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		Description

Coco Pommel arrives in Ponyville with a problem, and there's only one pony that can help: Fluttershy. Rarity and Fluttershy travel back with her to Manehattan to prepare for her fashion show.
This story is a gift for yellowstripedflutterbat whom I've been following since I first joined this site, and whom I wish would write more horse words.
Cover based on artwork by Daniel-SG (used with permission). Thanks to PoisonClaw, Enclave2277, Miss Spectrum, Bookish Delight, and the inimitable Phoebe for pre-reading the story and offering advice.
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		Act I — Ponyville



It was a bright, sunny morning as the train pulled into Ponyville station. A number of ponies alighted, including a cream-coloured earth pony who struggled to get her suitcase off the train. A unicorn waiting nearby noticed that she was having difficulties and levitated it off the train and safely onto the platform. The earth pony looked up to see who had come to her assistance and recognised her at once.
Coco Pommel blew her fringe away from her face. "Rarity, you really didn't have to come to the station to meet me. I could have made my own way to Carousel Boutique."
Rarity feigned a look of shock. "Darling, I simply couldn't allow that! To navigate the streets of an unfamiliar town on your own? No, no, no!"
"Well, that's very kind of you." Coco smiled.
Rarity started walking towards the boutique, with Coco following. "So, what brings you to our fair town?"
Coco shook her head. "It's work, but let's not talk about that right now. It's been so long since I've seen you! Can't we just catch up during the walk?"
Rarity smiled. "Of course! So, what have you been doing lately?"
Coco thought about it. "To be honest, I've been working so hard, I've barely had time for anything else."
"Oh," Rarity said. If they weren't going to talk about work, then that conversation had hit a dead end quickly. Nevertheless, they managed to find other things to chat about in the few minutes it took them to arrive at Carousel Boutique.
✾ ✾ ✾

"So," asked Rarity, after she'd shown Coco to the guest room, and they'd both sat down to afternoon tea, "will you now tell me why you needed to come to Ponyville?"
Coco looked at the table. "Well, I was hoping to ask a favour. I have a new line of clothes that I want to include in a fashion show in Manehattan, but I need a model."
Rarity beamed proudly. "I would be honoured! I have always—"
"The designs are made to fit a pegasus."
Rarity furrowed her eyebrows. "But… I'm not a pegasus," she laughed.
"I know, I'm sorry, I'm sure you would be a wonderful model, but I was hoping your pegasus friend Fluttershy…? You mentioned once in your letters that she has experience modelling. I was wondering if maybe she would model my clothes at the show? If I could ask her, maybe?"
Rarity disguised her disappointment well. "We can ask her, but I do have to warn you that last time she modelled, it did not end well for her."
"Really?" Coco was curious but concerned.
"She didn't enjoy it at all, and I'm not sure she would want to get involved with it again."
Coco's ears drooped. "Oh."
Rarity tried to stay positive. "There are other pegasus ponies in Ponyville though."
Coco perked up. "We could ask Rainbow Dash?"
Rarity tried to imagine Rainbow Dash on a runway. "On the other hoof, it wouldn't hurt to ask Fluttershy, would it?"
✾ ✾ ✾

Rarity knocked on the door of Fluttershy's cottage. It opened a little and a pair of cyan eyes peeped out. Seeing Rarity standing outside, Fluttershy opened the door wider and noticed Coco standing beside Rarity.
"Hi, Rarity, ummm… Coco, it's nice to see you." Fluttershy motioned for them to come in, and shut the door behind them.
Fluttershy sat on the floor and was immediately surrounded by animals. A couple of squirrels snuggled up to her side, a blue bird fluttered down to land on her flank, and Angel Bunny sat in front of her, eyeing her visitors suspiciously. Fluttershy started brushing Angel's hair and grooming him. "So, is this a social call? Or are you having a problem with Opal again?"
Rarity bit her lip. She was sure that Fluttershy would turn down their request, but she needed to at least try. "Fluttershy, darling, Coco here is putting on a little fashion show and she was looking for a model."
"Oh." Fluttershy twiddled her hooves. "Well, let me think… there's that mare called Fleur something, isn't there? I met her a few times on the circuit, and—"
"She was really hoping that you'd agree to model for her." Rarity looked at Coco, who nodded at her and then smiled at Fluttershy.
Fluttershy sighed sadly. "I don't know… I don't think it would be a good idea for me to get back into modelling."
"I perfectly understa—" said Rarity before she was interrupted by Coco.
"Please? It would only be a one-off," the blue-maned pony pleaded, "and I'd pay you of course."
Fluttershy looked at Angel, still sitting in front of her. "But who would look after the animals?" she asked. Angel smiled.
Rarity rubbed her chin with a hoof. "Well, Spike did such an excellent job sitting for all of our pets before. We could ask him!"
Fluttershy thought about it. The pet centre's funding had been running a bit low lately. Being in the spotlight again would be scary, but it wasn't like she'd have to do anything on stage — just wear clothes and stand there, maybe walk a little. In the end, Coco's puppy dog eyes made the decision for her.
Coco was Rarity's friend, and that made Coco her friend too, and when it came down to it, Fluttershy would do anything for her friends.
"I'll do it."
Angel scowled.

