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		Description

When a friend is in need, Spike will help in whatever way he can, even if that means breaking bad in the process.
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IgnoRance

Spike casually strolled down the streets of Ponyville with a content smile on his face. He had just finished another study session with Twilight, and he was glad to finally get out of the library. Ever since she became a Princess six years ago, Twilight’s demeanor became more serious and somehow more responsible than usual, a considerable feat knowing how Twilight could get when the stakes are high. Before, Twilight usually kept to herself with her study sessions and research for Princess Celestia, but she had decided around a year ago to make Spike an addition to the sessions. Claiming that he needed an education for when he finally became an adult, she lectured him on a daily basis on a variety of topics that differed from day to day. 

Today’s topic happened to be chemistry. Spike grimaced even thinking about it. He just had not seen the use for it. He was not planning on pursuing a career as a scientist, much less a chemist, so he saw it as a waste of time. Twilight said it was an advantage to be knowledgeable in all subjects, since he did not know when he would need it. Spike would have objected by saying that knowing how to distill a solution required a very ideal situation for such a skill to even be remotely useful, but at the look of dejection on her face from the small bit of arguing they already did, he reluctantly assented to a seven hour session of the basics of chemistry. He would rather sit through a dull session of science than hurt his big sister’s feelings. He loved Twilight too much to throw knowledge, the very thing she cared for the most, in her face.

Pushing the thoughts of the earlier events of the day away, he set his eyes on the destination he had in mind: Carousel Boutique. Every few days, Spike would pay a visit to his friend, Rarity. It was no secret Spike had a crush on Rarity, but in his mind, who wouldn’t? She was an incredibly generous pony who would do anything she could to help a friend in need, whether it be a simple talk or offering to make some of her reputable clothing for the pony in question. In addition to a winning personality, Rarity also had the looks to turn every stallions’ head for miles. From her pristine white coat to her voluptuous purple mane, she was perfect in every way, and he knew that from the first day he met her all those years ago.

As he neared the entrance to Rarity’s place of business, he caught sight of his reflection in a window of a passing house. The years had been kind to Spike as well. When he first came to Ponyville, Spike was a short, chubby, baby dragon that still didn’t know much about the world. Now, thanks to a growth spurt that hit him a few years ago, the chubby part of his physique was lost as he started to gain some muscle mass as well as gaining a few feet in height, too. He stood over most ponies now, which boosted his confidence a bit since he no longer had to look up to the ponies, physically speaking. Age wise, he was twenty years old, but that was still considered very young for a dragon. Much to his disappointment, however, his wings had not begun to take shape, but Twilight assured him that they would come later in his life if he led a healthy lifestyle.

With an extra pep in his step, he opened the door to the Carousel Boutique, a familiar bell ringing as Spike stepped inside. He waited for Rarity to begin her signature slogan, but after a minute of silence, a look of surprise overtook his features.

“Rarity?” he called out to the empty store. As he looked around the immediate area, he could not help but admire the way she kept her business running. It was organized, tidy, and extremely efficient, and had been for as long as he could remember. From the masterfully crafted dresses displayed on the mannequins to the beautiful draperies and decorations adorning the space in front of him, Rarity’s cultivated knowledge in aesthetics that was attained over many years of experience was blatantly apparent.

“Rarity?” Spike tried again. Another moment passed by with no response.

He moved deeper into the shop. Where was she? Rarity was always here during business hours. For some reason, that thought made him pause for a moment. He was not sure why the thought seemed odd to him. He felt like he was missing something.

Spike started to go up the stairs to the second floor where the bedrooms were located. Now he was starting to worry. Rarity kept a strict schedule when it came to her work orders, and for him not to be greeted by the lovely voice he had come to love did not sit right with him.

As he reached the top of the stairs, he heard soft sniffling coming from the room whose owner he knew all too well. He slowly walked to the door and peeked inside.

Sitting on the regal mattress that seemed to also be a product of her talent, Rarity held a piece of parchment in her magic. Used tissues were strewn about the bed, and her eyes were red and puffy with her cheeks were with recently shed tears. She sniffled every few seconds, but her eyes never left the parchment.

“Rarity, are you alright?” he asked timidly. Spike was not used to a sight like this, even after all the years he had known her.

He expected Rarity to try and frantically get herself together since she always held herself to a high standard when it came to her looks, but instead, he got a dejected sigh as she laid her head down on the bed, the life seemingly draining out of her. She floated the piece of parchment over to him.

Spike took the document out of her magical grip and began to read with a curious, but concerned look. His look of concern slowly turned to one of horror as he continued to scan it. When he finished, his jaw hung open.

“How…How did this happen?” he asked gently.

“I don’t know, Spike. I just don’t know.” Her voice trembled, making Spike’s stomach drop.

“But...something like this couldn’t have happened over night. And to you of all ponies?”

“Unfortunately, yes.” Rarity sniffled again and sighed sadly. “The Carousel Boutique has been a bit...quiet lately.”

“Only a bit? Rarity, you’re in debt two hundred thousand bits!”

“Okay, maybe very quiet lately.”

“Rarity, look at me.” Spike stepped into the room and went to Rarity’s side. She shifted her gaze from the bedspread to his sharp, emerald eyes. “Why didn’t you let us know things were getting so bad?”

Rarity gave a sigh as she lowered her head. Once it seemed her thoughts were in order and her composure was somewhat regained, she started to speak.

“It all happened so quickly, Spike,” she began, her voice trembling. “One day, I had more ponies lined up at my door than I could count! Business was booming and I had more orders than I could keep up with. And then the next, nopony was there. Yes, it gave me a bit of worry, but I thought nothing of it! I assumed everything would go back to normal the next day. But when it didn’t, I thought the day after that, and then the day after that. Before I knew it, the savings were gone, and--and--” Her voice cracked. Tears started to well up in her eyes. “I j-just didn’t want to accept that I w-was…” She trailed off as she began to sob once more.

Spike sat closer to Rarity and embraced her in a hug. She bawled into his chest. He tried to comfort her by patting her back every so often. After five minutes, she regained her cool once more.

“I found out that my name had been tarnished in Canterlot by some of the social elites. If I took handouts now, it would only prove their point!” 

Spike was not sure what she meant by that. Regardless, he said, “But don’t ponies remember what you and the others did against Discord? For the Crystal Empire?”

“That was almost a decade ago, darling.” She slumped back down onto the bed. “Ponies forget, move on. Other events have happened since then that took the spotlight.” Another sniffle. “I’m finished.”

Spike could not believe what was happening. It was an awful sight to Spike. Seeing one of the ponies he cared for the most so lifeless, so broken, so ready to give up on everything, stirred something inside him. He knew what he had to do. Ever since Spike had become friends with Rarity, she was always there when he needed a familiar face at his side. She was always so generous and selfless. It was time for him to return the favor.

“Rarity, I’m not sure how, but I will help you get through this, whatever it takes.” He spoke confidently, almost definitively, which surprised even himself. Rarity’s features showed she felt the same.

“But Spike, you don’t have any--”

“Money? You let me worry about that for now. It’s time I gave something back to you in return for all that you’ve done for me.”

More tears welled up in her eyes, and she had the barest hint of a smile. She wrapped her forelegs around Spike once more.

“Oh, Spikey. Thank you.”

As he hugged back, everything seemed like it was going to work out. The only thing that bothered him was a single thought in the back of his mind.
How exactly am I going to keep this promise?
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