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		Description

After finding out Pinkie's secret, she agrees to help give everypony in Ponyville a present from Santa, so they could all smile.
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It wasn’t because she wanted to see Santa- she wasn’t even sure she believed in Santa Claus-but Twilight was excited to spend a delighting Christmas with her friends. Her need for time to move faster was willing to work against her, the clock’s hands laxly made rounds about its face. The rest of the world was fighting Twilight and her desires, and they were winning.
She stared intently at the clock as each second seemed to take hours to pass; 11:30 pm. Realizing her futile efforts, the alicorn groaned and got out of her bed. She adjusted her wings to slide more comfortably against her side, and she dragged her way out of her room. Having a new castle with many rooms allowed Twilight to be less subtle about her exits in fear of waking a defenseless, sleeping dragon. Her magic encased the double-door entry and opened it, squeaks pervaded the hallway, unheard to the rest of its residents.
A candle wasn’t needed, for the moonlight that shedded through the panes, scattered across the dark blue walls, was enough to light Twilight’s way. Since the beginning of this season, the organized mare had to deter from her typical walking path. Her usual routine was disrupted by the apparent tree standing tall in the center of the circling thrones. Decorations were sprinkled over their Christmas tree: candy canes, ornaments, and streamers of many colors.
Christmas Twilight imagined. This was the first time she will spend it with her friends rather than her family. The alicorn was confused why her mother denied Twilight the permission of going to visit them, or her family coming to visit her. Did she do something wrong? Did she anger her family in some way.
Twilight took long paces around the overly-decorated tree; no presents occupied the cold space beneath the tree. She came up with many reasons as to why her parents didn’t want their daughter over for Christmas this year. It just didn’t make sense. Last year, she was able to visit them, and the year before that. What changed?
It was too late for this mare to be thinking so hard, but the clatter of clashing metal denied her this peace of mind. Startled by the spontaneous eruption of noise from the hall she came from, the alicorn was forced to wonder what was going on. Twilight was never fond of things not going her way. All this princess wanted was to go back to bed, and she can’t do that now because she needed to find out who is making such a ruckus in the middle of the night.
The Princess of Magic slowly stepped through the blackened hallway, daring not to echo her intentions. There was nothing to follow the noises that were made when she was in the throne room, but Twilight quickly noticed the light shining from under the door next to her room: Pinkie Pie’s room. The mare was less frightened now knowing the room it came from, but Twilight did grow irritated by Pinkie’s obnoxious commotion she made earlier. It was almost twelve at night-also Twilight is aware that Pinkie can get overly enthusiastic about holidays like Hearth’s Warming Day-but does she have to wake everypony else up with her impatient squabbles?
“Pinkie!” Twilight whispered loudly, throwing the door open with her magic. “What in the land of Eques-”
Pinkie, with the top half of her body still on the bed, was trying to slip on her last candycane stocking. The pink pony stared at the intruder, and Twilight only stared back. Late on the reaction, Pinkie jumped to her hooves and slipped on her santa hat; she then fell behind her bed with a loud thud.
Twilight winced in pain despite not feeling it herself. She moved forward to check if her party friend wasn’t injured. She peered over the side of the bed expecting to find a laughing mare, but she was pulled over to Pinkie’s side and muzzled with a hoof. Twilight wanted to yelp in shock, but Pinkie was quick to silence her with a pleading hiss.
“Is anypony else awake?” Pinkie interrogated, her face inches from the princess’s. Twilight shrugged her shoulders to replace her inability to speak. “Okay, good. Nopony’s supposed to know.”
Twilight spat the hoof out of her mouth, “Know what?”
“My secret!” Pinkie answered and scrunched her nose against Twilight’s.
Pinkie jumped away and gave her snoopy friend room to breathe. The santa-dressed mare closed the door quietly and turned back towards Twilight, who busied herself with getting off the floor. She ran in a pink blur to the standing mare and slid to her hind knees; Pinkie’s forehooves occupied Twilight’s face and pulled her close enough to make the daunted alicorn uncomfortable.
“Twily,” Pinkie began with her pet name, “you have to promise you’ll keep this a secret. If everypony figures out what I do, Equestria could seize to exist forever! Promise me you won’t tell anypony!”
“Okay, Pinkie, okay,” she pushed the mare away and enacted the Pinkie Promise. “Now can you tell me what you’re up to?”
As satisfied as the earth pony was, she presented to Twilight her stash of presents numbering to as many as fifty. Each present was wrapped the same way but with a different casing. Looking closely, the gifts all had a tag attached to their sparkling red ribbons repeating the same thing:
To: My Favorite Pony
From: Santa
“P-Pinkie,” the princess stuttered. She didn’t have words in her mind that she could express through her mouth; she needed a little more time to figure out what to say. “You go out and give everypony a Christmas gift? As Santa?”
“Uh-huh!”
“Pinkie!” Twilight emphasized. “This is amazing! But why? How? Where did you get the money to afford this!?”
Pinkie pulled her questioning sidekick closer, wrapping her hoove around her neck. She walked forward and guided Twilight along to the window. Looking over the frosted village, no lights could be picked out of the darkness. All its citizens rested in their homes, warmed by the blankets that comforted their minds; even the children of the night wouldn’t be found at this time.
“Oh, Twilight,” Pinkie sighed. “Isn’t it better to know that somepony was willing enough to give you a present than to know how many bits they spent to get that present?”
Twilight went to answer her question but held her tongue. The alicorn didn’t have anything to fight back with; Pinkie gave her a logical standing point. Her mouth fell ajar from the astonishing defense the jokester had put together, and she couldn’t close it.
That made sense. Twilight thought.
Lost in thought, purple mare wasn’t quick to notice Pinkie Pie trying to snap her out of her dreamy gaze.
“Twily, I know you love to think and space out, but if you want to help me, you have to help.”
She gestured to a sled already prepared with all of its presents stored in the back.
“So, what exactly are we doing?” Twilight asked.
“Duh, we are going to go to every house in Ponyville, and we’re going to put these presents under everypony’s trees without waking them. We have to get it done before 12:01, or we will be late.”
Pinkie emphasized that last word to ring the bells in Twilight’s head. There is nothing that bothered Twilight more than being late. The studious pony’s eyes widened by the thought of not making a deadline, but then they narrowed.
“Okay,” Twilight concluded, “let’s do this.”