	
		Act II — Manehattan



It was a grey afternoon and the rain fell in sheets as the train pulled into Manehattan Central. Three ponies stepped out of the carriage and dashed to the shelter, the unicorn levitating their bags behind them.
Coco shivered. "The taxi rank is this way." She led them out of a side exit and the three ponies hopped into a waiting cab. Coco leaned over to give the driver the address of her studio before leaning back and attempting to make her wet mane look more presentable.
The taxi hurtled along the streets of Manehattan towards its destination, throwing up splashes of water from its wheels. The three ponies picked up the conversation they'd been having on the train from where they'd left off.
"So, Coco darling, I'm dying to see these new designs you've been working on. They sound simply out of this world."
Coco blushed and waved her hoof dismissively. "Oh, I'm sure they're nothing compared to yours, Rarity. But I have been working rather hard on them."
The taxi pulled to a halt and the three mares alighted from the vehicle, Coco passing the driver some bits, along with a generous tip.
By now the torrential rain had been reduced to a mere downpour. The three mares descended a flight of steps to the basement that Coco used as her studio. Coco fumbled with her keys while Rarity and Fluttershy stood in a two inch deep puddle outside the blue painted wooden door. Once the door was finally open, they were greeted by a torrent of water which lapped at their fetlocks.
The ponies waded into the studio. A pink earth pony with a blonde quiff was busy lifting dripping wet cardboard boxes off the floor and stacking them on tables and work benches. Coco looked around, her face slack with a mixture of shock and horror. "Grace, what happened?"
The pink mare turned around, and took some headphones out of her ears. "Oh, hey. We had a bit of a flood."
"A bit?!" stammered Coco.
The pink mare looked around. "Okay, a lot." She put the box she was holding down onto a table. "I've tried to save as much of the stock as I could, but I think I was too late."
Coco hung her head for a few moments. Pulling herself together, she turned to Rarity and Fluttershy. "Girls, this is Grace. She's my new assistant." She turned back to Grace. "Grace, this is Rarity and Fluttershy, the ponies I was telling you about the other day."
Grace nodded and shook hooves with them. "Nice to meet you. Sorry to bail, but I'm supposed to be meeting Raven."
Coco looked around, still taking in the sorry state of her studio. "Of course. I'll see you tomorrow."
Grace hesitantly walked to the door, half expecting Coco to change her mind and order her to stay, or fire her, or at least yell at her, but nothing happened. Once she'd reached the door, she put up a small umbrella and headed out into the rain.
✾ ✾ ✾

