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		Description

Pinkie and Sunset have a little disagreement about chicken.
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	For the third time in a row, I woke up to the slight chuckles and giggles coming from Twilight in the middle of the night.
I would go to my own house if I could, but since it was… flooded, I had to ask Twilight to settle in with her until it was repaired. Normally, I would be grateful for such a courteous action.
And I was. It’s just that Twilight has a certain problem whenever she reads too late before bed. She fantasizes about her books in her dreams. Sometimes it’s screeches and battle cries, sometimes it's passionate love sounds. For the past three days, she’d been engrossed in a book titled “A Million Ways To LOL”.
“Twilight… I swear you make me want to choke a puppy…” I said into my pillow. I probably wasn’t going to sleep anytime soon, so I sat up in a daze and slowly stumbled out of the room, closing the door behind me. I looked straight forward into Twilight’s kitchen and walked towards it. Without turning the light on, I walked to the fridge and opened it slightly.
Pepsi.
“Good thing I’m not thirsty,” I said annoyedly. After closing the fridge, I opened the freezer and found two buckets of chicken, one from KFC, and one from Popeyes. I found it odd that anyone would put a bucket of chicken in a freezer, but Twilight wasn’t exactly the most normal of girls. Noticing how hungry I was, I reached for the KFC bucket and pulled it out of the fridge. “She won’t mind if I have a few pieces, right?”
I closed the fridge, turned to the right, and met face to face with an unamused Pinkie Pie.
“GAH!” I yelled, tossing the bucket into the air and jumping backwards. “Pinkie, what the heck!?”
“I could not be more disappointed in you, Sunset Shimmer,” said Pinkie with a shake of the head. 
“What are you doing here!?” I asked, giving up my quiet tone. “It’s 1:30 in the morning!”
“Forget that!” said Pinkie pointing to the fallen bucket of chicken. “You have failed my test.”
“Your test?” 
“Yeah, my test!” She said. “I put those buckets of chicken in there knowing that Twilight would wake you up, you’d leave your bed, you’d check the fridge, see Pepsi and bail, check the freezer and choose which bucket of chicken you like most!” said Pinkie, all in one breath.
“How could you have possibly known that?!”
“Duh,” she said. “Maud told me.”
“Maud?”
“Yeah, with her Maud Sense.”
“Hold on a second,” I said. “So let me run that logic back to you. You left your home. You got into your car. You drove however far to the nearest Popeye’s and KFC. You entered said Popeye’s and KFC. You stood in line. You ordered your food. You waited for your food. You received two hot buckets of chicken. You took those hot buckets of chicken back into your car, drove to Twilight’s house, took those hot buckets of chicken out of your car, brought them into Twilight’s house, and put it… into her freezer.”
“Yeah, that’s about the gist of it,” said Pinkie with a nod.
“Pinkie, you’re insane!” I yelled. “Absolutely insane!”
Twilight came into the kitchen and cocked her shotgun.
“Who’s in here!” she yelled. ”I better see hands!”
“Whoa, whoa, Twilight!” I said, putting my hands up. “It’s us! Pinkie and Sunset!” Twilight flicked on the lights and blinked a few times to adjust. Once she verified it was us, she lowered the barrel of her shotgun.
“What are you two doing up so late?”
“I couldn’t fall asleep cause you kept giggling,” I said defensively.
“I’m just here for the chicken,” said Pinkie, taking a bite of presumably frozen Popeyes chicken.
“More importantly, why do you own a shotgun?” I asked.
“W-Why do you own a shotgun?” asked Twilight defensively.
“What kind of comeback is that? What is even going on here?” I asked. “Pinkie, go home. Twilight, go to sleep. Quietly, please.”
“Yes sir!” said Pinkie, acting strangely obedient. “Night Twilight!”
“G-Goodnight, Pinkie,” said Twilight, hiding her gun behind her as if no one could see it. I sighed and walked back to the room silently. 
“Aw, man,” I said, rubbing my belly. “Now I want some chicken…”