“So, Celestia made you this sled of magic, so you can fly around and give everypony gifts for Hearth’s Warming Day?” Twilight clarified as she looked over Ponyville from their vantage point.
“Yup,” the santa mare replied gleefully. “I wanted to make sure everypony got at least one super duper, awesome present they want. If not everypony is smiling on a day like Hearth’s Warming Day, then I wouldn’t be able to smile and bare my element true.”
Twilight couldn’t help but smile warmly at Pinkie’s belief. The dedication this party pony had could never bore Twilight. She always had this jubilant air around her that brought joy to Twilight, and the princess liked it. 
Twilight and Pinkie sat flank-to-flank on this one-pony sled as they flew to every house dropping presents down every chimney. Twilight was directing which house they were stopping at in a fashionable order in order to hit every house in the fifteen minutes they have left. Pinkie, knowing which pony gets what present, was bungee jumping down every chimney, present in hoof, and taking some cookies along the way. As they travel, they would share the cookies and milk while laughing together at jokes made in their delightful conversation.
Hitting every house within seconds of eachother, Twilight and Pinkie were able to finish their job with five minutes to spare. They made their way back with only a plate of cookies and a pitcher of milk left on the sled; all the presents were gone and the job officially completed. Other times, Twilight would have regretted staying up so late, but tonight, a night spent with Pinkie Pie giving out gifts to everypony and sharing many words, she was glad she didn’t go to bed.
Packing away the sled and stowing away her costume, Pinkie looked back on her room with a satisfying gaze. Now free of gift wrapping and boxes, her room still bared the many feats it once held in Sugar Cube Corner. Her party covered blanket topped with candycane-sheeted pillows spiced her bed with many things sweet and nice. The walls were a dark shade of blue, closer to the color of her eyes.
The cotton candy mare was lost in thought of the night; she couldn’t think of anything besides their time together. She only wished it could last forever, just the same with the dreams in her head, but company waited for her presence. Pinkie shook her head of remaining thoughts and took off the throne room to accompany the mare of her dreams.

Twilight patiently waited for Pinkie’s arrive to carry on their conversation and the last bit of cookies left to feast on. On her throne, she glanced up to the star upon their tree. It was pretty. It was only made of glass, but the love their friends put in to get it, mixed with Luna’s moon shining through the panes of the castle, it was more beautiful than any star that occupied the sky.
Twilight’s ears twitched to doors sliding in place behind her. She turned her head to be greeted by Pinkie’s azure eyes staring into her own. Twilight didn’t break their gaze; she couldn’t. When she looked deeply, the star’s reflection danced and settled the alicorn’s mind. It warmed her heart; she didn’t know why, but she liked it.
Pinkie wasn’t sure what her friend was thinking about, but she smiled and waved a cup of hot milk between them. Her chair was too far from Twilight’s, so she made herself comfortable on Spike’s. She placed the plate of cookies between the two of them and leaned close to Twilight from her position.
“We should switch chairs,” Pinkie joked.
Twilight laughed and asked, “Why is that?”
“Well, duh! You are taller than me, and it would only make sense if you were in the shorter chair.”
“Pinkie, I’m not that much taller than you,” she pointed out, raised her hoof above her head and imitated measuring their height difference.
“Okay, fine. Good job by the way, and thanks for the help.”
“I’m still surprised you’ve been doing this for several years now.” Twilight took a sip from her cup and bit off a piece of her cookie. “I should be thanking you, anyways. It was you who gave me a good time.”
“Well, it makes me happy to know that you were happy!” Pinkie exclaimed, but shrank soon after. “I sure do hope you like the present I got you though.”
“Why? What did you get me?” Twilight questioned.
“I can’t tell you, silly. It’s supposed to be a surprise, but I wasn’t going to get you a book. Obviously, that would have been easy, but I wanted to get you something special.”
Twilight cocked her head to the earth pony’s explanation. She scooted closer to Pinkie.
“Um, I don’t really know what to say to that, Pinkie, but… I’m sure I will be happy with any gift you give me.”
The princess smiled at the sight of her party pony’s smile; it was a genuine smile.
“We should be heading off to bed,” Twilight concluded as she got up and stretched her stiff muscles.
Pinkie followed suite seconds after watching her walk around her throne. They slowly trotted their ways back to their rooms while enjoying the peaceful silence. Upon passing the first room, Twilight broke off and passed a voiceless ‘good night’ to Pinkie, which was returned with either a flirting or friendly wink, but the eye-drooping alicorn wasn’t up to figuring it out.
Opening and closing the door, Twilight dragged her way to her attractive bed. She landed with a thump similar to that of a heart beat, and she drifted away. To be under her covers, avoiding the wind-biting weather, didn’t matter to Twilight; the feelings in her heart was enough to comfortably warm her for the many winters to come.
What is this feeling? Twilight dreamt. Is this love?