Rarity sat down beside Fluttershy and Coco, wiping her brow. "I'm sorry. I didn't realize it would take that long. I've only used that spell to dry clothes before — never a whole room."
"So, everything's dry now?" asked Coco, a look of relief on her face.
Rarity shook her head and gritted her teeth. "It's dry, but I'm afraid the damage has already been done." She floated out misshapen garments from some of the cardboard boxes. The dyes had run and the fur trims were clumped and matted together; there was no way these could be used for the show tomorrow.
Coco looked away and lowered her head. "Oh."
Rarity put the clothes down. "I don't suppose you have anything else, darling?"
"In storage perhaps?" added Fluttershy.
Coco sniffed. "No."
Rarity looked at the clock on the wall. It was past eight. "Not to worry; we still have almost fourteen hours. I've pulled off bigger jobs than that in less time."
Coco turned around and wiped her cheeks with a hoof. "What? Really?" She looked around the room hopefully before frowning again. "I don't think I can manage to make a whole new range in that time. When I was with Suri, I had seamstresses to do the sewing. Just me, sewing with my mouth… it can be kind of slow."
Rarity reached out a hoof and grabbed Fluttershy, putting her front leg around her shoulders. "Two seamstresses, reporting for duty!"
Fluttershy's eyes flew open. "What? I… Rarity, I'm not exactly a professional, and it's been a while since I worked on any big sewing projects. I really don't know if I—"
"Nonsense, Fluttershy, it will all come flooding back to you once you get started." Rarity noticed Coco grimace slightly at the word 'flooding'. "Sorry — bad choice of words."
Rarity could see from Fluttershy's eyes that her resistance was dissolving. "Well, I suppose… if it's for Coco."
Rarity smiled and clapped her hooves. "This is going to be such fun!"
✾ ✾ ✾

Rarity yawned and looked at the clock. It was two in the morning, and the mares had been working for six hours almost without interruption, only taking a twenty minute break for take-away hay fries, salad and cider. Coco had shown the others her — thankfully undamaged — original plans, and the three ponies had come up with some improvements, and some simplifications.
Rarity trotted up to Coco. "So, Coco, what else do we still need to do then?" Coco ignored her. "Coco?"
Coco snapped out of it. "Sorry, Rarity, I was just watching Fluttershy work. She's amazing, the way she uses her wings like that."
Rarity took a look. "Yes, of course. Pegasus ponies can be very dexterous with their wings. Anyway, is there still anything left to do?"
Coco consulted the list and shook her head. "I don't think so. That's the last piece she's stitching right now."
Rarity yawned again and stretched out her hooves. "That's good. I don't think I could have kept going much longer. I need to go to bed."
Fluttershy finished the dress she was sewing before gently placing it on a hanger, and hanging it on the rack with the others. She, too, was exhausted, with bags under her drooping eyes. She trotted over to the others.
Coco grabbed her keys and slipped a jacket over her shoulders. "Thanks for all your hard work. Come on, girls, let's go and get some sleep."
✾ ✾ ✾

The first rays of sun woke the mares in the morning. Rarity had spent the night on the sofa in Coco's small one-room studio apartment. She yawned and propped herself up, checking the time on the carriage clock on the nearby coffee table. "We should get up — the show starts in less than two hours."
Fluttershy had slept in Coco's bed. She rose, stretched her limbs, and twisted her head from side to side. She'd slept terribly, Coco's bed being harder than she was used to, and the pillows too lumpy. Of course, she'd never say so. "Did you two sleep well?" she asked.
Coco got up from the pull-out mattress that she'd slept on. "Yes, but not for nearly long enough." She started shoving the mattress back underneath the bed. "Who wants to use the shower first?"
After Fluttershy and Coco had showered, they sat down to have breakfast together. Rarity emerged from the shower a few minutes later and sat down beside them. She poured herself a bowl of oats and dug into them. She paused, spoon floating half-way to her mouth, and looked at Fluttershy. "Ummm… Fluttershy, you really didn't sleep well last night, did you? Don't take this the wrong way, but you look exhausted."
"I-I do?" asked Fluttershy.
Coco looked at Fluttershy, trying to be objective. The pegasus still looked pretty, but perhaps Rarity had a point. "You'll be OK to model though, won't you?"
Fluttershy could feel something coming, but tried to hold it back. "Of course, Coco." She couldn't fight it any more, and covered her mouth while she let out an enormous yawn.
Rarity put down the spoon and looked at her friend with concern. "Oh, Fluttershy, darling, you can't seriously model like this, can you?"
"But who else could at such short notice?" Coco interrupted.
The mares looked at each other for answers, but nopony had any.
✾ ✾ ✾

