fluttershy rushed over to check on her.
“Rainbow Dash! Are you okay?”
“Huh, whazzat? Fluttershy? What are you doing here? Why is my head ringing?”
Suddenly Fluttershy felt something tugging on the end of her mane. She looked down to see Angel standing there, holding what looked like a bottle of the cider Applejack had given her a few weeks before. He thumped his foot excitedly and gestured toward Rainbow Dash. Fluttershy started to protest, but stopped as she looked down at her dazed friend. She snatched the bottle, uncorked it and popped it into Rainbow Dash’s mouth.
“Here you go Rainbow. Down the hatch!”
Angel beamed.

	
		Chapter 4



	“Ain’t hesitating, I’m saving my love for you!”
Fluttershy’s soft voice radiated out from the microphone to fill the bar. Hoots and whistles sounded from throughout the room in reply, but Fluttershy had eyes for only one listener. Rainbow Dash sat near the karaoke stage. Her forelegs were propped up on the table in front of her and her head rested on her hooves as she took in her marefriend’s performance with a big smile. She gave a whistle of her own, and Fluttershy strutted forward, walking upright with the mic in her forehooves and the hem of her floral dress brushing the stage top. The tone of her voice shifted to a speaking cadence, and she addressed the crowd with a flourish. 
“This is our one month anniversary, and I’ve, uhm, I’ve composed a song to celebrate.”
Fluttershy took a deep breath and began a new, jauntier tune.
“Applejack’s always courageous, her big brother’s less outrageous.”
“Rarity’s always up on fashion, sewing dresses is her passion.”
“Pinkie bakes her marzipan, spreading sugar through the land.” 
“Twilight has her research, Ponyville library is like her church.”
“Princess Cadance has her looks, who knows what she’s like off the books.”
“But for me there’s just one mare, who would tackle any dare.”
“Dashie! Dashie! Dashie! You’re the one for me!”
“Dashie! Dashie! Dashie! Watch out for that tree!”
“Dashie! Dashie! Dashie!” You’re always – Uwee!”
“Uwee” was, of course, the sound that Fluttershy made when an amorous blue pegasus leapt up into the air, swooped down onto the stage and swept her off her hooves for a deep kiss. Seeing that her solo number was done the crowd broke into a round of raucous applause. Several patrons shouted lecherous advice to the pair, but Fluttershy ignored them and snuggled deeper into the embrace.
Rainbow Dash staggered as Fluttershy led her back down to their table, but Fluttershy was more than used to that by this point and easily caught her. She thrilled inwardly as her drunken companion leaned against her for support. The moment she plopped her marefriend back into her chair Fluttershy threw her forehooves around her for another hug, giggling wildly.
“You were right, you were right! I never, ever, ever thought I’d be able to do it, but that was so much fun!”
Rainbow Dash grinned widely. “Ya see Fluttershy,” she said, smacking Fluttershy’s cutie mark as she did, “I told you if you just loosened up a little you’d enjoy it. You’re a great singer. I-I love everything that you do with your mouth. And your tongue. Your tongue is great. Hey, remember that time last week when you—”
Fluttershy blushed furiously and shoved Rainbow Dash’s drink back into her mouth to shut her up. Rainbow Dash eagerly complied with the unspoken command and started to glug the rest of the brew down. Fluttershy signaled to a waiter for more. As she did a new tune started playing on the jukebox. Rainbow Dash perked up.
“Fluttershy!” she slurred. “They’re playing our song!”
So saying she leapt into the air, grabbed a suddenly squealing Fluttershy and flew towards the dance floor. Before she knew it Fluttershy was surrounded by flashing lights and gyrating ponies. She shrank down towards the floor. 
“Meep!”
Rainbow Dash clapped her hooves onto Fluttershy’s shoulders and pulled her back up to face her. “Come on!” she said enthusiastically, “Let’s dance!”
So saying Rainbow Dash staggered into a series of moves that resembled a particularly athletic seizure. Fluttershy hesitated for a moment but soon followed suit, losing herself in the music. She felt her eyes close as the beat sank into her and before she knew it she found she was enjoying herself. She opened her eyes again. “This is—“
Rainbow Dash was gone.
-

Rainbow Dash rocked back and forth on her hind legs, dancing in place in the trance-like state that came only from combining music, rhythmic motion and alcohol. She pumped her forehooves up in the air as she closed her eyes and felt the air rushing past her. “This is so awesome!” she shouted gleefully.