The Elements of Harmony gathered in the center of the castle, where their presents rested and the sun shined brightest. Reassuring everypony was around, Twilight made a double count, and she realized that somepony was missing.
“Where’s Pinkie?” Twilight asked the other girls, and Rainbow was quick to resolve her conflict.
“She said to open presents without her,” the cyan pegasus waved her hoof with a piece of wrapping from the present she already started breaking open. Twilight wasn’t sure it was the right action to take, worrying if their friend was alright, but Rainbow wasn’t finished. “She was wrapping a present when I peeked inside.”
Guessing it was alright as long as she wasn’t sad, Twilight encouraged the rest of the girls to open their presents. All the girls were satisfied with what their friends got them. Rainbow Dash was ready to read the next book to her Daring Do series and make her way to Cloudsdale to watch the Wonderbolts perform for New Years. Fluttershy and Rarity both talked about the time they would spend together making dresses with the many fabrics and fragrance they’ve collected. Applejack was overjoyed that Rainbow and Fluttershy put their money together to get their country pony a new plow and seeds for her farm. Twilight, also, expressed pleasant feelings for the many books her friends added to her library, but she didn’t find the present Pinkie said she got Twilight. Twilight made a circle around the tree, making sure she didn’t miss it by accident, but it was nowhere in sight; she only got books.
Twilight nearly cried, but she recollected the news she got from her loyal friend: she was wrapping another present. She left the group circle without attracting the attention of her friends. She trotted up to Pinkie’s room, closed shut and dead silent on the inside.
“Pinkie?” Twilight called out knocking softly on the door. “Are you in there?”
No response was returned, so Twilight decided to let herself in. There was nothing different about the party mare’s room, except for the lack of presents and a sled; on the other hand, there was a single gift, decorated with stars and a pink ribbon bow, standing tall in middle of the room. She walked around the box, inspecting every aspect of it. The stars on the purple wrapping were shaped the same as Twilight’s cutie mark. Like the many presents she passed out yesterday, a tag was attached to the laced ribbon:
To: Twilight Sparkle
From: Santa
Using her magic, she removed the top of the box; she wish the present wasn’t as tall as her so she could peer inside of it. The pony who put the box together, however, was prepared for Twilight’s trouble. The structure of the present fell apart the second Twilight removed the lid.
Patiently waiting, Pinkie sat in the center of the collapsed cage. A blush of cherry red was visible on her cheeks, and there was nothing the pink point could think of to hide those feelings away. Pinkie wasn't sure if she would get the answer she wanted, but after everything they went through last night, she didn't want this opportunity to slip away. 
"Twilight," Pinkie started with a smooth, gentle voice,  "when I first saw you, I thought 'I'm going to be her bestest friend', and I was super happy when you became my bestest friend. Yet, after so many years and adventures we been through together, especially last night, I felt bad. I felt like I made the wrong choice." Pinkie stepped forward and stood in front of Twilight.  "I didn't want to be your bestest friend anymore. I... I wanted to be somepony special to you. I mean... like... you make me so happy when you smile, and it's not the same with the rest of Ponyville. It's because of you that I can say that I... I like- no, not like. I..."
The words became nearly impossible to say for the earth pony. She sat there, her face a valentine red, as she tried to firm her feelings into words. The struggle became unbearable, and Pinkie, eyes shut, was close to giving up and running away.
A small, tingly sensation pressed itself on Pinkie’s cheek. The pink mare’s eyes shot open, and her face rested in Twilight’s mane. After kissing Pinkie, she had her pulled into a compassionate embrace.
“Thank you,” Twilight whispered into Pinkie’s ear. “This is the best present I have ever gotten, and I will cherish it forever.”

			Author's Notes: 
I am really bad at romance stories, so suggestions and criticism is very much welcome! I could really use the advice.
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