Rarity, Fluttershy, and Coco Pommel were backstage at the event, Coco helping an exhausted Fluttershy into a grey outfit with pink highlights including a butterfly logo on the collar. This was a last minute design improvement they'd made at one in the morning. "Always match your accessories to your cutie mark," Coco had said.
Coco's theme for her range could be summed up in three words: cute, simple, unique. Her dresses were uncomplicated ones, cut perfectly to fit a slim pegasus like Fluttershy, in pastel colours and pale shades of grey.
Coco finished straightening Fluttershy's collar and took a couple of steps back to admire her. "There. You look perfect." Coco smiled.
Fluttershy felt a yawn coming on, but held it back, not wanting to appear rude.
Rarity had been peeking around the corner of the curtain to keep an eye out on the rest of the show. She trotted over to the other two. "Quick, Fluttershy, you're on!" She pushed the yellow pegasus out through the curtains.
Fluttershy stumbled, but quickly found her hooves and started walking along the runway. It was a skill you never really forgot; not that there was a lot about it that needed remembering. As she walked, she felt that urge building up inside her again, but she pushed it down, not wanting to yawn in front of all those cameras.
But the more she thought about it, the stronger the urge got. Just as he had been about to turn to go back, she couldn't help closing her eyes and letting out a monumental yawn. Cameras flashed, and she slowly made her way back to the changing area backstage.
Once there, Rarity and Coco set to work changing her into a different dress, pale yellow to match her fur tone, with pastel green trim at the bottom.
"So how did it go? You must tell me all the details!" asked Rarity, living vicariously through her friend.
Coco helped Fluttershy get her foreleg through a sleeve. "There isn't time now. Fluttershy's on again next." She looked Fluttershy in the eye. "When the current model comes off, you're straight on."
Rarity had seen that model go on; a tall white unicorn with pink hair whom Rarity found oddly familiar but couldn't quite place.
Fluttershy felt like she was almost sleepwalking, but she was determined to stay awake. You can't let Coco down, she told herself. You must do this. You must.
Once the unicorn model had arrived backstage, Fluttershy stepped back out onto the runway. After her sleepless night, tiredness was catching up with her. Though she did her best to model the clothes proudly, she felt her head starting to droop, and her bleary eyes narrowing to block out the abusive flash of the cameras. At the end of the runway, she stumbled and almost fell over, but managed to turn around and walk back, yawning, and no longer even bothering to cover her mouth with a hoof.
Fluttershy ambled through the backstage area, half looking for her friends, half looking for somewhere to lie down. She spotted Rarity and walked over to her. "Am I done now?" she asked, though she knew those were the only two dresses she was scheduled to wear. The others, lacking wing slits, had been designed to fit earth ponies and unicorns. Rarity nodded and Fluttershy yawned again. "I'm going to find somewhere to have a sleep."
"No!" came a familiar voice from behind her. "I, Photo Finish… want to talk to you."
Fluttershy and Rarity looked around to see the famous fashion photographer flanked by a pink-maned pale cyan mare in a red jacket, and a pale purple mare with white hair and a blue jacket. Coco trotted over to see what was happening.
One of Photo Finish's assistants passed her a hoofful of photos from the show, and the photographer flicked through them. "Floottershy! You looked so tired, so sleepy. Like you really didn't want to be out there. Like you wanted ze bed."
Rarity and Coco looked at each other nervously. Coco bit her lip.
"It was wunderbar! It was ze magics!" Photo Finish raved, passing the photos to one of her assistants.
"Really?" asked a sceptical Rarity.
"Yes! I cannot wait to work with you again, Floottershy! I shall have you and these elegant designs on the cover of every magazine in ze Equestria. I shall call it 'Fatigue Chic'. Catchy, no? 'Fatigue Chic'. I, Photo Finish, shall help your star to shi—"
"I'm sorry, Photo Finish," interrupted Fluttershy, "but I'm not getting back into modelling again. This was a one-off, for a friend." She looked towards Coco, and Coco smiled.
Photo Finish looked deflated. "I, Photo Finish, understand." She turned to Coco. "So you are ze pony who designed zees dresses?"
Coco nodded.
"We go!" Photo Finish reached out her hoof and grabbed Coco, pulling her away for what looked like would be a long and mostly one-sided conversation.
Rarity watched as the pony she regarded as somewhat of a protégé walked off with the famous photographer. Photo Finish would be able to provide Coco's burgeoning business with valuable exposure. "Look, Fluttershy, there she goes. You know I expected to be jealous, but… Fluttershy? Fluttershy?!"
She looked around for her friend, only to find the mare curled up on the floor, eyes closed, breathing gently. She found a jacket to drape over the sleeping pegasus to keep her warm. "Oh, Fluttershy," she whispered amusedly.
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