“Dash,” came the strangely laconic reply. “We need to talk.”
“Wha—?” Rainbow Dash said drunkenly. “Talk about what?” She opened her eyes and jerked back. “You’re not Fluttershy!”
“No Dash,” said the griffon who was holding her upright. “I’m not.”
Rainbow Dash’s head swam with conflicting emotions, alternately muted and enhanced by her state of inebriation. She narrowed her eyes, or tried to, though the expression came out as more of a lopsided squint. “What do you want, Gilda?”
Gilda sighed, though she kept dancing apathetically in time with the music. “Look, I came back to say I’m sorry, alright? I over-reacted to your friends and I shouldn’t have called them lame. Can we put it behind us?”
Gilda had thought she was prepared for any reaction. Acceptance, anger, confusion, disbelief. What she hadn’t expected was for Rainbow Dash to start giggling hysterically.
“That was so funny! All those pranks! The look on your face was priceless!”
Gilda started to say something hot and nasty in reply before she caught a whiff of Rainbow Dash’s breath. “Dash, are you drunk?”
“No!” Rainbow Dash declared as she swayed and came crashing forward. Gilda caught her in mid-fall and helped her get back on four hooves. “I can drink way more than that!”
“Dash, what’s going on? You know better than to—“
“There you are!”
Fluttershy’s indignant voice cut through the sound of the dance floor. Gilda looked up to see the yellow one emerge angrily from the crowd. She fought down a sneer. “Be nice,” she muttered to herself.
“Oh, hey there. Look, Dash and I just need to have a quick talk and—“
Suddenly Gilda felt herself take an involuntary step back as Fluttershy’s eyes bulged slightly. “You! Dashie has had quite enough of your behavior!” Gilda stood there stock-still and tongue-tied as Fluttershy laid a hoof on Rainbow Dash’s shoulder.
“Come on Dashie, we’re leaving. I have some cider back at home.”
Rainbow Dash laughed and smacked Fluttershy awkwardly across her cutie mark. “Damn Shy, I love it when you get all bossy like that.”
Gilda remained frozen in place as the two ponies made their exit. About half a minute later she shook her head and looked around desperately, but they were gone. She raise a paw up to her forehead and rubbed it.
“What the buck just happened?”

	
		Chapter 5



	“Stupid pony no meat menu.”
Gilda groused as she scanned the all vegetarian menu. It wasn’t like she was there for the food, but still, ugh. Still, at least the menu provided her with something to hide behind while she eyed the table across from her. Not that she needed much concealment given how fixated on one another the table’s occupants were. 
“So then Cloud Kicker said, ‘But Rainbow Dash, the regulations say that you can’t put a thundercloud near the water hole during summer!’ And I went, ‘Oh whatever Cloud Kicker, earth ponies can survive a few lightning bolts.’ And can you believe she said something about a conduct complaint? Ugh, I’m telling you Fluttershy, there is something wrong with that mare.”
Fluttershy listened to Rainbow Dash’s rant without a word, lost in her beloved’s purple eyes. Finally she realized that Rainbow Dash had paused and was expecting some sort of reply. She started and said, “Oh, wow, that’s so unreasonable. You’re totally right to be upset.”
Rainbow Dash heaved a long sigh that caused the flowers sitting on the center of the table to wilt slightly. “I know, right? I’m boss of the weather patrol and that means that what I say goes!” She tried to make a stern face but found herself getting dizzy and fell back into her seat. Fluttershy patted her shoulder. 
“There there Dashie, you don’t have to deal with her today. Let’s relax.”
She signaled with her other hoof. “Waiter? Another glass of wine.”
“May I take your order now?” said a voice directly behind Gilda.
“GAAH!” Gilda said wittily, ripping the menu in half and nearly jumping out of her chair in surprise. Gilda craned her head around and found herself beak to snout with the waiter who had given her the menu. She snarled, “Whaddya do that for?! Don’t sneak up on me like that!”
The words came out perhaps more loudly than was conducive to stealth. About half the restaurant turned to stare at her. Including the ponies she was trying to spy on.
“It’s Gilda! Hey Fluttershy, you remember Gilda?”
Gilda groaned and raised a claw in reluctant greeting. “Hey Dash. Uh, funny meeting you here? How it hanging?”
“Oh same as always! Just getting a bite with my number one filly friend, Fluttershy. Come on over here!”