Saturday is my favorite day. I don’t have a job, could push homework off until later, and basically am devoid of all responsibility. Nothing beats a Saturday.
Twilight was an early riser, despite our confrontation that morning. Really, if she would stop mumbling in her sleep, I’d ask to be her permanent roommate. During the day, she valued quiet, but let me hook up my guitar when she wasn’t reading. She was also super lenient whenever I asked her to get Coke from the store (aside from a few quotes I’m pretty sure Adolf Hitler said…).
On a Saturday such as that day, Twilight could normally be found reading a book. Actually, on any day, that’s what she could be found doing. When I walked into her small living room, I didn’t find her at her normal spot on her couch. I assumed that she might’ve gotten hungry and went to the kitchen, but found no one there. Skeptical, I stepped forward and opened the fridge.
A small piece of paper fell to the ground. I bent down to pick it up and read it aloud.
“Turn around,” I read. I raised an eyebrow before slowly turning around, expecting the worst. When I turned around, a table mysteriously appeared with two boxes on the table. One labeled KFC and one Popeyes. I sighed. “Seriously Pinkie, knock it off.”
No response. I sighed and turned towards the door. I needed a break from that girl’s crazy. When I reached for the door handle, an electric shock surged through my hand, making me yelp in pain.  Further up on the door was another note.
“Escape is futile?” I read. “The only way to escape is by passing my test?” I vowed right there that I’d definitely kill Pinkie the next time I saw her.
I turned towards the two boxes and glared at them for a second. I walked over to the table and flipped them open.
Inside were two rows of biscuits. The left was KFC, the right, Popeyes. They were both giving off a very warm feeling, meaning they had just been prepared.
“Pinkie didn’t walk into the house…” I said. “So she didn’t go out and get them. I didn’t hear the microwave going off, so she didn’t prepare them that way…” 
In the middle of my thinking, an arrow with a suction end planted itself on my forehead. After coming off of the initial shock, I pulled it off. I read the note that was attached.
“Get on with it, already!” said the note, written in different handwriting. In fact, I recognized it as Twilight’s. I sighed and crumpled up the note. “Fine.” I reached into the Popeye’s container and picked a biscuit out. I knew that Pinkie wanted me to pick the Popeyes, so I would give her what she wanted. Quickly, I took a large bite out of the dough and chewed.
Just as quickly, I coughed it out. 
“What was that?” I asked. Looking the biscuit over. “It tastes like… Pepsi…”
Another note could be found under the biscuit. When I picked it up, I couldn’t help but facepalm because of what it said. 
“So, I kinda soaked them in Pepsi by accident, ” I read. “My bad. Wink tongue face.” Just under that, it continued. “Now turn around again.” 
I did as I was instructed. Very reluctantly. Behind me, another table stood in front of the fridge, miraculously donned with two bowls of steaming hot rice and beans. I wiped my mouth and slowly walked over to them.
“Did they get their hands on Equestrian magic or something?” I asked myself. Once I looked down at the bowls, I found that I had a serious problem.
I couldn’t tell which was which. If I picked the KFC one, I had reason to believe that Pinkie would actually keep me in this kitchen. 
She was insane, after all. 
“Okay,” I said, grabbing the provided spoon. “Just take it nice and slow.” I gave each one a sniff and found that the left one smelled better. So, I dipped my spoon in the bowl.
In a flash, a lot of things happened. My face was nearly burnt off from the searing heat of the rice and beans. My eardrums felt like they were hit with a flashbang, and I fell backwards, screaming because of the heat on my face.
It took me a few minutes to calm down. Once the rice and beans became cool enough to withstand, I got up and washed my face in the sink. Afterwards, I saw that a small explosion had gone off in Twilight’s kitchen, painting everything with brown sauce and grains of rice. Both Twilight and Pinkie revealed themselves to be hiding in the cupboard under the sink after I started screaming.
“Sorry,” said Twilight with a bow. “I didn’t mean to go this far.”
“Yeah,” said Pinkie. I flashed her a look of tired agony. “I just wanted you to see the excellence that is Popeyes!”
“I can’t entertain that with a proper response right now,” I said. Pinkie got up and left the room, returning a few seconds later with a drumstick. I looked at it and realized that I hadn’t had any food other than those two sides… or one and a grenade.
“Pinkie, stop it,” said Twilight. “I don’t think she wants any-” Pinkie stuck the drumstick in my mouth for me, letting me take a good bite. After a few chews, I swallowed.
“Soooo?” asked Pinkie. “Was it good?”
“It was good, Pinkie Pie,” I said. 
“That’s good.” She was silent for a few seconds. “Do you-”
“Pinkie, if you mention Pepsi, I will actually kill you.”
“Shoot.”

			Author's Notes: 
*Waltzes into a Chick-fil-A*
So, I'm here ordering and writing this story at the same time. It's actually really entertaining! 
*Thanks cashier*
So, that was Pinkie's Popeyes Preference. *nom* Hope you all liked it *nom nom*.
...
*Noms at a speed rivaled by the speed of light*
By the by, no I didn't actually write this in a Chick-fil-A. That's too cool for me.
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