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		Description

Pinkie and Twilight have been a couple for quite a while now.
Pinkie has been Twilight's friend for a long time.
Pinkie likes to read.
Pinkie doesn't have time for books.
Pinkie can appreciate peace and quiet.
Pinkie needs to live her life as one continuous party.
Twilight is madly in love with Pinkie.
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		A Simple Day



	The soft murmur of the morning crowd made its way through Ponyville's streets, as the weather ponies finished setting up the partly cloudy skies.
The sun had been up for a couple of hours, and most were going through their normal weekday routines. Such was the case within the Golden Oaks Library, where two ponies were having breakfast at the small kitchen table.
"Twilight?"
"Hmm?" Twilight looked up from her morning paper, taking one last sip from her cup of coffee.
The mare in front of her had been fidgeting for a while now, and Twilight noticed that she hadn't touched her food either. A quick glance also revealed that there was probably a very defeated mane brush sitting on their dresser upstairs, judging by the unruly tufts of pink bed mane.
It suited her just fine.
"Can we go out?"
Twilight put down her empty cup with a confused frown on her face. "Of course we can, Pinkie. We go out all the time."
"No, I mean..." Pinkie scrunched up her nose, looking down at her plate of pancakes as she tried to find the right words. "I mean like this. Could we go out?"
It was just for an instant, but a cold shiver ran down Twilight's spine.
Pinkie shuddered.
Clearing her throat, Twilight reached out and patted the other mare's hoof, lowering her volume to one more appropriate for a library. "I don't think that's a very good idea, dear. It could cause a lot of problems."
Pinkie took Twilight's outstretched hoof between her own, caressing it softly and staring at nothing for a few seconds.
With practiced ease, Twilight levitated her cup and saucer into the air, silently placing them in the sink.
Not once did her gaze wander from Pinkie.
Taking a deep breath, Pinkie perked up again—her eyes regaining their summer sky-like brightness.
"You're right. I shouldn't get all mopey about silly things like that! We can go out, have fun, and we'll still have each other at the end of the day!"
"That's the spirit!" Twilight grinned. "Now, hurry up and finish your breakfast. We need to go and buy some things at the market before I open up the library today."
Pinkie giggled, before scarfing down both of her pancakes at once. "I feel bad for asking, but when's Spike coming back?"
"Oh, don't remind me." Twilight said with a pout. "It'll still be a couple of weeks."
Pinkie lapped at her plate, enjoying its syrupy goodness until she could hear the squeak in squeaky clean. "Remember to give me a few days' notice. We should prepare a big welcoming party for him!"
Twilight smirked and rolled her eyes. "Sure, if he survives the other one."
The two chortled in amusement at the thought of a partied-out Spike, as Pinkie set her plate down next to the sink.
With an unspoken cue, they both left the kitchen and headed for the front door. With a flash of her horn, Twilight opened up the nearby closet, floating out a couple of woolen scarves.
"Here," Twilight said, wrapping the deep blue garment around a very grateful Pinkie's neck. "The days are starting to get colder."
Pinkie nuzzled her in thanks, before her ears perked up. "Ooh, I got your saddlebags!" She darted off to the open closet, grabbing the bags between her teeth and flinging them into the air so that they landed squarely on Twilight's back.
With a satisfied nod, Twilight finished putting on her pink scarf and opened up the door for them to leave.
Once outside, they settled on a leisurely pace, keeping a few inches of distance between them. There was still enough time before the library's regular opening hours—or what had become the regular hours, after Twilight had taken charge of it—so that they didn't have to rush.
The streets were already filled with ponies hurrying off to work, to the market or simply to treat themselves to a better breakfast than the one they had at home.
As the first few market stands came into view, Twilight summoned her shopping list and gave it one last look. "Alright, we'll split the items and get this done real quick. I need you to get the potatoes, the corn and the lettuce. Got that?" she asked, passing the parchment over.
"Yup!"
The couple stopped where the street opened up into the larger market area.