“What?!” Fluttershy meeped under her breath. She tried to force a smile. “Dashie, I’m sure Gilda would rather we not interrupt her evening. She’s probably waiting for somepony. Right Gil—“
Fluttershy looked back up and Gilda was already sliding into a seat across from her and next to Rainbow Dash. She fought to keep the smile plastered on her face as Gilda propped her elbows on the table and said, “Oh not at all. I was, uh, planning to meet someone, but he turned out to be a total lame-o and didn’t show. She gave Fluttershy a predator’s smile. “And how’re you two?”
Fluttershy turned her head slightly and whispered, “Dashie, don’t you remember the last time she was invited somewhere with us?”
Rainbow Dash’s mood darkened instantly. “Yeah! What’s the big idea Gilda?”
Gilda sighed and cupped her forehead with her claws. “I already said the other night, I’m sorry, okay? Can we just put it behind us?”
Rainbow Dash stared for a few seconds longer, then hiccupped. “Let bygones be bygones!” she said, throwing her hooves out wide and sending her empty wine glass tumbling to the floor in the process. The fragile flagon shattered on the hardwood before. Fluttershy’s grin was becoming more brittle by the second. 
“Oh, well,” she said through gritted teeth. “I suppose I can’t argue with that.” Her eyes narrowed. “And what brings you back to Ponyville?”
“Oh, well, you know, didn’t want to leave things unsettled,” Gilda said in a rehearsed speech that had sounded a lot smoother in front of her hotel room mirror. She stretched casually. “So Dash, why don’t you introduce us? Buttershy and I got off on the wrong foot.”
“It’s Fluttershy,” the pink-maned pegasus pony said, glaring daggers at the gryphon. 
“Whatever,” Gilda said, waving her paw dismissively. 
“Oh right!” Rainbow Dash said, “Gilda, this is my new marefriend, Fluttershy.”
Gilda, who had stolen Fluttershy’s wine glass when she sat down and had just started glugging it down, spat the golden fluid out across the table. It landed right in Fluttershy’s face. 
“Say what Dash? Since when do you swing that way?”
Rainbow Dash grinned happily and threw a forehoof over her dripping companion’s shoulder. “Since a month ago! Ever since then everything has been one hundred percent awesome!” she said, practically singing the last word. Fluttershy brushed her suddenly wet mane out of her face and nuzzled her softly.
“That’s right,” she said, giving Gilda a look. “Dashie told me how she felt about me one night and we’ve been together ever since.”
“But, I, you, how, what?”
“I know, right?” Rainbow Dash said, oblivious to the tension. “Isn’t it great?”
“But…you aren’t into mares.”
Fluttershy stiffened suddenly. “Dashie has had some revelations about herself lately. And she’s very happy with her new perspective on life.”
“Dash, I’ve known you since we were fillies,” Gilda said, ignoring Fluttershy. “Where the hell did this come from?”
Rainbow Dash blinked slowly. “Uhm, ever since that party Pinkie Pie threw. Lessee, that was, uhm.”
“A month ago?” Fluttershy supplied.
“Yeah, a month ago.”
Gilda stared for a minute longer, then shrugged. “Well I guess if it makes you happy. Just surprised is all. You always got angry when other ponies said you were into mares, and the only time I ever remember you coming remotely close to lezzing out was that time we snuck behind the bleachers at flight camp and drank that—wait. Dash, are you drunk?”
“No way!” Rainbow Dash said exuberantly, throwing her forehooves out wide again. She fell back into her chair and started giggling manically. 
Gilda face-clawed again. “Dash, it’s not even noon yet, why are you drunk? This isn’t like you. I practically had to twist your wing just to get you to try knocking a few back that one time.”
Fluttershy rose suddenly. “Oh look at the time. We’ve got to go. Dashie, remember we have the thing at the place?”
Rainbow Dash looked back at her blearily. “But Gilda’s—“
Fluttershy was already pulling Rainbow Dash out of her chair. “The thing,” she said evenly, emphasizing the word. “At the place.”
Gilda started to rise herself. “Hey wait a second, what’s going on here, something’s not right about—“
Suddenly Gilda found her beak clanging shut as Fluttershy’s eyelids opened wide. She felt her body go rigid with sudden, stark terror and suddenly everything went blank. 
When she regained her senses Gilda was sitting alone at the table. Rainbow Dash and the yellow pegasus were gone. She shook her head in confusion.
“What, how, ARRRGGGGGGHHH!”
