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		Chapter 1



  "Psssssst!" She tugged the shirtsleeve of Rainbow Dash, crossing one pink thigh over the other and leaning toward her. The rainbow-haired athlete leant towards her, head tilted in curiosity. Her cyan fingers deftly spinning a ballpoint pen as she raised an eyebrow.
"Did you hear about Mr Filthy Rich's visit to the Canterlot casino?" Pinkie whispered, holding back a snigger as Rainbow turned toward her. After all, this hardly pertained to the double maths periods they were having, if at all. Pinkie could not hold it in any longer.
"Umm.... No...?"
"I heard he had SLOTS OF FUN!" She hissed, and mimed finger pistols.
"C'MONNNNNN PINKIE." Rainbow merely rolled her eyes as Pinkie held her sides in vigorous laughter. She bent forward, laughing so hard no sound came out.
"SLOTS OF FUN, RAINBOW, SLOTS OF FUN, GET IT?" She practically shrieked, startling several students, who turned to stare.
"Pinkie," A warning issued from the front of the class, and she looked back up to see Ms Cheerilee, head half-turned and still managing to write in straight lines. To Pinkie's relief, she said no more, turning back to the whiteboard whom she probably faced more than the class.
"Whaaaaaaaaat." She pouted back, two pencils tucked behind her ears and a third one between nose and upper lip. Rainbow Dash had returned to her work. What a prude, for someone whom many found cool. Ms Cheerilee was still scrawling workings on the board for the sum they were going through. Popping another piece of candy in her mouth, she looked up at the clock.
ONLY TWO MINUTES HAD PASSED.
How was this possible?!She mentally screamed. The tremendous amount of energy she seemed to possess kept her from even slumping in her chair for long.
"Waaaaaaaaaiiittttt." She murmured, narrowing her eyes at Applejack, back turned towards her.
****************************************************************************************************************
Applejack turned as a wrapped piece of candy tapped her on the back. Picking it up, the cowgirl looked at Pinkie, presenting an upturned palm that requested Pinkie deliver her rationale for the disturbance.
Pinkie motioned frantically with her chin, pointing towards the front of the classroom, successfully getting Applejack to comply, as the blonde ponytail whipped round to quickly scan the front for the source of anxiety. Nothing but Ms Cheerilee, who STILL was on that same sum.
"Dangnabbit this Pinkie..." She snarled in her signature drawl as she slumped in exasperation and put both hands on her hips. Welp, thought the farmgirl, bringing up a hand to adjust...
A draught blew over the top of her uncovered head.
She whipped back round again and glared across six seats.
"Howdy, sugarcube," Pinkie adjusted her newly acquired stetson. "Howd'ya like mah new hat?" She pulled the brim way down low, casting a shadow across her eyes.
"DANGNABBIT YER-" Applejack got up and started towards Pinkie, a half-grin spreading across her freckled face when-
"Applejack! Return to your seat this instant!" Ms Cheerilee barked. Applejack almost jumped out of her boots.
"Ah'm sorry, Miss, but mah hat..."
"It's on your desk, dear." She glanced towards her desk. And so it was.
"Back to your seat Applejaaaaack!" Pinkie mimicked, pointing with her pencil as Ms Cheerilee would with her marker.
Applejack dragged a palm across her forehead and again complied, stomping back towards her seat. Dangnabbit.
********************************************************************************************************************
Head resting on her upturned palms, she pondered the next action she could take to occupy her time. I could pester Rarity! She brightened, and whipped out her phone, utilising the table as cover as any student would.
HEY RARES, MISSING SPIKEY WIKEY? ;D
She stuck her phone back in her skirt pocket, and stared up at the ceiling. Lunchlunchlunchlunchlunch. What should I have? She mused, swinging her legs in deep though. I could grab salad again! Buuuut meh. Maybe one of those milkshakes? Maybe I'll get a pink one to match my hair? Or or or! I could- She awoke from her newly-formed thought bubble as her phone vibrated. Fumbling eagerly for it, she pulled it out eventually, dropping a few sweets in the process.