"We'll meet back up here in about ten minutes," Twilight said over her shoulder as they both parted ways. She got a nod in response, before the crowd of market-goers filled her vision.

Twilight sat at the edge of the road, letting other ponies walk by unobstructed. She was checking the contents of her saddlebags, making sure she'd purchased everything on her side, as well as taking the time to do some weight distribution.
"Okay, I think I'm not missing anything."
Putting her bags back on, she looked over to the stands and market-goers. She still had some time and a few extra bits left.
"Hmm, I should get something special for her, though. She's doing so much for me, after all."
Twilight's eyes came to rest on the flower stand, where a white-coated pegasus was just leaving with a fresh bouquet between his teeth. She smiled and walked up to the familiar salespony.
"Hi, Roseluck."
Rose looked up from the bits she was storing and smiled at her newest customer. "Oh, hello, Twilight. I'm guessing Spike's still away?"
Twilight snorted, puffing up her chest and trying to sound indignant. "Hey! I can do my own shopping, even if he's around."
Rose just kept smiling.
Eventually, Twilight deflated. "Yeah, he's still on his trip."
With a chuckle, Rose walked over and patted the mopey unicorn on her shoulder. "Aww, don't be sad, Twi. We all miss the little guy. Now, what can I get ya?" She swept a hoof towards the array of colorful flowers covering her stand.
Twilight hummed as she looked over her options, gasping as she spotted a particular species being held in a large pot, almost hidden between the daisies and the lilies. "Ooh, Ophrys speculum? Those must've been really hard to grow."
Rose beamed with pride. "Oh, I have my ways."
Giving the exotic flowers a closer look, Twilight nodded in satisfaction. "I'll take a dozen of these, please."
"Coming right up!"
In a few seconds, bits were exchanged, farewells were traded, and the bouquet rested within Twilight's bags.
She trotted back to the meeting spot, noticing that she was the first to arrive. While she waited, she double-checked the contents of her bag, and placed the flowers in a position that wouldn't crush them.
An elegant voice coming from behind her made her ears perk up. "Good morning, darling. How are you on this fine day?"
Twilight turned to look at her friend walking towards her from across the street. "Hello, Rarity. Getting some breakfast?"
"Well, I had to get something, since my kitchen suffered a... well, let's just say it suffered horribly." Rarity floated a bag from Sugarcube Corner into view. "Pinkie was kind enough to offer an alternative. I also happen to be enjoying a day off."
"A day off? Really?" Twilight tried to hold back her incredulous smirk, but didn't quite manage it.
If Rarity noticed, she didn't seem to mind. "Strange as it may be, I'd actually reserved these next few days to finish an urgent order for Cloudchaser. She was going to wear it to her anniversary date with Thunderlane."
Twilight expected the story to continue, but Rarity seemed content to just fiddle with her mane.
"Uh, I take it something happened?"
"Hmm?" Rarity frowned. "You mean you haven't—Oh, right." She tittered into her hoof, before moving closer to Twilight and falling into a conspiratorial tone. "I heard through the grapevine that the two had a terrible fight yesterday. Why, their very relationship might be over."
"What?!"
"Shh!"
"Oh, sorry." Twilight folded her ears back and gave a sheepish grin, before returning to a more concerned demeanor. "B-but they were always so sweet to each other. I admit, I don't know them very well, but I got the impression that they were a very loving couple."
"They were, of course." Rarity leaned back into a more relaxed position, just a hint of sadness flashing through her eyes. "They were even foalhood friends, if you'll believe it. But that's how these things go. Even the strongest friendships can sour terribly when you get love involved."
"I know," Twilight mumbled under her breath, hiding the words behind a sigh.
"Well, enough about that. We'll eventually see how the story ends—nothing's set in stone, after all." Rarity's eyes made a quick pass over Twilight's figure. "By the way, darling, I love your scarf."
That got a smile back on Twilight's lips. "Of course you do. You made it."
"Yes, but I mean I love how it looks on you—"
"Hey, fillies! What's up?"