Gilda let out a leonine roar of frustration. When she was done she ignored the waiters and patrons staring at her and narrowed her eyes to slits. Whatever the buck was going on, she was going to find out.

	
		Chapter 6



	“She said it was because I keep showing up for work drunk! Seriously!”
Rainbow Dash gesticulated wildly as she told the story. She nearly fell over as a result but managed to regain her balance. Fluttershy cringed slightly. 
“Oh, that’s just awful, Dashie. I can’t believe Mayor Mare would do that.”
“I know, right?! Where is she going to find somepony who can head the weather patrol as well as me?! Not in Ponyville, that’s for sure!”
Fluttershy flattened her ears against the side of her head. Rainbow Dash noticed her reaction and seemed to sober slightly. 
“…Fluttershy, be honest with me: do I have a drinking problem?”
“Oh, no…of course not,” Fluttershy replied. “You’re a very responsible pony.”
Rainbow Dash nodded. “That’s what I thought.”
Fluttershy felt her stomach tie itself in knots from guilt and shame. She wracked her brain for some way to fix the situation. Fortunately for her, Rainbow Dash had an idea. 
"Oh well, more time for bucking!" she said cheerfully. She lunged forward awkwardly to plant a kiss on Fluttershy's lips. Fluttershy meeped and tried to pull back, but Rainbow Dash wrapped a foreleg around the back of her neck and drew her in for another smooch.
"Come on Shy, let's do it right here!"
Fluttershy struggled as the familiar stench of Rainbow Dash's alcohol-infused breath hit her. "But Dashie," she stammered, "I need to—mpff!"
Whatever Fluttershy had been about to say was cut off as Rainbow Dash stuck her tongue into Fluttershy's mouth. Rainbow Dash leaned into the kiss, and the part of Fluttershy's mind that wasn't currently overwhelmed by shame started making a very good case for why she should let Rainbow Dash throw her down and take her right there on the living room floor. She felt her eyes roll back slightly as she began to swoon. Rainbow Dash continued to press in. She rose up on her hind legs, drawing Fluttershy along with her. Fluttershy felt her athletic friend's compact chest hard and firm against her own. Rainbow Dash began to hook one of her hind legs around Fluttershy's, and the beautiful pegasus knew that her friend's next move would be to sweep her onto her back and commence bucking her senseless.
That was when the knock at the door came. Fluttershy squeaked and jumped straight up, breaking the clinch. Rainbow Dash staggered and fell back onto her rump. Fluttershy blushed as she hovered in the air above. Her wings flapped faster than usual.
“OhIhadbettergetthatitcouldbeimportant!” she said in a rush.
She opened the door to see Rarity and Applejack standing there waiting. “Sugarcube,” Applejack said. “Is Rainbow Dash here?”
Fluttershy stared at them with wide eyes, trying to come up with a response. Before she could Rainbow Dash’s voice came from inside. 
“Hey AJ! How’s it hanging?”
Fluttershy froze. Caught. Applejack brushed past her once she caught sight of their friend laying on her back with all four legs up in the air. 
“You alright RD?”
“I’m great! You caught right about to start banging my marefriend. Wanna watch?”
Applejack’s jaw dropped. Rainbow Dash smiled obliviously and gave a slight belch. Rarity raised an eyebrow. 
“Your...marefriend,” the elegant unicorn said. 
“That’s right!” Rainbow Dash said happily as she flopped around trying to regain her hooves. 
“You and Fluttershy,” Applejack said slowly.
“Yup!” Rainbow Dash said as she slipped and planted her face on the floor.
“But darling, you love the cock!” Rarity protested.
“Yeah RD, y’all have said how you want my brother to rut you more times than anypony ever wanted to hear,” Applejack said crossly. “Specially me.”
Rainbow Dash Finally remembered that she had wings and began flapping them. That lifted her up into the air; no amount of alcohol could take away her flying ability. She touched down on her hooves and regarded her friends blearily.
"I've decided that no stallion's cock feels as good as Fluttershy's flank," Rainbow Dash said happily. She walked unsteadily over to the door and gave the furiously blushing Fluttershy a cheek nuzzle. Rarity and Applejack exchanged looks.
"Well that's, uh...Ah'm happy for you," Applejack said awkwardly. "You too, Fluttershy."
"Meep!" Fluttershy said as Rainbow Dash traced a line of kisses down her neck and back. She went rigid and began hoping she would actually die of embarrassment as Rainbow Dash started on her wings. It seemed like the best possible way out of her predicament.