Rarity: >:C
Sigh.
Poor Pinkie was running out of ideas to keep herself occupied. She looked around, large baby-blue eyes sweeping across the class in search of entertainment. As she casually unzipped a dozing Rainbow Dash's guitar case and turned the tuning knobs till the strings flapped loose against the fretboard, she noticed a particular flamey-haired ex-demon occupying the seat in front of hers.
 Much better, it was getting rather cold, she sighed in relief as she pulled the black leather jacket tighter about her body.
*****************************************************************************************************************
Sunset Shimmer began to shiver. She was never one with the cold, but now she felt especially cold, as if she had as good as lost her jacket. She sneezed once, twice, feeling her forehead for a possible approaching cold or fever. It was right smack in the midst of spring, where it still wasn't as warm as she'd liked, but she never felt this cold in sch-
"You look cold, Sunny! Here, you can borrow this!" She felt something being draped over her shoulders, it was warm, comfortable, and felt familiar, whatever Pinkie had lent her, it felt like something she took comfort in wearing, something as ubiquitous to her as cellphones to this technologically advanced society, usually borrowed clothing felt starchy, scratchy, stiff, and smelt of the owner. But this particular piece of apparel, felt so relatable, so fitting, like a well-worn jacket made of-
Suspicion befell her, and she pulled whatever Pinkie had covered her with over her head for a better look.
"Pinkie, how-"
"Yeeeeees?"
"I could've sworn I was wearing it when you-" This time she was interrupted by a pink index finger on her lips, as the pink party girl leant forward, making bedroom eyes, raising her eyebrows and biting her bottom lip as she traced the creamy curve of Sunset's cheek down past her chin.
"I can take off more than just your jacket..." She softly purred, batting her dark pink eyelashes and leaning even closer. Sunset could smell her bubblegum breath, it usually smelt fresh and airy, like how a regular stick of the confectionary would smell, but now Pinkie smelt heavy, and warm. Passionate, suspiciously sudden heat rushed to her orange cheeks as she fingered aside a lock of yellow-red hair to-
"PINKIE PIE AND SUNSET SHIMMER!" Ms Cheerilee yelled. 
Many of their classmates were staring, including Applejack and Rainbow Dash. Several male students had their schoolbags on their laps, for obvious reasons.
"Both of you. Out." Their maths teacher was blushing too, as she pointed towards the door.
"Damn you, Pinkie." Sunset teasingly chided, still blushing, as the couple complied.
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  And so sat Sunset outside class, and endured Pinkie's endless ranting ranging from the pros and cons of plastic confetti and whether she should've brought out her fizzy candy to throw in peoples' drinks. She did not mind though, for Pinkie proved adorable whilst ranting, her pink candy-floss hair bobbing with her head movement, and all the while locking Sunset's own aqua eyes in her bright, perky baby blue ones. She looked up as the classroom door opened, and out streamed their classmates, a crescendo of gossip and general banter bubbling up.
"SUNSET!" She jumped as Pinkie plucked her elbow and ran, "LUNCH!" Scrambling to her feet, she stumbled along as Pinkie half-dragged her to the cafeteria. "We gotta get a table before they're all taken!" Pinkie screeched, a baseless, random sense of urgency evident across her pink features.
"WAIT UP, Y'ALL!" A flustered Applejack adjusted her stetson while running after them, with Rainbow Dash in tow.

"Heavens! I boo-boo'ed during the practical!" Wailed a most distressed Rarity, as she brought the back of her hand to her forehead. Usually Rarity's prowess with needle and thread was unmatched, so any slip-ups she had usually went unnoticed. Still, it still was a source of great stress and regret for the fashionista, earning a startled squeak as she swooned into a surprised Fluttershy's lap.
"Um... It's okay Rarity, there's s-still the mid-terms..."
"I'M CERTAINLY GOING TO FAIL THIS TIIIIIIIMMMMMEEEEE!" Sobbed Rarity into her lap. Fluttershy was far too kind to facepalm, but did not know how better to comfort her friend, so she just leant forward and spooned more salad into her mouth.