They both turned to look at the owner of the well-known voice—a white unicorn mare—coming out of the marketplace. Her wild blue mane bobbed along with her head, while her eyes lay hidden behind tinted shades.
"Scratch, dear. What a pleasure." Rarity gave her a composed and practiced smile.
"'Sup, Rares. Hey, Twi, I was wondering if you could give me a hoof looking for some books on classical music composers." Before anypony could get smart with her, she added, "It's for Tavi."
Twilight glanced at the woolen, deep blue scarf wrapped around Vinyl's neck. If Rarity had been paying a bit more attention, she would've noticed that the piece was also a product of her own knitting. However, she was too busy giving a politely uninterested look at the ponies passing by.
Twilight also gave a quick look in the direction of the large grocery bag being held in Vinyl's magical grip, before answering, "Sure, I was just heading home."
"Cool. See ya 'round, Rares." Without waiting for an answer, Vinyl set off for the library.
Twilight was about to say goodbye, but Rarity cut her off. "Weren't those two fighting again?"
To Twilight's fortune, Rarity was squinting at Vinyl's retreating form, unable to notice her eyes widening. "Oh... well..." It was always hard when something didn't match up. Some little detail of everyday life that had to be clumsily covered up with a hasty and fragile lie, always elevating the risk variable in the increasingly complicated equation that her life had become. "S-she's probably going to use the book to smooth things over, right?"
Rarity looked sideways at her, with something dangerously resembling suspicion growing in her gaze. Had she noticed the nervous tone? Maybe the way she'd fidgeted slightly? Or the fact that her lie was so transparent that it pushed forward more questions than answers?
A quick shake of the head—passed off as a mere fixing of her mane—and any hint of suspicion was gone from Rarity's demeanor. "Right. That must be it."
Twilight gave an internal cry of relief, and an external, "Yeah, so, I should go help her with that. Bye, Rarity!"
"Ciao, dear. I hope you have fun tonight."
Already in the middle of turning around, Twilight froze. "Tonight?"
Rarity chuckled as she walked away, breakfast in tow. "Oh, you'll get it soon."

As Twilight and Vinyl approached the library, the former willed open the door, and shut it behind them once they were inside.
Twilight gave a quick look around, making sure that all of the curtains were closed and that nopony had decided to sneak inside out of an unmitigated desire to learn—however unlikely that may be. Certain that they were both alone, she began unpacking and levitating all of their groceries, while moving to the closet to put away her saddlebags.
As she was taking things out, she noticed the bouquet she'd bought. "Oh, right. Here, I got you a snack." She floated it out and turned to pass it on to Pinkie, who'd just finished untying her scarf.
Pinkie grinned and pounced on the flowers, immediately chomping one off of its stem and happily chewing away at it. "Mmm, sweet!"
With a light magical tug, Twilight removed both of their scarves, stuffing them into the closet before closing it. "I had a feeling you'd like them." Levitating their purchases next to her, she gave Pinkie a peck on the cheek and moved towards the kitchen. "I have to open up the library soon, so go upstairs and read for a while, okay?"
"Okie dokie lokie!" Pinkie said through a mouthful of colorful flowers. She stopped eating for a moment to zip around the main room, looking at the bookcases for something light to keep her entertained during the long hours ahead. As she eyed a few of the cookbooks they had in stock, an idea popped into her head. "Hey, can we bake something tonight? I wanted to try out a new cake recipe I got from Sugarcube Corner."
And just like that, a heavy silence saturated the entire building.
No birdsongs from outside. No rambling from the passing ponies out on the streets. Not even the gentle rustling of tree leaves.
There was only silence.
A cold breeze seemed to snake its way through the room and up Pinkie's spine—even though there were no windows open—making her feel very uncomfortable.
Finally, Twilight's muffled voice came from behind the kitchen door. "Were you careful?" She sounded decidedly neutral. Her emotions strained, like a taut lifeline, about to snap at the first wrong move.