"Yes," Rarity said slowly. She was clearly trying to pick her words carefully. "Well, I apologize if we came at a bad time. We heard Rainbow Dash suffered a loss of employment and wanted to see if she was alright."
"Yep, it's true!" Rainbow Dash said. "Got canned. Good riddance I say."
"But Rainbow Dash, darling, you worked so hard to get the position!" Rarity protested.
"And the town needs ya!" Applejack agreed. "Ain't nopony who can do the job better!"
"Eh, I've got some bits saved up," Rainbow Dash said negligently as she mounted Fluttershy from behind to better reach a particularly sensitive spot on Fluttershy's rigid wings with her mouth. She wrapped her forehooves around Fluttershy's body for support as the other mare shuddered like a melting stick of the butter her coat resembled. "I'm sure they'll come crawling along to beg me to come back," she added through a mouthful of downy feathers.
Fluttershy was not the only one blushing at this point. Rarity cleared her throat.
"Rainbow Dash, don't you think you may be taking you displays of affection a bit far given that guests are present?"
"Nah," Rainbow Dash said casually as she began dry-humping Fluttershy. "I'd rut Fluttershy right in front of town hall with everypony in Ponyville watching if she'd let me."
"I...see," Rarity said. "And Fluttershy darling, are you okay with this?"
Fluttershy's eyes were lidded most of the way shut with pleasure. Rainbow Dash was apparently doing an excellent job of distracting her from her embarrassment earlier. She managed to squeak and nod her head in an affirmative, but focusing enough to do so clearly took an effort of will. Rarity and Applejack exchanged another look. Rarity twitched her head to signal that it was her companion's turn to speak. Applejack cleared her throat.
"Whelp, glad that's cleared up. Anyhoo, we was just a mite concerned about ya, RD. That little scamp Scootaloo done told me about the weather patrol thang. Said you'd been acting funny lately, and not training as much. You know how much that filly looks up ta you, so we reckoned we oughta pay you a visit. Because that's what friends do. They visit." She grinned nervously once the flood of babble trickled to a halt.
Rarity rolled her eyes. "What Applejack is trying to say is that we wanted to check to make sure nothing was amiss with you, and to offer to help in any way we can if there is."
"Nope!" Rainbow Dash said cheerfully. "Past month has been some of the best days of my life! Don't know why I didn't try it sooner." 
With that Rainbow Dash seemed to decide she had given Fluttershy's wings enough attention. She slid backwards and began working her muzzle across Fluttershy's supermodel quality flank. As she did she mumbled, "Hey, speaking of coming at a bad time, watch this!"
Applejack and Rarity stared in stunned fascination as Rainbow Dash made her way towards Fluttershy's genitalia. The smell of arousal wafting from between Fluttershy’s haunches was what finally shocked them to back their senses. Rarity was the first to recover. 
"Applejack," she said crisply as she turned and walked back out the door. "I think we should be going."
Applejack gulped, thoroughly uncomfortable. "Ah reckon so," she said, dropping her Stetson hat down over her eyes as she hustled out after Rarity. Rarity shut the door as quickly as was possible without slamming it in a completely unladylike fashion the moment her friend joined her outside. Behind them they heard a high-pitched squeal, followed by laughter and the sound of Fluttershy shouting "Dashie!" repeatedly.  The two looked at one another in disbelief, red-faced.
"Well that was just, uh..."
"Surreal," Rarity finished.
Applejack nodded. "Surreal," she agreed. "Very surreal."
They stood stock still for awhile, wondering what the buck they were supposed to do after a conversation like that. They flinched as the silence was broken by a quiet but disturbingly intense "Yay!" from within. Fortunately for them no red-blooded pony could see a mare as beautiful as Fluttershy in a situation like that without being aroused as well, so they both reached the same conclusion at approximately the same time.
"Mah place or yours?" Applejack asked.
"Sweetie Belle is staying over at the moment," Rarity replied immediately. "And besides, we haven't given your barn a proper workout in some time."
With that Rarity sashayed off, deliberately brushing her immaculately coiffed tail across the bottom of Applejack's muzzle as she did. Applejack watched Rarity's dangerously swaying flank for a moment before adjusting her hat and grinning.
"Yes ma'am!" she said as she trotted off after her friend.
†

"Uhm, hello?" Fluttershy said timidly as the chimes above the front door to Carousel Boutique stopped jingling.
"Fluttershy darling, so glad you could make it on such short notice," Rarity said. She stood with her shapely backside facing Fluttershy. Her horn glowed merrily as fabric levitated to and fro before her.