"Um... W-would you like some?"
A tearful Rarity turned and accepted a spoonful of salad, head still on-
An almightily shrill but still strangely elegant scream split the hubbub of the cafeteria, the blood-curdling, larynx-shredding primal sound lancing its way through the hearts of even the most stalwart and sturdy of jocks.
"PINKIE!" A Raspy Rarity Rasped, placing an expertly self-manicured hand over her decently voluptuous chest in shock. Apparently Pinkie had somehow swapped places with Fluttershy, much to her own amusement.
"I thought you wouldn't notice!" Pinkie giggled.
"Oh, nonsense, your thighs just feel different." A dismissive wave, and then a blush as the admission slipped, silencing the rest of the gang as they began to stare.
"...And how would you know?" The look the Rarity got from her nearly convinced the fashionista Pinkie was part-siren. Hot blood coursed through her veins as she fought to provide a substantial reply.
"T-th-they just feel... M-m-meatier?" She managed to formulate, albeit not at the standard she would've wished it to be. Pinkie froze.
"ARE YOU IMPLYING I'M FAT, BUTTOCK-BOSOM??" Pinkie screeched in offense, looming over Rarity.
"Ugh! Don't call me that, Thunder Thighs!" Rarity screeched back in a volume unworthy of capitalisation in comparison to Pinkie's.
"If I'm Thunder Thighs..." Pinkie pretended to ponder, rubbing her chin as her eyes slowly narrowed. A most convincing act, though her friends knew not to trust the masquerade too much.
Rarity squealed as a pink hand shot out and pinched a delightful portion of her perky, adorably snow-white chubby cheeks.
"Then you're Butt Cheeks!" Pinkie happily announced.
"YOU'VE RUINED MY FOUNDATION PINKIE! YOU-" Rarity got up, clamping her hands upon Pinkie's shoulders. They wrested with each other, the master seamstress gaining an obvious advantage. It seemed as if Rarity would win, but-
"NOSE BOOP,"  Cried Pinkie, pressing on Rarity's snub yet beautifully angled nose. "BOOOOOOP!" The attack threw Rarity off-balance, flailing her arms, she finally fell flat on the bench and Pinkie practically threw herself upon her, complete with hooking her legs across her rear and wrapping her pink arms about her neck.
Now Pinkie was on top of Rarity, legs conveniently pinning her arms to her sides. She leant forward, their lips almost touching. Rarity could smell Pinkie's heavy breathing. It smelt of dark chocolate, not the cheap sort you could pick up in some convenience store, but of real dark chocolate, the sort that did not come in bars, but lozenges, the powerful taste and fragrance that reminded her of old love and failed flings with a bittersweet sort of reminiscence, the quality liquor filling nearly a substitute for the sharp tang and warm, flowing passion of a slow kiss down in a mahogany and spruce furnished blues and jazz bar. She could almost hear the subtly twangy caress of a fingerplucked archtop guitar, the bass thrumming fuzzy up through her boots and her near-uncontrollable body as the soft, smooth and warm form leant in and shot a sweet, champagne-fizzy concoction of ecstasy and bliss through her now shivering and we-

The next thing Rarity knew, she was beside a panting, sweaty Pinkie in the music room, while her peers loomed over her, blushing yet reprimanding in expression.
"Save that fer' the slumber parties, sugarcube." Applejack shook her head as she picked up her bass. She adju-
Sunset began to feel cold again.
A terrible sound filled the room with its off-tune growl, decaying rapidly as Rainbow Dash killed the volume pot.
"Wha-"
"A Smooth Criminal, Applejack, that's what!" Pinkie stuck her hands into the pockets of her leather jacket. She withdrew her right hand, tossed something at Rainbow, which the athlete caught. Lowering the brim of her newly-re-acquired stetson, she seemed to slide backwards on an invisible treadmill as she made a smooth exit.
Rainbow looked down at what Pinkie tossed her.
It was her guitar tuner.
The three victims of theft sharply drew in their breaths.
"DAMMIT/DANGNABBIT PINKIE."
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