"Super duper careful!" Pinkie tried to keep a chipper tone, but her body sagged as she continued, "Y-you're not mad, are you?"
Even with the door between them, Twilight's sigh could still be heard. "No... No, I guess I'm just overreacting again. If something had happened, I'd probably know about it by now."
Pinkie perked up, feeling a pleasant warmth wash over her and waiting for an answer to her initial question.
When none came, she decided to prod a bit. "So..."
"Yes, we can try it tonight."
"Woo! Triple layer mocha marble cake, here I come!" Pinkie grabbed her flowers and a book at random from the shelf in front of her, before darting up the stairs and into the bedroom.

Several hours and a couple of books later, Pinkie was lying on their bed, finishing up Agate Crystal's latest mystery novel.
Every couple of minutes, she'd glance over to the bedroom's lower level, where Twilight sat at her writing desk scribbling furiously into her notes.
It had been a slow day, with little to no ponies visiting the library. Thus, Twilight had decided to close up early and take the time to advance her research.
"Ugh! This makes absolutely no sense!"
Or at least try.
"Not doing so good, sour plum?" Pinkie called out with a grin.
Another scrunched up parchment was thrown onto the growing pile, next to the desk. "I just can't find a way to disprove this theory! I've been looking for some kind of loophole for the past two hours… and I think my eyes are starting to hurt." Twilight huffed. She lifted her cup to her lips, only to groan as she found it to be an empty reflection of her misery. "Also, it's sugar plum."
"You seem pretty sour to me," Pinkie quipped.
Twilight couldn't hold back a chuckle, shaking her head. "Oh, sure. Let's all make fun of the pony who's slowly going insane. That's a really good idea."
Pinkie looked up from her book with a mischievous glint in her eyes. "Oh, don't feel bad, sweetie. You wanna come play on the bed?" She patted the edge of the silky blue covers with her hoof. "I can think of lots of fun games that'll keep you up all night." Pinkie grinned as innocently as she could, considering the circumstances.
Twilight tried to hide her blush by focusing really hard on the words she'd just jotted down. "I'd love to, but—"
The tell-tale noise of the front door slamming open and hoofsteps quickly rising up the stairs rang through the room, calling their attention to the door. It flew open, letting in a pink blur of springy happiness that landed from her summersault right in the middle of the room.
"Hi, Twi!"
Twilight recovered from her surprise, settling into an amused smile. "Good afternoon, Pinkie."
A mint green shape up in the loft drew Pinkie's eyes. "Oh, heya, Lyra!"
Lyra turned with a smile, as she levitated the book she'd been reading back into its shelf. "Hey there, Pinks."
"So, Twi, I came to tell you that you're invited to a superrifi—er, I mean, a calm and relaxing picnic tonight at seven! I was thinking we could go for a change of pace, since we've just been meeting up during the day lately. We could have some tasty treats and maybe even look at some of those shiny stars you love so much!" Pinkie's eyes shifted a bit, as her voice slowly lost steam with each word. "I-I don't know much about constellations, but perhaps you could, um, teach me?"
Twilight might've noticed Pinkie fumbling with her words, if she hadn't been so thoroughly entranced by the mare's mere presence. Noticing that an answer was expected of her, her brain quickly pieced together what had just been said, coming up with the quickest non-answer she could get out. "A picnic?" She shot a glance at her parchment-covered desk.
Sensing the moment of hesitation, Pinkie leapt forward, landing snout to snout with Twilight. "C'mon, you can lay off your research for just a teensy little bit, right?"
Twilight's cheeks flared at the full glory of the deep pools of azure hogging her vision. Her breathing grew just a tiny bit heavier and she couldn't quite bring herself to blink.
"You feeling okay, Twi?" Pinkie edged forward, carefully avoiding the horn as she touched their foreheads together. "You're pretty hot."
"S-speak for your—" Twilight coughed, gently pushing Pinkie back to a more comfortable distance with her forehoof, and taking a deep breath to compose herself. "I'm fine, Pinkie. And I'll be happy to join you girls tonight."