"Oh, of course," Fluttershy said cautiously. She wasn't sure what to expect but she doubted it would be good. "Is something wrong?"
"Oh not at all," Rarity assured her. The storm of raw clothing materials began to abate as each piece darted to its proper place and tucked itself away. Rarity finally turned to regard her friend with a reassuring smile.
"I'm terribly sorry, but I had a burst of inspiration yesterday and I've been up all night. I don't think I've come down from the rush enough to sleep yet, so I was wondering if you'd like to have our spa session a bit early this week?"
"Oh!" Fluttershy said, clearly relieved. "Yes, that would be...nice."
"Wouldn't it though?" Rarity beamed. "Just let me  finish up a few things before we depart."
Rarity returned her attention to clean up, carefully sorting each tool and scrap of fabric and returning them to their proper place. She hummed as she worked, and Fluttershy felt the tension ease out of her. Just as the work space was restored to uncluttered perfection Rarity casually said, "So, about yesterday."
"Eep!" Fluttershy said as her body went rigid. Rarity turned to face her directly. She sighed.
"Now Fluttershy, darling, you know how much I simply despise gossip," she began. Any other mare in their circle of friends would have burst out laughing at that singularity of hypocrisy, but Fluttershy would have been too meek to point it out even at the best of times. Rarity pressed on without a hint of shame or self-awareness.
"But it is clear that something is going you weren't telling us, and I'm concerned about Rainbow Dash's well-being. And yours as well, of course!"
"It's nothing you need worry about," Fluttershy said hesitantly. "Dashie and I have just been really, really enjoying spending time together and, well—"
She stopped as she realized Rarity was eyeing her knowingly. She sighed and stopped mid-sentence. 
"That's never going to work, is it?"
"I'm afraid not darling," Rarity said with a mixture of amusement, sympathy and satisfaction. "Come with me. I'll set some tea boiling and you can tell me all about it."
Soon Fluttershy found herself sitting in Rarity's kitchen holding a porcelain cup full of steaming liquid in her hooves as she told the story in quick bursts of sentences punctuated by awkward silences filled with furious blushing. Rarity listened patiently and without comment beyond the occasional polite cough or raised eyebrow. When she finished Fluttershy sat staring ready resolutely into her tea cup before daring to look up.
Rarity was shocked. Fluttershy cringed. Finally she spoke.
"Well darling, that's quite the story. And you saying you've kept her inebriated this entire time?"
Fluttershy nodded. "It's not like I'm forcing her," she said defensively. "Well," she hedged a moment later, "I suppose there was that one time I overslept and she had a hangover and she was still tied to the bed from the night before and she seemed surprised and struggled a bit. But she only choked on the bottle for a little while before she was back to chugging it down."
"I...see," Rarity said slowly. "Well, at least there's that." She paused. "Tied to the bed, you say?"
"She seemed to like it at the time!" Fluttershy insisted. "And we worked our way up to the collar and the whip!"
Rarity's gaped in a most unladylike manner. Another long silence followed before she replied.
"I see. I must confess Fluttershy, I would never have pegged you as the type."
Fluttershy flushed at the word ‘pegged.’ Rarity decided to ignore it for the sake of her own ability to sleep for the next few days. A thought occurred to her and she grabbed at it like a drowning mare at a life preserver.
"Where did you get so much alcohol anyway?"
"Oh, my father left it to me in his will," Fluttershy said with a casual wave of her hoof. "It's what was left of his collection."
"You've never told me about him," Rarity commented.
"Oh, he was a debt collector."
"Oh, like an accountant?" Rarity asked, glad to have found a new topic.
"No," Fluttershy said as she looked off to the side. "He was, uhm, more of hooves on the street sort of debt collector."
"Oh, you mean like a detective or bounty hunter?" Rarity pressed.
"No, he was employed by the more informal loan companies."
"I'm afraid I don't quite understand darling. Was he a—"
"He was a wing breaker!" Fluttershy exclaimed suddenly.
"Oh," Rarity said uncomfortably. The silence that followed was awkward even by the standards of the past day. Finally she took a deep breath and spoke.
"I'm sorry Fluttershy, but I simply must tell the others. What you're doing is clearly unhealthy for both of you and as your friend I—"
"I'll let you use her as a model!" Fluttershy blurted.
Rarity paused. Fluttershy looked at her expectantly. Rarity shook her head
"Fluttershy, I'm shocked!" I could bring never accept a bribe in exchange for turning a blind eye to something like this!"
She pursed her lips for a moment, considering.
"...Unless you also promised to let me style her mane, of course."
Fluttershy stared. She hadn't actually expected that to work. Then she bobbed her head. Rarity extended a hoof. Fluttershy bumped it with her own.
"You know," Rarity confided, "truth be told I find her far more pleasant to be around this way than she was before."
"Me too," Fluttershy agreed happily. The two friends shared a heartfelt laugh. Rarity finished her drink and rose from her chair.
"Well now that we've settled the matter we should be off. We don't want to keep Aloe and Vera waiting!"
Fluttershy took one last sip of her tea before standing to follow. Suddenly it looked like everything was going to work out just fine.
†

From her spynest on the second floor Gilda lifted her ear from hole in the closet floor and scowled as deeply as her beak would allow.
"Little pink-haired rat," she muttered darkly. "Knew something was up."
A deep growl from behind made Gilda jerk her head up hard into the lowest shelf. "Oww!" she shouted as an avalanche of scissors, sewing machines, steaming irons, various heavy wooden objects and other assorted implements of pain fell on her head. Several rolls of fabric followed, all draping themselves over her head except for the especially thick one that  her square on the conked. Gilda sputtered and flailed at her untailored prison before managing to claw her way free.
She flopped out of the closet flat on her beak.  An extremely angry looking cat with white fur hissed into her face from inches away. Gilda glared at the little beast.
"Whaddya want, furball?"
The cat yowled a battle cry and leapt at Gilda, claws extended. Gilda's screams were audible in the streets outside but they clearly weren't coming from Rarity, so nopony cared.

	
		Chapter 7



	Things had improved greatly for Fluttershy since bringing Rarity in on the arrangement. Having a friend who knew her secret to help plan dates and avoid awkward questions made life much easier, and Fluttershy had to admit that Rarity knew how to make her marefriend look like a goddess. It had been embarrassing to have an audience the first time Rainbow Dash had decided to have sex with her right in the middle of the boutique but Rarity had been very understanding and Fluttershy trusted her unicorn friend implicitly. Especially when she insisted Fluttershy had imagined all those camera clicks.
"Oh Fluttershy, darling," Rarity said as Fluttershy joined her in the waiting room to the Ponyville spa. "I just received the most wonderful news."
"Oh, how lovely," Fluttershy said happily. "What was it? If you don't mind me asking," she amended quickly.
"Well I've been sending out pictures of my latest line of pegasus outfits to various interested parties as feelers and I finally got a bite! The Saddle Arabian in Las Pegasus wants to display them at a private showing! Representatives will be coming from all corners of Equestria and even further! This could be my chance to become an international sensation!"
Rarity beamed. Fluttershy put on a happy expression but inside something nagged at her. Pegasus...
"You weren't...I'm sorry, you weren't going to ask me to model again, were you Rarity? Because I don't think..."
"Oh heavens no darling," Rarity said immediately. "I would never dream of putting you through that again."
Fluttershy began to relax. "Oh good. Well then congrat-"
"I want Rainbow Dash to do it," Rarity continued without missing a beat. Fluttershy went rigid.
"It would only be for a short time!" Rarity insisted before Fluttershy could regain the faculty of speech. "But she's simply perfect for this line, and what's more she's hugely popular in Saddle Arabia. Their delegate is a huge fan."
"A fan?" Fluttershy whispered, wishing she was somewhere else.
Rarity nodded. "It appears that stories have spread about the battle in Canterlot and now we have admirers." Her face scrunched up as if she had tasted something sour. "And for some reason Rainbow Dash is their favorite."
"Dashie is a very nice pony," Fluttershy agreed happily.
"Apparently racing is a very esteemed sport in their culture," Rarity said. "Thus the ensemble I have planned."
Fluttershy pawed at the floor. "I don't know..." she said reluctantly.
Rarity went in for the kill. "They'll have a huge open bar. The Saddle Arabian moguls never miss a chance to indulge outside of their homeland."
Fluttershy perked up slightly. "Well, I suppose Dashie would like that," she admitted.
"And it's not as if she doesn't have the free time," Rarity wheedled. "She might even land a paying contract!"
"Dashie does love the spotlight," Fluttershy admitted.
"So you'll do it?" Rarity asked with a beseeching look that Fluttershy noted was a carbon copy of Sweetie Belle's. Her resistance crumbled.