Pinkie's pupils shrank to pinpricks as she grinned a bit too widely. "Right! Us! As in, all of us! I, uh... I gotta go now. Yup, lots of, heh, preparing to do!" Pinkie forced out a laugh as Twilight tilted her head a bit and blinked. "Well, I-I'll see you later then!"
Pinkie bolted out of the room. The sounds of her hooves echoed throughout the hollowed tree as she made her way to the front door, slamming it shut as she left in a hurry.
Twilight looked out through one of the bedroom windows, seeing the mare running at a full gallop in Carousel Boutique's direction. "That was strange, even by her standards." She turned to glance back up at the loft, where Pinkie lay on the bed, looking towards the same window with a subdued smile. "Everything okay?"
"Huh?" Pinkie snapped out of her reverie and beamed down at Twilight. "Sure! So, whatcha gonna do while you wait for the picnic?" Her voice grew silkier and her gaze turned half-lidded. "That offer still stands, you know?"
Tapping a hoof to her chin, Twilight considered her options. "I should probably keep trying to get some work done, though I doubt I'll have any breakthroughs today. What time is it anyway?"
"Party time!" Pinkie screamed in glee, hopping up and down on the bed.
Twilight sighed and gave a tired smile. "You know I would, especially after that," Twilight gestured towards the still-open entrance to their bedroom, "but the responsible thing to do would be to try and finish up this paper, before I get ready to go out tonight." She looked back at the collection of discarded inkpots and worn out quills that had been growing at an alarming rate.
"Aww. Not even a little cuddling?"
Twilight brought her gaze to the loft once again.
She really shouldn't have.
The full-blown power of the pouty lips and teary eyes that hit her would've been enough to make Rainbow quit flying.
Hyperbolically speaking.
With the weight of inevitability upon her, Twilight just gave a resigned laugh. "Okay, okay. A little cuddling." 

As the moon rose higher in the sky and the bedroom lost some of its warmth, Pinkie slowly opened her eyes and yawned.
She was still lying in their bed, under the soft covers.
With a lazy hoof, she outlined the body that was missing on the sheets beside her. She'd wanted to rest her eyes for just a moment—right after Twilight had kissed her goodnight—but she'd somehow fallen asleep.
Lifting her head a bit, she looked out the window into the clear night sky. There wasn't a cloud in sight, and the stars were shining beautifully. She smiled, noticing that one of the room's smaller telescopes was also missing from its usual place.
A paper on their nightstand caught her eye. It was the cake recipe she'd wanted to try out, before more important activities had swallowed up the later hours of the day.
She tapped a hoof to her chin, hemming and hawing as she made up her mind. Finally, after a resolute nod, she took the sweet-scented paper between her teeth and climbed out of bed.
Going down the short flight of stairs, she stopped for a moment to really take in the mess that her beloved researcher had wrought. Her eyes scrolled over the pile of rejected parchments that had scattered a bit across the floor, along with the two inkpots that had rolled off the heap.
She sighed and shook her head, as her smile turned somewhat wry. Nonetheless, it was still a smile.
She tucked the recipe into her mane and stepped up to the desk. After some quick searching around, she found and lit a new candle, using a few drops of its melted wax to affix it to one of the empty holders that were lying around.
She couldn't risk turning on the lights, after all.
With some proper illumination, she went about gathering all the discarded materials and placing them into neatly tied up bags.
She made sure not to touch anything on the desk itself, though. Twilight had been pretty grumpy about her work lately.
Once she'd cleaned everything up, she checked that the recipe was still safely tangled in her curls and fetched the candlestick, taking them both downstairs with her.
Pinkie walked across the main room of the empty and silent library. Shadows played along the bookshelves and walls as she made her way towards the kitchen. Sometimes it got kinda boring and lonely—especially when Spike was also away.
But that was okay.
Whenever Twilight went out with her friends, she would always return full of laughter and love. And Pinkie would always welcome her home with lots of hugs, kisses and cuddles.
Hopefully, she'd also have cake this time.
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