"Alright," she said. "I'll talk to her about it."
Rarity's face lit up with joy. "Oh I just knew I could count on you, Fluttershy! I've already made the arrangements and you won't have to worry about a thing. We'll have a private cabin on the zepplin and enough alcohol to keep her buzzed for the entire trip."
Fluttershy felt her fears ebb away. Maybe this wouldn't be so bad after all.
†

"You sneaky little pink-maned hippy ewe rat pot pusher!" Gilda roared at Fluttershy as the hundreds of ponies crowded into the room stared at them both. Their eyes seemed to bore into Fluttershy like so many grotesquely protruding penises. Erect penises, with eyes on the ends of them. Scary eyes, all of which were looking at her.
Fluttershy cowered and tried to hide behind her mane. Most everypony present thought it was adorable and at least three fashion photographers started to get ideas. Rarity stepped forward to shield her friend.
"Madam, I do not know what grievance you feel you have here, but this is not the time or the place!" she said with flawless faux upper class disdain. "I must ask you to depart."
"Why you skank ass-"
Gilda tensed her hind legs and pounced, wild with fury and determined to inflict bodily harm. Unseen force caught her in mid leap and held her there. She glared at Rarity, whose horn was not was not sparkling. Which meant...
A pegasus pony in an expensive dress stepped out of the crowd. She was flanked by a pair of hard-looking unicorns in very well-tailored suits whose horns were glowing. None of them were smiling.
"Lemme go you stupid dweebs! When I get my claws on you I'm going to-"
Gilda's talons raked at thin air as she ranted. Midway through a threat to do something especially nasty the barely visible telekinetic energy holding her suspended inverted and then slammed her down hard into the marble floor of the ballroom. Gilda wasn't sure if the cracking sound came from her head or the floor. Either way she was jerked back up before she could recover enough to check. Gilda decided to just hover and flail quietly for a minute instead. 
The pegasus in the dress gave the griffin a dirty look and then turned her gaze to Fluttershy, who appeared to be attempting to actually cringe her way through the floor in order to escape the situation. The other pegasus sighed and tapped an elegantly shod hoof twice. The two unicorns snapped to attention.
"Take the gatecrasher to the security room and detain her while I work out how best to notify the police and respect all of her rights."
The two nodded and turned. Gilda also turned and began levitating in front of them as they made their way out of the room. The crowd parted seamlessly for them. The pegasus mare didn't watch them go. Without sparing Gilda another glance she walked over to Fluttershy and laid a gentle hoof on her shoulder. Fluttershy looked up timidly. The other pegasus smiled comfortingly. She helped Fluttershy up and then turned to address the crowd.
"She wasn't wearing a dress."
The deadpan non sequitur drew the intended barks of laughter from the crowd and soon the tension drained from the room. The pegasus mare waited and spoke again just as the noise level ebbed.
"We'll take a thirty minute break until the next performance. Refreshments will be available on the main floor."
The room began to empty. The pegasus mare turned back to Rarity and Fluttershy. This time her expression was not reassuring.
"Mind telling me what that was about?" Peacock Prism, organizer of the fashion expo, asked coldly. Fluttershy started to freeze up again but Rarity stepped in all smiles and conciliation.
"I'm afraid that griffin is a former friend of our model and that she holds something of a grudge against Fluttershy here," Rarity said. She lowered her voice. "I believe she wanted to be more than friends and didn't take rejection well."
Peacock Prism's look softened. "Not the first mare we've had on the runway with a stalker problem. I'll make sure it's taken care of. She won't be bothering you again."
Rarity sighed with evident relief.
"Thank you madam. Would it be possible for us to check on Rainbow Dash? I believe she's still backstage."
Peacock Prism waved a hoof dismissively. "Feel free. Just make sure she's ready for the show and the interviews afterward."
"Certainly dear. We'll just...what was that about interviews?"
"Journalists from the city papers have her booked and we promised the Saddle Arabian delegation a private meeting with her. It was all in the packet."
Peacock Prism arched an eyebrow. "You did read the packet before signing the release forms, right?"
Now it was Rarity's turn to freeze. "Yes," she said with a forced grin. "Of course we did."
"Glad to hear it. Anyway, take care of business."
Peacock Prism waved at one of the guards in the back of the room to let the two through before turning and leaving, clearly having dismissed the matter from her thoughts. Rarity and Fluttershy looked at each other and spoke at approximately the same time.
"Oh dear."
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